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Power, sex and money do seem to
run together.  There are men in the world that are behind the scenes
that are so powerful, that they control the politics and the entire
economies of nations, and the US is no exception to them, and it begs
the question “why have you probably
never heard of them?”
 



That is because they like it
that way and are able to keep themselves hidden from public scrutiny
for the most part, as their underlings take the credit for their
nefarious projects.  From behind the scenes they meticulously
manipulate those that are in power within the government to do their
bidding, and money is the underlying strength of their power that
yields its influence on men and women and causes them to execute
these hidden agendas of these international kingpins.


On the other side of the coin,
religious ideologies often move others to do unspeakable acts, that
they would not normally otherwise do, such as horrible and oftentimes
unspeakable terrorist acts, which they utilize and implement in an
attempt to interfere with the plans of these powerful and obscenely
wealthy men, but in actuality their interference is oftentimes used
only to the benefit of these rich men allowing them only to continue
to press ahead with their secret agendas.


And the regular hard working
“Joe citizen” is caught in the middle of this ongoing war
between these shadow governments and the terrorists, which only
continues to make  him only more vulnerable to the extent that he
invariably continues to freely give up many of his freedoms in an
futile effort to keep his freedoms in a race to save his material
possessions and to stay safe in a world that to many has seemingly
gone mad and who do for some reason, plainly understand the paradox
of the dilemma they find themselves faced with.


Throughout history this endless
cycle repeats itself, and those who do not learn from the past are
doomed to repeat the past, until the current peril they try to so
desperately escape from, lends itself to furthering their ultimate
demise and the virtual completion of the agendas espoused by the
richest men in the earth! 



And sometimes some of those who
know nothing of the agendas of the wealthy and powerful sadly learn
that it is they themselves who have unwittingly and unknowingly
always been at the very core of the insidious web that has been that
hidden agenda all along!
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It
was a cold winter morning in Tehran which
lies at the foot of the Alborz mountain range in Iran.
 The first decade of the 21st
Century had passed and lurking somewhere in the harsh, unrelenting
central desert region to the far south outside the bustling yet
ancient city of Tehran,
Iran,
 a most dramatic
and ominous event would soon rock the other nations of the world.
This event would be capable of not only destroying the advance of
peace in the region, but the efforts at reconciliation that had made
some progress in the Middle East recently.

After
many years of U.S. sanctions and UN embargoes against the once overly
defiant, fanatical and repressive government of the Islamic Republic
of Iran, the peaceful and freedom seeking younger college educated
generation of Iranians were slowly making their dreams of peace a
reality.  It had appeared that through their numerous heart wrenching
and painstaking hardships, they had finally achieved a long awaited
measurable degree of freedom never before experienced before in their
country.  


And
one of those newly cherished freedoms was an open exchange of ideas
via the once deemed illegal use of the Internet by their government.
And although still not yet comparable to their neighbors to the
bordering west, namely Iraq, a somewhat relatively better standard of
living as compared to their years past was finally breaking through.

Yes,
tremendous progress had been made so far, mainly due to the recent
regime change in Iran and their amazing reversal of their previous
and once long held stance, on not recognizing the legitimacy of the
State of Israel, and their unrelenting pursuit towards achieving
weapons of mass destruction, namely nuclear weapons to use against
Israel and possibly the United States.

As
a result, the once long held sanctions had been eased tremendously
earlier in the year and there had been great progress towards once
again achieving a flourishing food supply and a much needed supply of
medical supplies. Both were severely diminished during the past
embargoes and to the detriment of the deserving and peaceful ordinary
citizens in Iran.

There
were now smiles on the faces of the once angry and rebellious
students as they sat at picnic tables in the lush city and in the
vibrant IT Park in the center of Tehran,
called The Milad Complex.
It was located just outside the main square of Toopkhooneh
Square in south central Tehran, where
previously violent and illegal demonstrations against the repressive
Islamic regime were once held.  The blood stained cobble stoned
square occasionally still reminded them of their turbulent and
violent past.


The Milad complex with its a
five star hotel, convention and world trade center also contained the
world's 4th highest tower, which sported several great restaurants
with western cuisine, which the younger Iranians loved. The complex
also offered facilities combining trade, information, communication,
convention and accommodations all in one place, hoping to respond to
the needs of businesses in the highly globalized world of the 21st
century. 


Laughter
and plentiful, lively conversations now filled the air instead of
whistling bullets overhead by the brutal police that were equipped
with riot gear.  They now nibbled once again on abundant fresh
fruits, and yes, even the smell of juicy, greasy hamburgers and
French fries nestled in their nostrils, as the cool winter breeze
carried the addictive aroma through the air to them from the nearby
McDonald’s hamburger stand at the end of the IT Park.

Pepsi
cola had already replaced the un-tasteful water as the choice of
drink for the day for most citizens. And the once skinny and lanky
Iranian populace had grown closer to resemble the overly fed and
oftentimes obese populace of the U.S.  Junk food and soft drinks had
slowly become the food of choice with the Iranians as the
“westernization” of Iran had slowly, but surely trickled
in, to the displeasure of the old guard of the ruling Islamic regime.

Being
able to get scores of many different news channels from around the
world both on regular TV, cable and satellite, was probably the most
drastic change and a once inconceivable freedom of which the Iranian
people had now achieved and one in which they cherished the most like
Habib, who was a high ranking diplomat out of the Ambassadors Office
in Tehran.

He
and his wife Hagar loved watching American television programs, as
many of the homes in Iran now have at least one TV.  And watching the
world news on the Sox Network in Denver was one of their top
priorities.

______________________________





“Hi, Sherri. How are you
this evening?” asked Stephen Raines.


“Oh, I’m just a
little tired, but I’ll be just fine, I think,” replied
Sherri Foster, “After the news broadcast tonight I’m
going straight home and right to bed.  I could really use the sleep. 
I haven’t been sleeping well lately.  I seem to wake up more
tired than when I went to bed for some reason.  It’s like I’ve
been working out in my sleep!”


Both Sherri and Stephen were
veteran nightly TV news anchors for the Sox News Network in Denver,
Colorado, and sometimes found themselves getting extremely tired and
overworked due to the extensive hours they oftentimes had to endure
at the busy Denver TV station.


Sherri was 42 years young and
had attended MIT in New York, which is where her grandfather always
wanted her to attend for reasons that were not obvious to anyone but
him, and where she also eventually met and fell in love with her
finance’ Arnold Childers, and graduated with honors with a
masters degree in Journalism.


She had English blood from her
father and Israeli blood from her mother, who had died unexpectedly
while giving birth to her.  Unlike her father and mother though who
were immigrants along with her grandparents, Sherri was born in the
US just outside Phoenix, Arizona.  



Her love for the outdoors began
there in the serene desert landscape of her childhood home, and it
grew intensely in the awesome, majestic snow covered high mountain
peaks of the Colorado Rocky Mountains, where she now lived and
worked.


Sherri and her father spent
countless of hours walking around their small ranch outside Phoenix
that was her grandparents, until they had passed it down to her
father due to their untimely and tragic deaths that were the result
of a tragic car accident that happened just miles from their ranch,
when she was just a young teenager at thirteen years of age.  Her
enduring love for the outdoors stayed with her even to this day.  And
Colorado with its colorful and majestic mountains even heightened and
sustained her love for the outdoors and all of nature for that
matter.


As Sherri brushed her shoulder
length fluffy, black hair with her fingertips, she sat down,
positioning herself, waiting for the “on the air” light
to flash green, which was to signal her to begin the nightly news
broadcast.


Sherri was a very beautiful
woman with a very smooth and somewhat darker complexion than her
father, Jonathan Foster, evidently having gotten those particular
genes from her Israeli mother.  At about 5’7” she was
also fairly tall with long slender legs as well; to match her slender
and very well sculptured body. 



She had a very down to earth,
friendly and extremely calm personality and was well liked by all
those who had the pleasure to meet her.  She was very well mannered
and respected her elders which was something that had mostly faded
away with most others of her generation. Although being, very, very
intelligent, you wouldn’t know it by her oftentimes playful and
silly remarks along with her laid back and somewhat girlish attitude
about life.


Steve on the other hand, as he
was normally called for short, was extremely hyper, which was
probably due to his love for and his lifelong surfing in the
beautiful waters of Hawaii’s world-renowned surf, and he was
extremely comical as well.  He was well liked by his friends and
peers with his outgoing personality, but he was somewhat shy when it
came to women.  He had never been married, but always seemed to have
a girlfriend, but never for any extended length of time, as he had
obviously not grown up yet and clearly was not ready to be tied down,
even though he was in his late 40’s!


He was born in beautiful
Honolulu, Hawaii, as the only son to a low ranking Naval Officer
there who was stationed at Pearl Harbor on Oahu, and who had moved
his family to the neighboring island of Maui upon his retirement when
Steve was still just a little boy.


Steve went on to graduate from
Maui Community College in Maui with a bachelor degree in journalism
and soon thereafter grudgingly left the islands he loved following a
short stint at a local newspaper in Maui, to move up the ladder in
his chosen career of journalism.  



“Not again!” the
tall lanky anchorman exclaimed, “I swear this darn pen of mine
only disappears just as I get ready to do my thing on the air.”


“Forget it!” shouted
Jim Fent, the station manager, “You’re on in just 10
seconds.  You don’t need the darn thing anyway.  For Christ’s
sake Steve, sit down and relax!”


“Relax!  How can I do that
sitting next to that sexy vixen?” Steve joked while glancing
over at the calmly seated and very primped Sherri in her
provocatively dressed attire.


Sherri always dressed
businesslike at work, but sometimes her low cut blouses and high
hemmed skirts sent the men in the room into a frenzy, and not just
only Steve who always would give her some playful flack about her
revealing wardrobe.  



She was very much into fashion,
but felt both at home within the New York high fashion scene, as well
as dressing down in her stylish blue jeans and sexy colorful tank
tops.  She was certainly blessed with her “not too”
overly endowed breasts to go along with her extremely long and
beautifully fashioned legs. 



Not only was she extremely
beautiful and sexy, she was financially well off “to boot”,
due to her own economic prowess as well as her father’s
generosity towards her, being that he gave her anything she wanted,
as Sherri was his pride and joy and the love of his life, paternally
speaking of course.  It was a wonder that she wasn’t spoiled,
as she was everything but that, which was all that more to like about
her.


Being from Arizona, she
certainly fit the bill of a “Westerner”, even though the
New York accent she had picked up from her earlier college days
oftentimes filtered through and embarrassed her from time to time.  


“Five,
four, three, two, one,” whispered Jim as he counted down and
pointed over to the anchor duo to begin.

“Good
evening, I’m Sherri Foster,” announced Sherri first.


“And I’m Steve
Raines, and this is the Sox News Network at ten,” added Steve.
“And leading the news tonight is the massive storm system
currently beating down on Denver with a vengeance,” exclaimed
Steve as he continued.


“And the war drums are
beating loud at the White House,” added Sherri, “As U.S.
President George Rodney warns Iran that its nuclear ambition will
result in dire consequences for the Iranian people, he said, to whom
are not the blame and with whom we have no quarrel.  He also said
that it was the fanatical leaders of their nation whose policies were
on the verge of bringing possible retribution on the unfortunate and
peaceful Iranian people who have a rich culture and past.”

“Such
a bad situation indeed, Sherri.  And these stories and more, when we
return with Sox News after a short station break for our sponsors,”
noted Steve.


As the well hated advertisements
began to air, Sherri then turned to Steve rather curiously and asked,
“You seem rather a little less focused than usual, Steve, would
you like to talk about it with me later after the broadcast?”


“That’s very astute
of you to pick up on it, Sherri,” replied Steve, “Actually
I would like to discuss it with you later.  Something extremely weird
happened to me last night on the way home from work that’s
really bothering me.  But I thought you were going straight home to
bed?  Are you sure it’s ok?”


“Absolutely!  It’s
not an extremely long story is it?” she asked.


“Well, it could be I
suppose!”


“Well no matter, I can
catch up on my beauty sleep anytime I suppose.  You’ve always
been there for me and I want to do the same for you, Steve,”
she reminded him, “It is perfectly o.k., I promise.” 



And while they were waiting to
go back on the air, the wind continued to howl ferociously outside
the station and they could see through the lone window next to the
front door that the snowflakes had quickly become larger than the
size of quarters and began to fall more furiously than either of them
could recently recall.


And at about that time, Bogie
the weatherman hastily burst through the entryway to the TV station
franticly brushing mounds of snow off his trench coat and flinging
small droplets of half frozen snow from off the top of his frozen and
nearly totally bald skull in every direction.


“Damn this storm is
worsening by the minute, I tell ya!  You’d think we were at the
darn North Pole,” stammered Bogie Ryan as he finally took his
coat off and hung it up on the coat rack on the wall.


“Glad you could join us,
Santa!” shouted Jim, “Nothing like the local jolly
meteorologist missing the weather broadcast because he was caught off
guard by the inclement weather for a news story.  Having trouble with
your reindeer again?” he asked.


“Hell, there’s
wrecks everywhere.  I mean the roads are atrocious, not to mention
the stupid malfunctioning traffic lights everywhere.  If I hadn’t
traded my sleigh in and bought me a new four wheel drive truck
yesterday, I’d still be on my way here, or even worst yet, I
probably would’ve slid off the side of the road somewhere and
would later have been found frozen to death!” exclaimed Bogie.


“Probably so, you’ve
always been an accident just waiting to happen.  And just so your
frozen brain hasn’t forgotten, Bogie, you’re up in five
minutes, you know!” Jim reminded him while making fun at him at
the same time .


“Welcome back to the
nightly news on Sox,” announced Steve, “And what a night
it is.  There seems to be no let up with the frigid temperatures and
nasty blizzard conditions, as the center of this massive storm system
continues to hover over the Denver Metro and surrounding foothills
region.  Three deaths have already been reported so far this evening
which are being attributed to the worsening weather conditions. 
Please, if you don’t need to be out in this weather, stay home
or stay put wherever you may be,” asserted Steve, “And
our own Bogie Ryan will have an update on the weather report just a
little later in this broadcast.”


“And the conditions are
not much better at the White House nor in Tehran either,”
Sherri added, “As tempers are heating up between the White
House and Iranian officials, over Iran’s apparent underground
testing of its first nuclear weapon ever, in the desert region of
Iran.  



U.S. President George Rodney has
issued a strong warning to Tehran that any further nuclear testing by
them would result in swift, stern and exact retaliation from U.S.
warships patrolling in the Persian Gulf region including those off
the coast of Somalia, that are still trying to eliminate the piracy
problem in those troubled waters.  



He said that the U.S. would not
under any circumstances allow Tehran to develop nuclear weapons and
he also called for an emergency meeting of the UN in New York. 
Additionally he has put U.S. Armed Forces on it’s highest alert
since 911, and put the Homeland Security on red alert as well, which
is it’s highest level of alertness and warning.  The President
said that their testing of a nuclear device was a serious matter and
that the US must be prepared to put all of its options on the table
to address the serious situation head on!” Sherri reported.


“Sure, that’s what
they said about North Korea,” whispered one of the cameramen
under his voice to the set director standing next to him.


An eerie feeling of anxiety and
worry seemed to permeate the Sox station as the station hands and
crew listened to the words stream out from Sherri’s seemingly
calm and cherry red lips that made you want to kiss them every time
you gazed upon them.


___________________________







Meanwhile, at the White House an
emergency meeting of the President and his cabinet, including top
military commanders was quietly being held in response to Iran’s
defiant act against the US and previous UN resolutions.


“Damn it!” shouted
four stared General George Perez, “I knew we should have
destroyed Iran’s nuclear capacities long before now.  We are at
a very dangerous crossroad here, now, Mr. President.  I feel that if
we do not act immediately within 24 hours, our credibility within all
regions of the world will be severely damaged and we run the risk of
loosing support from our allies, and furthermore we run the risk that
Iran has many more of these particular bombs already mounted on its
long range missiles that are aimed at Israel, just waiting to see if
the results of this their first nuclear testing is successful, so
they can immediately use them against one of our staunchest allies. 
It seems to me that at this point, Mr. President, we cannot wait much
longer to take decisive action against Tehran!”

“And
just what do you recommend we do?” asked President Rodney.


“I suggest we take out all
known nuclear facilities, communications networks and annihilate all
top military targets that we know of within Iran!!” asserted
Gen. Perez as his usually calm demeanor turned unusually aggressive.


“You know that would be
tantamount to initiating World War III, don’t you, General? 
Are you prepared to do that, and are our armed forces ready to carry
out such orders?” asked President Rodney as he searched for
answers.


“Hell, Mr. President, Iran
has already started World War III themselves!  And we need to engage
them before they attempt to bomb Jerusalem!  If they do, then there
is no turning back and the road to Armageddon will have been paved
with untold and massive causalities!” the General responded,
“And yes our troops are loyal and will do whatever you command
them to do.”


“Now calm down there
General, show a little restraint and please, let’s not use the
“A” word.  Evoking the words World War III is bad enough,
I think.  I’ve never seen you like this before, are you all
right?  Using the term Armageddon is absolutely not appropriate at
this time.  We will meet this current challenge with resolve, but we
must be extremely careful with our rhetoric and our ultimate
decisions.  I say we take a recess for about four hours while I meet
with the UN Security Council, as my helicopter is ready and waiting
to take me to New York, and this meeting will reconvene at 2:00 a.m. 
Thank you gentlemen and I’ll see you then,” assured the
President as he postponed the rest of the meeting.


__________________________







“And on an economic note,”
Steve added, “Economists warn that if something isn’t
done soon about the decreasing government revenues, the ability of
the U.S. government to pursue its continuing war efforts in
Afghanistan, and to sustain its peace keeping and training forces in
Iraq and to engage in a likely prolonged war with Iran, will be
drastically diminished, if not unsustainable and the U.S. will
endanger its ability to protect not only the U.S. mainland but its
other global interests as well.”


“And if that is not enough
bad news about our money difficulties within the government,”
added Sherri reluctantly, “Identity theft is becoming a
nightmarish reality with more than 33% of Americans these days
falling victim to it, costing our economy nearly a quarter of a
trillion dollars each year and growing.  Both political parties are
calling for new drastic measures to thwart off this looming and
increasing threat to the stability of the U.S. economy and to its
citizens!”


Steve immediately furthered the
admonition by announcing, “And Senator Bob Patterson from
Indiana says that with the mounting underground economy siphoning
untold billions of dollars from the Treasury coffers by their
avoiding paying their taxes, because of their untaxed activities and
businesses such as waitressing, bartending, babysitting, lawn mowing
businesses and a list too long to mention, not to mention the
billions of tax dollars lost in the underground drug trafficking,
etc., it is resulting in the inability of the U.S. government as well
as other governments around the industrialized world, to fund their
necessary programs that insure the welfare, peace and security of its
peoples.  We must find a way to stop this serious issue from quickly
becoming a foreboding reality.”


“And raising the taxes of
the already heavily tax burdened American people is not a viable
solution or option any longer as the President has already just
previously done that,” said Sen. Patterson, “But
demanding and assuring that equally taxing all business transactions
and the people who conduct them, must and can be the solution!  By
all the experts’ calculations, nearly 50% of the economy
through the businesses I already mentioned is not taxed by the US,
and other countries in the entire world have the same dilemma.  



Making available a comprehensive
plan to bring those guilty into compliance is the solution to our
under funded tax program, and one that we must find and execute. 
This is the fix the US needs, I am sure of it!  But how to achieve
this is allusive and the crux of the problem.  



It is truly the duty of all
Americans and other peoples of the world to pay their fare share of
taxes to their respective governments, and those who would hide their
incomes by not claiming their revenues in these businesses, are
committing what is tantamount to treason.  



Let us put our heads together
and find the proper solution and make sure all citizens pay their
fair share.  Let us find the answers to getting all the tax revenues
from this extremely large segment of society, whom are essentially
getting away with robbery by not paying their part. Actually if this
could be accomplished, we could then drastically reduce the high
taxes that people are now already paying.  The numbers don’t
lie, and the people shouldn’t be allowed to either!!!”


“And on that serious note,
and thank you Senator Patterson for your insight into the matter, we
will be right back with the local and national weather forecast in
just a moment,” announced Steve before going off camera.


_______________________________







Meanwhile moving hurriedly with
his security team, the President was scurrying into the US101 team’s,
next generation VH-71 medium-lift helicopter, built by Lockheed
Martin, which is part of the Marine One Fleet, providing a safe and
secure "Oval Office in the Sky" for the President. This
high tech helicopter, which is just one of a projected fleet of 23 by
2014, was finally made available to the new President in 2009.


This Presidential helicopter
with three, 2,500 shaft-horsepower CT7-8E engines that can easily
lift itself to 15,000 ft., was awaiting him to be transported to
Rockefeller Plaza, which is the home of the United Nations Building,
to meet with the dignitaries who are awaiting his immediate and
timely arrival there.


As the helicopter lifted off,
the President remarked, “This copter is a thing of beauty,
isn’t it General?”  And he also remarked as to how nasty
the weather conditions were in Washington D.C., and asked for the
weather report in New York City.


“Hell of a machine Sir. 
And yes, the weather certainly is quite nasty Mr. President, and the
weather in New York is much the same as it is here, I’m sad to
say,” reported the General, “And it looks as though it
might be a bumpy ride here on in Mr. President.  I know you don’t
like too, but you should buckle up the rest of the way in Sir!”




As they continued on to New York
the thunder was deafening at times and the lightning lit up the
darkened sky over Washington as the howling wind and the heavy rain
continued to pound the helicopter as it swayed and shifted back and
forth mercilessly in its attempt to stay its course and not fall out
of the sky with its precious cargo inside.


And about that time, as the
President began to open a large packet of material supplied to him by
his National Security Advisor, Bill Bates, he noticed out of the
corner of his eye an extremely large blast of bright light in the
background of the dark night sky over Washington.

“What
the hell was that?” he asked while holding on to his packet of
material that he almost dropped due to his being startled.


“I don’t know!”
answered Gen. Perez, “I couldn’t quite make it out in the
dark, but it didn’t seem as though it was lightning, Sir!  Not
quite sure what it was, but not lightning though!  I’ll look
into the matter shortly Sir.”


“Mr. President, you have
Bob Marshall on the phone, Sir.  He says it is extremely urgent!”
the President was informed by Mr. Bates as some lightning was
flashing in the background of the night’s skyline, that was
quite different from the one that startled the President moments
earlier.


“Now what?” murmured
the President under his voice, “What on earth could the
Homeland Security Secretary want right now?  He should be busy
preparing to brief me when I return to D.C. later this morning. 
Hell, put him through I suppose and please get me a cup of nice hot
coffee, would you, Bill?”


“Here’s your cup of
coffee, Mr. President, I had already just poured one for you seconds
ago, Sir,” offered Mr. Bates as he handed the President the
coffee he had ready for him in his favorite coffee mug, with the logo
of the Chicago Bulls basketball team.


As the President began to sip
hurriedly on his cup of coffee, Bill handed him the secure phone and
the President lifted it to his ear rather slowly and no sooner than
the phone was up to his ear, it seemed like only seconds later when
the President then dropped his steaming cup of hot coffee and it
began to spill onto the seat right between his legs.


Immediately the President jumped
up so as to not let the coffee run down the seat and collect between
his legs to both scald his inner thighs and ruin his pants.  As he
was rising from the coffee drenched seat he shouted in a screeching
tone, “Shit!  You must be kidding me, are you sure?” he
asked? “Son of a bitch!”


Thinking it was the spilled
coffee that the President was referring to, one of his staff jumped
up promptly to soak up the hot coffee before it could do any more
damage than it had already done, but little did they know that, that
was not what the President was referring to with his loud cursing
remarks. 



Only, if it were that, indeed? 
But much worse news was about to come to light without much delay!


About that time one of his aids
turned up the volume on the TV that was playing silently in the
background tuned to the Sox News Network, and lightly tapped the
President on his shoulder as he was pointing to the TV screen and
remarked, “Mr. President, Sir, you need to see this!”


As the President leaned slightly
to his left to get a better view of the TV screen, he told Mr.
Marshall who was still on the phone continuing to advise the
President about an ongoing situation in Atlanta, “Just a
minute, hold on for a second please, Bob.” 



And from the TV the words were
being uttered, “And we have breaking news from Atlanta,”
announced Sherri from Sox News as the pictures from Atlanta continued
to roll on the screen, “This just in! We have reports as you
can now see, that a tremendously large explosion has taken place at
the CDC (Center for Disease Control) in Atlanta, Georgia just moments
ago.”


The scene at the CDC was frantic
as First Responders arrived on the scene scurrying around to get into
position and to assess just what they were up against.  Huge flames
were pouring up from the partial roof that was still left somewhat
intact and through some of the windows on the front of the
building. 
Firefighters were franticly attempting to extinguish the flames that
were shooting hundreds of feet high into the night air from what
little was left of the entire building.


“Can you tell what has and
is happening there Todd?” asked Sherri, “ Todd
Christenson is our Atlanta correspondent by the way,” she
added.

     
“Yes, Sherri, I can. It
appears that just moments ago a huge explosion rocked one of the CDC
buildings here in Atlanta.  There are, however, no reports as of yet
as to just what caused this massive explosion, as it was tremendous
as you can see.  It is very dark here, with the smoke and all and the
weather is just horrible, limiting just what we can see, but it looks
like the entire building is now gone, except for part of the face of
the building.  



Also, Sherri, there have been no
reports as of yet, of any fatalities, as normally at this time of the
night I am told, there is only a skeleton of a crew here.  But
whoever may have been in there at the time of the explosions, I’m
sad to say, possibly may not have made it through alive!  There will
most definitely be some fatalities unfortunately, I’m almost
certain of that,” continued Todd as he gave his take on the
possibility of their being causalities or not.


“Just how big is, or in
this case was, this particular building at the CDC, and are there any
other CDC buildings there that may be threatened as well, Todd?”
asked Sherri.


“I’m not really sure
just how big this building was,” replied Todd, “But I do
know that it was a massive building, possibly tens of thousands of
square feet, but just how big I am not sure, to be quite honest with
you Sherri.  I’ll have to get back with you on that one later.”


“Sure Todd, and I know it
is difficult for you to hear me with all the commotion of the several
fire engines and police sirens blaring there, but are there any other
buildings that you can tell that may be threatened there as well?”
she asked.


Holding his hand over his one
ear that didn’t have an earpiece in it, Todd answered, “I
can barely hear you Sherri, due to the noise as you said, but yes
there are several other huge buildings here as well that belong to
the CDC, but it doesn’t seem that they are really in any danger
of catching fire, because they are not too extremely close to the one
currently on fire, and at this point these courageous fire fighters
seem to be keeping the fire contained to just this one building in
front of me.”


“And do we know anything
about what may have been in that specific building, Todd?”
Sherri continued probing. 



“No, Sherri, we don’t
know much about this building,” he replied, “but wait
just a minute Sherri, hold on, I think someone from the CDC is here
right now. Hold on I’ll see if I can get him on camera!”


Todd then walked over to a very
dignified looking man in a white shirt and thin black tie with
eyeglasses, just a few feet away from him and asked, “Sir, what
is your name and are you with the CDC?” 



“Yes, I am with the CDC,”
the person answered, “And my name is Dr. Bob Samuels.”


“And in what capacity are
you with the CDC?”


“Oh, I am the Assistant
Director of Operations here at the center.”


“Well, Dr. Samuels, can
you tell us anything about this specific building, like what it is
used for, etc. and if anyone would normally be inside the building at
this late time of the night, sir?


“Sure, yes I can.  That
building happens to be the Infectious Disease Laboratory building
which is just one of four major buildings here at the Center for
Disease Control facility.”


“Infectious Disease
Laboratory, huh?  Can you tell us just what goes on there, Dr.?”
asked Todd.


“Sure, I think it is ok
now.  Medical research is done in there. Pathogens
that require the highest levels of safety precautions are being
extensively researched in there. Such pathogens as Ebola, viral
hemorrhagic fevers, monkeypox, and avian influenza and many more as
well.”


“That sounds just a little
dangerous, Dr., is it?”


“Well, it could be, I
suppose.”


“You suppose it could be?”


“Yes, it could be, but I
don’t think so, at least not at this point, I believe.  Because
extreme precautions are taken here to insure public health and
safety, should anything like this fire for instance, should occur
there.  It is highly improbable, or I should say it is impossible
that any pathogens could escape from the safety containers they are
kept in.  Actually, I would say nearly impossible”


“Nearly impossible, but
possible, right Dr.?”


“Well anything is
possible, I suppose, but like I said, highly improbable!” the
Dr. reassured him.


“Sounds to me like there’s
some mighty dangerous stuff in there that could ruin a person’s
day or night in this case, isn’t there Dr. Samuels?”

     
“Yes, certainly there are
highly dangerous pathogens being studied in there indeed, but like I
said, I don’t think there is anything to worry about, as
normally during this time of the evening, none of our scientists are
usually working in this building and all pathogen containers are
safely secured at all times anyway.” The Dr. added
reassuringly, “Once we have a chance to talk to the night
security people, who would be on duty during this time, as well as at
all times, we would certainly be able to confirm what I have already
told you, I’m sure.”


“Thanks Dr. for taking the
time to speak with us at Sox News.  And I’m real sorry for the
destruction the fire has caused to your building as well as any
injuries that may have occurred to any of your employees.  Thanks
again Dr. for taking the time to speak with us about this tragic
event.”


“Oh sure, you’re
very welcome.  Anytime.”


“As soon as more
information comes in we will have more continuing coverage,”
replied Todd, “And now back to you Sherri.”


“Thanks for your report
Todd, and we will be right back with more in a few minutes after
these sponsors,” replied Sherri.


_______________________________







And back in the Presidential
helicopter the mood was exceptionally somber as the horrible images
on the TV played out the unfolding drama in Atlanta.  It was so quiet
in the helicopter you could hear a pin drop, which is extremely rare
inside a helicopter, but of course this was the Presidential
helicopter, which had a custom modified insulating system installed
to cut down on the high inside noise levels.


But amidst the relative
quietness, the snapping of the President’s finger could be
heard like the thunder outside the helicopter as he slammed down the
phone on which he was talking to Bob Marshall, at the Homeland
Security Headquarters in Washington. 


“Turn
the channel to the TBGC network,” the President demanded.


Blurting out from the commotion
on TBGC came the words, “The Pentagon has also just been hit by
a massive explosion as well, just moments ago!”


“The Pentagon?  No way,
not again,” murmured one of the aids standing nearby the
President, “Shit, that can’t possibly be!!”


“That’s the bright
light we saw just moments ago, Sir,” immediately exclaimed Gen.
Perez, “ I knew that wasn’t just some typical lightning
that we both saw back there, Sir.  What do you want us to do Mr.
President? Do you want us to have the helicopter turn around and go
back to Washington, Sir?”


“No, I don’t think
that is necessary right now, General.  Let’s proceed on to New
York.  I’m just thinking we are only minutes away, aren’t
we?  I’ll get my briefings there, besides, I don’t like
the looks of this, and additionally no one knows that we are en route
to New York in the helicopter, but only my top cabinet officials.  I
think we’d be much safer in New York under these circumstances,
don’t you?” asked the President confidently.

“Yes
Sir, I concur,” replied Gen. Perez.

“I
do as well, Sir,” quickly agreed National Security Adviser Bill
Bates.


About that time, the emergency
alarms aboard the helicopter began sounding as emergency lights began
flashing, and suddenly the voice of the pilot screamed nervously over
the loudspeakers saying, “Mr. President, we have just been
informed that an explosion at the New York Stock Exchange building on
Wall Street has just occurred, and the central control tower at La
Guardia has restricted all flights coming into New York air space,
Sir.  What would you like for us to do, Sir?”


“Damn, what’s next? 
What in Jesus’ name is going on?  Is the U.S. under attack
again or what?” blurted out the National Security Advisor Bates
as he began to lean over the back of the President’s chair and
whisper into his ear.


After a couple of seconds of
Gen. Perez and Advisor Bates whispering into the Presidents ear, the
President answered, “Pittsburg please, Captain. Head to
Pittsburg and in a hurry too if you would!  Air Force One will be
there waiting for us and we’ll change ships there.  Thanks
Captain.”


“Damn Al Qaeda!”
furiously shouted the President, as his face began to turn a deep red
color, “Damn them all!  Damn them all to hell!”


As the pilot changed direction
to Pittsburg, Air Force One that was already standing by since the
first explosion in Washington, had by now taken off from Washington
to intercept the President in Pittsburg and take him to an
undisclosed safe and secure location elsewhere.


“I agree Mr. President,
even though we have no intelligence to affirm it at this time, these
all definitely have the mark
of Al Qaeda and they
may in fact, certainly be responsible for these seemingly well
coordinated bombings and attacks on our nation and our way of life,
Sir.  Only another government or Al Qaeda has the resources with
which to coordinate these types of attacks and carry them out with
such precision.  These terrorist attacks are irreprehensible and
merit our absolute immediate attention and a heavy-handed response
indeed,” insisted Mr. Bates.


“Just a minute Mr.
President, I have the Pentagon on the phone,” came the voice of
Gen. Perez in the background again.


The air was quiet again as the
mood was expectant but solemn.  The TV had been turned down as the
words from Gen. Perez were being anxiously anticipated.


“Damage at the Pentagon is
minimal Mr. President, the blast from the explosion never got past
wedge one, which is the outer wall and the first wall of defense of
the building. As a matter of fact, Sir, the blast never got beyond
the Kevlar in between the steel beams in the windows.  The Kevlar did
its job, which was to catch any fragmentation that would result from
a blast event, such as the one in which has just occurred. No
casualties are reported and I repeat the damage is minimum,”
Gen. Perez happily reported.


“Yes!!” screamed off
the lips of all those present in the Presidential helicopter, but you
could tell by looking at their faces that a deep concern still
prevailed as news from New York and Atlanta was still coming in over
the airwaves.


Chaos seemed to be the norm for
both the Atlanta and the New York firefighters as they cautiously but
methodically persisted in their attempt to extinguish and contain the
fires that were a result of the explosions at both the CDC and New
York Stock Exchange buildings.


Although the fire at the CDC
facility in Atlanta was contained, and no other buildings seemed to
be in danger at this time, the situation in New York was markedly
different though.  Not only was the 3-alarm fire at the Stock
Exchange spreading, but also reports of human causalities had quickly
begun to stream in.


So far eighteen deaths were
being reported including the death of one New York firefighter and
numerous other injuries.  The crowds became ever increasing as NYC
police tried in earnest to move the crowds back as danger, from the
increasing volatility and the integrity of the Stock Exchange
building as well as the continual spreading of the fire to adjacent
buildings, still existed.


“I bet this is the work of
terrorists,” muttered one of the bystanders.


“I believe so too,”
remarked another standing next to him.


“I’m glad I took all
of my money out of the stock market last month,” replied yet
another person in the crowd while covering his mouth in awe of the
ongoing disaster.


“Yeah, me too,”
responded another who had heard some of the others comments, “I
bet the market plunges dramatically, whenever it reopens!”


No sooner than the last person
spoke, dust and debris came billowing rapidly out of the location of
the burning Stock Exchange building as hundreds of terrified
onlookers turned away from the ensuing cloud of stuff coming at them
and scrambled to get out of the way of the deadly flying objects.


“Oh, my God!” could
be heard as it echoed from many of those in the crowd as police
yelled, “Run, run, hurry, run!!”


The scene had become
increasingly ugly and morbid as the crowd stampeded and dozens fell
to their deaths as they were mercilessly trampled under the rushing
feet of others fleeing from the unexpected debris hurdling at break
neck speed towards them.


Fire engines seemed to be coming
from all directions, and the police on the scene had difficulty in
clearing pathways for them to maneuver their vehicles into position.


As the dust began to settle, it
was evident that the entire building had collapsed into a gargantuan
pile of smoking ruble.


“Oh no!” cried one
of the Fire Chief’s who had just arrived on the scene.  He
leaned over to another Chief who was apparently in charge since the
very beginning and asked him with deep concern, “How many of
your men were in the building, Chief?”


“Twenty six,” slowly
came out of his mouth as tears fell from his eyes in response,
“Twenty six brave men. Twenty six of my brothers were in
there!”


Meanwhile the rain continued to
shower down in Pittsburgh as the Presidential helicopter landed, and
the swirling blades from the chopper flung raindrops like darts into
the clothing of the Secret Service Agents, sworn to protect the
President.


As the President and those
accompanying him filed out of the chopper and ran up to the staircase
leading up into Air Force One, one of the head Secret Service Agents
in charge yelled into the ear of the President, “Hurry up, Mr.
President, you must hurry, Sir!”  



And as they entered the entryway
aboard the plane, the head pilot greeted them and said, “Welcome
aboard, Sir, we’re ready to take off immediately, as soon as
you are comfortably seated.”


“Thank you, Commander,”
replied the President, “Good work, and your timing is
impeccable. Thank you so much.”


Each member of the President’s
entourage quietly seated themselves once the President removed his
trench coat and sat down in his executive recliner, specifically
fitted to him.  As he sat down and then slowly slid downwards
comfortably in it, he remarked, “Jesus, what a night, and one
that we shall not soon forget either I’m afraid.”


He then raised his hands to
cover his face momentarily, as a deep and concerned sigh billowed
from between his fingers.  Almost as quickly, he then withdrew his
hands abruptly from his face revealing his eyes to be enlarged and
red, exuding the frustration and the exhaustive condition of his mind
and body.  



And just as quickly, these words
fell from his lips, “Gentlemen, let’s get to work, it’s
going to be a long night, and you might as well fire up the coffee
pots.  We’re going to need coffee and lots of it, too!”


Then one of his two aides
accompanying him turned on the TV to Sox News, as the other turned on
their computers, to access the information they instinctively knew
that would be required for the President to accurately make the
necessary decisions on this dreadful and somber night.


___________________________







Meanwhile back in Tehran the
normally bustling city that was usually awake already at this time of
the morning with its citizens busy planning out their day’s
activities while having their morning coffee, seemed to be eerily
deserted this particular morning


However, it wasn’t quiet
as sirens blared in the streets throughout the capital city.  The
populace, evidently being extremely fearful of what the U.S.’s
retaliation might be for Iran’s testing a nuclear bomb, had
seemingly headed for the many bomb shelters, that had been built
throughout the city since the time the U.S. invaded Iraq many years
earlier, when the then President, George Bush, called Iran one of the
three “axis’s of Evil”, along with Iraq and North
Korea.


The situation there seemed bleak
as the brave citizens of Iran hung on every word that flowed from the
U.S.’s President mouth as they were glued to the huge
televisions that were inside the shelters, just waiting to hear if he
would declare war against Iran, or if he would resort to diplomatic
avenues, as he promised US voters during his Presidential campaign?


An occasional old and aging car
or two could be seen racing speedily down the empty streets that were
usually highly congested and in gridlock by now, where reports say
that over two dozen
people die each day and every day from pollution-related diseases,
but for the most part today, the city seemed to be nearly
uninhabited.  



And there would be no skiing
today just ten minutes outside Tehran at Tochal Ski Resort, the
world’s fifth highest ski resort at 12,240 ft. at its highest
7th
station, near
Tochal's peak, as
the five mile long gondola lift was empty and shut down.  No one
would be eyeing the 18,606 ft.
high Mt. Damavand, a dormant volcano, which is usually seen from
Tochal’s peak on a clear day. 



And just so as in Iran, millions
in the rest of the world would be awaiting the eventual reaction of
the U.S. government to Iran’s defiance of UN resolutions
against their nuclear ambitions, that had previously been touted by
the Iranian government as discontinued, which led to the previous
loosening of the embargoes and sanctions against them by the UN!


Every television set that was in
working order in the whole of Iran was tuned to the various news
channels around the world.  Some were listening to and watching the
official news channel of the Iranian government, but most were
listening to Sox News, to see what the U.S. President had to say
about the nuclear testing scenario, as well as what was going on
concerning the several current explosions in the US!


 “Ha ki, Ha ki,”
which is Arabic for shit, shit, stammered Habib in broken English, to
his visually disturbed wife, “They going to blame us for
explosions in U.S.. I know it. Ha ki, Ha ki!  All progress we make in
last few years in relations with U.S. now going down toliet. And
plentiful food be gone too.  McDonald’s burgers and french
fries all be taken away!” 



Then suddenly the loud roar of
military vehicles echoed between the tall building as they were
coming down the nearly empty streets of Tehran just outside Habib and
his wife’s downtown apartment.


“Anti missle batteries
coming down streets everywhere,” he shouted to his wife,
“Preparing to shoot down American missles if they come, I
think!”


“I’m frightened,
Habib,” his wife replied as she began to shake all over, “I’m
very scared, Habib.  Why do our government do this thing?  Why they
provoke American government?  No need to do this thing.  No need!!”


“Yes dear, I know.  We
been safe for years now.  No need, I know, no need.  Not good. Not
good.”


“Maybe they catch who blow
up buildings in America quickly, yes?” Habib’s wife
wondered, “Maybe we be o.k. after all?  Maybe it not be us, who
blow them up.”


 “Yes, maybe so, I hope
too, it not us, for I fear bad things happen if it be!” Habib
spoke as the both of them continued to peek out the basement window
of their modest downtown apartment, not far from Toopkhooneh Square,
that was given to them by their government, as the stream of troops
in military vehicles and anti missle batteries continued to flow
incessantly, as emergency sirens continued billowing again and again
after short pauses, through the mist of the cool morning air in
Tehran.


“Come my dear, let us move
away from window and watch more news.  Maybe some good news come
soon, and let us also gather candles and blankets, should missles
come.  Come, come, let us do this now,” insisted Habib as he
motioned to his wife with his hands flung high in the air.


The television quietly blarred
in the background as they both went about doing what was necessary to
prepare themselves for what looked to be a compromising scenario that
was continuing to mount.  Their lives, if they made it through the
seemingly probable attack from U.S. missles, would never be the same
for years to come, or maybe even ever!


Silently in the background in
Habib’s apartment you could hear on the television, “It’s
going to be a long night or should we say morning, now,”
replied Steve, “And we’ll have continuing coverage of
today’s events as they continue to transpire, but let’s
turn now to Bogie for the weather in Denver, as promised, and Sherri
and I will be back tomorrow at the same time.”


“Have a good evening,”
spoke Sherri as she began to unfasten her mic, attached to her
revealing low cut blouse.


“And good evening,”
replied Steve as well.


As Steve undid his mic too, he
slowly turned to Sherri, while his wandering eyes unintentionally
dropped down and momentarily glanced at her half exposed breasts, and
then quickly back up to her eyes, as he asked, “Still up for a
talk tonight, Sherri?”


Steve knew it wasn’t
polite to stare down at a women’s breasts unless it was your
girlfriend, but Sherri’s attire sometimes just simply made that
impossible to do all the time.  Eventually your eyes would succumb! 



“Of course, Steve, maybe
it will take my mind off today’s events,” she replied.


“I don’t think
that’s going to happen, I’m afraid,” Steve
immediately replied as his head shifted to the right and his eyes
fixed on hers.  And the confounded expression on Sherri’s face
was priceless as he walked towards her and grabbed her hand in
earnest and tugged on her as he began to quickly walk towards the
exit door of the broadcast stage.


“What do you mean by
that?” she asked while being drug towards the door.


“Oh nothing.  It’s
just a private joke.  See ya tomorrow,” he said to Jim Fent,
the station manager as he hurriedly opened the door with Sherri
attached and being drug behind him like a rag doll. 



“Yeah, see ya tomorrow,
Jim,” Sherri also replied while not getting Steve’s joke
at all.  But she really didn’t care as he often says things no
one else understands either!


“Hey, what’s the
hurry? asked Jim as they flew past him.


“Starv'in’!”
answered Steve.


“Yeah, starvin’,”
echoed Sherri as the door closed behind them and the cold air and
blowing snow hit them squarely in their face as they emerged into the
frigid and blizzard like conditions just waiting for them outside the
station.


“Hey, what do you say to
us heading over to Charlie’s Diner, it’s not that far,
and get some hot breakfast, where we can get some peace and quiet as
well, so I can tell you what happened to me last night on the way
home from work.  You won’t believe it, Sherri, I tell you, you
simply won’t believe it, it was really weird, I tell ya.”


Charlie’s Diner was a
quaint, old fashioned local diner located on W. Colfax that was an
old Cochiti railway Dining car that Charlie’s father, C.W.,
bought way back in the early 60’s from a local train salvage
yard and similarly restored it to its once former glory.  C.W.
carefully restored the coach and even decorated it with similar
exotic woods complete with custom Indian design brick-red and ebony
carpet.  Beautiful art deco ceiling light fixtures also adorned the
coach with flesh-colored ceilings featuring chocolate brown moldings.




Back in the 1930’s the
“Cochiti”, named for Southwest Indian pueblos or tribes,
was the first of many lightweight Santa Fe Railroad dining cars noted
for their fine dining meals and custom menus.  Except you couldn’t
define the meals at Charlie’s, as even slightly resembling fine
dining, but the food was exceptionally good ole “down home
cook'n’” you couldn’t find anywhere else in town.  



The original Cochiti car was a
streamlined silver stainless steel diner with 36 seats, but many of
the seats were removed by C.W., so as to make room for the small
kitchen it was missing, because when it was formally attached to rest
of the train cars, there was a separate kitchen car.  About 20 burnt
orange leather seats remained and looked nearly exactly as they did,
when passengers dined in elegance on their trips between Chicago and
Los Angeles.


But now it was relegated to
serving the neighborhood locals, along with a few curious motorists
passing by on busy W. Colfax Ave. in Denver, who had glanced one time
or another over at its unique and mysteriously appealing stainless
steel shell, who then later when in the area again, decided to stop
in to take a closer look at this nostalgic” peace of history
and try its food.


Usually breakfast and lunch were
the busy times, as the late evening and early morning customers were
few and far between.  It had always made the owners a good living and
its loyal customers appreciated the good service and friendly
attitude and oftentimes-warm conversations with the few long time
employees of the diner, and of course with the owners, Charlie and
his wife Maggie.


“Sure, Charlie’s
Diner sounds just wonderful,” replied Sherri, “Was last
night really that weird for you?” she added.


“You could definitely say
that and more, you’ll see.”


“Well tell me now,”
she demanded as she wrapped her scarf around her neck and chin, and
also covering her mouth as well, to thwart off some of the fiercely
cold blowing snow on her face.


“Not now, let’s get
to Charlie’s first, order some food, and warm up, because
you’re gonna start shivering all over again when, I tell you
what happened to me last night,” he suggested in a firm but
eerie tone.


“Whatever, let’s do
it,” she promptly replied.


“Here let’s take my
car, it warms up a lot quicker than yours,” replied Steve as he
pulled her in the direction of his nearly new, red Ford Mustang that
was parked in the station’s lot, “Hurry up, it’s
freakin freezing out here!”


As he hurriedly made it around
to the passenger door, he unlocked it and began to open it, when a
sudden, strong burst of freezing cold wind nearly blew the door off
its hinges, while Sherri had just begun to flop herself down in the
passenger seat.  Then immediately another burst of just as strong
wind came and blew her short dress-like skirt nearly over the top of
her head revealing her silky soft, red panties to Steve’s
already wandering eyes that were fixed upon her beautiful long
sculpted and sexy legs.


“Whooh, sweet.  Nice
panties!!!” he remarked while still fixating on her legs, then
up to her thighs and quickly again on her revealing skimpy and sexy
red panties.


“Get a good look?”
she asked as she quickly pulled her dress-like skirt down away from
her face placing it between her chilled and highly exposed thighs.


“You betch ya, sorry!”


“Yeah right,” she
quickly replied as she grabbed onto the inside door handle and
snatched the door shut, nearly separating Steve’s hand from his
wrist.


Steve quickly running around the
rear of the Mustang, opened the driver’s side door and
attempted to get into the cold black and red trimmed leather bucket
seat, when his left leg slipped on the ice which lay just beneath the
snow covered pavement, as his right foot was nearly in position on
the floorboard when WHAM!!!  His left foot and leg flew up in the air
and he suddenly plumped down on the running board, landing right
between his legs, which sent shivers up and down his spine along with
excruciating pain through his groin, testicles and upper thigh
regions.


“Ahhhh, damn!” he
softly screamed aloud trying to no avail to muffle his voice, as his
face that was wrenching in agony, turned a dark red, but glowing
color, as he simultaneously grasped his testicles in this hand, as if
that would somehow relieve the horrible pain he was enduring.  And as
he did so, his face dropped slightly and in the direction of Sherri,
who was comfortably positioned in her seat, as to see if she had
witnessed what had just happened.


“It all happened so
quickly”, he thought to himself, “And maybe, she didn’t
even notice exactly what had happened, or maybe she wasn’t even
paying any attention at all,” he continued to ponder while in
agony.


And no sooner than that, he
heard, “Just what you deserve!” Sherri enthusiastically
smiled and replied, “Start the car, it’s freezing in
here, you know!”


“Shit, I can’t
believe I just did that!”


“Did Stevie hurt his
little pee pee?” she laughingly asked as she grinned from ear
to ear at his car door episode.


“No, just my ego,”
he answered abruptly with a smirk on his face as he shut the door and
turned the key he had hurriedly placed into the ignition.


“Oh, that’s why you
grabbed yourself, huh, because you hurt your ego?” 



“Whatever,” he
replied as he put the car into gear, pushed down violently on the gas
pedal and then immediately proceeded to slide sideways out of the
parking lot on the slippery snow covered and frozen pavement.


Flirtingly somewhat, Sherri
shifted her skirt to adjust it further down over her legs, turned her
face towards Steve and asked in an almost approving like manner and
tone, “Like what you saw, Steve?”


Surprised by the remark coming
from the usually prudish and reserved, but definitely sexy Sherri
sitting next to him, and a little perplexed at the question as well,
he replied, “Of course!  Could I get a better look, though?”
and before she could answer, he added, “Did you like what you
saw?”“


“No, you can’t, and
you bet I did,” she replied. As they sped towards Charlie’s
Diner, the interior of the Mustang began to warm up surprisingly
quick and Sherri very seriously asked, “So what do you think
about all the rapidly unfolding events that happened tonight?  You
know, the CDC explosion in Atlanta, the New York Stock Exchange
building and all?  Who do you think is responsible, and why?”


Just as Sherri finished asking
him, they were pulling into the diner’s parking lot and Steve
immediately shut the engine off and turned to her, as he wrapped his
arms around the steering wheel and leaned over it towards the
windshield, and answered, “Come on, let’s go inside,
order some hot food and then talk about it.  Ok?”


“If you’re waiting
for me, then you are backing up!”  Sherri replied as she stole
one of Steve’s famous comeback’s for that situation.


“Ha, Ha.  I’ll show
you backing up,” Steve replied as he simultaneously got out of
the car at the same time as Sherri and walked in front of her to open
the door when he backed up into her on purpose and grinded his rear
end into her replying, “Now that’s backing up!”


Sherri immediately pinched him
on his rear end in a jovial manner as they oftentimes flirted around
like that, but neither of them were attracted to each other in that
way, or at least Sherri, for Steve had always had a crush on her
since he first laid eyes on her, but knew that she was out of his
league.  Still he enjoyed and sought out any opportunity to just
touch her, without her being suspicious of his secret desire for her.


Or maybe it was shenanigans just
like this that he sometimes pulled on his dates, regardless if it was
the first date or the third one with them, which he rarely got to,
that has resulted in his still being single in his mid forties!!


Steve was really a nice guy and
was not a womanizer, but he needed some tips on how to act on dates. 
 You could get away with it as a teenager in school but not in the
adult world, or at least with sophisticated women who weren’t
used to such behavior on the first few dates!


Somehow it never dawned on him,
or he simply didn’t care.  Anyway, that was the playfulness in
Steve, and Sherri didn’t mind, for whatever reason and that was
enough for him.
































































The
warmth and familiar surroundings inside the diner was going to be a
welcome change to the harsh and unrelenting weather outside for Steve
and Sherri.  Nearly two feet of snow had already fallen in the Denver
Metro area since right before rush hour and snowplows tried
desperately to keep up with the extremely fast accumulation of snow. 
In the past the crews usually always kept up with plowing the snow
and keeping the streets clear and safe, even during massive storms
like the current one.  But tonight the excessive high winds causing
excessive blizzard conditions and huge snowdrifts had made it
unusually difficult to keep up with, indeed. 


As
Sherri and Steve quickly opened the door to the diner, they were
greeted from behind the counter by Charlie remarking jokingly, “Well,
long time no see, how are you two doing this wonderful evening?”

“We’re
extremely cold and hungry, Charlie, but doing just fine under the
circumstances.  How about you?” they inquired?

“Can’t
complain, as it wouldn’t do any good, I’m afraid.  And I
just love the whiteness of it all anyway.”

Although
not at all sure what Charlie meant by the ‘whiteness of it
all’, Steve answered back, “Yeah, know what you mean
Charlie.”

“I
saw you two on the evening news tonight.  What a night, huh?  The
world is going to hell in a hand basket, isn’t it?  And the
terrorists, well we definitely need to get a handle on them, as they
certainly continue to find ways to circumvent our national and local
Homeland Security’s system and continue to get access to
explosives and other weapons again and again, don’t they?”
insisted Charlie as he came around the counter to shake their cold,
trembling hands.

“I’m
afraid you’re absolutely right Charlie.  You’re so, so
right.  You’d think that after all these years since ‘911’,
that somebody could figure out how to eliminate terrorists from
getting access to and procuring explosives, weapons and the like by
now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yep,
someday hopefully before we’re all blown to ‘kingdom
come’!” replied Charlie as he frustratingly shook his
head in disgust and bewilderment.

“Not
to change the subject, but have you got some hot coffee brewing for
starters, Charlie?”

“You
bet, coming right up!”

“Cream
and sweet' n’ low for me, please, Charlie, if you don’t
mind.”

“Not
a problem for you Sherri, anything to keep you in that sweet and
darling figure,” he remarked flirtingly as his eyes blinked at
Steve.

“Why,
thank you Charlie, you’re so sweet,” Sherri replied as
she reached out and touched him gently on his arm, “Someday you
and I are going to have to sneak off together, if you can ever sneak
away from that workaholic wife of yours,” she jokingly added,
knowing that his wife was somewhere close by and probably overhearing
her remarks.

“I
heard that!” came a faint voice as the door from behind the
counter gently opened and revealed Charlie’s wife of 40 years
coming to greet them, “Please, don’t wait for him to
sneak away, take’m right now out in the open, please!”
she laughed, “And how are my two favorite news anchors doing
this cold and dreadful evening?”

“Just
fine, just fine,” Sherri remarked, “Good to see you in
good spirits, Maggie.

“I’d
be in better spirits, if you’d sneak off with Charlie and dump
him somewhere south of the border tonight,” she laughed as she
walked towards them.

Laughter
filled the air in the diner as they all chuckled together, as Maggie
placed on their table two steaming hot cups of coffee along with
leaving them a full pitcher of hot coffee as well.

“I
heard you guys come in while I was in the back room, and that you
wanted some nice piping hot coffee.  Here you go,” remarked
Maggie as she placed the cream and sweet n’ low on the table,
“What else can I get you two tonight?”

“The
usual for me.”

“And
the same here, Maggie.”

“Coming
right up in just a few.  Meanwhile, you two go ahead and enjoy your
coffee and we’ll be right back with your breakfast.” 


Steve
and Sherri were in the habit of stopping by after work often and
eating the same breakfast over and over, so Maggie knew their usual
preferences. 


“Come
on Casanova, you got to clean yourself up first, before you go away
on any secret rendezvous, not to mention first scrambling some eggs
for our customers,” chuckled Maggie as she grabbed Charlie by
the arm and ushered him behind the counter to the flat top grill,
that was fired up and ready to cook some of the finest hash browns
that could be had this side of the Mississippi. 


“I
love’em both, don’t you?” Sherri announced
smilingly. 


“Oh
yes, I absolutely do too,” agreed Steve as he stirred his
coffee while staring into Sherri’s sparkling blue eyes.

“So,
tell me about last night, Steve, my curiosity can’t wait any
longer,” she uttered as she reached across the table and
touched his hand momentarily.

“Sherri,
I don’t even know where to begin especially after what has
happened tonight and all.”

“Well,
just start wherever you want to, but please just start!” she
impatiently demanded as she sipped on her cup of coffee.

“Well,
last night after the evening broadcast was over, I was headed home to
Boulder, going down 6th
Ave, and at the red light at 6th
and Colfax …….,”, and suddenly being interrupted
he heard Sherri interject, “Yeah I know where it is.” 


A
little annoyed at his being interrupted Steve continued, “And
then I saw this medium sized guy standing along the roadside
shoulder, shivering in the cold and snow, with one hand in his coat
pocket and the other hand just barely hanging out of the other
pocket, seemingly signaling for a ride. Hitch hiking, you know? 
Usually I never pick up hitchhikers, especially at night, but as I
glanced over at him, I just felt compelled to stop and see where he
was headed.  I mean it was really strange.  At first as I was slowing
down for the red light, and I didn’t initially see anyone there
on the shoulder at the red light, but after I glanced in my rear view
mirror to make sure that the car behind me, who was following me
really, really close, didn’t slide into me at the red light,
because you know the roads were dangerously slippery, and there he
was.  It was like he just appeared all of a sudden from out of
nowhere.”

“Oh,
you probably just didn’t notice him because of the blowing snow
and the dark,” insisted Sherri.

“No,
I don’t think so, Sherri, the wind wasn’t blowing that
hard at the time and the visibility was actually exceptionally good
there, under the streetlights.  But maybe so, I guess you possibly
could be right.”

“And
what do you mean, you were compelled to pick him up?”

“Well,
for lack of a better excuse, Sherri, I simply felt obligated to stop,
pick him up and give him a ride.”

“Gee
Steve, that’s not a good thing to do, you know.  He could have
been an ‘axe murderer’ or something even worse!”

“Something
worse?  What could be worse than being axe murdered?” Steve
replied as he looked at her in a funny way.  Sayings like that is
where she got the reputation for saying silly and childish things at
times. 


“The
world is full of crazies, as the news we report all the time will
attest to, don’t you think?”

“Yeah
I know Sherri, and that is where this episode really gets bizarre!”

“What
do you mean?” 


“Well,
he told me these explosions would happen tonight!”

“Wait
a minute,” Sherri insisted, “He told you that tonight?”

“No
o o, no!  He told me last night, that they would happen tonight.”

“What!!”
she inadvertently screamed as she accidentally dropped her cup of
coffee spilling it onto the tablecloth.

“Shu
u u ush!” Steve calmly insisted, “Be quiet, not so loud,
Sherri, this is serious business and no one should know about this
but us.  This could be dangerous, especially for me.  Please keep
your voice down and don’t tell anyone what I’m telling
you, ok?”

“Ok,
ok, I’m sorry, Steve.  Please go on.  He told you the
explosions in Atlanta, New York and Washington would happen, and
before they actually did, right?”

“Well
no, not exactly.”

“What
do you mean, not exactly?”

“Well,
he didn’t say that…,” Steve quickly paused from
speaking, just as Charlie came out from behind the counter with two
huge plates plied high with food just reeking with the mouth watering
aroma of scrambled eggs, sinfully smelling bacon and sausage, and the
decadent smell of hot melted, butter drenched hash browns, along with
sweet smelling sourdough bread resting on top, and accompanied by
freshly picked smelling strawberry pancakes.

“This
ought to do the trick,” suggested Charlie as he sat the plates
down on the table along with the silverware, with a huge smile of
satisfaction written all over his wrinkled and hardened face which
was covered with a day old hard salt and peppered beard, “And
lots of fresh melted butter for the exquisitely prepared grits that
are on the way, just like you like’em, Steve,” he added.

“Charlie,
you are the best,” commented Sherri as she made room on the
table for her plate, “Isn’t he, Steve?”

“There
ain’t no better,” agreed Steve as his mouth began to
water just looking at his huge plate of perfectly prepared to order
breakfast feast, and thinking of the soon coming hot, creamy bowl of
grits, which was his favorite breakfast side dish in the whole world.

“You’re
both so kind,” replied Charlie as he turned and began to walk
away to retrieve the promised bowl of grits.

“What
the hell is grit, anyway?” asked Sherri curiously as she had an
intense distain for the gooey, mushy ‘crap’ as she
frequently referred to the white lumpy stuff.

“It
is the perfect breakfast food, he answered as he comically shook his
head as his tongue simultaneously fell from his opened mouth and his
eyes gently rolled around in their sockets, “The breakfast of
Kings,” he smugly added, “Pass the salt, please ma’dam.”

“You’re
so funny Steve.”

“Yes,
and delightfully happy too boot.”

While
they were having fun at the expense of each other, Charlie had
quickly returned with the steaming hot bowl of grits layered with
tons of ‘cholesterol building’ melted butter oozing from
all directions inside the bowl.

“Grits,
my King,” announced Charlie as he bent over from the waist
having overheard Steve’s remark to Sherri, placed one hand over
his heart and gently placed the bowl of grits upon the table and
slowly slid them over in front of Steve, who was earnestly awaiting
them like a little kid.

“Anything
else my lord or my lady?”

“I
think not, that will be all, Charles,” Steve jokingly responded
in the usual smug and English aristocratic voice and mannerisms, all
the while chuckling within.

Charlie
then bowed to each one of them, then straightened himself up, lay his
white towel gently over his lower left arm, slowly turned away and
retreated behind the counter all the while genuinely depicting the
mannerisms of a dutiful and proud English butler and cook like he
knew the drill firsthand.

“So
hurry, tell me more.  Finish what you were saying, before the smelly
grits showed up, Steve,” insisted Sherri as she took a bite of
the creamy, fluffy scrambled eggs laced with very tiny bits of diced
onions and green bell peppers, as sounds of ecstasy could be slightly
heard eking from inside her mouth, “Like what do you mean “not
exactly?” referring to his comment about ‘E’ not
exactly telling Steve where the bombings would take place.

“Oh
yeah.  Well he didn’t exactly say where the explosions would
take place, but only said that there would be three explosions
scattered across the United States, and that one of them would not be
nearly as destructive as the others, and also that the bell would not
ring in New York the following day!”

“What
do you suppose he meant by that?”

“Well,
I didn’t have a clue then of course, but now after the fact, I
suppose he was referring to the traditional ringing of the bell at
the New York Stock Exchange signaling the commencement of trading and
the halting of trading at the closing of the trading day, and that it
would not be rung, due to the collapse of the building, as a result
of the explosion!”

Sherri
inquired further after a confused look settled on her pretty face,
“How on earth could he know such a thing, Steve?”

“Well
he explained to me that he had in his possession, some so called ‘3
Secret and Sacred’ books
that contained information revealing some future events that would
take place during this time period!”

“What
time period, and what three books?”

“I
don’t know what he meant by “this time period” and
he didn’t give the name of the any of the three books.  He only
called them the ‘3 Secret and Sacred’ books.  He did say,
however, that one of the books dealt with economics and money, and
that another book dealt with geopolitical matters, but didn’t
mention as to what the other book’s theme was.” 


“He
sounds like a ‘kook,’ to me,” Sherri quickly
asserted with conviction.

“I
know this may sound odd, Sherri, but he didn’t have the mark or
look of  some ‘kook’.  He seemed very polite,
intelligent, well mannered and I suppose reserved.  He came across to
me as being  a very educated man; however, he did dress a little
strange and had this weird looking birthmark or something like that
on his upper forehead,” Steve tried to convince Sherri, as he
took a huge spoonful of grits and shoved them into his mouth.

_____________________________





Meanwhile
back in Pittsburg the President after boarding Air Force One, the
President’s “mobile bunker” as it is oftentimes
referred to when all ground positions seem vulnerable to attack, was
being briefed by his advisers and other cabinet members by secure
internet connections in the conference room, while flying around the
country in Air Force One, until it was determined it would be safe
for him to land.

Air
Force One is a specially configured Boeing 747-200B which has an
extremely long flying range equipped with aerial refueling
capabilities, should the President have to be in flight longer than
the fuel capacity could hold out in emergency situations like the
current one which was unfolding tonight.

Not
only does the Presidential plane have “state of the art”
communications systems located on the upper level which include 87
phone lines of which 28 are secure and encrypted with unlimited
range, it also has cutting edge and highly classified defense
capabilities such as antimissile devices.

This
mammoth plane, taller than a five story building and as long as a
city block, can travel at speeds over six hundred miles per hour and
is considered to be the safest plane in the entire world.

Just
as during the ‘911’ disasters, the Vice President and
Speaker of the House of Representatives were also whisked away to
undisclosed secure military destinations, in case the President could
not serve for any reason.  Because they as the next in line to
succeed him as acting President, would then be safe to make
Presidential decisions, which was established
as part of the Presidential Succession Act of 1947, if they were
constitutionally eligible, such as being a natural born citizen.


Meanwhile the weather had begun
to lighten up a bit back in the East in places like Pittsburg, New
York, and Washington, etc., when the President leaned back in his
recliner and turned to his National Security Advisor Bill Bates and
asked, “When do you think it will be safe for us to go to New
York to the UN building?  I really need to be there, to speak.”


“I’m afraid, not
yet, Mr. President, it is still way to early with the still
continuing drama unfolding at the Stock Exchange building and all,
and anyway the airspace in New York is still restricted due to an
ongoing possible or perceived threat, Sir.  And as you well know,
Sir, something else may still be in the works by whomever is
responsible for the explosions.  It is still way to dangerous in my
opinion, Sir!”


“Perhaps you’re
right, Bill, just keep me informed on the status, please.”


“Yes, Mr. President, I
will.”


“General,” the
President then summoned, “Get the UN Secretary General  on the
phone, please, it is urgent that I speak with him.”


“Right away, Sir!”


“And Bill, is there
anything new on the news channels about the CDC, or the Stock
Exchange scenarios that I should be aware of?” the President
asked as he thought of the nineteen televisions scattered about on
Air Force One.


“Nothing new, Sir, except
reports are that the fires at the CDC have been totally contained and
just about completely out.  And the situation in New York looks to be
under control as well.”


“Ok, but I still don’t
have a good feeling about the situation in New York though.  I don’t
know why, but I just don’t.  But thanks Bill.”


“You’re welcome,
Sir.”


“Secretary General Cohen
at the UN is on the line, Sir, shall I put him through now?”
inquired Gen. Perez.


“Yes, but wait just a few
minutes though, I want to take the call in my private quarters.  If
there isn’t anything else pressing at the moment, I think I’ll
try to get some rest and sleep if possible after speaking with Mr.
Cohen.  Just notify me only in case there are any major changes or
developments that I should be aware of, please.”


“Yes Sir, Mr. President,
you can count on me to do so.  I’ll put the Sec.Gen. through on
your notification, and you try to get some rest, Sir.  It has been a
trying day and you will need your rest and fresh mind tomorrow, I
think.”


“You think? Yes, I do as
well and I know I can count on you, General, thanks, and I will try
to get some much needed rest.”


The President then, slowly rose
up from his recliner in the conference room on the middle level of
the plane and proceeded on the long journey through the massive plane
to his private quarters located in the front of the plane, beneath
the cockpit above.


This “flying oval office”
as it is also commonly referred to, has over 4,000 sq.ft. of interior
floor space that includes conference and dining rooms, private
quarters for the President and the First Lady when she is aboard, an
office area for senior staff members, and another office that
converts into a medical facility when needed.


There are also rest and work
areas including a gym for the president’s staff, crew and 
media representatives from the various chosen, news and other media
types.


And last but not least, this
beast of a plane has two galleys capable of providing up to 100 meals
at one single setting, which impresses the invited guests more than
anything else, if you can believe that!


Immediately upon making his way
up to his quarters, the President picked up the phone with the green
flashing light, indicating to the President that the UN Sec.Gen was
on the secure line awaiting him. 



“Put the Sec. on the
phone, please General,” he spoke in a realitively tired voice.


“Done, Sir.”


“Good evening Mr.
Secretary, thanks for taking my call so quickly.”


“Good evening Mr.
President, hope you are well, and I wish to give my condolences for
the grievous loss of the lives of some of your citizes, as well as
the damage to property, Sir.  What can I do for you George?”


“Thank you for your
concern, Nehemiah, it has been a difficult night as you know.”


The President and Secretary
General Nehemiah L. Cohen, the youngest ever to be the UN Sec. Gen.
at an extremely young age of 29 years, had been friends for about six
years, and were on a first name basis. Nehemiah was also the yougnest
person ever to graduate from Yale University in Connecticut with
honors at age seventeen.  He also was the youngest member of the
secretive, but well known faternal organization, the Skull and Bones,
and he has a photographic memory and unilatterally considered by
most, a genuis on many fronts.  



Additionally he was a highly
decorated high-ranking officer in the U.S. Air Force during the
American Invasion of Iraq in 2003, who then retired after six years
at an early age of 23 to pursue a business career and test the murky
waters of politics.


Being an extremely handsome man,
relatively tall at 6’1” with average length black hair
and a medium complexion, (the preverbial tall, dark and handsome)  he
has the eye of many a lady, as he is also a bachelor, having never
been married before. His speech has oftentimes been referred to as
“mesmurizing” as he speaks in a deep, yet “eerily”
soft voice, with a great command over the English language, as well
as being fluent in Hebrew, Arabic, German, Spanish and French.

Some
of his accomplishments include being the Former Assistant Director of
the Council on Foreign Relations, noted F-15 jet fighter pilot, 33rd
Degree Mason, former Board Director for Chase Manhatten Bank, and
former board member of Wells Fargo, as well as Boeing, Exxon Oil,
DuPont, not to mention Monsanto, Merck and the Sox News Network.

Many
of his purported aquaintances, even though he tries to keep a low
profile, include, Ronald Trepe, a
New York real estate tycoon and international investor, David
Rockingham, another muti-billionaire, international banker and
current CFR Chairman (Council on Foreign Relations) multi billionaire
and heiress Tarise
Holiday and notable Hollywood big screen actors such as Sherry
McClaine, Don Cruiser and Tommy Revolta.


The Secretary General continued,
“Yes, George, I know it has been a very trying night for you. 
Are you ok?”


“Yes, I’m fine, and
just a little exhausted.  Can you update me on what went on at the UN
meeting?  But …um….first of all, I’m sorry
Nehemiah, how is your mother (Sarah Cohen) in New York?”


“Thanks for asking George,
as a matter of fact, I just spoke with her a few moments ago, and she
said to tell you hello.  She is a bit frightened though, because of
the Stock Exchange explosion, but she’ll be just fine.  I also
talked to Dr.Roth a little earlier tonight, and he mentioned he had
hoped you had “distanced” yourself, concerning the
matter.”


“Of course, I took
precautions weeks ago,”replied the President, “I should
be covered financially.”


“Good George, then you
should have a great retirement, when it comes your turn!”


“Yes, and thank you for
the warning weeks ago,” thanked the President, “And so
what transpired in the Secuity Council meeting that I missed
tonight.”

Each
of the five permanent members of the United States Security Council,
which first met in 1946, which by charter is for the maintenance of
international peace and security, have the power to veto any
resolution brought before it, which the United States is one of the
five along with Russia, China, Great Britian and France, all being
nuclear powers, which is one of its major criticisms in that they
have
created an exclusive nuclear club whose powers are unchecked, along
with veto power.  The Security Council, unlike the General Assembly,
does not have true international representation.

“Well,
we were waiting for your presence and input of course, but the
general concensus until hearing from you, is we should wait further
before taking any formal economic or military actions for that
matter, against Tehran at this time, if you know what I mean, George?
 And no resolution was in the process of being drawn up as yet,
either.”



“Yes,
Nehemiah, I understand.”

“Well
hopefully we can re-adjourn at your presence tomorrow, George.”

“Yes,
I’ll look forward to seeing you tomorrow, Nehemiah, and please
give my regards to your mother and to Tarise, would you?”

“Tarise
who, George?”

“Why,
Tarise Holiday, of course.  You didn’t think I knew or what,
Nehemiah?”

“Hard
to keep anything from you, Mr. President,” chuckled Nehemiah.

“Good
night, Nehemiah.”

“Good
night, George.”

After
hanging up the phone with Nehemiah, the President continued to think
about the lovely Tarise.  She was indeed a very beautiful and
stunning, blue eyed and petite redhead, who ran in “high
society” circles in Australia and South Africa where her
businesses were located.

Tarise
was the sole heiress to The Holiday Jewelry Company and “Kangar
Aussie’s” Restaurant fortune of her father’s.  He
controlled one of the largest “gourmet” restaurant chains
in Australia, specializing in kangaroo meat “delicacies”,
which is estimated at being worth over 2 billion dollars along with
the jewelry company that was worth about 6 billion dollars.  


She
oversaw her bustling businesses, as Chairwoman of the Board of
Directors of The Holiday Jewelry Company, which is one of the largest
jewelry chains in South Africa and The South Africa Diamond Mining
Company, which is the largest diamond mining operation in South
Africa, estimated to be worth over 40 billion dollars, and she just
loved being in charge.

“Could
you bring me a plate of ‘kangaroo tips’, a slice of lemon
pie and a glass of my favorite wine, please,” asked the
President as he placed his finger, which bare his wife’s
wedding ring, which was given to him personally by Tarise’s
father, on the direct line to order food from the galley.

The
President couldn’t wait for his nuggets.

Kangaroo
tips, are deep fried nuggets of kangaroo tail meat, which was the
President’s favorite food along with lemon pie as his favorite
dessert.  They tasted similar to fried chicken, but with a much, much
more exotic flavor, and ever so slightly gamey, and the galley crew
made sure they were never on short supply of them, as the President
continually snacked on them, which didn’t account for his lanky
build.

“Yes
Sir!” replied the chef on duty as there was always one chef
maintaining the ‘graveyard’ shift, just for such an
occasion as this.

After
just minutes of ordering his lake night snacks, they had arrived and
President Rodney sat comfortably in his chair beside his huge and
lavishly covered bed and then began to scarf the ‘kangaroo
tips’ down as fast as he could, occasionally taking a sip of
his favorite wine, only to find himself fast asleep fantasizing of
Tarise without getting to taste even one bite of his favorite lemon
pie that was waiting for him. 


____________________________





“What
type of birthmark did this hitchhiker have,” inquired Sherri as
she stuffed a huge portion of scrambled eggs into her mouth and
uttered while looking at Steve’s reaction to her frenzied
eating, “I’m sorry, I’m hungry.”

“I
never would have guessed that.  Not!  Anyway, I really can’t
describe it very well, you know.  It just kinda looked like a
‘chicken’s foot’ or something, and it seemed to be
extremely light bluish in color.  And you won’t believe this,
but it almost seemed to glow!”

“Let’s
see, glowing chicken foot like, birthmark.  Is that right?” she
laughed without missing a bite of her food.

“I
know it sounds really ridiculous, but that is the best I can describe
it,” Steve apologized for not being able adequately describe
the mark on ‘E’s forehead.

“Was
it a large birthmark?” inquired Sherri.

“No,
it was really quite small and hardly even noticeable.  I only noticed
it when the overhead light came on when he opened the car door to get
in, and it shined directly on his forehead.  After that I could
hardly notice it at all, it being dark inside, you know, except for
the ever so slight glow or maybe it was just a reflection.  I never
got another good look at it, because I had my eyes on the road due to
the dangerous conditions out there!”

“What
nationality, do you think he was?  Tell me more about what he looked
liked.”

“Well,
he looked to be in his 50’s, with almost shoulder length,
reddish, brown stringy hair, medium build and he was on the short
side for a man at about 5’7” or so.  Hard to tell what
nationality he was.  He looked like he was of Middle Eastern descent,
maybe Arab or even Israeli, but I can’t be certain for sure of
even that.  But what was noticeable and interesting was the way he
dressed,” Steve went on to describe his weird hitchhiker.

“How
so?”

“Well
his clothes seemed to be a mixture of Arab garb and contemporary
American.  He wore what looked like an extremely loose fitting white
“V necked, pull over shirt, kind of Arab or Mexican looking
maybe, with colorful embroidery trim. His shirt came down to about
halfway between his waist and knees.  It was extremely long.  And
underneath that was just plain ole blue jeans and sandals with
socks.”

“Sandals
with socks?”

“Yeah
isn’t that weird.  Sandals with socks in the middle of winter
in Colorado during a snow storm,” Steve continued describing
him while laughing inside.

Fitted
over his shirt was light brown corduroy sports jacket hiding a huge
leather belt of some type, like I’ve never seen before.  I mean
it was huge, so huge in fact it wasn’t even ran through the
pant belt loops as it was four or five times larger than the widest
belt you have ever seen.  It looked like some WWF world wrestling
champion belt or something like that!” Steve tried to
accurately describe the belt as best he could.

“That’s
a little wild about the belt, but I don’t see anything so
strange about the rest of his attire.  Did he tell you his name or
where he was from? Inquired Sherri.

“Yes,
while we were driving down 6th
Ave towards Hwy.92, I asked him what his name was.”

“And?”

“And
he said “his name was ‘E’. ‘E’ I
questioned? Just to make sure I heard him correctly.  And he replied
‘yes, ‘E’, which is short for Eli’.  I said
oh, ok, and where are you from ‘E’?  Are you from around
here, and all he said was that ‘yes, I am from here’.  I
then asked whereabouts around here, and he said ‘just here’.”

“I
can’t believe he wouldn’t tell you where around here he
was from,” asserted Sheri as she continued to whittle away at
her breakfast.

“Yeah,
and I asked him if he had a last name, and he said no!  I thought
that was a bit unusual and mysterious.”

“Mysterious,
or he has something to hide,” suggested Sherri as she lifted
the coffee pot up to pour herself a refill.

Everything
seemed to be mysterious about ‘E’, not only just his
nationality.  No one knew anything much about him at all.  They
didn’t know where he was from, who his parents were, who his
friends were, what he did for a living, where he lived exactly,
except that he lived somewhere up in the mountains west of Golden,
Colorado, or most of all, what his intentions were.  It was like he
just appeared one day without a trace of a past, which couldn’t
be further from the real truth, which they would someday find out.

“Could
you make out what kind of accent he had?”

“No,
I couldn’t.  It was indistinguishable to me, but it didn’t
sound like anything American or anything else that I’m familiar
with either.  He was just short and to the point.  That’s all I
really know.”

“Well,
you know, I’m just curious, Steve.  How did he get on the
subject of the explosions and the so called 3 sacred and whatever,
books?”

“Secret.
 Sacred and secret books he called them.”

“Ok.
Well?” she answered annoyingly wanting him to hurry up and
answer her questions.

“Well
I was just driving down the road, and after I asked him where he was
from and his name and all, I then asked him what he did for a
living.”

“And
what did he say?”

“He
said he was in social work, and I asked him, ‘what kind of
social work’, and he paused for several long seconds before he
responded, which I thought was a bit strange.  


Then
he said, “I show people the truth”.  


“Truth”
I said inquisitively, and he said, 


“Yes,
the truth.  I tell them the truth and then what will happen to them.”


“I asked him if he was a
psychologist, and he waited several more long seconds, like he didn’t
even know what a psychologist was, and then he replied, ‘No’,
and I just left it at that.”

“You
just left it at that?” she irritability burst out.

“Yeah
I did, it was really none of my business in the first place, and
secondly if he didn’t want to tell me, that was his
prerogative.  I mean I was just giving the guy a lift you know.  I
had no right to put him through the 3rd
degree.” 


“No,
I suppose not, but what about the explosions, when did they come up
and how?”

“Well
we just continued down the road a ways without really saying anything
at all.  He just stared straight ahead, and said nothing at all. 
Hell, he didn’t event twitch a muscle.  He just sat straight up
in the seat and didn’t move.  Not even his eyes blinked.  But
when I stopped the car at the red light down in the canyon at 6th
and Hwy. 58, where 6th
turns into Hwy. 92 to Boulder at the intersection, he looked over at
me and said, ‘There is a lot of strife with people these days,
isn’t there?’  I thought for a moment and asked him what
he meant, and he said, “Seems like everyone is fighting all the
time.  Wars and all, you know.  People blow things up, you know.  Big
explosions, too.  People seem to be mad at each other for meddling in
each others affairs.”

“I
then asked him, ‘what explosions are you talking about’
and he said, ‘Like the three explosions in the U.S. tomorrow
night, and the bell won’t ring in New York.’  ‘How
do you know this,’ I asked him, and that’s when he
mentioned the “3
Sacred and Secret Books”
and all, and then he repeated the deal about the bell not ringing in
New York.  ‘New York?’, I echoed back.  ‘Yes, New
York City’ he said, and then quickly he said, ‘pull over
here, please, this is where I get out’.  Then I asked him if he
lived here, and he said, ‘No, but this is where I get out.  I
live there,’ he said as he pointed westward up in the
mountains.”

“Where
did you pull over?  Where were you?” asked Sherri as she was
very intrigued as she had already stopped stuffing her face with
food, finally!

And
just about the time Steve was about to answer her, Charlie came
strolling around the counter heading over to them, while drying his
hands with a wash towel, and asked, “Can I get you two anything
else, maybe another pot of coffee, or a cinnamon bun for desert?”

“No,
I’ve had plenty, I’m fine.  Thanks though, Charlie,”
answered Sherri being appreciative.

“No,
I’m full as a tick in a dog’s ear Charlie, but thanks
anyway,” replied Steve in his usual comical way.

“Ok,
then,” murmured Charlie as he slowly placed their individual
checks down on the messy table, scattered with food droppings and
spilled coffee, “I’ll take this when you two are ready,
not that I’m trying to rush you or anything. We’ve still
got about 15 minutes until closing, so take your time,” he
added as he slowly walked back towards the kitchen, as Maggie was
calling out to him from behind the kitchen door.

“So,
back to where you pulled the car over with “E”, just
where was that?” repeated Sherri.

“At
the traffic light there on Hwy.92 where Golden Gate Canyon Rd., or
Hwy.46 as it is sometimes called, runs into it!”

“Yeah,
I know where it is, and there is nothing out there, but Hwy.46 that
runs up the mountain.  There isn’t anything up that way for 15
miles or so, until you get to all the way Golden Gate State Park. 
And where you dropped him off, there is nothing but a couple of
apartments on the east side of the intersection, which is assisted
living apartments” remarked Sherri as she was familiar with the
area.

“Yes,
I know. And he definitely pointed westward up to the mountains.  As I
let him out, he thanked me for the lift and gently shut the door, and
stood still beside the car, as if patiently waiting for me to pull
off before he attempted to cross the street westward.  So I pulled
out while looking in my rearview mirror to make sure I wasn’t
pulling out in front of anyone, as it is really busy and very
dangerous on that portion of the two lane highway, with all the
people going to and from Golden and Boulder, you know.  And I wanted
to see if he crossed the road safely, but when I looked back he
wasn’t even there.  I mean he simply just vanished!”
insisted Steve.

“What
do you mean vanished?” Sherri asked, as she unconsciously likes
to repeat what someone else says.

“He
simply wasn’t there!” Steve adamantly repeated himself.

“You
just didn’t see him in the dark!” she reasoned.

“Whatever!”
Steve replied in a real irritable tone.

“Wow,
what a story, Steve. I don’t know about this so called “E”
person.  And I don’t believe in those so called “3 Sacred
and Secret Books” he purports to have either, and their
supposed foretelling the explosions tonight.  I think he actually has
something to do with the explosions, myself,” she asserted as
she picked up her check and glanced at the total, and then slammed it
back down on the table.

“What’s
wrong Sherri? You seem a little annoyed or maybe even pissed a little
bit.”

“No,
I just think this ‘E’ guy is a freak'n murderous
terrorist!”

“A
terrorist?” Steve asked surprised at Sherri’s comment.

“Yes,
a terrorist!” she at once barked back at him, “How else
could he know those things in advance?  Either he is a terrorist or
he knows of them and they confided in him, their evil plans.  He must
be part of one of those “sleeper cells”, we’re
always hearing about from the government and other terrorist experts.
 You really don’t buy that line of crap he is throwing at you
about those 3 sacred and secret books, do you Steve?”

“I
don’t know what to believe, to be quite frank with you Sherri.
I’m not exactly sure what I believe about him, but one thing is
for sure. There is something extremely odd about this “E”
character, and he definitely seems to have access to information
about events in advance of their happening.  That is certain, and I
hope I don’t run into him again, either.  I know that too!”
he angrily replied as he picked up his check, glanced at the total as
well, and reached into his wallet for the money to pay his bill and
then suddenly glanced over at Sherri, who was still rummaging through
her purse.  He then reached out to grab Sherri’s check that she
had placed back down on the table and said, “Here, let me pay
for yours, Sherri.”

Sherri
instantly stopped thumbing through her purse and quickly reached out
and grabbed her check before Steve could get his hands on it and
answered, “Thanks Steve, but no, I’ll get it, you always
get mine.  Come on it’s late. It’s almost two o’clock
in the morning.  Take me back to my car, as I need to get home and
get some rest.  This has been quite a long day and tomorrow will be
to, I’m afraid.  We could be at war with Iran even before we
wake up in the morning.  I just can’t believe what is going
on!”

“Yeah,
me neither.  After all the progress our countries have seemingly made
in the past few years, and with others as well in the Middle East,
Tehran has to go and do something stupid like test a freak’n
nuclear bomb, knowing full well it would tick off our government as
well as other governments around the world.  And what if Iran is
found out to be linked to, or responsible for the explosions as well?
 Shit could really “hit the fan” and quick, and that’s
not to mention the possible negative fallout from the New York Stock
Exchange disaster, either!” he worried.

“Yeah,
I know, come on let’s go!  Bye Maggie, bye Charlie, see you
soon,” Sherri yelled out as she put her coat on and walked
towards the exit door.

“Later
tater!” exclaimed Steve with his own silly farewell.

“See
ya, and thanks for the business,” yelled Charlie as he came
through the door of the kitchen, “And please be careful going
home, it’s still treacherous out there, you know!”

“Please
take him with you!” Maggie pleaded with Sherri as she reminded
her as she looked simultaneously over in Charlie’s direction.

“Maybe
next time,” answered Sherri as she and Steve exited through the
diner door, “See ya later.”

They
then crawled in the cold snow covered Mustang parked out front and
headed back to the news station parking lot, after wiping the heavy
snow off the windshield.

“Goodnight,
Sherri,” replied Steve as he dropped her off back at the news
station parking lot next to her car, “I’ll wait to make
sure you leave safely and I’ll see you tomorrow, if we’re
still here, that is,” he jokingly added as he stared over at
her.

“Thanks,
Steve, you be careful as well and I’ll see ya tomorrow. 
Goodnight.”

The
drive home for both Sherri and Steve despite the continuing winter
storm was thankfully uneventful.  Steve who had a much longer drive
home than Sherri, probably around 25 miles further, as he had to go
all the way to Boulder, Colorado where he resides.

He
owns a beautiful, but small suburban old Victorian home on a quiet
street, with a beautifully landscaped backyard, filled with lots of
exotic plants and numerous trees. And amidst them are winding pebble
filled walkways meandering through the tropical like atmosphere,
which reminded him of his beloved Hawaii. 


Steve
lived just a mile or so from Colorado University at Boulder, complete
with the backdrop of the beautiful and foreboding Rocky Mountain
Front Range with it’s massive red boulder cliffs that are
unique to the area, reaching high up to the sky oftentimes pushing
through the low-lying clouds that come through the area.

But
Sherri on the other hand, had only a mile or so to go from the news
station in downtown Denver to her home.  And she was the first to go
to sleep, just minutes after returning to her loft condo in LoDo
(lower downtown), just a couple of blocks from Coors Field, which is
the home of the Colorado Rockies baseball team located on Blake
Street.  


Her
cozy loft condo was an expensive, yet modest condo, extremely well
decorated by her with a definite southwestern flair to it.  Her close
proximity to the baseball stadium and magnificent views of the Rocky
Mountain Front Range, made the medium sized condo, very desirable and
extremely expensive as well.  Even though it was modest in size,
about seventeen hundred square feet, the numerous upgrades including
her water jetted bath tub with it’s gold plated faucets as well
as the highly sought after imported Italian tiled floor coverings
adorning the bathroom, not to mention the antique crystal
chandeliers, all but tripled the price of similar sized lofts in the
area.  


Additionally
her oversized balcony sported a magnificent hot tub and outside
infrared heat mounted in the covered balcony ceiling, over looking
some of the hottest sports bars and restaurants in LoDo.  LoDo was
where it was happening in downtown Denver, as numerous parties often
went into the wee hours of the morning, as the sidewalks and streets
bustled with tons of party goers and plenty of out of town sightseers
to add to the mix.

Usually
Sherri was part of the after hours scene, her being single and all,
even though she was engaged to Arnold Childers, but tonight it was
already way too late and she was both physically and emotionally
exhausted when she got home from the diner. 


Her
fiancé Arnold Childers, who had legally changed his name from
Childs to Childers, to distance himself from his father’s
reputation and notoriety, which was of the utmost priority with
Arnold was the only son of Dr. Roth S. Childs who is a well known and
powerful international banker in London, England.

His
father was an extremely intelligent person, as he was a Rhodes
Scholar graduating from the famous Oxford University in England, with
a doctorate degree in both World Finance and International Business. 



Dr.
Roth, as he is normally called, as well as Dr. Childs too, is a
person of incredible wealth, prestige and influence as he currently
is a high-ranking member of the famous and powerful political think
tank, the Council on Foreign Relations, yet many of his personal and
business affairs are clouded in secrecy, as he is extremely
distrustful of publicity.

Dr.
Roth frequently visited New York on business, but getting the chance
to spend some time with his son, as he and Arnold were not on good
terms with each other, despite his numerous attempts to make peace
with his son and hoping to have a somewhat normal relationship with
him, was a much cherished event for him when he was working in New
York.

Arnold’s
father was a very dignified, and somewhat conceited individual,
exceptionally firm in his humanist’s beliefs and oftentimes had
showed an intolerable distain for the uneducated and the extremely
poor.  Having a top quality education and exerting great influence
topped his list of enviable and to be earnestly sought after
accomplishments, which is where trouble and dissent first began to be
a contention that divided he and Arnold.

Arnold
attended Harvard Business School in Boston, against the advice and
admonition of his father, who implored him to attend Oxford
University in England, for which he had been offered a full academic
scholarship, or at least attend Stanford or Yale.  After Harvard
Business School, he also attended MIT in New York where he met Sherri
and fell in love with her.

Arnold
never liked the aristocratic and rich influence of his father and his
acquaintances, as he liked the more “down to earth”
people like Sherri, which was one of the reasons he fell in love with
her in the first place.  That along with her good looks!  And he
loved the outdoors as much as Sherri, and not the “indoor
“parlor” politics and the mind games of his father, nor
the influence that his father wielded.  


He
loved the game of golf immensely, which his father greatly despised
and had often remarked that Country Club members and owners were
those who only had a facade of being wealthy, and that they were only
“wanta be” persons of influence. Arnold took offense to
his remarks about golfers and their lifestyle.  Golf was always one
his greatest and dearest life long, and current unfulfilled passions.
 Arnold, carrying an extremely low handicap of 3, still had
aspirations of being a professional golfer, if only to be on one of
the few PGA “mini tours”, as the regular PGA tour always
seemed to be out of the reach of his abilities.

It
wasn’t the lack of money that prevented him from being a
professional golfer; to which huge amounts are needed to hone your
golfing skills, as well as to nourish launch a successful
professional golfing career, because he had plenty of it. 


Even
though he didn’t love money, like his father did, he did know
that the possession of it, could substantially up the chances of him
having a happier life, allowing more time for him to do that which he
was passionate about, instead of working incessantly to obtain the
money necessary to do the things he loved to do!  “I only work
to gain financial independence, so I won’t have to work,”
was his famous and often quoted remark, which is undoubtedly a
paradox in itself.

And
Arnold unquestionably knew how to make money, seeing he was a
successful New York banker with Chase Manhattan Bank and all,
following the career choice of his father.  He also was a highly
successful businessman owning the well known and respected CCC,
(Childers Construction Company), which specialized in golf course
development and construction, as well as golf course condominium
communities, and high rises in New York and Hawaii.

Being
much better looking and personable than his father, he had better
luck with the women, as his relationship with the beautiful and sexy
Sherri attested to the fact.  And he was very well liked and
respected by his associates, peers and employees as well.  The
loyalty of his employees was unmatched in an oftentimes cruel and
backstabbing construction industry.

Arnold
at the age of 45 was born in New York City while his father and
mother, Barbara Jennings Childers, were on a 18 month business trip
to NY, leaving their 25-room mansion in England behind.  He was born
just three months before his parents were due to return to England,
and his mother decided that she wanted to raise her son in New York,
where she was born and raised, rather than in England.  


Even
though she loved their countryside mansion in England, she always
yearned to move back to her beloved NYC, and this was her chance to
do so.  So, much to the displeasure of Dr. Roth, she remained at
their Manhattan condo with her son, and Dr. Roth returned to England,
extremely disappointed and very angry.

Much
of Arnold’s younger years were spent jockeying back and forth
from NYC to England, mainly in the summer months when school was out,
until his mother suddenly passed away when he was seventeen.  Arnold
loved his mother much more than he did his father, Dr. Childs, and he
resented spending his summers in England away from his friends in New
York, whom he had grown up with, but the agreement his mother made
with Dr. Roth, was that if Dr. Roth would let her stay in New York
and raise their son, then she would have to promise and see to it
that Arnold would spend his summers in England with Dr. Roth.

Even
though much of Dr. Childs banking obligations were done at the
stately mansion, he never seemed to have much time to spend with
Arnold.  Dr. Roth was the CEO of the Federal Reserve Bank of England,
and fulfilled whatever his duties were mostly by phone at the
mansion.  He occasionally had to drive to the bank, for meetings, but
that was about the extent of his conducting business personally at
the bank.  And occasionally he would take short business trips to New
York, Israel, and Australia as well as other international
destinations, but remained in England for the most part in the summer
while Arnold was visiting.

Dr.
Roth held many social gatherings at the mansion, both business and
non-business alike, and oftentimes it was difficult to distinguish
the difference between the two.  Arnold was pretty much while at the
mansion, looked after by the huge staff employed there by Dr. Roth. 
He liked most of the staff, of which several of them lived onsite in
their own private quarters on the estate, but Robert, who was the man
in charge of all the other staff members, was his favorite and he
lived in the mansion with Dr. Roth, so he could be called on at any
time, as he was the man in charge, as designated by Dr. Roth .  


They
took a liking to each other very early on, and remained very close
even till this day, as they continued to stay in contact with each
other on a weekly basis, if not just only by email.  Arnold looked
more to Robert as his father, than Dr. Roth, and Robert in turn
treated Arnold as his very own son, as he had no children of his own.
 


Most
of all their love of golf, was their common bond on the massive 1,500
acre estate, and Robert with the approval and blessings of Dr. Roth,
had a nine hole golf course built on the west end of the estate, just
for Arnold, and of course himself as well.  Many a sunset were
enjoyed by the two, as they loved to finish their round of golf just
before sunset, as Arnold’s dad was usually hosting one of his
numerous and fashionable house parties he threw back at the mansion.

Arnold
was not a religious man, as no one else in the family was either,
especially his father who said that religion was an aphrodisiac for
the masses, especially for Christians, who used religion as crutch,
because they had no faith in their own abilities.  Even though Robert
did attend church occasionally, he never tried to push his religion
off on Arnold, but did however, instill in him many of the desired
positive moral characteristics cherished by Christian doctrine.

But
when Arnold’s mother died unexpectedly from some mysterious and
unknown illness, Arnold developed a strong distaste for religion in
general.  And being only seventeen when his mother died, he was
expected to move back to England to live with his father, and attend
college as demanded, which didn’t help matters either.  But
Arnold refused to do so, and threatened to run away, as he was
capable of doing so because he had plenty of his own money by then,
so his father reluctantly agreed that he could remain in New York,
but to do so, he must agree that Robert would be sent to New York as
his legal temporary guardian, to look after him till his 18th
birthday, to which both Arnold and Robert were greatly pleased and
overly ecstatic.  And Robert stayed in NY actually until Arnold’s
nineteenth birthday and then returned to England to resume his duties
and position there at the mansion.

Just
within minutes after falling asleep, the ringing of her cell phone
awakened Sherri, and she groggily answered, “Hello.” 


“Hi
baby,” she heard on the other end.

“Oh,
hi baby,” she replied.

“I
was going to call you earlier tonight before I went to bed, but I
knew you were at work, the two hour time difference you know.  So I
got up early this morning at 4:30, just to try to reach you before
you went to sleep, but by the sound of your voice, I guess I’m
too late for that!”

“Oh,
that’s ok baby, I just fell asleep only a few minutes ago, I
think.”

“Well,
I just wanted to know how you were doing, and if you were ok.  I
heard on the news here in New York about the awful storm in Denver
last night, and with all the terrible explosions here and in Atlanta,
and elsewhere, I was wondering how you were taking it all?”

“Well,
it really hasn’t all sunk in yet. Way too much all at once to
digest, and I suppose that I’m a little bit frightened.  And
it’s awfully scary with Iran doing what they did in testing a
nuclear bomb, and then with all the other explosions to boot.  So
what’s happening in New York at the stock exchange, Arnold?”

“I
haven’t heard anything more, since I went to bed early last
night, and haven’t turned the TV on yet this morning to get any
updates on the situations.  I thought I’d do that after I hang
up the phone with you.  But, at any rate, I think there could be
severe economic repercussions due to the destruction of the stock
exchange building, and it will most likely have to be to be shut down
for a while, just like after 911, if you remember back?  But, we will
definitely know the results in the coming days and weeks ahead. 
Anyway, I won’t keep you up any longer as I know you are
probably exhausted, I just wanted to tell you that I love you, and to
see how you were holding up.”

“I
love you too, Arnold, and I can’t wait to see you soon, and
I’ve got something important to tell you later after I wake up,
though.”

“What
is it honey?”

“Oh,
it can wait till later, it’s just in reference to a
conservation I had after work last night with Steve at breakfast over
at Charlie’s Diner.”

“Ok
baby, let’s discuss it later today after you get some rest.  I
love you and sleep tight, ok, and tell Steve I said hello.”

“Oh,
I will, and I will talk with you later. I love you too baby, night.”

“Night.”

Immediately
after hanging up, Sherri fell asleep and Arnold began getting ready
to go to work early at the bank, knowing there would be meetings all
day concerning the New York Stock Exchange bombing, and decisions
that will need to be made on what precautions might be needed in
order to prevent a possible precarious situation with the depositors.

_________________________





Meanwhile
back in Air Force One, President Rodney was sound asleep, as both
General Perez and National Security Advisor Bates continued
collecting vital information and working on their reports to be given
to the President in a briefing that would take place shortly after he
awoke later on in the morning.

“Mr.
Bates?” asked the pilot speaking over the intercom to him while
he was in the conference room.

“Yes,
commander, go ahead’”

“The
control tower at La Guardia has informed me that the restricted air
space order over New York has been lifted, and it’s ok for us
to land there.  Should I change course and head to New York, Sir?”

“Where
are we now, commander?”

“Just
now flying about 100 miles west of Detroit, sir.” Answered the
pilot.

“Yes,
commander, change course and head to New York, and keep the jet
fighter escort until further notice, or check back with me when we
get near La Guardia Airport, please.”

“Affirmative
Sir, and our estimated time to land at La Guardia will be
approximately two hours and fifteen minutes, sir.”

“Thanks
commander, talk with you then.”

In
such cases as this during a national red alert, the protocol required
for the President’s plane, is always such as to be escorted by
a squadron of F-22 jet fighters, until the ok from the President’s
head pilot is given to abort or discontinue the escort mission.

“Ten
four,” replied the escort squadron commander after speaking
with the pilot of Air Force One about changing the route and heading
towards New York. 


__________________________





The
next morning came in Denver and the front range with much warmer
temperatures, as the major storm system had left the Rocky Mountain
region, giving way to bright sunshine and the earlier accumulation of
fluffy white snow glistened and sparkled as beautifully cut diamonds
would act. 


And
early in the morning somewhere up Hwy.46 in the foothills several
miles up from Golden, Colorado at an elevation of just under 9,000
ft., ‘E’ could be seen tromping around the “compound”
in two feet of the freshly fallen snow.

“I
need to get and store up some more firewood,” he thought to
himself as he came upon several hundred plied up 25-foot logs, left
by the previous owners.  They were piled near the “guest
quarter” building, as he called it, even though there were no
guests as yet, at this 52-acre massive complex in the mountains.  ‘E’
was the only one besides his father that was currently residing there
at the complex, but hoped that in due time there would be many others
joining them.

The
“complex” or the “compound” as ‘E’
called it consisted of four huge buildings comprising a circle of
about 5 acres of the 52 acres, surrounded by another ten thousand
acres of pristine forests, lakes and snow covered mountain peaks,
full of high country wildlife like deer, mountain lion, elk and
others.  The adjoining land was owned by the State of Colorado, and
it was called Golden Gate Canyon State Park.

The
views of the valley and nearby rocky and tall peaks could be seen
from almost anywhere on the premises and they were magnificent and
awe inspiring to anyone who had the pleasure of taking it all in. 
The facility was nestled on the top of a plateau overlooking the
northern entrance to the state park.  You actually had a 360 degree
panorama view of the valley, making it possible to see anyone who may
be attempting to access the property, especially via the ¾
mile driveway leading up to the compound, which was the only access
for vehicles to the ‘compound’, once you made it past the
gated entryway to the compound.  It was also fully equipped with
closed circuit TV cameras and motion detectors equipped with sensors
that would turn on the exterior lights mounted all around the
buildings, when set off.

It
was the perfect location to hide out and conduct any type of
operations all the while in total secrecy, unbeknown to anyone except
those present at the compound.

‘E’
lived in the 6,000 sq.ft. Residence building that the previous owners
resided in, that had close to 40 windows on the top floor that
extended completely around the entire building, giving one an
undisturbed view of the entire valley for miles as well as the other
buildings on the premises.   No obstructed views at all.

The
closest building to ‘E’s residence building and the next
one in the circle was the “dining hall building” which
sported a wooden deck completely surrounding the 4000 sq.ft. top
floor, which included a commercial kitchen of which all the
appliances were purchased from the mess hall at the Ft. Carson Army
Base in Colorado Springs, by the previous owners, which would indeed
feed an army.  


Way
back when President Clinton closed down many of the U.S.’s
military facilities and severely reduced others in the early 1990’s,
most all of the contents of the bases were sold at auction at
ridiculously low prices.  Alongside the huge kitchen was the dining
hall that could seat 200 people, which was way larger than was needed
for ‘E’s mission.  And beneath it on the 1st
floor were six huge apartments that were fully furnished from the
same source as the kitchen and dining hall was above, along with
another meeting room.

Next
in line in the circle of buildings was the “lodge building”,
which was the largest building of approximately 14,000 sq.ft., which
contained ten rooms on the middle of three floors, which had beds and
dressers to accommodate 200 guests, as well as a penthouse on the 3rd
floor of about 2,000 sq.ft., which was the highest point of any of
the four buildings.  It was absolutely perfect for any “lookout”
or “observation post”, again with windows encircling the
entire space looking similar to a control tower at any airport, as it
was also complete with communications equipment, including computers,
two way radios, a short wave radio which went along with the short
wave 150 ft. radio tower just a few yards from the building, and the
main switchboard for the intercom system and telephones, as well as
what looked like a closed circuit television system, to view various
points on the 52 acre complex.

And
next to the “lodge building’ was the 8,000 sq.ft. two
stories “gymnasium building”, which included not only a
full court basketball court, but a separated area with pool tables,
weight room, air hockey and other recreational items, rounding off
the circle of buildings.  It was the perfect place to stay in shape
and have a little fun too, after putting in a hard day’s work,
for anyone who stayed there, which at this point was only ‘E’
and his father.

Not
that ‘E’ needed anywhere near all the space or
accommodations available at this compound, for his “cause”.
  But it was all there anyway along with the secluded 52 acres he
needed for privacy, etc. and at a ridiculously low price that a
regular sized home would normally cost.  The former owners needed to
liquidate their assets immediately and unexpectedly, so they took the
first legitimate offer that ‘E’” presented, and
since they owed nothing on the complex, they accepted ‘E’s”
offer of only three hundred thousand dollars, which he paid them in
hard cash.  The owners received their much-needed monies extremely
quick, and ‘E’” got the perfect place for his
endeavors at a bargain basement price, so both parties were extremely
happy with the transaction.

“And
I need to check the underground water tanks, too,” thought ‘E’
as he continued to think to himself as he methodically walked around
and inspected the property for the first time, since purchasing it
only four days earlier.  The underground water holding tanks held
nearly 40,000 gallons of fresh cold water that was pumped into it
from the four on site wells.  


“This
will be plenty of storage for water needed for an extended stay,
should the power fail for any reason not allowing for the pumping of
additional water into it,” he reasoned, “And it’s
great tasting too!”

As
‘E’ continued to explore the area in and around the
compound, he came upon a huge “semi-underground” bunker
behind the dining hall building, that was exposed only in the front
where the entry door was.  He opened the 12-inch thick wooden door
and attempted to glance inside, but it was pitch dark and much colder
compared to the 60-degree sunshine heated outdoors.

Blindly
running his hands along and up and down the wall to the right of the
opened door, he searched for a light switch should it have one. 
“Ahhhhh, found it,” he remarked out loud with surprise as
though he was speaking to someone, as his fingers made contact with
what he believed to be the light switch.

“Wow,
this is perfect,” he again remarked out loud as the newly found
source of light lit up the space in the bunker, “We can store
lots and lots of food, here!”

What
‘E’ had stumbled across was a huge “root cellar”
of several hundred sq.ft., the largest he had ever seen, he thought,
complete with rows of metal shelving.  With it being completely
underground except for the small entrance, and with concrete walls
over 12 inches thick, the temperature remained a constant 52 degrees
in the summer.  Back in the day before refrigeration, root cellars
are where potatoes, carrots and such were kept.  


“This
is perfect for storing canned food, potatoes and the like, guarding
them from spoiling should the electricity fail as well as extending
their shelf life,” he thought to himself.

As
he continued to explore the cellar, he came across a large rectangle
shaped wooden crate at the back of the cellar almost completely
covered with dirt setting in the corner with several old “tote
sacks” over it as well, almost completely concealing it from
view.  But since “E’s” eyesight was perfect, he had
almost no trouble seeing it when he was standing nearly on top of it.

“Hmmm,
wonder what this is?  It looks like an ammunition crate,” he
whispered aloud as he attempted to open the crate to unveil its
contents, when suddenly he was startled by the sudden sound of what
he thought to be a car engine.  He immediately released the top of
the crate before he could open it, turned and quickly ran to the
entrance of the cellar only to notice an old olive drab colored,
military looking 4x4 vehicle come from around the corner of the
dining hall making its way towards the front of the cellar.

The
old beat up 4x4 that was sputtering and spitting all the way up the
steep driveway, came to a stop directly in front of the cellar where
‘E’ stood at the entrance.  Then immediately the engine
ceased running as a somewhat tall, average weight and nearly bald man
in his middle 50’s, with what looked to be a week old beard on
his face, exited the vehicle and slowly walked around the front of it
and said, “How’d, neighbor.”

“Hi,”
replied back ‘E’ to the stranger who had just arrived.

“Sorry,
hope, I didn’t startle you,” the stranger apologetically
replied.

“Well,
to be honest, you may have surprised me a bit,” answered ‘E’.

“I
heard that someone had recently just purchased the property, and I
thought I would be neighborly and introduce myself to them.  Oh, by
the way,” he said as he turned back around and proceeded to
walk to the passenger door and open it, “I have a housewarming
gift for you, hope you like jerky,” he asked.

“Well,
thank you very much, I do like jerky as a matter of fact, I used to
eat it all the time where I came from,” ‘E’
answered back, “What kind is it?”

“Why,
elk of course.  This place is plum full of roaming elk, you’ll
see!” exclaimed the stranger.

As
the stranger retrieved the elk meat in a container from the front
passenger seat, and brought it over to ‘E’ who was
standing just a few feet away from him away from the cellar entry, he
offered his extended free right hand to ‘E’ and
introduced himself to him.

“My
name is Jeffery, glad to meet you.”

“Glad
to meet you too!  Neighbor, you said?”

“Yes,
I just live a few hundred yards from your property line over that
way,” he remarked as he pointed in a westward direction, “I’m
not too far from the pond on the south portion of your property.”

“Oh,
I’m sorry, my name is ‘E’”, he apologetically
replied as he then extended his hand to greet Jeffery.  “I
didn’t know this property had a pond on it, nor any neighbors
either, for that matter,” a confused and bewildered ‘E’
pointed out in a friendly manner. 


“E,”
that’s a short name.”

“Yes,
it is short isn’t it?  It’s short for Eli.” 


“Well,
that’s an easy one to remember,” he replied jokingly, “Oh
yeah; you’ve got a nice pond about two and a half acres worth,
nestled down in the valley to the south.  Lots of fish and big ones,
too,” informed Jeffery as he finally handed over the elk jerky.
 “Did you do a lot of fishing where you’re  from, ‘E’?”

“Yes,
I did a little fishing when I could find the time.”

“And
where did you say you were from Eli?”

“I
didn’t,” fired back “E”, “And please,
please call me “E”.  And I’m originally from the
Middle East.”

“Where
in the Middle East?”

“Oh,
I don’t think you would know of it, it doesn’t matter.”

“You’re
not one of those terrorists, are you?” asked Jeffery in a
jokingly manner all the while sporting a serious look on his face
too.

“Of
course not,” quickly replied ‘E’, “Isn’t
that terrible what happened last night in New York and Atlanta?”

“And
at the Pentagon too, you know.  Yes, it is terrible and I think
everyone of the explosions have the mark
of terrorists, don’t
you think?”

“Yep,
seems like it to me. Hope they catch the infidels!” exclaimed
‘E’.

“I’m
just kidding about your being a terrorist, you know.  I have a
somewhat dry sense of humor, as you will find out as time goes on.”

“Oh,
I know you were kidding, I think, and there’s nothing wrong
with a dry sense of humor I guess.  Better that, than none at all,
don’t you think Jeffery?”

“That’s
what I say, damn it ‘E’, I got what I got!”

They
then stood quietly for a few more seconds eyeing and checking one
another out, each in their own unique sort of way.

“So
exactly where do you live, Jeffery, and how did you get to here.  I
mean I don’t know of any other roads around here for miles, I
don’t think,” he tried to explain to Jeffrey.

“Oh,
like I said, just next to your property line on the west.  And yep
you’re right, there are no other roads nearby.  But if you go
about 3 miles up the main road, Hwy 46, you’ll find a dirt road
turnoff on the left.  Go about two miles west on that road and you’ll
see another dirt road off the left.  And if you go down it another
two miles south, my place is off the left way back in the trees. 
It’s just a little two-room cabin, hardly noticeable in the
trees and hidden behind the rocks.  I live by myself, you know, I
like it that way.  Those women as you know, can be a real headache. 
My ole lady left me years ago.  She didn’t like it up in the
mountains, a city gal and all, you know!  And good riddin’s
too, hard to get along with and a real pain in the ass!”

“Well
no wonder she left you, living in a two room small cabin in the
mountains out in the middle of nowhere!   It’s hard on a lady,”
‘E’ theorized about Jeffery’s divorce.

“Oh
no, we didn’t live here in the cabin, I bought this place after
she divorced me.  We lived in a nice big place.  And she wasn’t
no lady either.  So what do you do for a living, ‘E’?  
What do you have planned for this huge place?”

“Oh,
I’m retired now.  I was a social worker.  And I really don’t
have any definite plans as yet, for the place.  But we’ll
figure it out someday.   I’m really in no hurry.”

“Awfully
big place for just one family, ‘E’, you must have some
idea of what you want to do with it?” Jeffrey asked him
noticing that he said “we’ll” figure it out, like
there was more than one person at the place!

“Oh,
no I’m not married.  I’m single and I like it just fine! 
It’s just me here.”

“Hmmm!
 I thought you said “we’ll” figure out what to do
with the place?”

“Well,
my father is coming out to live with me.  That’s what I meant. 
Just dad, no wife,” was his response, not feeling comfortable
about telling him his dad was already there.


Jeffrey pondered his answer and
added, “Hell me too, like I said.  I see we have something in
common.  No wives.  Hell I’d drink to that, if I had one, but I
drank all I had.  This reminds me why I got out today in the first
place. I was headed down to the liquor store and decided to stop by
on the way and introduce myself to my new neighbors, you know.  Well
I must be on my way.  Just thinking about a drink makes me thirsty,
you know!”

“No,
I wouldn’t know.  I don’t drink myself,” replied
‘E’.

“Well,
maybe I can fix that in the future.  You don’t know what you’re
missing out on, Eli!”

“Please
call me ‘E’,” he replied, “Miss’ in out
on a hangover, I imagine”.

“Sorry,
‘E’, I’ll have to remember to call you that, but
you might have to bear with me for awhile, though.  And that’s
funny.  Miss’n out on a hangover.  Yep that’s funny! 
Anyway, nice to meet you ‘E’, hope to see you again,
soon.”

“Yes,
me too, Jeffery,” replied ‘E’” who was
anxious to get back to the crate and the rest of his exploring, so
too speak.

They
shook hands again, this time bidding each other farewell, and Jeffery
slowly returned to his beat up 4x4, started it up, turned around
waving to ‘E’ and then he slowly disappeared around the
buildings and back down the long dirt driveway.  


As
Jeffery left, ‘E’ thought to himself as he returned to
the entrance to the cellar, “I have to go find and check out
that pond Jeffery was talking about, fish sounds good, and a great
source of food if you need it in a pinch, especially if the food runs
out for some reason.”

Already
forgetting about the crate in the cellar, ‘E’ turned the
light off and locked the door and continued exploring the rest of the
compound and grounds for the rest of the gorgeous day high up in the
Rockies, tromping through the fluffy white sparkling snow and
enjoying the remarkably warm sunshine as well.































































“Would
you please have some coffee and the usual breakfast delivered to me,
please Mr. Donaldson,” ordered the President as he awoke ready
to meet the challenges ahead, brought on by last night’s chaos
and destruction.  It was early in the morning as he had only gotten a
few hours sleep, but was ready to be briefed by his advisors and
looking forward to addressing the UN Security Council.

While
pressing his finger on the intercom he spoke with the chief pilot to
find out when they would be landing at La Guardia Airport and was
informed that his awakening was in good timing as they were just
about to land in just a few minutes.  He then spoke with Gen. Perez,
finding both the General and Mr. Bates to have not slept at all
during the night, and they were anxious to speak with him.

“Good
morning Mr. President, “Did you have a good night’s rest,
even if it was just a few hours?” inquired Mr. Bates.

“As
a matter of fact, I did, thank you and good morning to you too, Bill.
 And good morning to you too General.”

“Good
morning, Sir.  Good to see you up so early and looking fit too, I
might add.”

“Thanks
General, I do feel fit.  Do you have my briefings ready?” Asked
the President.

“Yes
sir, I’m prepared and ready when you are.”

“How
about you, Mr. Bates?”

“Yes
sir, I’m ready as well.”

“Well
then, let’s get down to business gentlemen.  We’ll be
landing in just a few minutes and I need to get over to the UN early,
and then get back to Washington.  It’s going be a long day, I’m
afraid.  First of all, I want to know about any confirmed casualties
reported so far in Atlanta followed by those at the other bombed
locations.”

“Yes
sir.  Concerning Atlanta Sir, there have been six deaths confirmed at
the CDC.  Three were security guards and two were cleaning crew
members,” reported Gen. Perez in a somber tone, “and the
other one was a scientist named Dr. Harold Coshman.”

“I’m
sorry to hear that, General.  That’s horrible, just plain
horrible!  And in New York?”

“Unfortunately
the casualties are considerably worse there, Sir.  There were 66
confirmed dead and more feared dead as they are continuing to sift
through the rubble as daybreak is bringing much better conditions
that will be more conducive to the ongoing recovery efforts. 
Twenty-six firefighters perished when the building collapsed and
twenty-one onlookers were trampled to death as they desperately tried
to escape the dust and debris when the building totally collapsed. 
And nineteen perished inside the building, consisting of security
guards, cleaning personnel, and others.”

“My
God!” replied the shocked President, “That’s
horrifying.  Damn it, someone or some persons are going to pay dearly
for all those lives lost.  Those responsible will get justice and
without mercy, I pray.  Damn it!  We have got to get control of this
terrorist business once and for all.  We’re gonna have to step
up our searches and weed them out and bring them to swift justice.”

“Yes
sir, I’m with you 100% Mr. President, but you know that the
Homeland Security department is severely strapped because of under
funding.  There is not enough money as you well know, Sir, to
adequately staff it the way we feel it should be staffed. ”
replied Mr. Bates.

“Yes,
I know very well the poor funding situation, and the American people
are taxed to death already.  We must figure out a way to get more
money into the coffers of the Homeland Security, but there just isn’t
any more money, and hell, I have promised the American citizens that
I would cut taxes for the middle class and the poorest Americans, and
God willing, I will keep my promise, so help me!” remarked the
President furiously.  “Sorry I got off on finances, but this
shortage of funding for national security is becoming a real serious
matter, indeed.”

“Yes
sir, and the media is beginning to turn on you a bit already, as they
are saying the former President did keep us safe from terrorism ever
since “911”, and that the during your campaign your
opponents warned the voters that this could very easily happen due to
your lack of foreign policy experience.”

“Well
I can’t do anything about that now, now can I? Anyway, get the
names of those who lost their lives and those of their closest
relatives as well, and send them all condolences from me personally,
right away, please Bill,” firmly insisted the President.

“Yes
sir, I’ll get on it immediately after our briefing is
completed.”

“Thank
you Bill.  What a mess.  The American people are going to be inflamed
and irate about this terrorism crap!!  Any word yet on who may be
responsible.  Is anyone claiming responsibility yet?”

“Yes
sir, Al Qaeda issued a statement about an hour ago.  Al Jerez
television reported them taking credit for all three bombings, Sir,”
replied the General.

“Well,
our first assumption on their being the culprits, proved true didn’t
it?”

“Yes
Sir,” both Gen. Perez and Mr. Bates agreed.

“I’ll
go further out on a limb, and say that I believe this was the work of
“sleeper cells” in the U.S. as well.  I think we have a
handle on terrorists getting into the country from overseas, but not
from Mexico, and we evidently have more work to do concerning the
those sleeper cells already here, who have blended in with our normal
citizens!  We’re going to have to fix that problem and fix it
fast!”

“On
another note, Sir, we have some new information concerning Iran’s
supposed nuclear testing.”

“Well,
what is it General?” asked the President.

“Well
Sir, we have reports both from Russia and the National Center for
Seismic Activity in Golden, Colorado as well, and both reports seem
to concur with each other.  The reports are that they are certain an
underground test had occurred, but on an extremely small scale.  The
reports indicated by measuring the seismic waves, is that the
underground explosion was less than one kiloton, Sir.”

“One
kiloton?”

“Yes
sir, under one kiloton.”

The
bomb that was dropped on Hiroshima was 12-15 kilotons.  A kilo ton is
the equivalent of 1000 tons of TNT.  So the bomb dropped on Hiroshima
was equivalent to 12,000 – 15,000 tons of TNT.  So by using
those figures, Iran’s nuclear test was only around 500 tons, or
about one-half of one kiloton.”

“And
the Russian’s seismic indicators came up with approximately the
same results, did they?” asked the President.

“Yes
Sir, they did as well, but just slightly more.”

“Well
that’s not much of a test, is it General?” wondered the
President.

“No
sir, it isn’t.  Such a bomb would not do much damage.  Hell
Sir, we have aircraft and submarines carrying 10 megaton warheads,
which is equivalent to ten million tons of TNT, which is 1000
kilotons,” boasted the General.

“So
what is your analysis, General, concerning them having nuclear
warheads already on ballistic missiles ready to fire on Israel, as
you thought last night?” asked Mr. Bates.

“Well,
in my opinion, I do not now believe, after receiving this new
information that it is probable that they do.  I would think that
they would continue working on their capabilities of having a much
more powerful nuclear bomb, of at least one megaton anyway, and not
less than one kiloton, before thinking about firing them at anyone. 
It would in my opinion, to be in Tehran’s best interest to be
able to inflict much greater damage to Israel, than what their tests
prove that they are currently capable of.  It would be downright
stupid, to risk war with the United States or Israel over a
non-threatening single megaton nuclear bomb, wouldn’t you
think, Mr. President?” stated the General.


“Hell, I can’t
believe they would even test one, knowing our stern admonition
against them doing so, but yes, I would concur with your assessment,
General.  What about you, Mr. Bates, would you agree with the General
and I?”

“Yes,
I would also agree, Sir.  It definitely would be awfully careless and
stupid on their part, and I don’t believe they are that stupid.
 If they did fire such a weak nuclear missile or any missile that is
not sufficient to inflict catastrophe damage on its target for that
matter, they know full well that either Israel or the US would in
fact set their nuclear program back for many years, like Israel did
once before to Iraq’s nuclear program.  They bombed the piss
out of their suspected nuclear facilities in the past.  They know
they may have only one shot at annihilating Israel, and I don’t
think they would risk doing minor damage to them, and thus having
themselves no real deterrent to us from firing on them!”
concluded Mr. Bates.

“Yes,
but Mr. President, you must not forget, it was a successful test
nonetheless, even though it was a low level one, and it is just a
matter of time before they successfully increase the power of the
nuke, to what I believe, they would feel is adequate enough to take
the risk of using one on Israel or any of our allies in the region,
for that matter, Sir.”

“How
long General, do you think it would take for them to do so?”
inquired the President.

“Of
course I can’t be sure Sir, but I wouldn’t think it would
take them very long, maybe six to nine months, or possibly even
sooner than that.  It is hard to estimate, but other previous similar
instances of this by other nations, reveals a similar timeline.”

“Well
then, is there anything more, gentlemen?  You know we’ve landed
in New York already and I should really “get a move on it”
and get over to the UN. that is waiting as I speak for me in order to
begin again!”

“No
Sir, that is all that I have,” answered Gen. Perez.

“I
just have one more item to address Sir.”

“Go
ahead, Bill.”

“Well
there is the matter of the New York Stock Exchange, Sir.  Will it be
up and running today, do you think?”

“I
don’t know, Bill, but I would assume it would not be open for a
few more days if not even a great deal longer.”

“Well,
what do you think the impact on Wall Street will be after all these
bombings and the Iran ordeal?”

“I
wouldn’t think it is going to be positive, Bill.  And it’s
a shame too, as it took awhile for it to recover some after the
collapse in 2008 and early 2009.  I’ll be meeting with my top
economic advisors back in Washington, later today, after I finish my
business at the UN, before I can make any recommendations on the
matter.  But between you and me and the fencepost, I’d invest
in gold.  It would be a good time to do that if you haven’t
already done so.  Yes, I think I’d buy as much gold as I could,
Bill, if it were me!” suggested the President as he gave Bill a
confident stare.

“Well
if there is nothing more gentlemen, I’m going back to my
quarters and get ready for the meeting at the UN, and so this
briefing is now concluded,” the President informed them.

Then
the President stood up and thanked Mr. Bates and General Perez for
their reports and their insights as well as their staying up all
night, without any sleep and promised that their devotion to their
work and to the American people would not go unnoticed.

After
retreating to his personal quarters he carefully finished preparing
his notes from the information he received earlier from Gen. Perez,
to address the UN.  Afterwards he took a few minutes to reflect on
the previous evening’s disasters and then began to cry
uncontrollably for those who had needlessly died, and finally quickly
regrouped himself and headed over for the UN meeting after devouring
his breakfast.


Upon arriving at the UN
Headquarters he was greeted by Secretary General Nehemiah Cohen and
he discussed what he and Gen. Perez had ascertained earlier,
concerning Iran’s threat to world peace and stability, and the
soon eventuality of Iran’s attaining a useable and threatening
nuclear weapon.

Neither
of them liked the options, but knew that decisive action of some form
must be taken immediately by the UN, or if not only by the United
States themselves acting alone.

The
decision to take military action taken against Iraq by earlier U.S.
administrations without the support of the UN, and its going it alone
had diminished the world’s positive view of the U.S., and took
many difficult years to reinstate.  The President hoped it would be
different this time, and would do all he could do to muster up
support from the international community.  But first he had to decide
what appropriate action should be taken against Tehran, and that
would be no easy matter for him, as he had promised diplomatic
dialogue instead of confrontation with Iran, during his campaign.

After
meeting privately with Sec. Nehemiah Cohen, he met momentarily with
Britain’s Prime Minister, as well Australia’s, Israel’s,
France’s as well as the German Chancellor, to try and get a
consensus, before addressing the UN Security Council.  He knew he
would have as usual, a tuff road ahead with Russia and China, who
traditionally vetoed any actions aimed against Iran or North Korea,
especially military ones.

Then
after meeting with the other heads of state, the UN Security Council
Emergency Session began, and the U.S. President decided not to
propose a resolution of his own, but wanted to wait to see if any of
the others would propose one first, but that definitely would not
happen today.

Russia
gave its lengthy summation, based on its own seismic readings, which
basically concluded that there was no immediate threat from Iran, and
therefore moved that the Emergency Meeting be adjourned and the
matter be addressed later at a regular UN General Assembly meeting. 
It was quickly seconded by China and given that there were no
objections by any heads of state, the matter was closed and the
Emergency Meeting was adjourned.  Unfortunately, it had gone
precisely as the President thought, but he wasn’t sure he would
let the matter be dropped so easily.

So
before leaving the premises at the UN, he had asked some of the other
nation’s heads of state for a not to distant meeting of NATO
(North American Treaty Organization) members to discuss this matter
further, but also knew that even with these his allies, the meeting
would also probably end with the same results as did with the UN, but
he certainly couldn’t let this provocative incidence of Iran’s
testing any type of nuclear bomb, regardless of how “low level”
it was, to just fade away without any repercussions to Iran for their
defying the adamant world opinion against it, not to mention their
reneging on their former treaty, which forbid them to do so.

But
President Rodney, much to his surprise could not even get them to
agree to have a NATO meeting on the subject.  Bewildered and
dejected, he had to return to Washington without any international
support to take action against Iran’s leaders in Tehran.  “If
only the U.S. could prove that Tehran was responsible for backing or
supplying the necessary funds for the terrorists to carry out any of
the previous bombings, then I would have a much stronger chance of
getting the international community to take action,” he thought
to himself as he walked out the doors of the UN.






_______________________________





On
the other side of the continent, Sherri was unwillingly slowly waking
up out of her long but unmerciful sleep, stretching that beautiful
naked body of hers, as she liked sleeping in the nude, and slowly
trying to get up and out of her bed.  Bright sunshine was greeting
her as well, as it steadily streamed into her bedroom from her
south-facing window, because it was close to noon and the sun was now
up in the southern sky beaming in on her. 



After several long minutes of
just staring out her window in a slight daze, thoughts of the
devastating events that happened yesterday began to fill her mind,
and she as a result, immediately began to get depressed.  And just as
soon as those thoughts began to play out in her depressed mindset,
she quickly had recollections of a hellish nightmare last night,
which was awfully similar to the ones that had plagued her for over
twenty-five years of her life.

She
then began to tremble and sank even further into depression, as she
rolled over on the bed with her face firmly pushed down in her
pillow, as tears abruptly began to fall uncontrollably from her eyes.
 The tears became more pronounced and they began to soak her soft
white pillow, when suddenly the phone rang.  Still too upset, she
just continued to lay there and sustained her crying without even
making any attempt to answer the phone whatsoever.  If she had known
who was calling, she probably would have immediately picked up the
phone, for it was her beloved Arnold calling to check on her.

Arnold,
knowing of her long time bouts of depression which usually resulted
from her persistent nightmares, was extremely compassionate and
patient with her, and oftentimes he was able to console her and bring
her out of her state of deep depression, rather quickly.

Her
father Jonathan Foster, had himself on numerous occasions over the
years, attempted to alleviate her bouts of depression and nightmares
by getting her some of the best psychological therapy that money
could buy, but unfortunately for Sherri, to no avail.

Sherri
would continue go to her therapy sessions for a couple two or three
consecutive times, but then would not return for months on end, as
there were no significant or even any recognizable positive results
achieved by them.

She
had even tried hypnosis several times, but those sessions were
unsuccessful as well, so she gave up on them as offering any hope of
shedding any light on her problem.  All of the nightmares were
similar in many respects, but were also different in some aspects,
such as there being different locations and other surroundings, which
seemed to imply that they were not the same ones, but new and
different nightmares.  


Sherri
was of the opinion that her nightmares had some basis in real life in
fact, as they seemed just too real not to be.  It was if she was
dreaming about actual real occurrences, but all of her therapists did
not agree with her, hence her attempts at hypnosis, but the hypnosis
therapists could not get her to go under.  Not everyone is
susceptible to suggestion, they informed her, as she had clearly
demonstrated that fact herself.

Sherri,
still lying with her head on her tear soaked pillow, began to drift
back in her mind to this, one of her most hellish and frightening
nightmares, which consisted of her being abducted by what seemed to
be an alien, aboard a UFO or some sort of  other world spacecraft.  


She
was only thirteen when this nightmare had begun to surface.  As she
described to her therapist, she was taking an ordinary walk on a
moonlit summer night on her childhood Arizona ranch, as she commonly
did.  She had just emerged from walking through a heavy thicket of
tall brush, when she came upon a clearing where you could see the
beautiful city lights of Phoenix off in the background below in the
valley, which was only several miles away.  This particular portion
of the ranch property was a few hundred feet higher than the rest of
the property, which afforded inspiring and spectacular night views of
Phoenix way off in the distance.  She often came here with her
grandfather before he died, and loved this spot more than any other
at the ranch.


Upon entering the clearing there
were a couple extremely large rocks or boulders, which seemed
particularly out of place, just setting there by themselves as if
they were placed there with some specific purpose in mind.  One of
the rocks was about twelve to fifteen feet in diameter, with a smooth
flat spot, which seemed to be carved out in the center of it by
something other than natural forces, making it an excellent and
unusually comfortable seat in which to relax, lay back and enjoy the
view.  It even had a slightly sloped back to it which even made it
extremely more comfortable, as it had the feel of a soft recliner
that you could slouch down in and look up at the incredible stars
that seemed to be just slightly out of reach.  


Plus
it was so incredibly dark there, due to the fact that there were
absolutely no lights there at all in the entire area, making it an
ideal spot for clear viewing of the sparkling stars and the distant
Milky Way, not viewable in most places with their lights interfering.

Not
long after Sherri had sat down and got herself comfortable on the
rock, she noticed what seemed to be a star or maybe even a satellite
moving quickly across the moonlit sky, and the object seemed to get
increasingly closer and closer only to slow down and then completely
come to a screeching halt.  Thinking that it was maybe her eyes
causing the apparent anomaly, she squinted them to try to adjust her
focus, when just that quick the object she had thought was a star or
possible satellite, suddenly appeared within a few hundred yards
immediately above her as it hovered quietly, seemingly making
absolutely no noise at all, or at least any that she could hear.

This
was no distant star, nor was this a satellite she thought to herself.
 It was some sort of spacecraft she reasoned and it wasn’t like
anything she had ever seen before except for in the movies.  Her
first reaction before being thrown into a “zombie like state”
was to get up off the rock and run as fast as she could back home to
the safety of her dad and the house, but she found herself instantly
“frozen in time” as it were.  Her entire body was
paralyzed except for her eyes as the unidentified craft continually
emitted a soft light blue light from beneath it covering Sherri and
the rock she was sitting on.  She had full motion of her eyes, but
that was the full extent of her voluntary motion.

Fear
then began to grip her whole body and she trembled on the inside as
chills ran up and down her spine engulfing her whole being, as she
began to open her mouth to scream, that heretofore was paralyzed. 
She began to try to yell at the top of her lungs, but no sound would
come out.  She could not even utter a single word, as only silence
filled her mouth and the night air around her.  It was utter and
total silence, and not a peep would even eek out from her now
extremely dry lips.  That, added to her complete paralysis,
significantly increased her fear to the point she thought her mind
would explode into little pieces and fall upon the desert floor for
the desert’s nocturnal creatures to come across and feast on.

Suddenly
the intruding spacecraft landed on the ground beside her after
extending what seemed to be long metal like pods coming out from
within the ship.  There were four pods in all, at precise intervals
between them around the sphere shaped silver and extremely light blue
colored craft.

Only
a matter of seconds passed after the pods positioned themselves
firmly on the ground, when a staircase extended from the center of
the craft lowering itself to the desert floor and then craft itself
proceeded to glow in a bright, but light blue color, as the light
surrounding the staircase turned into a glowing and brilliant red
color.

Still
paralyzed and voiceless, all Sherri could do is lay there and stare
in her heightened and highly frightened state of mind as the events
slowly unfolded before her eyes, which were wide open and in awe, as
she noticed someone or something begin to descend down the metal
staircase towards her.  The red glowing light around the staircase
began to flicker making the situation even more surreal and eerie to
her, not to mention becoming devastatingly more frightening as well. 


As
the object of her attention slowly continued to descend down the
staircase, large blasts of fine mist sprayed the air around it,
seemingly coming from tiny holes around the pods, floating aimlessly
in the cool Arizona night air.

Suddenly
the phone rang again, jolting Sherri out of her semi-state of
consciousness.  She blinked her eyes several times as to mentally
adjust to her surroundings, and looked over to her cell phone lying
on the nightstand beside her bed, hesitating momentarily as if to
ponder whether or not to answer the continuing ringing phone.

Confused
and somewhat disorientated, she slowly reached over to grab the phone
and rolled her naked body over onto her back, revealing a body most
women would die for, repositioned her head and answered the phone,
“Hello.”

“Hi
honey, did I wake you?” asked the voice from the other end of
the line.

“Oh,
hi Arnold, I’m so glad you called,” she answered in a
shaken voice, “No you didn’t wake me.  I was just
reliving another nightmare in my mind, when you called.”

“You
were having another nightmare?”

“No,
I had another last night, and when I awoke this afternoon, I began
thinking about all those awful things that happened yesterday, and I
got depressed, so I laid back down and then I started to remember one
of my previous nightmares from back when I was 13 I think.  I really
can’t remember how old I was, but it was a long time ago!”

“Oh,
I see,” Arnold responded, “One of the  bad ones, honey?”

“Yes,
I’m so glad you called Arnold.”

“I’m
sorry, Sherri, are you ok now?”

“No,
not really.  I just want to go back to sleep.  I don’t want to
go to work tonight.  I don’t want to face the day, today.  I
just want to go back to sleep and not have anymore of these
terrifying nightmares.”

Knowing
that this was one the symptoms of depression, he knew that her
reluctance to stay awake and face the day and to go back to sleep was
a sign of her being deeply depressed, as she has done this many times
before.

“It’ll
be ok, sweetie.  It’s just a nightmare; it’s not for
real.  Nothing bad is going to happen to you.  No one is after you,
after all, you haven’t had any new episodes of a different
sort, such as being abducted again in almost 20 years, right?”

“Yeah,
I suppose you are right, Hun.  But they seem so real you know?”

“I
know sweetie, but they are just nightmares, ok?”

“Yeah,
I know.”

“Hey,
not to change the subject, but I almost forgot.  What was this you
wanted to tell me today about your conversation with Steve last night
at breakfast after work?” asked Arnold curiously.

“Oh
yeah, I forgot too.  This is really weird, Arnold.  You won’t
believe what I’m about to tell you.” She said as she
totally forgot about her nightmares, which is exactly what Arnold
wanted to accomplish in changing the subject.  


It
nearly always worked before for him, so he thought he would give it
another try this time as well.

“What
Sherri, tell me!”

“Well
Steve was telling me that he picked up this hitchhiker the night
before last on his way home and this guy told him that three places
would be bombed the next day in the U.S.”

“What!”
exclaimed Arnold, “ How is that possible?  He knew that the
CDC, the New York Stock Exchange and the Pentagon would be bombed?”

“Well,
he didn’t exactly name them according to Steve, but he said the
bell wouldn’t ring the next day in New York, which we think was
referring to the traditional ringing of the bell at the opening and
closing of trading at the Stock Exchange!”

“That
makes sense I guess.  But Sherri, that’s serious business!  Did
either Steve or you promptly notify the authorities?”

“No!
Should we have?” asked Sheri.

“Well
hell yeah, Sherri!  What’s the hitchhiker’s name?”

“Steve
said his name was ‘E’.”

“What
kind of name is that?  Did he give a last name?”

“No.”

“What
did he look like?  Where does he live?  Did Steve drop him off at
home or someplace at work or something?”

“No,
he didn’t drop him off at work.  He just dropped him off at the
intersection of Hwy 92 and Hwy 46 over in Golden.  He said he lived
up in the mountains west of Hwy 92.”

“And
what did Steve say he looked like?”

“He
said he possibly looked like Middle Eastern descent.” Answered
Sherri.

“Sherri,
we need to notify the authorities.  This guy could be a terrorist,
you know?”

“Yeah,
I know.  That’s what I thought too.  But what would we tell the
authorities.  Hey we picked up this hitchhiker named ‘E’
who said some bombing would happen and then he vanished into thin
air?  We don’t know even where he lives, where he works, his
full name nor anything else about him.  Besides, who would we call
anyway?” asked Sherri.

“We
would call the local Homeland Security Department and tell them just
what all we, or what Steve knows!  They’ll know what to do.”
assured Arnold.

“Ohhh
Arnold, I really don’t want to get involved with all this. 
It’s probably nothing anyway!”

“Probably
nothing!  Hell Sherri, this guy’s probably part of some
terrorist “sleeper cell” or something.  He knew in
advance these bombings would occur.  That’s serious business,
Sherri,” Arnold answered while stunned at her not calling the
proper authorities.

“Steve
said the hitchhiker said he got the information from 3 Secret and
Sacred books.”

“Three
secret and sacred books, bullshit!  They may be secret but not
sacred.  Secret to the ones it’s going to happen to maybe. 
That’s a lot of bunk.  Maybe they were written and put in a
book by the ones who planned the bombings, like Bin Laden or
somebody.  Hell Sherri, do you know how important it would be to our
government to get hold of these papers or books?”

“Arnold,
I wasn’t even supposed to tell you any of this.  Steve made me
promise that I wouldn’t tell anyone about this.  Now I’ve
betrayed his trust!” Sherri said regretfully, “and if he
had anything to do with the bombings, why would he tell someone,
especially in advance of them happening.  That doesn’t make
sense, Arnold.  He would be taking a big chance, don’t you
think?”

“I
don’t know Sherri, it is a little odd I guess.  Maybe he wants
to get caught.  Some criminals do stuff like that, you know?  Anyway,
you’ve done the right thing by telling me Sherri.  I’ll
handle it from here; you won’t have to do a thing.  I’ll
notify the local Homeland Security office, but I’m sure they’re
gonna want to talk to Steve to get a description of this guy and
whatever else Steve can tell them that might be of importance.  I
need to let you go and get on this immediately, Sherri.  Ok?”
Arnold insisted.

“Ok,
but Steve’s really gonna be upset with me.  I wish I hadn’t
even told you now!” responded Sherri with sadness and
trepidation. 


As
soon as Arnold hung up the phone with Sherri, she wandered naked and
aimlessly about her Denver LoDo condo nervously pacing back and forth
wondering how Steve would respond, knowing that she had violated his
trust in her.  She knew she had to call Steve and let him know before
he found out from someone else, namely someone from the Homeland
Security Department.  She knew she had gotten herself into a
difficult situation, and had to call Steve and warn him first
regardless of the outcome.  That was the least she could do.  She at
least owed him that much, she thought to herself.

Anxiously,
she walked over to her nightstand where she had laid down the phone
after talking with Arnold and picked it up and scrolled down her
address book for Steve’s number, all the while wondering how
she should explain herself to him.  She then pressed the call button
and again nervously paced back and forth waiting for Steve to answer.
 The phone rang and rang several times until she was prompted to
leave a message on the recorder.

“Damn,
I can’t believe he doesn’t answer the phone.  Where the
hell could he be?  He’s always home at this time of day!”
she complained to herself.

What
Sherri didn’t know was that Steve had already left his home
early for work, because he had several errands to run first and he
was in a spot on Hwy. 92 where his cell phone would not work
properly.  He had some groceries to buy for the date he had with his
new girlfriend, tomorrow night, as he was going to fix her a nice
romantic dinner at his home.  He also had some clothes to pick up and
drop off at the dry cleaners, and he had to go by the bank and make a
deposit as well.

While
driving down Hwy 92 to Golden to do his errands, Steve remembered the
incidence a couple nights ago when he had picked up ‘E’
hitchhiking and dropping him off at the intersection at Hwy 46 as
well as the devastating events ‘E’ had told him that
would happen.  He was thinking that if he had it all to do over
again, he would have not allowed ‘E’ to get out of the
car and he would have called the authorities right then and there,
believing that the bombings would or could have been prevented by
those different actions on his part.

“If
only I could go back and do it all over again, I could be a hero and
possibly could have prevented all those needless deaths and
destruction of property, instead of being a total moron,” he
whispered out loud as he was daydreaming as well while driving as in
a trance, not paying attention to his circumstances or what was going
on around him on the highway, when suddenly he realized he was soon
nearing the intersection of Hwy 46 where he let ‘E’ out
of his car two nights earlier.

Just
about the time he was about to pass through the intersection, the
light had changed to yellow, so he sped up to make sure he could make
it through the light in time before it switched to red.  Steve was
already speeding as he normally did, so he was traveling at an
extremely excessive speed when he sped up and flew through the
intersection, when out of the corner of his eye he noticed someone
standing off the right hand shoulder of the road with their thumb
sticking out.

“That
looks just like ‘E’”, he immediately thought to
himself as he purposefully slammed on his brakes and slid over onto
the right shoulder of the road and came to an abrupt stop, as several
cars whizzed by honking their horns just missing slamming into his
rear end and each other as a result of his actions.

“This
can’t be happening again,” he thought to himself as he
looked into his rear view mirror to get a glimpse of the hitchhiker
to make sure that it was ‘E’, as the look alike
hitchhiker walked closer towards Steve’s awaiting car.

“It
is him!” he whispered aloud to himself, “Damn, It really
is him!” he repeated again as ‘E’ opened the
passenger side door to enter the waiting car.

“Thanks
for stopping,” ‘E’ thanked Steve very
appreciatively as he sat down in the passenger seat and pulled the
car door shut.

Acting
as if he didn’t know it was ‘E’ at first, but not
being able to continue the charade, Steve finally asked him, “Aren’t
you the guy I picked up a couple nights ago?”

“Yes,
I am,” answered ‘E’ in a slow calm voice as he
turned to Steve in a hypnotic stare for several seconds before
turning his head back forward looking straight ahead through the car
windshield as he had done before.

Not
exactly sure what to say or do next, Steve just kept silent, all the
while remembering what he had just recently thought to himself, that
if he had another chance to do it all over again, he would do it
differently and this was his chance to do so.

“You
were right about the bombings,” Steve calmly blurted out.

“Yes,
I know,” replied ‘E’, “and I’m not a
terrorist if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“Well
to be perfectly honest with you ‘E’, it has crossed my
mind a time or two.”

“I
know, it would cross my mind too, if I were in your shoes, but I’m
not.”

“So
there really are these so called “3
Secret and Sacred”
books you mentioned before, that told of those explosions well in
advance?” asked Steve.

“Yes.
 Those explosions and many more things yet to happen,” replied
‘E’.

“And
where and how did you come upon these books, if you don’t mind
me asking?” asked Steve as he continued to head over towards
the dry cleaners in Golden.

“No.
 I don’t mind.  I found them.”

“You
found them?  Where?”

“I
can’t tell you.”

“Well
who wrote them ‘E’?”

“I
cannot say at this time.  Sorry.”

“And
why are you telling me about these things, ‘E’?”

“Because
I was told to do so,” answered ‘E’.

“You
were told to?  By whom?” asked Steve curiously as he glanced
over momentarily at ‘E’ who was still staring straight
ahead through the car windshield as if he was in some type of a
trance.

“I
am not at liberty to say at this time, Steve.  Maybe in the future I
will be able to!”

“So
just what is your part in all of this,‘E’?

“Part
in what?” he responded.

“In
the bombings and everything, you know very well what I mean!”
Steve said with a highly frustrated voice that ‘E’
clearly picked up on.

“I
have no part in the bombings.  I have my own ‘cause’.”

“You
have your own cause?  What kind of cause?” Steve asked becoming
increasingly more frustrated and a bit angry as well as he thought
that ‘E’ was jacking with him.

“I
cannot tell you at this time, Steve.”

“You
can’t seem to tell me much, can you?” replied Steve as he
increasingly became terribly agitated.

“No,
I can’t Steve, not at this particular time.  However the time
will come possibly when I can.  You must trust me first, and until
then, I cannot.  But what I can tell you is that six weeks from
tomorrow there will be more explosions and they will be in Houston,
Texas.”

“Houston,
Texas?”

“Yes.
 At the oil refineries in Houston in six weeks.”

Immediately
upon hearing these new predictions, Steve slammed on the brakes while
trying to get off the road to stop while simultaneously reaching over
to grab ‘E’ to hold onto him so he could not escape
again.  His intentions this time were to call “911” and
restrain ‘E’ until the proper authorities arrived and
apprehended him.

As
he reached out to grab ‘E’ the car had slowed down
tremendously and just as quickly as Steve reached over to grab ‘E’,
he was already looking in Steve’s direction as if he
anticipated what was about to happen.

‘E’
also had one hand on the car door handle at the same time and before
Steve could get him in his grasp, he at once opened the door and
flung himself out of the slowly moving car that was only a second or
two from coming to a complete stop on the side of the road.

As
the door flew open and ‘E’ had abruptly ejected himself
from the car, it came to a stop quickly on the side of the busy road
and Steve immediately opened his door and climbed out as well,
thinking that ‘E’ must be seriously injured or worse.

Much
to Steve’s amazement was not only ‘E’ not severely
injured as he had suspected he would be, but he was nowhere to be
found either.  He then hastily glanced around 360 degrees but saw
absolutely no evidence of ‘E’ anywhere.  There was only
lots of speeding traffic going in both directions whizzing past him. 
Thinking quickly on his feet, Steve without any delay dropped to his
knees to glance underneath his car expecting to find ‘E’
hiding underneath there, but he was not there either.

After
standing back up and scratching his head in total disbelief at what
had just transpired, his cell phone that was lying on the floorboard
console began to ring.  The face of the cell phone indicated that it
was Sherri who was calling.

Still
a little nervous and bewildered Steve answered, “Hello Sherri,
you won’t believe what just happened to me.”

“What
Steve, what is it?”

“I
just picked up ‘E’ again hitchhiking and he was telling
me about another incident that was going to happen in six weeks.  And
when I was pulling the car over to try to grab him, he suddenly
jumped out of the car and vanished.”

“What
do you mean vanished?  He ran off again?”

“No!
No!  He vanished.  He just disappeared again.  I didn’t see him
run anywhere.  There was an open field off the highway with a clear
view for nearly a mile.  I tell you he just vanished into thin air,
just like the other night when I dropped him off and immediately I
didn’t see him when he got out of the car!” replied Steve
all shaken up and upset as well.

“Steve?”
replied Sherri in a demanding voice.

“What?”
answered Steve nervously?

“Steve,
calm down and listen to me, it’s extremely important.”

“Ok.”

“Steve,
I messed up and told Arnold about a half hour ago about ‘E’
and your picking him up the other night.  I’m sorry, I just
forgot you told me not too.  But anyway listen to me.  Arnold called
the Homeland Security to report the incidence.”

“Shit!”
yelled Steve out loud as he spun himself around frantically raising
one foot off the ground and slamming it back down all the while
slinging his other arm downwards after raising it into the air in a
halfhearted raging fit.

“Calm
down Steve.  Listen to me!  You need to call the police in Golden and
report what just happened.  Do it now, and call me back.  Hurry,
Steve, do it now!” insisted Sherri in a calm but assertive
manner.

“Ok.
 I’ll call them and call you right back, Sherri.”

Just
about that time a squad car that was passing by headed in the
opposite direction, made a quick U turn and pulled up behind Steve’s
Ford Mustang as Steve was still standing outside his car with both
car doors still wide open.

Steve,
still being a little bit stunned, watched as the police officer
turned his emergency lights on and stepped out of his vehicle and
walked up cautiously towards him.

“Is
everything ok sir?” inquired the officer while keeping a steady
eye on Steve and his hands in particular.

“Not
really officer.  I was just about to call 911.”

“What
about?” the officer inquisitively asked while still keeping one
eye on him cautiously.

“I
had just picked up this guy hitchhiking a few moments ago, who was
the same person I picked up a couple of nights ago and …”

“You
know it is against the law to pick up hitchhikers inside the city
limits of Golden, don’t you?  It is a dangerous thing to do,
you know,” interrupted the officer as he admonished Steve while
still evaluating the situation at hand.

“Yes
sir, I do.  I’m sorry and yes I know it can be dangerous and
all, but …”

The
officer interrupted Steve again asking, “Hey, aren’t you
the guy at Sox News, uh, uh, Steve uh?”

Cutting
in on the officer for a change he replied, “Steve Raines.  Yes
I am officer,” replied Steve as he extended his hand to
introduce himself to the officer.

“Well
why didn’t you say so,” the officer asked with a wide
smile on his face as he shook Steve’s hand, “And that
co-anchor with you, uh, uh, Sherri uh, Foster.  She’s a real
sweetie isn’t she?  I watch you guys all the time when I get a
chance to.  Hi, my name is Officer Gonzales.  Andy Gonzales.  It’s
a pleasure to meet you Mr. Raines.”

“Nice
to make your acquaintance too, Officer Gonzales.”

“Now
then, Mr. Raines, tell me about this hitchhiker you weren’t
supposed to be picking up, and what’s going on with him.”

“Well
officer, like I said, I had picked him up a couple of nights ago
during the snowstorm and that’s why I picked him up again just
a few moments ago.  And I know this may sound a bit strange, but I
believe he might be a terrorist,” explained Steve nervously.

“A
terrorist?” asked the officer with a slightly amused look on
his face, “What makes you think that?  That’s a very
serious accusation you know!”

“Well
the other night when I picked him up, he was talking kind of weird. 
He said that there would be three explosions in the U.S. and one of
the explosions would be much less devastating than the other two, and
that the bell in New York would not ring the next day.  Well I didn’t
think much about it, because I thought he was just some homeless
person or a transient kook or something.”

“And
why would you think that, Mr. Raines?”

“Well,
because the way he was dressed and the fact that he said he got his
information from some “3
Secret and Sacred”
books that he had found.”

“Sounds
a little crazy to me too,” agreed the officer, “but the
fact is the explosions did happen, now didn’t they?”

“Yes,
they did.  But that is not all officer.”

“Yes,
go on Mr. Raines,” the officer insisted while trying to make
sense of it all.

“Well,
I ran across him again just up the road earlier and picked him up
again, as I said, and he proceeded to tell me that some more
explosions would occur six weeks from tomorrow in Houston at some oil
refineries there.  That’s when I decided to pull the car over
and restrain him and call 911, but as I was pulling my car over he
suddenly and unexpectedly opened the car door and all of a sudden
jumped out before I could come to a complete stop.  Shit it scared
the daylights out of me.”

“I
bet it did, Mr. Raines.  So where did this guy jump out at?”
asked the officer.

“Right
here where we are standing, officer.  I had just started looking for
him when you pulled up, because I was going to chase and apprehend
him till the proper authorities arrived,” continued Steve
before Officer Gonzales interrupted him again.

“So
which direction did he flee in?” asked the officer as he began
to ask for back up on his radio attached to his shoulder.

“Well,
I don’t know.  He just vanished into thin air,” replied
Steve as he threw his hands up in the air.

“Vanished
into thin air?  Come on Mr. Raines.  He had to flee in some
direction,” insisted the officer as he began to walk around the
other side of Steve’s car looking for some footprints in the
soft shoulder or any other type of evidence possibly revealing which
direction he may have fled in, or possibly some clues as to who he
might be.

Steve
meanwhile, just quietly stood still and continued to observe the
officer while he was bending over looking at the ground and in every
direction as well, when Steve overheard the officer talking on the
radio again, but this time he was asking the dispatcher to call the
local Homeland Security office and to have them send out some agents
to investigate the situation.

“Homeland
Security?” asked Steve nervously as he peered over the top of
his car into the eyes of the officer who was staring back at Steve as
well with a look of deep concern.

“Yes,
Mr. Raines, Homeland Security.  I believe you may be right on about
this guy possibly being a terrorist, and I must report this, as I am
required to by law to do so.  We need to find this guy.  Maybe we can
prevent another catastrophe from happening in Houston if we can nab
him first.”

Before
the officer could even finish speaking, two more Golden Police squad
cars had already pulled up behind Officer Gonzales’s squad car
with their sirens blasting and their squad car’s emergency
lights flashing.  The sirens then abruptly stopped sounding as the
additional arriving officers exited their vehicles and proceeded to
walk over to greet Officer Gonzales.  Then all of them together
walked slowly up to Steve and introduced themselves and then notified
Steve that some Homeland Security agents would be arriving any
minute.

And
just as they had finished informing Steve about the Homeland Security
Agents joining them, a loud thundering noise suddenly could be heard
off in the distance, seemingly coming from somewhere in the sky
echoing between the mountain tops down to the very valley below where
they were positioned.

The
noise became increasingly louder and louder thundering across the
valley, when suddenly two black helicopters became visible in the
bright blue sky as they streamed towards the direction of Steve and
the officers.  All at once it seemed the choppers were directly
overhead and started to descend downwards to apparently land in the
open field beside the parked squad cars and Steve’s fiery red
Mustang.  


The
wind created by the chopper’s engine blades was strong and
furious, stirring up the dust from the field and blowing it in all
directions resembling fierce hurricane force like winds.  The sound
was also deafening, but it was a sight to see nonetheless.  


And
just seconds after landing the pilots of both choppers turned their
engines off and then three agents dressed in black uniforms and armed
with what looked like M-17 rifles to Steve, exited each of the two
helicopters accompanied by two other agents armed the same way and
dressed in black suits as the others.

Traffic
on the highway beside them had begun to already slow down
tremendously as the curious onlookers tried to get a better look from
their cars at all the commotion that was going on, which then caused
the two other Golden policemen to start directing traffic, hopefully
to keep it moving in a safe and steady fashion.  


Then
no sooner than the two officers began directing traffic, did two
Jefferson County Sheriff’s vehicles pull up and join in on the
unfolding drama, followed by three Homeland Security troop transport
vehicles, carrying numerous agents dressed in black garb as well,
looking like swat teams ready for battle.

It
looked like a mock invasion comprised of an Army tactical team
carrying on a training mission to the car passengers in the
increasingly growing traffic now passing by, who were now becoming
more unwavering in their attempt to slow down in order to get a
better glimpse of all the excitement, despite the gallant efforts of
all the law enforcement personnel that was present to keep all the
traffic moving steadily so as the other officers and agents involved
could carry on their investigation without any hindrance from the
onlookers.

After
a few seconds the two Homeland Security Agents, who were dressed in
solid black suits talking with Officer Gonzales, proceeded to then
walk over to Steve and began interrogating him, asking him questions
about the suspect’s description.

Then
one of the agents motioned to the chopper pilots, by lifting one of
his arms high into the air and spinning it around in a circular
motion, signifying the pilots to start their engines, and then they
also motioned for the other agents to get back into the helicopter
themselves, as they relayed the information they extracted from Steve
to the other agents by their two-way radios.

The
helicopters quickly rose into the air and took off in opposite
directions, obviously spreading out to begin the search for ‘E’.
 Then the two sheriff deputies who were now back in their vehicles
also left the scene as well to join in on the ground search for ‘E’
along with the Homeland Security’s troop transport vehicles and
their cargo of agents inside who never got out of the vehicle while
at the scene.

The
two agents wearing black suits then began to question Steve some more
about both of the incidents in which he had picked up ‘E’
hitchhiking, when all of a sudden Steve’s cell phone began to
ring.  He quickly looked at the agents as if asking for their
permission to answer his ringing phone and they nodded their heads
appropriately as if understanding Steve’s gesture and obviously
giving him permission to do so.

“Hi
Sherri.” 


“I
thought you were going to call me right back,” Sherri angrily
questioned Steve, “What’s going on, and where are you?”

“I’m
talking with Homeland Security Agents as we speak, Sherri.  I
couldn’t call you back, with so much going on and all.  I’m
fine, but I need to call you back after I’m finished here, ok?”

“Oh,
ok, Steve.  I’ll be waiting to hear from you.  Are you sure
everything is ok?”

“Yes,
it is all good.  I’ll call you back as soon as I can, ok?”

“Sure,
that’s fine.  Call me back then.  Bye Steve.”

“Bye
Sherri.”

“Mr.
Raines, would you come over here for just a couple more minutes,
please?” asked one of the Homeland Security agents as he
watched Steve hang up his phone after talking with Sherri.

“Sure,”
Steve replied as he began to walk over to the agents, “Yes?”,
he asked inferring he was ready to answer any more questions they
might have for him.

“Mr.
Raines, have you told anyone else about your incidents with this ‘E’
fellow?”

“Yes
sir, I have,” he answered without hesitation.

“And
who would that be?”

“I
discussed it with one of my co-workers at work.  Sherri Foster.”

“Did
you tell her everything, Mr. Raines?”

“Yes,
I did, including what just happened here too.”

“And
anyone else, Mr. Raines, have you told anyone else?”

“No
sir, I haven’t, but Miss Foster told her fiancé and he
was going to call Homeland Security about it, and in fact, probably
already has.”

“And
what is Miss Foster’s fiancé’s name, sir?  The
agent asked as he glanced over at his associate who simultaneously
reciprocated.


“Arnold Childers.  His
name is Arnold Childers,” calmly replied Steve.

“Yes,
Yes.  We know Mr. Childers.  He did already call our office just
minutes before we received the call from the Golden Police Department
about this incident,” the agents confirmed.  “Is there
anyone else, Mr. Raines?”

“No.
 I haven’t told anyone else and I don’t think Sherri has
either, but you would have to ask her and Arnold as well, I suppose.”

“Yes,
we will ask her, and Mr. Childers has already assured us he has not
discussed it with anyone except Miss Foster.”

“Mr.
Raines we’re going to have to ask you to keep this quiet and
not tell anyone else, under the penalty of law, should you do so.  We
will continue to investigate this matter and until our investigation
is completed, you are instructed not to discuss any details of this
matter with absolutely no one, at anytime until you hear otherwise
from me directly.  Is that understood, sir?”

“Yes,
I understand, and you have my wholehearted cooperation, I assure
you,” Steve promised.   


“That
is good Mr. Raines.  We understand you are an anchorman at Sox News
and that you probably feel it is your duty to report the news about
these incidents, but under the Homeland Security Act, Section 6,
paragraph 3, we are notifying you not to do so as it could hinder our
ongoing investigations into the matter, and violation of such an
order can carry a maximum sentence of ten years in Federal prison and
up to a $100,000.00 fine for each occurrence.  Do you understand the
gravity of the situation, Sir?”

“Yes
Sir, I do understand perfectly.”

“So
then, now that that is settled, would you mind calling your associate
Miss Foster and tell her not to tell anyone else and then hand the
phone over to us, so we can speak with her?” the agent asked
politely.

“Sure.
 You want me to do it now?”

“Yes
please, Mr. Raines, now would be perfect!”

Steve
then pulled his cell phone out of his coat pocket and began to call
Sherri back.

“Hello?”
answered Sherri who was already waiting for his call.

“Hi
Sherri, it’s me.  Are you ok?”

“Yes
Steve, I’m fine.  What about you?”

“Oh
I’m fine, but I have something important to tell you.”

“What
is it Steve?”

“I’m
still standing here next to two Homeland Security agents and they
wanted me to call you and to advise you not to say anything else to
anyone about my experiences with ‘E’ under penalty of
law, because of their ongoing investigation into ‘E’ as
being under suspicion of being a terrorist, ok?”

“Yes,
I understand, I won’t Steve.”

“Ok
then.  And they wish to speak with you as well.  I’m going to
put them on the phone now, ok?”

“Sure.”

“Hello,
Miss Foster?” one of the agents inquired.

“Yes,
I am she.”

“Miss
Foster, my name is Agent Wilson with the local Homeland Security
office in Denver.  How are you today ma’am?”

“I’m
fine I guess, Agent Wilson.”

“Miss
Foster, I just wanted Mr. Raines to tell you first, so as not to
frighten you by us calling you first ourselves, but I must reiterate
that you are forbidden to discuss the matter concerning this person
known as ‘E’ with anyone under penalty of law.  Do you
understand, ma’am?”

“Yes,
I understand, I will cooperate fully Mr. Wilson.”

“Thank
you for you cooperation in advance Miss Foster, and I also want you
to know we will be personally contacting you in the next couple of
days to ask you some more questions.  Is that alright?”

“I
suppose so.  Sure that’s fine.  I don’t know of what help
I can be since I have not had any contact with ‘E’
personally.  It was Steve who had contact with him, not me.”

“I
understand Miss Foster, it is just standard procedure that we must
follow in these situations, you understand?”

“Yes,
I do and I’ll be looking forward to be of any assistance I can
in helping you catch this terrorist,” she announced, “This
guy is a murdering manic and a threat to everyone!”

“Exactly!
 And thank you so much Miss Foster for your concern and cooperation. 
 I’ll be contacting you soon.  You have a nice day, ma’am.”

“Thank
you Agent Wilson, and you too.  Uh, can I please speak with Steve
now?”

“Of
course, I’ll put him on the phone right now.  Good day again
ma’am.”

“Good
day to you too Agent Wilson and good luck.”

After
speaking with Sherri the agent gave the phone back to Steve, and he
and the other agent stood waiting anxiously for him to finish his
conversation with Sherri, so they could conclude matters there with
him.  Steve could sense it as well and subsequently told Sherri he
would talk to her at work later tonight and ended his conversation
with her without delay.

The
agents also advised Steve to contact either of them immediately
should he come into contact with or see ‘E’ again, before
trying to do anything himself, like picking ‘E’ up while
he’s attempting to catch a ride again.  Steve agreed and the
agents bid him goodbye as they continued to wait for their associates
to return in the helicopters.

“Wow,
that was certainly an eye opening fiasco,” Steve murmured to
himself as he drove away from the scene and off to work as he now
didn’t have any time to finish running any of his errands
before going to work because of his incident.





_____________________________





About
half an hour after Steve had left the scene, the choppers returned
and picked up the two agents awaiting them and they then proceeded to
return to Denver having absolutely no luck at all of spotting ‘E’
anywhere, as neither did any of the other officers and agents from
the various other local agencies that were on the scene.

“I
just can’t understand how this ‘E’ guy doesn’t
even leave a trace as to his whereabouts, can you?” asked one
agent of the other.

“No,
me either, but we do have a good description of this character and
also the approximate vicinity of where he may be living, although it
is a wide expanse west of Hwy 92, which covers a lot of ground with
rocky and mountainous terrain, also having plenty of secluded places
in which to hide, that even our helicopters would have a hard time
searching into very well.  But it is something at least, as it is
better than nothing, I suppose.  


We’ll
continue to keep tabs on the area and the County Sheriff’s
Department will also be on the lookout for ‘E’ as well as
the Golden Police Department.  I think it will be just a matter of
time before this character shows his ugly face again.  Damn, I just
hope we or somebody can catch him before anything else happens in
Houston or anywhere else,” the other agent commented.

After
the agent in charge said he would contact the local Houston Homeland
Security office and the main office in Washington D.C., when he
returned to Denver, he told the other agent to make a full report of
the day’s activities in Golden.   






__________________________




“Yes,
this is Agent Wilson with the local Homeland Security office in
Denver, Colorado, could I speak with Secretary Marshall please?”
asked Agent Wilson of the person at the other end of the line at the
Washington D.C. Homeland Security Headquarters, when he arrived back
to his Denver office.

“I’ll
see if he is in and if he is available, Agent Wilson, would you like
to hold, please?”

“Yes,
thank you, I would,” the agent calmly replied.

After
nearly three minutes of waiting on the phone which seemed like thirty
minutes to Agent Wilson, he finally heard a voice on the other end
ask, “Hello Agent Wilson, what can I do for you today, Sir?”

“Hi
Secretary Marshall Sir, how are you?’

“I’m
fine sir, thanks for asking.  How may I help you?” Secretary
Marshall repeated himself again.

“Well
Sir, we’ve had a little incident here today just a short
distance outside Denver in the nearby town of Golden, Colorado.”

“What
type of incident Agent Wilson?” he asked.

“Well
Sir, we have a lead on a possible terrorist suspect who may be
responsible, or at least knows who may be responsible, for the
attacks in New York, Atlanta and at the Pentagon, Sir,” he
informed the attentive Secretary Marshal.

“Really?
Go on,” Mr. Marshall instructed Agent Wilson as he calmly
clicked a button on his office phone to record the conservation for
the record and possible further review later.

Then
Agent Wilson began to tell the Secretary all the details surrounding
Stephen and ‘E’ the last couple of days.

“That’s
an awfully unusual story, Agent Wilson,” suggested the
Secretary who was a little skeptical at first, but realized there was
some credence to the story indeed and definitely worth looking into
further.  “Thanks for informing me so quickly, Agent Wilson. 
I’ll probably be sending a team over from Washington to help in
your investigation, consisting of some of the agents from my office
here as well as some other agents from the CIA and the FBI, just as
quickly as possible while the lead is still hot.  You can probably
expect them to arrive sometime tomorrow night.  My office will
contact you with all the details as they become available shortly.”

“Yes
sir, I’ll be looking forward to working with them and hope that
we can catch this ‘E’ fellow quickly,” replied
Agent Wilson enthusiastically. 


“Me
too!  And thanks again Agent Wilson, and good luck.”

“Thank
you sir, goodbye and have a nice day.”

Immediately
after ending the conversation with Agent Wilson, Secretary Marshall
put a call into the President, and informed him concerning the whole
matter, including the Houston oil refineries.  The President was
highly pleased to hear that there was some progress in hopefully
locating the perpetrators of the bombings, as he was having no luck
otherwise with the U.N. or with NATO concerning sanctions or military
action against Iran, but he was not pleased to hear about another
possible terrorist attack in Houston.  As a matter of fact he was
beside himself, but didn’t want to Secretary Marshall to know
that.  He also thought to himself, “This is not the change my
campaign supporters thought I would bring!”

Steve
though still a little bit shaken, continued on his way to work and as
he pulled into the parking lot he noticed Sherri had just pulled into
her parking space at the same time, so he pulled his car over beside
hers and noticed she was still applying her make-up to her face, that
according to most everyone, she really didn’t need any.  


Her
young looking and exceedingly smooth face was entirely wrinkle free
even though she was approaching her middle forties, and her face was
completely without blemish as well, with naturally light rosy cheeks
to match her somewhat dark complexion.  It seemed a total waste of
good hard earned money for her to buy and apply make-up to her face,
even though she did use it very sparingly, to such a naturally
beautiful face and with a perfectly gorgeous complexion, Steve
thought as he got out of his Mustang and walked around it over to
Sherri, who was just completing the finishing touches to her face
before getting out of her car.

Steve
always being the gentleman, knowing she was about finished, reached
out to open her car door for her.

Sherri
closed her compact, dropped it into her purse sitting on the
passenger seat and ran her fingers through her hair one last time to
fluff it up as she took a final glance into her rearview mirror to
see if she had done a good job with her make-up.  Completely
satisfied with her work, she shifted her legs around and placed them
on the pavement as Steve opened the car door for her, right on cue.

As
she spun her long slender legs around and placed one leg at a time on
the ground, her legs slightly separated and revealed to Steve again
an unobstructed and perfect view between her legs and the sexy
panties she was wearing, which he was again exceedingly thankful.

Steve
was not intentionally trying to get into a position to view up
Sherri’s dress by opening her car door for her, but nonetheless
reaped the benefits of his location, as he just could not look away,
as it was just to tempting.  As his eyes were fixed on the spot
directly between her legs that was staring him right in the face, he
blushed slightly as the lacy white thongs she was wearing barely
covered her genitals as they were not only partially exposed to the
elements, but to his wandering eyes.

Sherri
was completely unaware of the sexual excitement she was evidently
affording Steve, due to the fact she had turned her head to locate
her purse laying on the passenger seat so she could pick it up, and
when her head turned back around towards Steve, well he had already
unglued his eyes from between her legs and was looking in another
direction, but his mind was fixed on the “snapshot” of
her partially revealed genitals, that was to be forever burned into
his brain.

“Hi
Steve, how are you doing?” Sherri asked as she stood up and
noticed the big smile on his face.

“Oh
I’m ok, I suppose.” He answered as he turned his head
back around facing Sherri with a distant but pleased look.

“You
look like you saw a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow,” she
replied as she stood up and began to move away from her car as Steve
politely shut the door behind her.

“Oh
no! No pot of gold, he replied, “I was just intently thinking
about something.”  But in his mind he was thinking yes, the pot
of gold at the end of her long legs.

“Must
have been something pretty exciting.  You have quite the smile on
your face, you know?”

“I
do?” he surprisingly questioned, as the “snapshot”
of the exposed area between her legs was still perfectly etched in
his mind in living color, “Oh, I was just thinking about how I
love Hawaii. It is so beautiful there.  It really is paradise, you
know?”  But he was still thinking about the paradise between
her legs.  “I’d love to move back there someday when I’m
rich,” he blatantly lied to her to conceal the truth of his
wandering eyes and mind on the beauty of the paradise between her
legs where he would like to set up temporary residence, all right!

“Oh,
that explains it,” she said, “I’ve never been
there, but it does look so beautiful on TV.  I watch the Travel
Channel on cable TV quite a bit, and I’ve seen the breathtaking
beauty of it many times.  It really does look like Paradise,”
she agreed as they both started walking towards the entry of the TV
station, “I’d love to go there someday before I get too
old to enjoy it.”

“And
you should.  Whew!  I’ve had quite an interesting day today,”
exclaimed Steve as he walked beside Sherri up to the studio.

“Yes,
you have,” agreed Sherri as they entered the building, “Let’s
go down to the green room and chat for a few minutes, as we both got
here pretty early and have plenty of time to kill.”

“Sure,
that sounds good to me,” agreed Steve.

“So
did the Homeland Security agents give you any major hassles about not
calling them sooner than you did?” Sherri inquired as they sat
down together on one of the several couches in the green room.

“No
not really, they just said that I should have contacted them
immediately after I let him out of my car the first time, but that
nothing could have probably been done to prevent the bombings at that
stage anyway.  They were a little troubled about it, but not overly
so,” said Steve.

“So
evidently they think he is a terrorist too, huh?”

“Evidently
so.”

They
talked some more about ‘E’ and the weirdness of it all
and wondered about if what he said about Houston would come to pass
as well, and why he had chosen Steve to reveal those things to, but
they could not come up with any good explanations.

And
Steve, well he couldn’t get his mind off Sherri, thinking that
Arnold was a mighty lucky man to have someone like Sherri to be in
love with him. It was evident that Steve was beginning to fall in
love or at least was falling in lust with Sherri, as who the hell
wouldn’t.  She had it all he surmised.  She had the good looks,
the fine body, was very intelligent and had plenty of money to boot,
and a good paying career.  And furthermore, she didn’t seem to
be a “high maintenance” woman either, as the other women
he had dated seemed to be, as best he could tell. 


But
then he began to wonder why she hadn’t gotten married before at
least once; after all she was now in her forties.  Something didn’t
make sense, he deducted, or maybe she was just into her career and
didn’t have time for romance until now, finally recalling that
she was currently engaged to Arnold.

And
that is something else again, he thought.  They had known each other
since their college days and yet they just became engaged a couple of
years ago.  What’s up with that he thought?  Something just
doesn’t make sense, but then he remembered he was in his
forties too, and he had never been married or even gotten engaged
himself.

“Nothing
wrong with me,” he whispered under his breath, “Or is
there?”

“What’s
that,” asked Sherri as she heard him quietly mumble something.

“Oh
nothing, just talking to myself,” he explained.

“Well,
it’s time we went to “makeup” and got ready for the
broadcast tonight, don’t you think?” suggested Sherri as
she adjusted her bra nonchalantly under her sweater, not giving it a
second thought.

Steve
after glancing down at his watch replied, “Yeah, you’re
right Sherri, I suppose it is time to get ready, but I don’t
think you need to go to make-up as you just put yours on in the car a
few minutes ago.  Hell you never really need any make up anyway.”

“Well
thank you Steve, but I think I do.  I think?”

They
both stood up and left the “green room”, which is where
special guests wait until they are summoned to the studio for
interviews or special live news programming as special guests, as
they grabbed a bite of the ordure’s which always adorned the
green room table for the guests to enjoy while waiting to go on the
air.

“Five,
four, three, two, one,” whispered Jim Fent as he pointed to
them both, signaling that they were now “on the air”. 


“Good
evening, I’m Sherri Foster.”

“And
I’m Steve Childers and this is the Sox News Network at ten,”
added Steve.

“And
leading the news tonight is the U.N.’s and President Rodney’s
reaction to last night’s nuclear testing by Iran,”
announced Sherri.

Meanwhile
it was early morning in Tehran and Habib and his wife had just poured
their first cup of coffee and began to sit down to watch Sox News. 
It had been a long day, the day before and a restless night as well,
but the sirens had long been silent as the Iranian government had
ceased sounding the emergency alerts after several hours of waiting
and anticipating a strong reaction from the U.S. in retaliation for
its nuclear bomb testing, including a possible missile attack from
U.S. warships in the nearby Persian Gulf.

Since
nothing had happened after several hours, the Iranian government
instructed the populace to leave the bomb shelters and return to
their homes, but to be on the alert and ready on a moment’s
notice to return immediately to them, should there be evidence of a
surprise attack coming from U.S. warships.

But
the military were still holding their positions as ordered, wary that
an attack could come at any moment so that they could be poised and
ready to take necessary and swift action using their anti-missile
batteries, should that be the case, even though it would probably
prove to be futile anyway.

Still
business was not as usual in most of Tehran, as many businesses were
still temporarily closed as only a few grocery stores, gas stations
and restaurants remained open.  The streets were still relatively
quiet as only a few automobiles and only a small handful of citizens
could be seen walking down the square.  And most of them were at the
McDonald’s hamburger stand or watching the news at the local
pubs drinking coffee and shooting pool.  The drinking of alcohol was
not permitted until 2 o’clock in the evening, so coffee and
soft drinks were the only refreshments allowed until then, with the
exception of water and juices, of course.

This
was much more lenient than in years past when alcohol consumption was
forbidden entirely, before the slow trend of “westernization”
trickled in and took hold as the Islamic regime gave in, to their
displeasure, to the demands of the younger populace who staged
violent protests and killed hundreds if not thousands of the former
Revolutionary Guards whenever they could for years, which enabled the
younger generation to make some inroads into the political arena.

Consequently
these protests today that were going on mostly outside Tehran were
peaceful demonstrations opposing the government’s testing of a
nuclear bomb.  They were mainly outside Tehran because they feared,
as they should, that they might become causalities of U.S.
retaliation inside the city of Tehran itself.  And as long as they
were peaceful, the Iranian government allowed them to continue,
despite their objection to them.  But relatively speaking, it was
quiet on all fronts throughout the entire country of Iran.

“I
hope good news come this morning,” hoped Habib’s wife as
she spoke while taking her seat beside Habib on the sofa to listen to
and watch the World News on Sox.

“It
appears that no action will be taken from the White House against
Iran at this time,” reported Sherri as she read from her
script, “News from the U.N. is that Russia and China quelled
any opposition in the U.N. Security Council meeting, as U.S.
President George Rodney sat by visibly discouraged, but with no
recourse as a motion was brought up to adjourn the meeting because
Russia concluded there was no immediate threat from Iran, due to
their extremely low level nuclear test, and it was quickly seconded
by China and with no objections following.”


“And a White House
spokesperson also disclosed that there would be no NATO emergency
meeting as well concerning the matter.  Also there is not a statement
as yet from the President personally, but the White House says that
one will be forthcoming tomorrow, and due to the international
community’s reluctance to impose any type of sanctions against
Iran, the U.S. would temporarily honor the consensus, but would
however continue to monitor the situation, evaluate it and act
accordingly,” added Steve. 


“Good
news, maybe Habib?” asked his wife enthusiastically.

“For
now, I think, but Washington’s rhetoric leads me to think all
is not over yet,” replied Habib with some doubt as to if they
were in the clear or safe in the long run.

“But
U.S. has no support from U.N., no support from NATO,” his wife
added with confidence.

“I
know, I know.  But still early.  U.S. will act without them if they
choose.  Remember Iraq and Saddam Hussein?”  Habib quickly
brought to her attention.

“Yes,
I do, but this is different,” his wife continued to argue.

“How
so?”

“We
not killing our people and threatening U.S.!” she adamantly
responded.

“Maybe
so, but U.S. not want us to have nuclear bombs, and will stop us at
all costs, I think,” Habib continued to speak in his broken
English.

“Maybe.”

“Listen
dear, clip of U.N. Secretary General Cohen speaking on TV,”
interrupted Habib, “Let’s see what he say.”

“The
U.N. Secretary warns that the U.N. is not strong enough financially
to have its own military to wart off international disputes, nor to
enforce the will of the international community,” informed
Steve as the Sox News continued, “Let’s take a look at
the Secretary General’s speech earlier today from the U.N.,”
suggested Steve as the clip rolled.

“The
United Nations body must be able to have a military of its own, with
its own troops supplied and equipped by each member nation,”
Sec. Gen. Cohen advised, “and it must have the funds necessary
to deploy them independently from member nations for the stability
and good of the international community,” he added, “We
must implement a mechanism which will allow for such a program.”

“Sounds
to me like they want to tax all member nations to raise the necessary
funds,” explained Sherri to Steve and the TV audience.

“Looks
that way,” Steve agreed, “but they have been unsuccessful
in the past on numerous occasions to get the member nations of the
U.N. to agree, with the U.S. government resoundingly rejecting the
notion as they say that they would be hardest hit and that they
already voluntarily fund the U.N. and to substantially larger degree
than all of the other nations combined.”

“Yes,
this is true and I don think the American people would like it
either,” replied Sherri, “We are already so heavily taxed
as it is.”

“Maybe
so Sherri, but I think the U.N. will push it till they succeed and
they are already gaining great momentum from many groups inside the
U.S.  I guess we will just have to wait and see on this one,”
suggested Steve.

“Another
tax!” shouted Habib’s wife, “I don’t think
so.”

“I
would not be so quick to say that,” Habib replied.

“Why
is that, Habib?”

“Because
I have seen reports from surveys that nearly 80% of those surveyed
said yes, when asked if they favored a “worldwide tax on
international currency trades if the money would be used to clean up
the world’s polluted drinking water supplies, give a basic
education to the world’s children and reverse the destruction
of the world’s forests,” Habib explained, “and when
asked if the U.N. should be allowed to monitor and tax international
arms sales if the money went for famine relief and humanitarian aid,
72% of those surveyed supported it as well.”

“Really,”
said Habib’s wife unbelievingly. 


“Yes,
and I agree.  I think it is a noble cause, don’t you?”

“Yes,
if the money were used for those things, yes, I would be for it I
guess.  We don’t make any international currency trades, nor do
we make international arms sales,” she jokingly remarked, “so
it not affect us at all.”

“This
be true, honey, I think we and most average Americans could say the
same thing.  It looks as if the rich would be the ones mostly taxed,
and I would definitely agree to that,” Habib reasoned with
confidence.

“And
we will have more news, with our special guest, Senator Bob Patterson
from Indiana, when we come back.  Now a word from our sponsors,”
announced Sherri.

After
the advertisements aired, Senator Patterson spoke concerning finding
a way to tax all the illegal transactions done around the world, and
all the tax revenues lost from services performed by many different
groups that are not reported to the IRS, because they are paid with
cash, which makes them impossible to trace.  He mentioned as well,
the notion of taxing non-profits and churches as well, as a
possibility to raise billions of much needed revenues for the U.S.
government, if not only temporarily during this crises.  And when
asked if he would support a global tax on international currency
trades, international arms sales and international travel such as
airlines and cruise ships, he replied with a resounding yes.

“Of
course I would,” the Senator said, “It is the reasonable
thing to do, and it would be good for the U.N. and their ability to
achieve world peace and stability along with education and cleaning
up the environment,” he added.  


“Well
I suppose that is a noble cause.  Thank you for sharing that with us
and being our guest tonight, Senator,” Steve told the Senator.

“Yes,
you’re welcome and thanks for having me,” replied Senator
Patterson, “and could I say one more thing?”

“Yes,
of course, but we are about out of time, so you will have to hurry
Senator!”

“I
think that all of the legal migrant workers and the illegal
immigrants in this country should also be taxed as well, if not at
least pay a fee to work in this country to offset the costs we incur
as a result of their being here to work.  If you will remember in
early 2009 California had a 42 billion deficit, and it cost them a
total of 33 billion dollars a year for just the illegal aliens in
their state.  And that is just California.  We now no one of the main
reasons for California’s fiscal problems and it is spreading to
the rest of the US as well, costing the other states billions as
well.”

“Yes,
that’s true too, Senator.  Thanks again, Senator Patterson. 
Sports and the weather are coming up next,” announced Sherri,
“And Steve and I will be back later with some local news, right
after the weather.”

The
rest of the night at the station was relatively calm and after giving
the Denver local news, both Sherri and Steve left separately for
their homes, as they were exhausted from the day’s activities,
and wanted to get some much needed rest that they had been missing.





_______________________________





“What
do you think about Senator Patterson’s remarks?” Dr. Roth
Childs asked Secretary General Nehemiah Cohen as they were chatting
on the phone not long after watching the news on Sox, which beats all
other cable networks in viewing audiences by leaps and bounds.  And
the last couple of years it has even beat one of the network giants
numerous times.  Ever since the economic crises started back in the
fall of 2008, their ratings and viewing audiences skyrocketed.

“I
think he is a very valuable asset in our endeavors to get money for
our much needed programs at the U.N.,” remarked Secretary
Cohen.  “Do you think having a global tax on international air
and sea travel will hurt those industries, Dr. Roth?”

“Maybe
a bit at first, but not so much I don’t think.  It is kind of
like the high price of gasoline.  It really doesn’t deter
people from using their cars any less, as studies indicate.  Besides,
the tax on the individual doesn’t have to be exorbitant to
raise large amounts of money, you understand.  It’s all
numbers, you know.  A lot of people travel internationally and the
ones who do travel internationally the most, have the most money to
give, and they won’t even notice it as they have plenty of
money to spare and then some.” 


“Like
you and I,” Secretary General Cohen jokingly added as they both
laughed together.

“Yes,
Nehemiah, like you and I,” replied Dr. Roth, “I don’t
mind paying my fair share to help out any good cause, especially
those of the U.N.  Have you heard anything from George (President
George Rodney) lately about his intentions concerning Iran,
Nehemiah?”

“No,
not since yesterday.  He wasn’t too happy about the Security
Council meeting, you know,” exclaimed Nehemiah. 


“It
doesn’t really matter to him what the U.N. thinks, does it,
Nehemiah?  He will do what he thinks is in the best interest of the
American people, anyway, won’t he now?”

“Of
course he will, but he was still a little discouraged and rightfully
so.  He would like to have the U.N. on his side, just for publicity,
if nothing else.”

“I
know, and I don’t blame him, but it really is irrelevant in the
whole scope of things, isn’t it?” suggested Dr. Roth. 


“I
suppose so.” 


“On
another note, Nehemiah, when do you think we should tell Sherri our
little secret?  Do you think the time is right, maybe now perhaps?”

“It’s
no little secret, Roth; she’ll go berserk I’m afraid when
she finds out.  I’m not sure this is the time to tell her, but
soon, maybe soon, I think,” replied Nehemiah.

“Ok.
It’s your choice.  Just let me know and I’ll arrange it
all.”

“I
will Roth, as soon as I think it would be a good time.  Soon, like I
said.  So what about maybe telling her at the PGA golf tournament in
Hawaii that you and Tarise are sponsoring later this year?  What is
it called?  I forgot, I think.” asked Nehemiah while scratching
his head. 



“The Holiday Jewelry
Hawaiian Open.”

“Duh,
well that’s easy enough to remember.”

“For
someone who has a photographic memory and is a renowned genius, you’d
think you would remember that, Nehemiah,” scolded Dr. Roth as
he laughed out loud while speaking to Nehemiah.

“I
don’t think I was ever told, come to think of it, Roth,”
Nehemiah was quickly to explain, “Is Arnold playing in it this
year?”

“Yes,
he is as a matter of fact.  Tarise gave him a sponsor’s
exemption and he is enormously thrilled about it.  Otherwise he
wouldn’t be able to play in it, I don’t think.  He is
absolutely ecstatic and is playing some fine golf these days too! 
And the Sox Network has the coverage contract, so they will be airing
the tournament this year, and they are sending Sherri and her
co-worker, Stephen Raines over there to check things out.  You know
interview some of the players and celebrities and all.  Maybe it
would be a good place and time to tell her.  What do you think?”

“I
think it might be ok, but I’ll have to think on it some more. 
We’ll see how everything goes up until then.  I’ll have
to get back with you on that one, if it’s alright with you
Roth?”

“Sure,
just let me know and I’ll take care of setting it up like I
said,” offered Dr. Roth.

“So
when are you coming to the states, again, Roth?”

“Maybe
in the next couple of days.  The Federal Reserve Board Chairman wants
to have a meeting to discuss the economy in the U.S. and some
precautions we may need to take in light of all that has happened in
the last few days.  He is fearful of what might happen, since the
bombing of the New York Stock Exchange building and the huge drop in
the stock market today.  We might have to do some drastic things in
the coming weeks and months, besides George (U.S. President George
Rodney) wants to discuss these matters as well with both of us.  So
it looks like in the next couple of days, I think.”

“What
a mess.  And we were just beginning to get out of the last scenario
with the sub-prime and auto messes, and just when the stock market
was on its way to almost totally recovering.  Well, just let me know
and I will clear my calendar for a day or two, and we can discuss the
matter further about Sherri as well as some other things I have on my
mind too.”

“Sounds
great, Nehemiah, give my regards to Sarah and to Tarise as well, if
you would.”

“Yes,
I will, thank you.  I’ll see you soon, Roth. Good-bye.”
































































Dr.
Roth did fly to the U.S. from England a couple of days later and met
with his counterpart in the U.S. Federal Reserve Board Chairman
Joseph Levine in New York, and they discussed several possible
strategies to keep the economy going in a positive direction and to
try to alleviate some of the American population’s current
economic fears.

The
previous TARP money and the succeeding “Stimulus Package”
put together by Congress and the President did little in reversing
the dire economic conditions ignited by the sub-prime mortgage
fiasco.

And
that was only the beginning of the economic downturn that several
more “Stimulus Packages” could not turn back nor curtail,
except for a few short lived upswings that not only gave false hope,
but actually caused more damage and loss of wealth.

The
ensuing second mortgage defaults of prime mortgage loans due to the
tremendous loss of millions of jobs, followed by the commercial real
estate loan defaults and credit card defaults along with defaulting
auto loans, all together sent the American economy further into a
dismal depression.  Words of recession and recovery would be become
absent from dialogue for quite some time to come.

“It
is beyond me that in this day and age, that people still don’t
realize that the Federal Reserve is not a government agency, probably
because the word Federal is used in their corporate name,”
mentioned Dr. Roth, “Wouldn’t you think?.

“Yes
I believe you’re absolutely right, and I also know that some
people get really upset when you try to tell them that our Federal
Reserve Banks are private corporations with shareholders like us, and
that the only participation the U.S. government has in the money
matters of the Federal Reserve is to confirm the nomination of who
we, The Federal Reserve Board, nominates for the position of Chairman
of the Federal Reserve Board of the Federal Reserve in the United
States for a term of fourteen years, and that the U.S.’s only
other participation is to handle the printing and coining of money at
their Federal Mints but as dictated though, by us as well,”
added Mr. Levine.

They
had both agreed along with President Rodney on the phone, that
lowering the prime interest rate that the Fed (Federal Reserve Bank)
charges its best customers, another whopping full one point to bring
it to a nearly all time low of 1% again, which is the lowest it has
been since 2008, so as to help consumers qualify to borrow more money
and to induce spending would be a good thing.  This is the prime rate
at which they charge other banks and institutions as well as
governments to borrow money from them in order to conduct their
business of running their countries, etc.

Additionally
they decided to slightly ease policy restrictions on lending as well
and to also increase the money supply into circulation by printing
more money and putting it into circulation.  Other countries like
China and Japan as well as Great Britain were unable to purchase much
of the latest bonds issued by the U.S. Treasury, so printing more
useless money, backed by nothing but air  (we’ve been off the
gold standard for eons) and circulating it into the economy was the
only alternative to fund the massive “Stimulus Packages”
the government had tried to use to stabilize segments of the
financial industry, auto industry, the dismal housing market and an
insurance giant. 


Both
agreed that this increasing of the amount of money into circulation
would unfortunately on the downside, eventually cause hyper inflation
down the road and would lower the standard of living for the poor and
middle class Americans as a result, because only the cost of goods
and services would increase, not but not the citizen’s
paychecks, which in essence means a regrettable reduction of the
standard of living for most of the American middle class and its
numbers too! 


But
on the bright side they also agreed that it would keep the American
economy across the board afloat because consumers would then have
greater access to credit resulting in more money to spend, thereby
keeping a deep depression at bay temporarily until the economy
rebounded in time.  In a capitalist society, consumer spending is one
of the keys to keeping the economy afloat and that was what they
intended to accomplish in the best interests of all Americans as a
whole, as they surmised.

And
the New York Stock Exchange was not fairing well either in the
current political and economic climate.  The day after the bombing of
the New York Stock Exchange building the stock market was closed, but
the day it opened the Dow dropped 666 points, which was nearly a
record, if it hadn’t been for the day after 911 when it dropped
a record 684 points for a 7% loss.  


What
a 666-point drop meant was a six trillion dollar loss in the stock
value of the Dow.  And by the end of the week the Dow Jones
Industrial had dropped a whopping 1,313 points, in which one day
there was a 10% drop, which meant that trading was automatically
suspended, and was still suspended to this day nearly one month
later, and there are fears that when it reopens it will continue to
drop as much or more, only to be suspended again, and to repeat
itself numerous times.  Needless to say the outlook for the U.S.
stock market is bleak indeed!

The
global markets didn’t fare much better as they dropped sharply
again as well, following the lead of the U.S. market.  In the global
markets, investors are dropping out of those markets at a pace as
never seen before, except for the 1929 stock market crash and the
turbulent end of the 2008 crash in the United States.  And it was
beginning to look like the current market was headed for an even
bigger one than even that before it would bottom out.

However
there was one positive note to the declining stock markets, the price
of gold continued to increase almost daily making those who had money
to invest in it and took the advantage of the spike by keeping most
of their money in their portfolio in gold, exceptionally happy
campers indeed.  


For
the first time since January 24, 2008 and February 20th,
2009, the price of gold went well over $900 an ounce the first week,
and continued to climb to nearly $1,400.00 an ounce by the end of one
month since the stock market sank again.  Evidently the President was
right in advising Bill Bates the night of the bombing of the New York
Stock Exchange, to invest all the money he could muster up into gold,
as the President had already done himself weeks before. 


“What
seems to be bad economic times for some, always affords another with
a positive opportunity to take advantage of the situation and
increase their wealth in such bad economic times,” acknowledged
Dr. Roth as he went on to explain, “And it is always the more
affluent who have money available either through their cash assets or
their savings, or whomever is able to raise cash through equity
borrowing, to “cash in big” on what is a negative
situation seemingly for most of the public, more so than in good
economic times!  It always depends on which side of the fence you
land on, that determines if the landing will be soft or hard!” 


“Isn’t
that the truth,” agreed Mr. Levine, “Those who have money
make more money during such times, and those who have less, end up
with even less.  It is a tragedy for the poor and the middle class,
but nevertheless a basic fact of economics in a capitalist society. 
That is why no one should ever get over extended with credit in their
purchasing and always have either the ability to borrow more money in
such times, or have the cash available or equitable assets, to
liquidate quickly and invest in them in opportunities that will
invariably present themselves in these harsh economic times that they
find themselves in.”

“It’s
really not that difficult to understand is it?” asserted Dr.
Roth, “You simply move your assets in one area making you the
least amount of money to the one that is appreciating the most.  For
instance if the housing industry is doing badly and homes are not
appreciating at a good percentage, or even depreciating as they have
been for the past few years, then liquidate there and cut your
losses, unless you got out early as you saw the decline in advance,
and invest those funds in the stock market if it is appreciating, or
in gold if the stock market is headed south.  Or you can buy stocks
when they are at their lowest, and sell them at their highest.  You
have to pay attention to the signs and be ready and able to make the
necessary adjustments in your financial portfolio at all times.”

“Of
course if you don’t have any money or can’t borrow any,
then you miss out on any opportunity to increase your wealth, and
through inflation, your buying power and standard of living will
decrease as a result, which is why the rich get richer and the poor
get poorer. It is simply a form of the redistribution of wealth,”
added Mr. Levine as both he and Dr. Roth began to wind down their
meeting which seemed to be just an exchange of knowledge between
them, that both already knew very well and for a very long time. 


They
both looked forward to an elegant evening dinner later, by personal
invitation from Ronald Trepe, a billionaire New York real estate
tycoon and international investor, at his luxurious Manhattan
apartment along with other notable guests such as Nehemiah Cohen,
David Rockingham, another muti billionaire, international banker and
CFR Chairman (Council on Foreign Relations) both of whom were friends
and the billionaire heiress Tarise Holiday, and Dr. Roth Childs’s
son, Arnold Childers, along with a few others who were on what looked
like a New York high society’s ‘who’s who’s’
guest list, along with some notable Hollywood actors including Tommy
Revolta. 


Arnold
as a rule didn’t like some of his father’s acquaintances
and consequently didn’t like to hang or associate with them
either, but his father did humbly request his presence this time,
with the emphasis on “humbly” request.  


But
Arnold did like Ronald Trepe, as both of them were developers and
they had crossed paths before in a couple of highly profitable real
estate deals in New York in the recent past, so he indulged his
father in his humble request to attend this particular party. 
Additionally Arnold wanted to meet this extremely rich and beautiful
heiress everyone talked about, Tarise Holiday, who is Nehemiah’s
girlfriend also, so he could thank her personally for giving him a
cherished sponsor’s exemption, allowing him to play in the
upcoming “Holiday Jewelry Hawaiian Open” PGA tournament
later on in Hawaii. 


______________________________





“Hello
Mr. Rockingham, so pleased you could make it, Sir,” said Ronald
Trepe’s thirteen-year younger, lovely and extremely charming
wife of four years, Barbara, as she graciously greeted her husband’s
long time friend and well-known billionaire banker and CFR Chairman.

“It’s
always a pleasure to see you, Barbara, and you look as lovely as
ever,” he replied as he took her hand and slightly raised it up
to his somewhat bent over body and kissed it ever so gently and
politely. 


Barbara
was well liked by all of Ronald’s business acquaintances and
his friends as she was somewhat feisty, but courteous and extremely
polite.  She was extremely beautiful from head to toe, but not
conceited the least little bit.  Her shoulder length curly and fiery
red hair laid gently on her beautiful, perfect width shoulders for
her 5’4” frame.

She
was adopted when she was born, and she was not from a rich or stately
background, as most of Ronald’s former girlfriends were, and
she also was a former bartender at his luxurious Hotel Lounge on the
1st
floor of “Trepe Towers”, when Ronald met her one evening
several years back, while he was entertaining some guests late one
night.  Ronald rarely did hit on bartenders or waitresses either, and
never ever an employee of his, but he couldn’t resist this
feisty beautiful and sexy redhead who could hold her on with anyone
including Ronald Trepe.


Ronald had been with his share
of “high maintenance” women before, but found Barbara not
to be ‘high maintenance’ at all and a refreshing change
of pace for him.  And the rest as they say, is history.  He
eventually married her and they both have been extremely happy
together ever since.  


“You
always were such a charmer, David, please come inside.  Ronald and
some of the other guests are already out back on the terrace having a
cocktail.  Please join them and I will join all of you shortly after
I greet the last of the guests to arrive,” she instructed him
in a congenial manner, that all of Ronald’s guests were
accustomed to.  


As
he strutted through the door one of the several housemaids and
butlers employed by the Trepe’s, who was standing quietly and
reserved beside and slightly to the rear of Barbara, slowly extended
their hand and said, “Your coat, Sir!”

“Thank
you, Miss,” Mr. Rockingham replied as he handed over his
exquisitely tailored overcoat to her and continued to then walk to
the rear of the lavish 9,000 sq.ft. Penthouse apartment atop “Trepe
Towers”, where the mammoth 4,000 sq.ft. Rooftop terrace
overlooking Manhattan and New York City was elegantly situated. 


Ronald
Trepe was sitting at one of the palm tree covered tables beside the
lavish heated rooftop swimming pool already accompanied by Dr. Roth,
his son Arnold, who arrived only minutes after his dad and another
gentlemen whom neither Dr. Roth nor Arnold knew, who was a business
partner with Ronald on one of his many real estate business deals. 
They were laughing and carrying on with each other as Mr. Rockingham
approached them after lifting a cocktail from one of the server’s
trays first as he passed by.

“Good
evening, David, good to see you,” welcomed Ronald as he and the
others stood up to be introduced as Ronald simultaneously proceeded
to shake his hand. 


This
is John Ruckers, an associate of mine, and of course you already know
Dr. Childs, and this his son Arnold Childers,” he said as he
pointed with his arm extended and his palm up in Arnold’s
direction.

“Nice
to meet you Mr. Ruckers, Hi Dr. Childers, and a pleasure to meet you
as well Arnold.  Your father has told me much about you, how such an
intelligent and outstanding banker you are among other things, as
well as quite the golfer too, I understand.  I’ve wanted to
meet you for such a long time and I am glad I finally got the chance
today,” proclaimed David Rockingham.

Each
of the gentlemen gave their salutation with Arnold being the first
saying, “The pleasure is all mine, and I have heard so many
good things about you as well, Sir, and yes, I do try to play a
little golf from time to time.”

“Come,
come, son, don’t be so modest now, I know how good you are and
of your long held golfing aspirations.  I’ve known your father
for a very long time, and I know that he is so proud of your many
accomplishments and your fine golfing skills.  And believe me, he
seldom gives out compliments even if well deserved, regardless if it
is his own son,” David chuckled as he smiled in Dr. Childers’s
direction and calmly sat down next to Ronald.

And
how are you doing Ronald, it’s been awhile since I’ve
seen you last.  I hear that you are still setting New York back on
its heels and other places as well with your lucrative real estate
deals,” added David as he leaned back in his chair and took
another sip of his dry Martini. 


“I’m
doing very well, thank you David.  Always on the move and always
looking for another great real estate deal, you know me!”
replied Ronald.

“Had
the chance to get any golf in yourself lately, Ronald,” David
asked.

“No,
I haven’t had a chance to play lately, but I sure would like to
soon though.  I was just about to invite Arnold here to come down to
my place in Palm Desert, and be my guest and play a round or two with
me.  And possibly give me a private lesson or two, you know,”
he chuckled as he looked over at Arnold suggestively, “What do
you think, Arnold?” 


“I
would like that Mr. Trepe.  I would like that very much. Just let me
know when.”

“Good,
good, I will, but please relax, call me Ronald.  We’re all
friends here Arnold,” insisted Ronald. 


“I’ll
have my people contact your people as soon as possible and have them
arrange a time that is convenient for the both of us, ok? 


“Yes
Sir, Ronald,” Arnold replied.

“Now,
that’s better.  Anyone for another cocktail?” asked
Ronald as he motioned for the server to come over to their table.

“Yes,
I believe so,” answered all four guests including David who had
just gotten one a couple minutes earlier.

“Nowww,
David,” Ronald replied with a concerned look, “You know
how you get when you guzzle martinis.”

“Yes
Ronald I do, so in that case I’ll have a Vodka Collins,”
David uttered in the direction of the server who had just come to
within a few feet of their table.

The
whole group broke out in laughter together, as the server not being
impressed at the humor said, “Yes Sir, coming right up.

“You’re
not right!” exclaimed Ronald jokingly. 


“Yes,
I know, that’s what I’m told quite frequently actually!”

Back
at the front door Barbara was greeting Nehemiah and the lovely and
sexy as usual Tarise Holiday as Tommy Revolta and a couple of other
well known celebrities such as Nash Young and upcoming stars Marilyn
Massey and the stunning JoAnne Kilpatrick, and last but not least,
retired basketball superstar Joe Ordanian were following them in.

Seeing
that everyone who was on the guest list had finally arrived, Barbara
followed them out onto the terrace to join her husband and the other
guests who had already arrived and awaiting the last of the guests.

After
making their way back to the terrace through the lavishly furnished
and decorated great room, they introduced themselves to each another
as best they could, grabbed themselves a cocktail or two and then sat
down to converse with each another before dinner was to be served
that was cooking on the huge outdoor built-in stainless steel grill,
that was beginning to exude the magnificent aroma of barbequed spare
ribs, huge thick rib eye steaks and shrimp kabobs, not to mention the
baked potatoes and a medley of vegetables to choose from.  Then there
was the massive salad bar, dessert tray and several varieties of
caviar for the guests to indulge in while waiting for the main
course. 


The
terrace looked like a five star New York rooftop restaurant instead
of a penthouse residence, with all the exquisite food, the rich
tropical setting complete with palm trees and a twelve foot cascading
waterfall which after collecting in a large pool was then sent out as
several small streams meandering throughout the landscaped terrace
floor, and then finally empting into the glass swimming pool that
cantilevered over the street some 35 stories below, fashioned after
John Malcolm’s hotel swimming pools at his Pools Casino and
Hotel in Las Vegas. And that’s not to mention the Calvary of
cooks and servers scurrying around guaranteeing that no one had to
get up and leave the presence of any of the other guests for food or
cocktails.

The
multicolored outdoors lighting had come on as dark was settling in on
the evening as the outdoor propane heaters began to warm up the cold
late winter evening as well, to the satisfaction of all the guests,
employees as well as the five piece jazz band who were playing softly
over in one corner of the terrace nearby the pool. 


Steam
was slowly rising up from the heated pool giving a mystical, yet
romantic ambience to what was already a storybook setting, all the
while with the lit up New York skyline serving as a picturesque
backdrop for all the guests to envy and admire.  


After
all, this was the residence of billionaire Ronald Trepe!!!  Nothing
was too good for his friends and invited guests, as he and Barbara
loved to entertain at their fifteen million dollar Penthouse Mansion
when Ronald was home from his traveling around the globe enlarging
his already massive fortune.

“Come
with me Tarise, I want you to meet my son,” insisted Dr. Roth,
as he ushered her gently over to the table where his son was visiting
with Joe Ordanian and the stunningly beautiful movie star, and
scarcely clad JoAnne Kilpatrick, in her striking white laced low cut
designer blouse and high hemmed black skirt and matching black
leather boots.

Tarise,
this is my son Arnold Childers, and you know Joe Ordanian and this is
the talented and lovely JoAnne Kilpatrick.  She is coming up quickly
in the movie business, you know.”

“Yes,
I know.  It is a pleasure to meet you JoAnne.  I loved your movie
that debuted a couple of weeks ago.  You were absolutely terrific and
you are so beautiful as well,” offered Tarise.

“Well
thank you, Miss Holiday,” childishly replied JoAnne, who was a
typically naïve very young 24-year-old woman, as well as a
beautiful California native visiting Broadway for the first time.
“It’s a pleasure and real honor to meet you.  I do so
love your “kangaroo tips” at your “Kangar Aussie’s”
restaurants around the world, and I can’t wait to buy one of
your many exquisite and uniquely cut diamonds on ‘Rodeo Blvd’
in Beverly Hills, when I become rich and famous someday.  Heck I want
to buy lots of them.  They are a girl’s best friend you know!”

“Thank
you so much for the compliments JoAnne and yes, I know, diamonds are
my best friend too,” being slightly amused at JoAnne’s
comment about diamonds, she chuckled briefly as she afterwards turned
to Arnold after waving and saying hello to Joe Jordanian who was
caught staring at the well built and friendly JoAnne.

“Well,
hello Arnold, I finally get to meet you.  I have heard so much about
you not the mention your golfing skills. How are you?” Tarise
commented as she stuck her hand out to shake Arnold’s.

“I’m
honored to finally meet you as well, Miss Holiday,” replied
Arnold as he slightly blushed as he couldn’t help but glance
down ever so quickly at her all too sexy and stunningly beautiful
body.  


Tarise
acted as though she didn’t notice his wandering eyes, sizing
her up, but she was used to it.  Men, she thought, all they think
about is sex.  However she was flattered as well, as she really
didn’t mind.  She knew she was beautiful and she enjoyed the
attention she receives for her beauty and brains, much more than the
attention she receives because of her extremely excessive wealth.

“Please
call me Tarise, Arnold,” she insisted.

“Of
course. Tarise then it is.  What a beautifully unique name to go with
such a beautifully unique woman,” he instantly replied as he
felt some sort of bond right away with her that he couldn’t
quite put a finger on as to why, other than her stunning looks! 


“Well
thank you so much for both compliments, Arnold.”

“Oh,
forgive me my manners, Tarise.  I want to thank you so much for the
sponsor’s exemption you gave me to play in your and Dad’s
tournament in Hawaii.  I hope Dad didn’t pour it on too thick,
as I know he’s well capable of it,” thanked Arnold as he
glanced over at his father who was still standing quietly beside
Tarise as she spoke to those to whom she was introduced to.

“Yeah,
right, Arnold, that’s how I did it,” he snapped back. 


“No,
no, quite the contrary.  He just said you needed a break and really
did play great golf.  That is it, I promise,” she maintained
with a smile as she made prolonged eye contact with Arnold.

And
Nehemiah, who was standing over next to Ronald and Barbara Trepe
would glance over at Tarise every several seconds to see what she was
doing and who she was talking to, as if he might be just a little bit
jealous, and when he happened to notice the prolonged eye contact
between Tarise and Arnold he became noticeably agitated and started
to walk over to them, as he told Ronald and Barbara who was chatting
with Tommy Revolta and Nash Young he would be back in a few minutes
as he wanted to mosey around a bit.

“Hi
honey,” Tarise said to Nehemiah as he approached her and Arnold
along with Dr. Roth, “Have you met Dr. Roth’s son
Arnold?”

“Yes,
we met earlier.  How are you Arnold?”

“Just
fine Mr. Cohen.  I was just telling Tarise how much I appreciated her
sponsor’s exception for the upcoming golf tournament in Hawaii.
 It really was nice of her.”

“Yes,
it was.  Hope you do well in the tournament.”

“Thanks,
I do too,” thanked Arnold as he laughed out loud.


“Nice to chat with you
again,” Nehemiah remarked after just a few minutes of small
talk with him, “Dr. Roth would you come with me for a few
seconds,” he asked as he started to walk away, “I have
something to discuss with you.”

“Sure.
 Just one moment.  Nice to see you again Tarise,” he commented
as he and Nehemiah walked off and began to chat with each other.

Everyone
was seemingly having a great time mingling with each other, and
enjoying the ambience afforded them.  But you could tell they were
all ready to dig into the great meal that was being prepared for
them.

“Sir,
dinner is ready,” one of the cooks notified Ronald.

“Thank
you,” he acknowledged.

“Ladies
and gentlemen, dinner is ready.  And I wanted to let you know this is
an informal dinner, so just make your way up to the serving table
whenever you are ready and get whatever you like.  The servers will
fill your plate with whatever you want, as many times as you want. 
But first, everyone get a drink that wants one, and let’s have
a before dinner toast,” Ronald suggested as he motioned for the
servers to bring more drinks.

Everyone
agreed and had his or her glasses filled again ready for Ronald’s
toast.

“Here’s
to great company and great friends.  I wish to thank my lovely and
dear wife, Barbara for putting it all together, and thanks to all of
you for coming on such a short notice.  Well drink up, get some food
and let’s continue to have a good time.”

“Here
here!” toasted the entire group as they downed their shots and
slowly made their way over to the massive spread laid out for them,
as the servers were at attention and ready to pile their plates high
with some of the best prepared and smelling food they had come across
since their last meal, as all of them were used to gourmet meals, as
all of them had plenty of money, with the exception of Marilyn and
JoAnne, who would probably join their ranks eventually.

After
a couple of hours of eating and drinking, socializing and enjoying
themselves along with enjoying the splendor of the terrace and all
the spectacular views it afforded, several of the guests, Dr. Roth,
Mr. Rockingham, Ronald’s associate John Ruckers, Nash Young,
Tommy Revolta and Nehemiah expressed their desire to get going as it
was getting late and they had much to do tomorrow.  They gave their
thanks for being invited, and complimented the cooks and servers on
the wonderful and delicious food they had received as well as the
great time they had, and then began to exit after saying good-bye to
Barbara and Ronald, who were already stationed at the door with their
coats, bidding them a safe journey and thanking them again for
coming. 


Nehemiah
and Tarise had arrived together in Nehemiah’s limo, but Tarise
wasn’t ready to leave as yet and let Nehemiah know of her wish
to stay a while longer to discuss some business matters with Ronald
and Barbara.  Nehemiah wasn’t too pleased with her decision,
and reluctantly left by himself and advised Tarise he would send the
limo back to get her, when she was ready to leave the party to go
back to her hotel.  All she had to do was call the driver whose phone
number Nehemiah had already given her.

It
wasn’t however, that Tarise wanted to discuss any business
matters with Ronald or Barbara.  In fact, she simply wanted to hang
around and party some more, which she had plenty of experience at,
and enjoyed it tremendously.

After
the first several guests left including Nehemiah, Barbara bid the
remaining guests goodnight, explaining she had had a long day and
much to do tomorrow herself, but made it clear to her guests that
they could stay and enjoy themselves as long as they desired, that it
would not interfere with her going to bed.  She added that it was a
pleasure to meet them all and hoped to see them again soon and
retired to bed.  Usually she stayed up till most of the guests were
gone, but she was exceedingly tired tonight.


Ronald indicated he was not
ready to turn in yet either, and that he too wanted to continue to
party as he had cleared his slate for the next couple of days so he
could just relax and enjoy himself, before hitting the grindstone
hard again, for which he was accustomed to and noted for.

No
one was really too intoxicated at this point, but none of the
remaining guests, Arnold, Ronald, Joe, Tarise, Marilyn or JoAnne were
feeling any pain either.  JoAnne probably had more drinks than the
rest and was beginning to let her hair down, so to speak and walked
over to the jazz band and asked them if they knew any sexy music, and
they replied affirmatively and began to play what she had requested.

The
next thing you knew, Marilyn and JoAnne were dancing lewdly and
provocatively to the pleasure of the rest of the crew, surprisingly
including Tarise.  The band wasn’t complaining either, and when
JoAnne wrapped her arms around Marilyn’s tiny waist and gave
her a big hug followed by a big wet kiss, the whole crew acknowledged
their approval by the clapping of their hands, and issuing a few
childish remarks like, “don’t stop, oh yeah and get it
on,” which only egged them on further, of which they were only
to happy to oblige. 


Then
Marilyn reached over and removed JoAnne’s blouse revealing her
breasts that were only barely covered by one of “Victoria
Secret’s” latest line of sexy new bras.  Not to be
outdone, JoAnne reached over and undid Marilyn’s blouse as
well, revealing much the same as JoAnne, except Marilyn’s bra
was a different color and the thin, skimpy as well as exceedingly low
cut bra also revealed that Marilyn’s breasts were a quite a bit
larger than JoAnne’s were.

“Come
on Tarise, you’re next.  You have way too many clothes on. 
Show us that beautiful body you’re hiding underneath all those
clothes,” JoAnne insisted as her hips gyrated round and round
while bumping up against Marilyn’s sweet and perfectly shaped
rear end, over and over again to the rhythm of the music playing in
the background.

“I
don’t think so, answered Tarise as she lifted her half full
glass of champagne up into the air as to give a toast, “You
girls would make me look really bad, believe me.”

“Ahhh,
don’t be so shy,” JoAnne replied back as she slowly and
sensually walked over to Tarise and proceeded to give her a quick
intimate kiss on the lips, and with some opposition from Tarise, who
seemed to not be sure if she liked what had just happened.

After
just a split second, Tarise then slowly pulled back in a jerking
motion, with a confused look on her blushing face.  And JoAnne
acknowledging the gesture, slowly backed off while seductively
starring into Tarise’s eyes, and whispering to her softly, “You
make me so hot!” 


Then
she turned away with an even bigger smile than Tarise, seemingly
insinuating she had gotten Tarise to do something that she really had
wanted to do anyway, but just needed a little prodding, at least as
she thought. 


JoAnne
then walked back over to Marilyn who was still dancing up a storm in
a most provocative seductive manner while reaching down and pulling
up her skirt up way above her knees, teasing and sending the whole
remaining crowd into a frenzy as their eyes were continually fixated
on the sexy young blonde exhibitionist, who seemed to be having a
great deal of fun.

When
JoAnne finally returned to where Marilyn was, she gently embraced her
again and planted another wet kiss on her lips.

Marilyn
signified her approval by reaching down and grabbing JoAnne on her
behind and pulling her up against her, much to the delight of the
whole viewing audience, who were engrossed in the display of raw and
intense sexual behavior.

Ronald,
quickly anticipating that the scene could get even looser and hotter
at any given moment, stood up and calmly walked over to the members
of the jazz band, who were obviously missing a few beats of their own
due to their own arousal, and not having their minds much on playing
music, politely instructed them that their presence was no longer
required and that they could now leave, graciously thanking them for
their evidently inspiring music.  


As
the band began to pack up their equipment to leave, the ladies
informed the men that they were going to the bathroom to tidy up a
bit, and they then all walked away together into the apartment
laughing and giggling as quiet as they could, so as not to disturb
Barbara who was upstairs sleeping, and unable to hear anything
outside her bedroom, as she was sound to sleep.

The
men meanwhile had gathered together outside on the terrace and were
discussing their satisfaction in being able to view such arousing
behavior from the three beautiful women who had just left for the
bathroom, hoping in fact that the women’s behavior would at
least continue or even better, ratchet up a notch or two when they
returned.

Little
did they know, that as the band had finished packing their equipment
up and were walking out the door, the women in the restroom had
indeed ratcheted it up a notch or two but not before the men’s
lustful and prying eyes.

Both
Marilyn and JoAnne were in a promiscuous embrace when they began
kissing each other again.  Tarise couldn’t actually believe
that she was beginning to be a little aroused herself watching the
two beautiful young women that she had just met only a few hours ago.
 


She
had never before even thought of doing such a thing as kissing a
woman, little lone actually doing it, when they reached over and
grabbed her and both began to kiss her too.  Tarise couldn’t
believe she was now kissing a woman, little lone two women at the
same time as she was having second thoughts like, “I don’t
know if I really should be doing something like this.  It just
doesn’t feel right!”

Tarise
then immediately backed away from them, but the other two women
continued on with each other as their hands began trying to explore
every inch of each other’s half naked bodies, when Tarise asked
while trying to momentarily catch her breath and all the while
thinking to herself that this would be a good time to get back to the
party outside, “Don’t you think that the men are going to
wonder what is going on in here?  Shouldn’t we quickly return
to the party outside and join them?”

“Oh,
let them wonder what we’re doing in here.  They’re
probably already busy out there actually fantasizing about the nasty
things they think or want us to be doing in here, anyway,”
replied Marilyn as she started removing JoAnne’s bra.

 
“We’re just way
ahead of them because we are actually doing, what they are fantasying
about,” spoke JoAnne as she giggled while Marilyn was busy
taking off her own bra and skirt revealing her naked body to all
three.

Meanwhile,
JoAnne was simultaneously and anxiously trying to pull the resisting
Tarise’s blouse off while Tarise was thinking, “Should I
continue stop them, because I think this is going too far?  Or should
I just let them have their way with me to see what this lesbian thing
is all about?”  She was definitely going through some mixed
emotions she hadn’t experienced before.

“Here
sit down,” Marilyn suggested to Tarise as she stood up and
pulled her over to the nearby bench that was used to sit down and
apply makeup, and then she gently got Tarise’s to sit down on
the bench, while raising both of Tarise’s legs up off the floor
and now attempting to pull her pants off, while JoAnne reattempted to
take her blouse off.  


Before
she even knew it, Tarise’s pants were halfway down to her
ankles as JoAnne was still having problems getting Tarise to let her
take her blouse off and she was attempting to fondle her breasts
while at the same time trying to take her own skirt and panties off..

And
Tarise?  Well she just sat there for a few seconds still squirming as
JoAnne was now completely naked and trying to help Marilyn as Tarise
had already now decided she absolutely didn’t like what was
going on, and that she would stop them before they went any further,
as Marilyn was just about to finish pulling Tarise’s pants off
her feet when someone started yelling from just beyond the bathroom.


“Hey, what’s going
on in there?” yelled a voice from outside the bathroom.

The
women just a little startled, except for Tarise who was instantly
afraid the person would open the unlocked door and see her in the
position she was in, and get the wrong idea about her, became quiet
for a few seconds as they starred at each other back and forth, each
waiting for the other to answer, but no one would, when finally one
of them spoke up.

“Go
away!” answered Marilyn.

“Yeah,
go away.  We’re almost done tidying up.  Be out in just a few,”
added JoAnne.

Tarise
seized the opportunity while the other two were distracted and
quickly pulled her pants back up and grabbed her blouse quicker than
she even realized was possible.

“We
need to put what clothes we came in here with back on, and get back
outside, I suppose,” replied JoAnne as she began to fetch her
clothes along with Marilyn.

“Hell,
Tarise is the only one who had all of her clothes on when we came in,
we were half naked anyway,” replied Marilyn as she reached for
a towel to wrap around herself and then picked up her bra and skirt
and placed them under her arms.  JoAnne did the same as Tarise who
was already finished fully dressing herself, and they all walked out
of the bathroom and strolled out again unto the terrace where the men
were seated by the pool having another drink and laughing a bit.

Tarise
thought to herself as she was walking back to the terrace, that she
had just barely escaped the clutches of two women who were about to
have their way with her, which she knew would have been a dismal
mistake.  She was glad it hadn’t gone any further and said to
herself that she would not let herself get in that kind of situation
again, ever!

“What
were you girls doing in there so long?” asked Ronald curiously
while sporting a big smile.

“Oh
just getting to know each other a little better,” replied
JoAnne with an equally big smile.

“Yeah,
just getting to know each other,” replied only Marilyn, as
Tarise was silent and didn’t utter a word.

“Say
Ronald, do you have any spare women’s bathing suits handy?”
asked JoAnne as she and Marilyn walked over to the edge of the
inviting swimming pool, leaving Tarise behind who was beginning to
sit down at the men’s table and have another drink and to cool
off from the recent episode in the bathroom.

“No,
not out here, but I can go inside and get some of Barbara’s
many bathing suits to choose from, that will probably fit you both,”
he answered while getting up from his chair to fetch them.

But
before he could get completely out of his chair, JoAnne had already
dropped the towel that was wrapped around her body revealing a hour
glass, perfectly sculpted beautiful woman yelling as she dived into
the warm water of the glass swimming pool, “Never mind, too
much trouble,” as she left only a small splash as her naked
rear end disappeared under the ripples of the blue water, much to the
surprise of all the guests who got an eye full waiting for her to
reappear on the surface of the water that was hiding the object of
their envy.

No
sooner than JoAnne disappeared into the water, Marilyn followed suit
in the exact same manner, giving them all again, a bird’s eye
view of another gorgeous young naked body before it disappeared as
well into the abyss.

“Woe,”
exclaimed Ronald and Joe as their eyes and smiles grew to twice their
size and Arnold just sat there with his mouth hanging wide open,
trying to take it all in, and Tarise sat there equally in awe, not at
the random display of nakedness on the part of the two young women,
but in awe that she was almost getting sexually excited all over
again, which she couldn’t understand.

As
all eyes were on the pool waiting for the two young women to surface,
Tarise remarked at how friendly the two women were and how they were
so uninhibited about their sexuality.

“Yeah,
women these days are much more uninhibited, aren’t they?”
agreed Joe as he turned his chair around to get a better view, “I
love it myself.”

“Won’t
get any disagreement from me,” agreed Ronald as well, while
Arnold just sat there quietly.

Marilyn
was the first to surface even though she dove in after JoAnne, and
then began swimming to the far end of the pool away from the on
looking guests, pulled herself up out of the water and sat down on
the far side of the pool ‘naked as a jaybird’ with her
legs dangling in the water, completely comfortable showing her naked
body to the rest of the party eyeing her from their table at the far
end of the pool.  


Then
only seconds later JoAnne surfaced from beneath the water about ten
feet from Marilyn and pulled her wet hair back from her face and
immediately noticed Marilyn sitting on the side of the pool naked
with her feet dangling.  She then went dove underwater again to swim
the last ten feet towards Marilyn and surface right between Marilyn’s
dangling legs, which left Marilyn exposed as the rest of the party,
even though they could not see to great detail that which JoAnne
could see, as they were too far away, attempted to squint their eyes
as if that would bring the decadent exhibition closer for their
viewing pleasure.

All
they could make out from the distance was JoAnne’s naked back
and the back of her head. They thought they could see her head moving
but weren’t sure even about that.  But Tarise, even though she
couldn’t make out what was going on at the other end of the
pool either, thought that she knew exactly what was going on, and
again became slightly aroused at the thought, but quickly tried to
repress her emotions on the issue. 


“Hey,
I want a better view, think they’ll mind?” asked Joe as
he stood up getting ready to walk over to the other end of the pool
to get a closer look.

“I
don’t think so,” answered Ronald as he too stood up,
“There’s only one way to find out, and that is to simply
mosey on down there and see.”

As
both Joe and Ronald left the table and walked in the direction of the
naked women at the other end, Arnold looked over to Tarise, and
asked, “Would you like to join them at the other end?”

“No
thanks,” she replied, “I can see just fine from here.”



“I
hope you are not embarrassed or uncomfortable in any way with the
situation at the other end of the pool?” Arnold apologetically
asked Tarise.

“Oh
no, it’s fine.  I don’t have a problem with a woman’s
naked body, as a matter of fact I think it is beautiful and to
neither be admired, not ashamed of, nor do I have a problem with
their exhibitionism or their display of lesbianism either.  It’s
not my gig, but to each his or her own, I say.  This is not our
parent’s world, you know.”

A
little surprised at her answer, but not at all shocked Arnold
replied, “Well that is a good way to look at it, I suppose,
yeah, I think it is.”

“Good,
I’m glad you concur.”

As
Ronald and Joe finally made it to back to the other end of the glass
pool, they both began to feel extremely sexually aroused, as they
stood there staring at these two young naked girls.

“Hello,”
they whispered out to the two sexually involved young and hot
exhibitionists.

“Hello
yourself, want to join in on the fun?”

“Yeah,
come on in, the water and Marilyn is just fine,” remarked
JoAnne, as she then quickly returned to what she was doing.

“Sure,
don’t mind if I do,” answered Ronald as he looked around
to see if Barbara may have awakened and was viewing the whole show,
and then he quickly removed all his clothes and jumped into the water
beside JoAnne.

Joe
not paying any attention to the other two in the water had already
removed all of his clothes as well and sat down beside Marilyn much
to her apparent great satisfaction, as she began to show off one of
her many talents.

Meanwhile
Tarise had long ago stopped paying attention to the triple “X
rated’ show at the other end of the terrace, but she noticed
that Arnold was occasionally sneaking a peek at the scene continuing
to play out at the other end of the pool, when he blurted out of
nowhere, “I think I’m on the verge of exploding any
second now, sorry.”

Tarise
who was sitting across the table from him immediately knew what he
was referring to and was a little taken back by his comment.  She
then said, “I’m sorry, what did you say, Arnold?  You’re
about to explode?  Is your sexual tension overwhelming you?”

“Stunned
by what just came out of Tarise’s mouth and not sure what
exactly she meant by it,” he answered anyway without asking for
any clarification, “Yes.”

“Would
you like to have your tension relieved?” Tarise asked in a
quiet but somewhat sexy tone while staring Arnold right in the eye
with a look that he couldn’t quite figure out, but was prepared
and anxious to find out.

“Sure,
what did you have in mind?” he asked naively not knowing
exactly what she meant, nor ever anticipating what would come next,
because he knew that at one time earlier in her life, she had went to
school to become a trained and licensed massage therapist, so he
fantasized what she might have in mind to do to him. 


Feeling
a little taken back by his first remark, seeing as how she just met
him and didn’t appreciate it, she thought she would teach him a
lesson, now feeling a little fiendish.

“Well
why don’t you come over here to me?” she asked Arnold who
was really fantasizing now and who then jumped up immediately and
walked around the table and got up close to her. 


“That’s
close enough I think,” she said as she quickly told Arnold to
unzip his pants while he just anxiously stood there dumbfounded in
front of her.

“Well
do you want to get relief or not?” she hurriedly asked him
again in her sexiest voice.

“Hell
yeah, he said,” thinking she was about to give him a massage to
relieve his built up and now ever increasing sexual tension!

“Then
what are you waiting for?” she asked him as she could hardly
keep herself from laughing out loud.

Being
a bit confused as to why she didn’t oblige him in unzipping his
pants herself, he finally followed her command anyway and quickly
unzipped his pants.

“Is
that it?  Hell don’t look at me to help you out!” she
admonished him while barely holding back her laughter within, “Why
don’t you just walk on down there and join them or help
yourself?”  


“Why
the hell did you put me through this?” he angrily shouted at
her while zipping his pants back up, “You’re nuts!”

“No.
I think those are yours!” she said and then immediately burst
out laughing as she could not hold herself back any longer.

“That
wasn’t nice at all.” Arnold muttered as he walked back
around the table and sat down dejected as any human being could be
under the circumstances.

“Well
it wasn’t nice at all for you to talk to me that way either. 
You just met me yet feel you have the right to make such a comment
about losing your sexual tension right in front of me.  You got just
what you deserved for offending me.”  Tarise explained as she
balled him out without any reservation.

After
thinking about it for a minute and having had a chance to cool down
so to speak, he finally replied in an apologetic manner and tone, “I
suppose you are right.  I’m sorry.  Please forgive me.  I’ll
watch my manners from here on out.  I don’t know what came over
me.  I guess I just got excited at all the skin showing, you know.  I
didn’t mean to offend you?”

“Thank
you.  And apology accepted,” she calmly replied.

Shortly
after the two had cleared up their differences, the other four had
already calmly put their clothes back on.  They returned to the table
where Tarise and Arnold were sitting and acted if nothing even
remotely eventful had gone on at all, but all of them did have
exceptionally big smiles on their faces.

“What
happens here stays here!  And I mean business, ok?” demanded
Ronald as he glanced around the table at everyone with a stern look
on his face, to further emphasize that he meant business.

“No
problem,” they all agreed.

“Now
that’s taking care of business,” Joe remarked. 


“Yeah,
I always try to do my best at taking care of the business at hand,”
replied Ronald as he adjusted his belt, that had evidently been
fastened a little too loose, “Monkey business, that is!”
he replied as he chuckled with a huge smile from ear to ear.  “Anyone
for another drink before we call it a night?”

Everyone
thought it was a great idea, so they then filled their glasses one
last time with champagne and lifted them up into the air for a toast,
which they all knew was coming.  Everyone knew that Ronald just loved
to toast to anything given the chance.

“Here’s
to a wonderful evening and to good friends, closed lips, and I’m
not referring to your other ones either ladies, and may all your
fantasies come true ladies and gentlemen.”

“Cheers,
Here Here, Right On,” were some the replies from the table as
they all hurriedly downed their drinks and began to thank Ronald for
the great party.  


“And
don’t forget the sex!” JoAnne shouted.

“Absolutely,”
agreed Ronald, “Even though Tarise and Arnold did miss out on
the sex part,” he threw in as he looked over across the table
at them.

“Oh
well, but we were able to witness the porno show, though,”
interjected Tarise, “And I don’t even think that scenes
out of Sodom and Gomorrah could even match you guys performance!”

“Yeah,
but be sure and don’t look back when you leave, I wouldn’t
want you to turn into a pillar of salt now,” added Arnold
jokingly as he bid all those present a good night and left Ronald’s
apartment in good spirits after saying goodbye to Tarise and thanking
her for such a memorable evening he had at the table with her, all in
his spirit of sarcasm.

The
limo that Nehemiah had sent back for Tarise was patiently waiting
down at the lavishly covered drive through lobby entry of  “Trepe
Tower’s” to take her home when she was ready, and she
climbed into the waiting limo and instructed the driver to carry her
to her hotel.

As
she sat starring out the limo window she couldn’t help but
notice the still busy and lit up city, but thoughts of the party she
had just left lingered in her mind.  She couldn’t believe how
she had behaved so badly, as it was definitely not like her to act
that way, especially almost having sex with a woman, nor the prank
she pulled on Arnold.   


Joe,
JoAnne and Marilyn left the Trepe’s together with Joe’s
arms wrapped around both of them as they dangled their purses in
their one hand and their other free hand they placed firmly on each
of the cheeks of his bottom and walked leisurely and unabashedly out
to the lobby to catch a cab. 


After
the last of the guests departed, Ronald went upstairs to where
Barbara was sleeping and crawled into bed quietly, as not to wake his
wife, but as he lay down and pulled the covers up, she turned over
and asked, “Did you and everyone have a good time, Ronald?”

“Yes,
everyone had a magnificent time, darling.”

“Did
I miss out on any wild sex orgies again?” Barbara whispered, as
she was talking while half asleep.

“As
a matter of fact, you did.  You never join in anyway, but there is
always next time, dear.”

“We’ll
see,” Barbara answered as she reached over and kissed Ronald on
the cheek as if his remarks and actions were not a problem at all and
then added, “Good night, dear,” as she rolled over and
went fast to sleep.

“Goodnight,
dear.”

Ronald
just lay there completely fulfilled, and began to think about his
investments, and how to get rid of some of them to reinvest in other
areas.  “Over all things are good,” he quietly spoke
aloud in a voice that only he could hear, “But I need to be
smart, especially right now.  Things are probably going to get much
worse for the average American and the American government as well,”
he continued to think out loud.  “The government is going to
have some irate individuals on their hands before this whole economic
scenario is over,” he added before he fell fast asleep himself.

___________________________





Several
days had now gone by since the first terrorist attacks on the
Pentagon, the New York Stock Exchange building and the Center for
Disease Control in Atlanta and things now seemed to have calmed down
a bit, until the President received a call from the Department of
Health just after meeting with General Perez and discussing the
matter of Iran.

“Hello
Mrs. Cunningham, I haven’t heard from you for a while.  How are
things going over at the Department of Health?”

“Hi
Mr. President.  They are going just fine, considering.”

“Good,
good.  Have you finished the report yet that I had asked for
concerning the costs associated with the health and social benefits
that the illegal aliens in this country are costing the taxpayers
each year?” the President asked.

“I
should have it ready in about another week, Sir.  I am still waiting
for the numbers to come in from New York and Texas, which should be
here in the next couple of days, and then I can rap everything up and
be ready for a meeting to go over them with you.  Is that ok, Sir?”

“Sure,
that would be great.  Now what can I do for you Mrs. Cunningham?”

“Well
Sir, I’m afraid I have some bad news,” she told the
President.

“And
what would that be Mrs. Cunningham?  I’m almost all full up
with bad news.  I just wish someone would call me with some good news
for a change,” he answered and then immediately after thinking
about what he had just said, he added, “I’m sorry for
ranting, Mrs. Cunningham, please go ahead and tell me what you called
for.”

“No
problem Mr. President.  Well I’m afraid the news is from the
CDC and it doesn’t look good.  The building that was bombed
last week was the Infectious Disease Laboratory that conducts
research and experiments on such things as dangerous pathogens and
the like, as you already know.  The problem is that one Cunningham
reluctantly reported to the President who was now beginning to get a
sick feeling in his stomach and a slight headache to match it!

“Open,
you say?”

“Yes,
Mr. President, the container was located deep beneath some ashes and
debris and it was found opened, unfortunately. And further
investigation of the damaged entry logs, which we just recovered
today gave the times and the persons responsible for taking the
cylinders out of the secure vault for research on the samples
contained within them, revealed that about fifteen minutes before the
time of the explosion, one of the scientist employed there by the
name of Dr. Harold Coshman, had signed the log confirming his
removing one of the cylinders containing the Ebola virus, and it was
never signed back in,” Mrs. Cunningham continued informing the
President as she began to get very distraught at the findings.

“Ebola!
 Shit! That’s a very serious virus.  Isn’t it usually
fatal, Mrs. Cunningham?”

“Yes
Sir you’re absolutely correct, it is.  The mortality rates are
extremely high with Ebola and in humans it is 50% to 90%.  And the
time from the onset of symptoms to death is usually between 7 to 14
days.  By the second week of infection, patients will either have the
fever, which is one symptom, or they will go down or undergo systemic
multi-organ failure,” she added.

“And
what happened to Dr. Coshman?”

“He
was regrettably killed in the blast Sir.”

“Oh,
I see.  Unfortunate indeed.  Have there been any reported outbreaks
yet?” asked a very concerned President.

“Yes
Sir, I’m afraid there have been.”

“In
Atlanta?” inquired the President who was still a little
shocked, but not seriously thrown back.

“Yes,
just in Atlanta so far, but we are looking at several other locations
as well,” Mrs. Cunningham revealed as her concern deepened.

“Like
where Mrs. Cunningham?”

“Well
there is Jackson, Mississippi, Memphis, Baltimore, Detroit, Los
Angeles, Miami and Vancouver, British Columbia so far.  Hospitals in
those cities have reported having several patients with symptoms
similar to those of the Ebola virus and they are running tests now to
determine if it is the Ebola virus.”

“Have
there been any deaths reported as of yet?

“Yes
Sir, there have been six so far in Atlanta, that have been positively
confirmed and attributed to the Ebola virus.

“Why
do you think there are so many other places other than Atlanta that
may be infected with the virus, Mrs. Cunningham?”

“Well
sir, it is an airborne virus, so there are many ways to get a whole
lot of people infected in a relatively short period of time.  And
then there’s the commercial airlines! We don’t know for
sure, but evidently it looks as if one of the first responders in
Atlanta had taken a vacation in Miami a couple days after the
explosions, and he probably infected many of those on the airplane
with him, Sir.”

“I
see.  And what happened to him?”

“He
has died, Sir.”

“Heck!
 So how can we handle this Mrs. Cunningham?  Can we quarantine
infected areas?  Are there any vaccines for the public or treatment
available to those already infected?” Asked a very concerned
President.

“We
can only place the hospital rooms and the hospitals where the reports
are coming in under quarantine at this point, Mr. President.”

“So
what are the chances of this thing becoming a pandemic?”

“It’s
hard to say at this point, but it is very possible.”

“That’s
not what I wanted to hear, Mrs. Cunningham.”

“I
know Mr. President, I’m sorry.  But that is not all either I’m
afraid,” she reluctantly informed him.

“What
now?”

“Well,
the news media is getting very suspicious, and they want to know what
is going on.  We haven’t given them any information as yet, but
I don’t know how long we can prevent them from finding out,
Sir.  One of the reporters on the scene that night, I believe his
name was Todd Christenson with Sox News……..”

“You
referred to him as ‘Was’?” the President
interrupted her.

“Yes
Sir.  He died a couple of hours ago in an Atlanta hospital.  Some of
his colleagues were there and are asking some difficult questions. 
We were waiting to hear from you, but it may even already be too
late.  You know how some of those investigative reporters can be. 
Some of them are actually really smart and can’t be fooled for
very long about this.  And Bob Samuels, the Assistant Director of
Operations at the CDC who was at the explosion site just minutes
after the explosions, who was interviewed by Mr. Christenson, is in
the same hospital in Atlanta, and he is not expected to live much
longer either, if he is not already dead, as we speak,” Mrs.
Cunningham continued to inform the now noticeably shaken President of
the bad news.

“This
is not looking good.”

“Mr.
President, we need some direction on how to handle this situation. 
It has gotten to the point already that something other than
quarantining the hospitals will have to be done I’m afraid. 
This is bigger than what the CDC can handle, Sir,” advised Mrs.
Cunningham as she now began to slowly break down on the phone
herself.

“It’s
alright Mrs. Cunningham, I’ll handle this.  You’re doing
a great job.  I’ll get with General Perez at once along with
the military experts that know how to deal with this development and
start the quarantining immediately, and I’ll get my Senior
White House Press Secretary to handle the press.  Thanks for
informing me so promptly, and please stay as calm as you can.  I need
you to stay calm.  I know this is a terribly frightening situation,
but we will get a handle on it as quickly as possible.  Everything
will be all right, I assure you.  Please let me know of any new
developments at once and call me anytime concerning them.  I will
inform my secretary to let your calls go through unhindered, ok?”

“Yes
Sir I will.  And thank you Sir and Godspeed!!”

“Thank
you Mrs. Cunningham, and remember, stay calm and we will take care of
this situation, immediately.  Goodbye for now and thanks for calling
me first about this.  I really appreciate it and the great job you
are doing!”

“You’re
welcome Mr. President.  Thanks and Goodbye Sir,” she said and
then hung up the phone still a bit worried that all is definitely not
alright.

Immediately
after ending the conversation with Mrs. Cunningham, the President had
his secretary contact his White House Press Secretary along with
General Perez.  


“Mr.
President, General Perez is on the phone and I’m still trying
to reach Press Secretary Engels, Sir,” his secretary quickly
informed him.

“George.
 Where are you?  How soon can you get to the White House?  We have a
terrible and pressing emergency on our hands.  We have an Ebola
outbreak in several cities that I was just informed about by the
CDC!”

“What?
 Uh….. Uh…., I’m actually not far from the White
House right now.  I can be there in about…..uh….. ten
minutes, Sir.  Do you want me to contact my Commanders who know how
best to deal with this situation or wait?” asked General Perez.

“Yes
I do, and get them over here right away as well.  Hurry, we are
behind the eight ball here already.  Do you understand General?”

“Yes,
Sir.  I’m on my way and I’ll get my top officer, Lt. Gen.
Robert Dickerson here as fast as I can.”

“Thanks
General, I’ll be here and anxiously waiting.”

“Mr.
President, you have U.N. Secretary General Cohen on the line, Sir. 
Shall I put him through?”

“Yes,
of course, put him through.  Anything from Engels, yet, Margie?”

“Yes,
Sir, he called in and said he would be in your office in fifteen
minutes or less.”

“Thanks
Margie.”

“You’re
welcome, Sir.”

“Nehemiah,
how are you,” the President politely asked the Secretary
General while trying to keep calm about the devastating news he had
just gotten.

“I’ve
been better, George, but I’m ok.  Listen, I just got a call
from the World Health Organization here at the U.N., and they have
advised me that a hospital in Vancouver, British Columbia reported an
Ebola case there, and it is doubtful that the victim is going to make
it.  They also said that a hospital in Detroit has that guys brother
there as well with the same symptoms.  Do you know anything about
this, George?”

“Yes
Nehemiah.  As a matter of fact I do.  I just now received a call from
the CDC in Atlanta informing me that cases of Ebola have been
reported in several U.S. cities.  I just got off the phone with her
ten minutes ago.  General Perez is on his way here with top military
experts in the field so we can assess the situation and quickly take
the appropriate action.  It looks as if we may have a bona fide life
threatening crisis on our hands, as if we don’t already have
several other ongoing menacing situations to deal with, Nehemiah,”
replied the President who was audibly exhausted.

“Yes,
I know George.  But wonder why it took so long for the CDC to bring
this Ebola situation to your attention?  It was nearly two weeks ago
when the CDC was hit by terrorist explosions?”

“I
know, Nehemiah.  But they just found the empty pathogen container
late yesterday hidden deep under a pile of debris and ashes.  And
once they had determined just what was in the empty steel container,
by checking damaged logbooks that were also just found earlier today,
they called me immediately with their findings.

“I
can’t believe that some doctor at one of the hospitals couldn’t
diagnose the Ebola virus symptoms way earlier than now George, can
you?” wondered Nehemiah.

“I
don’t know Nehemiah.  I don’t know all the details on all
of the purported cases.  That will presumably come out during our
investigation into it.  At this point I don’t really know how
long the victims waited before going to the hospital, or anything
else for that matter to help me determine why it took so long.  Hell,
I’m certainly not a doctor and I don’t know very much
about the Ebola virus, but I do know that the virus is sometimes
exceptionally hard to diagnose as the symptoms are extremely flu like
in the beginning stages.”

“I
suppose you are right, George.  But nevertheless, we could have a
very serious and dangerous situation on our hands as you say.  How we
handle this right now, will determine how deadly this outbreak
becomes, and how we handle the media is also of the utmost
importance.  We have to protect the citizens as best we can, yet we
have to be extremely careful in not causing undue panic at this time.
 You know what I mean George?”

“Of
course I do, Nehemiah.  Shit, I’m not your typical village
idiot, you know.  At least not yet.  After all that has happened in
the last two weeks, I’m beginning to feel like I might become
one fairly soon though.  The stress of being President of the US is
unbelievable in times like this, you know?”

“Yes,
I do know George.  But I also know you!  I know that you can handle
anything that comes down the pike including this, now can’t
you?”

“Me?
 Why hell yeah!  That’s why they elected me as their President
at least for now,” he suddenly chuckled a little bit in the
midst of a possibly mounting and severe crisis that could quickly
engulf the world given the right conditions.

“Listen
George, I’d like to take a flight out of New York as soon as
possible, and come to Washington to help out there.  I’ll bring
with me Dr. Tomkins as well, who is regarded as a top expert on
dealing with this sort of thing who is with the World Health
Organization.  Would that be ok?”

“Absolutely
Nehemiah, I would welcome all the input and help I can get on this
one.  How soon do you think you can get here?”

“I’m
not sure, but I think I can be there at least by dinner tonight.  Is
that soon enough?”

“Definitely.
 That sounds great to me Nehemiah, I’ll see you then.  I’ll
have dinner ready in the private dining hall in the East Wing waiting
for you when you arrive.  Have your secretary inform mine of the
details of your arrival and I’ll have a CIA escort waiting for
you at the airport when you land,” replied the President as
they both said good-bye after agreeing that dinner would be great.

“Mr.
President, Mr. Engels has arrived now and is here along with General
Perez.  Shall I send them both in now?” asked Margie.

“Yes.
 Please send them right on in.”

The
President stood up from his chair and walked over to the door to
greet them as they entered, needing to get up and pace a little to
satisfy his anxiousness.  Anyone with less control of their emotions
than President George Rodney would probably be on the brink of a
nervous breakdown by now; given all the stress building situations he
has had to endure the past two weeks.  This was no time to buckle
under the pressure, as the country depended on him to make the right
decisions and to keep them safe amidst these critical and unnerving
state of affairs that have been thrust upon them.

“Ah,
its so good to see both of you here so speedily,” acknowledged
the President as he shook both of their hands and then turned around
and walked over to the window behind his executive White House desk
and peered aimlessly out of it to desperately try to find a moment’s
solace and also have the extra time to promptly regroup himself
before the discussions that were coming.  “Please have a seat,”
he turned and said as he extended his arm from behind himself and
pointed to the two chairs positioned in front of his desk while still
a bit unnerved “Can I get either of you a drink?  I think I
could use one myself.”

“No
thanks,” replied the General, “I need to think clearly. 
I need to have all my faculties in working order.”

“Maybe
I should know what is going on first, before I decide,”
chuckled Press Secretary  Engels with a slight grin, but still able
to reflect a serious look about him.

The
President finally turned around and clasped his hands behind his back
and exclaimed, “Ebola.  We have several outbreaks around the
country of the Ebola virus.  Six victims have already died and who
knows how many more are infected and will die as a result.  Somehow
we need to temporarily keep a lid on it, while at the same time
quarantine the infected areas as quietly and effectively as
possible.”   



“I think I’ll have
that drink now, if you don’t mind Mr. President.” Replied
Mr. Engels after hearing the dire news.

Without
saying a word, the President lifted his finger and pointed over to
the fully stocked bar over in the corner of his office.  


Assuming
that to be a green light to fix himself a drink, Mr. Engels stood up
and walked hurriedly over to the bar and fixed himself a tall glass
of wine and returned to his seat ready to hear more about this
predicament.

“Mr.
President?  What can I fix you?”

“I’ll
have what you are having,” he replied to Mr. Engels.  And then
he asked the General,  “Did you reach Lt. Gen. Dickerson yet
General?”

“Yes
Sir Mr. President, I have.  He’s taking a military jet out of
Fort Benning and should arrive here in about one hour from now, Sir,”
the General informed the President while taking his pen and paper out
ready to begin to take notes.

“Excellent.
 And U.N. Secretary General Cohen should be arriving here shortly
after that with the head of the World Health Organization
accompanying him as well.  We need to put our heads together and come
up with a plan in short order.  And not just any plan either, but a
good solid plan.  One that will minimize any possible panicking of
our already frightened citizens in this great nation, as well as
providing the best protection for them against any further outbreaks,
and limiting the number of future fatalities connected with this
Ebola virus, as humanly possible!” the President sternly
informed them as they listened intently to his cautiously picked
words.

Not
long after they started discussing the measures needed to accomplish
what the President had laid out for them, Lt. General Dickerson
arrived followed not long after by Nehemiah who was accompanied by
his expert official as he promised with the World Health Organization
and several other top FBI experts in the field as the President had
instructed his secretary to send for them too.

They
discussed all their possible options until the wee hours of the
morning and finally arrived at a consensus on what to do both in the
area of quarantining the known affected areas, as well as
investigating and tracing the steps of all those at the initial scene
of the CDC explosions, and to accurately determine who to track down
and place under quarantine, and if at all possible, predicting future
possible persons and areas of further possible outbreaks.

Now,
it would be only time that would eventually tell if they had taken
the right approach along with the necessary steps to ensure the
future safety of the majority of the American populace and limiting
the number of future fatalities.

Everyone
understood the gravity of the situation and the speed with which
their endeavors required, not to mention the delicacy in handling the
media.

They
knew all too well that the pandemic that might ensue as well as the
sensitive nature of sending National Guard troops out, consisting of
what little forces that still remained in the U.S., that were not
engaged elsewhere around the world, to quarantine the people against
the further spread of the deadly Ebola virus.

After
reaching the consensus, each of those present at the meeting, shook
hands and left in order to go about their business at hand after
trying to get some much needed sleep even if it would only be
negligible at best.






























































The
next morning brought more bad news.  The word was already out to the
public and spreading rapidly about the Ebola related deaths, before
the White House Press Secretary could hold an early morning news
conference scheduled for 10:00 a.m., to inform the public in an
attempt to confront the matter head on.

The
reports were already circulating all over the news wires.  CND was
calling the deaths part of a “Nationwide Outbreak” that
was out of control, threatening everyone who may have come in contact
with any of the known dead and along with those who had contact with
those already infected that are currently still in the hospitals
around the country, which was unduly alarming the populace in the
governments eyes.

So
instead of having his Press Secretary give a press release for the
White House, the President decided to address the nation himself,
which he had planned to do the next day anyway, but it obviously
wasn’t going to wait until then.  He had to calm the nation
down himself, show the public that he was expeditiously handling the
situation and he had to do it swiftly.


The National Guard had already
been alerted and was rapidly heading to the hospitals in the cities
where victims had previously died from the virus, and those hospitals
who have persons thought to be infected, which was increasing by the
hour.  


Most
of hospitals had tried using their own security guards and doctors as
well to implement the quarantine, but were quite unsuccessful, as
most of those who weren’t employed by the hospital or
hospitalized already, panicked and decided to leave, thinking they
would get infected if they stayed, not knowing if they were already
infected, which would worsened the already dire situation, because
those of them who were infected, if any, would continue to spread the
deadly virus and infect many others as they come into close contact
with them, that otherwise probably wouldn’t be affected, they
reasoned.

Several
TV news agencies had already canceled some of their regular
programming and had already booked doctors as guest speakers, who
professed to be familiar with the Ebola virus.

“Symptoms
of being infected with the Ebola virus are varied and often appear
very suddenly,” one doctor on CNB explained, “The initial
symptoms include severe headaches, muscle, joint or abdominal pain,
high fever at 101.8 degrees Fahrenheit, severe weakness and
exhaustion, nausea, sore throat or dizziness.”

“Could
you tell us if there are any other symptoms, doctor?” asked the
interviewer at CNB.

“Yes,
sure.  It can progress to cause more serious symptoms such as
vomiting blood, diarrhea, dark or bloody feces, red eyes due to
distention and hemorrhage of sclerotic arterioles, and petechia.”

“I
see.  And Doctor, what methods can be used to diagnose the virus?”

“Well,
we can test your saliva and take urine samples as well.”

“And
what are the mortality rates?”

“Well
I believe they are extremely high.  Somewhere around 50 to 90% of
those infected die of complications, I believe,” the doctor
continued to inform them.

“And
just what is the usual cause of death from the Ebola virus?”

“Well
a couple of things.  Usually the cause of death is due to hypovolemic
shock or organ failure.”

“Excuse
me, doctor, but what is hypovolemic shock?”

“Well
hypovolemic shock is the decrease in blood volume or actually I
should say, blood plasma.  The time from the onset of symptoms to
death is usually between 7 to 14 days.  By the second week of
infection, patients will either have the fever come down or undergo
systemic multi-organ failure.  Most do not bleed to death, but it
does happen in a number of cases.”

“How
is that?”

“Well,
it is usually interior not exterior bleeding even though that can
occur as well, like through the nose, etc., but the interior bleeding
is caused by a chemical reaction between the virus and the platelets,
which creates a chemical that will cut cell sized holes into the
capillary walls.  It isn’t a pretty picture, I assure you!”

“No
it doesn’t sound like it, Doc!” replied the interviewer.

“No
it isn’t,” agreed the doctor, “After 5 to 7 days if
they have internal bleeding, that person will die of a million cuts.”

“Oh,
how gruesome!  Sounds awful.  I was told that there is no known cure.
 Is that correct?” the interviewer replied after gasping about
the million cuts.

“Yes,
unfortunately that is correct.  There is neither an approved vaccine
nor any known treatments currently available that have been
successful in treating this horrible virus.  However only 50% of the
people who come into contact with the virus, come down with the
actual virus, and I’ve already told you the mortality rate for
those that do come down with it.”

“And
what was that again?” asked the interviewer.

“It
is 50 to 90% mortality rate for those who get infected.  That is
rather high, I know.”

“Well
thank you Doctor for coming on our show and filling us in on some of
the facts and figures of this highly deadly disease.  Your discourse
has been insightful indeed.  Would you come back again?”

“Certainly.
 It would be my pleasure.”

“Well
we must take a station break.  Thanks again doctor for your
information.  We will be right back with more on this story, so stay
tuned and don’t go away,” announced the interviewer. 


Other
news channels were reporting live from several of the hospitals that
National Guard Troops had already arrived at, fully dressed in their
protective gear so as to keep them from getting infected themselves.

There
was mass chaos at most of the hospitals, especially in Miami where
there were reports of at least 150 confirmed cases of Ebola infection
since the day before, and nearly 60% of those were in advanced
stages, meaning death was only days if not hours away for those poor
souls!

“Damn,
the media is not helping matters any at all,” shouted out the
President to his Press Secretary, as he was watching the news as
well, waiting to address the nation in ten minutes or so, “Nothing
seems to work out as planned.  I wish I could have been able to
address the nation before all this news coverage.  Maybe it wouldn’t
have made any difference, but it still would have been better if I
could have.  They need to know that I am not only aware of the
situation but working desperately hard to combat it and diffuse it!”

“Mr.
President we are ready when you are.  It’s almost 10:00, Sir,”
announced one of the cameramen who was ready to roll.

“Yes,
Thank you, I’ll be right out,” said the President as he
finished straightening his tie, ever so nervously, which is not like
him.  Usually he is quite the ham and loves the cameras profusely. 
The President has great charisma and is highly photogenic and has a
great command over the English language, but he was still nervous
anyway.  But it probably wasn’t because of the cameras, but the
 specific and calamitous message that he was about to give to the
nation, that was making him unusually nervous this time.

As
he dutifully walked out onto the platform and up to the podium, the
crowd of reporters that were unusually loud and noisy calmed down
immediately.  You could hear a pin drop, it was so quiet.  Everyone
in the room was waiting to hear what the President of the United
States had to say about what might possibly already be an epidemic of
great proportion.

“My
fellow Americans, it is with great difficulty that I address the
nation this morning, as some are not able to view or hear my words as
they have been victims of a horrible, horrible situation, namely
victims of a sudden Ebola virus outbreak in our country, as a result
of the explosions at the CDC over a week ago, that caused the
bacteria to escape from one of the containers that it was being held
in.

As
many of you are already aware, I have instructed my military
commanders to order our National Guard troops to quarantine the
hospitals where cases or deaths or both have been reported due to the
virus.

I
want you to know we are doing everything in our power to mitigate the
circumstances and keep this outbreak to a minimum, if possible. 
Please listen to and obey those in authority, as they are doing what
they have to do to procure your safety and welfare.  We are moving as
quickly as possible to contain this dreadful virus from spreading any
further.  The FBI, the CIA, the Homeland Security Department, and
certain factions of our Military along with local, and state
authorities are tirelessly working together to track and locate all
who are infected with this hideous virus and bring them safely under
quarantine, as to isolate them from the rest of the public for the
public’s welfare as well as their own.  The best medical
attention available will be given them instantly and freely, with the
utmost priority, I assure you. 



Also we have ordered all health
clinics and hospitals, by Presidential Directive to issue to any
person that comes in and asks for one, respiratory masks free of
charge to further combat the spread of this airborne virus.  


Also,
we have ordered all retailers who carry such devices, to issue them
to all citizens and non citizens alike, completely free of charge to
anyone who comes in their place of business for them.  Some of the
places you can obtain them are Home Depot, Lowe’s, Sears, J. C.
Penney and of course Wal-Mart, and all lumberyards and hardware
stores and anyone else who sells construction supplies.  You need and
we want you to get these as quickly as possible for your safety.  


Any
retailer or wholesaler not complying with this Executive Order will
be subject to harsh and severe penalties.  This is a serious matter
and I expect all businesses and the public in general to cooperate,
under severe penalty of law.  Manufacturers of the masks have been
notified by the State Department and are beefing up production around
the clock as we speak, to make them available to the public as
quickly as possible.

We
will combat this situation with the utmost in care and in a timely
fashion, as there is no time to waste.  Additionally there is no
reason to panic either.   Please take these simple and necessary
precautions I have given to protect you and your loved ones from
getting infected.  Get the masks!  Cover your nose and mouth with
whatever you have available to you, until you can get the masks. 
Even use a wet towel or pull your shirt over your face if you do not
have anything else to use.

Also
I’m asking for voluntary cooperation from the public and
businesses alike except for the ones aforementioned, to stay home and
not go out in public unless absolutely necessary till further notice,
so we can get a handle on this very immediate and dangerous
situation. I am initially asking for voluntary compliance, but won’t
hesitate to declare martial law if needs be, to make sure my orders
on this are abided by with the strictness that I have given.

I
would like to thank all of you beforehand for your full cooperation
and my prayers are with you all.  God bless and be safe and if you
are religious, then this would be a good time to pray as well.

I
am not able to take questions myself at this point, but I will allow
questions to be addressed to my Press Secretary, as I must
immediately depart as there is much to do on my part and time is of
the essence.  So thank you again.” uttered the President as he
finished speaking and turned and promptly left the stage with an
entourage of his staffers.

Instantaneously
hands began going up all over the press audience with questions to
solicit the White House Press Secretary with, as the President had
already indicated that he would take.

“You,
way in the back in the last row of seats.  Yes, you with the black
and red tie,” instructed Press Secretary Engels as he pointed
to the reporter seated in the back of the room.

“Yes,
thanks.  John Whitening with the Washington Post.  Mr. Engels, do we
know where the first case was reported?” the reporter asked in
a hurried manner.

“Yes,
we do.  The first case was reported in Atlanta at Simon Reid
Hospital.”

“And
who was the victim and what is their current condition if you know?”
continued the first reporter.

“Let’s
see,” Mr. Engels said as he flipped through his notes lying on
the podium, “I believe it was Todd Christenson.  Yes,  it was
Todd Christenson.”


“Todd Christenson?  Isn’t
he with the Sox News Network?  What is his prognosis?”

“Yes,
I believe he is with Sox News.  His prognosis?  I’m sorry to
say, he has already passed away.”

Several
gasps were heard around the room as the White House Press Secretary
acknowledged the ill fate of one of their own.

“Let’s
see, you over in the corner in the back row.  Yes you.”

“Thank
you Mr. Engels.  I’m Roy Peterson with the New York Daily
Globe.  Can you tell us how Todd Christenson contracted the virus?”

“Yes,
I believe so.  The night of the CDC explosions, he was reporting at
the scene and interviewed Dr. Samuels there as well.  One of the
containers containing the virus had been checked out by a Dr. Harold
Coshman about fifteen minutes before the time of the explosion to do
some late night research.  Apparently he was conducting some research
when the explosions took place and the virus was then loosed into the
air after the container it was in was compromised.  Unfortunately Dr.
Coshman was instantaneously killed in the blast from the explosions.”

“And
Dr. Samuels?  What happened to him?”

“Let’s
see,” he replied as he again shuffled through his notes, “Here
it is.  Dr. Samuels was admitted at Simon Reid Hospital as well, and
is in the final stages of the infection and is not expected to
recover, I’m sad to report,” announced Mr. Engels as he
searched for the next person on his list to ask a question, “Ok,
let’s see, you in the front row.  Yes you Bob.”

“Thanks
Mr. Engles.  I’m Bob Watson with WTBC in Washington.  Can you
tell us anywhere else that outbreaks may have been reported, if any?”

“Yes,
I can.  There are suspected cases reported in Jackson, Mississippi,
Memphis, Baltimore, Detroit, Los Angeles, Miami, and Vancouver,
British Columbia so far.  But it is still early on and I’m sure
the virus will unfortunately continue to turn up in many more
locations before this terrible scenario is all over.

“And
how many deaths have been reported so far?”

“Let’s
see.  I think the latest information I have is there have been…..,”
he began to reply but had to refer back to his notes once again, “
Maybe thirty three I believe.  Yes, here it is.  Yep thirty three as
of 6:00 a.m. this morning.  And I don’t have any more updates
since then.”

“Let’s
see, umm, in the middle section.  The lady with the white blazer on. 
One last question, please and then I must conclude the question and
answer session.”

“Yes,
thank you Mr. Engels. Miss Branden with HBC News. Uh, Uhhh.  Yes, how
long will the quarantines be going on?  And do we have an epidemic on
our hands?”

“Well
that’s two questions Miss Branden.  Which one would you like
answered?” he chuckled as he spoke asking the beautiful woman
with CBC News.

“Why
both of them, please Sir.”

“Very
well, since you asked so nicely.  The quarantines will go on until
the Dept. of Health says it is safe.  I really don’t think any
of us can answer that question with any certainty, Miss Branden.  And
as to your second question.  Yes, we do have an epidemic on our
hands, and I sincerely hope it stays an epidemic and doesn’t
turn into a pandemic,” Mr. Engels replied as the crowd of
reporters kept raising their hands, saying Mr. Engels, Mr. Engels,
what about so and so, etc.

But
refusing to acknowledge their continued persistence to have more
questions answered by him, he quickly left the room to rejoin the
President in his office.  After several minutes of conversing with
one another in the Press Room, the reporters left the room scurrying
to go about their business of reporting the bleak news that they had
just received from the White House.

The
next couple of weeks were nothing short of chaos as the death toll in
the U.S had already topped six thousand and growing, with the largest
numbers recorded in Atlanta followed by Miami and Detroit
respectively, due to one of the initial first responders flying to
Miami and infecting those on the plane and them in turn infecting
others wherever they went, such as the two brothers on the plane from
Miami on vacation that were from Detroit and Vancouver.

Memphis,
Los Angeles, Baltimore and Jackson, Mississippi respectively, were
next in line of total fatalities related to the Ebola outbreak,
however the numbers in Los Angeles are escalating and not receding as
in some of the areas.

Thanks
to exceptional detective work and the sharing of information by all
the different agencies involved, the loss of life could have been
much, much higher.  But the agents doing the investigative work on
tracing the movements of those at the initial scene of the CDC
bombing and of those on the airplane with the infected first
responder, helped tremendously in not only being able to quickly
quarantining those first succumbing to the infection and those coming
into contact with them, but in keeping the number of deaths lower
than they certainly could have been.

And
the quick response of the public who took the necessary precautions
as outlined by the U.S. President, such as wearing protective
coverings over their mouths and staying put until a handle could be
gotten on the situation, helped tremendously in keeping the numbers
as low as they were so far.  Tens of thousands of people could have
easily gotten affected by the quick spreading and deadly virus.

But
overall, despite a great deal of chaos, the public did not panic to
the degree that most of the experts expected, nor was there an
exceeding high level of animosity against the President or the local
and state authorities who were carrying out his unpopular directives.
 But of course the families and friends of those who lost their lives
to the Ebola outbreak did not, understandably take it quite as well
as those that were not adversely affected.

There
were only 960 deaths reported in British Columbia as the Canadian
authorities quickly quarantined the persons initially affected on the
airplane from Miami and the persons who came into contact with them
in the first few hours.

And
the quick reaction by the U.N. World Health Organization was
responsible for quickly stopping a massive spread of the deadly virus
to other parts of the world, especially those 3rd
world countries that have poor and inadequate health facilities and
meager communications, which could lead to devastating consequences
on the continents of Africa and South America as well as those
persons in Indonesia.

However,
reports from Africa, such as in Nigeria are still slow to come in,
but early reports estimate that 595 had fatally succumbed to the
virus infection and about three times that many were still awaiting
their fate, as two Nigerian nationals were on the plane with the
infected American first responder in Atlanta, that brought the virus
to Nigeria. There were also sporadic reports of low numbers of
infections in the neighboring countries of Nigeria, such as Cameroon,
Benin, Niger and Chad, but still way too early to tell just how bad
it could get in those particular countries.

Even
though two weeks had passed since the first reported case, and the
number of reported cases was continuing to drastically decline, the
U.S. and other parts of the world were not totally out of the woods
yet.  There were still probably some unreported cases in poorer
neighborhoods in the U.S. and other poorer nations around the world,
that individuals from those areas could still be infecting others
without ever knowing it, thinking it was just the flu they have,
which kills approximately 40,000 people each year in the U.S. alone,
mostly being the elderly and infants with poor immune systems.   


The
U.N. is keeping a watchful eye on the situation in Africa and South
America, and has sent teams of hundreds of doctors and specialists to
both regions, as well as the thousands of other volunteers with them.

Europe
and Asia so far have had no reports of any outbreaks yet, but
officials are skeptical as to other’s optimism that they will
remain unscathed from the Ebola outbreak.

So
far the U.S. has been the heaviest hit and officials are still
cautious about saying the worst is over, for the deadly virus can
still rear it’s ugly head in uninfected areas and spread all
over again.


________________________________





And
if that was not enough, other matters of state were not going much
better either.  The U.S. President was unsuccessful in getting any
support from Congress to declare war on Iran either, which greatly
disturbed him, but he continued to try to push his case against Iran
fervently, as he knew they were still working on testing another
nuclear bomb in the near future, which he knew he could not let
happen in any case.

Now,
nearly a month had already passed without any more sightings of the
elusive ‘E’ nor any progress of narrowing down the
location of the complex outside Golden Gate Canyon State Park, where
he was comfortably residing, despite the large numbers of agents
assigned to the case, so most were called back to their respective
offices leaving only the local authorities to continue the ongoing
search for the suspected terrorist who they believe started the
health disaster.  ‘E’ was a marked man and would soon
become infamous.

They
had conducted a property-to-property search in the foothills west of
Hwy. 92 in Golden as best they could, but knew they did not contact
all the owners, as many homes were vacation homes and thus vacant,
and some were just too difficult to reach or to easily find.  More
manpower was needed, but regrettably unavailable for the search.

Actually
they had already unknowingly driven right by ‘E’s
compound without even the slightest notion as they assumed the
property was actually part of the State Park itself, which actually
was before being sold to the previous owners.  Even the signs on the
side of the dirt driveway leading up to the 52-acre complex resembled
the informational and directional signs throughout the park, which
participated in the mistaken identity of the property to the
searchers.  Strangely enough while the agents were passing by the
complex, ‘E’ was outside on one of the decks enjoying the
spectacular view afforded him of not only the faint appearance of
Denver twenty miles off in the distance to the east, but the nearby
Mt. Evans fifteen or so miles to the southwest of the complex as well
as fifty miles of valleys and snowcapped peaks extending nearly all
the way up to the Continental Divide. 


He
could see the massive and well known 14,000 ft. Mt. Evans with its
snow covered jagged peaks and tree covered valleys leading up to tree
level (the altitude at which trees no longer can grow) two thousand
feet below the summit, which catches the clouds as they come rolling
over the Continental Divide, compacting together forming massive
cloud formations and oftentimes huge storm systems producing blizzard
like conditions around the mountaintop as the intensely strong and
swirling winds blow the snowflakes in every direction in the huge
five mile wide bowl, nestled a few thousand feet below the north face
of the summit.   


“Awesome!
 What an awesome spectacle of God’s creation,” exclaimed
‘E’ as he continued to view the pockets of sunshine
peering through the clouds shining on the snow covered summit like
spotlights on performers on a stage and the sunlit streaks of tall
pine and blue spruce that covered the valleys beneath the mount.

He
couldn’t quite make out the world’s highest paved highway
leading up to the summit, nor the numerous bighorn sheep that dotted
the rugged mountainside viewable while on one’s journey to the
top, but he could envision them in his mind, as well as the mule
tailed deer and elk that inhabited the thick aspen and pine forests
surrounding the lower Mt. Evans mountain range.

The
sun was beginning to set, and he knew that the spectacular view he
already was enjoying would turn into a wondrous panorama of red and
orange colored clouds glowing both in the far horizon and directly
above the massive mountain range. The setting sun would also light up
several portions of the other surrounding snow-covered mountain peaks
as well, in a rainbow of colors, mainly red, blue, orange and shades
of gray as dusk inched its way into the darkness hiding the view and
the magnificent scenery that made it so stunning till either the moon
or the next morning’s rising sun would again yield a massive
display of God’s handiwork and glory in the splendid Rocky
Mountains of the west.

After
sitting and relaxing there on the deck, well after the sun had set,
‘E’ decided to go inside and leave the tranquil setting
behind that he had enjoyed for hours, knowing it would always be at
hand, standing by to show off its glory to anyone who had the
opportunity to enjoy its splendor.

But
before going inside, he made his usual rounds of checking to make
sure all of the exit and entry doors to all the buildings of the
complex were secure.  He then went inside the Main Lodge Building and
straight up to the Penthouse for further direction and orders as he
did most nights before retiring.

As
he climbed up the stairs to the Penthouse, and reached the top
landing in front of the door to open it, it had already started to
open, though not by his hands.

“Come
in,” a voice could be heard from behind the opening door, “I
have some more to talk to you about tonight before retiring.”

“Yes,
Father,” he replied as he entered the room and the door closed
shut behind him.

“Eli,
my Son, you please me very well.  You have done everything so far
that I have told you to do, without questioning me.  You are a good
son indeed, as you know I would do nothing to harm you or put you in
harms way, but have only your best interests in mind.”

“Yes
Father, I do know that, and I am pleased that you are pleased with
me,” replied Eli.

“Eli,
I want you to go to Wal-Mart and purchase a cell phone.  Purchase it
with cash and purchase one that already comes operational with
minutes that you can throw away when they have expired.  Then when
those minutes have expired you can purchase more minutes with cash
and add them to the phone.  You need to do it this way so your phone
calls cannot be traced to you.  Do you understand Son?”

“Yes
Father, I understand.  I will do this thing tomorrow, yes?”

“Yes,
tomorrow is good.”

“Then
after you purchase the phone I want you to call Stephen Raines on his
cell phone and give him another message.”

“And
what message would that be, Father?”

“Tell
him that before the week is out, his identity will be stolen!!”

“Is
that all you wish for me to tell him?”

“Yes,
that is all at this time, Son.”

“Father,
will more be joining us here soon?

“Yes,
there will be more that will join you there when the time is right,
but not right away.  Are you lonely, Son?”

“Not
so much, Father, as long as you are with me.”

“You
know that I will never leave you alone, my Son.  You trust me, don’t
you?” 


“Yes
Father, I do know that and you know that I trust you and your wisdom.
 You have never led me astray, and you have always been there for me
to guide me and to protect me.”

“You
know me well, indeed, Son.  And you make me very happy and proud.”

“Is
that all Father?  I have chores to do before I retire for the
evening, as you well know.”

“Yes,
of course I do.  But I do have one more thing to tell you.  You know
that man who came to visit you here at the complex, several weeks
ago?”

“Yes,
I remember him.  Jeffery James was his name I believe.”

“Yes,
you are correct, Son.  I want to tell you to not be afraid of him. 
You can befriend him and it will be ok.  He is a fine man, and a
trustworthy man as well.  I have firsthand knowledge about him and he
is definitely ok.  Do you understand, Eli?”

“Yes,
I understand.  Should I tell him what we are doing?”

“No,
there is no need for that.  Just don’t be afraid of him.  He
will not hurt either of us in any way.  Trust me on this, Son.”

“I
do trust you Father.  I will do as you say.  I will befriend him as
you ask and not be afraid of him,” assured ‘E’ to
his father.  


“Good
my son.  You are faithful and good.  I am proud to have you as one of
my sons, Eli and you know I love you very much.”

“Yes
Father, and I love you too, and I am proud to be one of your sons. 
Is that all, my Father?”

“Yes.
One more thing though, and that will be all tonight. Do you have the
three secret and sacred books in a safe and secure place, my Son?”

“Yes,
I do.  I have them in a waterproof steel cylinder in a place no one
will ever think to look or find them even if they should they stumble
across the area that they are in.  They are safe and secure,”
Eli guaranteed his father of the book’s safety.

“Where
are they Son?”

“They
are in the underground water holding tank, way back in the middle of
the tank tied by steel wire to a steel line dangling near the top of
the tank that I can retrieve with a long pole that I have.”

“Very
good Eli.  You are very clever, indeed.  That is all Eli.  Finish
your chores and rest peacefully tonight knowing all is well, and that
you are in a safe and secure place, here, my Son.”

“Yes,
I know that and thank you for it.  Goodnight Father.”

“Goodnight
my faithful Son.”

‘E’
then closed the door and returned to his quarters after finishing his
chores and then he went quietly to bed, ready to get up in the
morning and do as his father had instructed him, and without
question. 


The
next morning ‘E’ was off on his way to do what his father
had asked him to do the night before.  He had caught a ride not far
from the compound, which took him close to the Wal-Mart, several
miles away in Golden, where he would purchase the cell phone as
instructed.  It was ‘E’s’ first time in a Wal-Mart
store and he had never seen so many different items in one store
before, and was a little taken back by it’s enormous size and
the many items offered for sale within it.  


“It
seems as the owners want to cash in on just about everything,”
he thought to himself as he wandered around the store looking for
where the cell phones might be. “Ah, here they are,” he
whispered under his breath quietly as he began to look at the many
different kinds of phones and user plans, but wasn’t quite sure
which ones had minutes already in them, without getting on a plan
with a major company, so he asked a sales clerk to help him, which
they were more than happy to do.

After
paying for the cell phone, he continued to walk around in the store
admiring all the stuff on isle after isle, as well as the scores of
people scurrying around like busy bees making honey. 


“They
sure do spend an enormous amount of time buying things that they
really don’t need, not to mention all the money that they could
be using for better purposes,” he whispered to himself again as
he continued to walk around the huge Super Center, “Everyone is
in such a hurry and anxious, and seemingly unfriendly as well and no
one talks to anyone else either.”   This definitely was not how
it was where he came from, before his coming to the U.S.  


Becoming
quite uncomfortable with the whole atmosphere, he decided to promptly
leave and get back to the compound and read the cell phone
instructions for the phone he had just purchased.  He then proceeded
to walk through the exit doors, when much to his surprise alarms
started sounding off and being panicky and frightened, he quickly
covered his head with both of his hands and crouched over.

An
attendant at once came over to him within seconds of the alarm going
off and asked for ‘E’s’ receipt and curiously asked
him, “What’s the matter, Sir?” as he thought it a
bit strange that this individual was crouched over and covering his
head looking a bit confused and scared, “Are you alright?”

“I
think so,” replied ‘E’ as he took his hands away
from his head and slowly straightened himself up, “I thought I
was in the middle of a raid, or something.”

The
old man who was the greeter at the main door, who lined up shopping
carts for customers as they entered the store, and also whose job it
was to check receipts when the alarm went off, signaling someone was
walking off without paying for their items, began to laugh as he
asked ‘E’ if he could see his shopping bag and a receipt,
“Oh, no, there’s no raid, it’s just the alarm going
off.  May I see your receipt and your bag, please, sir?” he
asked in a very courteous manner.”

“Why
sure,” replied ‘E’, “Is everything alright?”

“Yes,
everything is fine.  The person at the check out counter must forgot
to disarm the security strip on the phone you purchased, sir.  Here
have a nice day, and watch out for those snipers,” he in a soft
voice suggested as he turned and chuckled to himself so as not to be
heard by ‘E’.

“Oh,
yes sir, I will” replied ‘E’ as he walked off a
little shaken by it all.  Evidently the greeter wasn’t quiet
enough with his remark about the sniper!

“Wow,
what a strange man,” the old man thought to himself as he
turned back around in ‘E’s direction and began lining up
some more shopping carts.

Then
as ‘E’ began to walk away from the building down the
sidewalk next to the corner of the end of the building, he suddenly
heard another alarm go off, but it sounded a little different than
the first one inside the store and he was convinced that it was not
coming from the store itself.  As he quickly turned around in the
direction that he thought he heard that the noise was coming from, he
noticed a Golden Police car behind him some sixty or seventy feet
coming very slowly toward him or at least in his direction, with the
alarm sounding, then stopping and resounding all very quickly. 
Something he wasn’t used to hearing.

Acting
quickly on his feet “E” promptly scurried a few feet
forward, and then turned the corner of the building and ran rapidly
to flee from the police car that was pursuing him, feeling as if it
was the devil himself chasing him through the corridors of hell
itself.

The
squad car immediately sped up when the officer saw him start to run
away and it turned the corner as well and the officer stepped on it
to reach the rear of the building as quickly as possible, as he
noticed no sign of ‘E’ in front of him.  “He must
have turned the corner at the rear of the building already,”
the officer thought to himself, “This guy can really run fast.”

It
only took a few seconds for the officer to reach the far end of the
building as he picked up speed extremely quick in the high
performance newly purchased Chevy Camaro squad car.  But when the
officer had reached the end of the building, he thought ‘E’
would most definitely be there somewhere and probably sitting down
exhausted trying to catch his breath from running so fast, but not
so!  Again it seemed as though the elusive ‘E’ had easily
evaded the police once again, as if it was a simple thing to do for
him, which was beginning to become quite evident.

Immediately
before turning the corner the officer had already called into the
police station and reported to the police dispatcher, informing them
that he was in hot pursuit of a suspect that seemed to fit the
description of ‘E’, that was given to the police
department by Steve several weeks ago during the Golden incident,
when he had jumped out of Steve’s moving vehicle.  Now he had
to regrettably report that the suspect had gotten away again, and
just as he was doing so, two other squad cars were pulling up behind
him, that were evidently nearby in close proximity of the Wal-Mart
store.

After
the first pursing officer opened his squad car door and stepped out,
the pursuing officer leaned his chest against the door with one of
his arms draped over the top of the door window casing and the other
hand scratching his head in disbelief, as the two other officers came
running up to him, as they had parked only a few feet directly behind
his vehicle.

“Where
the hell is he?” asked one of the other officers as he had one
hand on his revolver holster.

“Hell,
I don’t know!  He just disappeared around this corner.  But
either he is the fastest human alive or he is able to fly,”
responded the officer as he shook his head in utter unbelief at ‘E’s
disappearance.

“He
has to be around here somewhere,” the other officer insisted as
he kept walking behind the building searching intently, “Check
in that dumpster,” he replied referring to the commercial
dumpster situated behind the building up against the rear wall just a
few feet from the pursing officers squad car.

There
wasn’t anything else nearby for anyone to hide behind or in, as
there was nothing but open land in all directions for nearly two
hundred yards that was under excavation for future building
construction.  There were no trees, bushes, rocks or anything else as
all those had already been removed, and only dirt remained on the
huge lot, that was almost completely level at this stage of the
excavation.  So the dumpster was the only thing in sight and that
could possibly serve as a hiding place, although not a safe one, for
someone to conceal themselves from any pursuers.

While
the one officer walked slowly up to the dumpster, the other two
officers had him covered with their drawn weapons, just in case the
suspect was armed.  As the one officer slowly crept up beside the
side of the dumpster, one of the other two officers did so as well,
but on the opposite side of the dumpster.  As the first officer who
had reached the dumpster motioned with his fingers, that on the count
of three they would both simultaneously lean over the top side of the
dumpster with their guns drawn ready to fire, should it be necessary,
which is standard procedure in this type of situation.

First
one finger popped out of the officer’s closed fist, then
another finger, then the third finger, as both officers then leaned
over the top of the dumpster in unison with their weapons out in
front of them first.  Oddly enough there was nothing in the dumpster
at all.  No suspect nor any trash either.  It was as empty as a
school building after a fire drill.

“Damn,
where in the hell did this guy go?” shouted one of the officers
as he put his weapon back safely secured in his gun holster.

“I
told you,” responded the first officer on the scene, “This
guy can fly, and obviously fly fast too!”

About
that time, one of the helicopters in the Golden Police Department’s
fleet, could be seen and heard not far from them, as it had been
called in by the dispatcher when the first call had come in to them
in the beginning from the first officer who was in the pursuit of
‘E’.

The
helicopter searched the nearby area for about 15 or 20 minutes along
with the three squad cars that were on the scene, but none of them
turned up anything at all.  ‘E’ has successfully eluded
the police once again, much to the surprise of all those
participating in the search for him.

“Well
at least we know he is still living in the area somewhere, and
definitely hasn’t left the state or the county for that matter.
 We’ll catch him sooner or later, if he continues to come out
in public.  The odds are on our side,” predicted one of the
officers as the search was called off after turning up no sign of ‘E’
whatsoever.

Later
in the day after “E” returned to the compound with his
cell phone, he gave Steve a call on it as he was instructed by his
father.

“Hello,”
Steve answered as he flipped open his cell phone.

“I
need to tell you that before the week is out, you will unfortunately
have your identity stolen,” stated ‘E’ to Steve who
was alarmed at the message he just received.

“Who
is this?” asked Steve inquisitively, “Is this a joke or
something?”

“This
is ‘E’, and this is no joke, I assure you.”

“How
did you get my cell phone number?” asked Steve angrily.

“That
is not important,” replied ‘E’, “What is
important though, is that you get the message.”  


Steve
looked down at his cell phone screen to write the phone number down
‘E’ was calling from, but there wasn’t one
indicated, which he knew meant that the call was coming from a phone
that had minutes built into it and not from a regular cell phone.  


He
was still wondering how ‘E’ got his cell phone number,
not having a clue that ‘E’ had called the Sox TV station
and told them that he was a friend of Steve’s and had an
extremely important message to give him without delay, but that he
couldn’t reach him at his home, which wasn’t a lie. 
Strangely enough they had fallen for it hook, line and sinker and
proceeded to give out Steve’s cell number to ‘E’
without any further questioning.

“I
will be in touch with you again soon,” ‘E’ told
Steve as he was then about to hang up the phone when Steve quickly
asked, “Why do you keep telling me all these things?  Why me? 
I don’t understand.  And why are you going to steal my
identity?”

“I
am just following orders, as I have already told you.  I really don’t
know why.  I must go, and no, it is not me behind the stealing of
your identity,” responded ‘E’.

“Then
who is behind it?” asked Steve, but before he received an
answer he noticed ‘E’ had already abruptly ended the
call.

“I
don’t get it!” Steve spoke out loud as he closed his cell
phone along with a perplexed look on his face, “I don’t
know what he expects me to do with this information.  I wish I knew
why he thinks it is important to tell me in advance and not someone
else.  I just don’t get it!”

Steve
continued to ponder those questions, as he finished eating the lunch
he had sat down to enjoy and wondered whether or not he should call
Agent Wilson at Homeland Security about the phone call he just
received from ‘E’.  But after debating it for several
more minutes in his mind, he decided that it wasn’t anything
real or concrete that Homeland Security would be concerned about,
like another future bombing or something similar, that would of
course warrant his immediate and certain contacting of Agent Wilson.

Afterwards
he went about cleaning his house and getting ready to go to work
later on that evening, but the thought of having his identity stolen
bothered him to no end the rest of the entire day.  


And
for the rest of the whole week, Steve continually tried to convince
himself that, surely this was just a prank by that lunatic terrorist
‘E’, who was just trying to instill terror in him!”
  


Steve
had subscribed to a quarterly credit report through one of his credit
card issuers a few years back and nothing ever seemed out of the
ordinary, like any negative information being posted to any of the
credit bureaus about him, and he was diligent about checking his
monthly statements to make sure everything was on the up and up, like
all the charges were really his and not made up or from someone else.
 


Additionally
he was also careful about shredding all the junk pre-approved credit
card offers he oftentimes got in the mail, before throwing them away
in the trash, but still the thought of someone stealing his identity
was unnerving to him. 



But low and behold, before the
week was out Steve received a call from a well-known credit card
company in New York City, by the name of First Empire Bank that was
wondering when he was going to make a payment on his delinquent
credit card account that he had with them.

“I
don’t have an account with you guys!” he told them
emphatically.

“Your
name is Stephen Raines, isn’t it?” inquired the pushy
gentlemen from the collection department of the bank..

“Yes
it is,” Steve angrily replied.

“You
live at 1336 Pine St. in Walsenburg, Colorado, don’t you?”
quizzed the caller again.

“Walsenburg?
 No, I don’t!” denied Steve, “See I told you that
you have the wrong guy.”

“You
don’t live in Walsenburg?” asked the caller who was a bit
confused at Steve’s answer. “Then where do you live sir?”

“I
live in Boulder, Colorado,” he was proud to say, figuring this
would clear the matter up once and for all.

“And
do you work at Cummins Diesel in Walsenburg?”

“No,
I do not!”

“Mr.
Raines, could you please give me your social security number so I can
check it with our records?” the caller then politely asked him.

“I’m
not going to give you my social security number over the phone.  I
don’t even know if you are who you say you are,” replied
Steve who was now beginning to get really irritated with the caller.

“Mr.
Raines, we can possibly clear this up if you would just give me your
social security number,” the caller explained.

“Yeah,
I bet.  Then you really could steal my identity, couldn’t you?”
Steve impatiently fired back at the caller, “Tell you what. 
Let me speak to your supervisor, if you really have one.” 
Steve thought he had the caller now, expecting him to hang up
immediately or give him a bogus reason why the supervisor couldn’t
come to the phone.

“Yes,
sir, if you wish.  Please stay on the line and I will return with him
shortly.” the caller politely agreed.

After
about 20 seconds another person came on the line, “This is Ron
Jenkins.  I’m Bob’s supervisor.  What can I do for you
Mr. Raines?”

“Uhhh,
 Uhhh,” Steve stuttered being caught off guard, not expecting
to talk to the caller’s supervisor.

“Yeah,
I think you guys have me mixed up with someone else in this credit
card matter.  And I’m certainly not going to give you guys my
social security number without knowing if you are who you say you
are,” Steve adamantly replied.

“Mr.
Raines, we are just trying to clear up this matter of your delinquent
account,” insisted Mr. Jenkins.

“I
told you, I don’t have an account with your bank!” Steve
continued to insist while his anger was reaching a boiling point.

“Well
if you could give us your social security number, we could clear this
up in a matter of seconds,” Mr. Jenkins politely asked again.

“We’ve
already gone over this, haven’t we?” Steve reminded the
bank supervisor.

“Hold
on just one second would you please, Mr. Raines while I pull up your
information.”

“Sure,
but I have lots to do today and I’m getting more than a little
irritated about this whole thing,” Steve told the supervisor
who wasn’t even on the phone, as he had put him on hold without
Steve’s realizing it.

“Sir,
is your social security number 313-63-3601?” asked the
supervisor.

“Yes,
it is.  How did you know that?” asked Steve being a little
bewildered and tired of the whole situation.

“That’s
the one you gave us on the credit application for the credit card,
Mr. Raines,” the now confident supervisor replied.

“Well
I don’t know how you guys got my social security number, and
who opened this credit card account, but it certainly wasn’t
me,” insisted a very upset Steve on the verge of having a major
fit.

“Well,
all we know Mr. Raines, is that someone with your name and your
social security number owes this bank $5,000.00, and you have a past
due amount of $347.19.  When will you be making the payment, sir?”
asked the supervisor who was still being very polite for now.

“I
don’t owe you any money, and I will not be making any payments
to your bank.  Good day, sir,” replied Steve just before he
slammed the phone down and began to curse profusely.  “That
damned ‘E’.  That SOB, I’ll kick his ass the next
time I see him.  Son of a b___, this sucks!”

The
more he thought about it, the madder he got.  “Shit, I didn’t
need this,” he yelled out while shaking his head in disgust. 
“I don’t have time to take care of this shit?”  He
just stood there aimlessly trying to figure out his plan of attack. 
“I need a plan of attack!” he thought.  After a couple of
minutes he whispered to himself, “I know, I’ll call
Sherri and have her ask Arnold if he can help.  He’s a big time
banker.  Hell yeah, that’s what I’ll do!”

Identity
theft was becoming big business with criminals these days as the cost
to businesses and consumers as well, has been skyrocketing in the
past several years.  Back in 2007 identity theft dealt losses of 47.6
billion dollars to businesses and financial institutions.  And the
out of pocket expenses to consumers were over 5 billion dollars.  The
per victim cost of each business affected was $10,000.00 and the
individual per victim cost per consumer affected was $1,180.00.

But
that was back in 2007.  Records now reveal that the cost to
businesses and financial institutions from identity theft had almost
tripled to a staggering amount of over 141 billion dollars, and the
out of pocket expenses to consumers was 30 billion dollars, which was
six times the amount in 2007.  And the cost per business victim had
increased to $60,000.00 on average and to individual consumers was
over $4,000.00.

Identity
theft had clearly gotten out of hand, and the conviction rate was
only less than 2%, as it was a difficult crime for law enforcement to
solve, and the government had little answers either, as both
political parties were calling for drastic measures to combat this
economic threat, that coupled together with other issues were
threatening the stability of the U.S. economy.   












































“Sherri,
I’m glad I got in touch with you.  You won’t believe what
just happened to me!” Steve said. 


“What
is it Steve?” Sherri asked.

“Well
about a week ago, I received a phone call from ‘E’.”

“A
phone call?  He’s calling you now?” she asked being
surprised at the news from Steve.

“Well
just that one call.  I can’t figure out how he got my cell
phone number, but anyway, he called me and said I would be the victim
of identity theft.  I wanted to believe that it was just a prank, but
everything he said so far came true, you know.”

“Identity
theft?”

“Yeah,
I mean why would some terrorist want to steal my identity?”
Steve asked Sherri not really expecting to get a definite answer.

“Duh,
to set you up!   Or to buy things in your name and with your money
too!” she instantly replied with deep concern for him.

“Hell,
I never thought of that.  Shit!!” he was most disturbed at her
answer but  also acknowledged her quick wit as well.

 
 “Yeah, identity theft is
becoming a big deal these days.  You know we’ve aired some news
on the subject several times in the past,” she reminded him.

“Yeah,
I know but I really never gave it a second thought.  I mean I never
thought it would happen to me, you know?”

“I
understand.  That’s what we all want to think.  So is that all
‘E’ said on the phone?” Sherri continued to
inquire.

“Yeah,
except to tell me that it would happen before the week was out.  And
sure enough, I got a call from First Empire Bank in New York just
about a half hour ago wanting to know when I was going to make a
payment on my past due credit card account.  I told them I didn’t
have a credit card account with them, and we went round and round. 
Finally after getting a supervisor on the phone, I was told that my
social security number and my name was used to open the account, but
with a different address,” Steve went on to tell Sherri. 


“So
how much did he charge up on your account?” Sherri wanted to
know.

“It’s
not my account!” Steve corrected her in a loud tone.

“I
know that.  You don’t have to yell in my ear, Steve.”

“I’m
sorry Sherri; I didn’t mean to yell at you.  It’s just
that this is really disturbing and I don’t know what to do
about it.  Hell, the jerk charged up $5000.00 on the damn account. 
And that is just how much I know about so far.  I don’t know
what other charges might still show up.  What the hell am I going to
do?”

“I
don’t know Steve.  I haven’t run into this before,”
she replied.  There was a deafening silence on both ends of the
phone, and after several seconds of each one of them waiting for the
other one to say something, Sherri finally spoke first and said, “I
know.  I’ve got an idea that might help.”

“What?
 Tell me!” insisted Steve curious about what it might be, as he
thought he had exhausted all other avenues except for Arnold’s
help, which was why he called Sherri in the first place.

“Why
don’t I give Arnold a call, and ask him if he might be able to
help you.  Surely they must deal with this all the time at his bank,”
Sherri offered as she was referring to Chase Manhattan Bank in New
York City where her finance’ Arnold worked.

 
“That’s great
Sherri!  Actually I had thought of that as well, which is one of the
reasons I called you.  I was hoping you would offer to call him,”
Steve confessed to her.

“Well
why didn’t you just ask me in the first place, silly?”

“Well
I was going to if you didn’t offer, but I was hoping you would
offer first.”

“That’s
ridiculous, Steve.  You know I would do anything for you.  If you
want me to do something, just ask me.  You don’t have to be
afraid,” she immediately scolded him without reservation on his
waiting so long to ask for her help.

“I’m
sorry Sherri. I will next time something comes up that I can’t
handle on my own.  Hey, want to have sex?” he immediately burst
out thinking this was the best opening he’d probably ever get.

“That’s
not what I meant, Steve.  But uh, yes, as a matter of fact I do.  But
not with you, and that is something you can handle on your own!”
she fired back in a friendly but persuasive manner.

“Ooops.
 Sorry.  You said ask!” he apologized with a snicker while
thinking about her remark on his handling it on his own.  It reminded
him of the episode with Tarise at Ronald Trepe’s place and what
she told him to do about his sexual tension.

“Listen,
Let me call Arnold and I’ll get back with you ASAP.  Ok?”

“Oh
thanks Sherri that would be great.  I owe you one,” he replied.

“No,
you owe me two!” she corrected him.

“Two?”
he asked evidently not remembering what the first one was for.

“Yeah,
two.  First for calling Arnold on your behalf, and the second for
being a perverted smart ass!” she said jokingly, but in all
seriousness as well.

“You
got it, darling,” he promptly agreed as she hung up the phone
with him and immediately proceeded to give Arnold a call in New York.

“Hello
baby,” answered Arnold knowing it was Sherri that was calling
him by looking down at his caller ID on his cell phone.

“Hey
baby, how are you?”

“I’m
fine, just fixing to leave the office at the bank and go over to the
construction office and take care of a few things,” Arnold
replied, “What’s up?”

“I
just got an alarming phone call from Steve.  He had gotten a phone
call from a representative of First Empire Bank in New York,
informing him he was delinquent on a credit card account that he says
he doesn’t even have.  But they verified that it was in his
name and under his social security number.  Consequently he believes
he is a victim of Identity Theft and doesn’t know how to handle
it.  So I told him I would call you to see if maybe you could advise
him on what to do about it,” Sherri informed Arnold of Steve’s
predicament.  


“Sure,
I know them well over there.  I can put a call in to the President of
Empire Bank and get it straightened out for Steve.  You know Identity
Theft is becoming a real problem for financial institutions as well
as the consumer, costing the economy billions of dollars.  Tell you
what.  I’ll put a call in to Bob Coleman tomorrow, for I know
he’s already gone for the day, out golfing.  Tell Steve not to
worry, that I will take care of it for him.  All I need is for him to
sign a Credit Report Release Form for me as well as for First Empire
Bank so we can legally look into the matter on his behalf.  Just get
me a phone number where I can fax him a blank form, so he can sign it
and fax it back to me ASAP, and I’ll get on it, ok?”
Arnold suggested. 


“Ohhh
thanks so much Arnold.  Steve will be so relieved to hear that. 
You’re so kind.  I’ll tell him as soon as I get off the
phone with you and inform him.  I know he  will be ecstatic.”

“No
problem. Listen I need to get going.  I’ll call you later
tonight after I finish up at the office.  I’ll probably be
there till around the time you get off work tonight anyway, so I’ll
call you then.  Tell Steve hello for me and not to worry.  We’ll
straighten this mess out for him, ok?”

“Yes,
I will.  Thanks so much Arnold.  I love you baby.  Bye,” she
thanked him as she proceeded to give Steve a call at once with her
good news.

“Me
too, baby.  Call ya later. Bye.” 


“Damn,”
shouted Sherri as she looked down at her watch after hanging up the
phone with Arnold, “I’m going to be late for work.”
 So she decided to call Steve back with the good news about Arnold’s
eagerness to help him with his identity theft problem on her way to
work.

Even
though Arnold was waiting patiently for her to call him back, he
noticed as well that if he didn’t get a move on it, he would be
late for work as well, so he immediately proceeded to jump in the
shower and get ready for work.

“Hello,”
Steve answered his cell phone while just a few minutes from his home
on the way to the news station.

“Hi
Steve, I’ve got some great news for you.  Sorry I didn’t
call you back any sooner, but I was running late for work after I got
off the phone with Arnold and thought it better to call you while on
my way to work.”

“Oh,
that’s fine, I noticed I was running late as well after waiting
for a few minutes for you to call me back, so I had to hurry up and
get ready too.  I assumed that you were having the same problem as
well.  So what is the good news?”  Steve asked anxiously
waiting for her response anticipating that Arnold would in fact help
him.

“Well
Arnold says he knows the President over at Empire Bank and he will
call tomorrow to see what he can do, but he needs for you to sign a
release form, so they can check your credit report.

“That’s
really great news Sherri.  And thanks so much for helping me with
this matter.  Where do I get the release form?”

“Arnold
will fax it to you as he has some forms at his bank he can access. 
All you have to do is give him a fax number so he can get it to you.”

“Uh,
let’s see.  How about just having him fax it over to the news
station,” replied Steve.

“Sure
ok.  I’ll call Arnold right now and let him know.”

“Do
you know the fax number at the station,” Asked Steve.

“Yeah
I do, I’ve had some stuff faxed there for me in the past.  I
have it right here in my phone address.  I’ll call Arnold right
now. Shit!!!” screamed Sherri, which took Steve by surprise.

Alarmed
by Sherri’s sudden and loud scream, Arnold immediately asked in
response, “What’s wrong?” 


“Oh,
I’m sorry.  Some jerk that wasn’t paying attention, just
almost pulled out in front of me.  I’m fine though.  Just a
little startled.  Listen, I’ll call Arnold now and see you at
work.”

“That
sounds great, and thanks so much, Sherri, you’re the best,”
Steve graciously thanked her.

“The
best at what?” she jokingly inquired of Steve.

“The
best at everything, darling.” He immediately responded.

Sherri
thanked Steve for his compliment and after immediately hanging up
with Steve, she called Arnold and gave him the fax number at her work
and drove into the parking lot at work just a couple minutes later,
finding Steve’s car already there and him not in it.  “Wow,
he must have ridden the Mustang hard tonight,” she thought as
she got out of her car and went inside.

“Ah,
there you are,” Steve turned and greeted Sherri as he heard
Sherri come in the door as he was just walking down the hall on the
way to makeup.  “Gotta hurry, or we’re gonna be late for
the broadcast.”

“Yeah,
I know, I’m hurrying.  See ya in a few,” replied Sherri
as she began to pick up the pace herself.

They
did both make it to the set on time just minutes before the “on
the air” light came on, just barely having enough time to get
their scripts from Mr.Fent who was a little nervous as usual, as he
was most definitely a worrier. 


It
was a relatively quiet night on the news front, considering all that
had gone on in the past few weeks.  Yeah, the DOW was still losing
ground, the housing market was still in a slump, new car sales were
down, the U.S. dollar was down to being almost worthless,
unemployment was up, the consumer price index was up, cases of
identity theft were on the rise, and the Ebola virus was still
spreading, but there were no reports of any huge tragedies taking
place in the U.S., which may be the reason everyone thinks it is a
relatively quiet night on the home front, despite all the negative
news on the economy and the continuing health crisis.  Maybe everyone
was still a bit “shell shocked” to the entire influx of
recent calamities? 


And
it was also relatively quiet on the international scene.  Iran was
relatively quiet and they hadn’t done anything stupid again
like testing another nuclear bomb again or making any unpopular
statements. 


Yes
there was the usual negative rhetoric coming from Russia concerning
the U.S. President’s continued quest of seeking at least some
type of additional sanctions against Iran in the regular U.N. General
Assembly meetings, which was increasing the strain between the two
countries.  


And
yes, talks had broken down again between Israeli and Palestinian
leaders due to the resurgence of “suicide bombings” in
Jerusalem, but again everyone must be psychologically immune to
nearly 70 year old dispute, ever since Great Britain via the Balfour
Agreement in 1948, allowed the Jewish people to return to Palestine,
which was then under British rule. Even though matters didn’t
heat up until 1967, when after the six-day war was over, Israel
became an independent nation once again in the land of Israel or
Palestine, which then arguably displaced the Palestinian Arabs from
the land they were occupying.

But
yes, the world still considered it relatively quiet somehow, which
baffled many others who could not understand that sentiment at all.

So
there were no breaking stories, and Steve and Sherri left the station
for Charlie’s Diner after work and as soon as Steve faxed back
to Arnold the release form that Arnold had sent to the station for
Steve to sign.

Even
at Charlie’s Diner the mood was ambivalent and calm.  The crowd
was even larger than usual this time of night, and everyone just
seemed to be enjoying their food, sort of numb to the messy state of
affairs.  Even Sherri and Steve didn’t discuss economic matters
tonight, including Steve’s identity theft problem, as they just
ate, talked about the nice weather lately in Denver and drove to the
comfort and solitude their homes afforded to each of them.    


“Hello,”
Sherri answered the phone after just getting home from Charlie’s
Diner with Steve.

“Hi,
Sherri darling,” Arnold spoke,” I was hoping I would
catch you before you went to bed.  How was work tonight?”

“Oh,
fine I suppose, even though it’s getting harder and harder to
do the news these days.”

“Why
is that honey?” questioned Arnold.

“Because
the news seems to always be so terribly bad lately and it’s
continually getting worse and worse each day, or at least it seems
that way to me.  What in the world do you think is going on Arnold? 
Why does it seem as if the world is falling apart all at once these
days before our very eyes?”

“Oh
I think it is just some bad times in paradise, I suppose sweetie. 
We’ve had them before, and we’ll have them again.  It’ll
soon blow over, you’ll see,” predicted Arnold with his
usual optimistic outlook on life.  But we all know that being rich
helps make the world seem brighter, even if it isn’t, doesn’t
it?

“I
suppose you’re right, but there just doesn’t seem to be
any good news to report anymore,” she cried.

“Report
good news?  Now when has the news media ever been interested in
reporting good news?  Good news doesn’t sell.  Honey we all
know that the worse the news, the better the ratings.  Right?  Hasn’t
it always been that way?” Arnold replied trying to cheer her up
in his own evidently unconventional way.

“That
doesn’t make me feel any better,” she responded back.

“Well
how about this?”

“How
about what?”

“I
got the preliminary approval to build my golf course development in
Maui today!” Arnold enthusiastically informed Sherri of the
huge project he had been worried about, “Getting approval for
such a large development in Maui isn’t an easy thing to do you
know.  The officials in Maui have a long history of limited and very
controlled growth on their quaint little island.”

“That’s
great Arnold, but it is only a preliminary approval,” she
replied really not trying to spoil his enthusiasm.

“Yes
I know honey, but history shows that 95% of the projects in Maui that
are preliminarily approved, go on to get the final approval.  So it’s
good news.”

“Oh,
I know, and I’m really glad for you.  I know how hard you have
been working on this project and how much it means to you.  And not
just for the money, but you’re really thrilled about the
project itself, especially since it is your first golf course to be
built there and all.”

“Yep,
and I can’t wait to get started, when the final approval does
come.  This is really good news,” the overjoyed banker and
developer enthusiastically shouted being extremely optimistic on the
final disposition of his project.

“I
know honey and I’m glad for you and me as well.  I can’t
wait to play golf in Hawaii on my future husband’s own golf
course.  And the property is almost a one of a kind in Maui.  It
really is exciting.  I didn’t mean to put a damper on your good
news, honey,” Sherri apologized for her earlier unintended but
nevertheless discouraging remarks.

“Oh
forget it honey, I know you didn’t mean anything by it.  Oh, by
the way, not to change the subject, but I haven’t received the
fax from Steve yet about the Credit Bureau Release Form.  Did you
tell Steve I needed it today, so I could call Bob at First Empire
tomorrow?” asked Arnold, as he was puzzled as to why he hadn’t
gotten it yet, since Steve was so intensely worried about the
situation. 


“Yes,
I did.  I was running late for work after I hung up with you, so I
didn’t get a chance to call Steve until I was on the way to
work to find out where you should fax him the papers, as you well
know.  But anyway, he said that he had sent it to you right after the
broadcast tonight using the fax machine in the office at Sox News. 
Did you not get it?” she asked Arnold.

“Well
it may be at my office now, but I left earlier than expected and it
wasn’t there when I got ready to leave.  No matter, I’ll
check in the morning when I get back to the bank office,”
Arnold replied, “And I’ll contact Bob Coleman at First
Empire Bank right after that.”

“Thanks
Arnold.  I really do appreciate your help and I know Steve does!”

“It’s
no problem, like I said.  I’ll take care of it.  Listen, I’m
really tired tonight, and think I’ll turn in.  I just wanted to
tell you I love you and see if Steve got the paperwork and faxed them
back to me.”

“I
love you too, Arnold.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow,”
promised Sherri as she undressed and crawled into bed and snuggled up
to her super king sized silk pillows that Arnold had bought her for
Valentine’s Day only a couple weeks ago.

Having
only fallen asleep a few minutes earlier, Sherri found herself once
again spellbound and deeply entrenched in another nightmare.  She
tossed and turned uncontrollably as the nightmare continued playing
out and rolling around in her mind.  


It
was almost as if the eerie nightmare had mysteriously just picked up
exactly where Sherri left off recalling it, while she was laying in
bed awake and crying while deep in depression a few weeks ago,
marveling at the utter destruction and carnage the terrorists
inflicted on her beloved country and fellow citizens, when Arnold
startled her out of her daydreaming state by calling her on the
phone.

Sherri
was still paralyzed in her dream and voiceless laying on the rock in
the clearing of her childhood ranch, staring at the unidentified
creature descending the staircase of the just landed spacecraft as
the red glowing light and fine mist sprayed out from the tiny holes
of the metal landing pods in the cool Arizona night air surrounding
the staircase.

Fear
was still gripping her whole body as she trembled on the inside and
chills ran up and down her spine and out her whole being.  Only her
eyes were movable as she was otherwise completely paralyzed in her
“zombie” like state.

As
she lay there in the carved out reclined center of the rock, the
creature like being had instantaneously transformed itself into a
extremely tall and handsome man whose body was sculptured like a
Greek god, moving ever so close to her as if he was floating just
inches along the desert floor.

And
also as if somehow magically, the stars that filled the background
behind this being, immediately fell to the ground leaving a vapor
like trail behind them, to land directly behind him changing
themselves as well into the form of humans, both male and female. 
Their appearance too, was stunningly beautiful, and they were
extremely tall as well, but somewhat shorter than the Greek looking
god directly in front of them.

Seconds
later she was surrounded by these beautiful beings as the larger one
whom had descended from the staircase of the spacecraft, stood
directly in front of and slowly bent over her.  Suddenly her feelings
of complete terror vanished as he stared into her little blue eyes,
which seemed like hours for her, but in reality were only seconds.

As
a smile began to break out on the face of this intruder standing over
her, it was reciprocated by her as well, but totally involuntary on
her part.  As she broke out into a smile, a sudden strong gust of
wind circled around her, and as her long black hair began to blow in
the breeze, the buttons on her red checkerboard blouse suddenly
popped off and flew away followed by her blouse itself, thus leaving
her chest exposed and naked to be viewed by all those present at the
eerie scene.

As
she glanced around at those surrounding her, she noticed they too
were now completely naked and smiling, and the darkness that the
former stars in the sky had left, was now a soft glowing yellow.

Then
another gust of much stronger velocity came suddenly and shortly grew
into a mighty wind and sucked first her shoes, then her socks, then
her summer shorts and lastly her underwear completely off her body,
leaving only the innocence that covered her young naked body lying
comfortable on the rock.

It
all happened so fast, as she lay there paralyzed, watching her
clothes fly off into the yellow light, but somehow she had this
feeling of being totally set free in some way.  She wasn’t
completely sure what she was free of or from, but she absolutely felt
free and uninhibited, but not sure what was coming next, when all of
a sudden the once to her what seemed to be an eerie intruder that
stood ominously above her, sent feelings of care and kindness
fashioned as softly formed silk darts into her naked skin, piercing
her, followed not by pain, but a warm sensual feeling she had never
felt before, her being still just a child and all.  


Still
not even knowing what precisely was happening to her, her arms
suddenly out of the blue and uncontrollably flew backwards landing
softly on the rock, and her legs flew wide open and the once naked
stranger standing over her crawled on top of her and she instantly
fell off into a deeper dreamlike state, as the onlookers instantly
disappeared followed by the Greek looking god on top of her and then
the spacecraft, all in a brief moment in a mighty swirling wind that
came up suddenly and furiously out of nowhere.

Instantly
she came out of the dreamlike state, glaring up into the sparkling
stars in the dark night that replaced the yellow light.  All at once
she noticed she was no longer paralyzed nor was she naked.  Sherri
then sat up in the middle of the rock feeling as if she had awakened
from a dream having sensations she could not describe clearly, but
only one as being highly refreshing and soothing.  


After
laying there for a couple of minutes staring up at the stars
wondering what in the heck if anything just happened to her, she
stood up from the rock and pain shot up through her legs to her
thighs, only to vanish as soon as she noticed feeling them.

She
looked around, not knowing what for, then back up into the stars,
when suddenly she noticed what seemed to be an exceptionally bright
star, that shot off upwards into the dark sky, not downwards like a
falling star, only to disappear in the darkness of space in an
instant.

The
then young teenager Sherri, then turned and headed back to her home,
and before she arrived back she fell softly to the ground and lay
there unconscious until she awoke, not knowing how long she had laid
there, and with no memory of what had happened.  All she could
remember before going back into the house after getting up, was
leaving the house to take a walk in the meadow, only to find herself
waking up from lying on the ground just a few hundred feet from the
front porch of her home.

Sherri
slept peacefully the rest of the night and the next morning came
again with the sunshine streaming through the window of her LoDo
condo bedroom, as she awakened and went about her normal routine,
this time not even remembering one thing about the nightmare she had
just awakened from.

______________________________





A
couple more weeks had passed with nothing significant happening
either concerning any contact with ‘E’ or any major
economic or geopolitical upheavals with the exception of the ongoing
Ebola virus outbreak, and that it was two days before ‘E’
said there would be bombings at some of the Houston oil refineries. 


Homeland
Security had done a thorough sweep of all the Houston oil refineries
in the last five weeks leading up to today, but their investigations
turned up nothing at all suspicious.  All the employees were
interviewed as well and they checked out fine too.  However they were
not satisfied and were extremely worried about the whole ordeal. 
They were in constant contact with the U.S. President during the
entire investigation and the security sweep of the refineries, but he
was clearly not convinced that all was done that could be done, and
he didn’t want to be on the hot seat if something did happen as
forecasted by ‘E’.

Consequently
the President had beefed up the security at all the Houston oil
refineries, by putting scores of FBI agents, Homeland Security agents
and CIA personnel scattered around the premises at key locations as
well as standing guard at vital areas considered high priority
targets by the officials and agents.

And
outside the premises local law enforcement personnel were stationed
at key locations and patrolling the area like it was the White House
that was being protected.  Even after all this, the President was not
at ease the slightest bit, so he ordered one last sweep these last
couple days before the date given by ‘E’ that the
explosions would occur, by bomb sniffing police dogs, that were
conducted by several agencies having such assets at their disposal.

All
the final sweeping and precautions were taken throughout the day, as
the day previously predicted by ‘E’ for the explosions
had now finally arrived; meaning it was now midnight, and the only
thing now left to do was to wait.  


Most
of the officials in charge within each agency were undeniably
confident that they had done all that they could do, and as a result,
they felt extremely confident that any attempt by anyone to place any
type of explosives or drive any vehicle with a car bomb unto the
premises, would be quickly and successfully thwarted.  Even the
airspace around the refineries was restricted to military aircraft
only and was strictly being enforced, as not to have a repeat of 911
in Houston at the supposedly targeted oil refineries.

“So
are the oil refineries secure?” the President asked Bob
Marshall, the Homeland Security Secretary, as he wanted to check in
one last time before retiring for the night.

“Yes
Sir.  We believe we have done all we can do and are confident in that
fact, Sir.”

“Well
I appreciate it, Mr. Marshall, and the American people do as well. 
All we can do is wait now,” replied the President
appreciatively before getting off the phone with Mr. Marshall and
going straight to bed without his usual “kangaroo tips”
from Tarise Holiday’s famous Kangar Aussie’s restaurant.

Both
Sherri and Steve had already left the news studio for the night as
they were done with the ‘Evening News at Ten’, and were
seated comfortably at Charlie’s Diner having their usual
breakfast and chatting with Maggie, as it was a relatively slow night
again, but their minds were definitely on Houston.  


They
had not told anyone, as instructed by Homeland Security Agent Wilson,
and felt a little weird about being the only civilians knowing about
the possibility of the oil refineries getting blown up, and not being
able to warn anyone via their news broadcast, but they had to do what
they had to do, which was to keep quiet and let the authorities
handle the situation, even though they didn’t have much
confidence in the ability of the authorities to stop it from
happening, since they had not been successful in preventing any of
the other previous tragedies.

And
just in case they might miss something, they had Charlie turn the
television in the diner on to CDN news, should anything newsworthy
happen, so they could get the scoop in any event.

“Oh,
by the way I forgot to tell you, I talked with Arnold yesterday and
the matter at First Empire Bank has been cleared up.  You’ll be
getting a letter from them in the next few days confirming that you
do not owe them any money whatsoever, as you were definitely a
unknowing victim of Identity Theft.  They said you were very lucky
that no other loans or anything else major were opened up in your
name,” said Sherri.

“Oh
thank God?  That is wonderful news.  I had been worried about it
lately, as I hadn’t heard anything back from you or Arnold. 
That is just fantastic news.  Please tell Arnold I am forever in his
debt and that I owe him one,” replied Steve with a look of
intense relief on his face.

“Now
you have three debts you have to pay back,” Sherri quickly
informed him.

“Three?”
he asked a bit confused.

“Yes,
you still owe me two, remember?”

“Yes,
I sure do, and thank you so much for contacting Arnold to help me
out,” he thanked Sherri most genuinely, “I am in debt to
the both of you, and I will never forget it, I promise, and someday I
hope to repay you both.” 


“Excellent,
I’ll let him know, and I’ll be waiting for my payment,”
she laughed.

As
they continued to sit at the diner eating, they occasionally glanced
over at the TV hanging from the ceiling behind the counter to see if
any thing was being reported about Houston, and so far nothing but
the usual programming that time of night at CDN, when all of a sudden
they noticed an alert scroll along at the bottom of the screen
announcing, “ALERT:  EXPLOSIONS REPORTED AT LOCAL OIL
REFINERIES IN HOUSTON, TEXAS…….STAY TUNED FOR MORE
UPDATES…….!!!

“Oh
no!” Sherri blurted out with an alarming look on her face.

“You’ve
got to be kidding!” Steve blurted out as he turned in the
direction of the TV after looking at Sherri’s disturbed facial
expression.  After quickly reading the same alert message as Sherri,
he turned back to her and said, “Damn it, it did happen, again
just as ‘E’ warned it would.”

Both
their eyes were glued to the TV waiting for something other than an
alert message scrolling across the bottom of the screen, when the
local programming was interrupted and one of the CDN anchors appeared
on screen sitting behind his familiar ‘on the air’
reporting desk, with a disturbed look on his face as well.

“Sorry
to interrupt your local programming, but this is just in from
Rucker’s News Agency.  Several large explosions have taken
place at numerous oil refineries in Houston, Texas.  We have several
crews on the way to report from several locations, and hope to have
more details available shortly.  I repeat, there have been several
confirmed large explosions in Houston, Texas at some of the nation’s
largest oil refineries, and no report as yet as to the cause of all
the explosions.”

“I
knew it,” announced Sherri, “I just knew it.  This is not
good, Steve!” Sherri continued nervously and with obvious
concerns.

“I
know, Sherri.  This is certainly going to cause skyrocketing gas
prices, just like when the refineries in Houston and the ones in
Louisiana were severely damaged or destroyed during the Katrina
hurricane disaster way back in 2005, I think.  Our country has a
shortage of refineries.  We always have had, and I guess we always
will, it looks like,” predicted Steve, who was just as
concerned about the future of gas prices as well as everything else
too. “Hell, everything is going to go up as gas prices rise. 
Everything is transported around the country by truck, which means
food and all other goods are going to skyrocket as well, just like
they did after Katrina.  The only thing that doesn’t go up is
our paychecks.  How do they think we can absorb the cost of living
like this, without more money?  All this means is yours, mine and all
the rest of the middle and lower class, not to mention the poor’s,
standard of living will continue to go down further and further. 
There are only so many hours in the day you can work.  To keep up you
either have to work more or cut back living expenses or downsize. 
This really sucks.  Something has to be done about this, but I
certainly don’t have the answers, and neither to the
politicians, the best I can tell,” replied Steve, and then he
just sat there quietly along with Sherri; both absolutely stunned and
feeling very vulnerable and immensely saddened about the explosions. 



“Wow
Steve.  That was a mouthful.  You really are upset that this new
development will hit us hard in our check books, aren’t you?”

“Heck
yeah.  I could go on for hours about it!” 


“What’s
all the commotion out there, you two?” shouted Charlie from
back in the kitchen.

“Charlie,
come here,” insisted Sherri.

“What?”
he asked as he scurried through the kitchen door, winding up behind
the counter.

“Charlie,
could you please turn the TV to the Sox News Station, Hun?”
asked Sherri politely but sternly.

“Sure
Sherri, what’s up?”

“Lots
of explosions in Houston at some oil refineries,” answered
Steve.

“What?
 That’s all we need,” exclaimed Charlie as he reached up
and changed the channel to the Sox News Channel.

“Look!”
Sherri shouted out referring to the TV, “Look at all the huge
fires and the billowing smoke.  You can hardly see anything.” 


The
TV cameramen were giving a great view from the air from their TV news
helicopters that were flying and hovering over one of the oil
refineries.  Loud blasts were still being heard as the continuing
explosions were also sending fireballs and smoke hundreds of feet
into the air, within a few hundred feet of the helicopter that was
doing the filming, which was way too close, as Steve commented as he
and Sherri were glued to the TV screen as well as Charlie and Maggie
who joined them, wanting to see what all the commotion was about.

“For
God’s sake!” Maggie said as she covered her mouth in a
gesture of unbelief and shock, “What is happening?”

“Oil
refineries on fire in Houston,” replied Charlie as he continued
to watch in horror with the rest of them as the cameras kept on
rolling.

“And
let’s now switch to another film crew at another location in
Houston,” announced the late, late night anchor at Sox News.

The
scene there was much the same.  Explosions causing more explosions
causing more explosions.  It was a dreadful scene, and horrifying to
most who were watching the drama unfold.

First
responders were everywhere, but not close to the explosions and fires
because it was too dangerous, as they couldn’t tell when the
domino effect of the explosions would cease.  All they could do is
stand by helplessly and watch the refineries go up in flames and
ashes before their weary and unbelieving eyes that were continually
feeling the results of the smoke.

The
sky was lit up like the 4th
of July and the clouds above were reflecting the light back down
resembling the bright Friday night lights at a high school football
game.  But this was no ballgame.  The stakes were indeed much higher
as millions upon millions of lives could be severely and negatively
affected economically by this new developing disaster, and coupled
with the disasters just over a month ago at the New York Stock
Exchange, which have still yet to cease in their negative economic
effects, things could be about to potentially get a whole lot worse,
before they got any better, even if they ever would.

“All
in all, there are reports of at least 13 separate oil refineries in
Houston that were hit in this latest string of assumed terrorist
bombings.  And most all of the refineries were completely destroyed,
which would take, as estimated by most officials, two to five years
or longer for all of them to get back on line.  


This
single night of bombings could turn out to be the biggest and
costliest of any other terrorist attacks before, and for that matter,
even including previous natural disasters, it could be the worst
economic disaster ever to hit the U.S., costing the taxpayers tens of
billions of dollars, if not trillions once all is said and done, and
after the costs trickle down into every area of the U.S. economy,”
the news reporter said as he predicted a gruesome economic scenario
possibly coming to a neighborhood near you.

They
all just sat there in the diner stunned along with the rest of the
nation who was watching it unfold, wondering what this all would
eventually lead to, knowing full well they couldn’t even
perceive the long range implications in its entirety, nor how quickly
things would change forever in the good ole USA!  


Steve
slowly turned his head around to look over the back of the booth that
he and Sherri were sitting in to see what the other four persons in
the diner were doing and how they were reacting to the horrible news
being shown on the TV, but noticed to their surprise that they were
not there any more.

“Hey
Charlie, where did those other four people go who were sitting a
couple of tables behind us?” he inquisitively asked.

“Oh,
they left right when the coverage of the exploding oil refineries
started.  They had already paid their bill.  Hey Steve, what do you
make of all these explosions tonight?  Do you think Al Qaeda is
responsible for them too, like the other ones last month?”
asked Charlie from behind the counter.

“Well,
who can say for sure, but it has the mark of terrorists all right. 
My guess is it is, but I’m sure someone will take
responsibility for it soon,” replied Steve as he looked over at
Sherri who was staring right at him.

“I
think ‘E’ is responsible, if you ask me,” whispered
Sherri as she leaned over the table towards Steve.

“I
think you’re right.  I would sure like to get my hands on those
supposed “3 Secret and Sacred Books” that ‘E’
says he’s got,” envisioned Steve as he whispered back to
Sherri.

“You
still believe he has those stupid books?” an irritated Sherri
asked.

“Well,
I don’t know about those so called secret and sacred books, but
I believe he has in his possession something or other, that has a
list of future terrorist targets and the dates that they plan on
carrying out their evil deeds.  Can you imagine how many lives, not
to mention the billions of dollars we could save the government,
businesses and people just like you and me, if we could get our hands
on those books?”

“Yeah,
of course, but how in the world do you think we would ever be able to
do something like that?  Do you think ‘E’ will contact
you again?”

“I
have every reason to believe he will.  Heaven only knows why, but he
has contacted me every time so far in advance of the bombings.  We
need to figure out how to set a trap for him and get those darn books
from him.”

“And
how would we do that?” she inquired.

“I
don’t have the slightest idea, but I’m going to figure
out a way.”

“Hell
Steve.  Even the police, the FBI and Homeland Security can’t
even catch him.  What makes you think we can?”

“I
don’t know, but he seems to want to tell me all this shit.  So
I think my chances of catching him are greater than theirs are. 
Wouldn’t you think?”

“I
don’t know.  You couldn’t even catch him when he was
sitting next to you in your own car, Steve,” she sarcastically
reminded him of his last encounter with the elusive ‘E’.

“I
know, you don’t have to remind me!  I’m just gonna have
to figure out a way to outsmart him.  We have to be more clever than
him and stay one step ahead of him if I plan to ever catch him.”

“Ok
Sherlock, but don’t you think it would be extremely dangerous
playing Marshall Dillon with a terrorist?  You want to get yourself
killed trying to do what trained experts cannot even do for Christ’s
sake?”

“Of
course not, silly, but I think it is possible to outsmart this weird
looking terrorizing coward and lunatic,” Steve replied trying
to convince not only Sherri, but himself as well.  “Come on,
let’s get outa here.  I want to fill my gas tank up and save a
few bucks before fuel prices shoot through the roof tomorrow, which
is exactly what those other four in the diner seated behind us
probably thought, as they promptly left the diner after their hearing
the first reports about the explosions.  Besides I want to get home
and begin trying to conjure up a good plan to set ‘E’ up
with.”

“Good
idea, now you’re using your head.  About filling your car up I
mean,” replied Sherri in all seriousness.

“Ha,
Ha,” exclaimed Steve, who was not at all amused in the
slightest, as they each left their money for their breakfast on the
table, said good-bye to Charlie and Maggie and headed straight for
the cheapest gas station they could find that was open, before
heading to their homes.

___________________________





“It’s
happened, Mr. President,” came the words from Homeland Security
Secretary Marshall, as the U.S. President heard them, when he was
abruptly awakened not long after he had fallen asleep, after talking
with the Sec. earlier.


“Tell me it’s not
so,” the President replied as he groggily opened his eyes and
slowly sat up in his bed and turned the light on from the lamp that
was situated on his nightstand and glanced over at the alarm clock,
“Hell, I just fell asleep!”

“I
know Sir.  But unfortunately, yes Sir, it has happened.  Most of the
oil refineries in Houston have been hit, and hit hard.”

“How
many and how hard, Bob?”

“Sir,
I’m afraid the news is not good.”

“Well
spit it out, Bob, while I’m lying down.”

“Sir,
so far the reports coming in are that thirteen refineries have been
targeted.”

“And
how bad, Bob?” the President asked in a sluggish manner,
indicating almost as if he didn’t want to know the answer to
his question, fearing the worst.

“Most
all are a complete loss, Sir.  Completely destroyed!” answered
Bob with a somber voice.

“What!!!
 How can that be?” shouted the President as he jumped out of
bed nearly losing his balance in the process, as he was scurrying
about the bedroom looking for his bathrobe, that was lying in plane
sight at the foot of his bed.

“The
explosions kept triggering more explosions, which continued to
trigger more explosions,” Mr. Marshall tried to explain, “
And some are still continuing as we speak, Sir.”

“I
can’t believe what I’m hearing!” the President
shouted as he began to pace the bedroom floor anxiously, “Thirteen
refineries completely lost.  That’s impossible.  Not even
hurricane Katrina did that much damage.  No, No, not even close to
that much damage.  Not close at all,” he kept on raving as he
began to pace increasingly faster and faster while flinging his arms
uncontrollably in disgust. 


“I’m
sorry, Mr. President, but it is true, unfortunately.”

“How
could this have happened with all the precautions we took, Bob?  We
did everything in our power to prevent this from happening.  Hell, we
even knew the day it was supposed to happen, and couldn’t even
prevent it with six whole weeks prior notice and with every agency
under the sun participating.  How the hell could this happen?  This
is not good, Bob.  This is not good,” President Rodney
continued to rant while pacing hysterically, it would seem.

“I
don’t know, Sir.  I don’t know how this could happen,
given all the resources and the advance warning we had and all.  I
wish I could give you a good explanation, Sir, but I cannot.  I am
just as confused and frustrated as you are, Sir.  Even more I suppose
if that’s possible.”

“I
know Bob,” the President replied as he started to simmer down a
little bit, “Any report on the number of casualties, yet?”

“No
Sir, there are not as yet, as Emergency personnel have not been able
to get close enough to determine the number of, or the extent of any
casualties yet, because of the difficulty of getting close in,  due
to the continuing explosions at the refineries.  But I’m sorry
to say, it does not look very good, Sir.  I wouldn’t be
surprised if there were only a handful of survivors.  The explosions
were massive in scope and there were a lot of them too.  Damn near
everything at the refineries was destroyed.  I just can’t see
how anyone could possibly survive that, Sir,” the Secretary
predicted with sadness and trepidation.

 
“Hell Bob, that means
hundreds of our agents and personnel perished, not to mention all the
workers at those thirteen facilities.  The fatalities could reach
over a thousand or more and very easily too!” the President
quickly estimated.

“Yes,
I know Sir.  This is absolutely horrendous.  We had a lot of good men
at those facilities trying to prevent a catastrophe, and instead they
became a statistic themselves.  Particularly unfortunate for them and
their loved ones as well, Sir,” he painstakingly replied being
extremely heartbroken and taken back after realizing the likelihood
of such high numbers of lives probably lost in the carnage.

“Well,
I know you did everything in your power to prevent this from
happening Bob, but heads are probably going to roll on this one, as
you well know.”

“Yes
sir, I know.  If mine is one of them, then so be it, Sir.”

“I’ll
do what I can Bob, but the pressure is going to be intense on finding
a scapegoat, if you know what I mean?” cautioned the President
as if there might be nothing he could do to save Bob’s career
and others in high positions.

“Thanks
Mr. President, I know you will, and I will continue to try to get to
the bottom of this and apprehend those who are responsible.  I’ll
not rest to the perpetrators are brought to justice!”

“Yes,
that would go a long way in possibly salvaging your career. I know
you have much to do considering the circumstances, and so do I Bob,
so I will get back with you later today after I get some sleep, and
more details will become available for us to assimilate tomorrow,”
he conveyed to Mr. Marshall.

Exhausted
the President just laid there quietly for a few moments trying to
take it all in and wondering just what his first steps in the morning
would be, before grabbing a couple sleeping pills in the nightstand
beside him, hoping to get at least a few hours sleep. 


The
pills worked and  he slept until the alarm clock woke him up early in
the morning the next day, and he immediately turned on the big screen
television in his bedroom in the White House, after leaving a message
on his secretary’s answering machine, which she listens to
first thing before going to work.  He told her to cancel all his
appointments on the previous agenda set for the day, and  he listened
intensely to the still breaking news about the explosions as he
hurriedly got dressed to attend another emergency briefing he knew he
would have to have with his cabinet. 


These
emergency meetings were beginning to become a common occurrence.  Not
only did he know it would be a long day, but a long week, a long
month and a long year for that matter, as the economic and political
climate would be stormy to say the least as it continued to
deteriorate.  


“This
is not the change I promised the people of America,” he thought
to himself.  “This is not change they can believe in!”

The
several different briefings went on all day for the President, and he
received numerous phone calls from dignitaries and heads of state
from all around the world in between the meetings, giving their
condolences and offering any assistance they could, should the
President have need of or request any from them.

The
news wires were buzzing and again the country was put on red alert. 
Other refineries in Texas and Louisiana were on a state of high alert
hoping theirs would not succumb to the same fate. 


The
stock market that had just reopened two days ago after a month long
cessation, and had suffered significant losses already, was again
sinking fast, and it looked as if trading would be suspended again,
as early on in the day it was again nearing the critical mass, that
being a 10% overall decline in total Dow stock prices, which would
necessitate an automatic halt to trading once again till traders
cooled down, hopefully ending the selling frenzy which causes stocks
to plummet.

Economists
knew that this could just be the beginning of what could be
classified as a further meltdown of the economy, unless some drastic
measures were taken to pacify investors, calm down the average
consumer, and restore confidence in the economy, which was headed
deeper into the toilet than before and in quick measure.

Immediately
gas and oil prices began to skyrocket.  The price of crude oil had
already jumped to $120 a barrel just two days ago when the stock
market reopened from the fairly stationary price of about $115 a
barrel for the past 3 months.  Already today, and the trading day
wasn’t nearly over with as it was still before noon, the price
had soared to $145 a barrel.  


To
put this in relatable terms, for every $1 increase per barrel, you
commonly see a ten-cent increase at the gas station pumps.  In other
words an increase of $3.00 per gallon at the pumps would be coming in
short order, meaning in a few days.  That would put the average price
of gasoline in the U.S. at an all time high of $7.50 per gallon for
regular unleaded.  How the public would react to this in the coming
days remained to be seen at this point, but it certainly wouldn’t
be good by all accounts, according to the so-called experts.

While
the President was preoccupied with his briefings, long lines had
already begun to form at many gas stations earlier in the morning
around the country, as the public assumed there would quickly be a
shortage of fuel, when they became aware of the seriousness of the
situation as they watched the morning news on TV or listened to it on
their car radios while on their way to work.  


Even
though normally it would be several days to a couple of weeks before
current supplies would run out, and re-supplying would be slow and
scarce due to the inability of the remaining refining facilities to
keep up with the demand, the public in this instance would still
scare much more quickly and begin to hoard gas as fast as they could.
 Authorities knew this would probably happen from past situations
such as hurricanes, etc. and were ready to take drastic measures this
time to prevent such hoarding that always followed.

The
President had already signed into law early this morning, immediately
after he arose from his short sleep, a Presidential Directive that he
anticipated he would probably have do before retiring for the night,
limiting the purchase of gasoline to 15 gallons for average
consumers, and 20 gallons for businesses, except for trucking
companies, which there would be absolutely no limit at all to their
purchases, as they must continue to move cargo freely across the
country without any such restrictions on them.  


The
Directive was to be effective at midnight and all retailers must
comply by having the gas pumps computers dialed in to shut down
automatically when 20 gallons of fuel were dispensed.  Many people
know this is possible as many credit card companies can actually have
the pumps without a doubt shut down at reaching $50 or $75 because
that was all that was authorized by the credit card company for the
retailer to sale to that particular customer.   


The
retailer can place such restrictions on their own as well, and this
is one of those, “as well” times, as dictated by the
government by penalty of law, if disobeyed.  Any retailer caught not
obeying the Presidential Directive could be fined up to $500 per
occurrence, and their license taken away indefinitely after 10 such
occurrences without any recourse by the offenders.  And it was the
Alcohol Tobacco and Firearms (ATF) that would enforce the Directive. 



This
meant that a frenzy of hiring additional personnel would take place
at that agency, much like the Federal Marshall’s Office
following 911, with regard to Airport screening.  So at least there
was one positive outcome from the scenario, and that was more jobs,
but the downside, was it would be the already strapped taxpayer who
would have to foot the bill, as usual.  Somebody had to pay for it,
and it’s always the middle class American taxpayer. 


As
you could imagine, this wouldn’t set well with the consumer nor
the retailers, but it was definitely necessary the President thought,
to minimize a serious situation.  THE SHORTAGE OF OIL !!!!!!  Someone
had to take drastic matters until a better solution could be found,
and that might take some time, the experts agreed!

Even
though there are around 150 or so oil refineries nationwide, the
Houston Ship Channel, touted as being one of the nation’s
busiest waterways, comprises 13 refineries that stretch from Houston
to Galveston Bay, approximately a 50-mile stretch.   


And
some of the largest oil refineries in the nation are situated there
including Exxon-Mobile’s Baytown Refining Complex.  It is the
nation’s largest producer of refined oil totaling a whopping
507,000 barrels a day, out of a total national production of about 17
million barrels a day.  But the total output of the 13 refineries
amount to nearly over 10% of the nation’s total output of
refined oil, which is a colossal portion to lose instantaneously for
any nation.

It
was a long day for the President as well as for most everyone in the
country, who were still reeling in shock from news of the refinery
explosions.  Preliminary reports from the Energy Department and OSHA
(Occupational Safety and Health Association) and other agencies,
indicated that the casualties at the thirteen refineries were
significant, and well above what Homeland Security Secretary Bob
Marshall projected last night at being maybe a little over one
thousand.  


He
hadn’t taken into consideration the crews on the cargo ships in
the channel, the many truckers, hundreds of vendors and numerous
other people outside the police agencies and normal workers at the
refineries.  Instead of just over a thousand, so far the reports are
that over two thousand people had already perished and they knew
those numbers would rise probably another few hundred or so as search
and rescue units continued their missions throughout the day and days
ahead.

And
that was only the beginning.  The stock market did reach a 10%
decline shortly before noon and trading was automatically halted. 
The stock market and Wall Street was in serious trouble as the DJIA
(Dow Jones Industrial Average) was inching its way down to new record
lows at close and inching its way to 5000 after climbing back up
substantially since the 2008 and early2009 market crash.

And
people, just as many experts had expected they would, lined up at gas
stations to fill their cars up on their way to work. And then there
was the horn honking and yelling out of car windows and the
occasionally “flipping off”, as tempers flared as the
long lines trailing out of the stations blocked and impeded the other
traffic just trying to get around them on their way to work.

Rush
hour was much worse than anticipated also. There were the near riot
situations at many of the gas stations all around the country, as
many of the gas stations ran out of fuel early in the day and quickly
closed up, leaving many motorists stranded as they ran out of gas
trying to find a gas station that was open later in the day.

It
was real chaos!!!

The
evening rush hour was a total mess.  Much more so than usual, as cars
ran out of gas blocking the highways and impeding the interstates. 
Tow truck operators were out everywhere price gouging stranded
motorists who became irate at the exorbitant price they were being
charged by them. 


And
yet it was about to get worse.  Wait till they hear about the limits
about to be placed on their future gas purchases that would be
effective at midnight, straight from the President on his weekly
National Radio Broadcast at any moment, while many of them would be
in their cars. 


Friday
the 13th
would take on a whole new meaning.  But look at the bright side.  The
local bars, and the beer and the liquor vendors, and the
manufacturers were about to turn major profits, as alcohol
consumption skyrockets in similar cases such as this, when everything
else around them goes in the tank.

And
I suppose the police will get overtime as unruly patrons have a bit
too much to drink and take it out on each other, as the instances of
bar room brawls will soar, as well as the tremendous increase in road
rage will certainly ensue.  Remember the glass can be half empty or
half full.  


Just
wait till the higher gas prices, for the restricted amounts of fuel
they can buy, hit the pumps in a few days.  But they wouldn’t
have to wait for a few days to pass before they would find something
else to get infuriated about, because there was more coming before
then.  


It
was just about to get even nastier, even quicker.  Tomorrow would
bring more bad news for the President of the United States of America
that he wasn’t going to look forward to, that he would have to
pass on to the already panic stricken American public.

“And
now we bring you the weekly public National Radio Broadcast from the
White House,” announced the radio stations all across the
nation.

“I
can’t wait to hear this,” could be heard from citizens in
their automobiles across the land as well as inside countless of
millions of homes.

“Good
evening my
fellow Americans,”
the President began his speech that started out like every other
opening from every other American President throughout the years.

“I
know you, the American people have had many things come your way in
the past month that any other peoples of any other nations would
succumb to thoughts of defeat, but you are not any other people, and
you are not a part of any other nation.  You are Americans and this
is America, and you as well as I will take the punches, but sooner or
later we will inflict the worse damage on our enemies who seek to
destroy not only our morale, but our way of life.

But
as they have found out in the past, the American people have risen to
the occasion, far higher and above all that the enemy could have
anticipated, and turned what was meant as evil, to the good.

Most
of you have already heard on the televisions, the radios and the
Internet in your homes, your cars, your businesses or your places of
recreation, about the devastating explosions at the 50-mile long
Houston Shipping Channel in Texas.

The
loss of property is absolutely tremendous, but is only to be
overshadowed by the needless and countless numbers of lives lost, due
to the irresponsible and evil actions of the yet to be named enemy,
who would be so defiant of the deeds and works of decent and
honorable human beings, who through no fault of their own, became
victims of a brutal and senseless act of murder and carnage.

And
those who lost their lives, are not just numbers, but names in a long
list of American patriots who have lost their lives upholding the
values and work ethic of their fathers and their fathers before them,
who also by the virtue of their sons, will hunt down and bring to
justice the perpetrators of this horrendous act of cowardice upon the
good and brave citizens of America.

And
if this news was not bad enough, there is more that I must
unfortunately inform you of.

Due
to the impact that the destruction of the oil refineries has brought
to bear on the availability of oil reserves, it is my reluctant duty
to place effective midnight tonight, Friday this 13th
day of March, a restriction on the amount of gasoline that the
American consumer can withdraw from their local gas stations, till
our reserves come back in line with the demand placed on them.

I
will be limiting the purchase of gasoline to 15 gallons per any
instance for average consumers, and 20 gallons for businesses, except
for trucking companies, which there would be absolutely no limit at
all, as they must continue to move cargo freely across the country
without any such restrictions.  Any retailer caught not obeying the
Presidential Directive could be fined up to $500 per occurrence, and
their license taken away indefinitely after 10 such occurrences
without any recourse by the offenders.

I
know this is a difficult burden on you, the American people, but I
also know that you will handle this emergency situation with the
utmost care and respect that it deserves.  Hopefully, in a matter of
weeks, or even possibly days if the increased oil refining needed to
meet our demands, from other gracious nations and allies can be
brought swiftly to our markets, then this extremely temporary burden 
can then be lifted from the American public.

Once
again I wish thank you in advance for your cooperation in this
matter, and look forward to discontinuing this temporary practice as
soon as possible.

In
the meantime, please pray for the loved ones of those lost in this
terrible tragedy and for our government, myself, and your fellow
Americans, that we would have the patience, the stamina and the
wherewith all to overcome our enemies and restore balance and peace
to this great nation.

Thank
you and God bless.” Said the U.S. President as he finished his
weekly address to the nation.

And
after such an exhausting day the President stayed up until the wee
hours of the morning working with his cabinet on the details of the
plan needed to get oil reserves from as many countries as was humanly
possible, then and only then did he retire to bed, to the nightmares
he knew awaited him the moment he wiped the tears from his eyes, and
fell off to sleep.














































“Hello,”
Sherri answered just before she was falling to sleep.

“Hi
sweetie, how’s my little girl?” asked her father Jonathan
Foster, calling from the small ranch outside Phoenix, Arizona late
that night.

“Oh
Hi daddy.  I’m fine.  It’s so good to hear from you.  How
are you?” she asked being thrilled to hear from her father that
she missed and loved so much.  


“I’m
doing fine.  Just been busy around the ranch, doing my chores and
getting ready for the long hot summer,” he replied.

They
were very close and loved each other as much as a father and daughter
could love one another.  It had been nearly a year since they had
seen each other due to the intense schedule Sherri had at the News
Station, as well as her father’s inability to get to Denver as
much as he would like.  For it had been nearly five years since he
had been to Denver.  He didn’t care much for the snow and the
long winters in the Rocky Mountains, even though he loved the summer
months in the cool high country of the mountains.  But he had to stay
with the horses and the chickens he loved to take care of back at the
ranch, which seemed to always need some minor repairs, and a lot of
upkeep as well.


“Oh daddy, I miss you so
much, I wish I could come home to spend some time with you.”

“Well,
that was what I was calling about, Sherri.  I really would like to
see you too.  It has been so long since I have seen you.  I think
about you every day.  Not a day goes by that I don’t wish I
could see you.”

“I
know daddy, me too.  Things are just so hectic around here at the
station.”

“I
know, I watch you every night, without dilly-dallying!”

“Dilly-dallying?
 What’s that?  Where did you pick up that funny word, daddy?”

“Oh,
on some goofy cable program, can’t quite remember which one
though.  But oh, it means without hesitation,” he remembered.

“Oh,
ok.  It’s a goofy word alright.  Sounds like something you’d
hear in the back woods, somewhere in the hills of Tennessee or
somewhere!  So to what do I owe the pleasure of your call this time
of night?” she suspiciously asked.

“Oh,
nothing really important.  I just wanted to hear my baby’s
voice.”

“Oh,
come on.  I know you better than that.  What’s up?  Is
everything ok?  Is something wrong?” she quizzed him again.

“Well,
I suppose there is something I need to talk to you about.”

“Well,
then talk to me,” she insisted.

“Well,
to be honest with you sweetie, I really don’t want to discuss
it over the phone.  Can you take a little time off soon and come down
to the ranch?  Besides, it gives me an excuse to see my beautiful
little girl.”

“What’s
it about, daddy?  You’re scaring me!  Are you ok?  Is there
something wrong with your health?  Are you sick?  Don’t tell me
you have the Ebola virus?   Please tell me it isn’t that!”

“Oh
no, it’s nothing like that.  I’m fine.  It has something
to do with all those nightmares of yours.  I came across some
information that you really need to know.”

“My
nightmares?  Well tell me then, daddy.”

“I
can’t talk about it over the phone, sweetie, like I said. 
Can’t you come home so we can discuss it?”

“Well,
I guess I could take a long weekend maybe.  I haven’t had any
time off in so long, I can’t remember when.  Let me discuss it
with Jim at the station tomorrow and see if I can try to persuade him
to give me a couple of days off to add to my weekend days off.  I
don’t know if he’ll agree to it, since it’s really
been especially hectic around there, with all that is going on and
all around the country.  You know?”

“Yes,
I know.  What in the hell is going on with all this terrorism, bull? 
It’s just awful, isn’t it?” her father said.

“I
know.  I don’t know what to think about it all.  But I do have
something I would like to talk to you about too, as a matter of fact.
 Steve and I have a project that maybe you can help us with.”

“What’s
that, sweetie?” he asked.

“Something
I can’t discuss over the phone either.”

“Ok,
I see. Then why don’t you speak with Mr. Fent at the station
tomorrow and let me know what he says about allowing you to take some
time off to come see your lonely ole dad.”

“Ok,
daddy, I will call you tomorrow right after I speak with him.”

“Fantastic
sweetie.  I’ll be praying he’ll be ok with it.  I love
you and will be anxiously waiting to hear from you tomorrow.”

“I
love you too, daddy.  I miss you so much.  I’ll call you
tomorrow.  Good night daddy.”

“I
miss you too. Good night till tomorrow, my little angel.” 


_____________________________





The
President after again only getting a nominal amount of sleep, got
dressed, ate breakfast and hurried down to the Oval Office to start
another long and strenuous day that he wasn’t looking forward
to at all.

No
sooner than he could say hello to Margie, his secretary, and close
the door behind him to his office, did he hear her on his intercom.

“Mr.
President, Federal Reserve Board Chairman, Joseph Levine is on the
phone.  He says it is urgent, Sir,” she informed him.

“I’m
already running late for a meeting with Dr. Tomkins with the World
Health Organization at the U.N. later today, would you tell him I
will call him back as soon as the meeting is over, please?”

“Yes
Sir, I will relay the message to him.  Thank you,” his
secretary replied.

“Sir?”
his secretary buzzed his line again.

“Yes,
Margie?”

“Mr.
Levine, says it will only take a minute of your time, as it really is
urgent that he speak with you, now, he says.  He is awfully adamant
about it.”

“Alright,
Margie, put him on the phone, but no more calls please.”

“Yes,
Sir.”

“Hello,
Joseph, how can I help you this morning?”

“Mr.
President, thanks for taking my call.  I did not want you to hear
this after the fact, on TV or something.  I thought you should know
first hand, before we put it into effect.”

“Put
what into effect, Joseph?” the President asked rather
curiously.

“We
had a meeting this morning at the Fed (Federal Reserve Board) and
decided to take some more aggressive emergency measures.”

“Aggressive?
 What aggressive emergency measures?” asked the President. 


“Well,
there have been a significant number of unusual cash withdrawals from
quite a few citizens around the country this morning at their local
banks.  There seems to be a panic brewing from the American people,
and many of them are starting to withdraw huge sums of money from
their bank accounts.  


And
it is the opinion of the Board that we are seeing the first signs of
a possible run on the banks around the country by depositors, and we
need to take appropriate action immediately, to combat this ominous
looking predicament and hopefully nip it in the bud, before it gets
out of control, Sir,” the Fed Chairman explained the situation
to a President who had inundated with bad news lately.

“And
what action is that, Joseph?” inquired the President with a
concerned look on his face and a worried sound to his voice as well
anticipating more bad news from the Fed Chairman.

“We
are going to have to set a limit on the amount of cash money that can
be withdrawn at any one time from the depositors of our banks, and in
any given week as well. This is just a precautionary and temporary
measure, I assure you, and hopefully it will be for a short time
only, until depositors can calm down and realize there is no need to
withdraw all or most of their funds, Sir.”

“Well
I don’t like it one bit, Joseph, but I guess there is nothing I
can do about it as President, now is there?”

“Well
I wouldn’t put it that way, Mr. President.  It really is the
prudent thing to do right now, and it will only be for a short time,”
he replied without ever answering the President’s question
directly.

“How
short?”

“Hopefully
only a week or so,” replied the Fed Board Chairman.

“Well,
I hope so.  And I hope you have accessed the situation correctly. 
This is a major decision, you know,” sternly warned President
Rodney.

“Yes
Sir, we know.  We wouldn’t take this drastic measure unless we
thought it was absolutely necessary to the stability of the banks.”

“Just
what would the cap on cash withdrawals be?”

“Three
hundred dollars a day, with a maximum cash withdrawal of one thousand
dollars per week.”

“Three
hundred dollars a day!  Well, I’m glad you informed me first,
as I would have some explaining to do, should I not be aware of this
in advance!  It would put me in a precarious situation, you know.”

“Yes,
Mr. President, we of course know that and that is why it was urgent
that I spoke with you first, before we had a press release concerning
the matter.

“Well,
I hope the Board knows what it is doing.  This is really a touchy
situation.  People don’t like to be told they can’t have
all of their money when they want it, you know,” warned the
President having reservations on their decision to do such a thing,
especially in light of all that has happened in the past couple of
years.

“Hell,
I just told them yesterday, that they could only get so much fuel for
their cars when they stopped to refuel.  I don’t know how much
more the public can take before they become “unglued”,”
the President spoke with apparent signs of worry and misgivings about
the Fed’s plan.

“Yes
Sir, I know the public has had to endure a lot in a very short span
and that they are becoming a little nervous, indeed.”

“A
little nervous indeed!” the President raised his voice, “That’s
a gross understatement, Joseph.  They’re getting down right
pissed!  Hell, it hasn’t been that long ago that we hit the
American taxpayer up for nearly two trillion dollars in bailout money
for the banks and auto industry in TARP and Stimulus Packages.  And
then not long after that we had another three stimulus packages and
spending bills passed for individual states, more money for bank
nationalization and the ailing auto industry.  You know we nearly
escaped a revolt from the people back then!  They were having tea
parties all across the nation for nearly a year protesting our
economic policies.  It was a good thing we pulled out of the slump,
but this may cause some civil unrest greater than before!”

“I
know George, I remember very well thank you and it is understandable
that the American taxpayers are pissed Sir, but should there be a run
on the banks, and as you well know there is not nearly enough money
in any of the banks to cover those kind of withdrawals.  That
scenario would make the fuel problem seem insignificant.  Having the
banks close their doors with absolutely no money to give to anyone,
is a much worse situation I think, wouldn’t you agree, Mr.
President?” Mr. Levine tried to calmly reason with the
President on the issue.

“Yes,
of course you are right, Joseph.  Thanks for giving me the heads up
and please tell Dr. Childs I said hello, if you would, and I look
forward to our luncheon together next week.”

“Yes
Sir, I will.  Thanks for understanding, and good day Mr. President.”

“That
remains to be seen at this point, Mr. Levine.  Ask me tomorrow after
you inform the public on this money matter, and I will let you know
if it is a good day or not!  Good day Mr. Levine,” the
President replied with deep concern in his voice as to how this would
all play out, knowing full well that this particular matter was up to
the Fed, and completely out of his control. 


Runs
on banks are most uncommon, but when the public gets extremely uneasy
about money matters, they want to get their hands on their real cash.
 The problem is that with the Federal Reserve System, the key word
here being “reserve”, there is not enough cash in the
banks to cover the total deposits of the depositors.  That is why it
is a “reserve” system.  “A fractional reserve”
system, to be exact.  There is only a fraction of the depositor’s
money required to be held on reserve in the vaults at the banks.

“Margie?”

“Yes,
Mr. President, would you get Nehemiah Cohen on the phone for me if he
is available, please?”

“Yes,
Sir, right away,” his secretary responded as she put a call
into the Secretary General’s office at the U.N.

After
several minutes Margie advised the President, “I have Mr. Cohen
on the phone Sir.”

“Thank
you Margie. Hello Nehemiah, how are you today?” inquired
President Rodney.

“Probably
much better than you are George.  Hell of a lot happening on your
turf, isn’t it?” asked Nehemiah.

“You
can say that again.  It’s one thing after another, then another
and on and on.  You know how it is, Nehemiah.  Can’t seem to
get a day off from all the recent mess going on.”

“Yes,
I do know what you mean.  Hell you wanted to be President of the most
powerful nation in the world, and the one nation that most of the
world hates,” reminded Nehemiah.

“Yes,
I know.  Sometimes I wonder if I had made the right decision to run
for President.  Hell, I really didn’t think I would get
elected.  Hell, if I had of known, I probably wouldn’t have
even run for the office of President in the first place.  Oh, well,
what’s done is done.  I suppose I must make the best of it,
since I’m here,” he decided with a little exuberance in
his voice.  “Oh, I almost forgot why I called you.  Any more
updated reports from Africa concerning the Ebola situation there?”
asked the President.

“Well,
as a matter of fact there are.  The reports have been coming a bit
slow, but the fatalities in Nigeria have now almost reached 2,000,
and reports from Cameroon, Benin, Niger and Chad are finally coming
in and there are about 1500 total fatalities for those four
countries, and we expect them to escalate as well.  And there are now
cases reported in Europe as well which include Germany and the
Netherlands, as well as some reports in China.  You know the world
community is blaming you for the outbreak of the Ebola virus, and
some even think it was intentional on the US’s part.”

“Intentional?
 Well that is just crazy and downright stupid thinking.  Like we blew
up the CDC.  Everyone knows that Al Qaeda took responsibility for the
bombings,” an irritated President of the free world shouted
softly back at his friend from the UN.

“Yeah,
I know that, but you know how the rest of the world spins the things
concerning the US.  They say you shouldn’t have been messing
around with those deadly pathogens, and that you in all probability
intended to use them in future warfare situations anyway.”

“Well
they can think what they will, but it is not our fault we got bombed
and a terrible accident happened as a result of something we were not
responsible for.  That’s just ludicrous.  I suppose with the
explosions in Houston, if something dangerous happens as a result,
then we are responsible again as well? ” the President
facetiously replied.

“Well
you know I was going to mention that to you, George.”

“Mention
what?” asked the President.

“Has
not the CDC discussed the issue of the release of harmful toxins into
the air as a result of the explosions at the oil refineries, with
you?” quizzed Nehemiah.

“No,
I suppose they have their hands full with the Ebola outbreak.  Why do
you know something I don’t?”

“Well
maybe.  You know that while there are fires and explosions at oil
refineries, they can be a source of large chemical releases? 
Thousands of pounds of dangerous chemicals can be released into the
air in a very short period of time,” Nehemiah informed the
President as he is well versed on these matters and many others,
being the renowned genius that he is.

“What
kind of dangerous chemicals?”

“Benzene.
 It is a volatile organic compound that causes cancer, asthma and
childhood developmental problems.  The Houston area has had a history
of problems with this.  Look it up on the Internet.  Hell George,
those explosions probably released a deadly soup of dozens of toxins
into the air, of which the combined health effects are totally
unknown at the present time.  You could have another real serious
health problem on your hands in Houston and possibly around the
entire the US, if this pans out the way it very well could.”

“Well
that’s just great!!  First the Pentagon was bombed, and then
the CDC and the New York Stock Exchange buildings were blown up. 
Iran tested a nuclear weapon for the first time.  We had an Ebola
outbreak, the oil refineries in Houston exploded, resulting in gas
prices going through the roof with no end in site, stocks have
plummeted, the Fed just now informs me they are putting limits on
cash withdrawals from banks, all of which are causing an already
slowing economy to probably go completely in the tank, and now we may
have a soup of dangerous toxins floating around possibly creating
more disease and chaos.  Have I left anything out Nehemiah?”

“No
George, I think you covered it all.  No wait a minute!  You forgot
that you put strict gas pump restrictions on the amount of fuel
consumers could get at any one time, effective at midnight tonight,
remember.”

“Oh
yeah I forgot that, thanks for reminding me, Nehemiah.  Anything else
I may have forgotten?”

“No,
I think that’s probably all, now!”

“I
hope so, because I don’t think I can remember anything else,
should anything else go wrong, cause the list getting to long!.  Hell
Nehemiah, I know things come in three’s, but this is
ridiculous, don’t you think?”

“I’m
afraid I would have to agree with you George.  But we have to remain
calm and handle these issues as they come along, you know?”

“Of
course I know.  I’m just wondering what’s going to happen
next.”

“What
makes you think something must have to happen next!” asked a
concerned Nehemiah about the President’s remark.

“Hell,
Murphy’s law. That’s what!” answered the President
as he increasingly became agitated at all the bad luck he and the
American  people had to endure, “Don’t tell me you have
never heard of Murphy’s Law?” 


“Of
course I have George.  You know that I know what  Murphy’s Law
is.  It is the universal saying that anything that can go wrong, will
go wrong!!  And at the worst possible time!  Satisfied?”

“Sorry
Nehemiah.  I just needed to vent a little.”

“Keep
your chin up George.  You’re doing a superb job in handling all
the difficult situations that have been thrown at you recently.  You
will handle any others that come your way, just as well.  You’re
a brilliant man and one of conviction and compassion, and not one to
put his head in the sand in the midst of adversity.  You are a winner
and a great man, George,” Nehemiah flattered the President
trying to keep his spirits up during these demanding times.

“Well
thanks, Nehemiah, you are a good friend and one cool dude,” the
President replied to Nehemiah’s flattering remarks.

“One
cool dude, hey, Mr. President?”

“Yes,
one cool dude,” chuckled the President, as apparently
Nehemiah’s uplifting remarks had the effect he had hoped, if
even at best only fleetingly.

“Listen
George, Tarise and I are going to the New York Knicks basketball game
next week.  Would you and the First Lady like to join us?  I think
maybe a night out on the town might be in order,” suggested
Nehemiah.

“Thanks
for the offer, Nehemiah.  I would certainly enjoy it, but you know it
is such a hassle with security and all, you know, but I will mention
it to Reba and see what she thinks.  She hasn’t been feeling
very well the past month. I’ll have to get back with you on
that one, ok?”

“Is
Reba ok.  I hope nothing too serious.”

“No
not too serious I think, but we still haven’t heard anymore
about the test results.  The doctors are keeping a good eye on her,
and say it’s just probably all the stress she has been under
with all the problems happening in America and elsewhere.  She has
taken quite a hit in the stock market and on the value of her condo
in New York as well.  But she’ll be ok I think.” 


“Well
I certainly hope so, and George. Just let me know if I can do
anything and get back with me about the ball game if things change
and you two might be able to attend.  Tarise and I would love for you
and Reba to join us.  Guess I’ll speak with you later, George.
Give my regards to Reba for me.”

“Yes
I will, and thanks again and you have a great day too, and try to
keep the nations of this world getting along with each other, would
you for heaven’s sake!  Goodbye Nehemiah.” Laughed the
President. 


“You
too, George,” replied Nehemiah as he was about to hang up, when
he remembered something else to ask the President, “Oh but
wait, one more thing, George.”

“Sure.
What is it?”

“George,
I know that in the past, all the other U.S. Presidents before you
have been opposed to a Global Tax that would bring in much needed
revenues for the U.N.  


But
I have to ask you as a dear friend, would you support such a tax, so
we can better help all the countries cope with this Ebola thing as
well as helping us feed the millions of starving people around the
world, not to mention the aids epidemic?   Those deplorable
situations are getting worse by the day and there seems to be no let
up in sight.  


If
you were to support a Global Tax, many other European nations that
have also opposed it in the past, would possibly follow your lead.  I
think it is about time the world community got together and supported
the U.N., who is working hard on their behalf to better the
conditions around the world, for those whom cannot help themselves
for various and assorted reasons. 


So
what do you say, George?  Can I count on your support in the future?”
pleaded Nehemiah on behalf of those who cannot speak or reach out to
the President personally, as he could evidently do.

“I’ll
have to think on that one some more, Nehemiah.  It has always been
political suicide for any U.S. President or would be President to
support the notion of a Global Tax on the American citizens.  


You
know the U.S. government, not to mention the private sector, gives
more financial aid and other vital resources to the U.N., than all
the other countries in the world combined! 


However,
I am leaning towards finally supporting it, but let me think on it
some more,” answered the President.

“Thanks
so much George.  By all means, think about it some more.  I’m
just thrilled you are beginning to at least lean in that direction. 
It could prove to be the most defining moment of your Presidency so
far, should you help in the matter.  It would be apart of your legacy
that many generations to come would remember you for in a most
positive light.  Thanks for considering it, and let me know when
you’ve made a decision.”

“Ok,
I certainly will, Nehemiah, I’ll be in touch soon.”

“George,
can I at least, unofficially let some of the other leaders know that
you are unofficially, leaning in the direction of supporting a Global
Tax for the U.N.?”

“Oh,
I suppose so, unofficially that is,” the President replied.

“Great
and thanks so much. Goodbye George, and keep on plugging away.  The
American people need a strong leader like you to bring them through
these highly difficult and disturbing times.”

“Thanks
for the vote of confidence, Nehemiah.  I’ll talk with you
later.”

After
hanging up, the President leaned back in his executive chair and
thoughts of better times played around in his head.  “We can
have good times again, maybe even better, but it is not going to be a
smooth ride and it may take much longer than the American people may
be up for, but they will come.  I know they will, and I will do my
best to do all in my power to facilitate the process, so help me,”
he thought to himself as he dozed off on an unexpected short nap
before going to meet with Dr. Tomkins at the World Health
Organization at the U.N. 


“Mr.
President, I have Dr. Tomkins on the line,” Margie informed the
President who was suddenly awakened from his nap, and glanced down at
his watch that revealed it was about lunch time.  


Still
a little groggy the President answered, “Yes, Margie, put him
through.

“I
have the President on the line for you,” informed Margie as she
pushed the button on her switchboard to put it through.

“Mr.
President, how are you?”

“Just
fine Dr. Tomkins, I was just about to get ready to leave Washington
to go to the U.N. for our meeting.  What’s up?”

“I’m
afraid I’m going to have to cancel our meeting later this
afternoon, sir.  Something has come up that requires my immediate
attention.”

“Yes?
 Must be important to cancel a meeting with the President of the
United States,” he jokingly replied to the doctor.

“Oh
yes sir, it is!  I just received a call from one of our top field
representatives in Brazil requesting my immediate presence there. 
The Ebola virus has reared its ugly head there and has spread
elsewhere on the continent, according to many other field
representatives in Bolivia, Peru and Chile as well.  Thousands are
pouring into hospitals and clinics in Brazil and into small clinics
in Chile.  So I’m catching a plane within the hour headed for
Brazil to help with the crisis there.”

“Damn,
Dr., I’m sorry to hear about the dire situation over there, but
I can’t say that I didn’t expect it.  I understand your
need to cancel our meeting, and my prayers are with you.  If there is
anything I can do from here, please advise Mrs. Cunningham at the
Health Dept. and she will give any assistance that she possibly can. 
Good luck and be safe.”

“Thanks
Mr. President, and I will be, and thank you.  Good-bye.”

The
President was quite concerned about the conditions over there and
especially troubled about it’s possible spread from South
America up into and through Central America to Mexico and then back
into the United States again, so he had one of his cabinet staff put
a call into Mrs. Cunningham’s office at the Health Department,
as well as the Department of Interior concerning the Border Control. 
He wanted to keep an eye on Mexico and the beef up the surveillance
at all Border crossing into the United States from Mexico, even more
so than had already been done in connection with the drug war having
come to the border bringing with it outlandish violence, kidnapping
and thousands of murders to many American border towns especially
Texas and Arizona.

That
was all he needed was for the virus to spread around the world and
wind back up in the U.S. again!  It didn’t seem the Ebola virus
was giving up so easily in its conquest to infect the entire world. 
It was like it had a mind of its own and wouldn’t bow to the
efforts of the health experts and others to stop it’s deadly
spread.

____________________________





Sherri
went in to work early that night to speak with Mr. Fent about getting
some days off to go see her dad.  After haggling back and forth as to
how many days off she could get, Sherri got her way.  She asked for
five and got four, which is all she wanted in the first place.

“Thanks
Jim,” she happily said as she called her father right away to
inform him of her negotiating abilities and the good news as a
result.

“Hi
daddy, I’ve got some great news,” she said after he
answered the phone, “I’ve got four days off next
weekend.”

“That’s
great, sweetie.  So that means you’re coming down to see me
then, right?” he asked her when about the same time, the phone
sounded like it started to get some faint static in the line.

“Of
course daddy.  That was the whole point of getting the days off.  I
can’t wait to see you.  We’ve got a lot of catching up to
do.  Daddy what’s that noise on the phone?  Do you hear it?”

“Yeah
I do.  It must just be some static in the line, I think, but that’s
really great news, sweetie.  I’ve been praying all night that
it would work out this way.  I can’t wait to see you.  I guess
I better get started cleaning the old hacienda up for your visit,”
Jonathan replied as he was grinning from ear to ear from hearing the
great news.  “So are you flying or driving?”

“I
think I’ll drive, daddy.  The scenery is so beautiful from
Denver to Phoenix, plus it’ll give me a chance to do some
thinking on the way.  I’ll leave right after the news broadcast
Wednesday night and will be there by breakfast Thursday.  I’m
so excited about coming.  Listen Daddy; I was thinking about what you
said last night about having some information about my nightmares. 
Can you tell me anything now, I’m so anxious to know what
you’re talking about?”

“No
not really sweetie.  Like I said I don’t want to talk about it
on the phone.  All I can say is that I found some old papers in the
dynamite shed a couple days ago, that will shine some light on them.”

“You
found some papers in the dynamite shed?  What could some old papers
in the dynamite shed have to do with my nightmares?  I don’t
understand, daddy.  And why can’t you talk about it on the
phone?  Think the phone is bugged or something,” she jokingly
asked while being a little mystified as well.

“Well
you never know, sweetie. We’ll talk about it when you get
here,” he replied, but that is precisely what he thought.

“You’re
serious about the phone being bugged, aren’t you?  Oh daddy,
you’re so silly!”

“Whatever,”
he replied, “Like I said sweetie, we’ll talk about it
when you get here.  But hey, I’m so excited about you coming,
sweetie, and listen, I know it’s time for you to get ready to
do your news broadcast tonight, so I’ll let you go, plus I’ve
got lots to do around here to get ready for you.”

About
that time a clicking noise could be heard on the line, which sounded
like someone hung up on the other end. 


“Daddy,
are you still there?”

“Yes,
I’m still here.  I heard a clicking sound and thought that you
hung up or dropped the call.  Like I said, I think my line is bugged,
Sherri!”

“Yeah
I heard it too,” she replied and paused for a second or two
thinking about the possibility of the phone being bugged, but quickly
discounted the idea and said, “Oh daddy, that’s
ridiculous.  Why would you think something like that?”

“Oh
I don’t know sweetie.  You’re probably right.  I’m
just getting to be a lonely, grumpy, and paranoid old man I suppose.”
  


“Oh
daddy, you’re not getting old.  Paranoid and grumpy maybe, but
you’re not an old man. And when I get there you won’t be
lonely either.  Oh well, ok daddy, I really do need to get off the
phone.  I love you and I will see you Thursday morning, ok?”

“Ok
sweetie.  I’ll be waiting to see you then.  I love you too,
bye.  And be safe would you.  I know it’s really chaotic out
there and a lot of anxious people around.  Just watch out for
yourself, ok?”

“Oh
you know me daddy, I will.  Bye now.”

Both
of them were so excited about getting to see one another again. 
Sherri went to makeup to get ready for the broadcast and her father
danced around the ranch house while singing to the tune that was
playing in his mind and occasionally verbally slipping out into the
quiet room, filling the airwaves in his cozy ranch house with the
sound of joy.

“Hello,”
answered an anonymous voice on the phone.

“Sir,
we have a problem.”

“What
kind of problem?” asked the anonymous gentleman. 


“Some
papers were found in a dynamite shack at the ranch in Arizona. 
Something about they might shed some light on some lifelong
nightmares concerning a certain news lady individual in Colorado,
Sir, if you know what I mean?”

“Of
course I do, go on.”

“Well
the certain lady is going to pay the person at the ranch a visit this
weekend so they can discuss the details about the papers.”

“I
see. Then handle the matter before she gets there,” ordered the
anonymous gentleman on the phone that seemed to have some type of
authority over the other caller, and then he hung up the phone
without any further talk.   


The
person on the other end of the phone who had received the orders to
handle the matter, swung around in his chair and took a sip of the
coffee that had gotten cold sitting on his desk, when a another
gentleman walked into his office and said, “How’s your
coffee, Agent Ali?”

“Cold
as hell, like it is in here.  I wish we turn the damn heat up in
here?  But that’s going to change Omar,” replied Agent
Ali, “Pack your bags, we’ve got business to attend to in
Phoenix.”

“Works
for me.  I’m sick of this cold weather like you.  I’ll be
ready in about 30 minutes,” he replied as he turned around and
began to leave the office, “Oh, by the way.  Are we going to
fly compliments of the NSA (National Security Agency), or are we
driving on our own?”

“On
our own.  We’ll be gone for a few days, so pack accordingly. 
I’ll get us an unmarked car from the “motor pool”
and will pick you up at home in about one hour,” explained
Agent Ali.

______________________________





The
next morning Jonathan, who was back at the Phoenix ranch, was
deciding just how to handle the situation of explaining the sensitive
information he had obtained about his daughter’s nightmares to
her.   It was not the normal sort of information one would expect to
uncover, as it was totally out of the ordinary.  


Quite
frankly, Jonathan was stunned when he first read the old documents,
and refused to believe in them, but after days of studying and
examining them, he stubbornly came to the conclusion that the
circumstances surrounding them added up, and that they evidently must
be true, after his intense scrutiny.

Jonathan’s
father who was just an ordinary low paid bank clerk in a small town
in rural England didn’t make the sort of money necessary to
move his entire family to America, little lone pay cash for a modest
size ranch outside Phoenix.  


Also
there was the damaging fact, that his father, nor his mother who had
never worked outside the home, had ever had any other gainful
employment or way to derive a meaningful income other than the
insignificant amount of money he made from the small ranch, to have a
lifestyle contrary to those irrefutable facts.

And
then there was also the strange reality, that they always had the
cash to purchase new trucks, tractors, and various pieces of ranch
equipment, household appliances, not to mention possessing plenty of
cash to buy all that was needed to raise a family and buy whatever
else was needed as well.

Jonathan
had never thought much about it way back then, simply thinking that
his father must have had either some rich relatives back in England
that he didn’t know about, saved an incredible amount of money
from his bank clerk job, or that his father was somehow able to
procure loans at the local bank against some of his possessions he
put up for collateral. 


But
when both his parents were unexpectedly killed in an automobile
accident, Jonathan had to take care of all their financial
obligations that were outstanding, and came to realize there weren’t
any bills, except for some small time normal day-to-day bills that
didn’t amount to much.  


He
became a little suspicious then, but was soon just thankful that he
didn’t have to pay any of their bills out of his own pocket and
that he got to keep the ranch and everything else there, free and
clear of any encumbrances.  So he conveniently dropped the matter
altogether and carried on with his life raising his beloved only
child, Sherri and so soon forgot the whole thing.

But
then there was the cash that he now found.  Along with the documents
in the metal box, there was nearly a hundred thousand dollars in cold
hard cash.  He supposed there could be many explanations for the cash
and the other stuff, but the documents themselves seemed to have
finally revealed the truth of the matter.  His father had been paid
for services to be rendered that would appall anyone with any
decency, conscience or any moral character at all in them.

Jonathan
just could not stand to believe that his own father could have had
anything to do with his precious little Sherri’s lifelong
nightmares that plagued her still to this day.  He simply could
understand how could he sell out his granddaughter for his and his
family’s passage to the United States from England and for the
deed to the Phoenix ranch, that Jonathan now lived on and cherished
so much?

He
was afraid at first, to reveal to Sherri his discovery of these
diabolical documents, but knew he must tell her, even though it would
be extremely devastating to her, even more so than the nightmares
were to her.

The
documents had also revealed that if his father were to tell anyone of
the plans that he and the originator of the documents had, he would
as a result of breaking their contract, have to forfeit the deed to
the ranch and would have to repay the cost of he and his family’s
passage to America, as well as additionally having to refund and pay
back all the enormous monies given to him in addition to the other
monetary provisions. 


Trying
not to constantly think about how he would explain everything to his
daughter, Jonathan intentionally occupied his mind by keeping busy
cleaning up and repairing the things around the ranch that didn’t
necessarily need his immediate attention, along with doing his
regular chores that did require it.

As
he was walking past the dynamite shed, which was used primarily for
storing dynamite that was used for blowing tree stumps out of the
ground, it reminded him of the old metal chest and the documents
inside it.  Not only was the removal of tree stumps necessary for his
father to clear some of the land for growing a garden, but the old
tree stumps made excellent kindling for starting fires in the
fireplace and getting the old wood burning stove in the kitchen going
as they were easily ignitable as if being doused in kerosene.  


Jonathan
had kept the condemning documents in his desk beside his bed ever
since he had found them a few days ago, but now he thought they would
be safer hidden somewhere else, until he needed to retrieve them in
order to show them to Sherri when she arrived this coming weekend. 
Besides, the commotion on the phone made him understandably very
paranoid.

“Now
where should I hide them?” he wondered as he turned around and
went back into the house to get them.

After
returning from retrieving the documents and the cash, he went back to
the dynamite shed and placed them back inside the huge metal chest. 
Then after a few moments of scratching his head wondering where to
hide the chest, and without any firm decisions as to where he might
do that, he carried the chest outside the shed and placed in on the
ground and sat on top of it to continue to ponder until he thought of
a safe place to conceal it.

Jonathan
looked around the premises while sitting on top of the chest.  First
he looked over to the old well not far from where he was sitting,
which was no longer in use, because his father had indoor plumbing
installed many years back, but he still left the old wooden structure
over the old well still complete with the bucket used to draw the
water from the well for memory sakes after all these years.  He
thought about tying the chest to a rope and lowering it down into the
well dangling over the water.   After several minutes of pondering
that idea, he whispered out loud, “Nah, it might come loose and
fall into the water and ruin the documents, not to mention all the
cash!”

He
then looked over to the old smokehouse, then over to the old
blacksmith shed, then over to the huge barn next to the corral, and
then back and forth from one to the other several times, and still
was not able to make a final decision.

“None
of these are really a safe place,” he again whispered out loud.
 It was getting quite warm outside, as the temperatures outside
Phoenix this time of the year (late March) often easily reached up
into the lower nineties and higher, so he decided to go inside and
quench his thirst with a tall cold glass of lemonade, and return back
outside hopefully having made a decision as to where the best place
to hide the chest would be.

Several
minutes had passed and Jonathan was back sitting on the chest in the
hot sun, still without having made a decision, when suddenly it
dawned on him exactly where he needed to hide the chest.

Instantly
he went over to the blacksmith shed, got a shovel and a long chain
and threw it into the back of his pickup truck and drove over to the
water trough inside the coral where the horses drank their water and
proceeded to dig a hole to place the chest down into underneath the
trough.  


After
about an hour of digging in the hot sun, and drinking some lemonade,
then repeating the process, the hole was finally at the depth needed
for the chest to fit comfortably into.  It was ready.  He then drove
over to the chest, loaded it into the back of the truck and drove
back over to the hole and placed the chest down into it without a
hitch.  


Then
he wrapped the chain around the trough and pulled it over the chest
he had just placed in the hole, after first covering the top of the
chest with some of the loose dirt left over from the hole.  “This
will make it much easier to retrieve later,” he thought. “I
can just move the trough and open the lid, without having to dig it
up again.”  The water trough was much bigger than the hole, so
he didn’t need to worry about someone noticing the newly dug
hole, should anyone stumble across it and have a mind to wonder about
it.

He
spread the remainder of the excess loose dirt he dug up all around
the corral, which resembled the rest of the loose soil in the corral
as the horses kept it loose when they trampled around in the corral. 
“Yep, this’ll do.  Not a chance of someone accidentally
stumbling across the chest now or even finding it if they were for
some reason precisely looking for it.  Besides, who in their right
mind would want to tread through the squishy horse manure looking for
a buried chest?”

After
cleaning the shovel off and replacing it back in the shed, he parked
his pickup truck and went inside to take a cool shower followed by a
relaxing afternoon nap, then a light dinner consisting of a rib eye,
baked potato, and some ranch style beans.  Well, it was a light
dinner in his book.  Then followed by a couple of hours on the front
porch watching the sun go down in his favorite rocking chair with a
cold beer or two, and then retiring back to bed for a good night’s
sleep.  After all, it had been a tough day on the ranch.

_________________________





Meanwhile
back in the cities around the U.S. things were continuing to heat up.
 And it wasn’t the weather either, as it was tempers that began
to heat up, when the citizens finally heard the news from the Fed
about the cash withdrawal restrictions placed on depositors, and
their not being able to get whatever the amount of cash they wanted
from their local banks, as many of the panicking citizens were trying
to drain their entire accounts, just as was astutely expected by the
Fed.

Most
of the banks had already anticipated what the reaction would be from
many of their customers, so they had already “beefed up”
their security to handle the irate depositors.  It did help matters
somewhat, but many bank customers had to be physically removed from
the banks, and some people were even getting arrested when their
tempers boiled and their anger exceeded mere verbal abuse directed at
the security guards and they began to physically assault them.  This
in turn infuriated many of the other customers who witnessed the
arrests, who then became involved in the altercations themselves.  It
was not a pretty site to behold, and one that no one really wanted to
see transpire, especially law enforcement officials who already had
enough on their plate.

And
then there was the matter of the newly mandated gas pump
restrictions.  The public did indeed become infuriated with that
proclamation, and many of them took their frustrations out on each
other while waiting in the long lines at the gas pumps as well as
with the poor gas station attendants who were caught in the middle,
and had nothing to do with the regulations.  They were just doing
their job, and with little pay for their troubles as well.

The
National Guard who had already been called out in limited numbers
because of the Ebola virus, had to be increased due to the amplified
violence at many of gas stations around the country, especially in
the large cities.  The United States had not experienced any thing
like this before in its history, or at least not on such a magnified
scale as this was!

Yes
there were the riots in the late sixties protesting the Vietnam War,
and of course the race riots in Los Angeles in the nineties, but
nothing quite this widespread throughout the country and in such a
massive scale.  No sector of the nation was spared from the ensuing
violence.  It was clearly not quite as bad in the rural areas of the
country, but they too were adversely affected, nonetheless.

Plus
many of the nations governors were calling for additional National
Guard troops to man the banks across the country, as the banks
pleaded with them to help out as they could not find enough security
guards to handle their outbreaks of violence, as many other
businesses had already hired what was left of the depleted workforce
of security guards to guard their businesses against possible looting
after-hours, and from irate customers who were infuriated about the
ever increasing high prices, due to the continuing daily escalation
of fuel prices.  


But
there were just not any more National Guard troops available, as the
vast majority were fighting overseas in Afghanistan and still
deployed over in Iraq in their effort to keep Iraq stable, along with
all the other regular armed forces there.  The downsizing of the
American military force by the Clinton administration as well as with
the first Bush administration was now beginning to take its toll, as
many experts were suggesting.

And
then others were asking the question, could there possibly be an
upside to the shortage of troops to handle the problem?  And some
answered yes.  There is always an upside, many concluded, depending
on which side of the fence you were on!  The security firms were
having a financial heyday.  They were making a fortune; both in the
increased workload and the increased prices they could charge for
their services.  The old supply and demand axiom in capitalism, you
know!   Was there any gouging going on?  In some cases there
obviously were, but believers of the old adage of supply and demand
never regarded it as such, but as only a slight negative aspect of
capitalism.


The President was
unenthusiastically trying to weigh all his options on a solution for
the problem of troop strength.  Something had to be done to increase
the size of the military, but there weren’t really any good
viable options that he could come up with so far.

“Sir,
I have General Perez waiting to see you,” Margie informed the
anxious President.

“Thanks
Margie, please send him in.”

“Hello
General, come on in and have a seat, please,” the President
greeted him as he motioned for him to sit down in front of his desk.

“Well,
what have you come up with regarding a solution to enhance the size
of our military, outside of reinstituting the draft?” asked
President Rodney as he sat down behind his unusually cluttered desk. 



George
was often overly tidy, and to some he was considered a “neat
freak”, which didn’t really bother him.  “If your
desk is a mess, you’re life is probably a mess!” was one
of his often quoted phrases, but recently his life was becoming a
mess, even with his desk still remaining somewhat clutter free,  as
the “state” of his desk was apparently beginning to
slowly catch up with his life.

“Well,
I have a few ideas Mr. President, but I don’t think you will
probably embrace any of them, Sir!”

“Well,
give it a shot, General, I’m open to a lot of things now that I
wasn’t open to in the past.  Just take a look at my desk, for
starters,” he chuckled as he sarcastically replied.

“Mr.
President, I’m sorry, I hate to interrupt you, but you said
when the Secretary of State called in, for me to advise you at once,”
Margie apologized for her interruption.

“Yes,
Yes, Margie. Thanks, put her through please, if you will,” he
instructed her, “ Sorry General, I really need to take this
call. I’ve been waiting all day for Sandy to call.”

“Of
course Sir.  Take your time.”

“Hello
Madame Secretary, how are you?” asked George.

“I’m
fine Sir, but unfortunately I don’t think you will be, Sir,”
she reluctantly replied.

“Oh
no, say it ain’t so, Sandy!”

The
President was waiting to hear the results from her meeting with the
leaders of OPEC in Saudi Arabia concerning an increase in oil
production and refining, to help make up the slack in the U.S.’s
significant loss of its refining capabilities in light of the Houston
tragedy. 


“I’m
afraid so, Sir.  They are refusing to step up their production of
crude oil and refining to help us out!”

“Damn,
I was hoping they would be sensitive to my requests during this
critical time.  Do you think there is any chance they will change
their minds, Sandy?”

“No
Sir, I’m afraid not.  The meetings did not go well.  In fact
they went much worse than I could ever have anticipated.”

“Really
Sandy, why is that?” inquired the President.

“Can
I be frank with you Sir?”

“Of
course, Sandy, by all means.” He replied.

“Well
pardon my language, Sir, but they were extremely pissed at you.”

“Pissed
at me?  What on earth for?” the President wondered, but then
again he remembered what Nehemiah had told him yesterday, or the day
before.  He couldn’t remember which as the days seemed to run
together lately for the President, and his lack of sleep didn’t
help matters either!

“The
whole Ebola thing, Sir.  They attribute it all to you,” she
replied with a shaky voice knowing he would not take their comments
in stride.

“Hell,
that’s the same thing that Nehemiah told me the other day.  He
also said that they are blaming me for the CDC incident!”

“Nehemiah,
Sir?” she asked wondering whom he was referring to.

“Oh,
I’m sorry Sandy. I was referring to the U.N. Secretary General.
 Nehemiah Cohen.

“Oh
yes Sir.  I mean, really.  He told you that?”

“Yes,
and I thought it was insane of them to think such nonsense.”

“Yes
Sir, but I have more to tell you.”

“More?
 What more could there be?  You’re going to tell me that
they’ve decided to raise the price of crude oil, right?  Them
sorry SOB’s!!” unexpectedly yelled the President in her
ear.  Then there was silence on both ends of the phone line, and
General Perez looked up at the President who had stood up from behind
the desk as he replied to the Secretary of State.

“No
Mr. President.  I wish that was it.”

“Then
what Sandy, what on earth is it?” he sternly requested an
answer.

“Well
Sir, they’ve decided to cut production,” she hesitantly
replied back, again knowing the President would go through the roof,
“Which would have the same results though.”

“Oh,
they are?” he replied in an unexpected low and slurred tone.

Not
answering back, knowing it didn’t require a response from her,
Sandy intuitively just waited for the President to answer his own
question.

“Well,
playing games are they with the United States?” he answered
himself just as she thought he would do.  “I’ll give them
some games.  How about some war games in their backyard,” he
replied to himself again in the same quiet, low tone as before.

“Are
they trying to start a war with the U.S., or are have they just lost
their minds?  You’d think that they would be more responsive to
me than other US presidents.”

The
General leaned his head down and peered over his reading glasses with
a very concerned look on his face while intently staring over at the
President, who sat back down in his chair.  General Perez was
beginning to like the way in which the President was behaving.  He
couldn’t stand the OPEC leaders and wanted to violently take
the oil from them and throw them all in prison to boot.  He never did
like the soft stance that the President had been taking towards
Middle Eastern countries, ever since he had come into office.

“I
don’t know about that Sir, but they didn’t seem to be
kidding about their decision to cut back.  I was really surprised, at
first thinking it was just their dry sense of humor, but quickly knew
that they were very serious indeed.”

“Thanks
Sandy, I know you did all that you could do.  Listen I have General
Perez sitting in my office waiting to discuss some other matters with
me.  I’ll be back in touch with you after we finish up here. 
Again thanks for trying.”

“You’re
welcome Mr. President, I’ll be looking forward to speaking with
you then.”

After
hanging up with the Secretary of State, he stood back up and began to
walk over to the bar at the other side of the room, and asked the
General if he would like a drink.  For the first time the General
finally said yes, to the surprise of the President.  So the President
fixed them both a glass of wine and offered a toast to the General. 
“May they get what they deserve,” announced the
President, with the General replying, “May it be so Sir!  They
are bringing it upon their greedy selves!” 


The
General didn’t have to ask who the “they” were, for
he knew exactly who the President was referring to.

“So
General, let’s get back to some ideas on how to increase the
size of the U.S. military.  Looks as if we may need them sooner than
I had originally thought we would.”

“Yes
Sir. Well like I said we do have a few options here, but most of them
are similar to reinstituting the draft.”

“I’m
sure they probably are General, but that option is not on the table
at this time, and may never be for that matter.  That idea doesn’t
sit well with the American public.  It didn’t sit well with
them back in the sixties and early seventies and doesn’t now
either.  So let’s move on, shall we?” insisted the
President.

“Well
Sir, the only way to increase the size of the military, outside the
draft is offering exceptional incentives for civilians to join, all
of which would cost large sums of money.

“Hell
General, everything costs money.  So would the draft for that matter.
 We’ll just have to go to Congress to get the money
appropriated that is needed; regardless of what route we take.  We
just need some more bodies to serve their country.  So give me some
ideas on incentives to make this possible.”

“Well,
nothing really new in that area.  We can give a sign up bonus of
whatever amount we think would be sufficient to entice citizens to
enroll.  Say maybe $25,000.00 or so?”

“How
many more troops do you calculate we’ll need?”

“Well,
not counting additional forces needed should we invade, Iran, I
believe 100,000 above and beyond the normal enlistment figures.”

“And
to invade Iran?”

“Another
200,000 troops totaling 300,000, Sir.”

“So
let’s see.  If my math is correct, we’ll need seven and a
half billion dollars just to pay the signing bonus,” the
President quickly figured in his head, and was interestingly enough,
absolutely correct with his calculations.

“Yes
Sir, I believe you are correct.  And the additional cost to the U.S.
for them for each year, would be four hundred thirty billion dollars
total,” calculated the General, based on about 144 billion per
100,000 combat troops.

“I
can see a problem with that, General.  That converts into about a
forty five hundred dollars a year increase in taxes per each employed
citizen, I believe,” as the President once again calculated it
correctly in his head.

“Yes
sir, that is about right.  Another $360.00 per month per American
worker.”

“Well,
General the other problem we might encounter, is can we realistically
get another 300,000 young men and women to join the military?  That’s
the bottom line, right?”

“Yes
Sir that is the bottom line.  And no I really don’t think we
can, regardless of the amount of money offered.  Right now, the
majority of young people do not like the military, or the wars that
we put them in to fight for us,” believed Gen. Perez. “Of
course there is another option.”

“And
what would that be General?” inquisitively asked the President.

“We
could do it like the Israeli government does.”

“Mandatory
enlistment?” barked the President, “that’s the same
thing as the draft.”

“Technically.
Yes, Sir, it is.  But we don’t have to use the word “draft”,
which sort of insinuates a selection process from a certain group. 
We wouldn’t use a “lottery system” like we did for
the Vietnam War.  Everyone upon graduation from High School, or who
turns 18 would be required to serve 4 years in the military.  No
draft,  but certainly mandatory!” explained the General.

“I
suppose it’s worth considering.  Any other ideas, General?”

“No
Sir, but I’ll keep thinking about it.”

“Good.
You keep thinking about it, and I’ll keep thinking about your
suggestion,” the President quickly responded.  “What do
you say we conclude this meeting for today?”

“Yes
Sir.” Replied the General and he left the room satisfied the
“bug” that he had put in the President’s ear would
keep eating away at his reluctance to accept the fact there was no
other way to increase the size of the military to the required
strength needed to accomplish their goals other than the one he just
proposed.

______________________________





“Bye
Steve.  I’ll see you Monday night when I get back from
Arizona,” yelled Sherri out to Steve through her open car
window, as she drove out of the parking lot of Sox News Wednesday
night after the broadcast.

The
week had rapidly passed and she was anxiously geared up to visit her
father.  She had already packed her travel bags and loaded them into
her Audi before heading to work, so she could leave immediately from
work and get to Phoenix early the next morning in time for breakfast
with her father.  


She
had also filled her gas tank before work, which took two separate
stops because of the restrictions on the amount of gas you could
purchase at any one time.  For all intents and purposes, the
mandatory restrictions were actually voluntary.  Since all you had to
do was go to two different gas stations to get enough gas to fill
most of the average car’s gas tanks.  And many people did just
that, but most people were too busy and lazy to stop twice, or didn’t
want to run the risk paying the penalty should they get caught
breaking the temporary law just imposed on them.    


“Have
a safe trip!” Steve yelled back at her as he waved to her
before jumping into his car and heading down to Charlie’s diner
for, yep you guessed it, grits!  And the other usual cholesterol
building trimmings, of course.

As
Sherri drove through Denver on her way to Phoenix, she continued to
notice all the escalating chaos throughout the city.  Lines at gas
stations continued to get longer and the prices continued to rise
daily.  The sign at the last gas station she had just passed by read,
“Regular Unleaded  $8.93 per gallon”.  


She
could almost hear the cursing from the patrons as they pumped the gas
into their tanks, and she could see the yelling and screaming at the
cashier’s counter inside.  And occasionally she would notice
National Guard convoys along I-70 and humvees patrolling the side
streets, as well as an enormous amount of citizens being arrested by
local police authorities as tempers continued to rise to alarming
levels.

“Darn
it, I forgot my munchies and the sandwiches I prepared at home that I
had made for my long trip,” she noticed as she spoke to
herself.  


Sherri’s
salary was pretty decent at Sox News, but she was still a bit of a
“penny pincher” about certain things.  She hated to stop
at restaurants while on road trips, as she preferred to make
sandwiches and the like, to carry with her, not necessarily because
of the cost, but she simply did not want to waste valuable driving
time, like for stopping to eat that she inherited from her father.

“There,
I’ll pull over there at the grocery store and buy what I need
all over again,” she thought, as she noticed a Safeway Store
just a few hundred yards ahead.  As she pulled into the grocery store
parking lot, and walked towards the entrance, she could hear other
customers as they passed by her with their shopping carts mumble,
“Bastards, they’re trying to starve us to death!”

She
knew food prices were escalating almost as quickly as gas prices,
because other than eating breakfast at Charlie’s Diner, she
often cooked at home and thus did the grocery shopping, so she was
familiar with the prevailing prices of groceries.  But it had been
nearly a week since she had last shopped at the grocery store and she
was now shocked at the escalating food prices with some items having
increased 50% or more, which made her question the inflation rate the
government gave out.  If groceries were going up at that magnitude
and fuel prices doubling, then how could the government come up with
a 4 or 5% inflation rate.  The only thing she could think of as being
even plausible is that the government likes to use funny “math”
to make the numbers fit their whim.

As
she walked down the store isles looking for the items she needed to
make sandwiches and the junk food to go along with them including the
soda, she was shocked.  “I can’t believe this!” she
also mumbled quietly out of her mouth, duplicating exactly what other
shoppers were saying, “We’re getting hosed!”

She
continued to quickly gather all that she could remember on the spare
of the moment, as she did not have a prepared list of items with her.
 When she finally stood in line at the checkout counter, she couldn’t
help but notice the numerous desperate looks on the faces of other
shoppers as they paid for their shopping items.  Many just looked
disgusted as others looked down right furious.  Some were quiet as
they paid the cashier, but others were quite verbal in their outrage.



Then
there were the usual patrons who tried to pay with their credit
cards, only to learn that they were over their limits, that had just
been reduced by their banks without their knowledge yet, to go along
with the saddest bunch of all; those who had their children along
with them, who had to put some of the kids items back, which usually
were the ones the kids wanted most of all, when their grocery bill
exceeded the cash they had with them or they were over their credit
limit.  


The
usual comments sounded something like this. “We’ll have
to put those back, Tommy, we’ll get them the next time we come
to the store.”  


“But
mommy, you know those are my favorites, and you promised,.” The
poor little ones would say not understanding the desperate dilemma
that their parents were regrettably in.

And
then you would just have to stand there and see at the sad looks on
the tiny kid’s faces, who didn’t understand what was
happening.  And worse yet, was the dejection and humiliation of the
parent, as the cashier set the items aside to be restocked later
after the customer had left the store without them.  It was so sad! 
No, it was down right cruel!

It
was so sad, it almost made you want to pay for the little kids
treats, which occasionally in some cases, depending on how well the
little ones took it in stride, as well as how heart wrenching their
faces echoed their disappointment, either the under paid cashier or
the generous person standing behind them in line, would quietly lean
over the conveyor and give the cashier the funds necessary to end the
deplorable situation, which in this case, Sherri was “the nice
lady” who paid for it, in the little kids words.   


After
finishing paying for her items and the little kids in front of her,
Sherri hurried out to her car, quickly made a couple of ham and
cheese sandwiches, since she was already stopped, and was soon off on
her way again headed to Phoenix.

But
the sad stories didn’t end at the grocery store.  Usually you
could always find a an occasional stop light here and there, that was
accompanied by the down and out individuals who stood holding their
cardboard signs up reading something like, “NEED FOOD, PLEASE
HELP”, or “WILL WORK FOR FOOD”, or “OUT OF
WORK VETERAN; PLEASE DONATE” or the many other similar phrases,
asking for passerby’s to act on their consciences or appeal to
their generosity to help them out of their terrible situations,
sometimes that were not a result of their actions, but just bad
timing and circumstances out of their control!  


But
occasional didn’t “fit the bill” anymore.  It
seemed as if almost every intersection that you passed by was lined
with not one but several of these forgotten, and destitute
individuals down on their luck.  And it didn’t matter what part
of town you were in either, as even the affluent neighborhoods had
their own fair share of these supposed homeless persons on their
street corners looking for compassion and help in their new found
predicament, through no fault of their own, it seemed in many cases. 



“Could
“soup lines” be next?” Sherri thought the
unthinkable as she continued to gaze at the sad “sign of the
times”, that were all around her in every direction and it
saddened her tremendously!

Unemployment
had skyrocketed reaching a staggering level, which was about to close
in on 17%.  A number which had not been seen in the U.S. since the
Great Depression of the 1930’s, which meant nearly 13 million
people were unemployed.  Many would gladly like to return to the 8%
unemployment level back in early 2009 when only 6 million people were
unemployed, but of course most everyone had now given up hope on that
ever being the case again, or at least in the immediate foreseeable
future and the President’s poll ratings were slipping as a
result of those exceedingly high numbers.

And
those numbers just reflect those on the government’s
unemployment rolls which does not take into account those who are not
and those who simply gave up on the prospect of finding a job and
consequently quit looking for work altogether, and those whose
benefits had run out in time, which in all probability means another
few million people could be added to the actual unemployment figures
that were being reported.

She
wanted to help more, but she had problems of her own, trying to
maintain her own standard of living, which was becoming a daily
battle in itself.  


“Maybe
when I get back from my trip, I’ll find some ways to volunteer
my time to help those in need,” she reckoned to herself, “I
should at least try to help those who by no fault of their own, have
had “The American Dream” snatched from their grasps, only
to have it replaced by “The American Doom” that many
citizens are beginning to believe that it is the administration’s
fault because of their past and ongoing bad economic policies.  She
really was a caring and giving person.  She just needed a little wake
up call and a friendly knock on her “bubble” to wake her
up to the dreadful conditions of some of the people’s lives.

Little
did she know that in her future, hovering above her head, would be
swirling ominous black clouds of melancholy that would rain down huge
droplets of anguish and despair, matched only by gathering puddles of
agony just waiting for her wary footsteps to wander upon.

But
that was not now, for she was on her way to see her much-loved father
in Arizona, who would gladly hold a Kevlar umbrella above her head to
dispel any harsh acid rain that would attempt to fall upon her, and
gladly shod her feet with steel armor that would smash and disperse
any deep puddles that would accumulate along her path in her life’s
journey.

But
the government continued to believe that it would have to be the
lifeboat that was to save most average Americans who had lost their
homes and many their jobs.  And the government was trying furiously
in its own way to curtail the spiraling downward effect that certain
negative conditions in the economy were imposing on the economy’s
recovery and the hardships that followed those who were held tight in
its unrelenting grasp.

What
seemed to already be considered drastic measures in many peoples
thinking, concerning the governments’ previous involvement in
the banking and automobile industries, might have to be reevaluated
and taken again in light of what measures might still have to be
considered in bringing the economy out of its deep depression, which
is still a word most do not use yet, even though the definition of a
depression does seem to fit the current economic situation.

Yet
Sherri was still optimistic and hopeful that better days were yet
ahead both for her and the rest of the American people.




























































After
only traveling about ten miles outside Denver Sherri decided to call
her father, who she thought was probably waiting to hear from her to
see if she had gotten off without any glitches and if she was on
schedule to be in Phoenix for breakfast as she had indicated to her
father that she would.

But
no one answered the phone at the ranch house, so all Sherri could do
was leave a message informing him that she in fact was on schedule
and would be there in the morning at about ten o’clock.  She
thought that her father had probably just fallen asleep waiting for
her phone call and would wake up sometime later in the night and go
to bed, probably listening to her message as he made it past the
phone stand before entering the hall down to his bedroom.

So,
Sherri just kept driving towards Phoenix as fond memories of her
childhood home filled her thoughts, and she dreamed of how she would
have such a great time visiting with her daddy for the long weekend
ahead.

But
that would not be the case, as while her father was doing some
cleaning up out in the barn earlier in the day, he would encounter an
unexpected problem! 


Two
men had driven up the driveway very slowly and saw the barn doors
wide open, and figured Jonathan would probably be in the barn, so
they pulled their vehicle over fifty yards or so just short of the
barn and parked.  They shut the car doors quietly as they surveyed
the surrounding area for any movement or noise, other than the little
amount of noise that Jonathan was making in the barn.  Satisfied that
there was no one else around and that he was alone in the barn, they
walked up to the barn entrance and stood quietly examining the inside
quickly with their wandering and trained eyes.

It
was just a few hours before sunset, when Jonathan was greeted by the
two gentlemen who were dressed in black suits and white ties covered
by opened trench coats.  If it hadn’t been for their shadows
appearing that tipped him off at first, he would still be unaware of
their unannounced presence.  


Their
shadows had appeared slowly up underneath his legs, as the sun was
going down behind them, as they quietly entered the barn through the
huge open barn doors.  They were extremely quiet and cautious to make
certain they would see Jonathan first, before he noticed them, and
were moderately jolted when they were greeted by Jonathan’s
voice.

“Howdy
strangers,” Jonathan spoke as he slowly turned around from
raking up a pile of straw on the barn floor and acknowledged their
presence. “You two sure know how to sneak up on an old man. 
You evidently must have done it a few times before, huh?”

“A
few,” answered back one of the strangers as they stood still in
the entrance to the barn, resembling two gunfighters in the old west
ready for a showdown as the sun continually set behind them, leaving
only their shadows to be clearly seen.  They were unrecognizable, as
the glaring setting sun was billowing around them straight into
Jonathan’s old eyes, “But evidently we must be loosing
our touch.”

“No.
 It’s just that I evidently have exceptionally good hearing. 
And I’ve been expecting you anyway,” Jonathan quietly
informed them with a calm but convincing voice.

“Oh
you have, have you?” interestingly asked one the tall
strangers.

“Yes,
I can tell when my phone lines are bugged,” he told them.

“I
see,” answered the other stranger and then there was a long
pause before anyone said any thing more, “Then I suppose you
know why we are here too?”

“Yes,
I do, but you’re going to be insanely disappointed.”

“And
why is that Jonathan?” the other stranger asked as they both
started to walk slowly towards him finally unveiling their Middle
Eastern appearance as they got closer to him and shielded more of the
sun from his eyes, which just then had receded behind the roof of the
ranch house in the direction directly behind them, “Your name
is, Jonathan isn’t it?”

“Yes,
you know it is,” replied Jonathan.  


And
yes they did know it was he, because they had some recent pictures of
him to thoroughly review on their way down from Fort Meade, Maryland,
which is the home of the NSA. and the place of their employment. 


“You
didn’t think I would keep the stuff here for you to so easily
find and steal from me, did you?”

“Well,
to be honest with you Mr. Foster, we really didn’t give it a
second thought.  Did we?” the one stranger answered as he
looked over to his partner waiting for an agreeing reply from him.

“No,
I don’t believe we did,” answered the other stranger as
he looked straight into the eyes of his partner, “ It doesn’t
matter because you’re going to tell us where they are
regardless if they are here or somewhere hidden in Egypt,”
referring to the documents Jonathan had hid under the water trough in
the corral.

“Oh,
a couple of real espionage dudes are we?  Bring some “truth
serum” with you, did you?  Well I’m allergic to the
stuff!  It’ll kill me in seconds and you’ll get nothing
from me then!” Jonathan obstinately revealed to them.

“Ok,
Mr. Foster.  We get the message, we can tell you’re not
intimidated by us.  And truly we do not want to hurt you.  And you
can keep the money.  We don’t want it. All we want are the
documents you have in your possession and we will leave you
peacefully to continue on with whatever it is that you do here at the
ranch,” offered the tallest of the two strangers, “Won’t
we Omar?”

“Oh,
you went and accidentally spoke your partners name,” Jonathan
very astutely recognized, “Maybe you guys are loosing your
touch at that!”.

“Oh,
come on, Jonathan.  Is it ok for me to call you Jonathan?”
asked the tall one who was Agent Ali; “You don’t think we
really call each other by our real names do you now, Jonathan?”

“I
didn’t say you could call me Jonathan.  I only let my friends
call me Jonathan, and you two certainly aren’t my friends I
don’t think.”

“No.
 Not yet, but we would certainly like to be, Mr. Foster, if you
prefer to be called that.  Just give us what we came here for, and we
will be your friends for life, ok?”

“And
how do you know I didn’t make any copies of the documents and
send them out to someone else?” Jonathan asked them rather
smartly.

“Come
on, Jonathan, do you not think that we are adept at our jobs?  Do you
really think we don’t know?”

“Hell,
I don’t know you, or know how good you are at your jobs
generally speaking, but I did do just that very thing, so in this
specific case, you aren’t so proficient, now are you?” 


“Ok,
Mr. Foster.  We’ve had all the fun we can stand for one day. 
It has been nice and all chatting with you, and you seem like an
intelligent and hopefully a reasonable man too.  Now stop the
shenanigans and hand over the documents or tell us where they are. 
We’ve wasted enough time here already.  We have more important
things to do than stand here and gibber with you, old man!”

“Oh
you do, do you.  Then why don’t you just saddle up your black
Arabian horses and be on your way doing them,” Jonathan
continued to sass the two agents. “I don’t have the
documents here like I said, and like I also said, I made some copies
and sent them to some friends for safe keeping.  So you’re
wasting your time here.  Now you get the hell out of my barn and off
my property before I call the police,” he yelled over to them
as he instantly pulled his cell phone out of his jean pocket and
began to move backwards quickly.

Straight
away without reservation, the two agents had quickly sprung upon
Jonathan violently knocking him down to the dirt floor of the barn,
before he even had a chance to dial 911 or push any of the buttons on
his now broken cell phone which lay smashed beneath him.  They
scuffled around on the ground for only a few seconds and then yanked
Jonathan up to his wobbly feet.  His shirt was slightly torn at the
sleeves and his jeans were completely dirty and soiled, and his ego
was a little bruised, but other than that he was mostly still in
tact.

“You’re
not cooperating very well, Mr. Foster, and we’re quickly losing
our patience with you.  Now where are the documents?”

“Go
to hell, both of you,” was the reply from Jonathan as he was
being as stubborn and uncooperative as he could possibly be.

Having
told the truth about losing their patience, Agent Ali pulled out his
firearm from his shoulder holster hidden beneath his trench coat and
automatically put it up to the side of Jonathan’s head and
spoke, “I told you, we were not kidding.  You are in serious
trouble, and if you don’t tell us where the documents are, I’m
going to blow your tiny brains out all over your nicely raked barn
floor.  Do I make myself clear, Mr. Foster?”

“Oh
yeah, you make yourself completely clear.  And let me be as clear as
possible too.  ___  you!”

That
clearly wasn’t the response the agents wanted to hear as they
immediately drug Jonathan over to the back of one of the horse stalls
and violently tossed him into it against the back wall of the barn
and then began banging his hard head repeatedly against the wall,
till he was in a dizzying stupor and nearly unconscious.

“Grab
some rope over there hanging on the wall,” instructed Agent Ali
to Omar as he pointed across to the other side of the barn.

Quickly
Omar ran over to the other side of the barn where the rope was
hanging, grabbed the rope and hurried back over to where Jonathan and
Agent Ali were.  Agent Ali was slapping Jonathan repeatedly to get
his attention telling him to wake up, as he was just barely
conscious.

Jonathan
after finally coming around, knew instantly upon regaining complete
consciousness that these two meant business and he indeed was in
serious danger, irrespective of whether or not he gave them the
documents they were after.

“Here,
tie him up snugly,” instructed Agent Ali as he pulled Jonathan
over against the rails of the horse stall, “Sit down!” he
further demanded.

This
time Jonathan complied and flopped himself down as Omar began to
quickly tie him up with the rope.

“You
might as well go ahead and kill me now, because I’m not telling
you anything,” Jonathan persisted in giving his captors hell.

“Oh
yes you will,” he was informed by Omar as he finished tying him
up.

About
that time Agent Ali garnished his revolver again and put it up
against Jonathan’s forehead and pressed it firmly into his
skin, “For the last time.  Where are the documents?”

“If
you still think they are here, find them yourself!” replied
Jonathan as he lie on the floor beginning to feel the intense pain
that had already been inflicted on him.

“I
don’t think he is going to tell us,” Omar said to Agent
Ali as he glanced over at him.

“Maybe
so,” replied Agent Ali as he took the butt end of his revolver
and suddenly struck Jonathan fiercely on the top of his head watching
as Jonathan’s head immediately hang down limp against his
chest.

“He’s
out cold!”

“Good.
Let’s look around outside first, before it gets too dark to see
anything, and then let’s tear this barn and the house apart. 
We’ll find the shit and get the hell out of here before his
daughter arrives early in the morning.”

“I
hope you’re right,” doubtfully answered Omar.

They
left Jonathan in the barn tied to the rail and searched outside
around the barn looking for anything suspicious, like something that
looks out of place or anything recognizably looking as if it had been
recently disturbed.  They found nothing.  They turned over barrels,
looked behind bushes, behind fence posts and everywhere, but found
absolutely no sign of the documents.

“You
don’t think he was stupid enough to put them back in the
dynamite shed, do you?” asked Omar.

“No,
I don’t think so.  If he suspected that his phone lines were
bugged, then I wouldn’t think he would be so stupid as to put
the documents back in there, but hey, I’ve seen stranger things
happen since I’ve been at the Agency, you know?  Let’s
take a real quick look and then check the coral before we go back
into the barn, and then the house if need be.”

The
two NSA agents walked over to what looked like the dynamite shed to
them and noticed that the door was locked with a small padlock.  Omar
pulled out his revolver, gave the lock a couple hard knocks, and it
easily broke open for him.

It
was a tiny shed, so they had to bend way over to walk into it.  It
was surprisingly dark in there, but they could see just good enough
to realize that there was nothing in there but a couple of burlap
sacks containing some sticks of dynamite, some blasting caps and
other various explosive devices.  After checking out everything, and
finding nothing, they closed the door and started walking over
towards the corral on the other side of the barn.

“I
didn’t think the ole fart was that stupid,” Omar said to
Agent Ali.

“Me
neither, but we had to make sure.”

“Damn,
look at all the horse shit in there,” Omar exclaimed.

“I
know, my shoes are gonna look like shit, after parading around in
there,” Agent Ali regretfully predicted.

“Gonna
smell like shit, too, don’t you think?” Omar comically
added.

“Smart
ass, tell ya what!  Since there is not a whole lot to investigate in
there anyway, why don’t you just go in there by yourself and
look around for anything suspicious looking, while I get back in the
barn and start looking around in there.  Besides I need to check on
Mr. Foster’s condition anyway,” instructed Agent Ali, who
evidently was in charge of the duo.

“Hey,
I’m actually just a little bit scared of horses.  Why don’t
you come on in with me for a couple minutes and watch my back,
Habir,” Omar pleaded his case with Agent Ali.

“I
don’t think any of those horses are going to shoot you in the
back,” laughed Agent Habir Ali, “Hurry up you gun
slinging coward.  Doc Holiday you ain’t.  Afraid of horses!”
Habir quickly ridiculed his fearful buddy.

“Fine!
See if I watch your back next time we get in a scary situation!”
replied Omar half assed pissed off at Habir.

“Scary
situation?  I don’t think a couple of run down puny ole horses,
qualifies as a scary situation, you weasel.  Hurry up!  And oh yeah,
don’t forget to wipe your nasty feet before tracking any horse
shit into the barn.  I don’t want to accidentally step in any,
…… Doc.”

“Yeah,
Yeah, Yeah.  Sure thing Mr. Earp,” Omar answered back,
referring to the famous western Marshall Wyatt Earp of Dodge City and
Tombstone, Arizona, as he opened the gate to the corral and instantly
started mumbling out loud to himself, as if the four horses that had
already begun to curiously start moving in his direction, were all
the while intensely staring him down.  “Nice horsey, nice
horsey, just visiting, now mind you!  Keep your distance now. Get too
close and I’ll blow your freaking hard heads off.”

Omar
then proceeded to pass right by the water trough, looked around in
each direction and then back straight down into the murky water in
the trough.

“Shit,
I can’t see a damn thing in that nasty water.”


Then he took his gloves off, put
them into his coat pocket, rolled his sleeves up and then stuck his
hands deep down into the murky water fishing around for anything that
might be in there, thinking to himself, “You know this wouldn’t
be a bad place to temporarily hide some documents in a waterproof
container.  Hell, if I happen to stumble across them in here, Habir
will absolutely shit!”  Little did he know that buried only
inches beneath the bottom of the water trough, lay the metal chest
and inside it the very object of his search.  So close, yet so far
away!

He
continued to awkwardly move around the eight-foot long water trough
feeling around the bottom of it for the hidden documents while
continually glancing up at the horses, not daring to take his eyes
off them for fear of being uh, “trampled to death or eaten”,
as his vivid imagination began to kick in. 


“Who
knows what malevolent things those damn horses might be capable of,”
he thought, when he suddenly yelled out loud, “Shit!”
while simultaneously loosing his footing momentarily from slipping on
some horse manure he had wandered into. 


The
horses made a few peculiar sounds of their own as well and shook
their heads repeatedly. Omar was having a hard time determining if
they were just startled from his sudden outburst, or if they were in
fact laughing at him for stepping in their feces.

Agent
Ali heard his shouting from inside the barn and instantly knew
precisely what had happened outside to Omar, and he quietly laughed
out loud to himself while continuing to fervently search for the
documents.

After
concluding his mission out in the corral, Omar quietly and slowly
eased himself backwards over to the corral gate while keeping his
eyes glued on the horses and then quickly opened the gate partially,
leaving just enough room to get his skinny body through it, and then
hastily closed it just before the inquisitive horses stuck their
noses through the gate rails at him.  


“Ha,
Ha.  I’m still quicker than you ole washed up fly traps,”
he mockingly remarked as he walked around to the front of the barn
and entered, looking for Agent Ali to ask him where else hadn’t
he checked yet. 


“I
haven’t checked anything on the other side,” he replied,
“And um'mm , what is that smell?” knowing full well it
was coming from the bottom of Omar’s shoes.

“Shit,
I thought I got it all off,” Omar shouted out in disgust at his
situation.

“Didn’t
wipe our nasty feet, did we?”

“Shut
the hell up, funny guy!  How’s our buddy over there?”
Omar asked referring to Jonathan who was still tied up and sitting on
the barn floor with his head still hanging down limp against his
chest, “He hasn’t awakened yet?”

“Nah,
not yet,” answered Habir as Omar walked over to Jonathan to
check out his condition himself.

“Shit,
Habir!  Come over here.  I think he’s dead!” called out a
worried Omar as he checked to see if Jonathan had any pulse. 


“That’s
not funny, Omar.  Don’t kid around like that.  Get back to
checking out your side of the barn, would you!” a slightly
infuriated Agent Ali remarked bothered at Omar’s joking.

“No
kidding Habir.  Shit, he’s dead!”

Agent
Ali hurried over to them and pushed Omar aside and checked Jonathan’s
pulse for himself.  Nothing.  He was undeniably dead!

“You’re
right, he is dead, the ole fool.  He shouldn’t have been so
damn obstinate and cooperated with us!”

“Now
what Mr. Earp?  Popped him on the head a little hard did we?”
Omar sarcastically responded with a not too concerned look on his
face for just having been an accomplice to a murder.

“I’ll
take care of it.  Let’s not worry about it right now.  Let’s
find the  missing documents, or our ass is in real trouble for sure.”
  


He
spoke as if not finding the documents was a more serious problem than
murder was, as he left Jonathan’s dead and limp body still tied
to the railing while he and his partner frantically continued
searching the rest of the barn turning it upside down in a last
attempt.

“Come
on Omar, they’re not in here.  I bet they’re probably in
plain sight in his desk drawer in the house, or on a coffee table, or
laying on something right out in the open.  The poor man accidentally
probably got himself killed for nothing.  I knew we should have
checked the house first, before ever even coming into the barn and
confronting him directly.  Shit, hurry up and come on I said!”
Agent Ali yelled as he was obviously frustrated at the unfortunate
situation that had just unfolded, and one that he knew was his fault.

“I’m
coming, I’m coming,” answered Omar as he followed Agent
Ali out of the barn and over towards the ranch house, “But what
about that other building over there?”  he spoke while pointing
over to the blacksmith shop.

“Oh
yeah, I almost completely forgot about that building.  Yeah, go check
it out.  I’ll be inside the house searching there.”

It
was nearly dark and only a few minutes were left to check out the
blacksmith shed before it would be too dark to do a thorough
investigation that was warranted, even with flashlights, so Omar
hurried over to the shed and got busy immediately.  After several
minutes without any luck in discovering the documents there, he
decided that he would go over to the house to assist Agent Ali, as he
was instructed to do.

“Find
anything yet?” Omar asked Agent Ali as he walked through the
front door, noticing that Agent Ali was clearly leaving a big mess
behind, throwing stuff everywhere and overturning furniture like a
rabid madman.

“Hell
no, but ain’t through yet either!  Why don’t you check
the back rooms as I continue searching here in the front rooms?”
 Agent Ali replied, referring to his searching the living room,
kitchen area, dining room and the great room, as Omar stood
dumbfounded behind him.  It was just a little past eleven o’clock,
leaving plenty of time to thoroughly check out the entire house
before Sherri would arrive at about ten the next morning.

At
about half past midnight both agents had concluded their search of
the house without finding the documents and were completely
frustrated and weary.

“Now
what?” asked Omar as he flipped the matching sofa chair back
over on its right side up and sat down scratching the side of his
forehead in aggravated disappointment.

“Shit,
I don’t know.  Either Jonathan was telling the truth about them
not being here, or he has hidden them outside somewhere on the
property.  Hell he could have dug a hole anywhere and hidden them. 
It would take forever for us to search the entire property, and we
still probably wouldn’t find them unless we were awfully
lucky,” replied an also discouraged Agent Ali.

“Well,
we’ll never get the chance to find out where the documents are
from him, thanks to you, Wyatt,” added Omar who was now taking
his own frustration out on his partner.

“Cut
it with the Wyatt, shit.  It ain’t funny anymore.  Tell ya
what.  Let’s put his dead body in the trunk and then get the
high-powered search lights out of the car and do what we can.  We’ll
still be able to spot any freshly dug holes at least, and we still
have plenty of time till his daughter arrives in the morning.  Come
on let’s get with it,” ordered Agent Ali as he jumped up.

Omar
backed their vehicle up to the front doors of the barn, and then
backed up to where Jonathan’s dead body was lying, as Agent Ali
guided him safely back,  “Ho, that’s good right there!”

After
cramming Jonathan’s body into the trunk, Omar drove out of the
barn as Agent Ali took the rake and raked over the tire tracks as
well as where they had walked on the floor, making sure there would
be no evidence of their shoe prints or tire tracks.  They then got
the searchlights out and proceeded to search the property walking
side by side so as to not miss any ground.

“What
if someone sees a couple Arab looking guys out here in the middle of
the night?” asked Omar, “Won’t we look awfully
suspicious?”

“Probably
so, but we’ll just have to take that chance, besides there
ain’t no houses within miles of here.  We’ll be ok.  Come
on, let’s get on with it.”

Their
intense search turned up nothing as daylight was just over the
horizon, as they were almost back at the ranch house tired and empty
handed. 


“Let’s
cover our tracks around the house and barn area and get the hell out
of here,” instructed Agent Ali as he went to fetch the yard
rake, “Maybe the documents aren’t here after all.

After
assuring themselves that they had left no evidence behind that might
incriminate themselves, they pulled out of the yard and headed to
wherever NSA secret agents might dispose of dead bodies.

Not
long after they had left the ranch Sherri came pulling up in the yard
honking the horn, to let her dad know she had arrived.  She was early
as she made excellent time on the way down, driving faster than she
normally did.

As
she got out of the car, she wondered why her father hadn’t
already come out of the ranch house door to greet her as he had
always done.  Immediately she knew something just wasn’t right.

As
she walked over to the opened doors of the barn she yelled, “Daddy,
are you in there?  It’s me, Sherri.  I’m home.” 
But there was no answer from inside the barn.  Upon reaching the barn
door, she glanced inside and decided to walk around and look in the
stalls all the while repeating, “Daddy are you there, its me?”

After
having no luck in locating him in the barn, she decided to take a
look inside the house.  Upon opening the door to the house, she
gasped, “What on earth has happened in here?”   For it
looked like a tornado hit inside the house.  Everything was turned
over, and stuff scattered everywhere and a few broken items were
lying on the floor.  “Daddy, are you in here?”  With
still no response, she continued to search for him walking through
the entire house, but no luck.  He was nowhere to be found.

By
this time she was partially in shock and partly delirious from the
long drive from Denver.  After flopping down on the only thing that
was right side up, which was the sofa chair that Agent Ali had
repositioned, she immediately called the local Sheriff’s
Department disgruntled and fearful of what may have taken place in
the house and what awful fate her father may have encountered.

“Boone
County Sheriff’s Department, this is Sheriff Taylor, how may I
help you?” someone answered at the local sheriff’s office
in town.

“Sheriff
Taylor, this is Sherri Foster.”

“Oh
hi, Miss Sherri,” which is what he always called her since she
was a little girl.  


Jonathan
and Sheriff Taylor had been friends for over forty years, way before
Duffy Conner, that being his real name, became Sheriff of Boone
County Arizona.  Everyone called him Sheriff Taylor because he
strongly resembled Sheriff Andy Taylor of Mayberry on the Andy
Griffith Show.  And he had some of the same mannerisms, but not quite
as easy going as the laid back Sheriff in Mayberry.  Sheriff Taylor
(Duffy) was known for his no nonsense approach, and stern demeanor. 
He was well liked, but everyone knew not to cross him, or get in his
way when he was on police business. “Long time no see, how are
you?”

“I’m
fine Sheriff Taylor.  Thanks for asking, but something’s not
fine out at the ranch.  Daddy is apparently missing and the house has
been completely ransacked!”

“Don’t
fret and you stay put and I’ll be right there in ten minutes
sharp!” replied Sheriff Taylor as he hung the phone up and flew
out the door in a downright hurry for the ranch house.  


People
who were around the courthouse and walking down the sleepy streets of
Palmdale, population of about three hundred, rarely heard the sound
of police sirens, as there wasn’t much crime in Palmdale. 
Palmdale was the county seat, thus the location of the County
Sheriff’s Department, and about 20 minutes southwest of
Phoenix, out in the middle of nowhere.  Just plenty of cocky
rattlesnakes and a few lonely roadrunners roamed the area outside of
town, occasionally sneaking into town out of boredom just to frighten
the few citizens there, and to let them know they were still around
and could go wherever they damned well pleased.  At least that was
what some citizens had to say about the roadrunners and the pesky and
poisonous rattlesnakes actions.

“Sherri
hearing the siren about a mile away, walked out of the house into the
yard to greet Sheriff Taylor when he arrived.  Right on time.  It was
exactly ten minutes since she hung up the phone, as he was pulling up
the drive.  You could always be confident in the Sheriff’s
being where he said he was going to be and in exactly the amount of
time he said it would take him to get there.  Punctuality was
definitely one of his many positive attributes. 


As
Sheriff Taylor exited the squad car, Sherri was right there to greet
him with a hug, and tears falling from her face as she said, “Ten
minutes exactly!”

“Nice
to see you Miss Sherri, now fill me in on what’s going on
here.”  


Like
I said, no more pleasantries for Sheriff Taylor, even though he could
stand and chat with Sherri for hours on end, but this was official
police business and he was getting right down to his investigative
duties without delay, as he was deeply concerned, not to mention that
after all Sherri said on the phone that it was her dad that was
missing, and the Sheriff’s best friend.  


As
Sherri backed off from the embrace with Sheriff Taylor, she wiped her
eyes and uttered, “Come, look at the complete mess inside. 
Someone tore the place apart and there is no sign of daddy.” 
She still called her father, daddy, as she did ever since she could
first speak. 


“It’s
ok, calm down, Sherri, I’ll get to the bottom of this.  Maybe
ole Johnny, which is what Sheriff Taylor called Jonathan, just got in
one of his rare but mischievous “drinking moods” and
messed the place up a little!” he reasoned as he put his arm
around her shoulder and slowly walked her up the front steps onto the
porch and opened the screen door to the house.  “Holy shit! 
Sorry Sherri,” he apologized, “What in the world went on
here?  You weren’t exaggerating. Somebody sure made a big mess
of this place just like you said.”  


It
was quickly evident to Sheriff Taylor this was not just one of
Jonathan’s mischievous “drinking moods”, as he
often called them.  Actually Jonathan didn’t drink very often,
but when he did he couldn’t hold his liquor very well. 
Although he didn’t become violent, he continually lost his
balance and knocked over everything in site.  It was actually quite
comical to anyone who happened to be around witnessing the episodes,
which oftentimes, Sheriff Taylor was in fact privy to many of them. 
He was a long time bachelor as well, and he often spent a great deal
of time out at the ranch.


“Oh, Sheriff Taylor, what
on earth has happened to my daddy and where could he possibly he?”

“I
don’t know Miss Sherri, but it’s clear somebody was
looking for something in particular.  Has your father ever mentioned
anything to you lately that someone was after him or did he mention
anything unusual at all lately?  And by the way, what brings you down
this way?” he asked.

“Well
as a matter of fact that is why I’m here.”

“Why’s
that?”

Sherri
then began to tell Sheriff Taylor why her father had called her, and
about the information he said that he had for her about her
nightmares, and that he also thought that someone was bugging his
phone.

“Hm’mm.
 He never mentioned anything like that to me, and I thought he told
me everything,” a puzzled Sheriff Taylor replied with a
perplexed look on his baby face.

“Well
I think he only found out the information just recently.  When was
the last time you two talked, Sheriff?” 


“Hm’mm.
 Let me see now. Uh’hh, I think it has been a little over a
week ago.  Let’s see, uh, I had to go down to Phoenix to visit
my sister for a while. Uh let’s see, I think that was a week
from Monday, so yes, about ten days ago.”

“Well
he probably hadn’t found whatever he said that he had found,
back then.”

“You
know Sherri, I just can’t for the life of me, figure out what’s
so important about some documents that might shed some light on your
nightmares, and what on earth someone would want with them, and bad
enough so, to tear this place apart looking for them, and possibly
even kidnapping your father on account of them.  Doesn’t add up
to me.  There must be more to it than that. What about the so called
phone tapping?” asked the Sheriff, “How long did he say
he thought that was going on?”

“He
didn’t say.  I haven’t any idea.  The first time he
mentioned it to me was when he called about the information he said
he found in the dynamite shed.”

“Hm’mm.
 I need to call in some forensic experts from Phoenix, you know the
CSI folks, but first let me call my office and get some more help out
here and start searching the premises immediately to see what we can
find.”

It
wasn’t long before two of his deputies were on the scene,
helping Sheriff Taylor search the premises for anything that might
lead them to the whereabouts of Jonathan.  The CSI folks from Phoenix
arrived on the scene about an hour later and started their
investigation work as well.

Usually
a missing persons report wouldn’t cause such a big “to
do”, but seeing how Jonathan was a good and long time friend of
Sheriff Taylor’s, and the fact he was the County Sheriff, he
could get just about whatever he wanted done.  And he knew that this
smelled of kidnapping or worse even, but didn’t let on to
Sherri until he could produce some evidence that positively pointed
in that direction.

After
a couple of hours of thorough investigating and collecting what might
be possible evidence, the senior investigator walked over to where
Sheriff Taylor was standing.

“Well
we’re about to wrap things up here, Sheriff.  I think we’ve
covered the scene pretty well, but I don’t think we have much
in the way of evidence though.  There are some fingerprints around,
but that is common.  They’re probably Mr. Foster’s but
we’ll know for sure once we get back to the lab and check them
out.  It looks to me like, ever who went through this place was a
real professional at searching for stuff as well as competent at
covering their tracks.  I mean real professionals too!” the
senior CSI investigator informed Sheriff Taylor. “How about
your men?  Did they turn up anything elsewhere in any of the other
buildings or on the premises?”

“No,
not really.  Other than it looks like the shovel in the blacksmith’s
shop was used for something very recently, as well as the yard rake. 
We feel pretty confident that the rake was used to rake over any
tracks and footprints, leading us to confirm what you said about ever
who was here, being professionals,” Sheriff Taylor told the
lieutenant.

“They
went to a lot of trouble to hide all of their tracks, footprints and
fingerprints as well.  The only other thing is, it looks like there
are some fresh scratches on the back wall in one of the horse stalls
in the barn, like maybe a struggle took place there or something, but
we can’t be for sure yet,” he advised Sheriff Taylor with
a worried look on his face about Jonathan’s possible fate in
the barn.

“Yep,
I agree.”

“I’ll
send a couple of my men back over to check out that area and the barn
in general one more time before we leave.  Maybe something will turn
up there that we could have possibly missed, that we can use,
otherwise like I said, I think we are done here Sheriff.”

“Great,
and thanks so much for coming down here so quickly.  I really do
appreciate it Lieutenant.”

“You’re
welcome Sheriff Taylor.  You’ve always been helpful to us in
the past, and we could at least show the same courtesy.  Plus I know
Mr. Foster was a long time and personal friend of yours and that
Sherri Foster was his daughter.  I watch her all the time on the
news.  She’s quite a lady, isn’t she?” said the
Lieutenant with a sparkle in his eye. 


“Yes
she is.  She’s a doll and good people too.”  I sure hope
this turns out to be nothing too serious.  She loved her father a
lot, and they were very close.  He is a good man and a good friend. 
As far as I know, he didn’t have any enemies.  He was very well
liked in this close-knit community.  I just for the life of me, can’t
figure out what this is all about, but you can bet I’ll do my
best to get to the bottom of this,” assured Sheriff Taylor with
his usual confident demeanor. 


“And
I will too Sheriff. You can count on it!  Well let me get over to the
barn and finish rapping this up here and be on my way.”

“Sure
Lieutenant, just holler if you need anything else.  I’ll be
inside the house speaking with Miss Sherri to see if I can glean
anything out of her that might be useful in the investigation.”

Sherri
had already gone outside the ranch house and was sitting despondently
in the front porch swing by the time Sheriff Taylor had finished
speaking with the senior investigator and could get back over to the
house.  She was swinging slowly staring out to nowhere it appeared to
the Sheriff, as he walked up and sat down in Jonathan’s rocking
chair next to the porch swing.

“Miss
Sherri, are you ok?”

“Oh,
I’m sorry Sheriff, I didn’t notice you there.  When did
you sit down?” she asked with a distant look on her face.

“Oh,
just right now.  Are you sure you’re ok?” still concerned
he asked her again.

“Oh,
I don’t know.  I’m real worried about daddy.  We were
looking forward to a nice weekend together, and now this.  I’m
really confused as to what is going on here Sheriff Taylor.”

“I
know darling, it doesn’t seem like it’s real does it? 
Hey I know, why don’t you come over to my place and stay the
night.  I have an extra bedroom that’s not being used.  You are
more than welcome to stay there as long as you like.  Besides I don’t
feel comfortable you staying way out here alone.  You never know if
ever who was here, might return.  What do you say?  Will you come
with me to my place?  I’ve got some stew in the crock-pot for
lunch that is probably ready about now,” the always generous
sheriff offered her.  


“Oh,
thanks so much for the offer, Sheriff, but I really would rather stay
here for now.  Maybe daddy will wander back.  Maybe he just went for
a long walk or something.  I don’t know.  Is it ok if I stay
here?  I mean is everyone through gathering evidence in here?”

“Oh
sure, Miss Sherri, you can stay here as long as you want.  All of us
are finished gathering evidence, and you can straighten the place up
as well whenever you like, that is if you feel like it, of course. 
But I really would feel more comfortable if you would come with me,
even if it is at least for tonight,” the Sheriff spoke as he
tried desperately to persuade her to listen to him and take him up on
his kind offer.

“It’s
so very kind of you Sheriff, but I’d really rather stay here if
you don’t mind.”

“Oh
sure, like I said, it’s perfectly fine Sherri.  But let me ask
you this.  Do you have any weapons with you for your protection?”

“No
I don’t, but daddy’s shotgun should be in the back of his
truck that I could use,” she replied.

“Yes,
it is still there. I already looked and noticed that it was still
there. Whoever was here evidently didn’t want it or anything
else for that matter that we can tell so far.  I’ll go fetch it
for you.”

Sheriff
Taylor got up from the rocking chair and proceeded to get the shotgun
out of Jonathan’s truck for Sherri to use as he passed by the
Lieutenant and the rest of his crew, who were apparently rapping
things up and getting ready to leave.

“Find
anything in there?”

“Maybe.
 We got some more prints and some hair fibers, but that is about it. 
We’re done here, so we’re gonna head back to Phoenix,
Sheriff.  I’ll call you as soon as we have some results back
from the lab.  Tell Miss Foster, bye for me, would you?” he
asked of the Sheriff.

“I
sure will, and thanks again for your cooperation and professionalism
and please, have a safe trip on your way back to Phoenix.”

“Sure
thing.  Thanks for your concern and be careful yourself,”
responded the Lieutenant. 


Sheriff
Taylor got the shotgun out of the truck and brought it over to where
Sherri was, who was still sitting in the porch swing, and tears had
begun to fall from her eyes once again.  He leaned the shotgun
against the wall and walked over to the swing and leaned over to give
Sherri a hug, when she suddenly hopped up and gently hugged the
Sheriff while putting her head on his shoulder, as tears ran down
onto the top of his shirt.

“It’ll
be ok, Miss Sherri.  I have a gut feeling it’ll be ok.  I put
the shotgun against the wall right here beside the rocking chair. 
It’s loaded, but nothing in the chamber.  You be mighty careful
with it and be sure to keep an eye open and an ear out for any sign
of anything that is out of the ordinary, and I’ll have a squad
car come by every hour or so tonight, so don’t be alarmed by
it,” the Sheriff informed her as well as trying to console her.

“Ok,
I will Sheriff.  Thanks again for everything.  I’ll be just
fine,” she assured him, but he knew she would break down when
he left, and wouldn’t be fine until her father returned safely
or they had eventually found him, one way or another.

They
said their good-byes and the Sheriff and his crew left, as Sherri
remained in the swing watching them as they drove out the driveway
and off towards town in the distance.  


And
the Sheriff was absolutely right. She broke down crying unrelentingly
as soon as they were gone out of sight.  She stayed on the swing well
until after the sun went down, wondering if she would ever see her
beloved father again, and just how long her empty feeling inside
would last.  The escalating dreadful economic and social conditions
had now regrettably taken a back seat to the loss she was feeling in
her heart, as well as it should.

When
she was just about ready to get up from the swing to go inside and
straighten up a bit, her cell phone began to ring startling her a
bit.  Her first thoughts were that it was her father calling, but as
she glanced down at the cell phone her anticipation faded away
quickly.  It was not her father but Steve who was calling, which
still did temporarily lift her emotions a bit as it was her good
friend.  A voice that she certainly welcomed at the moment.

“Hello,”
she answered in a clearly identifiable monotone to which Steve picked
up immediately.

“Sherri?
 Is everything ok?  Did you make the trip ok?  You sound as if
something is wrong,” he asked as he sensed by the tone of her
voice that something was definitely wrong.  He had been around her
long enough to know that she rarely spoke in a monotone, and when she
did, it usually signified that something was not just quite right.

“No,
everything is not ok!” she answered as she broke down in a
deluge of tears.

It
was quiet on both ends for several seconds before Steve spoke and
asked her, “What’s the matter, sweetie?”

“Daddy’s
s s  not here e e e.  He’s s s  missing,” she answered as
she slurred her words and continued to cry uncontrollably, all the
while trying desperately to regain her composure.

“Missing?
 What do you mean, honey?” replied Steve in slow, puzzled and
deeply concerned voice.

“He’s
just missing.  He’s gone.  Someone ransacked the ranch house
and took him away, and he’s not here anymore.”

“Oh,
I’m so sorry, honey,” he replied trying to comfort her,
but he was also at a loss of words as to what to say next, as Sherri
was now beginning to cease in her uncontrollable crying.

“I’m
so afraid something bad has happened to daddy, Steve.”

“Have
you called the police yet?”

“Yes,
I called the Sheriff, who is a good and long time friend of Daddy’s.
 He came out followed by the CSI unit from Phoenix to investigate.”

“And
what did they conclude so far, honey?”

“They
don’t know.  It’s like he just disappeared.  I overheard
them saying that whomever ransacked the house, that they were indeed
professionals.”

“Professionals?”
asked Steve, “What does that mean Sherri?”

“I
don’t know.  They didn’t say for sure.  But I assume they
just meant that they were experienced at searching a premise and not
leaving any clues behind for the authorities to find and possibly be
able to track them down.”

“Yeah.
 That makes sense to me.  But I wonder just what on earth they were
looking for?  Did they think it was a burglary or something?”

“No,
they didn’t take anything that we could tell.  No TV’s,
stereo’s, his truck, equipment or anything.  Even his billfold
was still on his nightstand with his credit cards and over a hundred
dollars cash still left inside it,” she went on to explain to
Steve.

“That
doesn’t make sense.  Maybe he just got in a fight with some
local drinking buddies and it got out of hand.  Maybe they carried
him to the hospital or something,” Steve replied trying to
reason and make sense out of the whole thing, and hopefully give
Sherri some sense of optimism.

“Oh,
it could possibly be that.  That was Sheriff Taylor’s first
inclination.   That would be great if it was true. But enough time
has certainly passed since the investigators left here for them to
check all of that out.  They haven’t called me.  I’m sure
they would have, if they had located Daddy at some hospital.”

“Well
probably so, but that still doesn’t negate the possibility that
maybe his buddies carried him to one of their houses to mend his
wounds,” Steve replied, again trying to give her some rational
explanation for it all,  and to give her a little comfort at best and
most of all give her some hope.

“I’ve
already thought of all of that.  I’ve sat out on the porch
swing all afternoon thinking of the many possible and reasonable
situations that could have taken place here, including that one. 
There was no sign of alcohol being consumed anywhere on the premises,
or any sign of a struggle in the house.  Even though it was badly
ransacked for heaven’s sake, but it appeared that someone was
looking for something in particular and not fighting, that was
certainly evident to the authorities and me too.  Besides, Daddy
doesn’t have any drinking buddies, except for Sheriff Taylor
who occasionally obliges Daddy in a drinking session now and then.”

“Well
we can just hope and pray that he is ok, and that he will turn up
unharmed and soon,” offered Steve.

“Steve,
there is something I haven’t told you.  I told the police
already.”

“What’s
that sweetie?”

“The
reason I’m here, is that Daddy called me last week and said he
found some documents in the dynamite shed that would shed some light
on my nightmares, and that he thought his phone was being tapped,”
Sherri told Steve as she was now beginning to calm down considerably.

“What
do you mean his phone was bugged, and what’s this about some
documents concerning your nightmares?” he bafflingly asked her.



“Yes
bugged!  That’s precisely what he told me, and that’s the
reason I came down so we could personally discuss it and not talk
about it on the phone.  I’m sorry Steve, but it’s Arnold
calling me, can I call you back?” she said as soon as she
noticed it was him that was calling her.

“Sure,
sweetie,  I’ll be here for another hour, before I have to go in
to work.  Or you can call me afterwards as well, ok?”

“Yes,
I will,” she replied as she hastily disconnected with him and
quickly took Arnold’s call.

“Hi
Arnold, I’m so glad it’s you,” she answered in a
shaky but eager manner.

“Daddy’s
missing.  I think he was kidnapped. I think  _____,”

“Woe,
Woe, sweetie!” Arnold spoke authoritatively, “Slow down
and back up!  What do you mean your dad is missing?”

Sherri
went on to tell Arnold the whole story including the document bit. 
He was as confounded as everyone else and highly intrigued as well. 
He offered to fly down and be with her, but she said she wanted to
have some time to herself to contemplate without any other
distractions, even though she did miss him terribly and wanted to see
him.  


He
reluctantly agreed to her wishes, and promised to call her in the
morning to check in on her and informed her he knew some guy at the
FBI and that he would contact him to see what if anything he could do
to help in the investigation, before telling her that he loved her
and bidding her goodnight. 


Afterwards
she called Steve back and they talked for a short while before she
informed him that she was exhausted and thought she would try to get
some sleep after grabbing a bite to eat first.  She had a sandwich
left from the trip she hadn’t eaten, so she grabbed it along
with some chips and soda and sat back down in the swing on the front
porch and ate her cold and nominal dinner as she watched the
fantastic sunset as she had done thousands of times before with her
dad while he was sitting next to her on the exact swing she was now
sitting in wondering of his unknown whereabouts.  


Time
had gotten away from her out on the porch and she noticed it was time
for her to retire for the night, so she went to bed with a remnant of
the tears that still clung on her saddened face that she had just
shed moments earlier, after straightening up her ransacked bedroom.

It
was a cool spring night in the Arizona desert, so Sherri opened her
bedroom window instead of turning on the air conditioner to let the
sweet smelling country air fill her bedroom.  As she lay in her bed
she couldn’t help but think where her father might be and if he
was alright, and occasionally thinking back on some of her fond
childhood memories with her father at the ranch.  


Her
bedroom was exactly the way she left it when she went off to college,
as her father hadn’t changed a thing.  The same pictures on the
wall, even the same bedspread, which was in exceptionally good shape
considering the amount of time that had gone by, which all the more
helped her to reminisce about her father tucking her in every night
when she was a little child.

After
an hour or so of still being completely awake, she grudgingly got up
and went into the kitchen to get something to help her sleep. 
Jonathan always kept some sleeping pills in the kitchen cabinet since
way back when Sherri started having trouble going back to sleep after
some of her nightmare episodes.

“Ah,
here they are,” she whispered out loud as she grabbed the
bottle of sleeping pills and shook a couple of them into her palm and
then washed them down with a cold glass of water.  She then walked
back to her lonely room and within a few minutes the pills had taken
effect and she was sound to sleep.

“Sherri,
Sherri. Wake up my darling Sherri,” were the words she heard
echoing softy in her room as she was sleeping.

Then
at the foot of her bed, it looked as if someone was standing and
towering over the foot of her bed shrouded in some sort of black
garb.  She opened her eyes, or so she thought.  She couldn’t
tell if she was awake or whether she was still asleep, which was
reminiscent of many of her nightmares.

As
she tried to lean up in the bed she realized that she was paralyzed
except for the movement of her eyes.  She noticed the bedroom window
was open, just as she had opened it before going to sleep, as well as
the opened curtains gently swaying back and forth in the night
breeze, and she saw the dim moonlit sky and the stars in the
background.  She could even feel the cool air in the room.  She even
thought to herself that she must be awake, for she had never
experienced such vivid awareness of her surroundings in some of her
previous other dreams, unlike her nightmares.

“Sherri,
I have come for you.  I will take you to your father, if you will
come with me,” were the eerie words she distinctly heard and
she instantly began to shiver all over and fear began to take a tight
grip over her mind.  She could now feel the unrelenting fear that was
engulfing her, unlike any that she had ever felt before at any time
in her entire life.  She tried hard to scream out loud, as if her
yelling out loud would somehow awaken her out of her fearful state. 
But she could not yell out even a single word, and she was acutely
aware of the fact that she could not scream out loud, inferring as if
she was indeed totally awake.  But she couldn’t absolutely tell
for sure.

Suddenly
the shrouded figure turned sideways, and slowly glided towards her as
if floating off the floor and revealing only its side profile and
purposefully hiding its face from her.  The fear she felt became much
more intense, as if that could be possible, she thought, as she again
continued to try to scream, but still it was to no avail.

The
figure stopped moving once it had gotten up beside her face and knelt
down on its knees and turned facing her, but her eyes could not turn
that far sideways as it was out of the scope of her peripheral
vision, so she still could not see the face of whatever it was that
was tormenting her.  Then she began to mildly shake, and her body
broke out in a cold sweat, and the air around her became noticeably
colder to the point of almost freezing.

“If
you want to see your father, rise up and come with me,”
whispered the figure beside her in a mesmerizing and soothing tone.

In
her mind, Sherri wanted to go, but her spirit instinctively said no
and after waiting a few moments without any response from Sherri,
suddenly the figure rose up, turned to its side again and seemingly
floated back to the foot of her bed and then immediately and all of a
sudden she could now blink her eyes, and as she did, the figure
instantly disappeared.  


And
then automatically as it had at once disappeared, she could now
freely move her body once again.  She quickly sat up in her bed.  I
am awake, she thought.  Or am I, she wondered, being totally confused
and still not being able to tell the difference.

The
intense feeling of fear had left her as quickly as the figure had
disappeared, as she sat there sitting up in her bed leaning against
the headboard.  She looked around the room and observed that
everything was as it was before the figure had left.  The curtains
were still blowing in the wind, the stars were clearly visible and
the moon was still dimly lit.  


She
lay there for many minutes trying to persuade herself that it was
just all a dream gone bad, but she could not.  She continued to sit
up awestruck until she involuntarily fell asleep about an hour later,
and then woke up well into the late morning of the next day, with
absolutely no memory whatsoever of the event that had frightfully
plagued her earlier just the night before.

She
decided she would stay at the ranch the remainder of her days off
from work and would wander around the ranch and maybe, just maybe,
she thought, her father would unexpectedly show up or finally be
located unharmed by the authorities while she patiently waited there
at the ranch for him.

__________________________





“Damn,
can you smell the awful stench eking from the trunk?” asked
Omar as they entered the outskirts of Chicago.  It was about eleven
o’clock in the late morning, about the same time Sherri was
cooking breakfast back at the ranch in Arizona.  And it had been
about twenty-six hours since agents Omar and Ali had left the ranch
in Arizona to dispose of the body. 


“I
think so, but I’m not sure.  My sinuses are acting up again,”
answered Agent Ali.

“Well
they oughta be clearing up real good then.  The smell coming from the
trunk is almost unbearable.  We gotta do something, before someone
else notices it,” insisted Omar as he rolled the car window
down.”

“Like
who is going to smell him?” asked Agent Ali.

“Like
anybody who stops next to us at a stoplight,” Omar quickly
answered back. 


“Well,
I suppose we’ll have to avoid stoplights, then won’t we,”
Agent Ali sarcastically replied.

“How
far till we get to where we’re going?” Omar impatiently
asked.

“Well,
we’re not too far from there now, but we have to wait until
dark so our chances of going undetected are much better,”
answered Habir referring to the junkyard where they were going to
dispose of the putrefied body.

They
had decided to dump Jonathan’s dead body in the trunk of a
wrecked car at a salvage yard belonging to known mobsters in the
Chicago area.  They had tried for years to get evidence on this one
mob family in Chicago, but never could seem to get enough of it that
the DA thought was sufficient to convict them on, so they decided to
frame the mobsters by disposing Jonathan’s dead body in one of
their wrecks in the salvage yard, knowing that someone would find the
body, or at the very least they themselves would make an anonymous
phone call to alert the Chicago authorities if need be. 


“I
know of a place where we can lay low without the chance of being seen
until it gets dark.  Then we’ll dispose of the body and then
head back to Maryland,” Habir suggested to Omar as he took a
quick turn off the freeway onto a lonely and obscure two-lane back
road.

“I’m
getting hungry,” Omar informed Agent Ali.

“Here,
eat these,” Habir suggested as he grabbed a sack of leftover
cold hamburgers and French fries they had bought the night before
somewhere in upper Oklahoma and then violently tossed them over in
Omar’s lap.

“Oh
great!” Omar nauseatingly replied as he stuck his hand into the
bag and pulled out a double cheeseburger, “And what about the
smell of stench still floating around in here?”

“Stick
a couple French fries up your nose.  That’ll do the trick,”
Agent Ali chuckled as he continued to drive down the deserted two
lane paved road that increasingly deteriorated as they traveled on
it, till it abruptly turned into a barely navigatable bumpy dirt road
leading to who knows where.

“Have
you been back in here before?” asked Omar.

“Yeah,
a couple of times.”

“What
for?”

“None
of your business,” replied Agent Ali as he continued driving
down the road like a bat out of hell.

“Why
don’t you slow down a bit?” suggested Omar, “Do you
want to get pulled over by the cops?”

“Shut
up and eat your hamburger,” Ali yelled back at Omar, “There
ain’t no cops back here.  Trust me!  Any if there were, they’d
probably be up to not good like us.  Anyway, we’re almost
there.  We’ll get a little shut eye and then get back into town
and dispose of the body, ok?”

“Do
I have any choice?” questioned Omar.

“Nah!”

“Fine!”

“Just
shut up will ya!  You’re driving me nuts!” asserted
Habir.

“Wouldn’t
have to drive far to do that,” Omar replied.

“I’m
going to throw your ass back in the trunk with the stinking ole man,
if you don’t shut up.  Don’t push me!  I’m tired,
sleepy and not in the mood for your rambling, ok?”

“Sure.”
Omar reluctantly agreed as he took Habir’s advice and started
to chomp down on the cold hamburger and fries along with a disgusting
look on his face.










































“Sh'
hh , be quiet!  Not so loud, you’ll wake the night watchman and
get the watchdog after us Omar!” ordered Agent Ali as he
whispered to Omar and began to pick the lock on the back gate to the
junkyard, “Do you want the Cardoney’s to catch us
breaking in their place of business with a dead body?  We’d
play hell explaining our way out of that one now wouldn’t we?”



“Well
you’re the talker.  You’d think of something clever, I’m
sure.”

“Hush!
 I think I hear something!” Habir insisted, but there was
nothing there.  A false alarm.

The
Cardoney’s were a well-known organized crime family in Chicago
going back for decades.  How they continually avoided prosecution
over the years was a mystery to almost everyone in Chicago,
especially the authorities. They weren’t big time gangsters
like some of the other nationally well-known mafia types, but they
were nonetheless heavily involved in organized crime, and could at
times be quite ruthless as their peers.  Mostly they dealt in stolen
cars, illegal gambling and the numbers racket, but violence and
murder wasn’t beyond their means if the particular situation
called for it, in their estimation.  


Before
Agent Ali became a NSA agent, he had worked for the FBI for several
years and was put on the Cardoney’s case for most of his stint
there.  No matter how hard he tried, he nor the other agents working
with him could ever build a strong enough case against any of the
Cardoney’s for prosecution in a court of law.  


In
the end before Agent Ali left the agency in Chicago, he somehow took
it personal and vowed to get back at them one way or another, and he
now thought this would be his best chance to do so, even if at least
it would be to only cause them some major headaches.  And the
Cardoney’s would invariably and certainly have at least some
real explaining to do to the authorities, regarding a dead body being
found in their backyard, so to speak.

Quietly,
after picking the lock, they quickly and quietly placed Jonathan’s
dead body in the trunk of an old 1958 rusted out and severely beaten
up Ford Thunderbird near the back of the junkyard, and then left
unnoticed after putting the lock back on the gate.  They were
exceptionally thorough with their cleaning up behind themselves, and
the covering up of their tracks and leaving no sign of any of their
fingerprints, just like they always do.

After
finishing their dastardly deed in Chicago they stopped at a corner
convenience store on the way out of town and bought some supplies to
clean up the smell of the stench left behind of Jonathan’s
decomposing body and to mask any trace of there ever being a dead
body in the trunk of one of the NSA’s vehicles.  They knew
exactly what products to use, as they were highly trained at the NSA
in that field as well as surveillance, and counter intelligence.  


The
super secretive NSA is the world’s largest and most
sophisticated intelligence, surveillance and tracking agency of its
kind, using its many spy satellites and super computers, of which
many believe the FBI, DOJ, BATF and the even the IRS are servant and
subsidiary organizations of it in America, to manage its spy and
intelligence network.

Many
also believe that the State Department, the CIA and even the White
House take their orders from the absolute highest in command at the
NSA, but it has not ever been successfully proven in the slightest
and mostly the fodder for conspiratorial minded buffs.

Located
at Fort Mead, Maryland and closely guarded by U.S. Army personnel,
the NSA’s headquarters is housed in the second largest building
in America, only surpassed by that of the Pentagon in Washington.

This
mammoth agency employs thousands of government bureaucrats, military
personnel, technological specialists and intelligence officials with
global wide operations that substantially surpasses any other agency
of its type in the entire world.  And with good reason it is feared
by some Americans and others around the entire world.

After
cleaning their vehicle thoroughly, they then stopped at a local café
for a hot meal, and afterwards they proceeded to head on their long
journey back to Fort Mead, Maryland, while their acts were
inconspicuously and completely oblivious to anyone concerning their
botched mission and murderous behavior!

_________________________________





It
was now Sunday morning and Sherri had to be back at work the next
night in Denver, so she started early to pack her belongings and get
ready to head back on her long trip.  Unannounced, Sheriff Taylor had
just pulled up in the driveway and slowly stopped his squad car just
short of the front porch where Sherri was sitting on the porch swing
taking a break from packing and her final cleaning up of the
ransacked ranch house.

“Hi
Sheriff Taylor,” Sherri greeted him while waving to him as she
sat comfortably in the porch swing as if she didn’t have a care
in the world.

“Hi
Miss Sherri.  How’s my favorite news anchor person this
morning?”

“I’m
getting by Sheriff.  I’m just almost finished with packing my
things and about ready to head back to Denver shortly.”

“I
hate to see you go so soon,” he sadly told her as he shut the
squad car door and walked up to the porch and went over to sit down
in the chair next to the porch swing.

“Gonna
be getting a little warm today.  Over 90 degrees I think,”
Sherri informed the Sheriff as he took his hat off, held it in his
hands and began fidgeting with it nervously.  


“Yeah,
I believe you’re right, Miss Sherri.  Listen, I just spoke with
the crime lab up in Phoenix not long ago, and all of the fingerprints
that were found at the ranch were only those of your father’s. 
And there was no other useful evidence or any clues whatsoever to
shed any light on who might have ransacked your place or possibly
have abducted your father.  The only thing we’re positive about
is there were some blood samples taken from one of the stables that
had some fresh scratches on the back wall.  It turns out that they
were your father’s as well.  But other than that we don’t
have anything.  I’m sorry,” he reluctantly informed her.

“What
about any hospitals in the area?”

Knowing
exactly what Sherri meant by that, the Sheriff answered, “Yeah,
we checked them all out too, and there were not any reports of your
father being treated at any hospitals in the neighboring counties,
nor in the Phoenix area either.  They are however, on the alert and
will notify me should he happen to turn up in the future at any of
them.  Sorry Sherri, I just like you, was hoping that maybe he would
show up at one of them, needing medical attention.  I wish I had more
to go on, but unfortunately I don’t.”

“Well
thanks so much Sheriff Taylor for your persistence.  I know you are
doing all that you can to locate daddy.  You’ll notify me if
any thing new turns up, won’t you?”

“You
know I will Miss Sherri.  Well, I just wanted to drop by and tell you
in person.  I need to get back to the jail and take care of some
unfinished business there,” he said as he stood up from the
chair and put his hat back on and tipped the brim towards her
direction. “Good-bye Sherri.  You have a safe trip back to
Denver now and come back soon, will ya?  Hopefully we’ll all
sit down sometime in the near future, meaning you, your father and I,
and reminisce on how such a big scare your father gave us with all
this.”

“Me
too, Sheriff Taylor.  I would like that.  That would be a nice
outcome and one to look forward to,” agreed Sherri.

They
then bid each other good-bye and hugged each other, before the
Sheriff returned to his car and drove off and then Sherri reluctantly
returned to packing the last of her things for the trip back to
Denver.  


About
a half hour later she sadly enough left the ranch and headed back to
Denver.  As she drove down the long driveway, she paused for a moment
and looked back at the ranch house, the barn and the horses, and
thought to herself, that it would never be the same again at the
ranch, as she had a heartrending feeling that she would never see her
father again, alive.  


Earlier
she had spoken with the neighbors down the road a ways and they had
agreed to come over later to the ranch and pick up Jonathan’s
horses and take them back over to their ranch to take care of them
more easily, until they heard further from Sherri on what to do with
them, or until Jonathan safely returned back home to the ranch.  


They
were long time friends of the family and didn’t mind helping
out at all, and were completely devastated at the news of what had
taken place at the ranch and the disappearance of Jonathan, as well
as everyone else in the county.  Things like that just didn’t
happen around there!  


And
Jonathan’s chickens that were left at the ranch?  Well, the
neighbors also agreed to sell some of the eggs that would be laid by
them, and to keep some for themselves, and sell a few of the chickens
as well, and use the money to buy feed for Jonathan’s horses.


After driving all afternoon and
into the night Sherri was glad having arrived back at her LoDo condo
without incidence.  She promptly unloaded her bags, took a hot shower
and sat down to watch some news before going to bed after her long
and heart wrenching trip.

She
just barely caught the tail end of the news broadcast at Sox News,
but just in time to hear some more of the bleak economic news on Wall
Street.

“The
Stock Market continues to plunge, nearing twenty five year lows,”
spoke the anchorman for Sox News, “It seems that the market is
only open for a day or two before trading is halted again due to
strict regulations on how far it can plunge in any one day.”

“And
on another economic note,” spoke Steve Raines, “The
housing market continues to set records, but not good ones, the
National Board of Realtors explained.  This month has recorded the
fewest number of closings since the Board has been keeping records of
it, which it has been doing now for nearly twenty five years, they
reported.”

“Heck,
I’ve had enough bad news for one weekend,” complained
Sherri out loud to herself, “I’m going to the safety and
comfort of my bed.”  She then got up, turned the TV off,
marched into the bedroom, removed her bathrobe and hopped straight
into her cozy bed hoping to get a good nights sleep for a change.

“Ringgg.
  Ringgg,” the cell phone on Sherri’s nightstand sounded
off, but only into her unreasoning ears.   “Ringgg.   Ringgg,”
it continued to sound again, this time being barely heard by Sherri
who was in a deep sleep, but it was just loud enough to barely wake
her up.  She finally slowly reached over towards the phone and
answered it without even looking to see who it was, which is
uncharacteristic of her.

“Hello,”
she answered sluggishly and still half asleep.

“Hi
baby. Going to sleep all day, are we?” uttered the voice on the
other end.

“Oh,
Hi Arnold.  What time is it?”

“Oh,
just a little shy of noon, baby.”

“Really?”
she asked as she glanced over at the clock on the nightstand, “You’re
right, I guess I was going to sleep all day wasn’t I?”

“Looks
like it, doesn’t it.  Tell me, how was your trip back home last
night?  I was going to call you but I knew you were probably going to
be extremely tired, and I don’t like calling you while you are
driving.  I don’t think it’s safe or prudent behavior
while driving unless it is an emergency.”

“I
know, baby.  The trip was just fine, but the drive was a little
mentally tiring after all that went on this weekend.”

“I
can’t even imagine what you are going through honey.  But have
you heard anything more concerning the sudden disappearance of your
father?”

“No.
 Nothing at all.  Not even anything about any little piece of
evidence that might theoretically be helpful in the investigation or
anything at all that might seem to be helpful in locating him.  He’s
just vanished without a trace.”

“I’m
sorry baby.  I can’t imagine being in your shoes.  It’s
such a terrible thing not to know,” Arnold supposed.

“Yeah
it really is.  I really do miss him!”

“I
know you do, baby.  Listen, I called my friend at the FBI and he says
he will have some agents put on the case, since it looks like a
possible kidnapping.  He said he would update me on any new
developments as promptly as there might be any to do so.”

“That’s
great Arnold.  Please thank him for me, would you?”

“
I will.  Hey, not to change the
subject, but I have some good news.”

“Yeah?
 What?  I could use some good news about now,” replied Sherri
enthusiastically. 


“Well
actually a couple of things.  We got the final approval for the golf
course and condo complex in Hawaii this morning,” he
ecstatically informed her.

“Why
that’s great news, Arnold.  And the other?”

“I’m
coming to Denver to see you?”

“You
are?” she asked to make sure that she heard him correctly, as
she was very excited at the good news, “When?”

“I’ll
be in Denver tomorrow night at around five thirty in the afternoon.”

“Oh
Arnold, that’s wonderful.  It’s been so long since I’ve
seen you.  That’s really great news.  What airline are you
flying in on?  I’ll be certain to be there to pick you up.”

“I’ll
be flying on United Airlines.  But there is no need for you to come
and pick me up at the airport, because I’ll just catch a cab. 
It’s no problem at all and it’s such a long way from your
condo to DIA.”

“Are
you sure Arnold, I don’t mind at all you know?” Sherri
insisted.

“Tell
ya what.  You stay home and get ready for an exquisite dinner out
before work, and I’ll pick you up at about 6:00 tomorrow
evening, ok?”

“Oh,
that sounds great Arnold.  I’ll be so ready and so glad to see
you again.  It seems so long since I have seen you.”

“Good
then, it’s a date.  Got to run, baby.  I’ll see you
tomorrow night at six then.  Keep your chin up.  We’ll find
your father.”

“OK
then, it’s a date,” confirmed Sherri as she hung up the
phone smiling from ear to ear as she laid back down on the bed and
daydreamed of seeing Arnold once again and how she might surprise
him, as well as what gift he might bring her this time, as he usually
always does.  She knew Arnold was not the penny-pinching kind, and
that he liked to buy others nice things, especially his sweet and
lovely fiancé. 


________________________________





“Chicago
Police Department. How may I direct your call?” answered the
Chicago police dispatcher. 


“Homicide,
please,” replied Agent Ali who was calling from a secure phone
that could only be traced by NSA, and by no other agency or persons.

The
phone rang and rang several times at homicide department, before
someone finally answered it, which is standard procedure in the
Homicide Division.  Someone is always waiting for someone else to
answer the phone, as most calls are usually called in directly to a
specific detective working on a specific case.

“Detective
Ryan.”

“Detective
Ryan.  Do you have a pen handy?” immediately asked Agent Ali in
a disguised voice courtesy of the technology he had access to at the
NSA facility.

“Who
is this?” angrily asked the detective.

“Never
mind who this is.  I just want to report a dead body.  Do you have a
pen handy or not?” impatiently asked Agent Ali once again.

“Yeah,
I’ve got one, shoot,” instructed the detective.

“You
can find the dead body of Jonathan Foster who’s from outside
Palmdale, Arizona in ………,” Agent Ali
continued to speak before he was interrupted by the Detective Holmes,
who was signaling another detective in the office to pick up on
another line, all the while signaling another detective in the room
to put a trace on the call.

“Hold
on, what did you say?” asked the detective stalling for more
time to successfully trace the call.

“Don’t
bother trying to trace this call.  It’ll be fruitless for you
anyway detective.  Listen, I won’t be on here long enough for
you to run a trace anyway.  Listen up quick, I’m only going to
say this once,” instructed Agent Ali, “The dead body is
in the trunk of a wrecked 1958 Ford Thunderbird near the back of
Cardoney’s Salvage Yard in south Chicago.  Got it?”

“Yeah
got it.  How do you know…….” The detective was
asking as he heard the phone hang up on the other end.  He looked
across the room to the other detective, who was shaking his head
inferring the call wasn’t long enough to be traced, as if it
would have made any difference since it was coming from a scrambled
secure line at the NSA as they were already told.

“Dunagan?”
Screamed detective Holmes across the office. 


“Yo”,
he answered.

“Put
a call into the FBI, and tell them to meet us over at Cardoney’s
Salvage Yard.  They’ll know where it is.  Come on let’s
get a move on it, Barnes,” he shouted to his partner in the
next cubicle as he grabbed his somewhat soiled trench coat and
scrambled for the exit door.

Just
only minutes later Detective Holmes and his partner, Detective
Barnes, arrived at the salvage yard, greeted by none other than Tommy
Cardoney, who ran the yard for his thug cousin, Bruce Cardoney. 
Tommy was coming out of the office, not phased at all by the presence
of the detectives flying into the partially graveled parking area,
slinging dust and pebbles in every direction as they slammed on their
brakes, skidding sideways to a sudden halt right in front of his
office door. 


That’s
if you actually were really inclined to describe it as an office.  It
was only an old run down cheap office trailer with a couple of dirty
ripped up couches, a card table with six stools, and a dirty
refrigerator that never contained anything but some cold beer,
mayonnaise, bologna and an occasional half opened and spoiled “Hungry
Man” TV dinner.  


Oh
yeah, there was the filthiest microwave you have ever seen in your
life too, that was so dirty that the resident mice were afraid of
catching something dreadful if they hung around in it too long.  Oh,
and then there was the box of heavily buttered microwave popcorn and
a loaf of bread lying on the top of it.  The bread was usually on the
verge of molding or completely ruined, but the popcorn was usually
fresh as they went through so much of it during their normal low
stake nightly poker games and the occasional fight that oftentimes
broke out because one of the visiting goons would get caught
cheating.

“Detective
 Holmes.  What brings you out in this neck of the woods in such a
hurry?  Make a wrong turn and need to turn around?” chuckled
Tommy as he looked over to his sidekick beside him.

“You’re
almost as funny as you are ugly!  If I’d made a wrong turn I
would have burst through your office wall.” responded Detective
Holmes as he looked over at his partner waiting for him to put in his
two cents worth.

“That’ll
never happen.  No one can ever get to be that funny!” Detective
Barnes added.

“Couple
funny guys, aren’t ya?” replied an arrogant Tommy with a
nasty snicker on his face.

“Always
funnier than you, Tommy, but not ever that ugly,” Detective
Holmes fired back and then continued, “ Ok, Einstein, I’m
looking to buy a 1958  T’bird.  Heard you’ve got one real
cheap down here.  Which way is it?”

“Do
I look like I have a photogenic memory to you, detective?”
Tommy barked back at the detective, trying to be funny and
intelligent, both of which is a mission of futility for him.

“That’s
photographic memory, you moron.  Hey, Barnes.  Remind me to never
call this moron, Einstein again, will ya!” he chuckled with his
hands in his trench coat looking over at Detective Barnes.

“Whatever!”
replied Tommy, “I think we sold it last week.  Brought top
dollar too, if I remember correctly.”

“Oh,
yeah, I’m definitely sure that you remember everything
correctly, you having that photogenic memory and all.”
Detective Holmes chuckled again while shaking his head back and
forth.

After
evidently receiving no help from either Tommy or his sidekick who
just stood there looking dumbfounded, regarding the location or the
direction of the car in question, Detective Holmes and his partner
proceeded to scour the junk yard in search of the ’58 T’bird,
when then came another unmarked car speedily and recklessly flying
into the junkyard, that he suspected to probably be driven by FBI
agents, who then pulled up behind the detectives parked vehicle. 


As
they got out of the car, it was evident they were two FBI agents. 
You know, the white shirt and black tie, covered by the opened trench
coat?  Clean cut and shaven.  The typical FBI look for sure.  The
observant detectives patiently waited for the agents to catch up with
them, so as to introduce themselves before continuing the search for
the vehicle in question.

“Special
Agent Dickerson, and this is Special Agent Miser.”

“Detective
Homes, and Detective Barnes.”

“Located
the vehicle in question, yet detectives?” asked the friendly
special agent standing in front who was Special Agent Miser.

“No,
and no cooperation from the two stooges over there either,”
referring to Tommy and his sidekick, neither of whom of course had
any idea what in the hell all the commotion was about.  But being the
sleazy criminals that they are, they were still just a little bit
nervous, as they knew that they could be arrested for suspicion on
just about anything.

“Let’s
fan out in separate directions to search the grounds.  This could
maybe take awhile.  This is a pretty good sized junkyard,” said
Miser.

“Salvage
yard, it’s a salvage yard!” yelled Tommy from way back in
front of the office, as he poked his sidekick in his extremely
oversized stomach, probably from the huge amounts of beer and
buttered popcorn he consumed, laughing at what he thought was a funny
remark.

“More
like a shit hole, it looks like to me,” yelled back Special
Agent Miser as all four started out searching for the vehicle.

After
only about five minutes, Agent Miser yelled out to the other three,
“Over here!  I think I’ve found the bird’s nest,”
referring to the trunk of the ’58 T’bird in FBI lingo.

Special
Agent Miser had already opened the trunk to the car just prior to the
other three’s arrival, all of whom were getting there at about
the same time.  “The bird’s flown the coop, I’m
afraid, but he did shit before he departed,” he remarked
holding the trunk open with one hand and pinching his nose with the
other, trying desperately but unsuccessfully to stop the nasty odor
from running up into his nostrils.

“What!”
asked a confused Detective Holmes as he looked over into the trunk
and immediately pinching his nose as well. “What the hell?”

The
stench was still extremely strong, but there was no dead body to go
along with it to be found in the trunk.  Evidenced clearly by the
smell, a dead body was there recently, but it wasn’t there now
much to the officers dismay.

“Put
a call into forensics, Barnes would you?” ordered Detective
Holmes, “Let’s see if we can find out if this was uh,
Jonathan Foster, as the anonymous caller stated.”

“So
what do you make of this?” Detective Holmes asked Special Agent
Miser.

“The
only thing I can think of is either the corpse got tired of being
cramped in the trunk and walked off on his own, or ever who put the
body here moved it, knowing we were tipped off it was here.  But who
knows?”

“Yeah,
I suppose so,” replied Detective Holmes.

“Guess
we oughta take the two stooges in for interrogation, huh?”
asked Detective Barnes as he hung up the phone with forensics.  “A
forensics team is on the way.”

“Yeah,
let’s go get’em.”

All
four men then headed back to the yard’s office where Tommy
Cardoney and his sidekick were still standing “monkeying
around” as if nothing was going on at all.  Of course they
didn’t have a clue what was or did happen, but neither the
detectives nor the special agents had any way of knowing that.  


As
the four men approached Tommy he quickly asked with another big smirk
on his face, “Find what you were looking for detectives?”

“You
know damn well, we didn’t.  Where’s the dead body?”
asked Detective Holmes.

“Dead
body?” repeated a befuddled Tommy, “I don’t know
what you’re talking about.  The only dead body around here is
standing next to me,” he chuckled referring to his oversized
and noticeably sickly looking sidekick.

“He
didn’t say brainless body.  He said dead body, moron,”
shouted Agent Miser, “Although he does look like the walking
dead.”

“Enough
with the moron, bit ok.  You have no right to talk to me that way.”

“Yeah,
yeah,” replied Detective Holmes as two more squad cars pulled
up to the scene.

“You’re
not kid'n’, are you?” asked a puzzled Tommy Cardoney.

“I
take back what I said earlier, Einstein.  There is a little brain in
there. No we ain’t kid’n’.  Now where is the body?”

“I
told you, I don’t know what you’re talking about.  We
don’t do that kind’a thing around here.”

“Yeah,
yeah, tell it to a judge.  Cuff both of them,” ordered
Detective Holmes as he reached around and cuffed Tommy’s hands.

Detective
Barnes also cuffed the sidekick and both were thrown gently into the
back of the squad car, as the four newly arrived CSI team members
started their forensics investigation, to determine whose dead body
was missing from the trunk. 


“We’ll
meet you down at the station,” suggested Special Agent Miser,
“After we take a little look inside the office here.  It
shouldn’t take too long.”

“Right,”
replied Detective Holmes as he got behind the wheel and proceeded to
drive out of the yard.

“Holy
shit.  What a freak’n mess in here!” the two Special
Agents replied as they entered the office trailer to check it out for
any evidence, while the CSI team checked out the trunk of the car and
the two suspects were hauled in for questioning.  It had been a
productive day for the officers, but there was still a dead body
missing.

And
at about the same time Arnold was receiving a call from his friend at
FBI Headquarters in Washington.

“Hello,”
answered Arnold.

“Hey
buddy, got some news just in, for you about Sherri’s father.”

“Great!
 What is it for Pete’s sake?” Arnold asked anxiously
awaiting the news, not knowing that it was going to be bad, and by
his friend’s tone he assumed it was probably good news. 


“Not
good news I’m afraid, buddy.  The Chicago police received an
anonymous call about an hour ago, that the dead body of Jonathan
Foster was stashed in the back of a car trunk in a salvage yard
belonging to a well-known long time organized crime family in a
Chicago suburb.”

“Dead
body?  Oh, no!  Sherri’s just gonna die!” asserted
Arnold.

“Hey
buddy, that’s not all.”

“What
else?”

“When
the detectives got there, the car trunk was completely empty.  There
was definitely a dead body in there at one time and very recently,
but not when the detectives opened the trunk, along with a couple
Special Agents from the FBI that were with them.”

“Huh?
 What the hell?  Why would a known organized crime family want to
murder Jonathan Foster and put it in a trunk at their own business?”

“Beats
the hell outa me, buddy.  The Chicago detectives have two persons
down at the station for questioning as we speak.  I’ll let you
know what they find out as soon as I know. Ok buddy?”

“Yeah,
Yeah,” a confused Arnold quietly replied, “Thanks a
million for calling me so quickly.  I would greatly appreciate it if
you would notify me of any new developments.”

“Sure,
no problem, buddy.  Oh, hey wait.  I forgot to tell you.  They don’t
know for sure yet if the missing body from the trunk is absolutely
Jonathan’s or not.  They’ll have to wait till forensics’
gets the results back from the crime lab and all.  That could take a
while.  Don’t want to jump to any conclusions, as we’re
just going on the information that the anonymous caller supplied us
with as to whose dead body it was in the trunk.”

“Oh,
I see.  Thanks again for letting me know.  I owe you one,”
offered Arnold to his good friend.

“I’ll
hold you to it, buddy.  Thinking about buying a new home here pretty
soon.  Could use a good mortgage rate, and a “blind eye”
on a couple things on my application, if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah,
sure.  Just let me know when you’re ready.  But I don’t
really think this is an ideal time to be buying a new home.  Pretty
scary market out there.  I’d wait a while if I were you.  Home
prices are falling like overripe grapes you know.  Better be
extremely careful if you do,” cautioned Arnold.

“No
problem. You know me.  Always the careful one, you know.”

“Yeah
sure.  Just let me know when I can help.  And thanks again.”

“You
got it buddy.”

Arnold
waited around contemplating on just how to break the sad news to
Sherri of her father’s probable death.  He wasn’t looking
forward to being the bearer of bad news, but knew it would be better
if he told her, rather than some stranger.  He just couldn’t
decide if he should tell her right now, or if later would be better. 
He continued to pace the floor of his office trying to decide which
course of action to eventually take.

Finally
he decided that he would wait until he heard back from his FBI friend
and make sure that it was indeed Jonathan’s dead body that was
the missing body from the trunk.  


“This
is really sensitive and grave information to spring on someone,
without having complete and totally accurate information available
before doing so.  Letting someone know that their father is dead, is
no small matter,” he reasoned with himself.

The
next day Arnold was on his way to Denver from New York.  He hadn’t
heard anything back from his FBI buddy, but knew it might take a day
or two to get Jonathan’s DNA information from Phoenix to
Chicago and complete all the tests, so he wasn’t to overly
concerned.  He just found it extremely hard to wait and not tell
Sherri the bad news, until he was completely sure of the fact, but
nevertheless, he knew he just had to wait.

It
was about 5:00 in the afternoon when his plane touched down at DIA
during the middle of an early spring snowstorm.  As soon as he landed
he called Sherri to let her know he was on schedule to pick her up
for dinner.

“Hi
Arnold.  Where are you?  Are you in Denver yet?” she asked him
as she answered the phone while just recently stepping out of the
shower.

“Yes,
Sherri, I just got off the plane and I’m headed to the baggage
claim to pick up my suitcase and golf clubs now.  Are you getting
dressed for dinner tonight?”



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/3601 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!
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