
        
            [image: cover]
        

    







[bookmark: BM_1_]



The Immigrant






by






Arnold J. Inzko






Wordclay


1663 Liberty Drive, Suite 200


Bloomington, IN  47403


www.wordclay.com


[bookmark: CopyrightText]
© Copyright 2008 Arnold J. Inzko. All rights reserved.






No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the
author.





[bookmark: PublishedDate]
First published by Wordclay on  2/10/2008.

[bookmark: ISBNList]



Printed in the United States of America.






This book is printed on acid-free paper.










I dedicate this Book to my wife


Gabriella.










I would like to thank all my critics


from Great Authors Online.


They spent considerable time guiding me


to write Sci-Fi novels






CHAPTER 1






It was a cold day, late in the afternoon.  A transporter limo pulled
up to the Neidermeier gun store.  The transporter boss parked the
limo around the corner, behind the store, out of sight.  Two
middle-aged men left the limo and they were in a hurry.  The men,
dressed in business suits, rushed to the front entrance of the store
and walked into the vestibule.


“Is anyone here?” called one man impatiently.  Paul
Neidermeier, the owner, slowly came around the corner.  He looked at
the men and realized immediately by their looks and dress, that they
are an extension of the criminal element.  He was nervous and he
called his son, “Ben, can you come out.  We have two
customers.”  Ben Neidermeier rushed to the front of the store. 
“Yes, Dad, what do you need?”


“Would you please help these two gentlemen, Son.”  With
that Paul left and Ben asked, “What can I do for you?”


The men drew their nine-millimeter Rugers, placed them on the counter
and one of them said, “We found out from a reliable source in
Innsbruck, Austria that you can help us.  We need the barrel
signatures erased and hurry please.”  Ben looked at the two
criminals and realized that the only reason they needed the barrel
signatures erased was because they must have killed someone.  Ben was
nervous, but knew exactly what to do.  He took one handgun, told the
owner to follow him to a soundproof room, behind the office.  Ben
loaded the gun with one round from the men’s ammunition and
fired the round into a large, clean tank, filled with clear oil.  He
retrieved the bullet with a pair of thongs and wiped it clean of the
oil.  Then he gave the bullet to the owner of the gun.


“Hold on to this bullet,” said Ben, sure of himself. 
Then he went to the shop and the customer followed him.


“Sit, it won’t take long,” said Ben, uneasily.  The
customer sat on a chair and tried to watch Ben do his handy work, but
he couldn’t see much, because Ben used his body, blocking his
work.  He fetched a rod with a lead swivel on the end that had the
shape of the barrel rifling and moved the rod through the barrel a
number of times to polish it with emery powder and oil.  Then he used
another rod to clean the barrel.  He returned to the soundproof room,
with the criminal, and fired another round from the man’s
ammunition into the oil tank.  He retrieved this bullet and after
cleaning this one, he scanned both bullets with a scanner and plotted
the results on translucent paper.  Superimposing the results of the
bullets, it was clear that the circumference of the bullets looked
completely different.  No one would suspect that he fired both
bullets from the same barrel.  Ben wiped the handgun to remove his
fingerprints.  Then he repeated the procedure with the other
customer.  They thanked him, paid him a handsome sum and they left
smiling.  The limo boss turned the limo around and they left in the
direction that they came from.


The criminals could have destroyed the handguns and bought two new
ones.  However, erasing the barrel signatures was cheaper.  The
Neidermeiers knew exactly how much to charge.  Besides, buying guns
on the black market was difficult these days.






After the men left, Paul returned.  Ben knew where his father was. 
He was standing behind the wall of the vestibule, with a loaded,
12-gauge shotgun, observing the customers through a one-way mirror. 
This time, the customers were sincere in their request to have the
gun barrels fixed, though they were criminals.  That is all that the
Neidermeiers cared about.  They own a gunsmith business. 
Unfortunately, sometimes it bumps at the borderline of legitimacy.






The last time a criminal type entered the gun store, he used the
pretense that he was in the market to purchase a rifle.  Right from
the start, he looked suspicious.  After a few idle words, the
criminal drew a Walther pistol and demanded that Ben open the gun
cabinet.  He wanted to look at the seven-millimeter long - range
rifle made by the Neidermeiers.


“I’ve to find the key,” said Ben.  While Ben
fumbled to look for the key to the cabinet, Ben’s father
stepped around the wall and confronted the criminal with his loaded,
12-gage shotgun in his hands.  Simultaneously, while Ben was watching
his father, he produced a pistol and pointed it at the criminal.  The
criminal moved his pistol from Paul to Ben and back.  He
realized that the Neidermeiers had the upper hand.  He swore, stuck
the pistol in his pocket and left.


“This time you got away easy,” said Paul, “Don’t
try it again.”  He was lucky that the Neidermeiers let him go. 
This criminal learned his lesson: don’t try to rob the
Neidermeier gunsmith store!


CHAPTER 2






Austria has undergone significant changes during the last two years. 
After long negotiations, the Austrian Prime Minister agreed to have
his country annexed to the Consolidated States of Europe (CSE).  Now
the CSE consists of Austria, Germany, The United Kingdom, Ireland,
France, Spain - Portugal, Italy and the islands of Corsica and
Sardinia.  This movement wasn’t new; it started with the
introduction of the Euro.  The impetus of the leaders of the CSE was
to add worthy and friendly countries with similar political
philosophies to their union.  That, in turn, strengthened the union
and improved their competitive edge in world domination, both
politically and economically.






The Neidermeiers lived in Ferlach, Austria since they can remember
and they cultivated a significant and traceable heritage.  Suddenly
Austria was a part of a much larger country, lessening its importance
and overshadowing its unique character.  When they found out that
Austria was annexed to the CSE, the Neidermeiers didn’t like
it, but they had no choice but to accept it.  Austria’s
annexation to the CSE was partially responsible for many of the
Neidermeiers’ future decisions.






Both father and son went to Gunsmith School in Ferlach and Ben
graduated in 2010.  His father graduated twenty-three years earlier. 
During school, Ben divided his time between studying, working,
socializing and he worked out to maintain his physique.  His mother,
Elisabeth, was always concerned about her son, because often he was
reckless during his physical exploits.  Unfortunately, she passed
away when Ben was fourteen and that was when Ben started in gunsmith
school.  After Elisabeth passed away, Paul and his son fended for
themselves but eventually Paul decided to hire a housekeeper.


While Ben was in school, he learned how to manufacture the old-style
weapons, which use gunpowder as the energy source to drive
projectiles through a barrel.  He also gained full understanding of
the newer style weapons, such as laser guns and plasma guns.  He has
full knowledge of computers, AutoCAD design (computer-aided design)
systems, CNC (computer numerical control) machine tool programming
and molecular object transfer (MOT).  Theoretically, he learned
geometry, trigonometry and he had an introduction to calculus to help
him understand the derivation of the complicated ballistic formulas
to calculate all parameters during the flight of a bullet.  Ben also
learned about stocks, silencers, hair trigger mechanisms, telescopes
and how to change the distinctive barrel signatures, left on bullets.
 On Saturdays, Ben went out to dinner or to the movies with one of
his acquaintances.  Occasionally he traveled to Italy or to the
southern part of Germany to go sightseeing.  While at home, he
usually rose at five and jogged on the road leading to downtown,
Ferlach.  On occasion, he jogged in the opposite direction toward the
river Drau.






Ben graduated with honors from gunsmith school when he was eighteen. 
At the age of nineteen, while he worked in his father’s store,
he met General Wagner, an American four-star general.  The general
visited Ferlach to purchase a high-powered laser weapon of the latest
design.  In town, the general asked the City Manager if he knew of a
typical gunsmith shop, which still boasts of the old traditional
machinery and forging facility as well as modern methods to make
guns.


“I know exactly of the type of business in that you are looking
for,” replied the city manager, glad to help.  “Take the
main road west and drive about two miles.  The code is BN76, if you
prefer to automate your trip — workers installed guide ushers
on the right side of the road to direct your car.  When you get
there, you will see a medium size gunsmith business on the right. 
They have a sign at the front entrance, with a crest on top and the
Neidermeier name below.  By the way, do you have transportation?”


“Yes, I do,” said the general and he continued, “I
rented a late-model car at the airport in Klagenfurt.  Fossil fuel
mobiles are too outdated for me.”  The general thanked the city
manager for the information and his friendly attitude.  Then he
walked across the freshly paved street, observing light traffic.  He
used his remote control to lift the roof, and entered the operator
space.  On the control pad in front of him, he entered BN76, he set
the speed for 40 kph, and then he programmed audio and map ON.  Next,
he tapped the AUTO and the GO buttons, in that order.  Finally, the
car started moving slowly into traffic.  General Wagner sat back,
relaxed and he enjoyed the short trip.  The map screen illuminated
and showed a three-dimensional image of the street, constantly
changing, keeping in tune with the general.  He saw mountain ranges
on the right and buildings on the left.  With the audio engaged, he
received a good description of the landmarks near and far, “On
the left you see a historic post office, where you can still mail
letters, using postage stamps.  Ahead and to the right, is a mountain
range, called the Koshuta, which has four excellent ski resorts.  On
the far left is an Olympic-size ski jump.”


The car maneuvered through two sharp turns, Athen made a ninety
degree turn, continued for another half kilometer and then stopped. 
The general looked up, why did the audio stop?  Ah It’s
continuing, “We have arrived at BN76.  I hope you have enjoyed
your trip.  Auf Wiedersehen.”


The car pulled up near the entrance of the Neidermeier business.  The
general tapped the EXIT tab.  Then the roof lifted and the general
exited from the car.  He closed the roof with his remote.






He stood at the entrance gate in front of the complex to get his
bearings.  On the right are the living quarters.  It is a two-story
building, with roman style facades.  Flower boxes lined the bottoms
of the windows.  On the left is the business compound, consisting of
two buildings.  They enclosed the whole property with a high steel
spike fence, freshly painted white.  Now the general slightly nodded
his head and smiled, because he had a feel for the place.  He reached
down to open the handle of the gate, stepped in and he closed the
gate behind him.  The general was a tall man; deep furrows lined the
side of his tanned face.  Looking at his steel-blue eyes one could
see that he was a professional soldier, hair cropped short though he
wore casual clothes.  He went on confidently along the cobblestone
path, which extended between the living quarters and the business
buildings.  When he reached the end of the walkway, one path extended
to the right and the other to the left.  He took the path to the
left, based on his previous evaluation.  He went to the main entrance
of the first building, walked up three steps and rang the doorbell. 
A man in his forties, unusually fit and trim, opened the door, saw
the American general and said, in broken English, “Can I help
you?”  The general reached out his hand and said, “My
name is General Wagner.  I’m from the Consolidated North
American States (CNAS).  Your city manager advised me that your place
is unique and that it would be an excellent place to visit.”


“Please come in.  I’m Paul Neidermeier.  I’ll
introduce you to my son, Ben.  He just turned nineteen, last week,
and he just finished gunsmith school last fall.”  Paul called
his son, “Ben, Ben.”  Ben came in through the front
entrance. “Yes Father, are you looking for me?”


“Yes, I want you to meet General Wagner.  He’s from the
CNAS.”


The general observed young Ben.  He wore jeans, leather boots and an
army type shirt.  As the general found out later, Ben had earned his
black belt more than a year ago.  He also was a member of the soccer
team, slated to be a member of the Austrian National team.  During
winters, he participated in the local ski races.  The general noted
that Ben spoke fluent English— hardly a noticeable accent.


 “Where were you, Son?” asked Ben’s father,
curiously.


“I was next door, rearranging your old office.”  Ben
turned to the general.  “It’s a pleasure meeting you.”


“Likewise.”  The general and Ben shook hands.  From Ben’s
strong grip and rough hands from breaking brick blocks, the general
noted that Ben could persevere.


“Well, let’s go next door and sit in the office,”
said Ben’s father.


They walked out through the front door, turned left and walked to the
second building.  This building looked newer, but inside it was from
a different world.  The office was rich looking, with mahogany
paneling on all four walls.  Trophies lined the walls of the room:
deer antlers, Bull Moose, African elephant tusks, stuffed fowl, old
rifles and pistols, including a muzzleloader.  In the corner, Paul
secured a pair of old, wood skis.  They are from the nineteenth
century.  In the middle of the room and set back was a hardwood desk.
 Behind the desk, on the wall, they displayed a gold medallion and
below the medallion was the following inscription:






1994 - First Price Paul Neidermeier


Vienna, Austria


For exceptional workmanship


in the gunsmith trade






General Wagner read the inscription and he said to Paul, “This
is a commendable achievement.”


“That was a long time ago.  That was during the old days of
craftsmanship.  Now I come to this room to meditate about past times.
 I have trouble conforming to the new ways of thinking and the new
system of government.  My son is good at that,” replied Paul. 
He lit his meerschaum pipe and continued, “Let’s sit and
have a cognac.”  He reached under the desk and pulled out a
bottle.  Then he reached for three shot glasses, hand painted with
Edelweiss and Enzian flowers.  He poured the drinks. The room became
quiet as if this were an important ritual.  They all reached for
their glasses and slowly consumed the liquor.


“Ah, this is excellent cognac,” said the general,
smiling.


“Oh, yes is old and aged,” said Paul.


“Wow,” said young Ben, “that’s the first time
that tried this one.”


They sat and relaxed, enjoying the silence.  Then Paul said to the
general, “Didn’t you come to us to look at a typical
gunsmith business?”


“Yes, if it isn’t too much trouble?”


“No, no trouble at all.  I will give you a tour of this
building and my son will give you a tour of the newer building —
if it’s all right with you, General?”


“That would be wonderful,” the general replied.


“Follow me.”






Ben went to the office entrance, opened the door and all stepped out
into a large room.  It is still a functional gunsmith shop.  One side
of the room Paul has the workbenches set up.  At the back of the
room, he installed cabinets, where he stores the tools.  On the
right, are two anvils and a charcoal burning furnace.  A
foot-operated blower supplied the oxygen to provide the heat for the
forging operation.  In the old days, the gunsmiths used this furnace
to forge their hammers, sears, and springs.  After the craftsmen
formed and shaped the springs, they used the furnace again to heat
treat them to achieve the correct harness and the proper resilience. 
In the middle of the room, at the far end, three old machines
occupied this space: a lathe, a mill and a drill press.  All are
foot-operated.  Paul maintained the equipment in meticulous
condition, with a fine coat of oil, and they served as museum pieces.
 He has the newer equipment, with electric motors, a few feet closer
to the office; two drill presses, three milling machines and three
lathes of various sizes.  They are also in usable condition.  On
occasion, Paul still uses them.  The general commented, “This
is a wonderful display of technological development over many
generations.”


“Yes, we have tried to show the changes that occurred in the
gunsmith’s business during the last few generations.  Now I’m
turning you over to my son.  He will show you the technology used
today.  It is in the other building,” replied Paul.


“I will be my pleasure,” said Ben.  When the general
heard this, he turned and he was ready to leave the building through
the front door. “General Wagner, please come back here and
follow me.  We will use the underpass.”  Ben walked to the far
corner of the room, past the antique machinery, to the middle
cabinet.  He stopped for a moment, speculating whether he should
reveal to the general what he was about to show him.  For some
reason, he didn’t know why, he trusted the general and he was
drawn to him.  He reached into his pocket, pulled out a remote
control and pointed it toward the middle cabinet.  The door opened
and behind it, a wide opening was visible.


Ben stepped in and the general and Paul followed.  The cabinet door
closed and Ben tapped a down-arrow button.  Silently, but with great
speed the room descended forty feet.  Another door, this time on the
opposite side of the enclosure opened and Ben asked the general to
step on the people mover.  They moved horizontally, at least fifty
yards, across to the other building, entered a door and then
proceeded upward and stopped behind the door of another cabinet.  The
cabinet door opened and they stepped into the new building.  General
Wagner couldn’t resist asking, “Why did you build such an
elaborate underpass?”


“My grandfather built it for safety reasons.  In those days
they were prepared to exit quickly if someone wanted to settle a
score.  This gunsmith’s business was dangerous at times.  Even
today, we are cautious about the work we do and for whom we do it,”
Paul answered.  The general stood there for a few minutes — he
thought of something — and he finally looked up.  This room
contained various CNC machines, operated by two men.  All machines,
including the floor, are painted white.  Along the wall, is a bank of
computers.  They are controlling the operation of all CNC machines. 
A desk and an Auto Cad station are at the near corner.  Ben stores
all information on computers.  Along the wall behind the desk is a
security system, with six flat screens and digital cameras cover the
entire complex.  They record images, when they detect an unknown
image.  Ben played back a recently stored image, which showed the
general entering the premises.  Though the general has seen similar
systems before he asked, “How does your system know that I’m
a stranger?”


“The program compares images with the existing database,”
said Ben.


At the far end of the room, the general saw a testing station for
laser weapons.  Before the operator can do a test of laser weapons,
he would stand on the platform and simply touch a down arrow key. 
Then the whole corner of the room will drop to forty feet below
ground to line up with a four-thousand foot long tunnel.  When
General Wagner saw this testing station, he asked Ben, if he could
test his laser weapon.  The general returned to his car, to fetch the
laser weapon.  Ben was happy to accommodate him.  The general’s
weapon performed perfectly, as the laser beam struck the bull’s
eye of the target three-thousand feet away.


“You know General, according to my records, I just tested this
weapon two weeks ago.  It’s the latest model, manufactured in
Ferlach.”


“I bought it in a down-town store and that’s what the
salesman told me,” said the general, proud to own the weapon.


Then they all returned to the surface.


General Wagner took his laser weapon and prepared to leave.  He was
in deep thought.  He thanked Paul for his hospitality and then he
touched Ben Neidermeier on his shoulder and asked him to walk with
him to his car.


During the walk to the car, the general asked, “Ben, I don’t
think I have told you this, but I’m closely affiliated with the
Secret Home Department Ministry (SHDM).  If this organization were to
have assignments for you, would you be willing to travel to the CNAS
and live there?  I know this would be a major move for you, but think
about it anyway.”


“What does the SHDM do?” asked Ben, curiously.


“Its function is to protect all North American States from
unwanted earthly and alien forms.  In addition, they may call upon
this department to do secret or covert missions.  And if you were to
agree to migrate to CNAS, you would be committed to work for us. 
That would be your new life and your first priority,” said the
general, raising his brows.


Ben thought about the general’s proposal.  I could see North
America.  Of course, I would have to do my duty first.  This is
appealing, but, what about my father?  What would we do with the
store?  What about my friends?  What would I say to Malika?  She is
one of my gunsmith school acquaintances and we understood each other
well.  We helped each other with our schoolwork and we spent many
hours talking about a variety of subjects.  However, we never made
any commitments to each other.  She was an average looking girl with
dark hair, and she was an artist.  That’s why she became an
engraver.  Now she is attending the University of Salzburg, studying
chemistry, biology and forensic science.  She has probably completely
forgotten about me.  Now that she is at the University, she most
likely has met a student there.


Ben looked at the general and said, “We invested a large amount
in our property and our home.  I need to discuss this with my father.
 Since his wife, Elisabeth passed away, he’s now all alone and
he depends on me, though we have a housekeeper.  I also have a friend
— her name is Malika Schneider.”  The general thought and
then said, “I suppose that this venture might include a lot
more than what I first envisioned.  I suppose I would have to talk to
my superiors also.  I’ll write to you.


My first contact with you will be by C-Mail.” (Coded Mail). 
The general was ready to leave, but he noticed that Ben looked
bewildered.


“What’s on your mind Ben?”  asked the general.


“What exactly is the CNAS, General?”


“Yes, I guess, I never explained that.  It keeps changing. 
Right now, the CNAS consists of Canada, USA, Mexico, Guatemala,
Honduras, Cuba and Guam.”


“I see.  Thanks General.”  With this, the conversation
ended and the general returned to his car.  He drove to the airport
and then returned to his office in Santa Barbara, CA.  He took a
newer T-Jet, recently put into operation. 







***






Ben sat in his office planning for the next production job, when a
gentle sound from his computer caught his attention.  It was a coded
message from the general:






To:Gordon


Sub:Relocation


Date:10/12/2011    11:30:26 AM EST


From:General T. Wagner GTW4137.SHDM






Hello Ben,






Sorry it took so long to make good on my promise that I’ll send
you a C-Mail message.  I hope that you can remember the conversation
we had, before we parted a few days ago.  Have you talked to your
father?  You probably didn’t.  I wouldn’t have, if I were
in your shoes.  Why give this nice man false hopes?  After all, you
only knew me for over an hour when we met the last time.






Well, I talked to my superior.  His name is General Charles Tailor
and he reports directly to the Director of Defense.  I explained to
him what I had in mind and the type of people that you and your
father are and that you would fit well into our organization,
protecting the CNAS.  Then he said to me, “Tom, I will leave
the whole matter in our hands.  Just do what you have to do to get
them over here.  I can see that they could be valuable to our
organization and to our country.”  I didn’t tell him your
names, but I told him that you have a good friend by the name of
Malika Schneider.






Now, here is my proposal:  Together, we’ll find an appropriate
and strategic location for you and your father.  Then we’ll
build you a house.  We’ll also provide the security to which
you are accustomed.  Furthermore, we’ll ship all of your
father’s museum pieces.  We can obtain new CNC equipment and
the latest computers, including software right here in the CNAS.  I
have talked with the Immigration and Naturalization Service (INS),
and they have assured me that you and your father will obtain your
CNAS citizenship.  If Malika Schneider ever decides to join you, we
can deal with her then.  Ben, I need only one of two words from you,
either Yes or No.


One more item; ‘Gordon’ is your code name.  I have
taken the liberty to assign this name to you, if you say Yes and you
decide to migrate to the CNAS.






Both father and son knew what they were thinking.  Since the
annexation of Austria to the CSE, they would be further ahead to
start a beginning in the CNAS.  Father and son talked about it in
great lengths, and two weeks later, they decided to move.  The answer
to General Wagner was






YES.






With the stroke of the pen, the Neidermeiers put the property in
Ferlach, Austria up for sale.  Paul Neidermeier remained in Austria
to deal with all the details to sell the property, while Ben migrated
to the CNAS.  After the sale was completed and Paul transferred the
deed to the property, he joined his son in the CNAS.


CHAPTER 3






Before they decided to settle in the CNAS, Paul and Ben consulted
with General Wagner.  The Neidermeier’s new home is located at
the coastline of the Chesapeake Bay, in Belvedere Heights, near
Baltimore, Maryland.  It is strategically placed along the shore of
the channel, leading to the bay.  They picked this secluded spot
along the coastline, close enough to Baltimore to do the shopping and
socializing, yet far enough away to have privacy.  Though Ben only
works with coded assignments, Paul decided that additional security
was a prerequisite.  Because the Chesapeake Bay has a wide enough
channel, the SHDM supplied Ben with a stealth submarine.  In an
emergency, escaping with the submarine would be easy for Ben, leaving
submerged.  It would be impossible for a predator to find him. 
Furthermore, for security reasons and for the element of surprise,
Ben might better execute some covert operations from a submarine than
from a car or a plane, though the submarine is slower.  Who would
ever expect that?  Ben also has two cars parked in his garage,
donated by the SHDM.






“Son, where are you?  Did you get lost?” called Paul,
anxiously.


“No Father, I was just thinking how our lives have changed
during the last two years.”  Paul went to the balcony of his
new home and his son followed.  They sat in comfortable deck chairs. 
Ben’s father didn’t say anything, because he knew his son
well.  He was right.  Ben recalled the C-Mail message that he
received about two years ago from General Wagner.






***






Before they started building their new home, Ben and his father moved
into a Baltimore hotel room.  The SHDM provided room and board. 
Ben’s father spent most of his days at the construction site. 
He was involved with the design and the construction of their new
home.  He was concerned about the security, the convenience and about
the escape avenues.  He had two escape routes in mind, one by land
and one by sea. With these initial plans, Paul formulated a list to
detail the order of construction:


Level the ground — dredge the channel — build the docks —
build the house — provide proper access for the cars and the
sub.  The original land butted up against Chesapeake Bay.  Once, a
mile-long-beach lined the point of the peninsula and the area was
isolated from the mainstream of population.  Now the water washed
away most of the sand and a slight drop from land to water was
noticeable.  This condition actually benefitted Paul, because it
simplified the dredging and leveling work.  First, the bulldozers
leveled the ground, leading away from the bay to prepare a foundation
on which the Neidermeiers will build the house.  The ground farther
away from the bay had a gentle uphill slope.  This was a desirable
condition for building the docking space for the submarine.  The
entrance had an opening, fifteen-foot in diameter, containing a
sliding gate, to control the water level for the sub and to prevent
unwanted visitors from entering.  Behind the gate, four, vertical
stainless steel, adjustable columns protruded to support the
submarine.


After the submarine dock was finished, the SHDM delivered the sub. 
It is twelve feet in diameter, eighteen feet long and it can obtain
one-hundred-five knots, cruising speed, just below the waves of the
ocean.  In preparation for boarding, a large pump lowered the sea
level and exposed the top half of the sub.  Paul strategically placed
three switches to operate the pump.  Once Ben depresses one of the
switches, he could enter the sub through the open hatch on top. 
After he boarded the sub and reached for the controls, the hatch
automatically closed, while the front gate opened, allowing the
enclosure to backfill with water and the submarine to depart.


Paul also asked for a standard, marine boathouse, large enough to
hold a thirty-five-foot boat, next the submarine enclosure.  Several
switches operate attractive lights, mounted on all dock posts.  Ben
had his eye on a twenty-eight foot pleasure cruiser that he saw in a
marina in Baltimore.  Next, Paul’s contractor built an
underground, shooting range.  For that, he ordered a drill, with a
capacity to bore a ten feet diameter tunnel, twelve hundred feet
long.  The contractor leveled the floor of the tunnel with a
bulldozer and then he installed a synthetic floor.  The final
cross-sectional shape of the tunnel looked like a horseshoe standing
on its two legs.  Heavy-duty beams supported the ceiling.  They also
installed a retractable target, four feet high along one side of the
tunnel.  At the beginning of the tunnel, one could fire a rifle or a
shotgun and they used computerized controls to move the target to a
given distance or to retract it.  He could also program the distance
of the target up to twelve hundred feet.  At the far end, an air duct
leads up to the ground surface to provide fresh air in the tunnel. 
Ben planted evergreens to hide the existence of the cover for the air
duct and the contractor installed steps to facilitate a quick escape.
 Later, Paul decided to install a people mover.  It holds up to four
people and a variable control determines its speed.






The house has five levels.  Paul identified each floor with a code:


Plus twoSecond floor


Bedrooms, toilets, showers and laundry


Plus oneFirst floor 



Office, kitchen, dining room, living room, balcony


ZeroGround level


Conference room, car port


Minus oneOne floor below ground


Customer store, shop office, machine shops


Minus twoTwo floors below ground


Two docks for sub and cruiser


Minus threeFour floors below ground


Shooting range






An elevator connected all floors.  The customer store faced to the
front and it has an attractive display window, manufactured from
Lexan.  Builders still use this material today and it is resists
rifle fire.  In the back of the house is an attractive deck with a
pleasing view of the Bay.  Ben constructed it from synthetic
materials and along the railing; he mounted a string of small lights.
 He installed eight cameras and several motion sensors in the front
and in the back of the house and he placed its controls in the
office, hidden from view.






At the landside of the house, Paul and the general decided that there
should be a direct link to the newly installed, hi-speed, air cushion
transportation system (ACTS).  It is an extensive system, spanning
across the USA, with four tracks extending from East to West and five
tracks reaching from North to South with interconnecting nodules at
each intersection.  With this new transportation facility, a car can
achieve speeds up to one-thousand MPH, at the expense of little
power.  In order for this method of transportation to be safe and
efficient, engineers streamlined the cars to reduce air friction and
they used highly polished titanium for the hull.  Ben has two, cars
parked in his garage, ready to use.  The Bentine power supplies are
always fully charged.  Since Ben used these cars frequently, he had
no need to recharge the power supplies manually, because the
engineers mounted a small wind turbine on top of the car.  It will
start rotating automatically, when the car reached eighty MPH and it
recharges the power cells.  When the car is not gliding on the
air-cushion rails, it rides on four, polyurethane compound tires. 
The surfaces of the tires are impregnated with tungsten particles to
improve their life.  Obviously, these tires are bullet proof and
knife resistant.  When the car is near the air-cushion rails, the
operator must slightly increase the speed of his engine.  This
additional force will mount the car on the air cushion rails.  Then
there is no need for the tires.  The tires will retract automatically
to reduce wind resistance.  The air-cushion rails have the shape of a
Tee.  Each Tee has a smooth upper surface.  Engineers installed many
small orifices on top, on the side and on the bottom of the Tee. 
Pumps are forcing a small amount of air through these orifices.  Ben
tested the force required to move the car on the ACTS.  He stood next
to the car and he moved it easily with one hand.  Below the Tee, a
restraining bar will prevent the car from sliding vertically off the
Tee, supplemented with additional air orifices.  Engineers
established enough clearance between the car and the rail to provide
for expansion and contraction during warmer or cooler weather.  And
that is how the ACTS works.






***






Ben sat by his desk downstairs and he looked at the C-Mail message
from General Wagner.  The general used Ben’s codename, Gordon. 
The SHDM required his services.  They were organizing a covert
operation in the southern part of the newly formed republic,
Pakindia, that is India and Pakistan combined, to overthrow isolated
warlords and their rebels in this area.  The rebels worked to
overthrow Pakindia and they used the excuse that the country wasn’t
ready for a democratic form of government.  However, the real reason
was that this part of the country contained Tybium rich ore.  It is a
compound to produce Bentine, the cleanest and most energy efficient
energy source on earth.  After General Wagner investigated who was
involved in this coupe, he found out that a businessperson form the
Consolidated States of Europe (CSE), ran this conspiracy, stretching
all the way to Iceland.  They worked with a Russian geologist, who
verified that the ore was rich in Tybium.  This was unacceptable news
to the general.  He was also interested in the Tybium ore and he will
do whatever is possible to gain full control of the potential mining
site.






What General Wagner required of Ben, was challenging.  He asked Ben
to reduce the noise level of laser weapons.  He knows how to build
standard silencers and he used his own, proprietary designs, because
his design improves sound absorption.  But to reduce the noise level
on laser weapons wasn’t so easy.  Ben stepped into the elevator
and went to his upstairs office.  He researched the Web, if newer
technology might be available.  This was a dead end.  Then he found a
textbook on The Theory of Propagation of Light.  After
studying ‘Effects of Laser Noises’, he concluded that his
efforts would have to be twofold.  First, he will fabricate a turbine
type device, mounted at the end of laser discharge tube and second;
he will test it and calibrate the device in an actual condition. 
This was a challenging assignment for Ben as he found a station in
his new world of the CNAS.






Ben knows that his priority during the rest of his life will be
solving problems for the SHDM, and act as an interface between the
authorities and the criminal element.  During off times, he will work
in his gunsmith business with his father.






Ben returned to his office on the first floor, sat by one of his
desktop terminals and went on to relay a C-Mail message to the
general at the SHDM that he’s working on their problem.  He
also noted that he would need to fabricate various parts, which Ben
will attach to the laser weapons and he will test the unit in an
actual condition.  Next, Ben went to his Auto Cad workstation where
he designed a turbine type device, consisting of six parts, which
will hold a high-speed and low noise bearing.  He based his design on
the lift and drag concept of airfoil shapes.  With this method, he
can trap sound waves, if the turbine will rotate at the right speed. 
The new energy source Bentine, will provide the rotational hi-speed
energy, which he confined in a small, round container.  It will
provide alternating, pulsating energy to the embedded miniature
magnets in the outer ring and it will last for three-thousand
operating hours.






Ben completed the drawings.  He generated tool paths for the CNC
lathe and downloaded the programs to his CNC lathe.  He loaded a
lightweight, round titanium bar in the chuck of the CNC lathe.  The
computer selected and loaded the tools needed to machine the parts
for the miniature turbine.  Six hours later, all parts were
completed.  He went to his storage crib, selected the high-speed
bearing and went to the assembly area.  There, he assembled and
tested the parts and the energy source.  He used a variable energy
controller, which varies the energy input to the turbine.  He turned
it on, the turbine started to rotate slowly, and it emitted a low
frequency sound.  According to the oscilloscope, which he set up
previously, the turbine is turning at 650 RPM (Revolutions per
Minute).  He continued to rotate the variable energy controller
clockwise, until the oscilloscope read 192,000 RPM.  Now the system
operated in complete silence.  He continued to increase the speed to
225,000 RPM.  The system remained silent.  It seemed that the turbine
absorbed its own sound waves, bases on the design of the miniature
airfoil blades.  However, at 225,000R PM, it is possible that the
system might explode and pieces parts could fly in every direction of
the shop.  That is because at these high revolutions, centripetal
forces might exceed the ultimate strength of the titanium blades. 
Ben quickly turned the variable energy controller counter clockwise
to slow the RPM.  He only hopes that the system will neutralize the
laser sounds at a lower RPM.  He had no way of determining that in
his shop.


“Hello Ben,” Ben’s dad greeted him and he
continued, “How are you coming along with the project for the
general?”


“It is complete.  I went as far as I could.  After I assembled
all the parts, I tried out the turbine.  It worked just as I
expected.  I’m not sure if will absorb the laser noise, when I
will test it in Santa Barbara.”


“Knowing you, I’m certain that it will work,”
replied his father, confidently.


“Dad, could you run another assembly through the CNC lathe?”


“Why do you need a second assembly?” asked his father.


“If it works, the general will probably order a few more units,
because they will need many weapons in Pakindia.”


“Can’t you just build them later?”


“The general might want the additional units immediately and to
machine them on the CNC lathes may be too slow,” said Ben and
then he added, “I would rather duplicate the additional units
using the molecular generator (MG).  That will be a lot faster.”


“I have to agree with that,” said Ben’s father.






Ben was ready to pack up his contrivance and travel the SHDM’s
head quarters, in Santa Barbara.  The same day Ben went to bed early.
 Tomorrow will be an important day for him.


CHAPTER 4






Ben rose early.  He fetched his overnight bag and packed toilet
articles, a change of clothes, a laser pistol, his portable
communicator and two packets of the number three, breakfast mixture. 
Before he left his bedroom, he looked out the window to the parking
lot.  He saw his father talking to a middle-aged man.  Ben doesn’t
know him.  The man was holding a shotgun in his hand.  He broke the
gun open and the men looked at it.  Eventually, they walked into the
store.






Ben grabbed his bag and took the elevator to the CNC room.  He
carefully packed the turbine and the battery in an airtight package. 
Ben opened a cabinet, to get his tool kit.  It contained the
oscilloscope; a laser power tool; a DC, electron beam welder; a volt
meter; a miniature computer; an audio scope; a spare, high-speed
bearing; a spare energy source and a set of miniature tools.  He was
satisfied that all these items were in his tool kit and he added the
turbine and the battery.  Then he went to the store to look for his
father. “Dad, I’m leaving.”  Paul grabbed Ben by
the arm, “Son, this is Matt Brady.  He has a broken firing pin
in his 12 gage.”


“Hello Matt.  How did you find us?” asked Ben curiously.


“I live on the other side of the bay, off Rt. 50.  I frequently
drive by south of here and I saw bulldozers working.  Later, when I
saw your sign, I knew that I’ll stop by to get my guns fixed
here.”


“We’re glad that you stopped by, Matt.  Right Dad?”


“That’s right.”


“Well I’m late—I have to run.  I hope to see you
tonight.  Was good meeting you Matt.  Dad, make sure that Matt tastes
our apple strudel.”


“Just be careful, and call if you are staying overnight,”
said his father.






Ben turned and walked toward the first car.  He used his remote to
lift the roof.  Then he entered the operator space and waved a final
good by to his father.  He touched the CLOSE button of his remote and
the roof closed over him.


On the control pad, he entered the following:


Final destination:  SHDM1420.SB.CA.


Speed:  1,500 kph (937 mph)


Auto:  N


Audio:  OFF


Scenic audio:  OFF


Voice:  ON


Stealth:  ON






He sat back, fastened both seat-restraining belts, relaxed and
watched the car.


A few seconds later, the female, monotonous voice reported, “Ben,
this is for your review.  



Your destination is the Secret Home Department Ministry in Santa
Barbara, California; you will be traveling at 1,500 kilometers per
hour; the trip will take 2.7 hours; both batteries are fully charged;
the laser gun is fully operational; and all sensors are operating.”


“Thank you, Carma,” replied Ben.






The car hummed quietly as it left the carport, and then turned right
toward the closest nodal point of the high-speed air-cushion
transportation system.  About ten minutes later the car mounted the
ACTS.  Ben’s father picked a good location for their new home. 
One overriding criterion was that the transportation system was close
by.  The car slipped onto the rails as Ben noted a slight jerking
motion.  Now the car was riding on the air cushion.  The tires
quickly retracted.  The car gained speed, forcing Ben into the back
of his ergonomically designed seat.  About one minute later, the car
was traveling at the programmed speed of 1,500 kph.






Now Ben had nothing to do.  He folded out the computer screen and
checked the news — nothing of interest.  He left the screen
with the sound on low.  He thought about his father.  He’s now
fifty-one years old but he only looks forty.  He was using the age
reducing drug most of his life and he takes it once a week.  His
grandfather and great-grandfather are directly linked to his Sumerian
ancestors.  They traced the heritage of Ben’s ancestors, five
generations back.  Their last name was Ereshi, and they came from
Bushehr, Persia.  With the new existing technology, which is still
improving day by day, it was possible to trace his heredity in one of
three ways:


*  DNA testing.


*  Checking records through family tree analysis.


* Time travel.


In most cases, all three methods can be employed to determine ones
true heredity.  However, to accomplish time travel, one must be a
person of means and connections.  Scientists determined through
extensive testing that most humans, which live to be one-hundred
earth years or more, are descendants of Sumerian origin.  Obviously,
today most of them are mixed.  That is the case with Ben’s
father.  Ben’s great-grandfather was born in 1900 and he hailed
from the original Hungary, the province of Lika.  Today this province
is a part of Croatia.  Ben’s grandfather was born in 1930.  He
migrated to Ferlach, Austria.  Ben’s father and Ben were both
born in the same house, where they still lived in the year 2010. 
Though, an ancestor proved beyond a doubt that Ben’s family is
of Sumerian ancestry, it is noteworthy that lingual ties between the
original Hungarians and the Sumerians exist.


Paul told Ben, that many of today’s Hungarian words lead all
the way back to the Sumerian language: father is apu


mother is anu.


Even much of the Sumerian, sexagesimal system is still a part of our
lives today.  This system has a base of twelve.  The Sumerians
recognized twelve great gods, embodied by the twelve planets in the
solar system; twelve months are in a year; twelve hours in a day; the
twelve houses of the zodiac; 360 degrees in a circle; twelve inches
in a foot, 36,000 earth years for Niburu to circle the sun.


This idea even filtered into today’s food industry; ‘May
I have a dozen donuts’ or, ‘I would like to buy a dozen
eggs’ or, ‘May I have a six pack of beer.’


Ben thought about his father.  Since he came to the CNAS, he seemed
lonesome.  He could use a friend.  Matt Brady is about the same age. 
He seems a physical person, with a weather-beaten face, an indication
that he spends much time outdoors.  He’s a hunter and so is his
father.  The two men appeared to get along well.  Ben heard the voice
coming from his computer and Ben returned to his present the task.


“We have arrived at the SHDM.”  The voice from the
computer stated.


“Thank you Carma,” said Ben.  Ben grasped his tool kit,
and exited the car.






***






General Wagner waited for Ben.  Carma informed the general previously
about Ben’s arrival time.


“How are you Gordon?  It’s been a while,” said the
general, pleased to see Ben.


“I’m fine, General.”  Next to the general stood a
man, slightly shorter, and he wore the Army uniform of a major.  The
general introduced him to Ben, “This is Major Chuck Mease. 
He’s in charge of our covert operations.  He’ll take you
to the laser weapons.  We keep them below ground of the adjacent
building.”






Ben looked at Major Mease.  He’s about thirty-five years old
and he appears nervous.  He has a narrow face with a devious look. 
His clean-shaven head looks out of place on his five foot nine frame.
 The aquiline nose protrudes nearly down to his mouth and his eyes
are set closely together.  Ben didn’t care for people, whose
eyes are set too closely together.  For some reason, he didn’t
trust them.  Figuring out this man’s heritage was difficult. 
General Wagner interrupted Ben’s thoughts. “I’m
going to turn you over to Major Mease.  See if you can help him with
the noise of his laser weapons.”


“I’ll see what I can do,” said Ben.  In front of
Ben are two six-story buildings.  Ben followed the major.  They
walked through the front entrance into the left building.


“Let’s go to my office,” said the major, “I
have to pick up a security card and while we are there, perhaps we
can chat and get acquainted.”  The major stepped into an
old-style elevator, where he pushed the sixth up-arrow.  As they
reached the sixth floor, the major exited the elevator first and
walked to the left, on the old, worn wood floor.  His office entrance
was the third door on the right.  They entered a plain office.  It
needed painting.  A newer digital camera was mounted above and behind
the major’s desk and it is operating.  Ben could tell, because
the eye of the camera has a glowing appearance.  Except for a filing
cabinet, a desk and four chairs, the room appeared empty.


While Ben still lived in Austria, his friend, Hans owned and operated
a camera shop.  Hans always complained about the new digital cameras,
though they were hidden, he could still tell whether the cameras were
operating.  “I wish that someone would fix this problem.  I
don’t want to advertise that I’m filming,” said
Hans.  And he continued, “of course, it takes a good trained
eye to detect this.”


“Have a seat,” said the major, bringing Ben back to
reality.  He opened the small desk drawer on the right, took out a
two by three plastic card and shoved it into his shirt pocket.  Ben
sat across from the major.


“What is your name?” asked the major.


“My code name is Gordon.”  The major paused and looked at
Ben.  He didn’t like his answer.


“How old are you?  You look pretty young to me.”


“I’m older than you think.”  Ben thought, why is
he asking me all these questions?


“Where are you from?”


“From here and there,” answered Ben.


“How long did it take you to get here?”


“I didn’t check,” responded Ben.


“How fast will your car travel?”


“Fast enough to get here on time,” said Ben and he
countered, “Aren’t you in need of the device that I’m
going to install and test for you?  And by the way, if you have
further questions, please ask General Wagner.”


“Yes, of course,” said the major, disappointed.


He exited his office and returned to the elevator.  Then he pushed
the button, identified with ‘-2’.  The elevator groaned
as it moved down to the second floor below ground level.  A loose
band, outside the elevator, slapped against another solid object,
giving Ben an eerie feeling.


A bell sounded.


They exited.


The major sat in an electric car and he motioned Ben to do the same. 
He engaged the clutch and the car moved slowly underground toward an
adjacent building.  While they were traveling toward their
destination, Ben thought about the encounter with the major, what
are his interests?  When Ben first met him, the major left a bad
impression on him and while he subjected him to this interrogation,
he distrusted him even more.  It is possible that the major misjudged
Ben, because of his youthful appearance.






Ben was on guard — something is brewing — he could tell
the signs — this isn’t the first time that he had been in
a similar situation.  He formulated reasons why the major would be so
interested in Ben’s life, both professional and personal:


The major would like to hire him for one of his personal projects—
legitimate or otherwise.  Perhaps he’s interested in purchasing
the turbine device, providing it performs correctly.


Or, he may want to put out a contract for him, to make sure that
nobody else would get the device.


“We’re almost there,” said the major.  They stepped
out of the electric car and went down a long isle.  At the end was
another elevator.  The major and Ben entered it and they continued
down another five stories.


“This is where we keep our laser weapons,” said the
major, proudly.  Ben picked up his tool kit.  They continued to the
first laser weapon.  He opened his tool kit, took out his sealed
packet and removed the turbine device.  The major stood next to him
watching him intently.  Ben slipped the turbine device over the end
of the muzzle of the laser weapon, with half the device protruding
beyond the end of the muzzle.  Then he secured the turbine to the
muzzle end.  Next, he attached the energy source to the turbine.  He
was ready to test the device.  He knows that it works, because he
tested in at his home in Baltimore.  But to humor the major, Ben
carefully turned the variable energy controller clockwise, until the
humming sound stopped.  The major came closer and checked it. “This
contraption really works.”  Ben just smiled at him and nodded,
as he turned the energy controller counterclockwise until the turbine
came to a complete stop.  Ben was worried and he thought, I hope
it will work with the laser operating.  However, he didn’t
reveal his concern to the major.






“Start the laser weapon and hold it at 1,500 KW, (Kilo Watt).”
Ben requested.  The major’s assistant met Ben’s request. 
The laser shot at the speed of light into an empty tunnel, which must
have been at least five-thousand feet long.  A brassy ‘Psss’
accompanied the beam.  Ben reached into his bag and pulled out the
oscilloscope and the audiometer.  He placed the oscilloscope in line
with the turbine.  Now he could read the RPM of the turbine.  Then he
clamped the audiometer about three inches from the laser beam and the
turbine.  He needs it to find the sound intensity of the system,
given in decibels (DB).  Ben was ready to perform the ultimate test. 
He continued slowly.  What do I do if this doesn’t work? 
Oh well, let’s go.


First, he took a reading from the audiometer.  It read 85 DB.  To
establish a comparison, this sound intensity is equivalent to busy
street traffic.  He reached again into his bag and pulled out a
minicomputer.  He brought up a previously prepared spreadsheet, which
he designed to record both, audio intensity and rotational speed of
the turbine.


He made his first entry:85 DB


He checked the oscilloscope.


He made his second entry:50 RPM


He showed the recording to the major and to the major’s
assistant.


He then turned the variable energy controller clockwise.  The turbine
slowly gained rotational speed.  The sound was still 85 DB, but the
RPM was already 2,800.


Ben continued to turn the variable energy controller clockwise.


Now the RPM was up to 24,500, but the sound was only reduced by a
mere 5 DB.  It read 80DB.


Ben began to worry now, but he didn’t show his concern.  He
remembered that in his shop, he had the turbine operating up to
225,000 RPM.  Is this what it is going to be?  He hoped not — I
must get courageous.


Ben cranked the turbine speed up to 210,000 RPM.  The audiometer read
65 DB.  This is excessively high.  He was hoping to achieve a number
anywhere between 0 and 10 DB.


What should I do now? he asked of himself.  The major and his
assistant were looking at him.  They just love to see someone fail.


“This isn’t going to work,” bellowed the assistant,
triumphantly.


Ben never looked up, but he could choke the assistant’s throat.
 He recalled an experiment in one of his theory of vibration labs. 
During this experiment, the vibration frequency of the body in
rotation and the natural frequency will cancel at a certain
condition.  Any time before and after, this analogy doesn’t
apply.


A thunderbolt struck him:  Did he increase the speed of the variable
energy controller too fast?


He reached for the knob again and slowly turned the knob counter
clockwise, watching carefully.  What he finally saw and heard, was
the result that he expected: At 196,000 RPM, the audiometer read 0,
that is ZERO.


He grabbed the minicomputer with the spreadsheet and made his final
entries:


Speed:196,000 RPM


Audio:0 DB.






He made a printout of the spreadsheet, dated it and asked the major
to sign it.  The major looked at it for some time, but finally he
realized that the turbine worked perfectly and he signed it.  Ben
left the turbine mounted on the laser and he mounted a RPM controller
for the turbine near the stock of the weapon.  He collected his
instruments and closed his tool kit. 



“I’m ready to leave now, said Ben, relieved.”  The
major called General Wagner and told him that Ben solved the sound
problem of the laser.  Then the major listened on the communication
device for a while.  He closed the device.


“The general want to see us upstairs,” said Major Mease.


CHAPTER 5






General Wagner was in Major Mease’s office, sitting in a guest
chair, waiting for them.  Ben took the other chair and the major sat
in his chair, behind the desk.


“I hear that your device worked well,” said the general,
pleased.


“Yes, I suppose it did,” replied Ben.


“What do you want to do next?” the general asked the
major


“I’ll need twelve more turbines and twelve RPM
controllers,” said the major.  Ben looked at the general
curiously; “Ben we would appreciate if we could have twelve
more complete units sent to us, by next week.”


“I think I can do that, General.”


“Good, than we settled it,” the general continued, “I
want to talk to about another subject.”


“Major Mease could you give us a few minutes alone?”


“Yes, of course,” said the major as he rose from his
chair and left the room.  Ben, in the mean time, quickly tore a piece
of paper from his pad, which he kept in his shirt pocket.  He held
the paper under his left hand and wrote, ‘The room is bugged’.
 Then he closed his left hand and handed the paper to the general. 
The general immediately knew that something wasn’t right.  He
inconspicuously removed the scrap from Ben’s hand and read it. 
He looked at Ben confused and he said, “I just wanted to tell
you privately that you did a fine job, Ben.”


“Why, thank you General,” replied Ben.  Both stood up and
went to the door.  Outside they found Major Mease.


“Good bye, Major.  It was a pleasure working with you on this
project,” said Ben.  Both the general and Ben walked to Ben’s
car.  When the general felt that nobody could hear them, he asked,
“How do you know that Mease’s office is bugged?”


“I saw a small opening near the ceiling behind the major’s
desk and there I saw a reflection in the lens of the digital camera,”


“You have a good eye,” said the general, satisfied.


“I don’t trust the major.  Why would he have a camera in
his office?  Besides, he asked me too many questions,” Ben
continued, “I will send you the merchandise the usual way.”


“Have a pleasant return trip and thank you for your help.  I
was going to ask you in Mease’s office, if there is anything
that I can do for you, Ben?”


“We are settling down and we are all right, General.  You have
done too much already.  Thanks for asking.”  Ben reached for
his remote, opened the roof, placed the tool kit behind him, entered
the operator’s space, closed the roof and waved to the general.
 As it turned out, he never needed the overnight bag.


On the control pad, he entered:


Last program reverse with manual stealth.  Carma enter the
information:


Final destination:  GORDON0943.B.MA.


Speed:  1,700 kph (1062 mph)


All other factors:  STANDARD






Then he unlocked a compartment in front of him, pulled out a
three-inch wide blade.  The word STEALTH was inscribed on it.  He
turned the blade ninety degrees clockwise and then pushed it back
into the opening, aligning the molecules, responsible for absorbing
scan waves.  Then he tapped the AUTO key.


He sat back, relaxed and watched the car go through its paces.  A few
seconds later, Carma reported, “Ben, this is for your review. 
Your destination is Baltimore Maryland….“Thank you,
Carma,” replied Ben.  Ben knew that the major has access to the
satellite tracking systems.  He was sure that the major would track
his path to find out where he lived.  Fortunately for Ben, his car
was equipped with a stealth facility.  With ‘Stealth On’,
the shield that the stealth generator produces will absorb most of
the tracking beams.  The remaining beams will bounce off the
invisible shield into the vast universe.  Now Ben looked for his
communicator.  He entered the call code for his father, tapped the
enter key and waited.






A few seconds later, his father wrote: Yes Gordon, I’m on line
and scrambled.


Ben wrote:


Please take the turbine from the safe and use the MG to reproduce
twelve copies.  You should have them completed when I arrive at home.
 Then we can test them, to make sure that they are in operating
order.


Gordon.






Response:  Yes Gordon, message received.






Ben thought about his father.  He was fortunate that General Wagner
agreed to allow his father to enter to the CNAS.  Without his
father’s presence, Ben couldn’t freely operate the
gunsmith business, since his first priority is with the SHDM.  Even
now, while he’s returning to his home, his father is working to
complete the turbine project.  The gunsmith business is profitable
and most of all, it serves as a front for Ben to perform his covert
work.  His father is running the home business and he’s good at
it.  After all, he expanded and modernized the business in Austria. 
In the earlier days, his father wasn’t interested in the newer
technology.  He was perfectly happy to operate the older equipment
and now, he regularly drifted to his display of the old,
foot-operated machines.  It brought back pleasant memories about his
heritage, about his father and his grandfather.  When he saw his son
applying modern methods, which tremendously improved productivity, he
realized that he better join his son and become a productive member
of this new generation.  First, he sat by an older computer terminal
and learned about the operating system.  Then he progressed and used
various application software packages and now he’s writing
programs for CNC machines.  Just recently, he has mastered the newest
programming language, Directional Electron Tasking Access Language
(DETAL), which operates the MG units.  A few months ago, he said to
Ben, “I better start learning this new technology, if I’m
going to be working with you here in the CNAS.  After all, I might be
around for another one-hundred and twenty years.”


Then Ben replied, “Welcome to the 21st century, Dad.”






Ben still had time to kill.  He won’t arrive at home for
another hour.  He reached for his communicator, entered another code
and now the computer patched him into his E-mail, C-mail and A-mail
directories.  No outstanding messages in the E-mail and C-mail
slots.  Surprisingly, he found an A-mail message.  Only the
people, who know his given name, will use the A-mail communicator to
talk to him.  This was a long message.  The sender attached a digital
image of the face of a beautiful young woman at the end of the
message.  Obviously, he couldn’t tell her height or her figure,
but her face was beautiful.  She was in her twenties.  She had long,
black curly hair and refined facial features.  With her high
cheekbones and wide set slightly slanted eyes, she could’ve
easily passed for a model.  Ben looked at the picture again; yes, she
could definitely compete with any successful model.  Now Ben was more
curious that ever — who could that be?  It might be junk mail.
No, that’s not possible.  He has a special filter program
inserted in his computers to block unwanted communication from
penetrating.  Ben finally reorganized his thoughts.  He scrolled to
the top of the message and started reading:






Dear Ben,






I finally found out where you live.  I talked to your father earlier
this morning.  At first, he wasn’t cooperative.  He didn’t
want to give me your A-mail address.  Then, when I told him who I
was, he reluctantly gave it to me.  He told me that you are still
single and that you are busy with various projects.


I’m staying in New York City, at the student quarters at
Columbia University.  I’m here on a technical exchange program.
 My code is ‘malika12731..schneider’.


Last spring, I graduated from the University of Salzburg, with a BS
degree in forensic science.


Ben, I would like to see you.  As I remember, we were always able to
talk to each other.  I’ll be here for another three months. 
Then I’ll return to Austria.






Sincerely, Malika Schneider






Ben was overwhelmed.  He became emotional and he developed goose
bumps all over his body.  Is it possible that she has changed that
much?  He always thought that she was bordering on ugliness.  But
sometimes extremes are confusing and misleading.  He often thought
about Malika, but this isn’t how he remembered her.  While they
were still in gunsmith school, Malika usually wore a pair of old
jeans, ugly boots and an apron that was too short for her.  She wore
a glove on her right hand to protect the palm from developing
calluses when she carved beautiful elevated figures of deer, bear and
grouse into hard steel.  Usually, she had her hair tied in a knot and
a net covered her hair, to prevent it from falling down.  She was
competing with the male population and fortunately, she was talented.
 Why would she want to see him now?  Surely, she would have
befriended a university student in Salzburg or in New York.  Could it
be that she is now thinking about him?


The voice from the speaker brought Ben back to the present. “We
have arrived at your home.”


“Thank you Carma,” said Ben, with a melancholy voice.


He reached for his communicator and forwarded the A-mail message to
Sophia, his main computer in the office.  Then he grasped his
overnight bag and his tool kit and exited the car.






***






Ben walked to his bedroom and he checked the time.  It was
eight-forty-five in the evening.  It’s too late to call Malika
now.  He turned to the panel on the wall, tapped the intercom button
and said, I’m home, Dad.  I’m going to take a shower and
go to sleep.”


A few seconds later, Ben’s father replied, “Good night,
Son.”  Ben undressed and stepped into the steam enclosure.  The
steam went on automatically and Ben said, “105 degrees.” 
Then he sat on the wood bench and relaxed.  He reviewed today’s
activities and he was satisfied.  He traveled to California,
installed and debugged the turbine device and on the same day,
returned home to Baltimore.  This kind of activity wouldn’t
have been possible in the year 2000.  Technology has changed
tremendously during the last ten years.  In fact, technology has
taken enormous steps during the last one-hundred years, making life
easier for everyone.  It took some forty-thousand years of modern,
human existence before humans recognized and assimilated the required
elements to develop the fossil fuel engine.  Humans used it for just
one-hundred years and it is notably polluting the atmosphere.  Today,
however the clean energy sources are beginning to save our
environment.  Now just a few years later, we can transfer matter from
one place to another.  His grandfather and his father always said,
“We are finally beginning to catch up with the technology of
the Anunnakis.”  How true, Ben thought.  His train of
thought returned to Malika.  He made up his mind.  He will definitely
call her tomorrow.  Tomorrow is Friday; this might be a good day to
call.  How should he speak to her?  He must admit, during the last
two years he was so busy, he hardly had time to socialize.  Should he
kiss her, when he will finally see her?  He could just shake her hand
in a business-like manner; the way he would with the general?  Then
he said aloud, “I don’t know; let’s just see what
will happen.  What does one say?  Let the chip fall where they may.”
 Ben got up, and left the steam enclosure.  The steam turned off
automatically as Ben opened the enclosure door.  He took a shower,
slipped into the drying chamber, went to bed, and fell asleep a few
minutes later.






***






Next morning, Ben rose at seven-thirty.  As he stood by the bedroom
window, looking at the bay, he smelled the distinctive redolence of
the sea.  Seagulls dove into the water, getting their morning meal. 
They don’t go to restaurants or food stores.  They don’t
have credit.  They just go where the fish are and get their dinner. 
He realized that he was hungry.  Except for a whole grain roll, he
didn’t eat anything since yesterday morning.  He took the
elevator to the first floor.  Refreshed from a good night sleep, he
went to the kitchen to fetch his morning drink.  At the control
board, Ben reviewed his breakfast options and he tapped the number
four button.  The automatic mixer prepared tomato juice, three egg
yolks, a ground up steak supplement, his usual vitamins and the age
reducing drug.  While he consumed his blend, he said, “Viewer
on.”  The digital, one-inch thick screen, recessed, flush on
the wall, illuminated instantly.  No new messages.  Ben turned away
from the viewer, faced the microphone on the wall and called, “Dad,
are you up?”


“I’m right here,” said his dad.  His father was
standing right behind him Ben asked, “How did everything go
yesterday?”


“Everything is all right, no problems at all.”  That was
all the conversation required.  Ben and his father understood each
other perfectly.  Ben changed the subject. “I’m going to
call Malika later.  I wonder if she might want to spend the weekend
with us.”


“You can ask her and see what she will say,” said his
father, moving his jaw.


“Dad, I suppose we should test the twelve turbine assemblies.”


“I took care of that.  I’ll pack them and sent them off
the usual way.”


“Dad, send a bill along.”


“It’s already made out.”


“Thanks Dad.  Please be careful.  A fellow by the name of Major
Mease is trying to find out where I live and I’m not sure why.”
 Paul went down to the CNC machine shop and his son went to the
office to make a phone call.


Ben picked the suspended couch and sat in it.  He reached in his
pocket and retrieved his communicator.  He actuated the scrambler,
just in case that someone might bug Malika’s phone.  He
couldn’t imagine why that would be possible, but it’s
better to be safe than sorry.  He held it about 12 inches away from
him and said, “malika1273 dot dot schneider.”  He
squeezed a handle on the right of his chair and the chair turned
slowly into a horizontal position.  When Ben felt comfortable, he
released it.  Then he waited.  About two minutes later, a soft,
pleasant voice said, “Hello, this is Malika.”  When Ben
heard her voice, he got goose bumps again and he tightened up.


He took a deep breath and said, “Hello, Malika, this is Ben
Neidermeier.”


“Ben, is this really you?  How have you been?  Are you calling
from home?  Your dad said that you were out of town.  How are you? 
Oh, I guess I asked you that before.  Are you still enrolled in
engineering?”


“You sound good, Malika.  I’m fine and I returned home
last night.  Yes, I’m still enrolled in engineering.  I’m
now taking most of my classes over the net.  However, for the
examinations I’ve to go to the University.  Between the many
projects and school, I had no time for socializing.  How about you? 
I understand that you got your degree.  And by the way, are you still
single?”


“Yes, I’m still single.  I was busy too, with school and
work.  This weekend I might just go sightseeing in Staten Island and
Brooklyn.  Not much else to do.”  Ben paused — he saw an
opening. “I have an idea.  How would you like to spend the
weekend with us in Baltimore?”


“Is this an invitation?”


“Ah — I suppose it is,” said Ben, cautiously.


“I could take a transporter to Baltimore, but you would have to
pick me up at the terminal,” said Malika.  Ben thought about
her proposal, it would be safer for him to pick her up somewhere
else.


“I have a better idea.  I could pick you up with my submarine,”
suggested Ben.


“You have a submarine?  Yes, yes, that would be wonderful.  But
where should I wait and at what time?”  Ben quickly reviewed
the New York waterfront.


“Do you know where Great Kills Harbor is?” asked Ben.


“Isn’t somewhere on the south-east coast of Staten
Island?”


“Yes, that’s exactly where it is.  Hold on a minute.”
 Ben quickly brought up a Goggle map on the computer to check the
layout and coordinates of Great Kills Harbor, as well as the distance
from Baltimore.  The response on the screen: 331 miles.  Ben
calculated: the average speed of his sub is 105 knots.  That means
that the trip will take 3.1 hours.  If he leaves at noon, he should
be there by three in the afternoon.


“Malika.”


“Yes Ben.”


“Could you be by Great Kills Harbor by three?  Wait by the
southernmost dock.”


“I’ll see you at three,” and she continued, “Ben,
I’m really looking forwards to see you again.  It has been such
a long time.  I know that we both have changed, but I have a good
feeling about it.”


“So do I and I’ll see you at three.”


A soft click on the line —Ben
flicked the off switch on his communicator.  He entered the elevator
and went to his bedroom.  He shaved and showered.  Then he dressed in
his white submarine overalls.  A tailor from the SHDM designed them
especially for him.  The front and the back of the overalls consist
of two layers.  The outer layer is spear proof and both layers are
airtight.  If his submarine would malfunction, Ben would pull a
concealed string under his right arm and the overalls would inflate
with air.  A similar string is also present under his left arm, in
case one of his arms is disabled.  If both arms were disabled, he
would have to pull a string with his mouth.  And if both arms and his
mouth were disabled, he would have to use his legs and swim like hell
or he would die.  Right below his chin is a breathing device and
three, high-pressure mini-air cylinders are connected to it.  Each
cylinder has an air breathing capacity of seventy minutes.  In an
emergency, he could also use the inflated air.  On the front of his
overalls, on the right leg, the tailor sewed hooks to mount his
high-speed harpoon housing, armed with a harpoon.  It can achieve a
velocity of two-thousand feet per second, aided by a mini-propulsion
device, and an effective range of eight-hundred feet.  Normal
visibility under water is limited and in most waters, it is only one
hundred to two hundred feet.  But a small, heat-sensing cell, fused
to the tip of the harpoon, will find the target, providing he’s
shooting at a warm-blooded animal and that includes humans.  Ben
checked the time.  It was eleven-thirty in the morning.  He left a
message for his father:


Dad, I’m going to New York to fetch Malika.  I should be back
by seven.






Ben stepped into the elevator. “Minus Two.”  The elevator
took him to the submarine.  He turned on the pump.  The switch is
located just outside the docking area.  In less than a minute, the
water level was below the hatch.  The hatch opened automatically. 
Ben stepped in and sat by the controls.  The hatch automatically
closed and the front gate opened, allowing the water to backfill into
the enclosure and the sub was ready for departure.  Ben checked the
portable propulsion system.  In case of trouble, he can use it to
move quickly in the water.  It’s in good operating order.  Ben
entered on the control pad:


Final destination:  GKH.NY


Coordinates:  LA 41.2;  LO 69.3


Route:  CHESAPEAKE BAY


CHESAPEAKE


DELAWARE CANAL


DELAWARE RIVER


ATLANTIC OCEAN


GKH.NY


Speed:  105 KNOTS, CONDITIONAL


Auto:  ON


Sensors:  ON


Stealth:  ON


Sensor signal:  ON


Voice:  ON






Then Ben tapped the AUTO button and he was on his way.  He was
concerned about the Chesapeake / Delaware Canal.  The Navy enlarged
it just two years ago, to provide a better through fare for medium
size submarines.  It was all right if only one sub was maneuvering
through it, but if an oncoming sub of equal size were approaching,
they wouldn’t have much room to maneuver.  That is why he made
sure that both the sensors and the sensor signal were on. 
Furthermore, the operator should program both, coordinates and route
in these congested seawaters.  His submarine uses the same
communications software as his cars.  A familiar voice broke the
silence. “Ben, this is for your review.  Your destination is
The Great Kills Harbor, near the Southern tip of Staten Island.  You
will be traveling at 105 knots; your power storage is fully charged
and exhibits an operating time of thirty-five hours.  Auto, sensors,
sensor signal, stealth and voice are all ON.  Have a pleasant trip.”
 This was a good check to see if the sensors around the sub worked
correctly.






The twelve-foot diameter sub slowly threaded itself through the
fifteen-foot diameter gate.  On top, ample clearance is available for
the conning tower.  While the sub was maneuvering through the gate,
Ben asked the computer give continuous readings of the distances
between the gate and the sub.  The computer converted the readouts to
feet, around the periphery of the sub, at 45
intervals and he got 1.5 feet average.  This is better than
expected, Ben thought.  He was satisfied.  A second readout
showed that the sensing accuracy of the sub was within 0.01 feet. 
Finally, the sub gained speed.  Because the bay was calm, the sub is
cruising at only ten feet below the ocean.  Ben checked the speed
gage: 95 knots and gaining speed.  Now Ben could sit back and relax. 
Though the sub will travel at 105 nautical knots, most of the time,
it still is a slow mode of transportation; however it is a safe
method.  Picking up Malika in New York, gave Ben the opportunity to
put the sub through its paces, to make sure that it worked
flawlessly, in case of an emergency.  Besides, this will give Ben
time to feel out Malika during the return trip.  He’s still
pondering, why Malika looked him up.  He didn’t mind it, but
just wanted to know why.  He may never find out, especially since he
was never sensitive to women’s needs.  He had now traveled for
one hour.  A sentinel signaled him.  This must be the entrance of the
canal.  A voice came from the speakers, “Identify yourself.”


“This is Gordon.  I belong to the SHDM,” replied Ben.  A
few moments went by.  The sentinel must have been checking his
legitimacy.  A minute later, the voice responded, “Gordon, you
are cleared to proceed.  The channel is clear.  Have a nice cruise.”


The sub cruised through the channel at the maximum speed of 105 knots
and he cleared it in fifteen minutes.  From now on, he was in open
water.  The sea was calm.  He can cruise the remaining distance at
maximum speed.  His computer avoided a Navy sub and two dolphins.  At
two forty-five, he arrived at the mouth of Great Kills Harbor.  He
blew his ballasts and surfaced the sub.  The sub slowed to fifty
knots and cruised along another three miles.  Then he approached
controlled waters and he cruised at ten knots, until he reached the
southernmost dock.  It was three in the afternoon.  He docked the sub
at the end of the dock.  Then he debarked and walked along the dock
toward shore.  At the shore end of the dock, he saw a female
standing.  Ben walked toward her.  Finally, she recognized him.  She
slowly began walking toward him.  Then she picked up her pace and
then she ran toward Ben.  Ben stopped as he watched her.  Just before
she reached him, she opened her arms and jumped up to hug him, her
purse and her grip falling on the planks of the dock.  Ben quickly
balanced himself.  Then he also closed his arms around her.  They
embraced each other silently.  Ben remembered his earlier fears.  How
was he going to great Malika?  Well, she solved this problem for him,
it was genuine and normal and he had a good feeling.  He kept holding
her and he didn’t want to let go.  At last, she released her
hold and Ben did the same.



CHAPTER 6






While Ben slowly released his hold from Malika, he looked toward the
distant, land-end of the dock.  I was at least two-hundred feet long.
 On both sides of the dock, at the end, two posts supported the dock.
 At the right post, he saw a male figure standing.  He was wearing a
black, loose trench coat, dark trousers and a strange looking hat as
if it were from another era.  Ben took a closer look and he
determined that the man had a long-range viewer mounted on his head. 
With this instrument, seeing extreme details for distances up to
one-thousand feet is possible.  At two-hundred feet, with the correct
focus, one could read the inscription on a coin.  Ben knew that this
man is taking a picture of him and of Malika with his long-range
viewer and Ben thought, why is he watching us?  Is he working for
Mease?  Or, is Malika associated with him?






Ben didn’t know what to think.


He always thought that he knew Malika, but then, he didn’t know
her that well, especially since he hadn’t seen her for a few
years.  Could she be working for Mease or one of his operators?  Is
this why she called him — to get information from him?  He
again looked at the man and at his face.  Now they are looking at
each other’s eyes.  Ben felt, that the man was looking straight
at him.  They played their cards.  No turning back now.  Ben’s
mind was racing.  What should he do?  Should he wait it out until the
man leaves?  That wouldn’t be a good idea.  Perhaps he should
turn and retreat to his sub?  That idea is even worse.  He embraced
Malika again to buy time and he thought, I have the harpoon
housing mounted in front of my right leg.  It is loaded.  I also have
ten spare harpoons attached to the housing, if he might need more
than one.  Slowly he turned his head and said to her, “Don’t
look back, but do you know the man standing at the end of the dock?”


“No, Ben, I don’t know him.  He scared me before.  I
thought that he was working for you, perhaps to protect me?  He was
watching me, while I waited for you,” said Malika, confused.


“Do you have any idea what he might want?” queried Ben,
concerned.


“I told before Ben, I don’t know him and I’ve no
idea what he wants.  Ben, please believe me,” said Malika
forcefully, getting annoyed.


Ben looked at Malika.  She looked scared.  As he’s holding her,
he realized that she’s shaking.


Ben formulated a plan.  This man took his picture with his long-range
viewer.  He must get the picture back.  I don’t think he had
time to transmit the picture to anyone.  As far as Ben could tell, he
didn’t even carry a transmitter.


“Malika, please start walking slowly toward the sub.  I’ll
see what this guy wants,” said Ben.


Malika picked up her purse and her grip and started walking slowly in
the direction of the submarine.


Ben started walking in the other direction, toward the man with the
long-range viewer.  When the man saw, what Ben’s intension was,
he removed the range finder from his head and let it dangle in front
of him.  Now Ben was one-hundred feet from the stranger.  He walked
faster — seventy-five feet.  Now he walked even faster—fifty
feet.  The man took two steps back.  Then he turned his head quickly
to see if someone is behind him — no one was there.






The man assumed a tense position, ready for action.  Ben recalled his
karate lessons.  All his muscles tense and his body was in a state of
increased awareness.  The man reached inside his coat pocket and
pulled out a gun.  When Ben saw this, he reached for his harpoon,
ripped it from the front of his leg, dove forward and while he was
airborne, he aimed the harpoon in the direction of the man and fired
it.  At the same instant, the man fired his pistol.  Ben dove forward
and that saved his life.  The bullet flew by Ben’s head and
creased his ear.  The man, however, wasn’t that lucky.  The
harpoon curved toward the man at a velocity of 2,000 feet per second,
armed with the heat-sensing cell and found its way to the warmest
part of the man’s body — his heart.  The point of the
harpoon was made of a chrome-molybdenum stainless steel alloy.  Ben’s
father designed it to afflict maximum damage to the unfortunate
receiver of this vicious weapon.  First, it cut three of the man’s
ribs in front of the heart.  Then it penetrated into the heart,
splitting open, three of the four chambers.  The fourth chamber was
still pumping blood.  This precious liquid exited the man’s
body, about one foot up into the air, with every beat of the heart. 
By the time Ben rose to approach the man, the man was dead and the
blood stopped flowing.






Ben reached for the long-range viewer, removed it from the dead man
and hung it around his neck.  Then he checked the back pocket of the
man and pulled out his wallet, which the ID in it.  He picked up the
man’s gun by the barrel.  It is a nine-mm Luger, made in the
CSE.  He searched the man’s other pockets and all areas of his
body where he might have hidden anything of value to Ben.  He
couldn’t find anything else, except the harpoon.  Ben placed
the right foot on the man’s chest and pulled it out of the
man’s body.  Then he leaned over the dock and used seawater to
wash the blood off the harpoon.  When it looked clean enough, he
snapped it into a receptacle on the side of his right leg.  He ripped
a new harpoon off the side of his leg, and loaded the harpoon
housing, just in case that he might need it again.  Meanwhile, Malika
returned to see what Ben was doing.  When she saw the condition of
the man lying on his back, the torn heart in clear view, she bent
over, reached for the railing of the dock and vomited.  After she
recuperated, she saw Ben’s ear bleeding.  She reached for a
handkerchief and wiped the blood from Ben’s ear and shoulder. 
Malika found a band-aid in her purse and attached it to Ben’s
ear to stop the bleeding.


“You were lucky,” said Malika, and continued, “Ben,
what are you?  What have you become?”  Ben turned to her and
searched for the appropriate words, “I’m working for the
SHDM, Malika.”  Ben had no time for detailed explanations right
now.  He must move expeditiously and clean up the mess.  He checked
the depth of the water next to the dock and he evaluated the
condition of the soil at the bottom.  It was soft sludge and he
thought, since there are no rocks, I can maneuver in there.


“Come, let’s go to the sub,” said Ben.  They ran to
the sub.  Ben helped Malika into the passenger seat, while Ben sat in
the operator space.  He started the turbine and manually navigated
the sub toward the end of the dock where the man was still laying. 
He noticed that the sub was now sliding on the bottom in the dirt,
the turbines churning and discoloring the water.  Ben grabbed a line,
stepped onto the bow of the sub where he could reach the man.  He
tied the line around the man’s waist, using an anchor bend knot
and pulled on the free end of the line, until it was tight.  Then he
tied the free end of the line to a self-release and retrievable hook
at the stern of the sub.  Next, he went back to the sub and found a
self-contained, portable water pump and returned to the bow.  He
pulled the man with the line, until the man cleared the dock and
dropped in the water.  Finally, Ben, washed the dock with salt water,
mixed with soap, until all blood was gone.


“Ben, this isn’t good enough.  A forensic scientist can
dust the area and with a special filter, he can see the blood stains,
though you washed the deck.”  Ben looked dumbfounded at Malika
and asked, “And what would you suggest, Malika?”


“I can see that you have a side inlet on your pump.”


“Yes, I’ve a small Lexan container, which you can screw
on.  Right now I have soap in it.”


“Ben, take out the soap.  I have a vial in my grip that
contains a Blood Neutralizing Agent, (BNA) solution.  This is a
special, newly developed chemical and I can only obtain it through
classified government connections.  When you mix this solution with
water, and then spray it over a blood-soiled area, this agent will
neutralize the surface of the area, rendering all efforts of a
forensic scientist useless.”


That impressed Ben. “Really.  What the hell are you waiting
for?  Please hurry up and get it.”


Malika jumped into the sub to get the vial.  While she did that, Ben
emptied the liquid soap from the Lexan container and rinsed it with
salt water.  Malika handed the vial to Ben.  He opened it and poured
it into the Lexan container.  He screwed it back onto the portable
water pump.  Then he washed the dock again with water.  However, this
time he mixed it with Malika’s BNA solution.


“Thank you, Malika.  I really appreciate that.”  Malika
thought, now I am a partner in crime,


“You are welcome,” she said.  They had finished the task.
 He took the pump and returned to his operator space.  Then he closed
the hatch.  Malika was speechless.  She was just intensely watching
him.  What did she get into?  If she had not called Ben, he would
never have had this trouble.  She may have gone to the movies with
one of her friends and eat popcorn.  Perhaps she should leave the sub
and go back home?  Then she wouldn’t see Ben ever again.  She
thought that she’ll talk to him later.  Ben slowly and manually
navigated the sub.  He turned the bow toward the starboard side and
slowly returned to the Atlantic Ocean.  He was careful because while
he was towing the dead man, he must keep him free of his turbines. 
Finally, they were far enough away from shore.  He allowed his
submarine to drift while he entered on the control pad:


Final destination:  GORDON0943.B.MA


Coordinates:  LA 39.8; LO 77.5


Route:  GKH.NY - ATLANTIC OCEAN - DELAWARE RIVER - CHESAPEAKE /
DELAWARE CANAL - CHESAPEAKE BAY


All other para’s:  Standard


Ben unlocked the compartment in front of him, pulled out the
three-inch wide, stealth blade.  He turned the blade ninety degrees
clockwise and then pushed it back into the opening.  Ben was still
traveling in the manual mode.  Malika and Ben were on their way to
Baltimore.  A familiar voice broke the silence. “Ben, this is
for your review.  Your destination is Baltimore, Maryland.  You will
be traveling at 105 knots, but only after you reset the AUTO mode. 
Your generators are almost fully charged and exhibit an operating
time of thirty-one hours.  Sensors, sensor signal and voice are all
ON and you are traveling in the stealth mode.  Have a pleasant trip.”






The sea was still calm.  Ben dove to twenty feet below the sea
surface.  He turned on his stern camera and looked at the dead man
behind him.  He was oscillating back and forth, tied by the waste. 
It is time to finish this overture.  He released a strong substance,
designed to attract sharks.  Five minutes went by.  Then he saw the
first shark circling his sub.  The bow camera kicked in.  Three
sharks lazily swam in front.  Let’s go, Ben thought, I
don’t have all day.  Finally, one shark ripped off the
man’s leg and the remaining blood left in his body was flowing
freely, mixing with the ocean water.  Other sharks immediately picked
up the scent and turned toward the dead man.  Now in frenzy, as
neither Ben or Malika had seen before, four or five sharks were
tearing off the remaining limbs of the man, until only the trunk of
the body remained.  Then, two sharks swam in from different
directions and tore away on the trunk.  In one minute, it was all
over.  The man was gone and it was clean work.  Ben retrieved the
towline and they were finally on their way to Baltimore.  Ben set the
speed to AUTO and tapped the same key.  The sub bucked slightly and
the forward motion forced the two passengers back into their seats.






***






Ben turned his head to look at Malika.  Is it time of reckoning?  She
looked at him.  He took the 9-mm gun and placed it in a compartment
on his left side.  He was careful not to smear the fingerprints on
the grip.  Then he removed the long-range viewer and he noticed that
it was a digital, late model.  He found a cable for the auxiliary
port of his computer and plugged in the camera.  He downloaded the
pictures and what he saw, confirmed his previous suspicions —
four pictures.  The man took one at Malika’s dormitory and one
as she exited the rental car and two pictures of him.  Ben saved the
pictures on his computer — these will be for General Wagner. 
Next, he checked the man’s wallet.  His name was Vladimir
Zukov.  At least that was the name on his present ID.  He also had a
coded message in his wallet.  Ben scanned it on his portable scanner
and then fed the message into his computer.  He tapped into a SHDM
computer, loaded the latest version decoding software and said,
“DECODE”


Now Ben waited.  The sub was cruising at 103 knots.  Malika felt that
this was the right time to talk to Ben.  The moment she saw him on
the dock, until just now, one hour later, she wasn’t a normal
relaxed person.  She wanted to enjoy seeing Ben, to find out how he
was doing — how he was progressing.  Then she thought, I
guessed what he’s involved in, but she never expected this.
 But before she could say anything, Ben asked, “Have you ever
heard of Vladimir Zukov?”


“No, I haven’t.”


“Why would he take pictures of you and then of me?”


“Ben, I haven’t the slightest idea.”


Ben’s mind was racing.  How would it be possible that Zukov
would show up on the dock, where he and Malika had a rendezvous? 
What could be the connection?  Then Ben had another thought. “Malika,
have you recently made any phone calls to anyone?”


“Yes, I did.  I’ve an acquaintance at Columbia
University.  We were going to the movies this weekend.  But, when I
found out that I would see you, I canceled the date.  I told her that
I’ll meet an old friend.”


“Did you tell her my name?” Ben asked


“NO, I didn’t tell her your name,” said Malika,
emphasizing the statement.


“Why is that so important?”


“I will explain later.”  A bell sounded.  Ah, it appears
that the decoder successfully decoded Zukov’s message:






TO: VZ


Malika Schneider is residing at the student quarters at Columbia
University.  Tap her phone and keep her under a twenty-four-hour
surveillance.  She might be the connection to Gordon.


CT






Ben looked at the message.  He showed the message to Malika.  Both
stared at the computer screen.  Ben didn’t understand the whole
message yet.  Malika had no idea what this is all about and she said
to Ben, “What the hell is going on, Ben?  What am I getting
involved in?”


“Well you are in it, Malika, up to your … neck, whether
you like it or not.  I just have to figure out why they are picking
on you,” said Ben






***






Ben and Malika were still staring at the message on the screen.  Ben
was surprised that the decoding software had so quickly decoded the
message.  General Wagner told him, when he assigned the codename,
GORDON to him, that they have developed, by far, the best decoding
software in the world.  Ben could see why that was true.


“Let’s try to get organized,” said Ben, raising his
brow.


“Good idea, I’m all for it, let’s do it,”
replied Malika, provoked.


This is not how Ben thought that the conversation was supposed to be
going, when he first saw Malika, since gunsmith school.  He thought
it might be leaning toward romanticism.  However, he felt comfortable
with this conversation.  This was more up his alley, anyway.


“What does VZ stand for?” asked Malika.  Ben didn’t
answer her question.


Ben finally has an opportunity to observe Malika.  He looked at her
in deep thought.  He remembered the A-Mail message that she sent him
and particularly the picture that Malika attached.  She looked
breathtaking in the picture.  However, in real life, she’s even
more beautiful.  Malika asked, “Why are you looking at me like
this, Ben?”


“I just thought about the picture that you sent me in the
A-Mail message.  You look beautiful in the picture, but in real life,
even now, under these stressed conditions, you look even more
beautiful.”


“Why thank you Ben,” she said and bent toward him.  Then
she kissed him on the mouth.  Well, Ben thought, she solved
another problem for me.  He said, “What did you ask me
before?”


“I said what does the VZ stand for?”  That was exactly
the question that I was going to ask. “According to the ID,
which I removed from the dead man, the VZ stands for Vladimir Zukov.”


“And what does the CT stand for?”  Ben sat back in his
seat and thought.  Suddenly he remembered a conversation that he had
with General Wagner.  It couldn’t be.  That would be too much
of a coincidence.  Or maybe it wasn’t a coincidence.  Then he
said, “I’m not sure, but the CT could stand for Charles
Tailor.  This would be General Charles Tailor.  He is the Under
Secretary of Defense and he’s General Wagner’s boss.”
 Right now Ben had more questions than answers.


“So, those are the circles that you are working in!  Wow.  I’m
impressed.”






Why would Vladimir Zukov have a coded message from General Charles
Tailor?  Does General Wagner know about the affiliation between
Tailor and Zukov?  Why did Major Mease ask him so many questions? 
This is like a chess game.  Moreover, how did Tailor find out that
Malika was meeting Gordon?  Once they might find the location of
Gordon, what would they do with him?  Use him for a job or kill him? 
Ben might end up living in his tunnel, below ground level, the rest
of his life.


Fortunately, for Ben, he broke the chain when he terminated Zukov. 
In fact, right now he had the upper hand.  He knew more about them
then they knew about him.  Whom could he trust?  General Wagner —
of course, who else?  He
knew that he could trust him.  If General Wagner had been involved in
this plot, he wouldn’t send an underling like Zukov to New York
to find him.  Furthermore, he wouldn’t tap Malika’s
phone.  In fact, the general is the only man that knew about the
connection between him and Malika.






What? — What did I just think?






This realization struck Ben just like a mental explosion.  Ben
remembered the C-Mail message that the general sent him, before they
moved to Baltimore.  He said that he talked to his boss, General
Tailor, about Malika Schneider.  Yes, that must be how it all
started.  He was on his way to solve one puzzle.  Ben said to Malika,
“Listen carefully, Malika.  I’m sorry that you are
involved in this but I know why you are involved.”


“Please, tell me.  I’m dying to find out and excuse the
pun.”  Ben continued, “General Wagner told General Tailor
that you might come to the CNAS, to visit Gordon.  That is my code
name.  I asked General Wagner to clear this with Tailor.  I have to
confess, that I liked you even then.  When I migrated to the CNAS, I
missed you.  Ever since that day, General Tailor must have had you
under surveillance.  It seems that the last and most important tail
that you have had was Zukov.  They realized that you are the lead to
find Gordon, because a selected few at the SHDM knew about Gordon’s
real identity.  Once they would’ve found Gordon, they obviously
would’ve found me.  Fortunately for me, I stopped them just in
time and consequently I stopped the disclosure that I’m acting
as the interface between the public and the CNAS.”  Malika was
concentrating what Ben had said.


“Malika, are you still with me?”


“Yes, and I’m flattered.  Please continue.”


“General Wagner is placed between two traitors, Malika.  First,
there is Major Mease, who works for him.  Then there is General
Wagner’s superior, General Tailor.  I question whether Wagner
has any idea at all who the people are that surround him.  I don’t
know yet, if Tailor and Mease are working together, or if each of
them has his own agenda.  I’m just glad that I activated the
scrambler before I talked to you this morning.”


“I don’t understand, Ben.  If Taylor and Mease are
working together, why would they be looking for you?”


“Ah …yes …They are looking for Gordon, Malika. 
Gordon presents an obstacle for them, undermining their snug
operation.  It could have to do with the development of new energy
sources.  But I don’t know exactly how and where.  But, if they
could put their hands on Gordon, obviously they would have found me.”


“I understand.  What are you going to do now?”


“I’m going to write General Wagner.  His office is in
Santa Barbara.  Maybe he could come to see me tomorrow.  Then he
could also meet you.  He’s a typical general, with a
weather-beaten face — and not bad looking.  However, he’s
stern, but pleasant and honest.”






C-Mail


Sub:  Invitation


Date:  N/A


From:  Gordon






General,


We must see you tomorrow.  Please come to dinner.






Ben activated the coding device and then he sent the message.  Ben
and the general agreed on various short statements, when they talked
in code.  ‘Please come to dinner’, means that extreme
danger is present.


A sentinel signaled him.  Ben thought, are we already by the
canal?  A voice echoed from the speakers, “Identify
yourself.”


“This is Gordon.  I’m associated with the SHDM.”  A
short wait and the sentinel responded, “Gordon, you are cleared
to go.  You will meet an oncoming medium size sub.  Please be careful
and use your sensors.  Have a nice cruise.”  Ben double-checked
the sensors.  They were operational and they are working well.  Ben
checked the time.  It was six-thirty in the afternoon and he said to
Malika, “We should be home by seven-thirty — a half hour
later than I expected.”  Ben sat back and looked at Malika.


“So, you’ll be staying about three months in the CNAS?”
asked Ben.


“Yes, in this technical exchange between Austria and the CNAS. 
I’m lecturing about the latest methods in forensic science that
we employed in Austria.  Conversely, your scientists will relate
their new methods to us.  It’s educational and I enjoy every
minute.”  Then Malika asked, “By the way, what was this
about me visiting you?”  Ben looked embarrassed, because Malika
noticed Ben’s private thoughts.  Sometime ago, I asked General
Wagner, if it would be a problem to bring a friend of mine to the
CNAS.  However, I was not sure, if this would ever come
about.”


“You thought about me?”  Malika played along, enjoying
every minute.


“Yes, do you mind?”


“No, not at all.  I’m pleased,” she said smiling.


“Would you mind living in the CNAS?”


“Do I have to answer that right away?”


“Are you telling me that it’s difficult for you to say,
NO.”


“No, I mean yes; No, I don’t mean YES and I don’t
mean NO.  The way you are asking me these question; it’s
difficult to answer.”


“You don’t have to give me an answer, if you don’t
want to.”


“But, I want to give you an answer, Ben.  But, I’m not
easy, you know.”


“Oh, that’s the problem.”


“Now, that we got over that hurdle, can I ask you.”


“Yes, go ahead, ask.”


“Would you like to live in the CNAS?”


“Yes, I would like to live in the CNAS,” looking out the
porthole.






Ben was elated, but he controlled his emotions.  Before he could say
anything, the sub slowed.  Ben turned on his port camera.  He saw a
large round opening in front of him.  The sub threaded its way into
the docking space.  Then it turned one hundred-eighty degrees and
slowly dropped on the four stainless steel supports.  A familiar
voice reported, “Gordon, we have arrived at your home.  All
systems are functional for your next trip.”


“Thank you, Carma,” said Ben.


CHAPTER 7






In front of the submarine, the gate closed.  The 20,000 CFM (Cubic
Feet per Minute) pump started automatically and pumped out the
seawater, until the conning tower was exposed and the hatch opened. 
Ben climbed out and he helped Malika.  She took her purse and her
grip and they went to the elevator.  Ben led Malika into the elevator
and they went to the first floor.  He walked behind her and couldn’t
help himself from watching her hips moving suggestively, though she
didn’t even try.  Paul waited for them in the living room. 
“You’re late, you had me worried.  Normally you are
always on time.”


“I ran into a small problem.  We’ll tell you about it
later.  By the way, Father, this is Malika Schneider.  Do you
remember her?  We went to gunsmith school together.”


“I remember Malika Schneider, but I wouldn’t have
recognized this young lady.”  Malika smiled and she went over
to Ben’s father and shook his hand. “I was in your home a
few times.  Ben and I studied together.  He’s good at math, but
I was better at science.”


“Yes, Ben was always good in math and he liked mechanical
gadgetry and he’s also good in sports.  So, how long are you
going to stay with us?”


“My next engagement will be Tuesday, but I should definitely
return by Monday evening.”


“I can drive you back with the car.  At 1,000 MPH, it should
take us less than thirty minutes,” said Ben.


“This is wonderful.  In Austria the transportation department
is now installing the first leg of the ACTS.”  Malika replied.


“Father, tomorrow General Wagner will be visiting us for
‘dinner’.”  Ben’s father knew exactly what he
meant.  He asked, “Are we in real trouble?”


“We could’ve been, but I think we arrested it just in
time.  We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”


“Let’s have dinner,” said Ben.


“Good idea,” said both, Ben’s father and Malika. 
They went to the dining room and Ben asked Malika, “Do you know
how to operate these food dispensers?”


“Yes, Ben, we also have them in Austria, and Columbia
University has them everywhere.”


“Sorry I asked.  Please help yourself.”


Malika asked for mixed salad, lobster and steak, baked potato, a roll
and cherry coke.  Ben’s father wasn’t too hungry.  He
punched in for a bowl of turtle soup, and a buffalo-steak sandwich. 
Ben liked what Malika had.  He tapped the copy key and got the same
dinner as Malika requested.  During dinner, it was quiet.  Everyone
was busy eating.  This was a long day for Malika and Ben.  While Ben
was consuming his dinner, he thought where he’s going to put up
Malika.  Should she stay with him?  This may not be a good idea. 
Give it time!  Don’t rush it!  Besides he was tired and all
wound up from the gruesome activity that confronted him, just four
hours ago.  Who knows how these recent events affected Malika?  When
Ben looked at her — she seemed all right.






After dinner, Ben and his father rose, collected the dished and
placed them in a recycle shoot.  With this final gesture, dinner was
over.  They talked the remainder of the evening.  Paul was interested
in the latest news from his hometown in Austria.  He’s still
homesick but when he heard that nothing much had changed, he was
happy that he moved with his son to the CNAS.


“I’ll show you to your guest room,” said Ben.


“Oh, yes thank you, I need to take a shower,” said
Malika.


They went to the second floor where the bedrooms are.  Ben turned to
the right and entered a large, luxurious room. “The bathroom is
on the left.  It has a steam chamber, a shower and a drying chamber. 
If you want to use the steam chamber, all you have to do is, call out
the temperature.  The rest is self-explanatory.”


“What’s a safe temperature, Ben?”


“Oh, about 100 degrees Fahrenheit, then you can work your way
up slowly, until it’s hot enough for you.”


“Do you have any other questions?”


“Yes, I do.  The clothes that I wore today got dirty.  Where
could I send them to get them cleaned?”


“Do you see the door next to the bathroom door?”


“Yes.”


“This is an automat for cleaning clothes.  Just lay or hang the
clothes in a compartment.  Close the door and push the green button. 
The automat will sense the material and the type of soil and then it
will clean the fabric.  When the cycle is complete, Sofia, the house
computer will let you know.”


“Anything else?”


“No, thank you.”


“Well then, good night and have a good night’s rest and
I’ll see you in the morning.”


Ben turned toward the door and he was about to leave.


“Ben.”


“Yes.”  Ben turned.


“Thank you for everything.”  Malika walked close to him
and kissed him.  Ben had no trouble responding.  Malika embraced Ben
for one hour, or was it one minute?  Reluctantly, Ben released his
grip, slowly closed Malika’s bedroom door and walked to his
bedroom.


He took a shower, stepped into the drying chamber and slipped into a
terry cloth robe.  He checked the security system.  His father must
have armed it earlier.  He lay down on his bed and started to watch
an old Alfred Hitchcock movie.  Ten minutes later, he was asleep.






***






The sun was high enough to shine into Ben’s bedroom and it woke
him, what time is it?


“Time”


A soft, smooth and sleepy, female voice replied, “Ben, this is
Saturday.  It is nine forty-five in the morning.  The sky is clear
and it is a beautiful day.”


“Shall I prepare your breakfast?”


“Yes, please, prepare a number six.”


A few seconds later, “Your breakfast is ready in your bedroom
dispensing slot, Ben.  Your vitamins and the deaging supplement are
included.  Enjoy your breakfast, Ben.”


“Thank you, Sofia.”


“Ben.”


“Yes Sofia.”


“There is a coded C-Mail message for you.  Shall I decode it
for you?”


“No thank you, Sofia.”


“Don’t you trust me, Ben?”


“Yes, Sofia, I trust you.  But, I would like to do this
myself.”


“All right, Ben, go ahead.”


Ben rose and walked to the rear window.  Sofia was right.  It is a
beautiful day.  Sofia is programmed to monitor the weather with her
sensors on the roof of the house.  He walked to the dispensing slot,
removed his breakfast from the shelf and slowly consumed it.  While,
he checked his messages, there was a C-Mail coded message.


He decoded it and it read:


Sub:  Dinner engagement


Date:  Saturday


From:  General T. Wagner GTW4137.SHDM






Hello Ben,






I gather that your request to meet is urgent.  I will see you today
at one.






Ben quickly shaved and showered.  Then he dressed comfortably and
went downstairs to the living room.  Ben’s father and Malika
were sitting in the kitchen, having their breakfast.


“Good morning,” said Ben.


“Good morning.  Did you sleep well?” replied Malika.


“Yes.”


“Your father told me how you came to CNAS.  What a fascinating
story.”


“Yes it is.  Ah; General Wagner will be here at one.  Father
could you show Malika the areas of our business downstairs?  I should
go to the office and review yesterday’s events, before the
general gets here.”


“It’ll be my pleasure,” replied Ben’s father.


“Well then, let’s go.  We will take the steps.” 
Paul and Malika walked down the steps.


“I take the steps most of the time; it’s good exercise. 
The business is one floor below the ground floor.  Actually, we have
two areas.  Customers enter through the front entrance.  This is
where the store is.  In front is a counter and next to it are the
display shelves filled with rifles, shotguns and pistols.  One case
has antique weapons in it.  In front of the counter, we have tables
and chairs.  Customers can sit, look at out brochures and products,
drink coffee and enjoy computer generated, Viennese pastry.” 
Paul smiled.  “On the back wall I mounted a few trophies from
Austria.  Deer and elk, duck and Auerhahn.  The moose came from
Canada,” he paused with a melancholy expression, “do you
see the skis in the corner?”


“Yes, I do,” replied Malika, surprised.


“They are old wood skis, from the nineteen thirties.”


“I see they made them from wood and the bindings are in front
of the toes.”


“Yes, I see that you noticed that.”


“Let’s go to the adjacent room.  It’s set up like a
museum.”


“Malika, do you remember the store in Austria?”


“Sorry, Mr. Neidermeier, I don’t remember much about the
store.”


“Well, that’s no problem.”  Paul showed Malika the
old equipment.  On the sidewall were an eighty-inch T.V. and a few
chairs in front of it.  He used it to show moving pictures of the old
complex in Austria, the highlights of the move and of the present
product line of the business.  Then they walked to the third room.


“Wow, I like this,” said Malika.


The floor, walls and the equipment are all painted white.  Ben placed
all new workbenches along the sidewall.  And he positioned New CNC
equipment strategically dictated by usage.  Though it is Saturday,
one man is operating two of the CNC machines.  This facility is
equipped to fabricate anything from a toy pistol to the most
sophisticated weapon used today.  A bank of computers is in the front
of the room.  A new CNC rifling machine is the latest addition.  In
the rear are two testing station.  On the opposite side from the
benches are shelves full of parts; the newest telescopes, hair
trigger mechanisms, Bentine power supplies, bearings and more. 
Malika saw two additional gunsmiths working in different areas.


“Dad, the general will be here in five minutes,” said Ben
over the intercom.


“We are on our way, Son.”


Paul and Malika took the steps up to the ground floor.  Ben was
there.  He arranged the table and the chairs and he ordered caviar,
shrimp, mini filets, herring, eggs Benedict, clam paste, hors
d’oeuvres and a variety of crackers.  He also turned on the
terminal, in case the general will need it.  Ben brought Zukov’s
ID, his coded message and his gun.  Before Malika and Paul arrived,
Ben listed key items in a separate folder.  When they sat, Sofia
announced, “Ben I sensed the general’s car in the parking
lot.”


“Thank you, Sofia.”  He left through the side entrance,
which leads to the carport.  The general was standing there.  He was
wearing athletic shoes, casual slacks, a mock turtleneck shirt and a
windbreaker.


“Hello Ben.  How are you?”


“Thank you, General. I’m fine.”


“Let’s go in.  And please help yourself to the snacks.”


“Malika, this is General Wagner.”


“It’s an honor to meet you, Sir,” said Malika and
she continued, “How was the trip, from California?”


“Wonderful, I set the AUTO and caught up on my sleep.  Last
night I was up late.”


“Well Ben, what’s going on?”


“When I’ll be done with what I’m going to say, I
must let you decide how to go on.  I’ll try to relate critical
events in chronological order, wherever possible.  I suppose, the
best way to start is with Malika.  When I picked her up yesterday at
the Great Kills Harbor, a fellow by the name of Zukov was watching
us.  I found out his name, when I checked his ID.  He also had a
coded message in his wallet.  Please look at the screen.”






TO: VZ


Malika Schneider is rooming at the student quarters at Columbia
University.  Tap her phone and keep her under a twenty-four-hour
surveillance.  She might be the connection to Gordon.


CT






“Now, VZ stands for Vladimir Zukov and CT stands for…”
 The general jumped up from his chair and interrupted Ben, “…General
Charles Tailor and that’s my god dammed boss.  But, how did you
get the ID from Zukov?”


“I had to kill him, but don’t worry, the sharks enjoyed
the Russian and they left no trace.  Malika helped me to neutralize
the bloodstains on the dock where I picked her up with her newly
invented BNA solution.  What I’m saying is that General Tailor
is involved in something.  I think I’ve an idea what it might
be.  I have thought about it a lot.  Then, I finally realized that
everything is close to home — and that happens to be your home,
General.  I checked Tailor’s messages.  I know that is illegal,
General, but I just had to do it.  One name stood out.  That is Jack
Moore.  He’s the CEO of Advanced Propulsion Systems Inc.
(APSI).  His company is in Bremen, CSE.  They are the forerunners of
developing the next generation of cars and much competition is out
there.  However, to build these newer and faster cars, they need a
lot more of the new Tybium ore.  A Russian geologist discovered a
large pool of Tybium rich ore in the Southern part of Pakindia, where
the rebels have their stronghold.  These companies will do anything
to get their hands on it.  This is exactly where your men are going
on a covert mission to wipe out the rebels, while they tried to
overthrow the new government of Pakindia.  On the one hand, it is a
noble cause, because you are protecting the new republic.  On the
other hand, you are playing right into Jack Moore’s hands.  I
bet that Jack Moore is friendly with the existing president of
Pakindia and with General Tailor.  And I also believe that General
Tailor’s primary reason for wiping out the rebels is not a
patriotic cause but it is personal greed.”  General Wagner sat
back in his chair.  He munched on caviar and shrimp.


Noone talked.


They all looked at the general.  He’s in deep thought.  It
seemed like an eternity.  Finally, the general said, “How does
Major Mease fit into this, Ben?”


“That, I don’t know, General.  You might have to figure
that out.”


“Ben, how do you think Tailor found out about Malika’s
connection with you?”


“Not with me, General; with Gordon.  Nobody knows about me —
yet.  You told Tailor, when you asked him about our citizenship,
before we came to the CNAS.”  General Wagner straightened out
in his chair and he looked sternly straight ahead.  This motion said
everything.  He took more hors d’oeuvres, chewed on them
nervously and he sipped on his soft drink.


“Can I use your computer, Ben?”


“Of course.”  General Wagner entered the name of Major
Mease.  Then he entered various codes.  He looked at the screen
disappointedly and he shook his head.  Then he entered more codes. 
Finally, then he kept staring at the screen in disbelieve.


“It’s easy to find it, if you know what to look for,”
said the general.


“Tailor and Mease E-mailed each other.  They didn’t even
code their god dammed messages.  The nerve!  The audacity!  No doubt,
they are working together.  Now, if we are going to depose of the
rebels, we have to be sure that Moore isn’t going to move in
and mine the Tybium.”


“Exactly,” said Ben


“Ben, do you know where General Tailor lives?”


“No, General, I don’t know that.”


“He lives in the outskirts of Santa Barbara.”


“Ben, what would be the best and surest way to get to him?  You
know what I mean.”


“I know what you mean, General.  The best way would be from the
sea.  Nobody would expect that.  General, can you get him to stay
anywhere along the east coast, under some pretense.”


“I have an idea.  We have a new undercover meeting place at
Tybee Island.  That’s right on the east coast.  It’s east
of Savanna and it sticks out into the ocean.  The SHDM built it less
than a year ago.  The compound consists of two buildings and it’s
fenced in and isolated, except at the ocean front.  On a sunny day, I
usually schedule the meetings outside, in front of the building,
facing the beach.  I could send Tailor a coded message, stating that
the ‘project’ is in trouble and therefore we request him
immediately to attend a meeting at Tybee Island.”


“Very good.  I would have to build a special, large caliber,
long range and high-powered rifle, which has at least a range of two
miles.  Then, I would build a scope, which I would construct from
oversize lenses.  A small receiver would guide the bullet during its
flight.  Tailor would need a transmitter in his body, preferably in
his head.”  Now General Wagner turned his head and looked at
Malika.  Then he looked at Ben and he said, “She’s a part
of the team now and she can’t turn back.  The last time that I
checked, I found out that Malika earned a bachelor’s degree in
forensic science from the University of Salzburg, and she has
considerable knowledge of human anatomy.  She could be useful to us.”
 The general turned to Malika to test her, “How would you
implant a transmitter into Tailor?”


Malika thought a while, “I would put him to sleep and stick one
in his molar.  Too bad he doesn’t have a toothache.”


“Not bad,” said the general.  He composed himself and
continued, “Ben, I want to thank you for calling me.  I had no
idea what was going on in my own backyard, in front of me and behind
me.  I suppose, it all was too close to home.  I’ll deal with
Mease and I’ll have to replace him.  You will handle Tailor,
when I get the transmitter into one of his teeth.  I know a dentist
that works with me, just like you do.  I’ll tell you when
Tailor is ready for you.  Meanwhile, please work on your long-range
sniper rifle.  How long do you think it will take?”


“About eight to ten days, but you have to send me at least
three transmitters and ten receivers.  I will need them to debug the
rifle.”


“That’s no problem.  Eight to ten days is good.  That
should work out, because in fourteen days, I will send the group to
Pakindia.”


“I wonder if the President of Pakindia knows that he had Tybium
rich ore in the southern part of his country,” Ben asked,


“Don’t worry Ben, he’ll soon find out and I’ll
make sure of that,” said the general.


“Boy, it’s four o’clock.  I should be going home to
Santa Barbara.  Ben, is there anything else that we didn’t
cover?  Ben thought,


Yes there is, General.  I almost forgot it.  Here is Zukov's nine 9
mm Luger, made in the CSE.  I didn’t touch it, in case you need
to check it.  I dropped it carefully in this plastic bag.”


“Good idea Ben, thank you.  Well, I’ll be going.  With my
new car, it should take no more than two and one half hours.”


“General, please take some of that food with you.”


“Thank you, I will.”  The general took a plate and loaded
it up with caviar, herring, eggs Benedict and crackers.  Then he
returned to his car. “Thank you for everything.  I will keep in
touch.  By the way, is your pay okay?


“Yes, it is, General.  Make sure you turn on your stealth.”


“Yes, I know.  You don’t know how glad I am that I turned
it on the way up here.  But when you invited me for dinner, I knew
that something unusual is going on.”


“That was an unusual session,” said Paul, concerned.


Malika showed her concern.  “Ben, what do you think will happen
to me now?  I mean — I know too much.  Can I still return to
Columbia University?”


“I have to think about you and your involvement.  Don’t
worry.  You are on the team, but I should ask you.  Do you want to be
on the team?”


“Yes Ben, I want to be on the team — definitely.”


“Let’s go for a walk behind the house.  It is a beautiful
day.  We can walk down to the seashore and watch the seagulls.  Then
we can sit on the bench.  We will have a chance to figure things
out.”


“Yes, Ben.  So much has happened in the last two days.  I never
expected to be in the middle of all this.  I’m still confused,
but it’s exiting.”


“Don’t worry, Malika, I’m also confused most of the
time.”


CHAPTER 8






Malika and Ben sat on a bench by the beach for almost two hours,
reminiscing about their school days in Austria.  They thought the
times when they went to Sunday school in the evenings and when they
held hands when the priest wasn’t looking.  During the hot
summer days, they went swimming in the Drau River.  Those were the
carefree days — except the one time, when one of their best
friends drowned, because he was careless.  Finally, Ben asked, “Have
you done any engraving after you finished gunsmith school?”


“Oh, yes I worked with a few gunsmiths in town.  They didn’t
have enough engravers in town.  However, in the fall of the same
year, I enrolled at the University of Salzburg.  After that I didn’t
have much time for engraving.”


“I can see that.  Did you live on campus?”


“No, I lived with a relative of one of my friends.  That was
cheaper.”


“And quieter.  Am I right?” asked Ben.


“Definitely.”






Slowly they rose, and they returned to the house and had dinner. 
Then, they sat closely together on the couch and watched the news. 
They held each other’s hand and they felt happy and content. 
Later, Ben tapped into an Austrian satellite broadcast and watched a
soccer game between Austria and England.  Ben’s father joined
them for the game.  In his younger years, he was a formidable soccer
player.  After the game, everyone was tired.  They had a busy day,
though the latter part was relaxing.  Ben and Malika went upstairs. 
They kissed each other in the hallway and went to bed.  Ben had too
much on his mind.  He lay down, but couldn’t fall asleep.  He
was restless and he was thinking about General Tailor.  The work that
he had to do in a short time worried him.  He must definitely start
Monday afternoon.  His father will help!  Then he was thinking about
Malika.   Monday, he’ll take her back to New York.  She’ll
stay there another seven or eight weeks and she’ll return to
Austria.  If he doesn’t say anything to her, he may never see
her again.  Should he ask her to return to America to live with him? 
After all, she said that she would like to live in the CNAS.  Live
with him?  Would that be the expedient thing to do?  Wouldn’t
that be selfish?  Should he ask her to marry him?  Why would she want
to marry him?  Just yesterday, he killed a Russian and he fed them to
the sharks, while she was watching.  Maybe, he should ask her what
she wants to do?  Boy, this is not easy, dealing with women. 
Building long- range sniper rifles may be challenging but it is much
easier.  After about three hours of pondering, Ben finally fell
asleep.






***






Sunday morning everyone slept late.  Even then, Ben was first to
rise.  He had his breakfast, looked at the news and checked for
various activities in the Baltimore area.  It would be relaxing to
spend the day there.  What activities are there in Baltimore?  How
about the National Aquarium?  It is just north of the Inner Harbor. 
He could fire up his, 28 feet, 450 HP cruiser.  It has two, eight
cylinder, inboard, fossil fuel engines and it’ll cruise up to
45 knots.  The interior of the boat is in immaculate condition.  A
local ship builder rebuilt the galley and the dining area has
beautiful teak wood furniture and thick carpeting installed.  Ben
mounted a refrigerator and a stove inconspicuously across from the
dining table.  The sleeping quarters will hold at least four, very
comfortably.  The shipbuilder placed the head and the shower
conveniently along the side of the hull and he installed a computer
and a security system.  In a watertight compartment in the galley, he
securely stored a laser stun gun.  Ben kept a harpoon inside the
refrigerator door.  In the head, he placed a hand pistol on the top
shelf of the medicine cabinet.  He hopes that this time, he’ll
not need any of these useful commodities.  Since he lives only
twenty-five miles from the Inner Harbor, the trip should take less
than one hour.  Ben will be desperately trying to make this a day of
leisure.  He could take his time and there will be no urgency.  He
could cruise slowly and spend time sightseeing.  However, he must
find out about Malika’s desires — after all, she wrote to
him.  But, it will be up to him to set the course of his and her
future.  He had no trouble fantasizing about all this, but to carry
this out in real life is difficult for him.






It was eleven in the morning.  Ben stepped into the elevator and went
to the bedrooms.  He stopped in front of Malika’s bedroom and
knocked on her door.  While he knocked, she opened it.  She dressed
casually, she looked rested and refreshed and she was ready to go.


”Good morning, Ben.  What are your plans for today?”


“How would you like to take a cruise to Baltimore?  We could
see the National Aquarium.”


“That sounds interesting.  I’m not familiar with it. 
Where is it?”


“It is in Baltimore’s Inner Harbor and they have a
variety of marine animals.  I believe that they might also have
demonstrations of the latest under water breathing apparatuses for
humans.”


“Ben, I would really like to see all this,” said Malika,
exited.


“Well then, let’s go.”  Ben found his father and
told him about their plans.


“I’m happy for you.  Are you taking the cruiser?”


“Yes, I’m.”


“I hope that you will have an enjoyable day.  I may go to Matt
Brady’s house.”


“Thank you, Dad and say hello to Matt.”






Ben and Malika walked downstairs to the cruiser.  He helped Malika
board the boat.  Ben folded the roof back, turned on a fan to air out
the cabin, waited a couple of minutes and then started both engines. 
He pulled in the bumpers and removed the lines from the dock.  In a
few minutes, he was in the middle of the Chesapeake channel.  He
turned the cruiser to port and continued in a northerly direction. 
They cruised for about ten miles and then they turned into the mouth
of the Baltimore Harbor.  They covered another ten miles, before they
arrived at the Inner Harbor.  Malika was overwhelmed.  Boats and
ships docked on both sides of the waterway.  They still docked the
old USS Constellation at Harbor Place, quaint stores and restaurants
lined both sides of the harbor.  For the last twenty years, Baltimore
has undergone a revitalization program.  One can also visit
Baltimore’s World Trade Center, and then check out the National
Aquarium.  Ben found a large enough docking spot.  He turned the
boat, by manipulating the two engines — one engine forward and
the second engine in reverse.  With these controls, the cruiser
turned around its own axis, until he was parallel with the dock. 
Then he let the cruiser drift in.  He turned off the engines, docked
the boat and locked the cabin.  Malika and Ben stepped on the dock
and they went on to visit the Aquarium.






They obtained tickets and went to the dolphin show.  After that, they
toured the most notable exhibits of the aquarium: the sharks, the
seahorses, stingrays, birds, amphibians and reptiles.  It took almost
two hours touring the exhibits.  Malika held Ben’s hand as they
walked from one exhibit to the next and they had a wonderful time. 
On the first floor, they observed a deep-sea diver as he was using a
new style, underwater breathing apparatus.  It was just an airtight
helmet, filled with artificial, embryonic fluid.  The fluid also
filled the diver’s lungs and oxygen transferred from the fluid
to the capillary air passages of the lungs.  The diver moved freely
around among the dolphins.  Artificial gills, at both sides of the
helmet served as the transfer media for the oxygen from seawater to
the embryonic fluid.  With this device, the diver could theoretically
remain submerged forever.  However, the human skin cannot last under
water too long.  That is why four divers took turns showing the
device.  Each diver stayed under water for about two hours.


“This is fascinating and educational.”


“Are you hungry, yet?” asked Ben.


“Yes, I’m.”


“Let’s go to the seafood restaurant on the other side of
the harbor.”  They strolled slowly along, just enjoying each
other’s company.  It took them about twenty minutes to get
there.  A receptionist ushered them to a table.  Immediately a waiter
was ready to serve them.  First, they had a beer.  Then they ordered
steak, lobster and baked potato.  After dinner, Malika confessed to
Ben that this was one of the best days in her life.  After all these
years, Austria still has catching up to do.  She confessed that she
would be sorry to leave tomorrow.  “I’ll miss your
company, Ben.”


“I think that I’ll miss you too, Malika.”


Malika reached over the table and Ben gently grasped her hand.  Ben
saw tears in Malika’s eyes.  He didn’t think that she
wanted him to see her crying.  Still, he reached in his pocket,
pulled out a freshly laundered, folded and ironed handkerchief, and
handed it to her.  This is the work of the automat and I didn’t
use it yet.  Now Ben laughed at her and she laughed back.  She took
the handkerchief and wiped the tears from her eyes.  Ben thought that
this might be a good time to tell her what was on his mind.  Just as
he was building his courage, to say that he loved her, she said, “Are
you ready to go?”


“Ah, yes, I guess I’m ready.”


Ben passed the expense card to the garcon while he entered a handsome
tip and waited for the garcon to return.  Then they left the
restaurant and slowly returned to the cruiser.  Malika went to the
stern, untied the cruiser and pulled in the bumpers.  Ben aired the
cabin and started the engines.  Then she untied the bowline, secured
both lines, jumped on board, and pushed the cruiser away from the
dock.


“You are a fast learner,” said Ben.  Ben turned on the
security system and the running lights and then they slowly cruised
toward the Chesapeake Bay channel to return home.  She joined Ben on
the bridge and sat next to him.  They were both quiet, thinking about
today’s experiences.  He noticed that she was shivering.


“Are you cold?” he asked


“Yes, I’m.”


“I have a windbreaker and blankets in the cabin closet.  If you
steer the cruiser, I can go down and get them.”


“I can get them.  Do you need anything?”


“No.”


Malika stepped down and found the items in the closet.  It was so
warm, comfortable and secure down here and it smelled of teakwood. 
She sat on the bed, put her hand on the blanket and rubbed it gently,
but stayed only for a moment.  Her mind was running wild, Ben is
such a gentleman.  She slipped into the windbreaker and returned
to the bridge.


“I’m sorry, that this day is coming to a close,”
said Malika, prying.


“I’m sorry too.”  Malika knew that Ben had trouble
to make a move.  I wonder if he’s still a virgin?  She bent
over and kissed him on the cheek.  Ben put his arm around Malika’s
waist turned toward her and kissed her.  Steering the cruiser and
simultaneously holding Malika was difficult for him.  The cruiser
departed slightly from mid-channel and Ben let go of Malika, to steer
the cruiser back to the center of the channel.  Malika noticed that
this isn’t going to work. “Could you stop the cruiser for
a while?”  He looked at her surprised. “Yes, why not,
said Ben nonchalantly.  I could stop the cruiser.”


Ben turned the cruiser away from the channel.  He put the engines in
neutral and went to the bow of the cruiser, picked up the anchor and
dropped it overboard.  At this point, the channel was only fifteen
feet deep.  The anchor dragged on the bottom for about thirty feet,
but finally it dug into bottom of the channel and stopped the boat. 
He went to the bridge and turned off the engines.  Then, he returned
to the cabin.  Malika was waiting for him there.


“It’s nice and warm and so cozy down here,” Ben
noted.  Instead of answering, Malika took off her windbreaker and
reached out to Ben.  They embraced and kissed for a long time. 
Malika moaned as she was twisting in his grip.  Slowly they moved
toward the bed and sat.  Ben took off his shirt and he loosened the
buttons of Malika’s blouse.  Now it was really getting warm in
the cabin.  The portholes were streaming up.  Malika could see that
Ben had difficulty to express his desire for her.  That is when
Malika said to Ben, “Ben, I love you and I want to have sex
with you.”


Ben was trying to say, I love you, but he just shivered — not
from being cold but from being exited.  Malika whined just like an
animal.  The following activities were unmistakable and irreversible.
 There was no turning back now.  They ripped the remainder of each
other’s clothing off their bodies.  Ben found himself on top of
Malika and she was ready to accept him.  Her body was hot.  His body
perspired.  Their bodies slid from side to side as Ben entered her. 
He had never felt so totally committed before.  She was hot, soft and
wet.


After their orgasms, they rolled to their sides.  Both were quiet. 
They didn’t know for how long. After a while, Ben finally said
what he had tried to say often before, “Malika, I love you!”
 She turned to him, “I love you too,” she paused, “Ben.”


“Yes, Malika.”


“I’m pregnant.”


“What did you say?”


“I’m pregnant.”


“But, how can you tell?”


“A woman with total commitment and in love can tell.  At least,
I can, especially with your powerful and oversize sperm.”


“Malika, I want to marry you,” Ben said finally.


“You don’t have to marry me, just because I’m
pregnant.”


“I was going to ask you before, I just didn’t know how.”
 Ben looked at Malika and he saw that she cried.


“Why are you crying again? he asked her clumsily.”


“Because I’m happy.”  Ben looked at her and shook
his head. “I’ll never figure out the female gender.”


Malika rose, collected her clothes and went to the head.  Ben put on
sweat pants, the shirt that he wore before, and a pair of boat shoes.
 He didn’t smell gas fumes.  He went to the bridge, started the
engines and left them in neutral.  Then he went to the bow, lifted
the anchor from the sea bottom and secured it on the bow.  Now the
cruiser started drifting.  He quickly returned to the bridge to
control the cruiser.  Malika also returned to the bridge.  A
beautiful glow radiated from her face.  Ben navigated the cruiser to
the channel and they were on their way to his home. “Malika,
what are we going to do?  I do know that I want to marry you.  The
question is, when?”


“I would like to marry you too, Ben but I have remaining
commitments to fulfill.”


“Are you talking about Columbia University?”


“Yes, I am.”


“Then, listen to my proposal.  First, finish your commitment at
Columbia.  Then return to Austria.  I will talk to General Wagner
about you entering the country permanently.  He’ll talk to the
INS.  Everything will be all right.  Then I could hire a moving
company and you have to tell them what you want to have moved to my
house.  After that, you can return to our home and we can plan the
wedding.  How does that sound?”


Malika thought about what Ben said.  She counted the months —
two months at Columbia — one month in Austria.  By the time she
will return to Ben, she will be three months pregnant.  Then another
month would pass, before the wedding.  Now she will be four months
pregnant. “By the time we will get married, I will be four
months pregnant.  Is that a problem for you, Ben?”


“This wouldn’t be a problem for me, but wouldn’t it
be nice, if we could get married sooner?”  Malika has a
surprised and curious look on her face.


“What are you proposing?” asked Malika, anticipating a
surprise.


“I have an idea.  Since your life will totally change anyway,
can’t you cut your commitment at Columbia University short, say
a couple of days?”  Malika considered his proposal.  She could
continue at the university later, maybe a year from now.  Then she
said, “All right, this is what I’m going to do.  Please
take me to New York tomorrow morning.  I’ll revise my plans
with the people at Columbia University.  I’ll give my
presentation Tuesday.  Then I’ll return to Austria on Wednesday
and I could be back with you next week.”


“Now, that I like!” said Ben and he continued, “While
you are in Austria you can settle things with the authorities in
Ferlach.”  Ben continued south toward his home.  Twilight is
slowly displacing daylight.  About one half mile south, at the right
shore the rotating beam of the Belvedere lighthouse was clearly
visible.  Ben lined up the cruiser with the light beam. “We
should be home in about fifteen minutes.”


“Wonderful.  I’m tired, but I’m happy, Ben.  I
think when we get home I’ll go right to bed.  I took a shower
downstairs.  Tomorrow, I’ll be busy.  In fact, I’ll be
busy the whole week.”






***






Ben docked the cruiser at nine.  Both went up to the first floor, and
walked hand in hand to the living room.  Ben’s father was
sitting in a sofa watching a movie.  The father looked at Ben and
Malika and he knew that they had made a binding commitment. “How
was the cruise?”


“Father, the cruise was wonderful.  And we’ve to tell you
something.”


“Let me guess.  You are going to get married.”


“How did you know that?”


“Ben, I’m your father and furthermore, you are my son.  I
have known you for twenty-two years.  When I look at Malika’s
radiant look, I can come only to one conclusion.  The two of you have
betrothed a binding love for each other.  I was married too, you
know.”


“Well, Father we might as well tell you now.  We are planning
to get married soon.”


“How soon?”  Ben looked at Malika to see what her
expression will be, when he answered his father. “Two weeks
from now.”  Malika turned to Ben, jumped up to him, and kissed
him.  Then she started crying again.


“You are crying again.”


“I can’t help it.”


“You must be very happy?” said Paul to Malika.


“Yes, Father I am.” said Malika.  The two lovers said
good night to Ben’s father.  They walked upstairs to Ben’s
bedroom.  They undressed and they went to bed.  Ben lay on his right
side and so did Malika.  She moved close to him and put her arm
around him.  Five minutes later, both were sleeping.






Next morning, Ben woke at seven-thirty.  He took the elevator to the
kitchen.  He still wore his night apparel.  For his breakfast, he
tapped the number three button.  He slowly drank his breakfast and
lazily strolled to the back to look out the rear window.  He heard a
sound behind him.  He turned around and he saw her. “Good
Morning Malika.”


“Good morning, Ben.  I’m so happy.  I slept well and I
felt so peaceful and secure.”  Malika stepped close to Ben. 
They hugged and kissed each other.


“Let’s go upstairs to get dressed,” said Ben, “then
I’ll fire up the car and I’ll take you to your student
quarters at Columbia University.”






The trip to New York was less than two-hundred miles.  At 1000 MPH,
it should have taken Ben 0.2 hours to return Malika to the student
quarters.  Unfortunately, he didn’t have the benefit of the
ACTS rails in the New York area.  As he left the rails, he lowered
the tires and continued conventionally until he arrived at Malika’s
dormitory.  Still, the whole trip took only one hour.






He parked the car.  They stepped out and they hugged each other. 
Malika didn’t want to let go.  She was worried now that they
were parting, that all the planning they did and the commitments they
made, Ben would forget everything after he returned to the car and
drive away.  Somehow Ben knew what Malika was thinking, “Malika,
don’t forget what we were talking about!  Call or A-Mail me and
tell me how you are progressing.  If you have a problem with the
custom people, give me a call immediately.  I can talk to General
Wagner.  He’ll take care of everything.”


“Yes Ben.”  Ben kissed Malika one more time.


“I will see you next week!”  He watched her disappear
behind the dormitory door.


CHAPTER 9






Ben walked to his car and drove to his home in Belvedere Heights. 
This was a lonely and uneventful trip for him.  He was constantly
thinking about Malika.  He’s amazed how quickly his priorities
have changed in just one weekend.  Last week Thursday, he had only
one thing in mind, to build a sniper rifle.  Now he must show extreme
discipline to concentrate on his primary assignment.


Women!  They have a way about them.


He was home by noon.  Ben went to the food dispenser and selected a
sandwich and coffee.  While he was consuming the sandwich, his father
came up from the store. “It’s quiet today downstairs. 
Bill is tending the store.  He’s also doing repair work.  What
about you, Ben?  What will you do?”


“We have to build a sniper rifle that has a two-mile range.”


“If someone else had said that to me, I would’ve said,
that this is impossible.  One and one-half miles maybe, but two
miles?”


“How would you do that, Son?”


“The target will have a transmitter installed, which will guide
the trajectory.  When it reaches the target, it will be less than one
inch off.”


“Are you saying that we will fabricate a special trajectory
with a receiver in the tip?”


“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying, Dad.”


“Ben, I don’t want to know who or what the target is. 
However, I’m looking forward getting involved with this
project.  How are we going to do it?”


“We will build the rifle and the trajectories here.  Then we
will mount a special, oversize scope. The rifle will not need aiming
sights, because the target is too far away.  General Wagner will send
us three transmitters and ten receivers in the MG chamber.  We should
have them tomorrow.  I’ll use three transmitters and three
receivers to test the rifle.  However, I’ll need seven
receivers in the trajectories that I’m taking with me.  Once
the rifle is complete, I must find a place to test the rifle.”


“Son, do you remember Matt Brady, the fellow with the broken
firing pin?”


“Yes.  You and he seem to get along well.  What about him?”


“When I visited him, he showed me his land.  He mentioned that
we can use his apple orchard and farmland to test weaponry.  He has
two square miles of land — 4 miles long and one-half mile
wide,” said Paul.


“Can we trust him, Dad?”


“Definitely.  I can call him for you.  When are we going to
test your rifle?”


“In about five days.”


“I will make the arrangements,” said Paul.


“Boy, it looks like you have a good plan, Dad.  I feel good
about him.  Now he’s also part of our team.”


“When is Malika coming back?”


“Next week, on Wednesday or Thursday.  We should plan for the
wedding.  It will be a small ceremony.  But I would like to go on a
honeymoon.”


“Son, I know that this is none of my business, but I think that
Malika is pregnant.”


“Yes, that is what she told me too.  I still don’t know
how she can tell only two minutes after, after, after the ...,well
you know what I mean, Dad.”


“Yes, I do know.  Your mother was the same way.  Do you know
why that is?”


“No, Dad.”


“It is because we are of Sumerian descent.  When the powerful
sperm hits the ovum, a woman has a unique sensation.  I can’t
explain it, but I know it’s there.  By the way, are you going
to give Malika the longevity supplement?”


“I don’t know that Dad.  Should I?”


“Start with the same quantity that you are taking, but give it
to her only once a week, until her system gets adjusted to it.”


“How do I know when her system is adjusted to it?”


“Oh, for most people it takes about six to eight weeks.”


Ben and his father walked down to the store. “Hello Bill.”
 Bill looked at the Neidermeiers and he knew that something is up.


“What are we going to do, Ben?” said Bill.


“Can you tend the store the rest of the day?”


“No problem.”






Ben walked to the Auto Cad terminal and began to design the parts for
the sniper rifle.  He decided that he would use a Houser action.  It
is oversize and designed for large caliber bullets, which most
hunters use for large game.  However, he must make a few alterations.
 He will replace the barrel, because the original barrel is too short
and the bore is too small.  His father will fabricate special
ammunition.  He will use an existing shell from a stealth jet machine
gun.  The back of the projectile will contain a rotary,
nitro-accelerator.  It will supplement the forces of the gunpowder
and the rotation of the trajectory to drive it two miles, like a
mini-missile.  Behind the tip of the projectile, Ben will embed the
micro receiver.  Finally, Ben needed a scope.  He designed an optical
system that tripled the optical range.  To check the optical
integrity quickly, he went upstairs to the bedroom and stopped by the
window overlooking the Bay.  He rested the scope on the windowsill
and focused on a cruiser out in the bay.  He could clearly see the
captain of the cruiser talking to his mate.  The scope’s
vertical and horizontal hairline crossed at the captain’s
temple.  He estimated the distance to be three miles.  Ben was
satisfied with the integrity of the scope.






***






General Wagner sat by his desk in his home office.  He drank a cup of
coffee and formulated plans for his part of the plot to remove
General Tailor.  Wagner is an orderly man and likes to list key items
in chronological order.  He learned that from the fellow that wrote
the Ten Commandments — they are in list form.  Later, when he
studied history, he learned that Benjamin Franklin also used lists to
organize his life.  So, General Wagner thought, what’s good
enough for God and Franklin must be good enough for him:






1.  Establish a time table


2.  Use the MG to transport ten receivers and three transmitters to
Gordon.


3.  Use Charlie Dodson to incapacitate Tailor.


4.  Get Major Frank Webster to implant the transmitter in Tailor’s
molar.


5.  I will deal with Major Mease myself.


6.  Set up a meeting on Tybee Island


7.  Put another officer in charge of the covert operation in
Pakindia.






The general looked at his list.  Everything seems O.K., except the
timetable.  I must know for sure.  When will Ben have the rifle
ready?  Was it nine or ten days?  He saw him last Saturday.  That
would be next week Monday.  Then I would have to arrange for the
meeting at Tybee Island next week Tuesday.  He should call Ben on the
scrambler to verify these dates.


He engaged the scrambler and then he dialed Ben’s number. 
After five rings, Ben answered, “Hello”


“This is Wagner.”


“Gordon here.”


“If I set up the meeting for next week Tuesday at the island,
can you be ready?”


“Yes.  Please make it in the afternoon.  But if it rains, we
have to reschedule.”


“I understand.  Is there anything else?”


“I don’t think so.  If I run into a problem, I will call
you.”






Both the general and Ben disconnected.  General Wagner had lots of
work to do.  He opened the top drawer of his desk, took out the
receivers and the transmitters.  Then he went to the MG port and
placed the parts in it.  He dialed Ben’s ten-digit FTN
(Facsimile Transport Number) and tapped the send key.  He noted that
the switch in the collector chamber was depressed, ready to accept
merchandise.  Ten seconds later the parts were gone.  He checked the
screen and it listed:


Transport successful.






Next, the general called Major Frank Webster, the resident dentist at
the Army Hospital at Santa Barbara.  He was home. “Frank, I
need to see you this afternoon.  Would you have time?”


“I can see you in one hour.”






The general made another phone call.  This time he called Charlie
Dodson.  He was a small-time crock of small stature, walking the
tightrope between justice and crime, and he could blend in wherever
the general needed him.  He doesn’t have a regular job.  He
makes his money anyway that he can because he’s well versed in
many fields.  A few months ago, Charlie sold contraband firearms. 
The military police caught him, and they threw him in the stockade. 
The MP in charge scheduled him for a civilian trial when General
Wagner needed a man to do an undercover job.  When he looked at
Charlie, he knew that he would serve him well, though he’s a
crock.  The general freed him from the stockade and ever since then,
the general used Charlie for odd jobs and Charlie was forever
thankful and committed to the general.


The general found Charlie’s phone number and then called him.


Charlie answered, “Hi, this is Charlie Dodson.”


“Charlie, this is General Wagner.  How have you been?  Are you
staying out of trouble?”


“Yes and no, General.  What can I do for you this time?”


“Could you meet me at our pier this evening at seven?”


“What’s in it for me?”


“The usual, plus a bonus after the job.”


“Okay General.  I can see you at seven.”






The front door bell rang.  General Wagner stepped out of his office
and went to the front door. “Hi Frank. Come in.”


“Hello General, what’s up?”


“Let’s go in my office.  Would you like some coffee?”


“Yes, I do.”


“Did you leave your car keys in the car?”


“Yes, I did.”  They sat and the general started, “Frank,
this coming Thursday, General Tailor will have a car accident.  You
know General Tailor, don’t you?”


“Yes, I do.”


General Tailor placed a miniature transmitter on the desk and with
one finger, he slid it toward Major Frank Webster.  “Tailor
will arrive in an ambulance at the Santa Barbara, Army Hospital
around five in the afternoon.  Someone will bang him up.  I want you
to be at the hospital, waiting for him.  When the emergency people
take him to his room, you must implant this transmitter in one of his
molars in a way that he won’t know that it is there.  It’s
up to you, how you accomplish this.  Nobody must know that you are
doing this.  Do you understand me, Frank?”


“I hear you loud and clear, General.  I have a portable field
dentist’s unit that will serve me well.”


“Call me Thursday, after your assignment.”


“I will,” said the major, flexing his jaw, excited about
the project.


The major picked up the miniature transmitter and put it in a small
envelope.  Then he put the envelope in his wallet.  He rose and went
to leave through the front door.


“Please go out the back door, I had your car moved.  Make sure
that nobody is following you,” said the general.






***






The general checked the time.  It is five-thirty.  It will take him
thirty minutes to drive to the pier.  He still had time for dinner. 
Since his wife is out of town, visiting his oldest daughter, he
decided to stop at a food dispenser.  He ordered turtle soup, an
alligator steak sandwich and for desert he had an old-fashioned
American apple pie.  While he ate his dinner, the general thought
about alternate ways to put the general away.  The way he planned it
seemed complicated and he questioned, why did I go this route? 
After thinking about it, the general realized why he picked the
compound on Tybee Islands — it’s on government property,
perfect for a cover up, and he can dispose of the body without
difficulty.  After dinner, he still had time and he ordered a cup of
black coffee.  He slowly sipped the coffee and reviewed what he
accomplished thus far.  He was satisfied, but nervous.  These types
of activities give him the creeps.  Then he drove to the pier.  He
and Charlie had met by the pier previously.  For the next meeting
with him, he will change the meeting place.  I can’t become a
creature of habit, he thought.  He pulled up to the cement
pillar, parked the car and waited about five minutes.  An automobile
was approaching, but it wasn’t Charlie.  The car drove by and
at the end of the pier, he turned left and disappeared.  Then, on his
right, he saw an old-style fossil fuel car pulling up, heavy, black
smoke escaping from the exhaust.  That must be Charlie.  He parked
about thirty feet from his car.  As he turned the engine off, the car
backfired.  That scared the hell out of the general and he reached
for his gun.  Besides, it probably woke up everyone in the
neighborhood.  When the hell is he going to get a decent car?  He
could have bought three cars, with the money that he made recently. 
Charlie exited and slowly walked over to the general’s car.
 The general opened the roof, Charlie climbed in and then he closed
the roof.


“Good evening, Charlie.”


“What’s good about it?”


“You haven’t changed.  You better get yourself a better
car, Charlie.”


“The one I got is just fine.  At least you can hear me coming,”
said Charlie, smiling.


The general shook his head, “You are a hopeless case.  By the
way, have you had a car accident lately?”


“Not recently but I haven’t been keeping track.”


“Charlie, I want you to have a car accident this Thursday.”


“You want me to do what?”


“You heard me — have a car accident,” said Wagner,
looking sternly at Charlie.


“I have done many jobs for you General, but never a car
accident.  Anyway, tell me what you want.”


“Do you know General Tailor?”


“Isn’t he the Undersecretary of Home Defense?  Doesn’t
he live in Santa Barbara?”


“Right on both counts.  Charlie, I want you to ram General
Tailor’s red car.  He just bought it three months ago.” 
Charlie nervously looked at the general.  Wagner continued,
“Thursday, around four-thirty General Tailor will be leaving
the foot hills of the Sierra Madre Mountains.  Don’t ask me how
I know. I just know.  As you know, this is where we have an
underground installation.  He’ll be on his way home to Santa
Barbara and he’ll be traveling south on Gibraltar Road.  This
is where I want you to ram the general’s car.  You have to hit
it hard enough that he must go to the hospital.”


“Shit, if I hit him that hard, I might go to the hospital
myself.  My car isn’t that solid.”  General Wagner pulled
out a roll of money and he gave it to Charlie.  “Use this money
to buy an old, fossil fuel Ford; preferably a utility model F 450,
with steel bumpers and two gas tanks.  To make it easier on you, I
was going to put a transmitter in the general’s car, but I
decided against it.  Someone might find it later.  Besides, few
people use this road.  It shouldn’t be too difficult to see
him.  When you see him coming, pull out and hit him, and don’t
forget to wear gloves and a mask.  After the car comes to a stand
still, get out of your truck and check on the general.  Please be
careful, he might have a gun.  If he’s not hurt enough to send
him to the hospital, hit him with a baseball bat.  Be careful
Charlie, do not kill him.  I need him alive.”


“General, isn’t he your boss?”


“Yes, he’s.  I work for him, but I’m also in charge
of the SHDM.  Another thing.  Just before you leave the scene, call
this number.  It is the number for the SB Army Hospital.  The general
dictated the number and Charlie wrote the number on a piece of paper.
 Tell them that General Tailor was in a bad accident and give them
the location.  Use a piece of paper in front of the microphone.  This
will distort your voice.  They’ll send an ambulance.  Then
you’ll drive over to Canyon Road and drive the truck into the
canyon.  Make sure, that all gas tanks are full and for extra
measure, store another fifty gallons of gasoline in the back of the
truck.”


“How am I going to get home?”


“Tow your car with the truck, and park the car at the beginning
of route 144.”


“Boy, General, you sure come up with some bizarre assignments. 
Is that all?”


“That’s all, Charlie.  As usually, you will find a
deposit tomorrow and another one after the job is done.” 
Charlie Dodson reached for the roof.  He knew that he couldn’t
open it, but it was a gesture to tell the general that he was ready
to leave.  The general reached for the control to open the roof.


“Good night, General.  As always, it’s nice doing
business with you.”


“Good night Charlie, and get yourself a car that doesn’t
burn so much oil.  If I need a smoke screen, I can get a smoke
grenade from the quartermaster.”  Charlie shook his head and
smiled, stepped out of the car and returned to his car.  Both left
the pier.


CHAPTER 10






Paul went from the machine shop to the office, while Bill worked on
the long-range rifle.  He sat by the desk, and used the computer to
dial Matt Brady.  While the communicator was locating Matt, he turned
on his camera.  Matt always has his powered up. “Hello Paul,
how are you?  It’s been awhile.  What are you doing?”


“My son and I are working on another project.  Matt, are you
going to be home this Sunday?”


“I’m always home.  You know that.”


“Would I be imposing on you, if I bring my son?”


“Not at all.  What can I do for you?” asked Matt
curiously.


“We have to run a test.  We will talk about the details
Sunday,” said Paul.


“I’m looking forward to seeing you.”


“Matt, you told me that you have an old fossil fuel dune buggy.
 I didn’t see it, the last time I was there.  Is it still
working?”


“I got rid of that sometime ago, Paul.  I replaced it with an
anti-gravity flatboat.  You should see this marvel of engineering. 
It’s floating along and it’ll do over one-hundred MPH in
grass and rough terrain.”


“That’s wonderful.  We will need it Sunday.”  Both
closed the channel and Paul returned to the shop.






Ben C-mailed General Wagner and he used the immediate response,
typing option.






Sub:  Turbines


To:  GTW4137.SHMD


From:  Gordon


Method:  Immediate response






Ben sat back in his chair and waited for General Wagner to answer his
mail.  Of course, if the general wasn’t by his desk, he
couldn’t answer.  Ben decided to wait for ten minutes and then
he would send the message anyway.  Paul walked into the office. “Are
you busy, Ben?”


“Never too busy for you, Dad.  Come in.  I’m waiting for
the general.  I’ve time to talk.”


“We’re in good shape with the rifle.  I would like to
bore-sight the barrel to the scope at a distance of one thousand
feet.  Then I can predict the point of impact at ten
thousand-five-hundred-sixty feet.”


“At this rate, we will be done ahead of time,” said Ben,
satisfied.


“Son, I called Matt earlier today.  I told him that we would be
there Sunday.  He’s happy to see us.”


“Wonderful.  Matt is a good man.”  Paul returned to the
Machine shop


The screen flashed and a bell tone sounded.  Ben read the content on
the screen:


Sub:  urbines


To:  Gordon


From:  GTW4137.SHMD






Both decided to do messaging:


Wagner:


Gordon, this is GTW.  What’s up?


Gordon:


Are the silencer turbines working?


Wagner:


My men installed them, debugged them and they are working well.  They
are all within 2 percent.


Gordon:


Good. I was worried about it.


Wagner:


Ben, will you be on time for the trip to the island?


Gordon:


Yes.  Everything is in motion.  It’ll be ready on time.  I’ll
be in place next Tuesday, after twelve.  Anything else, General?


Wagner:


No.  Everything else is fine.  Call me if you need anything.


Both closed the channel.  The screens went blank.






Ben returned to the machine shop.  His father was still there.  He
sat by the first computer terminal and looked at the ballistic
formula on the screen.  “When I look at all variables, we
should be within four inches after the first shot.  According to the
calculations, we should be low and to the right.  But with your
powerful scope, we can make the final adjustment at Matt Brady’s
farm.”


“That sounds good, Dad.  Knowing that, we can make our first
shot on a six by six feet cardboard target, without a transmitter. 
The bull’s eye should have a diameter of five inches.”


“Ben, I hope that my calculations are accurate.”


“I’m sure that they are.  Then, I’ll make our
second shot at a life-size scarecrow, sitting on a chair.  I’ll
make the head from a piece of hardwood.  This time I’ll glue a
transmitter, where the molars would be.”


“That will work.  I feel good about the whole project.  Let’s
quit for today,” said his father, knowingly.  Now he knows for
sure what Ben’s target will be — a human head.  Ben and
his father went to the first floor.  They had dinner and then they
relaxed with an after dinner drink.  Both thought about their future
activities.






***






Malika Schneider walked from the auditorium to her student quarters. 
Her presentation on forensic science countermeasures was a huge
success.  Forensic science gained recognition about twenty-five years
ago and approached its peak ten years ago.  Investigators solve most
crimes by using various forensic applications.  Since then, however,
the success of forensic science slowly deteriorated.  Criminals
familiarized themselves with the tools and disciplines, which
forensic scientists use.  For example, they neutralized bloodstains
with a special, chemical spray.  While Malika was in her senior year
at the University of Salzburg, the staff introduced the new subject
of Forensic Countermeasures.  It was in its infancy and Malika
embraced that because it was challenging.  Actually, the name of this
new subject is a misnomer.  Criminals invented and employed
countermeasures, because it’s a method of misleading forensic
scientists.  Most of the time, criminals were successful.  A more
appropriate name for this new science that forensic scientists are
learning about might be countermeasure neutralizers.  Though this
play on words would be more appropriately to use, it’s entirely
too cumbersome.  Therefore, everyone uses the title, Forensic
Countermeasures, and the scientists understand what they mean.


These continuous scientific developments of neutralizing existing
technology have become a way of life for the human race.  For
example, first, we developed a missile.  Then we developed another
missile to shoot down the original missile.  Scientists call this
missile an anti-missile-missile.  Now we are at the point where
someone will develop a neutralizing agent, which will deactivate the
chemical, which originally neutralized the bloodstains.  The human
race has a collective noun for this — Progress — and
Malika is pursuing this scientific discipline.






She stepped into her dormitory room on the seventh floor.  She
undressed, slipped into a robe and placed her used clothes into the
adjacent clothes-cleaning automat.  While the automat cleaned her
clothes, she took a quick shower and stepped into the drying chamber.
 Then she dressed; tan and tapered lose slacks, a beautiful, black
silk blouse, and soft Italian boots.  She packed her other clothes
and toiletries in one suitcase, and the papers in her school bag. 
She lugged another large suitcase, near the balcony.  She never has
the opportunity to open it.  Her handbag contained the communicator,
jet ticket, her identification and the transit visa.  She used the
room communicator to call a public anti gravity transporter (AGT). 
Five minutes later, the AGT boss secured the transporter to the
balcony post.  As he left it, it was humming, vibrating and harboring
quietly.  He stepped into her room and carried her suite cases to the
transporter.  They boarded it and Malika instructed the transporter
boss, “John Kennedy Airport, please.”


“Yes Ma’am.”


The transporter boss immediately climbed to the third transportation
level and they soared at eighty miles per hour.  It took ten minutes
before they touched down at the airport.  They didn’t encounter
traffic jams with this mode of transportation.  The boss took her
luggage to the ticket counter.  She rewarded and thanked him.  The
attendant scanned Malika and identified the luggage.  A conveyor
transported her luggage through an x-ray station, an infrared booth,
a low frequency scanner, a temperature and a sound sensor.  She
passed all scanners.  Then another scanner checked her purse.  It
passed also.  Malika went on to her jetliner.  It was one of the
latest designs:






Type:  T-JET


Engines:  3, Bentine powered turbines


Maximum speed:  1,900 MPH (3,040 kph) (Listed speed)


Shell and wings:  Light-weight Titanium alloy


Maximum cruising height:  37,000 feet (Listed height)


Weaponry:  2 laser guns; 4 air to air missiles


Maximum capacity:  100 people


Pilots:  3 - armed


Attendants:  1


Food & drink:  Overhead self-serve


Maximum carry-on luggage 2 kilos






Malika found her seat and she buckled in.  She’ll fly from New
York to Vienna, Austria.  The flight time is three hours, regardless
of weather.  In five minutes, she was air born.  Now she had time to
relax.  She was thirsty, she drank water from the water dispenser
above her, and she had time to think.  At first, she was going to
stay in the CNAS for three months, but she only stayed six days.  She
never expected that.  Does she have control over her destiny?  Or is
her fate predetermined?  She didn’t mind that Ben changed her
plans because she loves him.  Love must be the overriding decision
maker in one’s life.  It makes only sense.  She’s a part
of propagating her race.  Her son will be part Sumerian.  Ben will
live a long time and she will be showing signs of aging at the age of
forty.  When she told her concerns to Ben, he told her that she will
take the anti-aging drug once a week, for a starter.  Malika pulled
the communicator from the recess in front of her.  She dialed her
mother’s code, lisa12712..schneider.  After four rings a female
voice answered,  “Hallo, das ist Lisa Schneider”


“This is Malika, Mother.”


“Malika, wo bist Du?  Was machst Du?”


“I’m on a T-jet, returning home.  I should be at home
later tonight.”


“What!  Why!  Are you testing my English, my dear Malika? 
Never mind that.”


“Mother, do you remember Ben Neidermeier?”


“Oh yes, I do.  Wasn’t he the good-looking chap on
Freibacher Strasse?”


“Yes Mother, that’s him.  I had a date with him last
weekend — in Baltimore.  And we decided that we’ll get
married.”


“When?” asked Lisa, surprised but happy for her daughter.


“We’re going to get married in less then three weeks,
Mother,” said Malika, exited.  “I will be staying in
Ferlach about eight days.  Then I’ll be moving to the CNAS.”


“Where will you stay?”


“With Ben.”


“Boy, you are full of surprises.  What about all the education
that you received?”


“I’ll practice forensic science.  Just earlier today, I
rescheduled my commitments with Columbia University.  Who knows, I
might even work at the University of Baltimore.”


“I don’t believe it.  Ah, I’ll have dinner ready
for you.  Your father says hello.  He is happy that he will see you.”


“Say hello to dad.  See you later.”  This ended the
communication.  Malika was looking forward to arriving in Vienna. 
She made a call to a car rental agency at the Vienna terminal.  She
felt that the fastest and most convenient method to commute in
Austria is a small car.  She was tired from the unusual activities,
to which Ben exposed her during the last few days.  She leaned back
in the seat, closed her eyes and fell asleep.  Malika didn’t
know how long she slept, but a voice from an overhead speaker woke
her up, “We will be arriving at the Vienna airport in five
minutes.”  Malika sighed, pulled herself together and reached
for her purse.  The T-jet taxied to the terminal and stopped.  Then
she went to the ticket counter and reserved a return flight to New
York for 06/07/2012.  Malika found a porter to help her with her
luggage.  Then she walked with the porter across the street to the
car rental agency to pick up the car.  They loaded the car and she
tipped the porter.  She’ll keep the car for one week and then
she will return it here.






Austria is beautiful at this time of year.  She slid the roof back to
enjoy the fresh, clean and warm air.  First, she took the Autobahn
south to Bruck.  She stopped there for a late lunch.  This is the
first time that she ate today.  Then she continued the trip to
Ferlach in beautiful weather.  She arrived at her home at
nine-fifteen in the evening.  Her parents were waiting for her and
her mother stepped outside.  She watched Malika drive the car up to
the front of the house.  Malika stepped out and went to unload the
luggage.  Her father came to help her, and he said, “So, Du
wirst jetzt heiraten?” (So, you are going to get married?)


“Ja, Fater.”


Her father couldn’t speak English.  He doesn’t need it. 
He’s a biology teacher in Ferlach’s high school and he
also teaches chemistry and physics.  He’s well educated.  Her
mother is a homemaker.  That is also a noble profession.  However,
she did find the need to study English in school. “How long are
you going to stay?”


“Well, Mother I’m going to leave next Thursday for
Vienna.  The same day in the afternoon, I will catch a flight to New
York.  If Ben doesn’t have time to pick me up, I will rent a
car in New York and drive to Belvedere Heights.  That’s where
he lives.  It’s near Baltimore.  We will get married Saturday
and we are planning for a honeymoon the week after.  He wants to take
me from New York to London, England on the Queen Elisabeth 2.  We
will stay one day in London to go sightseeing.  The return trip will
be faster, on a T-jet.”


“Why are you rushing so to get married?”  Malika thought
for a moment, should she tell her mother that she is pregnant, but
decided not to tell her.  “I love him, mother.”


“Does he love you?”


“Yes Mother, he does.  I have had a long day.  I’m going
to take a bath and then I’ll go to bed.”  Malika thought
it would be best to end this conversation.


“Good night, all.”






Malika rose late the next morning.  She had a continental breakfast
and then she dressed.  Fortunately, she had her own transportation
and she won’t need to borrow the car from her father.  She
drove to the Federal Office Building in the center of town.  The
layout of the downtown area hasn’t changed for more than
one-hundred years.  The old linden tree is still standing. 
Old-timers usually sit on the bench below it.  As she walked by, they
smiled at her and she waived at them.  After she passed them, they
kept looking at her hips — the way she moved them seductively
from side to side.  The old-timers grinned and nodded their heads. 
At the office building, she filled out and processed the paperwork
associated with leaving the country.  Dates, the old address, and the
new address, the future-married name: that would be Malika
Neidermeier.  That was all the information required.  She thought,
emigrating is easier then immigrating.  As she walked down the
steps, she repeated the new name to herself.  Sounds good, but
something seems to be missing.  She had no middle name!  That’s
the problem.  Should she have a middle name?  If she did, this would
be the perfect time to change it.  She was outside the building. 
Before she entered it, she parked the car down the street.  However,
for some reason, she didn’t go to the car.  She sat on a bench
by the linden tree.  The old farts were still smiling at her, waving
and sucking on their pipes.


Why do women have to do that? — change their names when they
get married.  Why can’t men change their names?  After all, the
women give birth.  Without women, we wouldn’t have babies. 
Today many women, with Sumerian background also produce sperm.  These
women could conceive without a man.  Would this be inbreeding?  I
don’t know the answer to that.  My father might know that. 
However, it doesn’t seem probable, that the DNA structure would
be designed for such a system of breeding.  Anyway, perhaps someday
we’ll have it our way.  For now, I’ll be Malika Schneider
Neidermeier, and that will be my official name.






Ben has Sumerian background.  He talked to me about that, when we
were resting in bed together, after intercourse.  He told me that he
would introduce me to the longevity supplement.  At first, just ones
a week.  But, will this affect my baby?  Since my baby boy will be
part Sumerian anyway, will he also need the supplement?  Malika stood
up, walked back and forth and sat again on the bench.  She had so
many questions.  What will Ben call her for short?  Malika, Mali,
Mal, Lika — nothing sounds right.  Lika sounds horrible.  If I
add a middle name, what should it be?  My Mother’s name —
Lisa?  I like my mother’s name, but no, that’s not
original.  What would my initials be now, without a middle name? 
MSN.  She repeated this a few times. It can’t be!  Wasn’t
that a computer company about ten years ago?  Micro Soft Network? 
Now I know for sure.  I must have a middle name!  She tried to
construct a set of letters that would flow and would be easy to
remember and to pronounce.


MMSN — too many M’s.


MASN — she couldn’t think of an appropriate middle name
that would start with an A; Agatha? — to proletarian.  Astra? —
no way.


MISN — interesting.  She thought of Isis.  Wasn’t this a
Sumerian Goddess?  Yes.


Malika jumped up and returned to the Federal Office Building.  She
found the same person as before and told her that she would like to
add a middle name.


“I think that we can arrange that.  What will it be?” 
The administrator asked, impatiently.


“Malika Isis Schneider Neidermeier.”  Malika asked for an
officially documented and stamped copy of the new record.  She left
the building, went to the car.  One final good by to the old timers. 
Now she felt good about driving home 







Next day, Malika purchased three additional pieces of luggage.  She
organized her clothing.  What will she take with her and what will
she wear on the trip?


Should she use movers, as Ben suggested?


What would she move?  Her mother’s couch?  Or a couple of her
mother’s chairs?  She could move her bed, but it is old and too
narrow.  She slept in it since she was ten.  Perhaps she could move
the footstool at the end of her bed.  She will be sleeping in her
husband’s bed.  Now she realized that she will not be moving
furniture and she realized that she has nothing valuable that belongs
to her, except a few dresses and two pairs of Italian boots.  I’m
just going to take my better clothes.  It’s not too important
what she’s wearing at home.  Shorts and a blouse will do.  She
still likes to run around barefooted.  A sweat outfit will do in the
cooler evenings.  She also gathered her most important schoolbooks
and notes — especially the ones on forensic science.  The way
it appears right now, she’ll be working with Ben side by side,
especially when he’s on an assignment.  Perhaps she could do
some engraving.  She could buy new tools in Baltimore.  A town like
this should have at least one good art store.






By the weekend, she was ready for the trip to the CNAS.  She decided
to take a ride around town.  This time of year, it was enjoyable. 
She drove to the old church.  It’s more than two-hundred-fifty
years old.  During her childhood, she always went to Sunday school
Tuesdays and Thursdays.  That is where she met Ben.  They sat
together and held hands.  Last year, someone cut down a
two-hundred-fifty year old tree.  It was too close to the church. 
Then volunteers finally whitewashed the outer walls.  Next, she drove
to the river Drau.  She parked the car on the side of the road and
then she walked down to the ferry.  She had good and bad memories
about this age-old river.


Once, during a ferry crossing, when she was nine, the cable that held
the wooden ferryboat, snapped and the ferry floated eight kilometers
down the river, before the operator could steer the boat to shore. 
That was a frightening experience.


When she was eleven, she learned to swim in the river.  A short
stretch, about one half kilometers up stream, there was a sandbank. 
At the end of the sandbank, down river, workers placed and anchored
large boulders to prevent flooding downstream.  This sandbank was an
ideal place to learn swimming.  One simply floated down stream while
you learned the breaststroke or the Australian crawl and when you
started to sink, you pushed yourself up and continued your favorite
stroke.  One of Malika’s and Ben’s friends was committed
to learn swimming before they did.  His name was Peter.  Peter swam a
few meters, and then pushed himself up, than he swam again and so on.
 Peter thought that he had mastered his style of swimming.  He looked
up and right in front of him, he saw the first boulder.  He tried to
push off toward shore but the river washed the sand away this close
to the boulder.  Then Peter tried to swim the breaststroke but he
wasn’t powerful enough.  The water undercurrent was stronger. 
It pulled him around the boulder, scraped his shoulder, then sucked
him under water and that was the last time that they saw him.  Two
weeks later, they found his badly decomposed body seventeen
kilometers downstream.  Malika’s body shivered.  She crossed
her hands in front of her, fighting off a chill, turned and walked
toward the car.  When she was a long and safe distance away, she
turned and looked at the river again.  It was flowing along, a
laminar stream, millions of gallons of water per second.  Fish jumped
on occasion.  Fishermen and ferryboat operators made their livelihood
on this river.


However, don’t tempt it.


Malika took another detour.  She drove up Freibacher Strasse.  She
wanted to see Ben’s old house.  Outside, it was just the way he
left it — the home on the right and the shops on the left.  Ben
will ask her about their old estate.  She was certain about that. 
She stopped the car across the street, turned it off and observed. 
It was quiet.  She just wanted a final and lasting impression.  The
street was also quiet and she could hear the sound drifting across
the street of machines operating.  Those must be motors of CNC
machines.  A gunsmith family purchased the premises.  As she was
ready to leave, she saw a younger woman and two small children
walking from the living premises to the business section of the
complex.  Under different circumstances that could have been Malika. 
However, if Ben had remained in Ferlach, he might have married
someone else.  I wonder if Ben is now homesick and that why he’s
going to marry her?  Malika shook her head to shake these stupid
thoughts from her consciousness.  Furthermore, she had seen enough.






Malika returned home.  She thought about the present and the future. 
She recalled good and bad memories about the past while looking
forward toward the future.  She’s ready to start her new life
with Ben in the CNAS.


CHAPTER 11






Charlie Dodson originally hailed from the Bronx.  He hated school,
but managed to graduate from high school.  He hated music, English,
math and art classes.  However, he attended art classes religiously,
because he had a crush on the art teacher.  She was five foot nine
inches tall, blond hair, high cheekbones and she had an athletic
physique.  When she wore her high heel shoes, her gastrocnemius
muscles bulged slightly, revealing her involvement in athletics. 
Above everything else, she usually wore tight, thin skirts.  Whenever
she faced away from him, and bend over to help another student,
Charlie could see the outline of her skimpy under panties.  Looking
at her from this perspective, his imagination went berserk.  Charlie
couldn’t contain himself.  He excused himself and rushed to the
latrine.  At one time, the art teacher asked Charlie to mold a piece
of clay into a shape of modern art.  He waited until the art teacher
was busy with another student.  Then he picked up a handful of clay,
rolled it and squeezed it in his hand, until it extended
longitudinally, about one inch in diameter.  Then he opened the hot
kiln and threw the shaped clay into the kiln.  He closed the door. 
After he fired the clay and it was as hard as a rock, he submitted it
to his art teacher.  After all the students had their clay projects
completed, the art teacher placed the works of art of all students on
a table next to her, and she went on to evaluate them.  She studied
the originality, the size, the shape, the form and the steadiness of
all the pieces.  They ranged from plates to poor sculpturing attempts
to sex objects.  After a prolonged evaluation, she picked Charlie’s
creation.  This year, and in this class only, Charlie received his
first ‘A’.  He remembered this so well, that he used this
epitome of success during the remainder of his life.






Charlie is a product of the criminal element. He lived on the street
most of his younger life.  He knew all the hoodlums on the street. 
Because they never worked a day in their lives, their ability to
sustain their existence, fascinated him.  How did they do it?  Where
did they get their money?  Most of them didn’t even finish high
school.  However, he did!  Therefore, he should do even better than
they do?  These are the reflections that occupied Charlie most of the
time.


He and his mother lived in an apartment building one floor below
ground level.  She’s of Spanish origin.  His father was English
and he was a sailor on a merchant marine ship, ever since he was
twenty.  He was rarely home, but he faithfully sent paychecks to
support Charlie’s mother and him.  During a voyage, south of
the Falkland Islands, Charlie’s father was killed during a
vicious storm.  The ship with all the merchandize sank to the bottom
of the ocean.  Now his mother is working as a waitress in the Bronx
to support herself and Charlie.  To live downstairs in the dingy
apartment, was convenient for him.  He knew many escape routes down
there in this maze of tunnels.  If an enemy sought his presence, he
slipped out the back, went below and vanished.






Recently, new ideas occupied Charlie’s mind.  He was thirty-two
and he still lived with his mother.  Until now, he had absolutely no
intentions of improving his life style and his appearance.  He had
curly, dark uncut and greasy hair, but he was fairly good-looking. 
Generally, he wore a pair of torn jeans, soiled in front, an old,
wrinkled Tee shirt and no underwear.  His sneakers smelled of foot
odor, had holes on top, created by his uncut toenails.  He needed a
general make over and a haircut.  Lately, Charlie developed ideas
that in the future, he should try to reach out and pursue a life of
his own.  He was tired of the Bronx.  He wanted the sunshine and he
dreamed of California.  His mother always talked about Santa Barbara.
 What a beautiful place with abundance of sunshine, and according to
her, nice folks.  Yes, it did get hot down there but winters are a
trade off.  They are pleasant.  Charlie still didn’t own a car
and now he dreamt of a recreational vehicle.  But for that, he needed
a substantial amount of working capital.  What could he do to make
money quickly?  Could he find a decent job?  It would take him years
to accumulate enough money to purchase a recreational vehicle.


Could he sell drugs?


Now, that was a more realistic and inviting thought.  Most of his
acquaintances were junkies, except Charlie.  He never touched the
stuff.  He would sell drugs only to the people he knew.  In three
months, he could have accumulated enough money to buy an older
recreational vehicle.  Then he could move to Santa Barbara.


That’s what he will do — he had made up his mind.


A dealer lived on the fifth floor of his building and Charlie
approached him.  It was a convenient arrangement, and he worked for
him for four months.  He saved more than he ever hoped.  From a
second hand dealership, he bought a recreational vehicle and he had
ample money to spare.  Then he bought two pairs of shoes, a pair of
tennis shoes, slacks, shirts and underwear.  And he went to a barber
store to get a decent haircut.  When he was ready to leave, giving up
this lucrative business was difficult for Charlie, but he did it.






Charlie Dodson was on the road for four days.  His last stop was in
Arizona in a RV park.  He rested for one day, went swimming in the
park, where he met a lonely middle-aged woman by the pool.  He spent
the night with her and she was appreciative.  She did things to him
that Charlie never thought possible.  Next morning, he bid her fare
well and he continued to Santa Barbara.  There he looked for a place
near the beach to park his RV.  Charlie found a nice place, isolated
from the main stream of beach traffic.  He lived there for a few
months, and he engaged in a variety of jobs.  Some were legitimate
and some were not.  During one of his illegitimate escapades, selling
stolen contraband, near an army compound, the MP’s arrested him
and threw him into the stockade.  However, Charlie was a fortunate
man.  A general, whose name was Wagner, needed a resourceful person
for one of his clandestine deeds.  The general put up the bail,
grabbed him by the arm and took him to his car.


“Where do you live, Charlie?” asked the general, sternly.


“By the beach, South of Route 101,” said Charlie, afraid.


“I will take you home and I have a small job for you.” 
And that was how Charlie met General Wagner.






***






Charlie sat in his RV and he drank a beer.  He reviewed the general’s
instructions.  Gibraltar Road is about eighteen miles from his RV. 
He looked at his watch.  It is Thursday, three in the afternoon. 
Yesterday morning, Charlie got dressed up.  Then he took a bus to
Santa Maria, to buy a fossil fuel, F 450, Ford, utility truck.  He
paid cash for it — no questions asked.  It was a newer, special
model, but that was all that he could find.  It was outfitted it with
bumpers, fabricated from one quarter inch thick steel and it had two,
oversize gas tanks.  Early this morning, Charlie used the trailer
hitch on the truck to tow his old, fossil fuel auto up to the
intersection of Route 144 and Canyon Road.  When he got there, he got
out of the truck, and parked the car, facing it toward the road,
about ten yards off the road, the way hunters would do it.  Then he
drove the truck to a trucker’s supply store and purchased ten,
five-gallon gasoline cans.  At a gas station, he filled both gas
tanks.  At another gas station, he filled the gasoline cans and then
he returned home.  He walked to his RV and had a beer.






Charlie looked at his watch again.  It was three thirty.  He rose,
put on his old and worn leather gloves and he stuck his facemask in
his pocket.  Next to his seat, he had a police-type rubber club.  In
front, under his belt, he carried a revolver made in Spain.  He went
to the F 450 truck and proceeded on his way to Gibraltar Road. 
Thirty minutes later, Charlie was at his destination.  He evaluated
the stretch earlier, when he dropped off his car.  He concluded that
the best place to wait for General Tailor was right after a steep
turn, but not too close to it.  The general would’ve to slow
his car and that would give Charlie the best opportunity to do a
professional job, ramming the car.  There was only one problem; he’ll
only see the red car at the last moment.  Another frightening thought
clouded Charlie’s mind, what if there are two red cars on
the road?  How would he know which one to hit?  Could he step out
of the truck and run across the street?  From this vantage point, he
might see the car sooner. He checked his timing.  Bad idea!  By the
time Charlie would return to the truck and sit in his cab, the
general would be gone.


He thought about the unthinkable, what would happen if the general
would drive the car too fast and Charlie would pull out his truck and
miss the general’s car?  He could never catch up with the
general.  Those cars could go over one-hundred MPH on this road.


Putting all negative thought aside, Charlie picked the spot.


He backed the truck into a narrow clearing and found an area where
the ground was hard and solid.  He kept the engine running.  His gas
tanks are full.  On his right is a shrub and it partially screened
the truck.  Across the street about, about thirty feet down the road,
is a two-hundred year-old elm tree and behind the elm tree is a
ravine.  Charlie hoped that he could hit the car and then push it
into the elm tree and partially into the ravine.  Yes, that would be
perfect.  He looked at his watch.  It is four twenty-five.  Charlie’s
body was tense, perspiration on his forehead, when he put on his
facemask.  He was holding the steering wheel tightly with his leather
gloves and had he not worn them, one could see that his knuckles were
turning white.  Any minute now!  The general should be coming around
the turn.  One thing that he hadn’t thought off before; put the
truck in drive and play with the gas pedal.  Yea!  He had his left
foot on the brake and his right foot on the accelerator.  That will
give him another split second advantage.  Charlie was waiting and
thinking, I had better not disappoint General Wagner.  He depends
on me.  He has done so much for me already.






Then, Charlie looked to the right.






He saw the red car coming around the turn, tires squealing and he had
about ten milliseconds to evaluate his method.  There is only so much
that one can plan.  He must make the most important decisions
instantaneously.  He stepped down on the accelerator and he screamed
so loud, that the truck’s metal roof reverberated.  A cloud of
burning rubber filled the air around the truck.  They propelled rocks
and grass into the woods behind him.  Now he was in the middle of the
street.  The general looked at him.  Charlie’s and the
general’s eyes met momentarily.  The general’s eyes were
red with fear and his face was the face of death.  The general had a
soft job and he forgot what danger was.  Charlie floored the
accelerator.  The steel bumper of the truck cut its way into the
car’s body and flattened the left side, plastic pieces flying
in all directions.  Charlie pushed the car across the remaining road
into the elm tree.  Now the right side of the car was as flat as a
pancake.  Perfect!  Charlie backed up the truck about ten feet.  As
he got out, he grabbed the rubber club.  He walked over to the car
and carefully approached it from the rear.  He heard the general
moaning and his head turned slightly toward Charlie.  He watched the
general’s hands — he didn’t have a gun. “How
are you feeling, General?”


“I think my right leg might be broken,” said the general,
in pain.


Charlie noticed that the general still has all his faculties. He
swung his rubber club through the broken window.  Slap, Slap.  He hit
the general’s head twice across the temple.  As Charlie did
that, the general’s mouth opened and his saliva squirted onto
the broken windshield of the car.  Now, finally the son of a bitch
was unconscious.  Charlie took the paper from his shirt pocket with
the hospital’s phone number on it.  He reached for his
communicator, called the hospital, put the same paper in front of the
microphone and said, “General Tailor had a bad car accident on
Gibraltar Road, about ten miles north of Santa Barbara.”


“What’s your Name?”


“Never mind my name, just get the general and hurry!” 
Charlie quickly folded his communicator and slipped it into his
pocket.  He returned to the F 450 truck, sat behind the wheel,
removed the facemask and shoved it into his pocket.  Then he drove
down to the intersection of Gibraltar and Canyon.  He turned left and
drove about two miles.  He stopped the truck, put it in park, stepped
out and checked out the terrain.  The ravine was in front of him.  If
he pulled the truck up to where he was standing previously, stopped
it, and left it in neutral, the truck should start rolling down the
short hill and plunge over the edge of the ravine.  Then it would
drop about one-thousand feet, and burst into flames.  Charlie
returned to the truck and stepped on the bed.  He unscrewed all the
lids of the gasoline cans.  Then he went to the cab, keeping the door
open, sat behind the steering column and drove the truck up to the
point, where he was standing before.  He left the truck in neutral,
took the rubber club and quickly vacated the truck.  It started
rolling down the short incline and gained enough speed that it
plunged over the edge.  A few seconds later, he heard the crashing
sound of metal and glass.  The gasoline exploded violently.  Charlie
could feel the heat and the pressure above where he was standing.  It
was so intense, that the force of the explosion almost lifted him off
the ground.  He didn’t wait long and he could see that the
truck broke apart into thousands of pieces parts.  The hot flames
consumed everything that was flammable and some metal melted into
unrecognizable blobs.  He ran to Route 144, found his car and drove
south.  Thirty minutes later Charlie got home.  He opened the
refrigerator, grabbed another bottle of beer, sat in his easy chair
and drank part of it.  From this activity, Charlie was still shaking
and his hands were sweaty but the beer calmed him down.  He was
satisfied with his accomplishment.  Then he called General Wagner and
told him that he finished the job.  The day after, Charlie checked
his bank account and he found a handsome sum of money deposited.


CHAPTER 12






Major Frank Webster always wore immaculate white shirts.  The
cleaning automat starched and ironed them and they had two creases
going down his chest and two more down his back.  He always wore
pressed slacks with a sharp crease in the front and another one in
the back.  He wore black shoes, polished in his shoe-polishing
automat.  When the major walked into his office at the hospital,
wearing his starched lab coat, he brought with him a clinical aura
and a scent of after shaving lotion was in the air.  He was clean
cut, sporting a narrow mustache, but he was boring — a sorry
conversationalist.  He was the studious type.  He hailed from a
family of doctors.  Both of his parents and grandparents were born
and raised in Shaker Heights, a rich suburb of Cleveland.  Both of
his parents had PhD’s.  His father had a PHD in psychology and
his mother had one in education.  His father was the principal of a
high school in Cleveland, and his mother was the principal of a
middle school in the same town.  When Frank was still going to high
school, he heard his neighbor say to his parents, “Yes, yes,
you surely are a family of principles.”






Frank also has a sister.  She was one and one-half years younger than
he was and she was a beautiful girl, with long black hair and rosy
cheeks.  They always argued about minute things.  In the heat of
their arguments, they slammed each other’s bedroom doors. 
While they were children, they went on cruises on their 40-ft
Sheppard boat, along the coastline of Lake Erie.  Their parents
purchased it in Ontario, before it became a part of the CNAS.  They
took frequent trips along the north shore of Lake Erie and on
occasion traveled across the lake.  It was a beautiful wooden ship. 
His sister went to a bunk in the sleeping quarters and played with
herself.  Then she called her brother, “Frankie, do you want to
watch?”  Frankie was usually embarrassed, but he watched
anyway.  This is where he received his initial education about girls
and their private parts.  He knew that he wanted to attend medical
school, but he was dead set against gynecology.  It always reminded
him of his sister and her perverted antics.






He decided to attend medical school, at Case-Western Reserve
University, to become a dentist.  During this time, he rarely saw
her.  He graduated with honors at the age of twenty-three.  As he
walked down the podium, with his diploma in his hand, he wondered
what he’ll become.  Should he work in an existing dentist’s
clinic?  Should he start his own clinic?  Should he affiliate himself
with the University Hospital?  Or should he join the service, go to
ROTC and practice dentistry there?  After he weighed all of his
options, he picked the latter choice.  He would like to be an
officer.  He enjoyed walking down the street in his immaculate
uniform, being saluted and returning salutes.  Furthermore, in the
new service, innovators like him, always receive the needed funds to
do research work.


Yes, that is what Dr. Frank Webster will do.






About two weeks later, he informed his parents that he has joined the
Army.  They were disappointed; however, they didn’t understand
what his goals were.  He’ll go through his basic and advanced
training and then become an officer.  Since he’s a doctor, he
will immediately become a captain in the Army of the CNAS.  In less
than a year, Frank earned the rank of major.  His first assignment
was in Texas, where he worked as a dentist for one year and during
this time, he also did an extensive amount of research work.  Then
the Army transferred him to the Santa Barbara’s, Army Hospital.
 He again worked as a dentist, in the dentistry annex of the
hospital.  Six months later, he was in charge of the annex.  Among
the many innovations that he perfected, he also specialized in
fieldwork.  To be proficient in this specialty, he developed a
portable, dental emergency kit that he uses for cleaning, injecting,
drilling, filling and extracting.  In his research work, he was
involved in computer imaging, scanning, inversing, modeling and
copying and he wrote his own programs for digital x-ray scanning.






Major Frank Webster developed an excellent reputation.  He was the
best in his field.






Monday was his day off.  He slept late, had a leisurely breakfast and
spent time to read the latest technical papers on dental implants. 
He frowned and was disappointed.  He hoped to learn something from
these scholarly papers.  But that wasn’t the case.  It was
mostly insignificant information — many times violations of
copyrights.  Later the same day, he drove to the Santa Barbara beach,
sat in the sand and he was watching the ships and sailboats lazily
cruising along.  This brought back old memories.  He remembered when
the whole family cruised down the Cuyahoga River and when they
stopped for lunch or dinner.  He particularly remembered a trip
across Lake Erie, to Port Carling, in Canada.  Those were the
carefree times but they are gone.  Now he had responsibilities; run a
department, perform hygienic dental work, keep his patients healthy
and develop new methods and procedures.


His communicator rang.


He should have left it at home — today is his day off.  “Hello.
 This is Major Webster.”


“Major Webster, this is Nurse Mary Turner.  I’ve an
emergency appointment for you.  General Wagner broke off his upper,
right incisor.  He’s in great pain and by the way, he
specifically asked for you.”


“I could be there in one hour.  Please tell that to the
general.”


Frank jumped up, picked up his towel and returned to his car.  He
drove home, took a shower and got dressed.  Then he drove to the SB
Army Hospital.  He arrived five minutes early, but the general was
there.  Nurse Turner placed the general in a chair, in a room with a
digital X-ray facility.  Frank walked into the cubicle and reached
out his hand, “Good Afternoon, General Wagner.  My name is
Frank Webster.”


“Hello Major.  I’m sorry to mess up your off day.”


“No problem, Sir,” said the major obediently.


Frank went to the sink, scrubbed his hands and disinfected them with
medicated soap.  The nurse was waiting for him with a steaming towel.
 Then he walked to the cabinet, where Nurse Turner was standing.  She
helped the major with a pair of green overalls and tied it for him in
the back. She also had all the tools laid out on the swing table. 
Frank slipped on a pair of surgical gloves and inspected the
general’s incisor.  It broke off right along the gum line.


“I can see why that hurts,” said the major.  Nurse,
please place the X-ray gun in line with the front jaw.  I want to see
what the root of the broken tooth looks like.


The nurse took the X-ray and the digital picture immediately
projected on a flat screen.  Since the general was his only patient
today, Frank sat in the chair across from the general. “General,
are you comfortable.  Would you like to sit a higher up?”


“I wouldn’t mind that.  What do you think that you are
going to do with my tooth?”


“Well, I can see on the screen that the root of the broken
tooth is healthy as well as the left incisor next to it.  I would
like to use a new procedure to cap your tooth.  I could do this today
and you would have no need to come back.”


“That would be wonderful, major.  Are you wondering why I asked
for you?”


“Yes Sir, I am.”


“I have two reasons.  First, you have a good reputation. 
Second, I need a reputable and qualified research dentist on my team
that I can trust, just in case that I might need one. Would you like
to be on my team?”


“General, what does your team do,” asked the major,
curiously.


“I’m the ranking member of the SHDM and we do whatever it
takes to keep the CNAS safe.”


The major has heard of the Secret Home Department Ministry before. 
They will help people where they need help and they will eradicate
people, organizations or aliens, if it appears that they are a danger
to the Consolidated States.  Frank could understand why this
department developed into this no-nonsense organization, looking back
about ten years.


“I would be glad to be on your team,” was the major’s
reply.


Frank looked at the screen.  He used his light pen and energized the
image reversing dialog box.  On the right, a long scroll bar
appeared.  With the light pen, he moved the scroll bar downward.  The
general was watching.  While the scroll bar moved, the negative image
became positive but translucent, revealing a clear view of the root. 
This new procedure has no equal anywhere in the hierarchy of
dentistry.  The result was that without a doubt, the general’s
root of the broken right incisor was in a perfectly healthy
condition.


“Since when did you have this gadget, Major?”


“I have had this now for about five months.”


“How did you get it?”


“I developed new software.”


“Good!  Knowing that, how are you going to continue?”


“General, I will explain the steps of the procedure to you, as
we are moving along.  Would that be acceptable to you?”


“Oh, that would be just fine.”


“Nurse Turner, I need a local.”


“I will give you a local anesthesia, General.”


Frank waited for the anesthesia to take effect.  Nurse Turner held
out a high speed, water-cooled burr tool.  Frank nodded and used the
tool to smooth and level the fractured area.  He held the tool upward
in order to generate a positive angle toward the center of the tooth.
 This will provide a solid surface for the new cap to rest on.  “Now
we will prepare the root cavity of the broken tooth.”  Frank
used an elongated burr tool.  He drove the tool into the root and
produced a gentle taper from top to bottom.  Next, he used an offset
tool to provide an undercut about halfway down.  He needs all this to
provide opposition to the lateral forces during the biting action.
“General, the broken tooth is ready.”


“Whhhht ssss nnxxxt?” asked the general.


“Now I’ll design the cap for the broken tooth.” 
Nurse Turner gave the major a small ceramic bowl of premixed medial
grade epoxy.  Frank slipped an oversize tube over the left incisor,
until the lower part of the tube touched the gum line.  Then he
filled the voids between the tooth and the tube with the medical
epoxy to obtain a negative mold of the left incisor.  He sat and let
it harden.  Five minutes later, he removed the complete assembly. 
The nurse applied a release agent into the cavity of the mold.  Then
she filled it with the same epoxy and placed a one-eight inch
diameter rod into the soft epoxy.  Another five minutes later, she
removed the replica of the left incisor.  By using the rod, Frank
positioned the left incisor in a fixture in front of the reverse
imaging scanner.  Then he tapped the GO button.  The scanner scanned
the image and simultaneously reversed it.  Now Frank had a
three-dimensional reversed image of the left incisor.  Obviously,
this is now the right incisor.  This took about one minute.  The
general looked in amazement.  Now the nurse prepared a mold of the
right incisor and provided anchor points to make sure that the doctor
will place the right incisor in the correct location.  The major
placed the mold of the right incisor over the right root and locked
it in place.  The nurse prepared a small portion of high-strength
enamel in a fresh ceramic bowl and handed it to Major Webster. “This
will be the last task, General.  First I will clean and disinfect the
root cavity and then I will backfill it.”


Frank took the ceramic bowl of enamel and slowly filled the empty
cavity.  He wanted to be sure that he didn’t leave any air
pockets in either the root or the tooth.  Seven minutes later, Frank
carefully slipped off the mold.  He reached for a mirror and gave it
to the general. “This is absolutely wonderful.  This looks
better than the original, and the colors, they are perfectly
matched.”


“During the X-ray process, the computer also stored and matched
the colors.”  The major looked at the nurse. “Nurse
Turner, would you please remove the excess epoxy and polish the
general’s new incisor.”


“Yes, Doctor.”


The general thanked the major and left the office, smiling, showing
off his new incisor.


“Let’s clean up and go home,” said the major to
nurse Turner.


And this was how Major Webster met General Wagner.






***






Major Frank Webster had forgotten about that Monday, when he capped
an incisor for the general.  This was several months ago.  He had
between seven hundred and one thousand patients since then.  They
were from privates to generals to admirals and anything between,
including officer’s wives.  Now he was more than ever involved
in his research and development work.  Even Mondays, he sneaked into
his office, hoping that nobody would interrupt him, while he was
working on new procedures.






Frank was sitting behind his desk, resting and studying his next
appointment.  He had a break, between appointments.  He checked his
calendar.  Two days ago, he received a call from General Wagner to
visit him.  The general needed him for a special procedure.  This was
to take place Thursday.


“This is today!  Oh, boy, I almost missed it,” he said
aloud.  This afternoon the nurses scheduled the major for three
appointments, two of them at the clinic and one of them in this
hospital upstairs.


Frank called in his nurse, “Mary, please reschedule my two
appointments at the clinic from this afternoon.”


“What about your third appointment upstairs, Doctor?”


“I’ll deal with this one myself.  Go to the reception
desk and assign the other nurse to redirect anyone that calls.  Under
no circumstances can I see anyone else today.  Do you understand,
Nurse Turner?”


“Yes Sir, I understand!” said the nurse, confused.


“When you are done with the other nurse, come back in to see
me.”


Mary walked out of Frank’s office and assigned the other nurse
to phone duty.  Mary thought, what’s his problem today? 
Must be serious?  She had never seen the major like this.  After
she completed her assignment, Mary walked back into the office to see
the major. “Mary, what I’ve to do later this afternoon is
confidential and it has to with national security and I need you to
help me?”


”Definitely.  I love intrigue.”


“Have you heard of General Tailor before?”


“Yes”


“Today, at five in the afternoon, General Tailor will be in a
room on the second floor.  I’ll go in there and I’ll be
with the general for about fifteen minutes. It’ll be your job
to secure the room.  Stand by the door and let nobody in.  If someone
should insist to go in, kick the door with the heel of your foot. 
Make sure that you wear old style street loafers with a hard heel.”


“That’s it? That’s all you want?”


“Yes Nurse, that’s it, but it’s important that you
do exactly as I say.  We’ll wait right here in my office.  At
five, I’ll walk up and wait for the general to arrive.  When he
arrives, I’ll return and we’ll go upstairs together to
his room.”  Mary looked at her nurse’s watch.  It’s
four-thirty.  She left the major’s office and lingered by the
nurse’s station.






Frank took inventory of the tools that he accumulated earlier in his
field bag.  He had the transmitter, a strong sedative, a bottle with
anesthesia fluid, jacks and clamps, scalpel and tweezers, a portable
drill with burr tools, a disinfectant, a dual vial with enamel powder
and binder, polishing wheels, cement to hold the transmitter in
place, a finishing tool, cleaning utensils, and a battery operated
suction device.  To get the enamel into a thick paste, Frank will
squeeze the dual vial.  Then the two quantities will mix, ready for
use.  The end will be broken off, leaving a small hole in the
dispenser to back fill the hole of the molar with the transmitter. 
Frank concentrated, looking at the grip and all his portable
dentistry tools.  He was convinced that he had everything in order
and that he forgot nothing.  He needed another item.  He reached into
the bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out a nine-millimeter
handgun with a short barrel, which had a silencer attached to it and
a shoulder holster.  He slipped on the shoulder holster and shoved in
his handgun.  Then he put on a fresh, white doctor’s lab coat
and buttoned it up.


It was now four fifty-five.


Frank walked up to the second floor.  He looked at Nurse Turner as he
passed the nurse’s station.  They looked at each other
knowingly, raising his eyebrows, and both understood each other.  As
he arrived on the second floor, he saw an orderly, wheeling the
general into room two-eleven.  He stood in the doorway to observe the
general.  It appeared that the general was awake.  The pain distorted
his face.  An ER doctor showed up and checked the general’s
condition.  He was there about five minutes, reached for the
clipboard at the end of the bed and made some notes.  Then the ER
doctor left.  Frank slipped on his latex gloves and walked to the end
of the bed.  Then he picked up the clipboard and read the doctor’s
findings.  Trauma; laceration on the right leg; two cuts on the left
side of the head; no broken bones.  Frank returned the clipboard to
the end of the bed, put his hands in his pocket and quickly returned
to his office.  He grabbed his grip and walked to the nurse’s
station.  He waved to his nurse and the two went to the personnel
elevator.  They entered the elevator and while they were moving to
the second floor, Frank produced a mustache from one of his pockets,
different from his own, and glued it to his upper lip.  He looked in
the mirror and made a final adjustment.  The door of the elevator
opened and they went to room two-eleven.  Nurse Turner remained
outside the room, blocking the door.


“Hello General,” said the major.  The general slowly
turned his head and tried to talk. “Heelloo”


“How are you feeling?”


“Teerrible.”


Major Webster poured a liquid from a bottle into the glass next to
the general.


“Drink this, General.  It will make you feel better and will
kill the pain.  I’ll be looking at the laceration on your leg.”


“Goood, Goood.”


The general reached for the glass but it was difficult for him. 
Frank helped him. After he raised the general’s head, he drank
the whole glass.  Frank stood there and waited and one minute later,
the general was under.  He looked like a corpse in an embalming
parlor.  Frank took a scissors jack from his grip.  He used it to pry
and hold the general’s mouth open.  A strong odor, resembling
rotten meat, emanated from the general’s mouth,  Baaad odor!
 I knew I forgot something — a strong mouth spray. 
Frank thought, I could use the nurse now.  No time to waste —
I must keep moving.


Frank found the drill.  He picked the general’s right molar,
because Frank was right-handed and drilling it on this side was
easier.  It appeared that the molar needed work done, anyway.  It was
rotten in the center and it could be that this was where the rotten
smell was coming from.  He placed the drill right above the black,
decayed area, pushed the button for the cooling water, turned on the
drill and pushed the high-speed drill down.  He drilled for about six
seconds and he stopped.  That’s it.  Better than expected!  He
almost went too wide and too deep.  He blew out the hole and lined
the hole with an antiseptic solution.  Then he got the tube with
cement, squirted some cement into the drilled cavity and carefully
placed the transmitter with a pair of tweezers into the hole.  The
top of the transmitter was two millimeters below the biting surface
of the molar.  He waited about thirty seconds, until the cement
partially solidified.  Then Frank reached for the dual vial with
enamel powder and binder.  With a finger and a thumb, he squeezed to
break the vial and the enamel mixed quickly.  Then he broke off the
end of the vial and placed the dispenser end over the general’s
molar and deposited enough enamel to approximate the original form of
the molar.  After a few seconds, he used the finishing tool to shape
the biting surface.  He needed to wait another minute.  During this
time, Frank replaced the burr tool with a polishing disk and he
polished the biting surface of the tooth.  The job was complete and
it took about six minutes.  He removed the scissors jack, closed the
general’s jaw and cleaned up.  He picked up all his tools and
placed them in his grip.






To make sure that Frank didn’t forget anything, he checked the
area again.  Next, he looked at the laceration on the general’s
leg, opened a cabinet drawer, found a jar filled with a dressing and
a large sheet of gauze, placed both on the general’s laceration
and taped it.  Then he threw the bed cover over the body of the
general and he left the room.  Nurse Turner followed him.


“Is the general still under?” asked Nurse Turner,
concerned.


“The sedative will wear off in about five minutes.”


They went to the elevator, but someone was there.  The major was
nervous.  He looked at the nurse and the nurse waived them on.  She
pushed the elevator button again.  The elevator door opened again.
This time it was empty and they entered.  Frank removed his mustache
and stuck it into the pocket of his white coat.  Both returned to the
major’s office.  The major placed the mustache in his desk and
he gave the white coat to the nurse.  Then he removed the holster and
the nine-millimeter handgun and placed it in the drawer of his desk. 
The nurse removed the tools from the grip, cleaned and disinfected
them and took the coat to the laundry.


“Good night, Mary.  Let’s go home.  You did a good job! 
You gave me the security that I needed.”  Major Webster stayed
in his office and waited until the nurse left, and then he went home.
 Next morning he called General Wagner and reported that he finished
the job and that the transmitter is in place — no problem
encountered.


CHAPTER 13






“Are we ready for Monday, Dad?” asked Ben, raising his
brow.


“We can do a preliminary test to find out.  Let’s take
all the parts for the sniper rifle and go down to the testing range
and take one shot.  I know it’s only one-thousand feet long,
but if we missed something, it will show up.”  Paul had years
of experience testing rifles and he knows what he is talking about.






Ben and his father went to the machine shop office.  This is where
they left the sniper rifle yesterday.  It was standing in a tall,
locked cabinet.  Ben took out the rifle and placed it to the bench
next to the cabinet.  The telescope was still in the cabinet.  Ben’s
father grasped the telescope and snapped it into position on top of
the rifle.  Then Ben picked up the rifle again, raised it to his
right shoulder and aimed through the telescope.


“Boy, it is heavy,” said Ben.


“Maybe we should fabricate a stand.”  Both went back to
the machine shop and gathered the materials to fabricate a stand.


“Let’s keep it simple,” said Ben’s father. 
They welded together three tubular pieces, to form the shape of a Y. 
Then they fastened two clamps to it.  Ben can use it on the conning
tower of the submarine.  For testing the rifle below and at Matt
Brady’s farm, Ben will use a tube, five feet long.  It will
serve as an extension to the vertical bar of the Y.  Both returned to
the testing range.  Paul found a plastic bucket with a handle on it. 
It was eight inches in diameter and ten inches long.  He filled it
with a black epoxy compound that solidified to the consistency of
hard rubber.


“Not a bad idea, Dad.  I should’ve thought of that,”
said Ben jokingly. Ben now knew that his father knew all along, what
he was up to, but he didn’t say anything.  His father turned on
the light.  The last light fixture was at the end of the firing
range.  Then he took the battery operated, three-wheeler and drove
down the range until he reached the end.  He hung the bucket with a
rope five feet from the ceiling.  They also painted a round, black
circle, two and one-half inches in diameter, in the middle of the
bucket, facing toward the muzzle of the rifle.  While Paul returned,
Ben set up the Y-stand to support the rifle.  He used the five-foot
extension and shoved it into the ground until it was secure.  Next,
he clamped the Y to the extension and he placed a chair behind the Y.
 He picked up the sniper rifle, rested it in the Y and aimed.  For
the thousand feet distance, he adjusted the focal length of the
telescope until the round, black circle was sharp and clear.  He
definitely won’t need a transmitter for this target.  “Dad,
take a look.”  Paul took his son’s place and looked
through the telescope. “Excellent, Son.  Go ahead take your
shot.  But, watch the recoil because that nitro powder is unusually
powerful.”  Ben sat in the chair.  He placed the rifle on the Y
extension.  He put on his earplugs.  Then he reached in his pocket
and retrieved one of the special trajectory assemblies.  He slid it
into the chamber and closed the bolt.  He aimed through the telescope
until the cross-hair split the circle on the bucket into four equal
quarters.  The stock was tight against his shoulder.


Ben was ready to pull the trigger.


The past few days flashed through his mind; the planning, the
manufacturing, the assembly work, the friendship that he nourished
with his father and even Malika got into the picture.  Now, this is
the culmination point.  All the work that they had done, just for the
split second thrill, to pull the trigger and see the result.


This better work!


The test will work, but what about the test at the farm.  That will
be the real test.  The target will be ten-thousand-five-hundred feet
away.


Ben pulled the trigger.


He heard both, the primary and the secondary explosions in front of
the muzzle.  It took the bullet less than one second to reach its
target.  He still looked thought scope to see if the bullet found its
target.  His father watched from behind, with his binoculars.


“Oh Boy, that’s unbelievable,” said Paul, elated.


Ben didn’t move.  He still focused on the bucket, one thousand
feet away.  It swayed slightly.  What did his father see?  All Ben
could see is a round, one-inch hole exactly in the middle of the two
and one-half inch circle.


“What’s unbelievable, Dad?”


“Don’t you see, Son?  This bullet did exactly the way it
is supposed to do.  First, it is extremely accurate.  Ben had the
telescope calibrated for one thousand feet, considering the twist and
the gravitational force.  The fact that there is a small hole in
front tells me that the trajectory is doing its job.”


“Let’s drive down,” said Ben impatiently.


Both sat on the three-wheeler and drove to the target.  They left the
buggy and inspected the bucket.  The front of the bucket has a hole —
just a one-inch hole.  When Ben looked at the back of the bucket, the
hole was more than five inches in diameter.  “This is
unbelievable and what power.”  Ben’s body shook briefly. 
Sitting by an Auto Cad, computer and designing the bullet is just
work, but to see the results is harrowing.  In his mind, Ben put this
into another perspective.  If this were Tailor’s head, the
trajectory would have blown half of his head away.  I suppose, this
is what he would call, success.  Ben lifted his left hand and touched
the back of his head.  Ben’s father looked at him and he knew
exactly what Ben was thinking.  This time Ben’s father took the
initiative. “Let’s clean up, Son.  That’s it for
today.”


“Yes Dad, I guess we are ready for Sunday.”






***






General Wagner was cruising leisure on Route 101.  He was returning
from El Encanto Heights.  He visited his daughter and his
seven-year-old granddaughter.  He hadn’t seen them in three
months.  He has difficulty believing that he has a beautiful grown up
daughter and a lovable granddaughter.  When he arrives at their home
and his granddaughter sees him, she runs toward him and shouts,
“Hello Grandpa.”  Then she jumps up to him, and the
general has to be alert to catch her and pull her up.  She hugs him
for a long time and says, “Grandpa, I love you!”  These
moments are precious to the general and it brings tears to his eyes. 
He worries about his family a lot.  They know nothing about his work
and the activities that he’s sometimes forced to engage in to
protect his family and the country.  The general sometimes wonders
how he can maintain his sanity, while his family exposes him to
extreme love on the one hand and his boss to intense hate and killing
on the other.  Those are the general’s private thoughts and
he’ll never reveal them to anyone.






What should I do with Major Mease?  Why do people become traitors
and become a liability instead of being an asset?  He knew why,
greed — that’s always the bottom line.  No matter how one
tries to cover up the real reason, it will always be greed.  The
general thought about Mease.  He was up for promotion.  The general
always thought that Mease could become a good leader.  He went to
West Point.  What could have happened?  Of course, greed!






He reviewed the way he found out about it.  The major worked with
General Tailor.  How did those two ever get together?  Who knows? 
However the general knows for sure, that both of them are associated
with Jack Moore, the CEO of APSI, in Bremen, CSE.  This is a
lucrative, billion dollar company.  Moore was in the right place at
the right time.  He’s involved in the development of future
transportation methods.  APSI came from nowhere and the company grew
fast.  Moore did whatever it takes to succeed.  It didn’t
matter if it was legitimate or criminal.  He has the power, the nerve
to be arrogant and he was ruthless.  He even employs members of the
service, if it benefits him.  General Wagner has now thought this
through.  He knew that the SHDM needs to stop the growing plot. 
Liquidate Major Mease and eliminate General Tailor, though he didn’t
find direct proof of wrongdoing.  General Wagner will handle it and
keep the problem away from the judiciary system.  Proceeding through
the system of courts would take years and it would cost a fortune. 
That’s the way it is in a democratic system.  However, from his
many years of experience with people, he could recognize the
criminals.  The question now is how to go about it?  He would like to
keep it simple.  Should he assign someone?  That would mean more
planning.


The ringing of the communicator pulled him out of his train of
thought.  General Wagner reached up and flicked a toggle.  He mounted
one of his communicators conveniently overhead on a swivel base.
“Yes?”


“The bug is in place.”


“Very good, thank you.”  General Wagner reached up and
flicked the toggle again.  He mumbled, “What was I thinking
about?  Oh, yea, Mease.”  How am I going to liquidate him?  The
general stopped in his train of thought.  What a question to ask.  I
wonder how many men are asking the same question of themselves and
how many men have the authority and the power to ask such a question?
 This is one hell of a responsibility.  Suddenly it came to the
general. “I think I can do this one myself, right in my own
back yard.”






When the general got home, he put a plan into motion.  The fact that
he’s the general in charge makes his ideas easy to carry out. 
No one is here today.  My wife will not be back until tomorrow.  She
went visiting over the weekend.  He parked the car in the carport and
he walked over to his battery-operated truck.  It’s in
excellent condition and it still has the trailer hitch mounted on the
rear bumper.  He hasn’t used it in a few months.  He looked out
the back.  A high fence completely enclosed his property.  He took a
six-foot, lightweight ladder and a pair of binoculars and proceeded
to walk along all three sides of his fenced in property.  It’s
approximately four acres.  He stopped on each side in the back to
climb the ladder and check the neighboring property with his
binoculars.  No one is around.  Then he looked up.  The sky was clear
and that is not good.  He went back to his shed in the back
corner of the property and unfolded a large tarpaulin.  The
manufacturer treated it with a special, aluminized coating, which
shielded occupants below from satellite sensors.  He found rigging
posts and constructed an overhead shelter.  Then he loaded a table,
two chairs and the truck cover on the truck and drove the truck under
the shelter.  He set up the table and the two chairs next to the
truck.  In the kitchen, he made a pot of tea.  Next, he took the tea
and two cups and saucers to the table under the shelter.  The general
was ready.  He returned to his office and opened the gun cabinet. He
removed his laser gun from the cabinet.  It was the latest model in
existence, based on solid-state technology, manufactured in Ferlach
Austria.  The designers mounted an aiming laser on top of the barrel.
 A high-energy photocell supplies the power requirement and
alternating pulses control the frequency of the laminar and the
turbulent laser beams.  First, a laminar stretch of light is expelled
that does the cutting, followed by a turbulent stretch of light that
does the sealing of all open vessels.  This unique laser design
action resulted in zero blood loss.  At least, that’s how it’s
advertized.


The general called Major Mease on his private and coded number.


“This is Major Mease.”


“This is General Wagner.”


“Yes, Sir.  What can I do for you?”  The major was
surprised that the general would call him.


“Are you busy right now?”


“No Sir, I’m not.”


“I would really appreciate if you could come to see me.”


“Yes Sir, when?”


“How about now.”


“I could be there in ten minutes.  Coincidentally, I’m on
the road right now; actually close to your home.”


“Don’t tell anyone that you are coming to see me.  I’ll
have to make a couple of minor changes for next Saturday’s
escapade.”


“I will see you in ten minutes, Sir.”  The general
wrapped the laser gun in an aluminized cloth, took it to the back
yard and placed it on the table next to the teapot.  Then he
leisurely went to the front of the house to wait for Mease.  When he
got there, Mease was climbing from the car.  It was an older model.


“Chuck, could you turn the car around.  This way we’ll be
ready, in case of an emergency.”


“No problem, Sir, that’s a good idea.”  The general
waited for Mease, and then they walked to the rear of the house. 
They sat by the table.  The general poured tea into both cups.  Mease
took the cup and drank.  The general waited and appeared to gather
his thoughts, while he sipped from the cup of tea.


“What kind of changes are we going to make, Sir?”  The
general looked studiously at the major and responded, “It
appears that we have too many people on this project, Major.  Before
I’m going into details, let me show you the latest weapon.  It
might come in handy for your operation.  I received this latest model
just a few days ago.”  The general unpacked the laser gun and
placed it on the table, in a line of fire that just missed Major
Mease.  “Do you know what this weapon can do?”  The major
seemed interested.  He bent forward to take a closer look. “No
Sir, I don’t”


“It could cut a body in half and then seal the section that was
cut.  There is no blood loss.  It’s about the most destructive
and efficient device that I have ever seen.”  Then the general
continued.  “Let me demonstrate this unique weapon.”  He
moved the laser slightly to the right, until it lined up with the
major’s mid-section and he pulled the trigger.  The major’s
eye widened and he said, “What is going on?”


However, it was too late for him to do anything.  While he was still
saying the word ‘on’, the laser separated his upper torso
from his lower half.  The upper torso fell to the ground and the
lower torso was also ready to fall, but it was stuck in the backrest
of the chair.  The general looked at the upper torso.  The eyes were
still moving from one side to the other and the right hand was
reaching for the gun holster of Mease’s hip.  Unfortunately,
the hip was missing.  The hip, and the legs, were still in the chair.
 A strong odor of burning meat filled the air.  Fortunately, there
was no wind and the stench rose straight up into the sky.  The
general took his laser, went on to cut all four limbs from Mease’s
body, and divided it into manageable pieces.  Then he picked up all
six body parts and threw them into the back of the truck and covered
the body parts with the truck cover.  He wiped the chair and the
table where Mease was sitting.  He poured out the remaining tea,
placed the teapot, the saucers and the cups in a burlap bag and laid
the burlap bag in front of the left truck tire.  He drove over it,
until he reduced all parts to powder.  He also placed the burlap bag
in the truck next to Mease’s body parts.  The general drove the
truck to the front of the house and backed it up to Mease’s
car.  He tied Mease’s car to the trailer hitch of the truck and
secured the steering wheel.  Next, he grabbed a large can of gasoline
from the garage, placed it in the truck, under the cover.  Then the
general drove the truck to Canyon Road and parked the truck.  He
placed the body parts and the burlap bag in the car, took the
gasoline can and poured it over the car.  He untied the car from the
truck and drove the truck back to the road.  While he returned to his
truck, he looked over his shoulder to see if the car would start
rolling.  It didn’t.  The general ran back to the car and
pushed it.  Now it rolled down the incline and over the ridge.  A
loud crash and a burst of flames were certain proof that the general
completely annihilated all the evidence.  He drove back home, parked
his truck and cleaned up the remaining evidence.






***






Ben and his father sat in the kitchen.  They had their breakfast and
this morning, both were due for their age reducing drug.  They
diligently took their portions quietly and thought about testing the
sniper rifle that they manufactured.  This moment created an
atmosphere of anxiety and apprehension.  Will the rifle work and be
effective at this long distance?  Did we spend our time usefully or
will we return to the drawing board?  If that happens, we may not
meet our original schedule.  How would he explain this to General
Wagner?  Too much is at stake.


“We should be leaving around twelve,” said Ben


“That sound about right.  It shouldn’t take too long, to
drive across the Bay to Matt Brady’s farm.  It’s only
twenty-six miles.”


“Well, let’s take a shower and get ready.”


Ben’s father was finished first and he went to load up the car.
 He took the assembled rifle and the rifle stand and placed them in
the car.  Now Ben showed up.  He took the ammunition, two
transmitters, and a set of older short-range radios and put them in
his pocket.  Then he took two folding chairs, a portable computer and
laid them in the back of the car.  Previously, Ben’s father
prepared a scarecrow and a cardboard target.  They loaded that in the
car.  Now, they were ready.






They locked the house, got in the car and they were on their way to
Matt Brady’s farm.  Ben drove on I 301 across the Bay.  On the
other side, they turned south on IS 50.  On the right are rivulets,
creeks and swamp land.  Trout streams laced the area.  This could be
a good place to hide out if need be.  This area gets foggy on damp
mornings.  Matt’s farm was farther down on the left.  They
turned off IS 50, and headed east on a freshly graveled road.  Matt’s
farm was up ahead.  His house was in front and at the end of his
property.
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