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prologue
In 2040 the United States of America is officially dissolved by a Constitutional Convention. State referendums held in 2038 gave citizens the opportunity to decide what new country they would become part of in 2040. This historic event was a result of unprecedented immigration of Latino’s into the U.S. and at the same time, a vast emigration of American citizens to new countries. During this same time, drastic climate changes has created historic draught conditions over most of the Northern Hemisphere, except in the Northern Appalachians, which is one of the world leader’s in precipitation. This story combines these unprecedented changes of demographic and water concentrations in the world.
Atlantica, a new country formed from northeastern states of the U.S., now controls the world’s largest man made aquifer that was built by the U.S. and is located in the Appalachian mountains. Atlantica decides to use the Aquifer System to gain economic concessions from neighboring countries in violation of its original intent and mandates established by the U.N. This decision would be a threat to peace in the Northern Hemisphere.
Kurt Sloan, the last of an Anglo Scotch-Irish family, decides to escape Atlantica. His journey, along a forgotten hiking trail, is filled with unexpected events and people, symbolizing the human and natural changes in the year, 2050.
chapter one
His mind was made up. He was leaving tonight. Kurt Sloan now knew how he would get to the small village of his ancestors in Scotland. Up to this point in time, the problem had been the execution of his plan. The time that he’d spent delving into the Sloan family history, had ironically provided him the way and means to leave his beloved homeland in the year 2050.
Kurt worked for the government of Alleghenia, which was the western most State in the new country of Atlantica. His job site was in the Castro Library in the University Center section of Pittsburgh. As he thought of his work station, he chuckled to himself. Most of his associates were either Latino or Africano, and the joke was that he was the token Anglo. In truth, he was. Kurt graduated from the University of Pittsburgh receiving both a Masters and Doctorate in Historical Research prior to the fall of the U.S. Kurt had then been hired by Alleghenia to work as a Historical Research Associate for Dr. William Alexander. As the years went on, even with constant assurances by Dr. Alexander that conditions for Anglos would improve, he realized he did not fit in with the new country. Kurt was an outsider in his homeland and his condition had become intolerable. After toying with the idea for months, he made up his mind to leave Alleghenia and go to Scotland. This had been a strange time in his life and he thought about how things had finally worked out.
For an Anglo in an Administration job it was extremely difficult to get a visa. Security was tight and he would never be permitted to take any data with him, family history or not. He had decided to handle the problem of leaving after he found all the information he wanted.
Kurt lived a quiet social life. In the past year he spent much of his off time in the basement of the Library, where the historical records of the defunct Carnegie Library were kept. On his off-days he searched for Sloan family records. He found numerous references to his family in the archives.
Recently he concentrated on searching for data concerning the Pittsburgh Aquifer System, where his father had been chief project engineer. He wanted this to be part of the Sloan history that he took with him. He could locate nothing definitive, just newspaper articles on the building of the Aquifer, until two weekends ago, when not only did he find data on the Aquifer, but the solution of how he was going to leave Atlantica.
Late on that Saturday, while continuing his research at the library, he took a break and began walking through the dark halls. He noticed a sign over one of the rooms that said “Planning Department.” This meant nothing to him, however it aroused his interest. He entered and switched on the light which exposed a room full of metal cabinets. He browsed around and noticed one of the cabinets had a nameplate that read, “PLANNING SCHEMATICS, PITTSBURGH AQUIFER SYSTEM, 2022-2042”. He was overwhelmed with his discovery.
Over the weekend, he scanned all the materials into his data-file, not spending any time to digest the contents. He was concerned Security monitoring would pick up his heat imprint or notice the download activity. The next day he returned to the library and his good fortune continued. While returning files to the archive room he saw, propped up against the corner wall, a very colorful advisement which he had never noticed before. It read, “THE GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE GRAND OPENING, MAY 1, 2008”. He looked closely at the smaller print. It described the opening of a new trail that would go from Pittsburgh to Washington, D.C. He remembered another cabinet he had seen before that was labeled “Allegheny Passage”. He found it along a side wall. Kurt opened the top drawer and discovered maps and mileage descriptions of the trail through the Allegheny and Laurel Mountains into the Potomac River valley of Maryland. Its final destination was still Washington, however, this was now the capital of the new country of Columbia. He could not believe what he was looking at. He instantly realized that in these two days, he may have found the solution to leaving Atlantica.
His plan would be to leave as soon as possible. He knew once he left, Security would become aware of his absence. At that point they would download his work and personal data activity looking for clues as to why he left and where he was going. Normal travel routes would be impossible for him to use. The trail was his escape route and the Aquifer data that he previously retrieved saved could possibly be used to barter in Columbia for passage to Europe. He was aware that Columbia had been trying, unsuccessfully, to gain water access from Atlantica when the Aquifer opened early next year. Kurt would begin his hike on the old trail to Columbia. He thought of the journey ahead and the irony that the trail, opened in 2008, designed to go from Pittsburgh to Washington, D.C., was his escape route in the year 2050. He knew his decision was dangerous, but absolutely necessary for him to achieve his goal of freedom.
Kurt was leaving the library for the last time. He walked down the wide, marbled steps rolling in his hand, the silver capsule that contained his family history and the Aquifer data. He hoped that its contents would be sufficient to convince Columbian authorities to grant him air passage. He hadn’t studied the data in detail but one thing struck him as he remembered his first sighting of the documents. On the last page was his father’s signature as Chief Engineer and the notation that “This System Is For All The People of Our Hemisphere”.
The underground water system had been built by the United States government with the capacity to collect, deliver, and recycle water to most of the land mass of the United States. Because of a combination of factors: global warming, solar activities, and natural hemispheric changes in wind currents, the precipitation zones in North America had drastically changed over the last fifty years. Beginning early in the century, the Northern Appalachian mountains began to receive annually more precipitation than any other region in the Northern Hemisphere. The United States recognized this drastic change. Concurrently other areas of the Country were becoming drought ridden. A massive project to create the world’s largest manmade aquifer system was designed and construction began in 2022. This system would capture and retain water from the various rivers and streams in the Appalachian area; six new retention lakes would be developed; a huge underground storage capacity would be constructed combining newly discovered caverns and lined abandoned coal mines; and a reverse conduit system that would return water to be recycled. It was the largest government project in world history. It was close to being completed when the United States ceased to exist and the country of Atlantica, within whose borders the Aquifer System was located, gained control of this state-of-the-art system.
Leaving the library, he looked across the empty street and could make out against the fading light, the ghostly outline of the gothic Cathedral of Learning, once the centerpiece of the University of Pittsburgh. It looked like a forty-four story castle in the sky. Kurt knew the story of its building and that funding was assisted with pennies donated by the children of Pittsburgh over one hundred twenty years ago. Tonight, it rose straight into the darkness. To Kurt it looked as if it came from the days of medieval England, instead of the days of the First Depression Era in the United States. A few lights were sprinkled about its base, but from there, all the way to the top, it was dark. He recalled as a young boy how the building would be a blaze in white light. In recent years, it had sadly reminded him of an abandoned cathedral in disrepair.
Five years ago, the Alleghenia Administration moved the University System to a new campus along the Monongahela River Most of the buildings in this area were now government facilities like the Library where he worked. The Cathedral remained, too huge to move and too beautiful to destroy. To the old timers that remained it was a symbol of a city and an area that had created the industrial power of the defunct United States. The Administration had decided to use the Cathedral as a receptacle for its records. Kurt was saddened by that news, but at least the Cathedral would remain standing, as it had for so much of the history of this area. Its darkened shadow was next to the other ominous looking structure in the old school campus, the Heinz Chapel.
The beautiful chapel seen this cool evening, gave Kurt chills, as he remembered meditative visits where he sat amongst its magnificent stain glass windows. In some ways, the Chapel symbolized what had become of Kurt’s state of mind. What had been, was no more.
Kurt turned away from the Cathedral and Heinz Chapel, and began walking briskly toward the Panther Hollow. He passed in front of another relic of a long ago time, the shuttered Frick Museum. This area was where he had matured and learned about the world. Now, as he was leaving, it sadly seemed just a collection of antiquated buildings.
The walk was depressing, especially since it was probably the last time he would be on this sidewalk he knew so well. Shortly, he reached the weathered Panther Hollow Bridge, which now only had two walking lanes, vehicular traffic having been banned for the last few years. He picked up his pace, letting his long legs stretch free from their daily confinement in his office space.
He was born and raised in a secure old Scotch-Irish Pittsburgh family. Even as a child he had an avid curiosity as to how things worked. Early on, it was puzzles. Later in school, it was geometry; then engineering; then physics; and finally, any type operational system. Oddly with all his mathematical and logical interests, his first love became history, concentrating especially on how political and social systems developed. This passionate interest evolved into his professional work, now with the Historical Commission of Atlantica. The position gave him the authority to do personal research, which was, ironically, what enabled him to recently do his family research.
The history of his native homeland became his passion. As a young man, he was an idealist and sympathetic to the demands of the new influx of Latino immigrants that had begun early in the century. Slowly, then in a tidal wave, the Latino culture began to dominate many parts of the United States, including this area. When the U.S. was dismantled and Atlantica formed, the reality of the new culture gradually began to overwhelm him. By that time, a great majority of U.S. citizens had either emigrated. The emigration decisions made by citizens during this time were primarily based on their cultural, religious and ethnic similarities.
Kurt stayed on, but increasingly it became more difficult for him. He had to learn Spanish as a work requirement because it was the language of government and business. Few people spoke English. Six months ago, life became worse. The Administration tightened travel for Anglos, who worked in sensitive positions. For reasons that he could not understand, his position was included in this classification. From that point, Kurt experienced a confinement he hadn’t felt before and realized he could no longer remain.
Kurt looked ahead. The bridge was empty, except for a light fog coming up from the valley below.
chapter two
Kurt began to work for the new government after the break up of the U.S. in 2040. He had graduated from his Masters Program and written his thesis on what he called, “Two American Revolutions”. It compared the time of the 1770’s to the 2030’s and the forces that created both the beginning and end of the United States. The work was extremely well received by academia in Atlantica.
He was approached by Atlantica to work in their new Historical Review Commission. The work was recognized in Paris by the UN who was actively attempting to coordinate the collection of historical records of the U.S. Actually he found out afterwards that it was the pressure from the UN Historical Commission and Dr. William Alexander that almost forced Atlantica to offer him the position. At first he refused to consider the new country’s work offer, thinking he may go to Europe like most of his friends had done. Some associates with whom he had become close while at the University of Pittsburgh and who were advocates of the new country, urged him to sign on with Atlantica. It was the “Wave of The Future,” as one of them had said to him. This plus his idealism and the practicality of working in historical research about his homeland convinced him to accept the offer. So he joined the Historical Commission and began his work with Dr. Alexander. Kurt found out in his first year working with the Commission, Anglo history was not a priority with Atlantica.
Kurt lived sparsely with only the basic necessities. He kept his prized personal possessions securely in his leather carrying case, which he had with him at all times. It was a sense of everything being temporary that Kurt felt. He remembered his father always had their most vital records and a set of emergency equipment, rations, and tools available in the cellar of their home. He said to Kurt that you should always have an emergency plan in place in case of any disaster, natural or man made. He never forgot this and the leather case contained his personal items, including his data-file with his complete ID required by all governments and the UN.
Citizens ID’s contained DNA, photos, voicescans and a life profile. He also had a few personal keepsakes such as a gold piece from his mother and personal discs with long ago special events spent with his family, including several video scans with his father before he died. Also, in his leather portfolio was his hand written history of the times in which he was living. He began this project when he started working with Dr. Alexander. The work picked up from where his Master’s treatise left off.
His parents always said his mind was his strongest personal possession. They constantly kidded him about living in his own world because so many times when, they were talking to him, he seemed to be somewhere else. His mind was always working on some new idea which he would write into his notebook. He preferred old fashioned way of recording, writing. It always felt more direct from brain to paper. Eventually, his thoughts, ideas and life experiences were written in his portfolio.
On the bridge, Kurt felt cool air hit his face as the temperature had dipped unseasonably low. He would need to dress warmer tonight when he began his journey. He stopped when he reached the center of the bridge. There were only two low-density light scans at either end and at the center it was dark. He thought of the old movies of London as he looked ahead through the foggy scene.
Kurt walked to the railing and looked down through the floating light at the abandoned roof of the skating arena, which had been built after the turn of the century. Beside the darkened arena were the yellow rail lights of the tram system. According to an article he read in the defunct Pittsburgh Post-Gazette, this was the most heavily used line of the old mono-rail system. That system went about thirty miles in six directions from the Golden Triangle, the center of the City. Now there were three tram lines which intersected in Center City where the three rivers met.
Kurt was suddenly aware of the sound of shuffling feet. He looked through the mist and could see a man walking towards him. He leaned over the bridge once again, as if unconcerned, then turned and began to walk towards the man. The shape ahead came into view as they both reached the center of the bridge. He was a large man with sloping shoulders. Kurt could hear his heavy breathing, as if the man was having physical problems.“Who are you, Mister?” came a deep, gruff voice.
“A worker, that’s all”, Kurt replied softly.
“Where are you from?”
“Greenfield,” Kurt quickly answered. “Why do you ask?”
“I’m just checking. Couple hooligans ran over this way after trying to ransack a house over by the old CMU campus. The System picked them up, but they must have sensed the signal. Anyway I’m looking for them. Got ID?” he groused.
Kurt reached into his data-file, pulled out his ID card and gave it to the man. He looked at the picture, read it the description, looked at Kurt, and then gave it back to him.
“Looks okay. Have you seen anybody in a hurry on the bridge?”
“Nobody, haven’t seen a soul since I left work.” He waited for a response. The man looked at him and didn’t say anything.
“Can I pass?” Kurt said quietly, trying not to rekindle any anxiety in the stranger.
“Sure, get on with yah. I see a couple more coming across up ahead there. I’ll find those bastards.”
Kurt walked passed the man. He was a Publican, whose duties were like the beat patrolmen of many years ago. Most of them were Anglo ex-policeman from the U.S. time. Even though most of the Anglo population had left the area, some older workers with basic skills remained and were hired by the new government. As Kurt passed the man he could make out the uniform he was wearing. It was a blue with several red diamond shaped patches signifying External Security. This force had been highly successful in keeping the streets and businesses safe in the major cities of Atlantica, especially Pittsburgh.
“Keep your eyes open for those hooligans,” he called back to Kurt. Kurt picked up his pace as he crossed to the end of the bridge and headed his boarding house.
Kurt pounded up the narrow street with little light coming from antiquated solar street lamps. He knew this street brick by brick. As he reflected about his past and his upcoming departure, he thought of his best friend Raoul and Dr. Alexander his mentor and supervisor. He blurted out, “My God, Raoul and Dr. Alexander. I haven’t told them. Raoul will understand my leaving, but Dr. Alexander will not. I have to say my goodbye’s to them. They’re the only two people I have to see,” he continued.
Dr. Alexander, his eighty year old Anglo mentor, who taught Kurt everything there was to know about historical research. Dr. Alexander was his boss, and Kurt knew he would be upset at his leaving. He was a fascinating man, who had fought in the Terror Wars of 1991 and 2003 in Iraq. As a professor at NYU in New York, he was almost killed in the 9/11 Terror Attack of 2001 in lower Manhattan. It changed his life. He re-enlisted at age thirty three after 9/11 and went back to Iraq where he was wounded. After returning, he resumed his teaching career and was still going strong at eighty. He had been a patriot of the U.S. And as a teacher, he believed in the yearnings throughout history of human struggle for freedom. As he mellowed, he believed strongly that negotiation and compromise were preferred over the killing of innocents for any reason by anyone. Dr. Alexander’s wife was dead and his only daughter had left for England years ago with his grandchildren. It was shortly after his wife died, that he hired Kurt as his research assistant. In the ensuing years they had become close, both in their work pursuits and as friends. In the work place, the doctor researched historical events and their meaning, while Kurt supported him, especially in the data and analysis work.
Dr. Alexander was the only Anglo to head a department for the Administration. He was a world renowned historian and had been recommended for the position by the United Nations. His primary focus was to create a historical database on the new country and to develop a preservation program for the area’s history. This is the section where Kurt worked which allowed him to work late and on weekends without any apparent increased Security monitoring. Kurt realized that telling Dr. Alexander would be difficult and he would probably not want him to go. He had already said it on many occasions.
Raoul was a different story, knowing him he might want to throw a party. Raoul Lopez-Hernandez was a ‘life-liver’, as Kurt always called him. Raoul came from a humble background in Puerto Rico. He came to Pittsburgh and was hired by Atlantica because he was Latino with strong satellite communications skills. That was a positive aspect of the revolution when it had elevated a man of Raoul’s caliber to a top-level position. Kurt understood and appreciated Raoul getting this major professional break because he deserved all he ever received.
Raoul, his wife Luisa, and his youngest sister, Carla, lived in Squirrel Hill, not far from Kurt’s boarding house. Dr. Alexander lived on top of Browns Hill Road, also a short distance from his house. Kurt would be able to stop by their homes before he began his journey. Raoul’s other sister, Maria, with whom Kurt had an intense romantic relationship last year, was now pursuing her career in France. Maria had been a highlight of his last years in Pittsburgh, but was a woman on a mission that did not include Kurt. His friendship with Raoul had endured and their relationship and had actually become stronger. Raoul’s basic decency, honesty, and great sense of humor, endeared him to Kurt. For some reason, even coming from completely different backgrounds they had hit it off. Not to have that friendship would be painful.
Ironically, Kurt felt as strong in his bond with Dr. Alexander, who had become not only a father figure, but a life figure; someone whose life and ethics he wanted to emulate. To be as vital as Dr. Alexander at his age, was what Kurt wanted with his own life at any age. It was going to be tough not to have these two men in his life in the years ahead.
Kurt’s mind wandered from Raoul and Dr. Alexander to a sudden tightness in his gut. He wondered if he was doing the right thing by leaving his home and this country. A smile spread slowly across his face as he realized how various levels of one’s thinking converged creating difficult choices for how one was to lead their life. He was confident of his decision to leave and how he was going to do it. It was rational, realistic, and probably more dangerous than he had anticipated.
Suddenly, light blossomed brilliantly as the full moon was freed from a quickly moving dark cloud mass overhead, a reminder to Kurt that no matter what humans do on this earth, nature just keeps rolling along. “Well, old man,” as he looked at the outline of the same face he imagined he’d seen on the moon since he was a small boy,” I know I’ll see you no matter where I go.” He would be in his room in a few minutes and he walked even faster through the now dead black night as the skittish moon had disappeared once more.
chapter three
Kurt reached the bottom of the hill and looked up at the boarding house that sat astride a bluff above a curve in the Monongahela River. He knew the history of the house. It had been owned by the Bolena family, who had gone back to Bari, Italy, where the family had come from in the 1880’s. They had deserted it seven years earlier. Last year Kurt found a few pictures of family members in a small attic room. Faces of great-grandfathers taken in Italy, then grandfathers, fathers and their grandsons. The whole family was gone now, either dead or back in the old country. The house was now owned by the Administration, who docked Kurt’s pay each month to cover his rent and power charges.
Kurt entered the house walking over the creaking wooden outside porch and sliding his card into the security lock. He climbed the stairs and at the landing listened to hear for the only other person living in the house, Martin McDonald from Jamaica, a graduate student at the University. He’d told Kurt that he had finished his primary college degree and was now headed into the secondary level. McDonald told Kurt his objective was to get to Paris and earn a Masters Degree in Material Delivery Systems. In the past ten years, Paris had become the educational center of the world. “Special Graduates” sponsored by their countries went to the World Specialist Centers for Masters Degree. Paris had become in many respects, the world’s de facto capital. Kurt realized that McDonald must be both extremely bright and ambitious. He had found out that he was also a super patriot of Atlantica.
Kurt continued up the stairs, walked down the hall past Martin McDonald’s room, which was quiet and dark. Kurt quickly entered his room and plopped down on his mattress. He was tired and immediately began to think about his neighbor as he lay there with his eyes closed. During the time Martin and Kurt had shared the weathered frame house they rarely saw each other. Whenever they did, it was usually Martin who did all the talking. He would ramble on incessantly to Kurt about how he wanted to work for “his new country,” as he put it, in trade and delivery methods. His goal was to specialize in material deliveries to poor countries in the world. After a few conversations, he began to throw jibes at Kurt for being part of the old, “slave way,” a phrase he always managed to slip into the conversation.
Ironically, last night, Kurt had learned much more about Martin McDonald. McDonald had knocked on Kurt’s door, shortly after he had returned to his room. “Got a minute, Sloan?” he had asked. Kurt opened the door and waved him in. McDonald sat down on the low bench in front of the window. They just stared at each other for a minute. Then Kurt began to unload his personal items on to his dresser. Finally he turned and asked McDonald what he wanted. The flood gates opened as McDonald went on about the future of Atlantica. How it was so unique in the world and that no doubt remnants of the old culture, referring to Anglo’s, would do all they could to undermine the country. He went on a preaching tirade that loyalty to the country was above all, the most important value anyone should have. He railed about the past and the greatness of the future. He bragged about his upcoming appointment in Paris. McDonald then switched gears and began talking about how Kurt had an important job with the Administration and he should be proud that they had given him such a position. He mentioned specifically the Historical Commission and the research work he was doing with Director Alexander. This shocked Kurt as to how much he knew about his responsibilities. But McDonald changed subjects again, when he asked him why he was still here in Pittsburgh. Kurt was stunned and couldn’t respond, especially knowing that in his possession he had important data and was planning on leaving the country.
Before he could answer, McDonald again changed subjects by telling Kurt that he had informed the authorities that their house could be torn down because there would only be one tenant when he left for Paris to pursue his Masters program. McDonald explained the housing law required rental houses over hundred years be demolished unless they had a minimum of two residents.
Kurt sat there seething that this man would have taken such action without first advising him. He couldn’t figure out why. McDonald lightened up as if trying to help Kurt by adding that there were many great old houses across the valley in Squirrel Hill. He suggested that Kurt move to one of those tenement facilities. Kurt remained silent, but his anger was building inside. A man he hardly knew was telling him where to live? Kurt remembered thinking that this strange man was irrational. He knew McDonald was a fiery patriot of Atlantica’s cause, but he couldn’t figure out why in the hell he seemed to be so interested in him.
Kurt finally answered by saying that if in fact they decided to tear down the house, he would find a place. His patience had run out and he slowly asked McDonald why he hadn’t told him earlier? But before McDonald could answer, Kurt asked him point blank why he was so interested in him. He saw a half smile creep into his tanned face. McDonald mumbled something about how every citizen must always be alert at their work place and home for anything, or anyone not following the country’s guidelines. ‘We all must look out for the best interests of the community first, then the country,’ Kurt remembered him saying. Then he had added, “We must follow the “new rules,” as he put it.
Kurt had sized up this young, dark, narrow faced man. He barely knew him. For a few moments, nothing was said, as they both just sat looking at each other. Then McDonald again changed topics and attitude. His face grimaced, the sly smile returned to his face and he became openly hostile to Kurt. He repeated his earlier comment as to why an Anglo would still be here. “You don’t seem to have any friends still here, so why remain in this new country”, he asked. He then went one step further as if to goad Kurt by directly questioning Kurt’s loyalty to the new country, referring to Kurt as a WASP, which was an even more derogatory slam than the usual Anglo.
At that point, Kurt waved his hand at McDonald and shouted at him, saying that he needed to watch what he was saying and he should get out of his room. As McDonald got up, Kurt sarcastically reminded him of the new constitution, which forbid ethnic slurs like “WASP”.
This brought the half smile again to his face. In the back of Kurt’s mind was the incredulity that this man was almost reading his mind, especially since he had in his possession, the data that would allow him to leave. It was as if McDonald knew what Kurt was going to do. His most provocative and insightful comment was a short sentence. After Kurt had countered with his racial slur rebuttal, McDonald said, “Anyone in a sensitive job just can’t leave, you do know that, don’t you?”
Kurt hadn’t answered McDonald, he just stared at this man who stood looking at him with piercing eyes. Kurt finally said he was going to bed and McDonald had to leave. Without saying another word, McDonald went to the door. For a few seconds he just stared down at Kurt and then got in a parting shot. “No one”, he said, “had better be disloyal to Atlantica”. With that, he slammed shut the paneled wooden door. Kurt sat stunned on his bed, feeling the contempt and hatred still permeating from the absent young black man from the islands of the Caribbean.
As he lay there he thought about the past month. How he had found items disturbed in his room when he came back from work. Several times Martin was at his door, once as if he had just come out of his room. When he had asked Martin what he was doing at his door, Martin had made a snide comment that he was looking for his cat which they both knew was a lie because there was no cat in the house. From that day on Kurt kept his room secured. He could never figure out why Martin, this guy he hardly knew, would pay so much attention to him.
The whole business of Martin prying into Kurt’s business first started a few months earlier when they were talking in the kitchen. It was a general conversation and for some reason, they had talked about going out for a beer. In the months they had shared this Greenfield house, they had never socialized. A week later Martin came to his door and asked Kurt if he would like to go a 3-D bar in Shadyside, which used to be the chic area of old Pittsburgh. They spent over three hours discussing a variety of topics. What was memorable to Kurt was that it ended in a violent argument. Ever since that night, Kurt had gone over what was said and still couldn’t figure out what had sent McDonald into such a rage. He kept thinking about the seething hatred that came to the surface in Martin, after a rather calm start in the evening when he vividly described to Kurt his upbringing.
For the first part of the evening they exchanged stories about their respective upbringings. Martin said he was twenty-three and was raised in a poor household with no father around. His home was a three-room shack without plumbing on the opposite side of the island from the capital, Kingston. He talked calmly and wistfully about the poverty, but also the peacefulness of the small village by the sea. He talked fondly of his grandmother who had raised him and had forced him into a religious school system where he excelled. He had stopped quickly, as if programmed and asked Kurt about his upbringing in Pittsburgh. Kurt told Martin that his life was a traditional one for the time. Somewhere in the back and forth conversation he had explained his alienation with what had become of his homeland. Martin, at first, didn’t react to this longing for the “old America.”
He told Martin how he had been chronicling the history of America in a ledger since graduating from university. At that point, Kurt had picked up his leather-covered ledger and placed it in front of him. He remembered clearly that moment because Martin sat up and stared at the large rough leather portfolio. Kurt went on to explain that it was his personal account of all that happened during the last days of the old country and the beginnings of Atlantica. Martin’s interest was obvious and he wanted to know more about what Kurt had written over the years. Kurt felt an odd sense about his extreme interest in his ledger, so he changed the subject back to Martin’s life. Kurt could still see Martin looking at the ledger for a few seconds before replying.
Martin then went on about his schooling and how he got accepted in the Atlantica University System, Alleghenia Campus, three years ago. “It was the true beginning of my life,” he’d said forcefully. He emphasized that he was a dedicated believer in the country of Atlantica and the state of Alleghenia.
As the beer worked its ageless process of relaxation, this young man slowly became openly bitter, angry, and resentful of Kurt and what he represented. He went on about the old majorities, who he said several times had kept people, especially those of color, enslaved for hundreds of years. Kurt would look at him, take a sip, and let him go on. As it turned out he never did return to his early days. He spoke only about his future and what he was going to do with his life. Kurt remembered thinking what an admirable trait, but when he would bring up his own interest in history, Martin would become dismissive of anything to do with what had been in this land. He abhorred anything historical about the United States. As the night wore on, Kurt was getting tired physically and of this abusive, cocky young man. At one point as their obvious differences of viewpoint came to a head, they began to shout at each other.
“Why are you hanging around my city, if you’re so goddamn nostalgic for the slave days, WASP?” he’d shouted.
At that comment Kurt got up to leave, but then sat down, looked Martin right in the eyes and in a quiet, forceful tone, said, “You ungrateful bastard. You got a perfect community. You took over everything that was already in place; schools, transportation, water supply, food distribution centers, everything, and in eight years this place is barely functioning. Maybe it’s perfect for you and your fellow visionaries, or whatever you call yourselves, but it’s not for those who for four hundred years built a society unique in the history of Man,” Kurt bellowed in retort. “You’ve driven out the people that created all that you have today. I thought there would be some type of blending between us. Nothing old is valued,” he shouted. There was the first silence.
A minute passed, Kurt rose and said, “I must go. I’m glad we met tonight. You know, McDonald, over the past five years, I’ve really tried to contribute something to this new country. I’m an idealist at heart. I wanted this new country, this new world, for that matter, to succeed even while regretting the loss of my own country, but the hatred and suspicion of the past, my past, makes living here impossible. The peoples of the world have retreated to enclaves of their own kind because they feared domination by those different than themselves. I guess you could say they are trying to avoid what you folks have endured for centuries. Isn’t it an interesting phenomena we are living through?” he concluded wanting to continue.
Before he could continue, McDonald said tersely, “The oppressor fears oppression. What a laugh! What a joke on the history of this world. And you, the great white hope are scared and can’t handle what we have lived with for generations. Sorry, Anglo, it’s our turn, our rules. We lead, you follow. Get it!” he loudly screamed in Kurt’s face.
Kurt jumped up, looked down and retorted. “Do whatever you want. It’s your country now,” he thundered at Martin, who stared up at Kurt. A frozen grimace of hatred in his piercing black eyes glistened and reflected back at Kurt. Kurt couldn’t help seeing his half snarling smile that quivered vaguely at the corners of his mouth.
Martin kept that look at Kurt for what seemed like minutes. Finally he’d replied slowly saying that his government was now a country and a system for those who once were “outsiders”. “Now you are the outsider,” he’d said emphatically. He’d looked up at Kurt with burning contempt, got up, and walked past him without saying another word. Until last night, they had hardly spoken since that explosive evening, but McDonald’s unusual attention to Kurt and his room made him wary of the young man.
As he lay there now with his eyes wide open, he could picture McDonald looking at him with that sneer on his face. Since their row, he’d thought of him quite a bit and what a perfect recruit he was for this new government. Committed, and volatile, this was a man in the right place, at the right time. Kurt could still see his penetrating look of hatred, as if he embodied all of the oppression blacks had endured from whites over the past centuries. Conjecture, maybe, but that grim, tight drawn face with a hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth, was still in his mind.
He rose on his elbows and looked out the squared window into the night. He hoped he would not have to deal with his neighbor tonight. Kurt shook the thoughts of Martin from his mind, got up and began to organize his belongings for his trip. He had a long night ahead of him and he had to get out of there, now.
chapter four
Martin McDonald was found wandering about the island after a horrific hurricane battered Montego Bay. He was found by an elderly English teacher, who had lived in Jamaica her adult life. Constance Louise Mc Donald had taught at the Christian Seminary in Jamaica for thirty years. She had come from London via Glasgow in 1990, a young girl, abandoned by her only love, a pilot who had suddenly run off with an American girl studying in England. Constance McDonald came to Jamaica to work for the London based Christian Foundation. She was the Director when she found Martin wandering around the twisted, devastated resort town.
This middle aged, white woman took him in and since he was too young to communicate his name, she called him Martin after Martin Luther. Martin Luther was her hero, she felt he represented all that was wonderful and possible by man. Over the years she diligently attempted to locate Martin’s parents. She eventually learned that his mother, an African woman, had died in the storm. She had been a local teacher and her father had been a militant leader of his Zulu tribe in Africa. The story was that even after immigrating to Jamaica, he had been a marked man by a code of tribal revenge that still hadn’t died. According to locals, he remained a marked man, even in open and free Jamaica. Apparently one day Martin’s grandfather was found floating with his throat cut under a Kingston fishing pier.
As far as his father was concerned, rumor in the community was that Martin was born out of wedlock. His father was a British journalist named Thomas who worked for a newspaper in Kingston and locals believed his last name was Sutherland.
As it turned out, the religious Miss Mc Donald was a literal godsend for this handsome boy. Martin was bright, evident as soon as he entered school. No matter what grade he was in, he was the highest in his class. When he was old enough to understand his background, Miss McDonald shared with him what she had learned about his parents and grandfather.
In his young adulthood, Martin began to realize the inequities of his people. As he grew older, his own experiences began to haunt him. Deep inside he began to resent the treatment by the whites to the underprivileged of his country. To be black or mulatto, which he was, was still, near the middle of the 21st Century, to be at the lower end of the social spectrum. He learned early to play the “nice guy” role with the Anglos and the Christian fanatics that he grew up with due to the environment created by Miss McDonald. She was truly a good person and he vowed she’d never be harmed by anyone because of all that she had done and sacrificed for him. Nevertheless, the more educated he became he realized that she represented all that he resented.
Because of Miss McDonald his life had been a good one. He received an excellent education from the best private schools in Jamaica. Martin was valedictorian from King George Academy and slated for Oxford. He played soccer and rugby. Not a large boy, he was compact, wiry, ran fast, and had excellent coordination. His peripheral vision would astound his teammates and drive his opponents crazy. He could come down the field with the ball and somehow fake to a forward while passing cross field to a streaking left forward without even looking. He was headed for Oxford, but several events occurred that totally changed his life.
Graduation from King George was a highlight for Martin. His speech was received with great acclaim by his fellow students. On graduation day he partied all day and night. Late in the graduation celebration he had finally scored with Patricia Cavendish, a classically beautiful white girl from Kingston, who also attended the co-ed King George. They’d dallied around for two years, friends and study group companions. It was all fun and nothing else until late that celebratory night. In the early morning hours on the North Beach, Martin and Patricia made love. It was his first real sexual experience.
Martin prepared himself as much as possible. Disease was the number one fear of the youth in Jamaica. Babies received shots for AIDS and other known venereal disease. The government had Sexual Establishments which offered clean sex, but what was one to do about the natural, impulsive sexual urges of youth? Martin had thought about Patricia’s white body for sometime. When he touched her for the first time, precautions were lost in the passion of the moment like they had throughout the history of man.
Martin’s conquest of her was a memorable moment. He and Patricia made love until the sun came up along the beach. In the early morning he dropped her off a block from her house and drove home. He collapsed into his small, quiet room in the home he and Miss Mc Donald had lived in all the years. In a few minutes he was sound asleep.
As he thought back on that experience with Patricia, he now realized that it had little or no value to his life plan. It was a conquest, an initiation. Now he analyzed it as a power issue. He appreciated her womanliness, but he loved the control he had over her. A black man controlling a white woman was a victory. In his mind he had won. She was desperately in love with him. In one day, however, she was gone. Her father shipped her away as soon as he found out about the relationship. This reaction by her father reinforced his growing awareness of the racial superiority and arrogance of the white race.
When he graduated from King George Academy he had a clear path for himself. His Jamaican government offered him a scholarship to Oxford, which he accepted. After Oxford, his final objective was to be accepted in the World Graduate Program in Paris, which allowed him to take his exam to study for his Doctorate. That was his plan.
Unexpectedly he received an offer from the new country of Atlantica which he perceived as an exceptional opportunity. They would provide him a scholarship to the University System in Pittsburgh, a government job and all expenses for three years. He could become a big fish in a seething cauldron of revolution.
Over the years he grew to resent the British sense of superiority, but what was odd, at the same time he’d gained a respect for them because they rallied and saved their way of life. They understood that the movement of populations in the late 20th Century and early in this century, would spell doom for their way of life. They acted strongly and decisively, expelling millions and closing their borders, while the opposite happened in the United States. Another irony of these movements was that over the past twenty years, Great Britain benefited from the masses of professionals leaving the United States when it was clear that, as a country, it was on the decline. The United States lost their vision and their identity while Great Britain rediscovered theirs. Martin became fascinated of all that was happening in this new world and he vowed to be in the middle of it all.
Something else occurred late summer that profoundly impacted the young man. He had come upon an article from the Atlantica Network in Nuevo York about the death of a world renown political writer, Thomas Sutherland. Based on the stories told by Miss McDonald about his father and the fact that Kingston, Jamaica was referenced in his obituary, he became convinced that this Thomas Sutherland was his missing father. He immediately began to do further research and started with the Kingston newspapers where he found references to a reporter, Thomas Sutherland. He was a writer who had traveled the world over covering revolutions and was a particular favorite of the new regime in Atlantica. This was extremely unusual for a white writer to be so respected. Martin was overwhelmed and surprisingly felt a sense of pride for the father he never knew. The man had never married. This information reinforced Martin’s belief in himself and his revolutionary social beliefs. The irony of what he learned from the obituary was that Thomas Sutherland had spent his last years in Pittsburgh covering the development of Alleghenia. Martin had a sense that the offer from Atlantica and his Sutherland’s involvement was an omen. He felt his future must begin in Alleghenia – so he accepted their offer to begin college and work for the government in Pittsburgh. He turned down Oxford.
His first week was to be spent, along with other scholarship students, in Nuevo York as a form of indoctrination. What Martin saw was unbelievable for a man of his background. Most of the people he met were either Latino or Africano. The enormous city was operated successfully by this coalition, who at times were historic enemies of the old USA. The mayor, borough council and police were controlled by these diverse groups.
New York had become a total catastrophe beginning after 2030. Massive immigrations from Latino countries, coupled with a gradual then accelerated emigration by the Anglo populace to other states and countries especially to Europe. Advertisements and enticements from European countries seeking skilled workers, entrepreneurs, and business personnel filled the US media. Now in the summer of 2047 Martin walked the streets of this Nuevo York in utter disbelief. Gone were the excessively rich. The restaurants served basic, inexpensive foods. There were cafeterias everywhere along with hundreds of restaurants and open picnic areas. These restaurants were where people brought different foods and shared what was brought or cooked over grills that flourished in sections of the parks. In the winter they were held inside. It was a social event where people got to meet one another. Since alcohol was prohibited in public establishments, everything was centered around families and worker-groups. Martin knew then he was on the right path with his life. He recognized that sometime after his Master’s degree in Paris was obtained he would return to Nuevo York, the capital of Atlantica. Although not as prominent as Paris, Beijing, Tokyo, or even Rio, Nuevo York, was the center of the new revolutionary universe in North America.
Once he began his schooling, Martin became very much at home in Pittsburgh - it wasn’t as exciting as Nuevo York, but it was the capital of Alleghenia. Martin felt he was in the best place at this time in his life. It was a place that he’d never heard of until the offer from Atlantica and the reference in the obituary of Thomas Sutherland. It all seemed predestined. Thomas Sutherland became quite an inspiration to Martin who he thought of many times.
The knowledge gained about Sutherland stoked the fire of genetic interest and Martin began a search for information on maternal grandfather. According to Miss McDonald, this man was a Zulu warrior and chief. He was amazed at his genetic mix and was proud of them all. The great irony was that this volatile young man of the revolutionary 21st Century had been raised in a Christian moral and ethical environment. According to Miss McDonald his mother was an extraordinarily beautiful black woman who had been raised a Catholic and if his findings about Thomas Sutherland were correct, he was probably Martin’s father. Martin began to sense that his fierce drive and determination came from a combination of a black Zulu chief, tempered by the genes of a white man of progressive intellect and energy. He would soon finish his college in Pittsburgh, pursue his Masters in Paris and return to Nuevo York, the center of the Northern Hemisphere with a new position.
chapter five
Kurt spent an hour packing, adjusting, and repacking his backpack, plus a small duffel bag attached to its side. The hiking gear he had used many times over the past few years would be fully tested over the next days. He stretched his lean body and realized that the last few days had caught up with him, he was tired. He looked at his watch and decided to try and get a little rest before heading out. Kurt lay back on his bed realizing that sleep wouldn’t come. All he could think about was his situation as a leftover Anglo, living in Atlantica. He was a duck out of water even at the communal parties arranged by the Administration for the working Anglos. For the most part, this odd group was made up of extreme liberal and Anglo policy thinkers with special backgrounds needed by the Administration. They were complete snobs as they reveled in their new found prestige. When Kurt talked to them, they could have cared less about the history of the U.S.A. where they were born and raised. They were pleased with its destruction and apparently their new found power. After attending a few parties at the request of Dr. Alexander, Kurt stopped going. These elites had all their basic needs supplied, while the other whites, like the Publican on the bridge, worked at lower level service and security jobs.
Finally he began to relax. From a slight fog of pending sleep, he heard a loud noise that sounded like it came from the front door. ‘Damn it, McDonald’s back,’ he thought as he got up, turned off the tiny light next to his bed and crept across to his window. The moon shone brightly on the front yard. Two large men in uniform were backing away from the house and looking up at his window with blue beam lights pointing at the front door and then up to his window. He ducked back behind the aluminum closet door, hoping the metal would stop the penetrating beam of video light. He slid over to the window. Their lights were out and he saw them turn, walk down to a hovering Skimmer that was in front of the house. They looked again and one of them sprayed a beam across the windows, then climbed into the hover craft. They pulled away, stopping once to check the street sign on the street. As they revved up their air-sucking engine, leaves blew up into a swirl. In a few seconds, all that was left of their visit was a vapor trail following down the hill towards the bridge. Kurt watched the now quiet spot.
He returned to his backpack rearranging it for balance. As he packed he thought ahead to his destination, Columbia. It was highly secured and from what he understood, its border was extremely difficult to penetrate. He hoped that the hiking trail would be simpler. Columbia’s Dulles was the closest airport to Pittsburgh with landing rights into England, so it was the logical destination in order to get a flight to London. England had retreated from the mainland of Europe, becoming once again an island nation by closing the Chunnel to France twenty years ago. It even restricted immigration of documented Anglo’s to only the less populated areas of the island. Since his sister and her family had moved to Scotland before the new restrictions and his parents had been buried there, Kurt had familial rights. He also had his parent’s genealogical papers to substantiate their ancestry. All he had needed was something to convince the authorities in Columbia to gain passage. The tiny chip in the cylinder should accomplish his escape.
Kurt did a final check of his backpack, tightened the straps, and set it on the floor. He picked up his leather-bound journal and leafed through some of the pages, then neatly placed it into his backpack next to the zipper backside so he could get to it during the trip. Traveling items, food, maps, and discs were stored in the outside pockets. Inside a tiny, hidden pocket, Kurt put the personal chips that contained his required ID and family history data. When he was done, he sat down on his bed and looked in the mirror. His face was barely visible in the dull light from the solar lamp.
Kurt looked around the room. He had all that he would need. The room was empty. He turned off the lamp and left. He wanted to get to Dr. Alexander’s before the ten o’clock curfew.
Kurt knew the old walking trails that wound throughout Schenley Park. Now that he’d made the decision to leave, he thought how absolutely easy it was to actually close the door of his room and walk away. He’d procrastinated for months; been basically packed for a week; became mentally prepared each day up to this moment; but without a definite plan that would work, he couldn’t make the final decision to leave. In two weeks, the Aquifer data and the Allegheny Passage solved this problem while his run-in’s with Martin McDonald gave him an added incentive to immediately leave.
He had no accounts to settle; no farewell parties; no valuable merchandise; no family, wife, or children. All he had materially was his family’s home in the South of Pittsburgh along the river. A family of the revolution were living in the home and taking excellent care of it based on the visits he had made. The new owners were happy as they began their new lives. It had pleased him that it was so well kept, but just looking at the home of his youth brought both smiles and a bit of sadness to him. Everything he knew as a child was within those walls, from his first spacemen to his first books, he had gathered in his room on second floor. Now he thought of his possessions inside the backpack and around his waist as he prepared to leave. When he decided to leave he realized that his most valuable possessions were his memories, experiences, and emotions that he carried in his mind. One day he might come back to see the haunts of his youth, as an old man visiting from Scotland, but now it was time to leave.
He closed the door of the Bolena house and walked quickly up the sidewalk into the darkness of the street. He picked up his pace and noticed a few lights breaking through the dark leafless branches of the trees that covered the hills of Squirrel Hill. Before he headed south on the first leg of his trip he had to see Raoul and Dr. Alexander. His first stop would be Raoul’s. He was an unlikely friend, but over the past three years they’d become very close, arguing vociferously over the social issues of the day while sharing their joint interest in history. The other part of his relationship with Raoul was Maria, his sister. That had been a bit more complicated, but certainly a highlight of the past two years. Kurt had fallen in love with her two summers ago.
Raoul’s family was of mixed blood. In the early part of the century there was a large migration of Puerto Ricans to Pittsburgh because as citizens they had no problem and well playing jobs were available. Puerto Ricans were fortunate to catch the early wave of jobs because the early part of the century, immigration, both legal and illegal, went back and forth, depending on which political party controlled Washington, D.C. All state immigration barriers, imposed and approved by the Supreme Court in the early part of the century, were lifted after the election of 2012. Immigration control was given to the States and most Border States reacted with strict immigration barriers. Then after the Social Revolt of 2016 it was reversed and returned to being governed out of Washington. Political and social emphasis changed rapidly after the Conservative trends at the beginning of the century. One result was mass intra-immigration between poor and wealthy locales of the United States. This movement brought Raoul’s parents to Pittsburgh, where as a teen-ager he found work building the underground Aquifer System. Later he graduated from the University of Pittsburgh and began working for the City, which is how Kurt met Maria.
Maria was a delight and she spread instant joy with a captivating, seductive smile. When Raoul introduced them, she smiled slyly at him and lightly kissed his cheek. Thinking back on that moment, Kurt thought that he had fallen for her at the touch of her soft lips that day. Usually shy, Kurt asked if they could have lunch and she agreed. Within a month they were taking walks in Schenley Park, reading quietly together, and riding horses in the country. They became inseparable. It was after an afternoon ride in the country near a farm that was unoccupied, that they first made love. It was a time that Kurt still remembered. The relationship filled a major void in his otherwise quiet existence. He walked about a foot off the ground for months, but reality finally checked in to their relationship. Her teaching dream was paramount in her life. Ahead of her were the Masters Program and her Doctorate, which she had qualified for in Paris. When they walked or sat in a café, sipping coffee or drinks, her future life in Europe was all she talked about.
When she actually left, it left him vacant. She and Raoul, children of Puerto Rican immigrants, were the future of this new country, not an Anglo in his thirties. Kurt was too old for her future and too attached to the past of this land. Raoul and Maria were firm believers in the Atlantica Republic and although they differed over the past, present, and especially the future of the area, they’d become true friends of Kurt. When Maria left for France last year, it was Raoul that had been his support in getting him through that difficult time.
Raoul knew his sister was a driven and modern woman of the time. She had no limit as to where she could go with her life and above all, he wanted her to have that chance. He felt for Kurt, but he knew it was only a matter of time when she would go to Europe and that Maria would probably disappoint him.
It had been more than a year since she left and he was basically healed, although he thought of her often, especially in moments of loneliness. Throughout this ordeal he and Raoul deepened their friendship. Kurt knew he could trust Raoul with his plan to leave Pittsburgh and Raoul had already said he understood why he felt compelled to leave, if he decided to do so.
Kurt crossed the Greenfield Bridge. A vehicle was winding down a path through the trees of the Park as he reached the Squirrel Hill side. “Security?” he said out loud as he quickly ran to the end of the dark bridge and hurried off to Pocusset Street. He scrambled behind a group of thick, tangled bushes that ran down over the ravine above the access onto the Eastern Expressway. Leaning over, he looked down onto the flashing commuter trains going back and forth on the honing tracks next to the Express Lanes of the carrier tracks. The train rode on a cushion of air and was like a wind blowing up the valley. From Kurt’s viewpoint, the passengers were black dots in the framed light as they whisked by in a golden blur.
As Kurt’s thoughts returned to the Security vehicle, he realized as a dissident, he could never belong to any of the small groups of patriots still fostering hopes to a return of the old days of the U.S. These groups maintained secret contacts with the Anglo new countries that bordered Atlantica, Columbia and America. He’d thought about getting involved, but had decided conspiracy wasn’t his game. He looked at the slowly moving Security vehicle that could, with its laser loop, immediately freeze locks on both rivers and main bridges in case of flooding or sudden landfalls. Atlantica had developed monitoring and mobiles systems to protect its natural and man-made resources. Much of the mobile equipment was developed in Russia. These creeping control mechanisms such as the one crossing the bridge in front of Kurt, were monitored from space by satellites developed in the U.S. Kurt listened and watched as the monster van rolled across the bridge. He had no electrical equipment on him, only the solar-com unit in his backpack and his watch, which had power defaults, meaning only when activated would signals be sent. The world had become totally connected on land by fiber optic systems and wireless communications by the light-link grids. Today, people could send information almost anywhere on earth or even to the revolving stations in space. Everything could be archived and was, automatically, but he relied on his leather bound journal, wrapped tightly in the backpack, to record the history of this age. The downside of this time was that virtually all communication could be easily monitored even with personal scrambling.
He watched the van head up Pocusset Street. As it disappeared in the darkness, Kurt got up, adjusted his backpack and went in the opposite direction up over another hill and into Schenley Park. This would take him over one of the old trails past what used to be a golf course right into the backyard of Raoul’s apartment complex. Kurt came down the little embankment behind Raoul’s place. He felt energized by the journey ahead of him.
chapter six
The day after Martin’s violent encounter with Sloan at the 3D Bar, he decided he needed to do some checking on him. Security had been right all along. They had approached Martin two months ago when a routine data check revealed that Kurt Sloan was working odd weekend hours at the Library. Some of his data downloads apparently had intruded on to some old, but critical information that had alerted Security. They knew Martin lived in the same house and asked him to look into Sloan, even suggested socializing with him. So Martin had done just that. Over the ensuing months he didn’t have much to report, but since he began his surveillance, something bothered him about the Anglo and last night’s encounter was the last straw.
Martin hadn’t slept much after his volatile meeting with Sloan. Finally some time in the middle of the night he drifted off, only to be awakened by bright sunlight beaming into his room. He had one class scheduled for the morning but he could skip that. The last thing he remembered before falling asleep was that he was going to spend the next day doing a background check on him and he would begin first thing in the morning. Martin awoke and was quickly out the door headed for the Tram stop. Classes were winding down and he would be preparing for his Paris departure over the next month, but something about Sloan was gnawing away at him. Citizens were asked to be alert for people who were involved in suspicious activities that might be harmful to the country. His talks with him and his secretive life, and his sudden outburst last night, had made Martin want to know more about him, so that was exactly what he was going to do.
Martin grabbed a café con leche at the station coffee kiosk at the station and jumped on the Tram headed to the terminal in Center City, Pittsburgh. In a few minutes he was walking toward the main administration building on Grant Street. Martin went over in his mind a plan to find out more about Sloan. His first stop would be to a friend from Jamaica who worked in the Personnel Data office. He realized that he needed help in his research. Martin knew his suspicions were driven by his dislike for Sloan, but more than that, for the future of his beloved Atlantica and its revolution. During the day, the pressure built inside him and he vowed to find out once and for all, about Kurt Sloan. He checked the data system and found out Sloan did work at the Library in the Historical Commission and had for ten years. He was the only Anglo except for the old director, Dr. Alexander. It was late by the time he left the University.
Martin had to finish a lecture scheduled for next week, which delayed his getting back to his room. He couldn’t wait to get out of that dismal old house on the hill, especially sharing it with Sloan. The trip went quickly and he was soon climbing up the sagging steps of the wooden house which was completely dark. “Looks like my friend is asleep, already,” he said.
Martin tried the light switch inside the house. For some reason the power must have been off or there had been an outage in the area. He went into the kitchen area and fumbled around in a closet. He pulled out a flashlight and pressed the switch. The area around him was cast in stark light. He walked into the hallway and opened the switch box. The power had either shorted out or there was a problem somewhere in the system. He pulled the reset switch and nothing happened. “System must be down,” he said and turned the flashlight to the steps.
He climbed up the wide, creaking steps to the second floor. What he found was upsetting. As he was passing by Kurt Sloan’s room, he saw that the door was opened slightly. Normally Sloan was in his room at night, usually at his computer. Martin had always been curious about what Sloan was doing late at night on his system. After last night, he was more than curious, he was suspicious. He pushed open the door and turned the light into the room which appeared empty.The bright flashlight exposed the interior of the spare room. He ran the light across the walls with their faded, flowered wallpaper speaking of an era long gone. He looked around the room and immediately sensed that Sloan had left, for good. His quick spreading of the light around the room, verified that the room was totally empty. Why would he just leave? Granted, he had told Sloan that the building was designated to be demolished, but that would take weeks to put into affect. Sloan worked for the Administration. He’d had a great job for ten years. ‘Why would he go now, but more important, where would he go?’ He would check in the morning to see if he scanned in for work. Martin believed that there was more to Sloan’s empty room than their argument the night before.
He searched the empty room for clues as to where Sloan had gone. He even crawled around on the floor, looking for anything that Sloan might have dropped in his haste to leave. Martin remembered that he really didn’t have many personal belongings. He was getting frustrated as he tore the bedding apart, “Where did that son of a bitch take off for? I didn’t trust him for a second. He had that superior attitude of his people,” he barked out to himself as he opened up the one closet that was also bone dry. “Got to find him,” he said, as he sat down on the mattress.
Martin sat there thinking about Sloan and why he would suddenly leave. A lot would depend on whether he showed up for work in the morning. He thought about Sloan’s job as a historian at the Library Complex. Martin remembered Sloan had mentioned in a smart ass way that his research included work on the historical accomplishments of the United States, including the history of the underground water system. Martin remembered the media coverage of the Aquifer system that was to be opened in a few months and the pressure being applied by the UN. He sat there puzzled, then he said out loud,” Could there be a connection?” For some time he remained sitting on the bed in Sloan’s empty room, his feelings of suspicion slowly leading to anger. “I’m sure the Anglo son of a bitch took off. He said as much the other night.” Now Martin was stewing and he thought about something Sloan had said several times last night that if he left, he would go to Scotland, where his people came from.
“Where would he go and how would he get there?” Martin said. He knew it was very difficult getting space to Europe these days, especially for one who worked for the Administration. Closest place for a flight for an Anglo without a visa would be Columbia, unless he could get to Toronto, which was very difficult for anyone. Either way he’d need something of extraordinary value to get space. There was no free flow of people into Columbia and he had heard that a passenger needed either UN funds, Columbian dollars, or gold credits. “That’s it,” he said as he rose and went to the door. “He worked in the Historical Records and he probably took something from there. Why else would he just leave in the night?” He quickly left the room, walked the stairwell and hurried down the steps. He was mad at himself for letting the Anglo get away. He had been right and he should have followed his suspicions, but Martin was now determined to make up for his error.
Martin knew his feelings for Sloan bordered on hatred, but he realized it was probably more what he represented than Sloan himself. He was a secretive person and had a sense of superiority, which Martin despised. Hating a person because of his leftover Anglo superiority was one thing, but realizing that he may have just left his position, without some type of security check, really upset him. ‘What if his job was classified?’ Martin thought. He thought more about the recent media coverage of the Aquifer System that was to soon be completed and the fact that border countries were trying to obtain access to the water. Martin thought of various scenarios, one being that Sloan’s position would have allowed him entry to data concerning the workings of the Aquifer. As unlikely as that was, he knew that he would have to sort this all out. If Sloan or anyone took valuable information about that system, it could be disastrous for his new country. He knew that taking unauthorized materials from a government facility was a federal offense because it was drilled into all new employees upon their indoctrination. Theft of government property, especially critical information, was punishable by long term imprisonment, even life, depending on the materials. From Martin’s perspective, it was mandatory by law to report defectors or anyone a citizen thought might be taking critical information. All reports were seriously evaluated by the Commission of Human Resources. In fact, if a citizen alerted the Administration about someone taking government materials and they were found guilty, rewards were given to the informant. The more he thought of Sloan’s sudden disappearance, the thought of rewards became an intriguing incentive to Martin.
“Hell. Where would Sloan go?” Martin muttered. He looked out into the pitch-blackness of the late autumn night, and then slowly sat down on the top step of the silent house. He realized that he was in the center of this new order, just like the hurricane that had left him an orphan twenty two years ago. Martin had studied vociferously how this new world had been created from the chaos earlier in the century. He studied the ways of the old world and he smiled thinking of how the absolutism of the white race, was gone. They’d set the stage for hundreds, thousands of years, but now it was the turn of the great human and colored majority to run at least a part of the world, their world. Let those white people, who had ruled, seclude and segregate themselves. The irony of ironies, one of his professors would say.
Martin recalled how the world had changed and how it had affected the white powers of the past. How the powerful Asian Society had combined with the African Union, creating the most powerful economic combination on earth. The production skills of China, Japan and United Korea, combined with the vast natural resources of Africa, joined these two races, the Oriental and the Africano, for the first time in the history of man. The white race had been forced to give up their stranglehold on the world economy for their very existence. Martin had concentrated in twenty-first century economics in his last years at college because he wanted to know where the future was for the world. His conclusion was that Alleghenia, the most western state of Atlantica, could be the epicenter of future power. He was young, bright, and ready to assume his place in this historical struggle. He took a deep breath and became quiet.
Martin sat on the front porch of the house for a few minutes, playing with the flashlight, letting it swing from his hand and play darting tricks on the empty naked trees. He would pack his bedding, data equipment, books, and clothes in the morning and them delivered to the apartment the Administration was providing him. ‘This house may be gone by this time next week,’ he thought.
Martin sat there for a few minutes and his thoughts went to Sloan again and how he would actually leave Pittsburgh. Because of Security he couldn’t fly, drive, or take the overland monorail. He suddenly straightened up, remembering Raoul Sanchez, Kurt’s Puerto Rican friend, who lived in Shadyside. Sloan had mentioned him several times, as a good friend. He may know where he had gone and how he planned to get there. He punched out Raoul’s name into his DataFile and located his address. “I can be there in twenty minutes if I catch a tram,” he said getting up and looking back at the dark house.
Martin ran up to the almost silent tram as it pulled away from the stop. He looked at the screen. The next one would be there in a half hour, so he saw a coffee shop opened and went over to it. ‘I need some caffeine anyway’, he thought.
chapter seven
“Kurt! Jesus, come on in. What a great surprise! Looks like you’re going mountain climbing!” Raoul said, looking outside and then closing his front door with a solid thump. He stared at the huge backpack strapped tightly to his friend’s back. “How ‘bout a beer, mi amigo!”.
“Si, compadre’. One for the road, you might say,” Kurt said, slipping the straps off his shoulders and dropping the pack onto the floor. He flopped onto the curved cushioned sofa that filled most of his small living room.
“Dos cervezas’s coming up,” Raoul said, heading for the kitchen.
Kurt lay back onto the air filled cushions of the familiar sofa on which he and Raoul had sat on numerous occasions, drinking beer and solving all the world’s problems. He settled into its softness as his mind and body relaxed. The comfortable relic reminded him of the world in which he grew up when he was living within the cocoon of his family’s stability. His mind slowed as the events of the past days played like a movie in slow motion.
“Kurt? You look whipped. You want to go upstairs and take a nap?”
“No, I’m good. I’m fine. Just thinking about my father,” he said reaching for the smooth, gray mug with foam flopping over its top. “Looks good,” he muttered into the head.
“A new brew, an old recipe, my good friend. It will fire you up. So, amigo, what the hell are you up to,” Raoul said.
Kurt sat up and said, “I’m leaving town, Raoul. You know I’ve been thinking about it and I finally decided that I’ve got to get out of here. There’s no future here for my kind. I’m an alien in my own land. Totally out of place in this day and age,” he replied firmly, resolute in tone.
“Come on. You can hack it. Things are picking up. It looks like they’re going to lift the restrictions on movement,” Raoul replied, sipping on the beer and peering deeply at his good friend.
“Within Atlantica,” Kurt answered. “That’s a good thing, but that’s also the crux of the matter, for me. It’s a State decision because it primarily affects Anglos, as if we are a lower class or special breed. There is nothing about freeing up movement for Anglos out of the country. It’s tighter than a drum for us. I guess it’s something like it used to be for blacks back in the slave days. Besides, there are things going on that might make our lives more difficult.”
“Like what” Raoul asked.
“Well, I think the powers in Nuevo York that run Atlantica are going to take over absolute control of the Aquifer in the coming months. There is too much power and money involved in that system, plus there is increasing pressure to open up the water to other countries. There has been a lot of media coverage about the pressure on the locals here in Alleghenia to relinquish control when the Aquifer is completed.”
“Yeh, I’ve been seeing it on the broadcasts. Makes sense that the government would be concerned. After all, we do own it,” Raoul said.
“No question, but there is so much at stake, especially when water’s involved. We’ve got it and others need it,” Kurt answered and took a long sip from the steaming crock. “What the hell is this stuff?” he said, changing the subject.
“Thought you might like that! A new brewery opened last week. It’s a Puerto Rican beer. Would you believe? Actually some people started up the old Allegheny Brewery on the North Side. Been empty for years. Good stuff, huh?”
“Got a bite to it. I like it.” He paused. “Have you talked to Maria?” he added, asking the question he wanted to ask ever since he came through the front door.
“Just last night. Said to say hello to you and wanted to know what you were up to. She’s fine. I guess she’s leading her class in grades, so far.”
“That’s Maria, all right,” Kurt replied.
“So what are you up to? What are you going to do?” he said, this time he changed the subject.
Kurt took a sip of his beer and looked him right in the eye.
“Why do you want to know?” Kurt responded as the vision of Maria’s ivory face, coal black hair, and crinkled smile vanished.
“Wait a minute. What, you don’t trust me? Why the hell did you come here, anyway?” Raoul said briskly, putting down his beer.
“I trust you totally,” Kurt quickly replied. “But when the authorities realize that I’m absent without notification at work, they will check with my associates and friends. They know you are my friend. They’ll come around to check with you and you don’t need that burden,” Kurt added. Then he looked around and said,” Are you alone?”
“The good wife is with her mother and Carla’s sleeping in the bedroom,” Raoul quickly replied.
“Carla. Christ, if she knows I’m here and heard that I was leaving, I might as well turn myself into Security right now. Jesus Christ, I gotta get out of here,” Kurt said beginning to push out of the cushion. Raoul’s large hand gently pushed him back.
“She’s sound asleep, and beside she wouldn’t tell them.”
“Her boyfriend’s with Security. Carlos, something or other, right? Raoul, let me say what I came here to say and then I have to go.” Kurt paused and began to speak in a whisper. “I’m leaving here. Going to try and get to England, to Scotland, actually. You know my sister is there and my parents were buried there,” he said, moving closer into Raoul’s face.
“I think you’re making a big mistake, my friend. You have a great job. You like the work you do. I think you are giving up at the wrong time,” he replied firmly.
“Raoul, maybe you’re right, but this is your country, not mine anymore. It was my country. The whole world is different than when I was growing up. I see great struggle ahead for you and your people, but by the same token, I see nothing but more isolation here for my people. That’s right, Raoul, my people. It’s always negative to refer to white Anglo-Saxons, as if it’s something to be ashamed of. Bullshit. I’m sick and tired of being so defensive about my heritage. I’m proud of what my people created in this land. Just as proud as you are about your people. Kurt paused took another sip and said quietly, “The bottom line is that this is no place for me in the year 2050, Raoul. That’s why I’m leaving.”
There was silence while they looked intently at each other and then Raoul said hesitatingly, “So what are you going to do?”
“I’m taking a hike, literally. I’m hiking to Columbia by way of the old Allegheny Passage Trail. You know, well you probably don’t know. It’s an old trail that goes all the way to Columbia border. Once I get there, I’m hoping I can get passage to England.”
”You know how tough it is to get out of here, especially for an Anglo. You said earlier they may lift travel restrictions for Anglo’s, but that’s just in the State. For an Anglo it’s hard to get visas for anywhere,” Kurt said.
“I think you taking a great chance trying to get to Columbia. That’s a hard line place, my friend. They’ll kill your ass just trying to get in. I heard there’s a no mans land miles from their border. The got fences like they did in the U.S. fifty years ago. Look what good that did.”
“Raoul, listen to me. All I want is a place where I can work and maybe make a difference in this new world. If it’s with people of my own background, so be it. That’s the world we live in. Some quiet place where I can live in peace,” he said softly. They sat as a faint hint of Latino music played in the audio system.
Raoul finally said to Kurt, “Peace, peace is what you want,” emphasizing the “you”. “We all want peace. It took my people centuries to peacefully gain control of their lives. Now there may be threats to take what we have achieved away from us by people of our heritage. You just said so. Sometimes I think nothing really ever changes in the power needs of all people. People get a little power and they want more, no matter where they came from. You leaving, my good friend, that’s your decision. Me, I don’t want to go anywhere. I think Pittsburgh with or without the Atlantica Republic, is my best hope. You know what we need, desperately? People like you? People, without an agenda, who’d work for the success of the area, forgetting the politics or the race of the majority. We need skilled people of all backgrounds, even Anglos like you. Everyone is protected, even you, the people who only protected their own for four hundred years. I had to get that in there, Kurt. Don’t you see, mi amigo, most of your people left. Whoever is left must be classified according to skills. Our Matrix Management System matches skills with need. Take you, for example. We need your research skills. Kurt. I know you and how energetic you are about everything you do. While everyone works on the future, no one is paying attention to the past. That’s a mistake.” Raoul paused and then said, “I’m looking at you and I can tell your mind is made up to leave.”
“You’re right about me, as usual. Never could hide anything from you. Raoul, I’ve got to move on. If a Sloan feels confined, it seems he has to move on to greener pastures, so to speak. Just like my family did three hundred years ago. It might seem strange to you to go back from where I came, but it may be simply my genetic conscious.”
“My genetic conscious calls me to grab this chance, here, right smack in the middle of Anglo country. No offense, old friend, but if I didn’t know you better, I’d say you’re leaving because you lost control. Your people have to be the boss. I think you’re different than the rest, maybe not?” He stopped, then, calmly said, “You said Scotland, but where exactly is back where you came from, huh?” he quizzed Kurt.
“Paisley, a little town south of Glasgow. My sister went there when a lot of the emigration began. That’s where my parents moved to and where they are buried. According to the historical data I uncovered, my ancestors left that very area in the 1600’s and went to Donegal, in Northern Ireland. From there, two hundred years later, they came here. As for where I will end up, exactly, I’m not sure. First, I have the big problem of getting to Columbia and getting on a flight out of there.
“Should I let you go? I mean I’m supposed to report defectors, especially one so skilled.” Raoul was very serious when he said this and slowly drained his beer, while closely looking at Kurt.
“Only you can answer that, my friend,” Kurt quickly responded.
“What about Martin, the guy that shared your house that you told me was driving you crazy. Does he know you’re leaving?”
“I don’t think so. I’d be worried if he suspected anything. He wasn’t there when I left. It’s really odd. I just don’t know why I seem to bother him so much. I think I represent the “oppressors of old,” as he once put it. Kurt paused and looked at Raoul without saying anything. Then he stood up and offered his hand to him. “Anyway, Raoul this is adios. I have to get going because there’s one other person I have to see tonight, Dr. Alexander. He won’t like my leaving, but I have to say goodbye to him.”
“He’s going to be one sad man, not only as a friend, but as your mentor. I’m sure he’s also going to miss that valuable historical work that you were doing for him,” Raoul said.
“Well, I’ve given this a lot of thought, constantly. I’m thirty-five. There is so much I want to do with my life. So much I want to experience, to write about, but Raoul, the sacrifice is leaving such a friend as you and Dr. Alexander. But, I have no doubt I am doing the right thing,” he said as he stood. “I must get on to see him,” Kurt finished and reached out his hand. Raoul clasped it with both hands. They came to each other and hugged tightly.
“I guess you have your route?” Raoul asked quietly pushing him gently away as they looked at each other.
“I do,” Kurt said as he moved to the door. He opened it and turned, “Fortunately it’s dark out tonight. So it might be slow going, but I really don’t want to run into any Security patrols. I just want to get on my way. Anyway, after I see him, I should still get a good jump in the dark before daylight. My phones are off, but when I get where I can safely call you, I’ll let you know where I am,” Kurt said.
Raoul stood looking at Kurt in the doorway. He had a sad, empty look in his face, but slowly a crinkled smile spread over the handsome, dark, rectangular face of this new man of Pittsburgh as he looked at Kurt. “Until we meet again, my friend Kurt,” he said slowly.
“That will be a happy day, Raoul. Please tell Maria I wish her the best.” No other words were spoken as he walked out through the opening on to the small porch and into the well-lit area in front of Raoul’s apartment building.
Kurt didn’t look back until he was in the shadows of the woods across the street. He looked at Raoul’s living room window framed by yellow light of the screen. He could pick out one shadow joining up to another. “Damn, Carla,” he swore to himself and as he ran quickly down the path and began jogging in the pitch blackness of this fall night.
chapter eight
Martin looked at his watch. It was past ten and the Tram was due in a few minutes at the Greenfield Stop. Once it came, it was a short ride to Shadyside where Raoul lived. He ran up the hill and down to the Station, just as the Cross City was pulling in. It was ten thirty when he reached the Station. Based on his map scan, Raoul’s St. Charles Street address was only two blocks away. According to the information in the DataFile, he lived there with his wife and sister Carla, who interestingly was engaged to a man in Security. Martin had taken note of that added piece of information. He walked quickly and in a few minutes he was looking at a large, narrow three story brick townhouse left over from the Victorian era of 19th Century Pittsburgh. He couldn’t see lights, but he went up to the front door and slid his ID card into the security slot. He hoped someone was up. There was no response so he began to back down the steps when a light came on and the door opened slowly. A large man stood there in shorts and no shirt.
“Raoul? Raoul Lopez-Hernandez, I’m Martin McDonald, Kurt Sloan’s friend. Sorry for coming so late, but I live in the same house as Kurt. I’m looking for him. Have you seen him?” Martin said quickly.
Raoul didn’t reply. He stared at Martin for a few seconds as he held a mug in his hand. Martin could smell the beer.
“I know who you are. You came up on the scanner, that’s why I opened the door. To answer your question, he was here earlier, working late, I think. Just for a few minutes,” Raoul replied gruffly, not opening the door any more than half way. “Are you worried about an Anglo, man?” he asked sarcastically.
“Well, yes, actually. I haven’t seen him today and there’s something I wanted to talk to him about. He’s always in his room working on his computer, but not tonight. It’s a bit unusual, for him,” Martin replied.
Raoul looked at Martin and said, “Man, are you a bit loco. I told you he was working late. Maybe he met someone. It does happen, even for an Anglo. Besides that, what are you doing here at this fuckin’ hour?” he said beginning to close the door.
“No, listen, give me a couple of minutes. It’s very important really and I need your help,” Martin replied putting his hand on the solid wooden door.
Raoul looked at him and said, “McDonald, what do you really want with Sloan?”
“He’s your friend, right? I need to talk to him. He was doing historic work for the Administration at the Castro Library with a Dr. Alexander. I have some important questions about it, for my own work. I stopped by to see him tonight and it looks like his room is cleaned out, as if he left. So frankly, I got curious and I need to speak to him. He mentioned you as his friend, so that’s why I came by so late. So my question, if he did go, where would a person like him go?”
“What do you mean, a person like him? Jesus, he’s just a guy trying to survive in what used to be his country. But it’s not his country, anymore, it’s ours,” Raoul countered, as they talked in the doorway. “Christ, you might as well come in now, I’m wide awake.”
Martin came in looking around the rooms as he followed Raoul into the narrow townhouse. “Look I’ll only be a minute, but if I’m hearing you right, he came by here, earlier. Did he say he was going somewhere? If he did, where was he going and why?” Martin asked anxiously.
“Hold on there, McDonald. I never said anything like that. He stopped by, I said that. I don’t know if he took off or where he is. I assume he’s going back to his room, in your house in Greenfield. I don’t know what you mean by taking off. If you mean like in leaving, I have no clue that’s what he’s doing, but if he did leave, you’d be the reason. He told me about your conversations,” he said sarcastically.
“He’s an Anglo. He’s the enemy, as far as I’m concerned. Has been and still is!” Martin responded.
“Jesus Christ, man. He’s a man working for this Administration, our Administration. He’s a man who stayed while everyone else he knows, left. I know him. He’s a good man. I don’t know you and I don’t want to know you. You better get out of here, McDonald,” he said, his voice rising in anger.
“Listen, this man works in an important department for this Administration. I don’t trust him. I have to know where he is and if he has left. I’ll find out whether you help me or not, but I want to know if he left for good, where’s he headed and why.”
“Let me make this clear to you one last time. I don’t know what his plans are, but as I said, if he has left, you may be the reason. Maybe I’m the reason. You don’t get it. There is nothing left for him here. He grew up here. His family lived here for hundreds of years. My God, man, what’s it to you where he goes or what he does. What, are you looking for points, for turning in an Anglo? How many points can you get for turning him in? He’s a bookworm, a historian. He’s absolutely harmless.”
“No one’s absolutely harmless. Besides, I have some questions for him about the work he was doing. He had access to the historic plans of the canals, roadways, walkways, subways, and water systems of the old country. That’s important information, Raoul. Important to our survival and important to our enemies. If in the wrong hands, who knows, it could be used against us. In case you don’t know it, water is our life blood.”
“Well what do you expect me to do, McDonald? He is a friend. If he would leave, I can understand it. He has no family here. Maybe he decided he wants to live with what’s left of his family. You must understand that. He’s not the kind of person who would want to cause harm to anyone, that’s just not the Kurt Sloan I know, Anglo or no Anglo. Go see the Administration. Have them check into the data. Certainly they can go back and check the work that he had been doing,” Raoul calmly replied.
“You’re missing the point. If he gets to another border country with any information, say, Columbia, a systems expert could extract valuable information that might give them an advantage over our government. That’s what I would be afraid of, that’s what I’m trying to avoid. Can’t you see that?”
“McDonald, I think you’re way ahead of yourself,” Raoul replied. “Listen, go to the Administration, I have to get some sleep.”
“Okay, maybe I’m wrong, but I don’t think so. He may be your friend, but our government has real enemies. The problem I have, if he has left Pittsburgh for good, I don’t know what all he might’ve taken. Your friend or not means nothing to me, because I don’t trust him. Not for a second. I just want to talk to him. For your information only, this wasn’t just my suspicion. Two months ago, Security came to me. They wanted me to get some information on Sloan because he was working in a potentially sensitive area and was an Anglo. He apparently began to do a lot of work on his off-time, so they wanted to find out what he was doing. They came to me with rewards attached. I talked with him, tried to find out what he was working on, but all we did was get into arguments.”
“You were also snooping around his room, McDonald. That I know and Kurt knew. So you’re not much of a detective.”
“Well, he must have something to hide because tonight his room is empty and all his belongings are gone. He has left. Friend or not, he represents the old way of thinking, no matter what he may have led you to believe. Don’t you see we just can’t let him leave and take information that will hurt our country,” he finished with an almost desperate flourish.
Raoul looked at Martin and said, “Listen, McDonald I don’t want our new country to be hurt by anyone, but I don’t think Kurt Sloan is any security risk. He talked at times about visiting his sister in Scotland.
“Listen, I’m trying to put this all together. That’s why I came here because you were his best friend and I thought you may have some clues for me. This may be very important to the security of our country,” Martin said, emphazing our. There was a brief silence as the two just looked at each other. Then Martin continued, “If I heard you right, Sloan told you he might leave some day.”
“Yes, a couple of times. He was very unhappy here and he said he would like to go to Scotland. My God, he told you the same thing so it’s no secret,” Raoul said.
“No, that’s not in doubt. What is in doubt, is how. How, for Christ’s sake, is he going to get there without Security catching his ass?”
“I have no idea. He can’t get a passport without all the bells in Security going off, so he can’t go anywhere by train or flights. He might be able to get a ride to Nuevo York, but he would have to be a stowaway on some transport vehicle, which is monitored closely. I don’t know, maybe he’ll just walk there, McDonald,” he laughed, then he added, “For God’s Sake, lay off. If he did go, let the man alone.”
“Sorry, I gotta find him.”
“Look, no matter what you think he did, he’s still my friend,” Raoul said, his deep voice rising in frustration. “Friendships are rare, especially this one. Even if I knew where he was, I wouldn’t turn him in. If you find him, at least hear the man out. Get his story,” Raoul said.
“When I find him, then I’ll decide. You know something my Latino amigo, you’re much too old fashioned. Much too sentimental. I gotta get going,” Martin said as he turned towards the door. He turned back to Raoul and said, “Just talking to you has given me an idea. I’m going over first thing in the morning to his work center at the Library. Maybe I can find what he was doing his last days there. Then I’ll interview Dr. Alexander. Maybe he knows something, but if your best friend Kurt Sloan contacts you, here’s my code. I’ll expect you to let me know,” Martin said firmly.
Raoul moved towards Martin and pointed at him, “Listen you son-of-a-bitch, don’t threaten me in any way. You hear me? Don’t expect anything from me. I wouldn’t give you anything about anyone. Now get the hell out of here before I throw your ass out. Now!”, Raoul shouted as he moved toward McDonald, who held his ground for a second, then grabbed the handle and opened the door.
“You may regret what you said,” Martin replied as he walked out into the dark night without closing the door.
“Fuck you, you Caribbean creep!” Raoul shouted out to the disappearing figure as he slammed the door shut.
Martin McDonald crossed the street and looked back as the lights went out. He looked around the area. It was pitch black. He hadn’t eaten since early in the morning and was feeling a bit weak. He had been going non-stop all day. The only place open was the 21St Cafeteria two blocks away in Shadyside which is where he headed. He had to slow down and plan his next move. Martin knew one thing. Tomorrow morning he would find Dr. Alexander. He had a hunch where Sloan was headed, but needed to learn how he could get out of the country. He knew one thing, Sloan had few options.
Martin felt raindrops as he walked quickly up the dark road in the direction of the restaurant. He zipped up his jacket as light rain and the cold breeze blew in his face. The weather was changing as forecaseted. He had never become accustomed to the cold weather of this area. He had never seen snow before he came here. At first it was exciting and different, but he soon got over that feeling when the freezing temperatures lasted for weeks on end. Those were the times when his mind drifted to the constant warm air and water of his Jamaica. Someday, he would go back a leader and help instill in that small country the qualities of this revolutionary land. Someday his people would be free and totally in charge of their lives. Things were changing, but not fast enough. He missed the color, the warmth, the people, but his life was here and he had a job to do.
chapter nine
Kurt quickly got into his walking pace as he wound his way up a desolate Shady Avenue. He’d missed the ten o’clock curfew, but he’d tracked out on his planner a way through the Homewood Cemetery to Beechwood Boulevard, then onto a walking path built through Frick Park. The trail would get him within several blocks of Dr. Alexander’s house. Once he left Dr. Alexander’s, he could get onto the trail, which would take him to the old Homestead High Level Bridge and across the river to the beginning of his journey on the Allegheny Passage to Columbia, 318 miles away.
His legs felt strong, relaxed. He was glad he didn’t have anymore beer at Raoul’s. It tasted great, but he needed to be as alert tonight as he had ever been in his life. The beer had calmed him and lessened the tension of telling Raoul of his plans. The conversation with Raoul was what he had hoped for, truthful, honest, and supportive. It had given him closure on several things, including his leaving Pittsburgh. His thoughts broke off as he noticed the grillwork of the Homewood Cemetery looming out of the darkness and the now misty rain, which had begun to fall. Wild vines twisted up above pointed metal bars. Glancing at his watch, he saw it was 11:30. The blue weather screen in his watch showed a rainstorm with high winds. Kurt suddenly felt that maybe the gods were with him. The moon was hidden and the rain would be a big help. Once he left Dr. Alexander’s, he felt he would make great time. He looked back at his watch and realized he would be there close to midnight. He knew the old man hardly ever slept even at his age.
As he walked, his mind began to wander which is what he loved about hiking. All you did was get into a gait, let your arms swing in a rhythm and let your thoughts roam. As a child, he was a curious about everything and he recalled a day when his teacher talked about the mind. Afterwards he spent days reading all he could about the mind. The mind was defined as ‘the part of an individual that feels, perceives, thinks, wills, and particularly reasons’. He knew his own mind was definitely in charge of his actions, especially at this crossroads of his life. ‘It’s all such a mish mash of soul, mind and gut reaction that’s leading me on’, he thought.
This night was a decisive one after months of indecision. For years he tried to adapt unsuccessfully to the new culture. He was locked in his work and his narrow, confined life, but tonight, with his mission clear, he bristled with life. At that point, a gentle rain began and he realized it would be cold along the river later. Kurt shrugged his shoulders and picked up his pace on the next section of the road. As he turned a corner, he almost tripped over a fallen limb. He was amazed that he had not seen anyone since he began the climb. Soon he would be at Dr. Alexander’s house. He wondered if he should have contacted him to let him know he was going to stop in to see him. As he reached the broad, low lit width of Beechwood Boulevard, he felt comfortable with his timing. He was sure Dr. Alexander would be up and calling him would have been a mistake because messages, voice or visual, are monitored, filtered, and placed in a location grid. No, he should just show up.
Without warning, Kurt heard a loud whooshing sound coming down the steep street ahead of him. He looked up and saw the trim lights of a Skimmer sailing right at him. He dove to his left down an embankment and rolled under a huge bush at the bottom. The Skimmer, which was designed to silently glide at any height, was used by Security for surveillance. This one came to a halt, not more than a block away and reversed itself with its piercing white search beams running along the sidewalk. The beams came around and were now scanning for his body heat. He rolled further looking for something to get under that would reject the heat. The beam was now headed his way. He could see lights in the basement of a house about thirty yards away. Kurt scurried quickly, low to the ground, following the embankment until he reached the cement block of the house. He snuggled under some low lying bushes that went right up to the lighted window. The beam went to where he’d been, as the Skimmer hovered above that spot. The beam was then aimed at the house and followed his path right up to the window. The pilot, realizing he was focused on a house, turned off the beam and sped off. Kurt lay there and breathed deeply for a minute. Inside he heard the Security System Connector react. He had to get out of there right now because Security was probably informing the occupants of a possible intruder on the property.
Kurt ran back the way he’d come, crossed the street, and ran as fast as he could along the other side. If he could run for at least five minutes more, he would be at Dr. Alexander’s. It was tough running with all his gear, but he kept a steady pace. It seemed like a long time - his breathing was beginning to be heavy, but finally he could see the twin chimneys of Dr. Alexander’s home. No fear of security systems in this house. The Doctor didn’t have them. He reached the large dark door and knocked firmly, but quietly. There was no response. He knocked again, looking back up the driveway for a sign of anyone. A light came on and a scanner buzzed, no doubt screening the porch. The door opened slowly and Dr. Alexander was standing back looking surprised from inside the darkened foyer. He stepped forward, unsnapped a lock, and opened the door.
“Kurt, my boy. What are you doing here at this hour? Looks like you’ve been running from a band of hooligans. Come on in.”
“Thanks so much. Not hooligans, but Security. They may have picked up my moving heat imprint.”
“Moving heat imprint? What a nice modern way of putting things. Who ever heard of moving heat? Moving heat! I remember going to a Marilyn Monroe revival in college. That was moving heat,” he laughed. “Sorry, you probably have no idea what I’m talking about,” he chuckled as Kurt came into the foyer.
“She was an old movie star, I think,” Kurt said standing on the small hallway.
“You are a historian of many things, I see, but before I tell you about Marilyn Monroe and moving heat, come along to my den.”
They moved through the paneled hallway on a thick, cushiony blue carpet that hadn’t been used much in years. It always reminded Kurt of his parent’s home, soft and comforting. The den was unchanged from his last visit. This time of year, a fire glowed red in remission. He walked over and warmed his hands as Dr. Alexander plopped down in his leather chair.
“Now where was I. Oh yes, Marilyn Monroe. It was my second year at Harvard. It was in the Yard somewhere. They had old movies shown once a week in one of the lounges. One winter, I remember because there was a foot of snow on the walkways that night, all of Marilyn Monroe’s movies were shown back to back. Funny, but there was a scene in one of them with a male star named, Tom, something or other. Tom, Tom, Ewell, that’s it. He was the co-star, great performance by that guy. Anyway, there was one scene of her standing on a sidewalk, when all of a sudden a gust of air came from an air vent below, subway or something. Jesus, Kurt, what a pair of legs. In those days if you saw a woman’s underwear on the screen it was censorship time, but it was allowed. Now, Kurt, that was moving heat,” the tall, old man said laughing. He looked at Kurt and said, “ Here take off that backpack. If you’re cold, push that chair over by the fire. There’s a bit of a chill tonight, first inkling of winter.” As Kurt began to twist out of his backpack, Dr. Alexander got up and helped him slide it off. Kurt dropped down into the leather recliner, as the doctor sat back down.,
“Well I’m glad you’re still focused on the important things in this life, Doctor,” Kurt replied, thinking back to the Marilyn Monroe story as he stared at the low lying logs sitting atop old molten ones, crackling from the licking fire.
“Kurt, a woman always represented to me the perfect mechanism in this world. A combination of softness and hardness, vengeance and caring, acceptance and rejection, every emotion in one package. I’ll tell you, they still represent the ultimate mystery of life. But now, tell me what has you out roaming and ducking the evening Security patrol? I’m curious.”
Kurt hesitated, not sure exactly how to start, but then just blurted out confidently, “Doctor, I am going home. I am going back to Scotland. I’ve talked to you about Scotland many times over the years. As you know, that’s where my mom and dad are buried. It’s where my sister and her family are and where the Sloan clan came from originally. In fact, if I’m not mistaked, that’s where your family came from.“ Dr. Alexander nodded, but didn’t say anything and Kurt continued.
“Family, maybe that’s what this all about, but the only family I have is in the lowlands, alive or dead. I’ve told you about my two uncles who left for Glasgow almost ten years ago and of course my sister Margaret. They’re all I have left in this world, as far as family is concerned. I want to make a new home there and I know for sure that Alleghenia in 2050, is not my home anymore,” he said with a crack in his voice.
Dr. Alexander didn’t reply. He looked at Kurt and then at the fire. His face was angular, with a large spreading nose, which dominated his wrinkled, but pink face surrounding a pair of dark blue eyes. He had a full head of white hair, which was always in a bit of a mess. His look was austere, lean and wise, but his blue eyes sparkled even this late at night. He exuded confidence always and was a picture of health.
He’d been born in 1970 in the little town of Damariscotta, Maine, which was down east on the spectacular Atlantic coast. Growing up there isolated him from the rest of America. He didn’t find out what America was really like until he went to Harvard. Boston and its environs were a rude awakening for him coming from the small village, populated heavily in the summer by tourists. He always talked about his summer jobs because they were the vehicle to his becoming a firebrand about American history and restoration of relics of the country. In ten years he had his Masters, his Doctorate, and was head of the History Department at the University of Pittsburgh. While doing this he’d mastered computer technology, especially programming. He designed programs about American History that even to this day are used at the university level all over the world.
One day, about two weeks after first meeting him, Kurt was amazed at a demonstration set up by Dr. Alexander. He retraced and rebuilt the Hadrian Wall in England using all the available topographical data and matching this with detailed maps drawn by the Roman engineers 2000 years ago. He matched them and the computer display across the middle of England was remarkable. This was the early Dr. Alexander. He was more of a researcher and writer now, but his mind was still working on history with a goal of preservation for the future. His latest concern had been the preservation of the history of earth’s natural resources, with emphasis on the Northern Hemisphere. But for Kurt, his most important work was in convincing the government of Atlantica to also preserve the history of the land they now governed. This is where Kurt worked and he was in awe of this man. Dr. Alexander was the classic mentor and Kurt had become a ardent student.
As he turned back to Kurt from the fire, the blue eyes sparkled. “You’re leaving history, my son. The history of the world is where you are, now. A country, a boundary is meaningless when a universal revolution is under way. This is a universal revolution. This is France and America in the late 18th Century; Europe in the mid-19th Century; Europe between the two World Wars of the 20th Century; this is one of the most important times in all of mankind. I really feel, for the fine historian you are, you’re leaving at the wrong time,” his eyes now locked on Kurt.
There were only the tiny explosions from the low-lying, red-hot fire as it crackled away inside the large stone fireplace. Kurt stared at the yellow to orange flames flashing upward in an uneven serpentine dance.
Kurt did not respond, but Dr. Alexander picked right up and said, “What has happened politically, we can talk about. I believe the people in charge are benign. They want to create their own Eden here in Pittsburgh and with its water supply and system. That analogy might eventually be right on target. Am I getting anywhere?” he quickly added. “Oh, I’m so sorry, how about some wine.”
“No thanks, I have quite a way to go tonight,” he said firmly.
At that moment Dr. Alexander realized the seriousness of his young friend and associate. He stood up and walked over to a wooden cabinet and rustled around in a lower drawer. Kurt could hear bottles rattling against each other.
He pulled out a bottle of red wine and turned back to Kurt, “This is good stuff for a cool fall night. Warm up the innards a bit. It’s an old Merlot, Kurt. Not brandy, but a good bite to it. Sure you don’t want a short one?”
“No sir. I need to be clear tonight. You go right ahead.”
“I plan on it,” he quickly answered as he popped a stopper from the dark bottle. “It’s a heavy grape combination. Has a nice taste. At my age, I need all the power I can get so I can really taste the grape. This will do it.” He ambled back and plopped back into the deep-seated chair. As he sipped, he looked deeply at Kurt, not smiling as he had before.
“You disappoint your old boss, Kurt. I never liked running as a reaction to adversity and I am disappointed that you would make that choice. You are a superb historian,” he paused and then continued slowly, “I think it’s a grave mistake.” He finished his sipping, but never took his bright, moistened eyes off Kurt.
“What happened, Professor? What happened to the United States of America? Why did it dissolve?”
“Because the majority of the people, gained control. Even though those people were first and second generation Latino immigrants, they gained political control through the ballot box. It became the purest of democracies. Thus the most votes controlled the local, state, and eventually the national legislatures. One could say, that the vote destroyed what had been the world’s beacon for democracy. But did it? What it really did was democratically and peacefully, for the most part, transform the United States from a white European based society to a Latino, Africano and Asian society. But isn’t that democracy, Kurt? In its perfect state! What happened was that “We the People” actually became the people. Not the white people who began the idea, but the majority of the people who lived within its boundaries. They gained control through elections, fair and square. So what do the losers do? They leave. Back to enclave white Europe or down to the South or up to Canada. That’s you, Kurt, I’m sorry to say. Listen, adapt, my fine young man. Adapt. Join the swell of history. Study it. Write about it. I believe that’s your life’s mission. This land will be the center of the historical world in the coming years. It’s success or failure. They have problems and some big decisions to make in the coming months and years which will have world implications. It needs to be recorded, first hand for the historians of the future. In my opinion, at your young age and with your abilities, you should be the one writing of this time, in this country. I really believe that.”
chapter ten
They talked for another hour, heatedly at times, back and forth. Kurt thanked Dr. Alexander for his kind words of encouragement about staying, but soon he realized that Kurt’s mind was definitely made up. He finished his wine and Kurt could see that he was beginning to grow weary. Kurt got up and walked over to him.
Kurt looked at the saddened face of this man for whom he had the greatest respect and said, quietly, “I must go. It’s going on one o’clock. I can’t dispute your logic anymore, but deep inside I know I must get away. Maybe in a year or so I’ll feel differently, but I crave total freedom and…,” he paused before continuing, “I can’t even believe I’m saying this, but I want to live in an environment that is familiar. The loss of my culture bothers me. I’m proud of what the United States accomplished and what really troubles me is that the world has forgotten all that was accomplished. It’s as if the United States never existed and as a historian, Doctor, I’m proud of what was achieved. Sorry, I’m not a bigot, you know that, but this land is a foreign country now, for me. I couldn’t leave without letting you know what an inspiration you’ve been to me in my profession, but also as a friend. Your work ethic and absolute pure search for history has taught me so much.” Kurt took both hands of the old man and held them tightly. They didn’t say anything. Their hands stayed clenched then slowly parted.
“There’s something else I have to tell you. Something I have to share with you for several reasons.”
“Go ahead, Kurt,” he replied quietly.
“Two weekends ago, I was working at the Library. As you know I have had a lot of free time, so I thought I would do some personal family history, plus work a bit on the project you gave me to process the records that should be saved or destroyed. I know how important this project was to you and how you had to fight to even have them analyzed. I think it was two Saturdays ago, late in the afternoon, when I went into a room frankly I never knew existed. Inside I saw some cabinets which I opened. I was astonished by what I found. It was devoted to my father’s work. It had all the original plans for the Aquifer System, plus an Addendum done in 2035. In fact some of his original notes and his signature were on many of the documents. It was a treasure trove. So, I downloaded most of the material that pertained to his work. I copied it to a chip, which I have on me. Right here in fact,” he said tapping the sleeve pocket on his coat.
Dr. Alexander looked at him and then smiled. “I know, Kurt, I know. I knew you asked me if it was okay to do some off-time work on the project and also to look for some personal history, but, when I checked the time monitors I was curious about the amount of time you were spending down there. So, I snooped around a bit. I went down there last week. You may not realize this, but when I had everything, and I mean everything, inventoried ten years ago, it was all imprinted. I have every document prior to 2040 listed with content and its imprinted location. I could tell that you had found that special room because the sensors were disturbed on the door, the file, and even the documents. At first, I was concerned, for you, because that information, while not sensitive because it’s just historical records of a great project, in today’s climate, could be volatile. It contains valuable data on the whole structure of the System. So that scared me, actually, still scares me, since you copied the data.”
“I just came upon the room. There weren’t any special codes at the entrance. In fact, mine worked. So, since it involved my father, I was ecstatic. So I downloaded the data. It was right there. Later, as I looked at the data, I realized that it might help me another way,” Kurt said hesitatingly.
“How’s that?” Dr Alexander replied.
“I needed a way to get to England, sir. I have no worldly funds, no UN monies, so in order to get passage, I required something of value. This data or some of it might be of interest to the government of Columbia.”
“Kurt. Do you realize what you are saying?” he responded.
“I do, I certainly do, but doctor, there’s another reason I would give them the data. Water is either going to be the salvation or destruction of this country and in fact of this whole hemisphere. If these countries cannot agree on a fair usage of this resource, then my father’s work and the fate of the people are in jeopardy. By another country having access to the information, it might provide leverage for Atlantica to negotiate. All the data about the System supposedly was turned over to the Atlantica government in 2040 by the U.S. One thing for sure, Doctor, I realize now, after hearing from so many that Atlantica plans on using the Aquifer for economic leverage, that what I am doing may scuttle those plans. That was not the intent of the Aquifer that my father worked on for so many years,” he said.
“I understand your feelings. You have every right to believe that and I agree with you. What you are doing may just do that. I didn’t know what you had done with any of the data that you were researching and I was going to ask you before you left tonight. As your boss, I will be asked where you are when they discover you have not scanned in. I will also be asked what you were doing in the old Aquifer files, so I’m glad you told me the trutha. But more importantly, which I can’t believe, it leads me to something that is extremely important and we need to talk about.“
They were both standing and Dr. Alexander said, “Kurt, please sit back down, I have a proposition for you.” Dr. Alexander went back, sat down and Kurt followed.
“I have to confess something. Listen closely to what I am going to tell you. I know how important your father’s work is to you and I totally understand what you did. In some ways you are a God send because I have been trying for weeks to think of a way to influence the negotiations between the UN and Atlantica over the water. But let me explain a couple of things first. I have remained in Atlantica for two reasons. I have vowed to secure as much history of this land as I could, with a government that wants to eliminate all reference to the U.S.A. You’re right, Atlantica and most of the world, act as if the U.S. never existed. My concern, as a historian, is preservation of the past, not its destruction. I am also appalled, like you, of the apparent attitude coming out of Nuevo York. That is my primary life’s work as I near the end of my life, but what I have heard over the past months, is what I’ve heard for years from Paris. The UN has feared that when the Aquifer was completed, it would become a economic wedge instead of a hemispheric source of water. Now, within the last month, my sources tell me that Atlantica will take over operational control of the Aquifer System from Alleghenia which violates the federal charter and furthermore they will use the Aquifer as economic blackmail to gain concessions from the UN and the surrounding countries. This must be stopped,” the old man said in anger.
“Well that settles it, for me,” Kurt said. “But you said that you also had a secret, Doctor?”
“This will take a few minutes, so bear with me, Kurt.” He sighed and began again, “I want the UN to come in and take over the system. I have been in contact with associates in Paris who are close to the UN leadership. We have been trying to figure out some way for the UN to have leverage in their upcoming negotiations over water distribution. There was so much turmoil in the world during the past decades, that there was little concern for extracting valuable information about the actual operation of the Aquifer. It was all, in good faith, just turned over to the new government by the UN Commission. They received no copies of the plans or schematics. Now only Atlantica has the models and system software. That’s where your plans may provide a solution. Worst of all, we fear an open war over access to the water, especially since it will be at full capacity at the beginning of the year. My sources have told me that the Chinese and Brazilian Consortium working on the Aquifer, have told the Administration that it will be able to generate full capacity by January, 2051. I also have found out that they aren’t as pure in their intent as publicized. The consortium is to get twenty per cent of revenues collected for the next fifty years, whether it’s internal or exported. Another wrinkle, I’d say. So it is imperative, for all the people on this continent, living on meager water rations, that this system be utilized as it was designed. From what I can determine that is not the intent of this Administration.”
Kurt grew angry and said, “I knew they were close to having it completed. I should have realized the profit motivation is alive and well, even in this new society.” Then he added, “But what’s your secret, Doctor?”
“Kurt, your data may provide the bargaining chip to make this government understand that if they don’t cooperate, the system might be compromised. I hate using the word threat, but they may need to think that. How they can ignore the UN is beyond me, but if we have a chance to help the UN, we must do it. What you have in your possession may bring sense to the Administration. The UN has authority over usage of water resources all over the world. They have no schematics that would aid them in upcoming negotiations with the President of Atlantica, Roberto de Garcia. De Garcia is a revolutionary, but he is also an extremely brilliant man. He wants UN recognition for Atlantica’s accomplishments during its 10th Anniversary at the end of this year, but he also needs revenues. An agreement on shared water usage might do it. It’s rumored they will try to gain trade guarantees out of the UN, using their water resource like oil used to be leveraged. Your operational information in UN hands might be helpful to the negotiators. Would you be willing to work with me on one last project?” he concluded, sitting back.
“What do I have to do,” he said unequivocally.
“Listen. Am I correct in understanding that you need
passage to England? How are you getting out of here? It is very difficult for Anglos. You know that”
“I do and I have a way. The day after I found the Aquifer information, I came across another file with information on the Great Allegheny Passage.”
“My God, I used to walk that when I was a kid. It was a beautiful trail. I think it’s overgrown now. No one has used it for years.”
“You’re right, and the fact that it hasn’t been used is even better for what I am going to do,” Kurt said.
“What do you mean?” the doctor replied.
“I mean that I am going to hike that trail. It can’t be in that bad a shape and shouldn’t be monitored. As you might remember, I have been doing a lot of power hiking over this area the past year. My legs are strong and I know I can walk that trail,” Kurt said confidently. “My plan was to hike to Columbia and attempt to get passage there to England, hoping this data might help me with the authorities.”
“Very clever, but dangerous, to say the least. They are a bit of a rogue country, but who knows, I guess that was about your only choice. Ingenious, I must say. The trail idea is a good one. You’re right, that’s the last place Security would be checking. By the way do I have your code?” he asked.
“Why?” Kurt replied.
“I have another idea for you and one that would kill two birds with one stone. Listen to me. I am going to try and arrange for your passage to England with the stipulation that you provide the data you have to a UN representative. The UN can fly anywhere, so I’m going to make my contacts in Paris and see if I can’t arrange for the UN to somehow intercept you on your way. This would help you from being at the mercy of the authorities in Columbia, who might not buy your plan. They may accept your data, but not your request for passage. If I can make the connection, it will help you avoid having to go to Columbia. They might arrest you, take the material and throw away the key. It is a volatile place. They aren’t the happiest country on the continent. If this works, you get safe passage and the UN gets the data that may solve the water problem.”
“Well, that trumps my plan. This is incredible. I’d rather have the UN involved. Atlantica would have to listen to them as opposed to Columbia. The question is how do I know if you’ve made the connection and if they want to get involved?” he asked.
“Let me think. I usually call various people in Europe. It’s a great cover because I’m always working on my papers. So I’ll contact Paris as soon as you leave because it will soon be morning there. It will take me a day or so, but I’m sure I can make the right connection, get their approval, and find out how they plan on picking you up. You must develop a contact plan.”
“Better yet, I don’t know what I’m going to be up against out there. Starting in two days, I’ll call you at noon. I’m sure on one of those days, I’ll be in a location where I can reach you. You can then tell me the retrival plan. What you need to remember is that a call can be traced within thirty seconds, so when we do talk, give me my orders quickly as to where I am supposed to be and who I am supposed to meet. Of course, this assumes you can arrange it. If you can’t, I will go back to Plan A. You are Plan B,” Kurt finished.
“Noon, beginning in two days, that’s good. That will give me plenty of time to make contact and develop a plan for your pick up. I also need a place where you can be picked up. Just a moment,” he said and got up. He walked over to his desk in the library. Rustling around in a large drawer he came back to the living room with a map. He unfolded it and spread it out on the coffee table in front of him. Holding it at one end, he offered the other end to Kurt. “Three days, hmmm,” he muttered to himself.
Kurt watched as he pored over the map and dropped a finger down. “Fallingwater. That’s it!” he exclaimed excitedly. “It’s been empty for years. I know you know it.”
Kurt looked at him and slowly a smile came to his face as he said, “That’s so ironic that you picked Fallingwater. In the back of my mind when I was working on the trail, I saw that the trail goes near Fallingwater and for a while thought maybe I could take a short detour to see it for the last time. I used to go there with my dad. I love that structure and the setting. It’s one of my all time favorite places.”
“Well if I can pull this off, it will be your launching pad for England and possibly it will be the beginning of a truly new age for this continent.” He looked back at the map and then up to Kurt. “Kurt, this was meant to be. I feel it - I know it, my boy.”
They went over the plan again and finally there was nothing more to talk about. They looked at each other and both got up at the same time.
“Time to go, sir. I can’t believe this has worked out this way. It’s absolutely incredible,” he said as he walked over to Dr. Alexander. They hugged tightly at the door.
“I’m so proud of you. So very proud and your Dad, I know, is also proud. God speed,” he said as Kurt opened the door and went out into the dark night.
Kurt walked down the sidewalk into the darkness. As he headed into the night, he knew he probably would never be back or see this great man again. Just as he reached the brick of the road he heard his voice.
“Kurt, remember. What you are doing and living is history. Write it down in your journal. Write down what you see and feel as you go on this journey. I said that the history of this new country is important, it is, but you are creating your own historical journey, which I believe will be even more important than that, Kurt” he finished as his voice blended into the noises of night.
Kurt turned and looked back at Dr. Alexander standing in the doorway. He waved, shifted his backpack securely and walked up the street. The blackness outside seemed to grasp at him. Kurt heard the heavy door snugly close. His gut was tight with sadness at leaving Dr. Alexander.
chapter eleven
After his talk with Raoul, Martin went back to the apartment, showered and packed his personal belongings in his backpack. Something told him that he was going to be busy working on Sloan’s disappearance in the coming days. If he was allowed, he wanted to be ready to assist in tracking Sloan. Just as he was fading into sleep he remembered he was to make a presentation to his Economics class in two days. He made a mental note to call his Advisor and tell him he would be out of touch the next few days and fell asleep.
Martin was awaken by a dog barking loudly from the street outside the apartment. He yawned, stretched and rolled out of bed. Light pored in through the window. As he sat on the edge of the mattress, his mind cleared and be went over all that had happened the prior day. He thought of Sloan and wondered where he would be today and then thought of all he had to do to begin his search. There was so much to do, but he knew he had to have a plan, a logical sequence to find Sloan. First he had to determine if his theory of Sloan’s defection was correct. Raoul had not helped, but Martin’s intuition was that he was covering for his friend. So he had to assume that the reason Sloan had stopped by was to say goodbye.
As he walked outside, the morning was gray and moisture was in the air, a typical fall day in Pittsburgh. He walked briskly over the bridge with the Castro Library looming ahead. Fortunately, the Cuban coffee kiosk was open in the park and Martin devoured two sweet cakes dripping with honey and a café con leche as he waited for the Library to open at 8 A.M. As soon as the guard opened the heavy iron doors, he walked up the stone steps and entered the cavernous structure. He went to the second floor archives where Kurt Sloan was supposed to have worked.
The air was chilly in the dusty, marbled 160-year-old library. Recently, the Atlantica government had begun to save the computerized records to the year 2000, plus inventory records from its beginning with an idea to destroy older items not considered valuable. Some came from the late 1700’s, when the City of Pittsburgh was founded by the British. Sloan’s primary job, as he’d explained one night to Martin, was to process and eliminate unnecessary historical records. Those that might be useful were to be transferred to the Administration’s permanent digital file system. Martin wondered if this work may have provided him access to valuable security information.
The library was a fascinating structure and he found a booklet that described its history and why it was built. There were carryover stories about the poor boy from Scotland, Andrew Carnegie, who became a billionaire and then gave much away to the people of the area. Martin believed this to be fiction. Martin knew that Carnegie, like all the “founders” of this city, were white, English and Protestants, some even poor. Martin’s take on Carnegie’s story was that he was a white man, in the right place, at the right time.
Martin entered a room, lined with shelves to the ceiling. He saw an old woman seated behind the desk, wrapped in a deep red shawl, bent over a large, pale green cloth covered manuscript. The woman was running her finger along the lines of the book. Martin walked right up and stood over her as she continued to follow the sentences in the book. She never paused or seemed to notice him. He stood silently as she came to the end of the page and began to start along the top line of the right hand page. It was then she noticed someone standing over her. She methodically put down her reading glasses and looked slowly up at Martin.
“May I help you, young man?” she said hoarsely.
“Maybe you can. I want to know if you knew an Anglo who, up until a few days ago, did research here at the Library. His name is Kurt Sloan.”
“Kurt Sloan. No, can’t say that I can remember anyone by that name. What was his specialty?” she requested.
“Good question. I believe he was doing research on the history of this area. At least I think so.”
“History you say. Of this area, you say,” she said as she paused and then added, “Well, no one comes to mind. And why is this so important?”
“He’s a friend. I need to know where he is because I have to tell him something very important. You see he’s from the old Pittsburgh, probably your Pittsburgh. His family was here for a couple hundred years, and he was working on a project for the Administration going through all the old City records. Do you understand?” he said softly.
“First, you are correct, my Pittsburgh. Second, as to your question, I do understand. Look at this!” she said turning the now closed book around, sliding it in front of Martin.
The faded green book had large, but barely readable script on the cover.
“History of the City of Pittsburgh”, Martin said out loud as he ran his hand over the old cover. “So you’re a history person, too, I see. Then you must know, my friend Kurt Sloan. Tall, about thirty-five, with brown hair. “
“Oh you mean Mister Meager. I’m sure that’s Mister Meager. Marshall Meager I call him. I have names for everyone,” she sighed as she looked at Martin.
“What would you call me?” he said.
“I don’t know, young man. I haven’t really looked at you long enough. You see I have to look at people a while before I can give them a name,” she finished.
“Mr. Mulatto, maybe?” he stoically replied, giving her a deep stare from his oval tanned face.
“Oh, I don’t think so. That’s a derogatory name. I only give pleasant names to my people,” she quietly responded, pulling the heavy book back in front of her.
“Okay, lady. Who is Mr. Meager? Describe him.”
“Oh, he’s an ordinary man, but of the old ways. I mean he doesn’t look like he belongs here, in Pittsburgh, now! He reminded me of someone from the old days. A silent, scholarly type. Sort of out of his element, one might say.”
“Why would you say that?” Martin said.
“He never talked. He was always reading or thumbing his way through the oldest of books,” she answered.
“But why did you call him Mr. Meager?” he said.
“He was like a squirrel. He would bring a small bag of food with him. Occasionally during his sessions, he would open up his bag and pull out some bread or crackers. He would break off a piece and put it in his mouth without looking. He would just keep reading. It was odd. I spend quite a bit of time in this Library. It’s my home, yet it seemed that Mr. Meager was also always here and he never seemed to eat anything but his little pieces of bread or crackers. A couple times I would ask him if he wanted to share one of my sandwiches. He would look up and slowly smile, but say no, that he had plenty to eat. He was a quiet bird. Also, he read very slowly and always took notes in an old, brown leather journal. He just looked to me like a Mr. Meager.”
“So, why do you think he’s the man I asked you about?”
“Well, he seemed a learned man and an Anglo. Not many of us around anymore, young man. In fact, none that I’ve seen lately,” she answered spryly, looking him right in the eyes.
“Well that’s their - your - fault. We didn’t tell all those white people to leave. They deserted, just like your Mr. Meager may have done. The problem is that if he left, he may have taken valuable data with him which is why I’m here this morning. I need to know what was he reading when he was here. Say the last couple of weeks. Do you know?” Martin said in a much harsher tone.
“He looked mostly at maps of the City, old maps from the City Planning Commission Division. He also read all the old newspapers. He said none of this material was in his work area. I assume his was more technical. This here is all the public information, newspapers, video’s and the like. That’s what he said.”
“So this is what anyone off the street can look at?”
“That’s right. I guess his work place had the more valuable materials. It’s like when you go into an old bookstore, the old classics, first editions and the like, are in a locked case. As you can see, all of what I have here is wide open. We have no secrets here, which is why I don’t know why you’re checking up on such a nice, quiet man as Mr. Meager,
I really don’t.”
“That’s none of your business and his name is Sloan. One last thing, did he ever talk to anyone else in here about what he was looking for?” he asked.
“Only Miss Flipper”.
“Who, lady, is Miss Flipper?” Martin sarcastically replied.
“Can’t miss her. She’s ups there at the front desk”, she said, pointing down the hall. “She’s the Head Librarian. She’s been here for years. Knows every book on this floor. Looks like, well, you should go look at her and decide for yourself if she isn’t Miss Flipper.”
“I think I will. I may be back, so you try and think of anything else about Sloan, ah, Mr. Meager that you can”, he said as he walked in toward the main room on the second floor.
As he walked down the marbled hall, he couldn’t help notice all the ornate decorations of long ago. Whether to refurbish this epic of the past was a decision the Administration had been putting off for years. Since all data was available on line, the remnants of the vast library buildings would no longer be needed and could be closed. The cost to repair it would be astronomical. As he walked along the dark corridor, he returned to the immediate problem of Kurt Sloan. ‘This is where Sloan was spending all his time, so this is where he could have come up with some critical data,’ he thought, as he walked towards the main entrance.
He immediately saw Miss Flipper sitting behind a huge wooden desk that was raised on a platform, like a judge in court. She looked like a seal with glasses.
“Have a minute?” Martin said to the solidly built woman with her gray hair pulled back in a bun behind her head. She didn’t acknowledge him as she leafed through a weathered notebook with faded alphabetical lettering on red tabs.
She didn’t answer, but kept writing and turning pages. Miss Flipper was not ready to respond to him. He looked at her and thought of the other woman he’d just left. These are lost people, remnants from the prior Anglo rule. It must be bewildering to them. He remembered reading statistics for his dissertation of the Millennium Year 2000. At that time only twenty percent of the Pittsburgh population was black. Currently Alleghenia was almost split between Africanos and Latinos with a small minority of Anglos.
He stared at the woman who still didn’t look up at him. She just turned the page of her book again.He finally cleared his throat and said more forcefully, “Miss, I need a minute of your time.”
She still didn’t look up, but slowly closed the book and shuffled a stack of cards before neatly putting them into a case.
chapter twelve
Miss Flipper, or Marge Dougherty, had been an employee of the Carnegie Library System for fifty years. Marge wanted to quit when the name was changed to honor Fidel Castro, but her pension earned in the U.S. was frozen, so she needed the work. She started as a clerk in 2000, shelving returned books. Her Irish-Catholic family had been in the Oakland area of Pittsburgh since the 1880’s, coming over to work in the mines and mills. Her father had been a local fighting hero to the “Micks” of Oakland, fighting for the middleweight championship in 1965. He lost, but it made him a local celebrity. Marge went on to graduate in Library Sciences at Pitt, received her Masters and spent her whole life behind the walls of this world famous library. It was her whole life. She never married. It was through books that she created her perspective on life. She never questioned the outside world, never paid attention to it. Everything came from the written word. She saw the decline and fall of the United States as inevitable because it, a decline and fall of a nation state, had been written about since history was recorded. What bothered her as she lived in this new world, was the decline and elimination of the ethnic traditions of her childhood. The strong Catholic and Irish environments were gone. Most of her relatives had returned to the western lands of Ireland, especially her young cousins. She had thought many times of going but she couldn’t imagine her life without the books of her Carnegie Library, which she refused to call Castro. It was something she could not leave.Marge Dougherty looked up and said, “There, I’m done, now you asked me something about time, right? A minute, I believe you asked for a minute. I’ve got at least a year, here, young man,” she said in a deep and empty voice as she turned towards Martin.
“What does that mean?”
“It means that I’m seventy-four years old, and according to the edict that I received last week, all personnel will be allowed to work until the age of seventy-five. Of course there was a special notation to remaining personnel of the Carnegie Library, all six of us, that termination would be within the year. So, I’ve got a minute. Do you want to take out some books on William Shakespeare?” she sarcastically asked.
“It’s the Castro Library, lady, if I’m not mistaken,” he abruptly said to her.
“You are mistaken. That is for sure. Now, what do you want?” Miss Daugherty answered quickly and sternly.
“I want to know about someone who recently spent time in this department of the library,” Martin asked.
“Who might that be?” she warily replied as she rolled her chair further back from the counter.
“His name is Sloan. Kurt Sloan. He’s about...”
“I know him well,” Ms. Daugherty said. “He’s a fine person, brilliant scholar. Probably the best history buff in the City. I still say City. To me this is still Pittsburgh. Yes, I know the gentleman. So what?” she coarsely said.
“I want to know, if you know what he did here at the Library. What area, subject was he recently working on?” Martin asked.
“The man works here. He works for Dr. Alexander. He had his own office and had access to all the files in the system. So what if he came into this part of the Library? That’s his job, for heavens sake.”
“I want to know what he was concentrating on, say the last few weeks,” Martin said quickly.
“Well, everyone’s entries are recorded. Now he was also assigned to the old files and in some cases they aren’t recorded. Your Administration wants to shred some of the oldest materials on the history of this area. Priceless material going back to the 1700’s. I can’t believe it. Anyway, that was part of his assignment. A lot of that material is deep in the bowels of the basement. Mr. Sloan recently began to come here on his off-days, mostly Saturdays and Sundays. On those days, he went down to the basement file areas.”
“What’s down there?” Martin asked.
“The oldest and most valuable ones,” she answered stiffly.
“Like what?”
“Well, he was here two weeks ago and discovered some files that concerned the water system his father had worked on. You knew his father designed the Aquifer System, didn’t you?”
Martin’s face froze. He was astounded. “No, I didn’t know that. What did he tell you?”
“Nothing, he just stopped by, I think it was two weekends ago. In fact, he stopped by to see me on Saturday and Sunday. He seemed in the best mood when he left Sunday. The man is usually so serious and when he left, he actually seemed happy. More than I had ever seen him. I’m usually here in the afternoons on the off days. My life is here, you see. I love this place. I …”, she said as she was interrupted by Martin.
“Lady, I don’t want your life story, I just want to know what he said when he came up from the basement.”
“He just said that he had put most of the pieces together on his family history which he had been working on for months. As I said, he was so happy and so was I.”
“What day was that?”
“Saturday. He also stopped by late Sunday and said everything was great. He said that he never realized how much valuable information had been preserved. Then he made a comment about reading something on the Great Allegheny Passage”.
“What the hell is that?” Martin snapped at her with an incredulous look on his face.
“That was a hiking trail that Pennsylvania, our State, finished around 2006. It went all the way to the capital in Washington, D.C. I was going to school, right here, when it opened. It was a big deal in these parts. It was supposed to be the most beautiful walking trail in the East. Mr. Sloan seemed so happy. I’d never seen him like that.”
“Forget all the nice talk. I want all the entry codes for Kurt Sloan during the off time periods. That’s what I want, not his day work.”
“I can’t do that,” she said briskly.
“Listen lady, it might take me a few hours, but I can get the codes. I can get printed summaries of his requests. I can call right now. I know the Chief Magistrate of the Security Court. He’ll get my probable cause and transmit a warrant for an officer of the Court to search the Library’s databank. Take five minutes to trace his entries. But if I have to do that, I’ll tell him of your uncooperative attitude. You won’t even finish out the year here. You’ll serve it down the Panther Hollow in the new Detention Center along the river. I don’t care how old you are or how long you’ve been working here. This is important to me and I know it will be to the Administration. So what is it? You going to help me, or is it good-bye to this place?” he stated directly in her face.
She glared at Martin. She sighed and said, “You’re right” she acknowledged looking him right back in his face. “You’ll get your access that way. Nothing has changed. Retribution still reigns in this world, black or white,” she added with sadness in her voice and face. “What am I going to do, fight you, City Hall!” She walked around to the window that looked out over Panther Hollow next to the Library. She turned back to Martin and said, “As I said, Mr. Sloan was only working on his personal family stuff in his off time
“Lady, I don’t want your explanation of what he was doing, just get me the entry data. Security needs to see proof of entry. So bring up that data, now,” Martin demanded.
“Well, actually, the information is not in the system, just his entry points and the subject matter. I think what he may have seen was old hard copy, not data copy. I just know what he said to me,” she replied.
“There must be something relating to these files.”
“There is. Outlines, subject matter, etc., the hard copies.”
“Bring that up, now!” he said, his voice rising.
“Don’t get agitated, young man.”
“I just want what he was working on and may have turned up.”
She punched away at the thin keyboard, then looked up at Martin and said, “Here’s an outline.”
She looked at her monitor. Martin came around behind the counter and looked at the screen. He stared at the title ‘MAP OF THE GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE TO THE NATIONS’S CAPITAL’ and with topics listed below. It was dated 2012. He noticed a button to the side of the monitor which read “visual”. He hit enter and a video obviously based on GPS positioning outlined a broad red line that began where the Allegheny and Monongahela Rivers met, known locally as the Point and also the beginning of the Ohio River. The moving picture scanned the trail as if in a low flying air craft sailing over the facsimile of the trail as it had been in those days. It listed the mile posts through the mountains all the way to the Potomac River until it reached the capitol of the old United States, Washington, D.C.
Martin knew where Sloan was going, how he was going to get there, and possibly where he was that morning. He was probably already hiking that old trail. He thought grudgingly that it was pretty ingenious. No one would have looked on that trail for someone trying to leave illegally. Emigration rules were strict for anyone, especially an Anglo employee. Security had been on highest alert to protect against any threats to the Aquifer. In this security climate, it would make it very difficult for Sloan to get through Security checks. To avoid the normal routes, this trail would be perfect. Martin was impressed, but how would he gain asylum at the border. Columbia was almost a police state and very difficult to enter. He would need something of value to convince the authorities to grant asylum and get him passage. His wages were strictly Atlantica credits, so he would need something else to offer the air service or their government. Martin suddenly was aware of the whole scheme Sloan was attempting as he looked at the screening visual which stopped at the entrance way to Georgetown. He understood it all. ‘Sloan is a traitor. He’s trying to sell out my country,’ he thought.
Martin looked away from the monitor at the old lady, who stood with her hands on her desk with, a look of fear in her eyes as he said, “I thought you told me that all you could get was an outline? That was GPS video concept. Don’t play games with me lady, this whole thing is getting worse and worse for Sloan and for you. Is that all that is there?”
“I didn’t know it was set up that way for that particular file structure. Most of the old files are just that, files. I think you will find the rest of them, in that section, just what I said, hard copy,” she said.
“Whatever. Just generate a copy of that, now,” Martin said to her as they stood beside each other.
She pushed a copy button and instantly a slender paper thin disc came out of the printer next to the terminal. Martin walked over and picked up the disc.
“Save that, permanently,” he said to her. She hit another button. He looked at her for another moment and said, “Remember what I said. I’m convinced now that this man is a traitor and you don’t want to be an accomplice in the investigation that is pending. Do you understand, old lady?”
She didn’t answer him, but looked at the screen, now fading back to gray. Martin looked at the thin disc he had, back to her, and then walked away. Marge watched him with tears in her eyes and slowly snapped the switch that turned off the data unit.
“God forgive me,” she murmured to herself.
chapter thirteen
It was two o’clock a.m. when Kurt walked down the dark path from Dr. Alexander’s house to Browns Hill Road. He couldn’t see a thing. The rain had stopped and periodically he had some help from a moon that peeked in and out of the mostly cloudy sky. He knew the river and the Homestead High Level Bridge were at the bottom of the hill. He needed to cross at the break of day when there would be little activity. He made a quick decision to find a spot to nap. More rain was expected early in the morning which would give him good cover when he reached the river. He’d moved inside a wooded area, found a large rock with a concave bottom that he could crawl into which would be perfect to protect him from any Security heat sensors. Large boulders abounded in the Pittsburgh area, left over from millions of years ago. He lay down, curled into a sleeping position using his backpack as a headrest, and within seconds, had visions of Maria, Dr. Alexander, his father and mother, with her smile and quick vivacious laugh. These were his last thoughts as he drifted into a deep sleep.
He wasn’t sure what it was, maybe the early bird calls or possibly the blustery wind and light rain, but he awakened and slowly opened his eyes. It was still dark on the rock. Kurt rolled off his perch and stood up. He looked at his watch which showed 6:25 and realized he had to get on the trail now and to the Homestead Bridge before the sun came up. He checked his backpack and when he reentered the path, he knew he was about half way down Brown’s Hill Road. Across the valley, he could see the dark sky giving way to the red of the sun that was breaking above the hills. The town of Homestead lay beyond the bridge, hidden in the darkness with lights that dotted the roadways. He could barely make out the structure of the high steel pillars of the bridge that crossed the Monongahela River.
He’d been down to the bridge last summer on a hydrofoil that he rented. He remembered clearly how the bridge was barely standing with it’s rusted through metal and cracked cement standings. It was a local landmark, a remnant of a once glorious industrial past. It had been renamed after a local Africano baseball team of the early twentieth century, the Homestead Grays. Kurt had read in his historical research how the area had made a dramatic comeback after the steel mills were dismantled. He could see a walkway heading east along the riverbank. When the walkways were constructed alongside the river, they were built with high, steep banks on the landside, but the riverbanks were left open as they were high off the water level. He stretched, ready to begin his first major test. Looking down the river, the walkway looked relatively clear. He remembered an article written years ago which said that accessibility to the walkway was being threatened by people’s debris. The other positive thing about the construction of the trails was that they were secluded, away from the noise and vision of the small businesses and communal districts that lined the valley from Pittsburgh.
Traffic on the river didn’t seem heavy. He could make out two large coal vessels wending there way swiftly and silently down the dark river. “Nothing changed in that scene,” he muttered, as he watched the cone shaped piles of coal, a scene that had been part of this land for two hundred years. The barges moved around the bend in the river as the sun broke through the darkness and the early morning clouds. “I have to get going,” he muttered, adjusted his backpack and headed down the path next to the road.
As he half walked and jogged down Browns Hill, he could see ahead the roadway leading up to the entrance of the bridge. When he reached the bridge there were fallen trees and crumbled cement blocking the entrance. Kurt worked his way through the debris to the floor of the bridge where a solid bunker about ten feet tall lay in front of the bridge. As he stood figuring our how he was going to get around the bunker, he heard a loud whooshing noise. In a flash, he saw a commuter Meglev train roaring under the bridge on its way to Pittsburgh. In a few seconds silence returned to the bridge.
Kurt looked up at the cracked, but still solid bunker in front of the entrance. It looked impossible to climb, so he walked around toward the side and found a slight opening outside the railing. He climbed over and squeezed through until he came onto the partially deteriorated sidewalk. He could see wide-open gaps in what was left of the roadway and walkways. Kurt walked gingerly across the remaining segments of the sidewalk, sometimes walking only on exposed beams, and then onto areas of the roadway that were still in place. He got across. At least two times, pieces of cement dropped heavily into the water below. As he reached the other side of the bridge he went to the east side and looked over the railing. Down below he could make out a high ridge next to the riverbank, and beside it, a lower matted area that followed alongside all the way down to a bend in the river. That had to be the walkway. The ridge was actually higher than he’d remembered. It would give him better cover.
Kurt reached the end of the bridge and came across another cement bunker which he handled the same way he had on the other side. At this end there was an old steel ladder that went down to the trail below. It was in good condition and Kurt dropped down onto the walkway. As he stood there he noticed graffiti on the walls of the bridge support. Obviously, others had been under the old Homestead Bridge. The slogans did not discriminate as they covered many groups. Some wrote of contempt for the Publicans, Blacks, Mulattos, and Latinos. Down a bit were anti-Anglo, even the worst white slur, anti-WASP. All were in different colors. Everyone was included. Another form of democratic expression was at least alive and well in Alleghenia. It seemed all factions felt the brunt of someone else’s hostility. The section under the bridge had been incorporated into the walkway. The walking surface was rough, mostly a mix of dirt and gravel. He could see debris lying about ahead of him, but it was passable. In fact, it was perfect, because he could tell that no one was using it, at least at this location. He looked out at the river bending its way as always, undeterred by humanity. The sun lit the lingering darkness into a golden, shimmering mosaic. He tightened up his pack and headed down the trail. The ridge to his right was approximately ten feet high. He noticed wild growth mixed with all sorts of discarded items, probably going back over the years. This mixture was intertwined in heavy, dark green natural vines. As he walked along the brilliant river with the morning sun shining off the flowing water, Kurt couldn’t forget what he was leaving behind. His whole life had revolved along this river. He was walking away from his heritage, his very heart and soul. For hundreds of years his family had lived, worked, loved, and died beside this great old river.
The walkway was dead silent and he found a comfortable gait, beginning to feel some distance from his birthplace. He stopped and turned back to look at the Homestead Bridge, still visible with the sun blazing off the girders. His eyes then drifted to the river, the Monongahela. He always considered it a manly river because of its strong, tough history through the ages of the coal and steel industries. It flowed north, which in itself was unusual for rivers. Eventually it reached Pittsburgh, where it blended with the gentler Allegheny to form the broad and forceful Ohio. He thought of that natural constancy of the rivers, which had sustained people along their banks for centuries. He thought it ironic that he was on a mission to try and provide access to water for people, while these rivers flowed with a resource so abundant in this area. As he looked at the river this morning, it made him realize how critical it was to get his data to the UN so that this land could remain peaceful even though he would not be part of its future.
He hadn’t walked more than a half-mile when he noticed a fabricated steel bench with a brass plaque affixed to its back. The plaque read “DEDICATED, JANUARY 1, 2000, TO THE WORKERS WHO MADE THIS RIVER VALLEY, THE FORGE OF DEMOCRACY FOR 150 YEARS”. Kurt looked at the plaque, shook his head, “They should see the “forge” of Democracy now,” he muttered.
He covered the distance from Homestead to McKeesport in a little over an hour. The walkway was absolutely empty. He stood looking across the Monongahela and far down to the mouth of the Youghigheny River. He looked at his maps and realized this would be the most exposed portion of his trip. He saw the two bridges he would need to cross. The first, a transit bridge, would get him over the Monongahela and the second, an old railroad bridge, over the Youghigheny. Once he got over the Youghigheny, he would walk along the riverside until he reached the entrance to the Great Allegheny Passage. Kurt looked up and down the broad expanse of the Monongahela this early morning. The river was quiet but activity on the streets across the way in McKeesport had picked up considerably. He sat down against the banked ridge. He needed to plan his next move carefully.
At that moment he saw a patrol boat splitting the waters of the broad Monongahela. The patrol boat was headed toward Pittsburgh. It was his first sighting of any Security on the river since he had left the night before. Kurt reached back into his backpack and pulled out his leather bound notebook. He retrieved a map he had copied at the library. He looked up and scanned the riverbank across the way.
Kurt looked at the transit bridge that he would need to cross. The maps listed Security posts at both bridge entrances. Then he saw again the patrol boat, which must have circled back, come toward where he was sitting. It continued past him until it reached the entrance of the Youghigheny. It turned sharply and went down the river in the direction he was soon to be going. This mission might be more dangerous than he anticipated.
Kurt lay back against the ridge. He looked up at the sky and rested, but almost immediately, heard a loud whooshing noise, that sounded like an old vacuum cleaner. He looked up and spotted a Skimmer swooping down river from Pittsburgh. It came zooming overhead and turned suddenly down the Youghigheny River. What had they observed or picked up that would cause them both to go down the very direction he was headed? He realized he couldn’t let that bother him. He had to get across the river and on to the Great Allegheny Passage and soon.
As it happened, the transit bridge was perfect because it had a lower maintenance track that hung under the main deck and the Security posts were unguarded. Kurt walked gingerly across the Monongahela, looking below to the swiftly moving river. He climbed around a barricade and slid down the side of an embankment to the path below. He could see the rooftops of the City of McKeesport and hear traffic noises. It was morning and McKeesport was coming alive. Without hesitation, Kurt headed to his next crossing at the Youghigheny. Once he got over that bridge, he would be on his way to the entrance of the Great Allegheny Passage or what was left of it.
chapter thirteen
Martin now thought he knew where Sloan was headed and how he planned to get there. He also felt that Raoul knew more than he had told him, so he decided to contact him again. However, before leaving the Library complex, he went to see Sloan’s boss, Dr. Alexander. The older man was hidden behind a pile of layered folders. He had been very cooperative, for an Anglo, Martin thought. He realized that Kurt wasn’t in his office area, but many times “Kurt would be in another part of the system for a day or so without reporting in to me”, is how he put it. Martin explained to him that he was fairly certain his employee had left the area and did he know where he had gone. Dr. Alexander was visibly upset at what Martin said and vehemently discounted it. Then Martin had asked if he could contact him while Martin was there, so he did. Apparently he got a message that he would be in the field for a few days and would contact Dr. Alexander later. This seemed to genuinely surprise the old man. He had rubbed his face and looked out of his office window and then said to Martin that he was sure Kurt would be back as he said he would. Martin asked if he had any idea where he would go, if he would have left Pittsburgh. He had no clue, but that if he got more information, he would be glad to pass that on to Martin. When Martin left, he felt for sure that Sloan had even fooled his boss. Several times the old man had said he couldn’t believe Sloan would have left him without an explanation. Martin could tell he was devastated and said if Martin found him, that he, Dr. Alexander, wanted to be the first to know because he wanted to bring charges against him. “Sloan’s work was important and no one could just pick up and leave”, he had said as Martin was leaving. He thanked Martin for alerting him. He was impressed with the old man and he had picked up another clue about Sloan’s destination when the old man had said what Martin already knew, that Sloan had talked about Scotland many times.
The information at the Library and from Dr. Alexander was extremely helpful. It verified Martin’s suspicions, but something was troubling him about the meeting he had with Raoul. It was early afternoon when he left the Library and he knew that Raoul was probably at work, so he decided to see if his sister was there. When he was asked to look into Sloan by Security he had been given a listing of his friends and associates. One piece of information Martin found important and that was that Raoul had a sister, Carla, who was engaged to a man in Security. Martin thought maybe she might be willing to tell him something that her brother would not. He had to try anyway.
It was early afternoon at the house he had been to the night before. When the door opened, he saw a small, dark haired woman looking at him. She asked if she could help him and Martin explained he was looking for Raoul.
“He’s at work. I’m Carla, his sister, may I help you?” she offered in a soft voice.
“Well, maybe you can. You see, I’m a friend of Kurt Sloan and I am trying to locate him. Do you know him and where he might be?” Martin asked still standing in the doorway as the woman kept the door half way open.
She paused and said, “I do know Kurt Sloan. Come in, por favor,” she said.
They sat down in the same front room that Martin had been with her brother. She offered him coffee which he accepted. The coffee was the dark, syrupy coffee favored by the Puerto Ricans. It was just what he needed as the morning session at the Library, although productive, was time consuming and he hadn’t had time for any lunch. He sipped slowly on the hot, creamy coffee, as Carla sat down across from him. She was a sullen, but attractive woman about his age. She had a lighter complexion than her brother. She sipped quietly and smiled at Martin with a hint of shyness. He decided to get right to the point.
He asked her bluntly, “Have you seen Kurt Sloan recently.”
She sipped again, but without hesitation said, “He was here last night, talking to Raoul. It was late. I think he left after ten.”
“I must have just missed him. Did you know I was here last night, Carla?”
“Yes, Raoul told me.”
“When Sloan was here, did you hear what they talked about, Carla.”
“Not really, I was upstairs.” Then she added quickly, “Kurt is a nice man, but a very private person, but for some reason I have never trusted his loyalty to our country.”
Martin asked her quickly, “What do you mean, ‘not really’”.
“When he was leaving, I heard him say something about going to Scotland. When he visited here before he talked many times to Raoul about visiting Scotland someday, but this time it sounded like he was leaving for there.”
“That’s important information,” Martin answered.
“Well I thought so too, so first thing this morning I called my fiancée, Angel Torres, who is a Security Analyst. He said he was going to immediately make a report. Angel told me that there were many pressing security problems and the possible defection of an Anglo historian might not be classified as high priority, but he would send in the report and Kurt’s description to Security Headquarters. He told me that the data would then be automatically entered into the surveillance network which meant his profile would be displayed at transportation and public meeting places all over the country. It would also be in the news and monitoring networks. I didn’t even tell Raoul, but I felt I did the right thing. Raoul will be very angry at me.”
Martin said, “You are a patriot, no doubt. You did absolutamente’ the right thing.”
Carla then went on to tell Martin that Kurt had been a great help to Raoul when he had first come to Alleghenia. He had encouraged him when Raoul was going to school at the University. She also mentioned the relationship between Kurt and her younger sister Maria, who was now in France. Carla said that Maria saw something special in Kurt Sloan, but that relationship was over. Martin was interested in this information about Maria. He remembered the young, attractive Latina woman, whom he had seen at the house. At the time he had been angry that a Latino woman would take up with an Anglo. ‘So that was Maria,’ he thought.
As he left, Martin thanked her and said she would get an accommodation when he filed his report to Security. She asked that if he talked with Raoul, he not tell him what she had done. Martin promised he would not tell anyone, except that her help would be in his report. He then thanked her and left the small home confident that he was really on to something.
As he walked back to the tram station, Martin thought about what he was getting involved in. Curiously he felt energized and he felt a sense of pride that he was doing something to help his country. He knew he didn’t like Sloan from the first time he met him, but was uncertain why. Now he had a better understanding of him and it seemed like his intuition was correct. Well now Sloan’s name and ID would be over all the Security scans in the country.
Martin realized that he needed more information to convince Security that his suspicions were valid. Since Security had been alerted to his disappearance, Martin decided to go to their Headquarters before it closed and see if he could get updated data and maps on the Great Allegheny Passage. He needed evidence to back up his story.
He hurried along Shady Avenue under the tramline, listening for the next tram. He climbed the metal stairs to the platform and sat down to wait. As he rested his back against the railing he thought of the rumors floating around about infiltrators trying to gather information about the water and coal resources of Alleghenia. The President of Atlantica was in Pittsburgh last week and he spoke about the Aquifer System, which he announced would be at full capacity in January, 2051. He also reported there was significant pressure from the outside world for Atlantica to allocate the water resources to surrounding countries without, what the President said, was “adequate security or compensation”. Martin was impressed with the President, who was adamant that this was “our” resource and no one else would decide how and who would benefit from it. Martin and everyone knew he was referring to the UN. The President added that Security had picked up increased chatter and knowledge about “outsiders”, as he put it, attempting to obtain data about the Aquifer’s capabilities, which, he added, “were State secrets”. It was the last thing he said that Martin remembered the most. The President announced rewards for citizens who uncovered traitors in Atlantica who would “undermine the security of our nation”. If information was proven correct, rewards would be given to the citizens, including paid scholarships for students to their next level. This announcement peeked Martin’s interest ever since his suspicions about Sloan had been aroused. He would be graduating at the end of this year and he already had his Paris scholarship. If he could obtain these additional educational credits, he could continue in Paris to achieve his ultimate goal, his Doctorate. By age twenty-eight, he would have achieved the highest educational level possible. This would enable him to be accepted as a World Scholar and would open up many doors for him, especially getting a position with the Atlantica government in Nuevo York. Sloan may end up giving him his life’s dream and it all started as a request from Security to keep an eye on him. It was both a very serious security event and a phenomenal opportunity for him personally. Martin could feel the raw excitement of exposing Sloan and also the rewards that awaited him for his work.
It was turning cold and Martin looked up at the afternoon sky with dark clouds rolling in from the west. Sloan had a head start on him and he would like to begin a search in the morning, but he needed more backup information to convince Security of the need to find Sloan. He looked at the overhead clock. It was at 4:30PM. Martin pulled out his palm phone and punched information for Security. He was connected and a woman told him they closed at six, but for data retrieval he needed an appointment. Martin asked if he could still get an appointment because he needed some maps. She asked for his name and said that the last time slot was open at 5:45PM, which he accepted. As he closed his phone, he heard the rumbling of the tram cars coming to the stop. Going to Security would give him a chance to check on Carla’s story and see if in fact her fiancé had alerted Security to Sloan’s disappearance, plus he hoped to get maps of the walking trail. The tram pulled in to the stop and Martin boarded.
After a quick ride through what the locals called the Hill District, formerly a ghetto section of Anglo Pittsburgh, they reached the station at the base of The Bluff. As he got off he looked up the steep hill above him where the Security Offices were located. Martin was famished and he had time to get to Security for his appointment. He walked down to the Plaza Cafeteria next to the courthouse. He looked at the rounded sandstone of the strange, old building with the little bridge over the street that many of his fellow university students talked about as being such an architectural masterpiece. All he saw was a dark building, now filled with offices of the Administration. He remembered one student saying that the guy who designed that courthouse was considered an American genius, but Martin laughed as he paused and looked at its heavy, ugly walls, before entering the Plaza Cafeteria.
The Plaza was alive with Latino music and people were eating even at this afternoon hour. He walked up to the line and waited as people in front of him picked up items from the counter and slid their trays toward the register. He made his selection and walked over to an empty booth that looked out of the window. He began devouring his lunch. Martin was alone for only a minute, as a young white girl, about his age sat down, smiled, took out a newspaper, and began to read. They looked at each but neither spoke. Martin went back to his plate, looking occasionally out the large front window at the Courthouse.
He was lost in his thoughts when another person sat down across from him. Martin looked over and it was a young man, white, with a pencil thin black mustache, who slid a tray over to the girl. He looked over at Martin, smiled, and immediately dug into a sub sandwich with ham coming out from between the dark bread.
The booth was quiet for a second. Martin did not look at them. The coffee was hot, but good and he knew he would need it as his day was going to be a long one. He began to think and plan about the next day. His goal would be to gain permission to get a search underway as soon as possible and that Security would allow him to go along. His eyes strayed outside as he drank his coffee, stopping at the courthouse down the street. It reminded him of what this country used to be about. ‘How things have changed,’ he thought.
chapter fourteen
Kurt reached the railroad bridge where the Youghigheny River meets the Monongahela River. It appeared that the rusty bridge hadn’t been used in years. He crossed over the Youghigheny without a hitch, although looking down into the green, swirling water made him aware of the danger. The bridge’s condition made him cautious with the extra pounds he was carrying. When he reached the other side, he sat down on a cement foundation of a demolished building that lay against the hillside. Kurt looked back across the river to McKeesport and thought that he had just finished the most exposed part of his journey. On his first day, he had traveled in daylight and through populated areas. Now he would be following the Yough on his way to Connellsville.
He saw a wooden shack further down against the hill that was tilted to one side. Kurt walked over and kicked open the rusty hinged door. He wanted to take a quick break before beginning the next phase. He found a small stool and sat down. He sipped water and had a quick snack while he watched the rivers collide where they met as they had for thousands of years. He would now be heading into the country and the mountains, away from populations. His mind drifted in thoughts of the journey ahead. His sister, what was she doing in Scotland? He hadn’t seen her in years. Would he make the connection with Dr. Alexander’s people and what did that mean? If that didn’t work, would he get space on a flight in Columbia? Would either group buy his information as credible? It was a kaleidoscope of thoughts with absolutely no rhyme or reason. He took a deep breath and checked his watch. It was close to noon. He had to get going if he hoped to achieve his first goal of reaching Connellsville by mid day tomorrow. Kurt had programmed the trail, the time, and the weather for the trip on his GPS screen. He knew the weather was supposed to be cloudy early tomorrow morning with rain expected and later in the week there was the possibility of an early snow storm coming off Lake Erie. He hoped the forecast was wrong, but for now, the rainy weather might provide cover. “That’s the plan. Can’t wait any longer, gotta get rolling,” he muttered to himself. He took his last bite, stretched, and got up. Checking his back pack and pockets he set off, quickly setting a brisk gait.
He walked along the river bank on a narrow trail. The path was cluttered with all types of debris. This was not the main trail, but it was completely isolated which was perfect for Kurt. He could see ahead a high wall with a arched entrance way. As he got closer, the path opened up and he walked onto a large landing of crushed limestone. It was the entrance to the “GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE” as he could see in faded letters above the entrance. The wall had collapsed in several places and he stepped over one low section onto the gravel walkway beyond. He saw stone, metal and wooden debris scattered about but the pavement was clear. This was a relief to him. Kurt looked back down the river to the Monongahela and then turned and began to walk. Slowly at first but soon he was able to get into a quicker pace. As he did so, his mind wandered. If it wasn’t for the finality and the circumstances of this trip, he would have been more relaxed and strictly enjoying this walk through history. He quickly realized he had to stay focused on the present, not the past or the future.
As Kurt walked, he listened to the river run beside him and the noises of various birds in the overhanging limbs above the trail. As continued along the trail it narrowed but was still solid even though the tiny crushed stone was moist and gave with his footsteps. What amazed him was the uniformity of the walkway years after its design and construction. It was still guarded by a sloping hillside. As he went deeper into farming country, it became more secluded. He was surprised by his pace. Many times he had to move aside branches, but for the most part, he didn’t need to stop to clear the path. Kurt glanced at his watch and realized that he was close to his pre-planned schedule. He felt extremely strong and alert. “This is good. Got to keep it up,” he said.
For the next several hours, when the path was clear, he walked with a powerful gait that became a game. It was like an old army movie. A forced march and he was the sergeant. At one point, he began to chant, “Hut, two, three, four. Hut two, three, four.” The cadenced walk time, coupled with the uniformity of the trail, was helping him make good time.
Kurt came to a straight away in the walkway and he could now see far up the river where he could make out church spires. As he pounded along the only sounds were from the water running to his left and occasional muffled sounds of life from over the ridge of the walkway. The most surprising thing so far was that since he began his journey from McKeesport, he hadn’t seen or passed another person on the trail.
Suddenly, as he turned the next bend in the walkway, several church spires of different heights and colors appeared before him. This must be West Newton, a town his father had taken him many times in the past. He decided it was a good time to take a break as light was starting to fade in the late afternoon. Kurt loosened his backpack and dropped it on the bank. He sat down and turned on his GPS screen which flashed him the weather for the coordinates. He checked the message and turned it off, so the signal wouldn’t be picked up. The forecast called for rain tonight and the possibility of a storm off Lake Erie tomorrow had increased with a big drop in temperature. Kurt sat there for a minute, realizing he had to keep going into the evening. He had to get as far as he could before the cold weather and snow came. “I guess things were going too smoothly,” he thought.
After the stop outside West Newton, the sky changed from fading light to darkness as night took over. This section of the trail hugged the hillside and with the tree limbs hanging, he had perfect cover.
At the end of the first day on the trail his body felt good, but gradually as he walked, a tightness in his calves developed. The extra weight and the pace apparently was catching up with him. Kurt could feel the steps becoming laborious and he realized he needed to rest. He rounded a slight bend and spotted a small cove about four feet up the hillside. He clambered up the slope and crawled into an oval shaped opening. He explored the cave and realized that there was an old conduit cover leaning against the rear wall, partially covered by dirt and rocks. Whatever its purpose, it hadn’t been used in years. This was a perfect spot out of the weather and any possible sighting from the air. He would await daybreak and the pending rain. He curled into a tight ball, covered himself as best he could, and laid his head on his backpack.
Kurt lay there, eyes now closed, trying to relax and sleep. For several minutes he lay there wide awake. Somehow he needed to rest, hopefully sleep, if only for an hour. As much as he tried to relax, his mind traveled all over the bounds of his memory bank. From his father’s laugh to a PBS special when he was a kid that showed the sun finally blowing itself up, disintegrating all the planets. Of course that would be in millions of years, but it made an impression on the young man. Nothing, he realized, was absolutely permanent. Each moment was important in your life, yet absolutely insignificant in the timeframe of Man’s existence on this earth and even more so the existence of Earth itself. This philosophy of living in the moment always put him in perspective as to the importance, the incredible importance of living for the present moment. Tonight, as he lay curled in a hole beside the Youghigheny River on the mission of a lifetime, he thought of his belief in the moment and that the only thing real and within his control was each tiny frame of time like this moment. That was his last conscious thought.
Kurt awoke in the dark, but he could tell by the sound of birds off in the trees, that daybreak wasn’t to far off. He must have been exhausted from the past days because he had slept most of the night. He stretched his body, pulled up his legs, and rolled out of the cave. He slowly stood up as a group of low flying crows could be seen in the grey light of the morning as they zipped by into trees above the hillside.
Kurt stretched his body again, looked at his watch and then to the river. Up ahead and across the river through the rising fog he could make out a small town which he believed was Smithton. A few lights were sprinkled amongst the low storied buildings. Smoke peeled out of several chimneys. He had been here as a young man when his father would drive into the mountains. These were fond memories of the times that he and his father spent together. This route was not only his way out, but was bringing him closer to his memories of his youth and his family and taking him through lands that he knew so well.
Light was coming over the hills to the east and the fog was burning off. Kurt could see above him the first bank of high dark clouds in a tight ridge coming into view. The weather had been so typical of this time of year. Wave after wave of clouds would come in off Lake Erie, some with rain, but then, when the temperature dropped, snow. At that very moment, the wind began to pick up, as if listening to Kurt’s thoughts. He checked his weather again. The forecast was for winds picking up to 30MPH, before a rain storm arrived in the Laurel Mountains. It was time to move. Without hesitation, he grabbed his pack, tightened the connectors, hoisted it on to his back and returned to the trail. Hopefully, by this time tomorrow, he should be in the mountains and on his way to Columbia.
He had walked for only a few minutes, when a light drizzle began, which soon turned into a steady downpour. He put up his hood and zipped up his lined jacket. The clearness had totally disappeared and a heavy black cloud presence took over the sky. The wind picked up and his weather meter clocked winds close to thirty miles per hour. He walked blindly for close to an hour and then the force of the rain quieted to a gentle mist. It was a relief from the large slashing pellets of the earlier downpour. He was able to see up ahead much better than he had before, so picked up the pace. The bad weather made it unlikely that he would come across anyone on the trail, unless they were Security. As a precaution, when he came to incoming pathways, he would slow down to make sure there was no one entering the passageway.
Kurt knew from his work research that the population in this rural community had plummeted over the past ten years. Most residents had either moved to the city or left the area or country altogether. The only growth industry was large organic agri-businesses set up by the Administration and worked by Latino’s brought in from Mexico. He also remembered the Administration was attempting to revitalize a dormant wind farm sector up in the higher ridges. Funds for these projects were coming from South American investment companies of the Southern Hemisphere Union. It was a good plan as the power generated was used by the local agri-businesses. Kurt also knew that the major farms and generating systems were monitored by Security, but so far he had not heard or seen any patrols in the air and on the water.
He was falling a bit behind schedule due to the rain and the trail wasn’t as secure now that it was covered in places with water. Much of the hard packed paving had cracked, filling with water and dirt. Twice he took a few minutes to eat his rations. Finally, the misty rain stopped completely. His waterproofed shoes had held up well during the day, but hours before he had lost feeling in his feet. It seemed like a month since he had his socks and shoes off. He would have to due some healing tonight because he couldn’t afford for his feet to swell.
Ahead of him a curve in the path brightened suddenly as a short burst of sunlight peeked through the dense clouds. The trail still had some stone mileage markers, although most must have been taken as souvenirs. He came to one with Adelaide, MP 90, which meant that Connellsville was only a few miles down the river. The town of Adelaide was above the ridge and he could still see the town’s old brick buildings. He looked back at the river, noticing that the current had picked up dramatically with the new rain. He continued on the trail until he reached a large outcropping that came right up to a bend in the path and he stopped. Slowly he looked around and could see both sides of the river at Connellsville. He could see no activity. The town looked deserted. He had been going at a blistering pace and the combination of the damp weather and the impending night, caused him to seek a place to rest for the night. He needed to ration his energy.
chapter sixteen
Across the river Kurt saw the once vital town of Connellsville. He remembered the history of this town. At one time it had been the epitome of what made Western Pennsylvania such a great testimony to the “Spirit of America.” Connellsville had been for hundreds of years a combination coal, farming, and river town. It had been a mecca of economic activity for this area. Much trade had come down from the mountains including the quality coal from the area. The rolling, fertile terrain was ideal farming country. Barges and flat boats went up and down the Youghigheny. Over the centuries, Connellsville developed a mixed heritage. Scotch-Irish farmers and tradesmen pioneered the area followed by Italian and Slav’s who worked in the mines and coke ovens. Connellsville was a potpourri of nationalities. It became one of the most vibrant communities in this strategic area. Early in this century when basic industries failed, the town had a rebirth as the center of year-round recreational programs. When Kurt was digging into the records at the library for this trip he found a book published in 2025 by the State Commerce Department, which outlined the phenomenal turn around of the town. That was twenty-five years ago and much had happened in the ensuing years. Grabbing hold of a tree that had grown up along side the slope, Kurt climbed up the embankment. He could see what appeared to be the town center but saw little activity. Should he take the chance of going into town? He was tired and hungry. He craved something substantial like a sandwich and soup. Kurt realized the snacks and energy bars would do just fine. He had a goal and he couldn’t make a mistake now.
Kurt spotted a grove of trees behind the back of a ridge that protected the trail. He walked off the trail, up the mound and kneeled down between the trunks of the large oaks. He took out his small shovel from his pack and dug away at the hard dirt until he formed a place where he could rest his body and still see the river. He unhitched his backpack and slowly sat down. He pulled out his sleeping bag and got into it. It was cozy in the mound and he could feel the tiredness leave his legs as he leaned against the wall. His eyes drooped as he heard the rapid current flowing past, then a dog’s howling from afar. His eyes closed and his head turned slowly to his shoulder. Shortly, he was asleep.
He awoke suddenly because he could feel rain drops hitting his face. Kurt opened his eyes, it was pitch black and there was a steady rain. Except for his face, he wasn’t wet. He reached around and pulled the hood over his head. He looked at his watch and was shocked. He’s slept for over five hours. It was the middle of the night. “Must have been whipped,” he muttered.
He lay back, pulling the hood down over his face. He was wide awake. His mind was settled for a short time, his thoughts soon returned to his father. Under the circumstances of the new world of Atlantica, Kurt thought of his father’s philosophy that ‘a person can only do the best they can’. Kurt lay thinking of his situation and the day ahead. He said out loud, “That’s all I can do, the best I can.” Even though it was the middle of the night, he had a sense that he couldn’t waste any time. He needed to put distance between himself and Pittsburgh.
chapter seventeen
“You like that building?” Martin heard the voice of the boy sitting at the table with the girl.
“Oh, no, actually I hate it!”
“Why do you hate it?”
“It reminds me of all the slave times of the Anglo’s, that’s why?”
“Well, yeh, they were depressing times no doubt, but that guy was a genius, for his time.”
“What guy?” Martin asked sharply.
“H.H. Richardson”, the boy answered.
“Who the hell was he? Sounds like a perfect Anglo name, to me,” Martin briskly answered, scooping up the last of his food.
For the first time the girl spoke, “He was the greatest architect of that time. The building and bridge you see there are world famous. It’s called the ‘Bridge of Sighs’”, she said, looking at Martin while sipping a light, lemon colored drink.
“So what?” Martin answered her. “It still represents an ugly time in the world. Don’t you agree?”
She looked at him and replied, “I do agree, but you know, some good things were done by those people,” she answered shyly.
“Where are you from, girl?” Martin asked.
“That’s none of your business,” the boy interjected. “June, let’s just finish our lunch and get out of here,” he said.
“We’re both from Canada,” she answered.
“That’s a switch,” Martin countered. “Many of the Anglo’s from here went there. So why did you come here?”
“We’re both committed to this country and its goals. We’re socialists and we want all people to have the same opportunity to succeed. My country buckled under pressures and allowed Americans and all sort of bigoted people into the country. So we came here to study,” she ended.
“Study what?” Martin asked calmly.
“’Comparative Societies’ is the name of the Masters Program. It’s designed to compare world social structures and the governments that run them,” the boy answered.
“So why do you defend some guy named H.H. Richardson? An Anglo no doubt, who made a fortune off the capitalist system of that day?”
“Well we believe, June and I, that to understand societies and civilizations you need to appreciate their valid or positive points, not just discard all that they did. That’s why we were so interested in Alleghenia, primarily Pittsburgh, to finish our Masters and develop our Doctor’s treatises. This is a perfect place to study the great achievements of the past inhabitants and their abysmal failures. That building over there is a perfect example. You know it was a jail for a long time?” he said excitedly.
“I didn’t know that,” Martin answered.
“You are right though. Although it is a masterpiece of American architecture, it also epitomizes what was wrong at the same time. It housed poor people, black, Irish, Slav’s - those who could not pay for valid defenses. So you see, you’ve picked out the centerpiece of our thesis.”
“That building is your centerpiece.?”
“It is. It represents exactly what we are studying. We hope to go to Paris next year to continue in our Comparative Societies path,” the girl piped in between her friend and Martin. “That’s why we eat here all the time. We can see our doctorates painted on the sides of those dark, sandstone walls,” she laughed.
Martin smiled and said, “That’s funny. I’ll be in Paris, myself. Maybe we’ll bump into each other again. It’s seems funny to me to see such enthusiasm about a building that represents such bad times, but I understand why you’re doing it. Well good luck and thanks for talking with me. See you in Paris.” He got up, took his empty tray over to the cleaning area and walked out the front door. He looked over at the courthouse with a different opinion of its value. ‘Maybe there is something in what they said,’ he thought as he looked back to the cafeteria window. They were waving at him as he headed down the sidewalk towards the incline that ran up the side of the Bluff to the Security Office.
Martin got off at the top after a slow ride up the steep hillside. He walked along a narrow, cement street to a red brick building marked, “SECURITY HQ.” He looked past it to the City below. It was an incredible sight. He could look all the way to where the three rivers met. He turned the handle of the door, stepped into a reception area where a wide shouldered black woman sat behind a counter. As he approached, she looked first at a clock on the wall and then at Martin with a broad smile.
“What can I do for you?”
He explained to her that he was searching for a missing Anglo who had already been put into the Security Watch list that morning. He explained to her that he believed the Anglo may be using a long abandoned walkway to make his escape. He began to tell her of the urgency of his request, when she interrupted him and said she would be glad to help him and the Administration. She understood the need to help and walked around to the front door which she locked. She said, “The office is closing”, where upon she laughed and added, “Don’t worry, Security never closes, this is just the Administrative Office.” She asked Martin what exactly he needed. Martin went into an explanation of the data that Sloan may have taken and its potential damage to the country. He said he thought he may be using the trail called the Great Allegheny Passage to make his escape and he needed maps of the trail, if Security had them.
When he was done, she cleared her voice and stated that she was Hillary Newsome and understood his concern. She would do all she could to help him. She had a broad, flat face with a wide smile. Hillary asked Martin for the exact spelling of Kurt’s name. She entered the data file and noted an entry in Kurt Sloan’s profile at 8:30AM that morning from Angel Torres, a Security Analyst. She added that Mr. Torres was one of their leading analysts and that he would not have entered the data unless he felt it had come from a valid source. She said based on Mr. Torres’s request, all communication networks and transit facility systems in the State and country, had begun screening Sloan’s photo and data profile as a Security Alert.
At that point Martin again stated that he thought that Sloan was going to try and get to Columbia by way of the Allegheny Passage and asked if Security would have a complete video scan of the trail. He repeated to her the original name of the walkway, the “GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE”, and that it was built between Pittsburgh and Washington, D.C. around 2008. He added that it basically went southeast through the Laurel Mountains.
Hillary entered the data, looked into the screen, and said, “These are the coordinates and should cover that whole area. Do you want a disc or the hard copy,” she asked.
Martin said both and she punched in her request. She then said she was going to check the other offices while they waited for the report.
While waiting, Martin checked out the walls of the office which were filled with topographical maps and satellite pictures of the area. He had come full circle along the walls, when he spotted a topographical picture over a place called Ohiopyle, where he could make out a faded outline of a defined trail. He wondered if that was part of the walking trail that Sloan would be using. He noted how wild the area looked. The next few days would be quite an adventure, if he had to go into that terrain looking for Sloan.
Suddenly a grey terminal against the wall started humming and a stream of paper began to come out of a slot located in the front of the unit. Hillary must have heard the unit and came back. She let it run and when it stopped, she took the paper, folded the sheets into a book shape, and came over to Martin.
She handed Martin the folded hard copy and said, “At bit old fashioned, but here you go, Mr. McDonald. I think this is what you are looking for. Here’s the chip copy also,” she said. “You can run that off your datafile.”
Martin unfolded the first sheet which was in color showing a red stripe running through a map on the page outlining the trail. It was titled in all caps, ‘THE GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE’. He folded it back into a neat book.
“This is it. When this report is finished, I will certainly make the Administration aware of your valuable assistance. Thanks so much.”
“By the way, Mr. McDonald,” she said checking her watch. “I would recommend you going over to Observatory Hill to the DataSec Office. They can provide you with a GPS scan of the trail just by having the coordinate perimeters which I would be glad to send them. It will produce an actual visual scan of the trail as if you are flying over it yourself. It’s an amazing visual concept over the very trail this guy might be on. Would you want me to that?”
“That would be perfect, especially when the trail is being scanned. This will not be forgotten, I assure you,” he said to a beaming Hillary.
“Take the incline back down and the Tramway to the Point. Their office doesn’t close until ten. I’ll send the request ahead and good luck getting this Anglo,” she said.
Martin thanked her again and left. Darkness was moving in from the west in the form of dark, black clouds which to Martin meant rain. He was going to follow her advice and get this all done tonight. He walked toward the incline and waited for a few minutes until it came back up. The city below was still in the early evening light and from the sheer cliff that overlooked the city it looked like a sparkling pie wedge between the rivers. Across the rivers he could see his destination, Observatory Hill, the highest point in Pittsburgh where the Data Center for Security was located.
After two quick tramway rides Martin reached the Center. He was guided into a small cubicle. A Security officer at the entrance checked his name and acknowledged his ID and clearance from Security. He punched a request into the keyboard and in a few minutes, a screen was filled by a satellite picture of the land mass between Pittsburgh to the left and a river in the far right corner. It stretched to a wall that surrounded the western portion of Columbia. Then he watched an overview from a laser guided satellite station that scanned the whole area that began at the Point all the way to the Potomac River. Martin could tell it was an older screening, maybe even from the archives of the U.S., because tape showed the walkway corridor before the wall had been put up around Columbia. It was dated 10/1/2038. He could see that the walkway was almost buried in growth at some locations, but still clearly defined, especially when it followed along the rivers. What had happened in the intervening years would make it more difficult for anyone trying to use it. “Sloan would never get far,” he said to himself. The screen went blank and the officer handed Martin a copy of the transmission he had just seen.
As he left, he knew he needed more proof of Sloan’s intentions in order to persuade the Administration to authorize a search. They would have to be convinced that he may have taken Aquifer information and that he was probably using the Allegheny Passage to escape. At that moment, he thought again of Maria, Raoul’s sister, who he had seen with Sloan at the house. Carla mentioned her in passing which may have been an oversight because she was now in France. Martin remembered the first time he saw them in the hallway coming out of Sloan’s room. About a week later, Sloan introduced her when they crossed paths on the front porch as Martin was leaving for school. They talked briefly and Martin knew immediately from her accent that she was Puerto Rican. He also remembered her angular body and dark beauty from both meetings.
He thought about his reaction after the second meeting with the beautiful Puerto Rican woman. His talks and argument with Sloan had made him wonder about his loyalty to the country. For some reason, his curiosity about Sloan grew when he saw him with the striking young woman from Puerto Rico. Because of Security asking him to check on Sloan he decided to look into Maria. He found out that she had been accepted into the scholarship program in France. Martin realized that Maria obviously had a plan for her life, but he needed to get as much information as he could on Sloan and his intentions. Maybe Sloan would contact her if he got to Scotland. As he rode back over to the city from Observatory Hill, Martin realized he needed to communicate with Maria to find out if she might have some collateral information on Sloan. Raoul wouldn’t help him, but Carla had been very helpful. If Maria came through with any clue at all, he would have additional support for his request to Security to allow an official search for Sloan.
As he rode back down towards the City, the triangle formed by the rivers was outlined by lights along the riverfront. Martin was relaxed, knowing that he had accomplished more this day than he ever expected and he had much more to do.
chapter eighteen
Martin spent a restless night in the apartment trying to think of way to get Maria’s ID so he could contact her. He thought of going back to Security, but he needed to have an outside source. That’s when he thought of his old professor from last term, Jorge Rivera, who now served as an Assistant to Roberto de Garcia in Nuevo York. Jorge worked there in the Communications Network. His primary job was to do instant surveys on the populace by monitoring various broadcasts to get public reaction to the news. Jorge had known Roberto de Garcia for over twenty years. They both started in the Democratic Party in the Puerto Rican wards of Nuevo York when it was New York. It was with great reluctance that Jorge left his position with the University in Pittsburgh. He began as a professor with the University and became Head of the Social Studies Department in the new University System until last year, when he was asked by his old friend, now President de Garcia, to join him in Nuevo York.
Martin had become close to Jorge his first year at the University because of his scholastic aptitude. Jorge asked him to help in a tutoring program for Caribbean students. They became close. Martin knew Jorge would help his star pupil locate Maria because he would realize the threat the defection of Kurt Sloan might mean to the Republic and to his friend, the President. Since he was on the President’s staff he could surely locate a student on an Atlantica scholarship in France. Martin went into the Info Network for Jorge’s number in Nuevo York.
It took a minute, but he was soon looking at Jorge. “Martin, que pasa? How the hell are you?” Jorge asked. “Do you know what time it is?” he bellowed.
“I do know. It’s the middle of the night, my friend, but I would not have called you unless it was an emergency and this is an emergency, believe me, senor,” Martin said.
“Ok, ok. What’s on your mind?”
Martin didn’t go right into his reason for calling as he wanted to relax Jorge because he could tell he was upset at being called at this hour. For the next few minutes Martin talked old times with his professor. They had a commonality of a love for baseball, which was the only sport that Martin had had any success with as a teenager in Jamaica. Jorge’s middle name was Roberto, which came from Roberto Clemente, a national hero in Puerto Rico and ironically, in Pittsburgh. He had been a great black Latino baseball player of the late 20th Century. They talked and finally, Jorge stopped Martin and bluntly said, “My friend, what do you want?”
Martin explained the situation and how potentially dangerous the defection of Sloan with data concerning the security of the Aquifer System may be to Alleghenia and to the Atlantica. Jorge was silent for a few seconds and then said, “I need her full name and last address.” Martin gave it to him.
“Hold On. Turn to messages, Martin. Your ID address, also,” he added. Martin did so and waited.
After a few minutes, Jorge came back on his unit. “OK, go ahead, amigo.” Martin pushed his unit and a message and picture ID stared back at him of a beautiful woman with a Toulouse France address listed. It was Maria Hernandez. The record showed a Pittsburgh address, the one he had just visited, a Nuevo York address, and the current one in Toulouse. Also included was her call number. He thanked Jorge and promised to get back to him if he needed more help. Jorge had encouraged him and stated plainly that he would help Martin get to Paris himself. “You were my best and brightest,” he said.
He immediately dialed the call number, knowing it was seven hours later in France.
“Your name again? I can’t hear you very well and the picture is shaky.”
“Martin McDonald. I lived in Kurt Sloan’s house in Pittsburgh. Are you Maria Lopez-Hernandez?” he spoke as loud and as clear as possible into the hand held unit. He could discern her face, as it appeared to roll on the screen. There was interference and based on the ID picture and his memory of her, he couldn’t tell for sure if it was her. The woman in the screen looked like the Maria he had seen, but the picture was shaky. Suddenly, the picture cleared and he knew it was her.“Yes, I remember Kurt mentioning you. What do you want?” she said anxiously.
“We met at the house in Greenfield,” Martin said.
Maria lay propped on her elbow looking at the small screen of the man she remembered from Kurt’s house. They had passed each other in the hallway and Kurt had commented how he never saw this guy and really didn’t like him. She clearly remembered their brief encounter. Afterwards Kurt said that McDonald was a super patriot and someone he really did not trust. Another time they met again on the front porch and she remembered the piercing, hostile eyes that looked first at Kurt and then at her. The man had given her a chilled look that she could still see in her mind as she responded to him. “Is he all right? He’s not hurt or anything?”
“Not that I know of, but I’m calling you to find out if you’ve talked to him lately. It’s very important. He seems to have left Pittsburgh for some reason, and very quickly. As you know I lived in his house and I’m concerned”
“I don’t know why Kurt is of any concern of yours. You two weren’t friends. Besides, he doesn’t even know I’m here. Which makes me wonder, how did you get my ID?” she said angrily.
Martin had a quick comeback as he said, “The Administration needs very much to talk with Sloan. They gave me your number since I’m working on his situation”.
“I assumed as much. So, I am surprised by what you’ve said. If true, it’s a great surprise to me. I never thought Kurt would leave Pittsburgh. He really loved the city. It was almost an obsession, the history of it. He must’ve been really upset by something to decide to leave, if he left. But he is a courageous person, McDonald. More of a survivor type than one might think. If he did leave he will get where he is going, you can bet on that.”
“Oh, he left. I’m sure of that. Do you know where he may have gone?”
“If he did leave, which I doubt, he would probably go to Scotland where his mother and father were buried years ago and I think he has a sister in Scotland.”
“I appreciate your information, but my real concern is why he left. Do you know why?” he asked bluntly.
“How would I know why if I have no idea where he is? Is that all? I have classes in an hour,” she replied, anger returning to her voice.
“So you don’t know if he’s left and you don’t know how he would be leaving. Is that correct?”
“That is correct and I’m cutting out of this call. But let me tell you, Mr. Patriot, I do know that history is his passion because he was chronicling the history of the demise of the U.S. and the creation of Atlantica. That’s who he is. He’s not a very complicated person. You’re on the wrong track, McDonald,” she said.
“Well you don’t seem too concerned about Sloan. His leaving is odd, especially as an employee of the government, but the troubling part of this whole episode is that I believe he has taken valuable information about our Aquifer. That’s treason, lady. If you are aware of anything he is doing, you are complicit. Do you understand? France or no France, you would at a minimum lose your scholarship.
Did you hear that?”
The picture faded slightly and Martin could see a stunned looked on the beautiful face. She didn’t respond immediately, but then said, “As I have told you, I know nothing about his leaving and certainly know absolutely nothing about any information you claim he took. I take that, McDonald, as a threat to me, and I will report this to the Embassy authorities. You have no right to accuse me the way you just did,” she said. Quickly she added, “What is going on with you McDonald? Why do you want to hurt him? This is a good man, Anglo or no Anglo. Is that it, McDonald? He’s an Anglo? If he did leave, I’m sure he decided he wanted to leave because his country is gone, for God’s sake. We’ve taken his country, his life away from him. If he did go, let him go, McDonald. Let Kurt Sloan have his life. I have a class. I have to go,” she said and cut out the transmission from her end.
Martin looked at the white dot left from the vanished picture on the screen. He could tell she was telling the truth. Martin felt certain that Sloan was headed to Scotland and using the old trail, no doubt heading for Columbia. As Martin sat on his bed with light beginning to show through the window, he realized that if Sloan was using the trail to get to Columbia, he would need something of value to give the authorities to gain flight passage. Martin knew how tough Columbia’s security was on transit visas, especially for a citizen and employee of Atlantica. He’ll have to have something special. “It has to have something to do with that data search he was doing on the Aquifer. That has to be it,” he shouted and grabbed his pocket phone, punching in Security Headquarters. “I’ll get there as soon as it opens.”
chapter nineteen
“Listen, McDonald. You can’t come in here and demand a Skimmer just like that. We have been put on high alert with the tension between countries about the water resources and our immense borders are difficult to cover. Haven’t you seen any news? Watched your scanner? Check your band now. You’ll find a Community Alert,” the stocky, broad shouldered commander of Security said without looking at Martin. Commander “EMILE SLUDGE, SECURITY PATROL”, his ID proclaimed. He wore a tiny communications headband which looped over his shaggy, red hair. Sludge was a light skinned mulatto of Spanish extraction. He had a deep, husky voice.
“Sir, I am aware of the situation which is exactly why I am here this morning. By the way sir, who specifically is this tension with?” Martin asked.
“It’s obvious McDonald, primarily our neighbors to the east and south, Columbia and America. We have water, lots of it. We will shortly have a delivery system, best in the world. They don’t have either. It’s obvious, McDonald,” he replied briskly.
“If you will listen to me for a minute, I’ll explain that the water system you just spoke of may be in danger of being compromised by an Anglo employee of Alleghenia, who has left without a Security passport,” Martin said firmly.
Commander Sludge sat up in his large chair and said to Marin, “Let me hear more, McDonald.”
“This Anglo, Kurt Sloan, works at the Historical Commission offices in the Castro Complex at University Center. He and I lived in the same house over in Bloomfield. He’s disappeared from the house and his work location. If you check his Work Location in the System, you can see he hasn’t been there the last two days. His supervisor didn’t know he was missing or where he is. He just left.”
“Okay, so what? I need more to go on than you just coming in here with this story. Maybe the man is drunk somewhere. Shacked up, whatever.”
“He’s not, I have checked with his friends. He’s gone.”
“What else?” Sludge asked more seriously this time.
“I have definite information that he may have taken critical data relating to the Aquifer System. I also have information that he is escaping in a most unusual way.”
Sludge bent towards the front of his desk and asked, ”The Aquifer System. That would be serious, very serious and what’s this escape method?” Sludge sternly asked.
“All the data I have collected convinces me that he is using the Great Allegheny Passage hiking trail that goes from here to Columbia through the Laurel Mountains. It’s been unused for years but he has secured maps of the route for sure. I’m here, sir, to volunteer as a patriot, to look for him. I believe because he’s hiking a trail in the mountains, that the best method would be to use a Skimmer. It’s the only way to fly over its length, find him, and bring him back to Pittsburgh for interrogation.”
Sludge did not respond for a few seconds. He looked at Martin and then stood up. He walked over to the large office window, looked out and quickly turned back and said, “You may be on to something. First, we normally don’t bring on volunteer security people and second, even if we decided to do so, I haven’t an extra Skimmer. But if I had one, Headquarters wouldn’t allow me to use it to find one man. Jesus, I’ve sent out Skimmers on seven red alerts in the last two weeks and so far, we’ve picked up five suspects. In fact right now, all of our available Skimmers are on duty,” he said.
“All I’m asking for is a Skimmer to search the length of the Great Allegheny Passage for three days. I know we’ll find him in that time. He may be a terrible security leak. What if the whole water system was compromised by one person? I know how he’s getting out of the country. He’s going by way of an old trail that goes right to the Columbia border. As you said, tensions between us are high and they would love to have information on our Aquifer System. If they got such information, don’t you think our leaders in Nuevo York would be devastated? It would create a national crisis”.
Sludge looked at him for a few seconds and sat back down. He looked away and then back at Martin. “It’s all speculation. You think this guy has information on the Aquifer? Do you know what he’s got? We can’t run this unit on guesswork, especially from a student, a non-professional. That’s just the way it is,” he said and he stood up again looking at Martin as if he expected him to leave.
Martin didn’t move. He looked up and replied, “With all due respect Commander, I want to see whoever can make the final decision on this matter. As a citizen I have that right,” he said firmly.”
“Why should I tell you anything? You barge in here with some wild story about an Anglo taking down the whole fuckin’ country. Anyone would need proof of your allegations. You know that guy may be an Anglo, but he’s got rights too. If he’s still here, he’s got as much rights as you or me.”
“Commander, I’ve worked hard to get where I am at this point in my life. I believe in our country and I know that this man is a threat. We all have too much to lose, so as a citizen, I ask again, to be able to take my case to someone in the next level. That, by the way, is also my right. Read the Code of Civilian Rights, sir,” as Martin ended with a strong, firm voice as he stood to face Sludge.
Sludge looked at Martin and said, “OK, your next stop would be to the Provost Marshal over at the Alleghenia Headquarters on Grant Street. Her office is on the third floor. If she believes this search is as important as you think, she can make it happen. Don’t count on anything, but you might find her in a good mood.”
“She? Her? A Provost Marshal? I thought they were like the police enforcer types,” Martin said.
“They are and believe me, she is. They’re the super police force of the various Republics in Atlantica. In Pittsburgh, our Provost is a lady. Don’t let her gray eyes and great legs throw you. She’s a tough son of a ...,” he paused and then picked up, “I guess tough daughter of a bitch is more accurate,” he said, laughing at his description with a feline like smile on his face. “Her name is Marshal Clay. First name is Dawn, I’ve never heard anyone use that name. To you she is Marshal Clay, period. Don’t try any bullshit on this one. Tell her, if you would, that I took your request as a citizen very seriously and that I was abiding by the Code in recommending you talk with her. I will send a request to her office immediately that you would like a meeting as soon as possible. I could have thrown you out, McDonald. I get citizens in here all the time with all kinds of tales about neighbors, service delivery people, even other Administration personnel, but you, you’re good,” he said smiling that cat smile of his at Martin. “I have to admit, you are a convincing young man. You should be going into the law. But remember, if she for some reason approves your request, you are on your own. If she sends me the okay, I’ll try and get one of our better pilots to take you. But you won’t be going anywhere unless you get the okay from the Marshal. You understand, don’t you?” he stated.
“I do. And Sludge, I remember people who help me. You’re on my list.
“Fuck the list, make sure you know what you’re doing or you’ll be on my list. It’s a short one, McDonald.”
“Hate to push my luck, but when will I know?” Martin said as he was about to go through the door.
“You have and soon, maybe later today. Depends on the Provost,” Commander Sludge replied without looking up.
Martin left Sludge’s office and was quickly on Grant Street, the main thoroughfare in Pittsburgh. He had decided to go directly to Security Headquarters and wait for the Provost Marshal’s decision. If his request was granted, no time would be wasted and he felt time was critical in finding Sloan.
The late November air was brisk. Far across the Monongahela River, he could see the side of Mt. Washington, which loomed over Pittsburgh. This part of the city was still the center of this old town. He was walking beside the classic Headquarters of Alleghenia’s Administration. The building had served for over a hundred years and fifty years in the same role for the City of Pittsburgh. It had been totally renovated years before by the State of Pennsylvania as a historic landmark, but while doing so, they had also completely brought it into the 21st Century of wireless technology. It was now powered by solar energy which in Pittsburgh, one of the cloudiest locations in the Hemisphere, was a technical miracle. As Martin walked he noted business people, obviously from different nationalities. It made him think of the economic potential of Alleghenia, especially with its reservoir of natural resources. Thinking of this, it became clear why Nuevo York would want to take control of these resources as had been rumored. Martin feared it could cause great friction between the leaders of Atlantica and Alleghenia, which made his discovery of Sloan’s disappearance even more important. ‘If another country gained any important system information at this time, it might weaken our country’s position especially with the UN getting involved,’ he thought.
His discovery was becoming much more than a disgruntled Anglo leaving the country. It was becoming a potentially international bombshell or at least might create a conflict between Atlantica and the state of Alleghenia. This thought frightened Martin, as his loyalty was to Atlantica, but also he had a stake in the future success of his adopted Alleghenia. “Right now I have to protect them both by getting a Skimmer and finding Sloan,” he said out loud confidently as he jogged up the steps of the Security Complex.
chapter twenty
Kurt felt rested. He turned on his flashlight that lit a narrow path on the trail. In a few minutes he was in stride. The walkway was in very good shape with little debris other than branches and leaves. His first goal this morning was Indian Creek and then Ohiopyle at Mile Post 70. Kurt picked up his pace as his refreshed mind began to think of the miles ahead. He realized he had to contact Dr. Alexander when he got close to Fallingwater. From previous visits he knew Route 381 climbed out of Ohiopyle and reached Fallingwater. Kurt was hoping he could find a way over the river before Ohiopyle to save time and to avoid probable Security at the small river town.
To Kurt, Fallingwater was the most fascinating architecture he had ever experienced and in a setting that was dreamlike. That he was going near it on his way out was ironic. From those earlier times he’d fallen in love with Fallingwater. Its beauty and peace had overwhelmed him. The memory of the outreaching decks and layered stone in the dense woods of the mountains, with water running constantly underneath it, was remarkable. The memories began with a freezing day in the middle of winter when he was probably ten. It had been closed, but his father had received a special entrance card to visit. He would remember that day as if it was yesterday. It had been incredibly beautiful. Snow hung on the maples, oaks, pines and drooped down the huge, black-green laurel. He remembered hearing the stream roaring underneath as they stood inside the stone floor living area in front of the massive fireplace. He had never seen such a place in his young life. Over the ensuring years, he’d been back at different times of year. Whether in spring, mid-summer, fall, or the dead of winter, Fallingwater always affected him in such a gentle and calm way. As he walked in the darkness on his way there, he thought how the whole concept of Fallingwater represented the genius of the American experiment. Kurt studied the building of Fallingwater for a thesis in his graduate studies. This architectural accomplishment represented the greatness of America when a second generation Welshman, Frank Lloyd Wright from the mid-west teamed with a Pittsburgh Jewish storeowner, to create what was considered one of the great architectural masterpieces in world history. The fact, that Dr. Alexander chose Fallingwater as the contact point for Kurt to leave was almost too ironic for him to contemplate.
Kurt had been walking at a good pace when light began to appear in the sky ahead. Across the river he could make out what he thought would be Chestnut Ridge and knew the trail would soon be turning south when he got to Indian Creek. There was no activity either in or along the river. He was beginning to feel weak from his light food intake. It had been three days since he’d eaten a normal meal. His quick pace was burning his energy. He realized that at some point he would have to take a chance and see if he could locate some basic staples. If he came across a village he thought maybe he might find a farmer’s market or co-op, but for now his cravings would have to wait.
Kurt returned to his task at hand and picked up his pace as the narrow trail opened up a bit. He was lost in thought when suddenly he was jostled back into the reality of his surroundings. Laughter came ricocheting from the trail ahead, lots of it and from many voices. He dropped down beside a retaining wall that came out of the hill side and listened.
There were several men and they didn’t seem to be moving. He tried to pick out what was being said. The loud laughter stopped. They sounded like they were around the next bend on the trail. Kurt looked up the embankment. In this part of the walkway, trees were hanging out across the top of the wall. There were no landmarks. He looked beyond the trees and could see the high ridges of the mountains. Kurt raised his watch directly at the sun and entered the directional guide. In the GPS window, his longitude and latitude showed, followed by the names Indian Creek N and Morgan Run S, apparently the closest north-south points of reference.
He tapped into the data again. Instantly it located him and the coordinates flashed. There was nothing around here. Just ahead, on the other side of the river, Indian Creek entered as it flowed south from Mill Run Reservoir. He crouched and listened. He could still hear the voices.
“What the hell were these people doing here?” he said, as he began to climb up the embankment. He noticed that one of the trees was large and thick, that it drooped over the top of the wall. He climbed the tree and hid among the twisted branches. Kurt parted them and looked down onto the trail. It was his worst nightmare and it was early in the morning. They were Security. District Security, based on their pale green uniforms. They were dressed to the hilt in their crisp uniforms. Two were sitting in a dark green jetcraft, as it bobbed on the rippling water, while three more were sitting against the embankment. ‘Why there?’ Looking up as far as he could along the trail, he spotted where Indian Creek entered the river. He sat scrunched in the branches as the group of Security men talked quietly now. He knew that creek well. Just three years ago he had run its rapids. It was a beautiful, tight run, with great falls and dangerous rock formations that challenged anyone especially after days of spring rain in the Laurel Mountains.
The village of Indian Creek was located across the confluence of Indian Creek and the Youghigheny. Kurt could see from his location that there were a few buildings and people on the street. Apparently, Security was patrolling the Yough and spotted an open entrance. Unfortunately for Kurt they decided to take a break. Three of them on the embankment were eating and it looked like they were drinking something, ‘probably beer,’ he thought, as they passed around a metal container. Their laughter started up again. ‘I guess working for the Administration was not to bad a deal for them,’ Kurt thought. He could tell from his vantage that they were a mixed unit of Latinos and Africanos. Jovially taking a break they looked content in their roles. ‘Well at least they’re happy with the new country,’ Kurt thought.
He sat back against the trunk, wedged between two forked limbs. His mind was working overtime as he tried to figure out what he should do. Wait them out? Go up to them and try to pass? Maybe he should just go over the top from here and get back on the trail. He remembered a small creek that fed into the Yough called Morgan’s Run that was right past where these guys were parked. It wasn’t on most maps, but it could be a secondary course for him to take. No matter how he got around the Security group, he had to cross over Morgan’s Run. It’s depth at this point worried him. ‘I just don’t know if there is any kind of walkway over it,’ he wondered.
Kurt didn’t take long to think about it. Slowly he climbed onto the main trunk then slid his way down. The trunk came down inside a walled cemetery with probably twenty tombstones and a large marble obelisk in the middle.
He stood and looked around, hidden from the Security group by the faded, white washed wall of brick. It was for the Morgan family of that area. MORGAN was emblazoned on the gray base of the centerpiece. Kurt, always the historian, took mental note of the dates going back into the early 1800’s. Morgan was a Welsh name, and there were a lot of Welsh in the area because of the abundant coal. The small gate door at the rear of the cemetery was locked, but the fence was not too high. He hoisted himself over the fence and dropped to the ground.
As soon as he hit the ground, he realized that one of the Security people had climbed the embankment along the trail and had a direct line to where he had landed. The uproar that followed was incredible. He heard shouting and could see the Security man on top waving his arms and scrambling down the side of the embankment. He could hear the voices of the others as they responded.
“Goddamn it, that was stupid,” he said as he ran as fast as he could away from the cemetery and the Security men.
Kurt took off through a field of old apple trees behind the cemetery and headed towards Morgan’s Run. He could see a small winding stream through the bared trees. He raced up to the fast moving water and spotted a wooden walking bridge that looked like it was made a couple of hundred years ago. Kurt ran for the bridge.
As he reached it, he noticed that it was a suspension bridge, only about thirty feet long. He grabbed the thin pipe that acted as a hand rail for anyone who would use the bridge. Walking carefully he was quickly over as the narrow bridge swung and creaked. As he jumped onto the other side the hand rail broke away. Kurt turned and saw the bridge creak loudly and collapse partially into the water. He stood there holding part of the hand rail as he saw three Security men, one behind the other, running towards the dangling bridge.
At the same time, he saw the same jetcraft making passes over the river across the mouth of Morgan’s Run, as if the skipper were trying to decide if he could skim in the low, narrow, and turbulent stream. He kept spinning around in circles at the entrance.
“Who are you”, came a shout from a tall Africano security man as he reached the bridge across the creek. “What are you doing here? We need to talk to you. See if you got a pass to be out here,” he shouted. The other two were right behind and Kurt noticed one trying to put a scope of some sort onto what looked like a laser gun.
“Just a citizen of the world, taking a walk,” he bravely shouted, as he swung the piece of hand rail against the remaining wooden bridge support that angled into the water. He gave the support another whack and the bridge broke away from its base and crumbled into the water.
“That won’t help you, goddamnit. We’ll get your ass,” the security man shouted.
Kurt wasn’t waiting for any more dialogue. He took off as fast as he could, running away from the walkway and through a deep wooded area. In a few minutes he was on top of a ridge, which looked down onto the confluence of the river and the creek he had just left. He could see the three Security men back at the river climbing onto the jetcraft. He watched as they took off towards Ohiopyle, the direction that he had to go if he couldn’t find another way to get across the river. He knew there were shortcuts over the ridges, but he had no idea where they were. This wasn’t what he wanted. The adrenalin was turned on and he knew with this episode, he had become a hunted man. “I hope Dr. Alexander worked something out, because I have to get out of here. If they catch me on the trail to Columbia with this chip, I’ll never leave this country. Never,” he said to himself.
He adjusted his backpack, and scrambled down the high ridge. Through the trees he could see the river. He had to stay away from the trail for a while and according to his map, he could save some time by using the back fields ahead. From his vantage point, there weren’t any signs of population, except a few empty barns near a two-track roadway that led into a deeply wooded area. That would be his route.
Within a few minutes he was on a farm trail, heading into the lower reaches of the mountains. Soon Kurt had regained a good pace as he distanced himself from the river. He was off the trail, but he should be able to find his way to Bruner Run which met the river above Ohiopyle. He had to find a way to cross the river upstream without drawing attention. Kurt had always been a good athlete and was in reasonably good shape from working out in the mornings before work. It was paying off as he began to pick up his pace on the up sloping roadway. A half hour later, he came to another hilltop. He couldn’t hear the river at all, but could see it off in the distance. He looked around, there were no signs of anyone, so he sat down against a tree to catch his breath.
From his vantage point, he could see through the next batch of trees into what looked like an old orchard. Apples, he guessed. From the distance, it looked like the trees were still carrying much of the summer fruit. This year’s crop hadn’t been picked at this farm. Kurt figured that the farmer had probably left the area and there wasn’t anyone around who was hungry enough to harvest the apples. He felt isolated which was exactly what he needed. The chase by the Security patrol had jolted him, making him realize that he was now a fugitive or would be as soon as they reported their sighting and chase of him. He would need to be extremely alert the rest of the way.
Kurt looked back toward the river which was off to his left and the furthest he’d been from it. It was hard to tell anything from this distance, but he could see no activity on the water. He then began to wind his way down the hill, through the thickening foliage and emerged at the edge of the orchard. The ground was covered with the mushy debris of rotten apples. At some time, this had been a productive apple orchard of some commercial venture. It was too large and well laid out to be just a corner orchard of a crop farmer. It stretched from the river all the way to a rise which must then dip and come back again up against the base of a hill. He could see a farmhouse sitting off to the right of the rise about the length of a couple of football fields. There was smoke coming from the chimney. “Now who the hell could be out here in this desolation?” he muttered out loud to himself as he crouched beside a tree trunk. The sun had finally broken free of the dogged clouds and filtered down through the trees above him. He decided to take a chance and check out the house.
As Kurt walked amongst the trees, he reached up and grabbed several remaining apples hanging like left over Christmas ornaments. He hungrily bit into the sweet fruit. Their taste made him shiver, but their bulk made his stomach feel a bit satisfied. The juice felt gratifying to his taste buds like nothing else in the past few days. He hungrily ate the first apple, threw it aside and bit into the second one. He walked in the high grasses between the trees that were awaiting the first snows. Several pieces of farm equipment were strewn about as if abandoned in place. Through the trees up ahead the farm house was in sight. There was still no sign of life except for the smoke coming from the chimney. He stopped walking and looked back to the woods. No one was following. Then he looked down the field that sloped gently to the river. There was nothing in sight and he felt relief that he wasn’t being pursued, at least for the moment.
He turned his attention back to the farmhouse. “Maybe an old farmer who just couldn’t leave, or is it a new immigrant who took over this place?” he said. The house looked empty, but it was not derelict. The yard around the fieldstone farmhouse was not filled with debris or junk. It was orderly. Kurt was cautious as he walked around to the front that faced the river. There was a wooden porch that fronted the house. He stood for a few seconds looking at the farmhouse then said, “What the hell!” and he headed for the porch. As he reached the first step, he was jolted by a tall figure in a baseball cap who came from around the side of the house pointing the twin barrels of a shotgun at his gut. He jumped back in surprise and fear.
chapter twenty-one
Martin had spent most of the day waiting at different offices, but finally he entered the high foyer and walked up the granite steps to an upper level in the Security Center. In his idle time, he focused on his mission and its importance. He thought of Alleghenia’s elder statesman and leader, Vincent Hawkins, whose portrait was on the wall. He had repeatedly stated, “We can’t lose the momentum or we’ll become slaves to new masters all over again.” This seventy-five year old black leader of the Alleghenia Council was a true hero to the locals and since Martin had arrived had become one of his heroes. This was part of his dilemma, his allegiance to the federal government in Nuevo York and his growing attachment to Alleghenia. He had another more critical thought. If Sloan escaped to Columbia with the valuable Aquifer information, it might cause great harm to both Alleghenia and Atlantica. If he was wrong, the man still was a defector. But if he was right, it could help save this country and state that had given him his life’s opportunity. By the time he spotted the entrance marked, “Office of the Provost Marshal”, he was convinced he was right..
He walked through the Security gate up to a window counter. He was told by a black woman in a light blue uniform that he would need an appointment. Martin referred to Commander Sludge and wanted to know if Sludge, had wired the Provost about an appointment for him. The woman looked down to her monitor, shook her head, got up from her chair, and walked back into the inner offices. Over her shoulder, she said she would check. Ten minutes later, she returned.
“Yes, Commander Sludge transmitted a request or at least a clearance that he had talked with you.” She went on to say that it was up to PM to determine if she would see Martin. She sat down and began transcribing information into her system. After a minute with Martin still standing in front of her, she looked up, “Oh, sorry, take a seat, Mr. McDonald. It may be a while.”
Martin looked down at her and went back to a low sofa and sat down. He waited for almost two hours and finally was summoned by a voice, not the woman at the counter. The voice told him to go through the door right in front of him. The door slid open into a long hallway. Martin walked down the curving hallway following arrows to the Provost Marshals office. A door with a plaque on the wall stating Marshal Clay, Provost Marshal opened. “This will be the test. I really need this one,” he said to himself as he walked into a sparsely furnished office.
Martin and the Provost Marshal Clay met for almost an hour. At first she said she had a only afew minutes, but the time extended as Martin explained the situation. PM Clay was a tall, willowy, and extremely beautiful black woman. Martin at times had difficulty concentrating on her face as she talked. She sat behind an open counter type desk. Her long legs extended and crossed, were a distraction. Fortunately, women, who were equal in all regards in this new society, were also allowed to advertise their sex, if they cared to. This one cared to. However, she was all business. Martin liked her no nonsense approach. She could’ve been a model like the kind that he’d seen on Eurovision broadcasts coming from France. She had wide, sensuous lips that pouted when she listened intently. Her hair was dark and swept up to the back of her head. Martin was captivated by her deep, almost hazel eyes. Marshall Clas was a beautiful woman, however she gave the impression of being very tough. No wasted smiles. She seemed immediately interested in his story and his reasoning. She said little at first, but after his final explanation of why it was necessary to find Kurt Sloan, she turned in her swivel chair and talked out loud into a speaker.
“You heard all that, Watkins. Screen through to Sludge. I want him to find this young man a Skimmer somewhere, now. We ourselves a patriot here. We can’t ignore his request. It’s important to all of us. When he leaves I want you to immediately arrange for pickup, preferably first thing in the morning.” She turned and looked deep into Martin’s eyes. “Our cause must always be concerned with the wisdom of its people. If not, then our whole reason for existence is destroyed. Thank you, McDonald. I could use your dedication and perseverance in this department. When you find the Anglo, come see me. I would like to meet this person,” she said. Marshal Clay then got up and walked over to the inner window, which looked down on the courtyard of the old Courthouse. “I think I’ve lost touch over the past few years as to where we’ve come from. What those Anglos did to us. They controlled our lives for so long. When I was growing up it was better than my parents and their lives were much better than their parents, but Anglo folks stilled controlled us. When a young man comes in here volunteering to find someone who might cause our country harm, I realize that we must protect what we have achieved. She turned from the window and looked at Martin. “I will never live under another’s rule again. So get on with it McDonald. Catch the Anglo.” “I want to know when you bring him back,” she said with a broad smile across her black face.
“I will Marshal Clay and thank you for your help,” Martin said as he turned clumsily, bumping into the oak table in her office. He recovered and walked out into the office area. Her associate, Watkins, a stocky, black Africano, told him that Commander Sludge had already been informed and would be coming back to her within the next two hours. The Commander told her he had located a Skimmer, but needed a pilot. With that Martin asked if she could relay something to Commander Sludge. If it was possible, it would be best to find a pilot who knew the mountain terrain of the Laurels. Watkins took note of his request, saying she would contact him immediately.
He left the Security offices and decided he needed to do more research about the walking trail before he began the search. He needed to know the terrain before flying over it. The maps were old and he needed anything that updated their condition or changes that might have been made over the years. The most important thing he realized was that he had to create a search plan and maybe a map for the pilot. Suddenly he was in a bit of a panic as he scurried down the stairwell to the street and into a Tramway station. Although it was late, he had to go back to the Castro Library.
As he waited in the station, Martin thought back to the times he talked with Sloan at the house. He realized that Sloan had brought to the surface the times in his youth when the white men were always right, always in charge, always looking at him in that superior way. Now he was looking for Sloan because he was trying to bring harm to Martin’s world.
His mental drift ended with a loud roar and swoosh of a coming tram. It was the “20” to Oakland, Martin walked aboard and found a seat by the window. His transmitter beeped. He listened to the message. The call was from the Provost’s Office. He would be getting a call from Security later tonight concerning a Skimmer that would be made available for him no later than tomorrow morning. It was highly probable it may be available at daybreak, so he needed to be ready to go at first light. The delay was in locating a specific pilot who had experience in the mountains. Watkins said that Security would be back in touch with him later tonight.
In a few minutes the tramway stopped at the Cathedral station in University Center. Martin walked by the monolithic monument that stood empty except for a few lights at its base. He had changed his mind about this leftover university structure. He wanted the Administration to find a way to save it from demolition. What had changed his mind was his talk with several of his fellow Africano students, whose parents had been educated in the “Cathedral of Learning”. They would tell him how their parents held rallies and meetings during the days of the volatile thirties. These were the times when the minority realized they were the majority for the first time and that control was within their grasp. According to his fellow students it was a glorious time and it all happened within the halls of this great cathedral. Martin saw an announcement this past summer that the Administration had decided to use it as a storage facility, however there had been a groundswell of citizen opposition to this plan. Last week the Administration agreed and it would reopen as a free university for students from around the world. He walked past its steps and across the park to the Castro Library.
Ten minutes later Martin was at a desk in the planning records at the Library. He briefly thought about going back over the earlier material he reviewed which gave him his first clue as to Sloan’s intent. He decided against that because he needed to familiarize himself with the trail maps and anything that updated their current condition. He became engrossed in the plethora of data that concerned both the terrain, primarily the area of the Laurel Mountains, and the Great Allegheny Passage. He read of its history and development from the late 20th Century. It gave him new insight to the people who had occupied this land. On the one hand he realized the passion of people who cherished their personal independence and their dependence on nature. His take on the history was one he had read before. How the Anglo railroad barons raped the land of its natural resources for personal profits. Railroads were built right through the mountains over trails that the original natives had used for centuries. Of course, those peoples were overwhelmed, killed and scattered elsewhere by the whites, but the tracks and rail beds remained. As new transportation developed the railroads lost their importance and went back to nature’s domination. The tracks were taken up and sold as scrap, while the rail beds gradually were covered by development in the cities or by the overgrowth of nature. Then progressive Anglos realized that the trails in place could be used to explore once again the natural beauty and the terrain of this part of the earth. Thus the old railroad beds that had been forgotten became the recreational trails of the early century. This gave him a better understanding of why this trail was there in the first place and that it went from Pittsburgh to Washington, now the capital of Columbia.
Security beeped him and the message was that a pilot had been located. Martin was told to be at the Skimmer pad at 6AM in the morning. He sat for a minute, thinking of what he had to do tonight. He still had a few hours before the Library closed, so he decided to finish the work in front of him and go back to the house and pack for his trip.
Martin worked another hour at the Library and then headed out to get a Tram to his apartment. He packed his only set of outdoor clothes and a pair of walking shoes he had only worn once along with a rain jacket given to him by Miss McDonald. By the time he got everything organized, it was close to 11:00PM. He could feel the excitement building as he undressed and got into the shower stall. He lay down, dressed in the underwear he would be wearing in the morning and fell asleep almost immediately.
Morning came fast when the alarm in his watch buzzed. He had an hour to get to the Bluff. It took him several minutes to dress and hook up his backpack. It was five thirty when he left his apartment building in the dark and caught a tram right away. In fifteen minutes he was downtown, looking up at the lights on top of the Bluff where he was to meet the pilot. Martin went into a coffee bar and ordered a café con leche and a scone. As he sat by the foggy window finishing his coffee, he picked up the weather scan for the next two days. Rain and a cold snap would be moving through which Martin thought might slow Sloan down. He took the last sip of the coffee, finished his scone, and headed for the incline that would take him to the Bluff to meet the pilot. His mission was about to begin.
chapter twenty-two
“Jesus Christ! You scared the shit out of me.”
“Good, that’s what I wanted to do. Get your hands up! Now!” said a firm, female voice.
He was looking into the deep brown eyes of a tall woman, waving the weapon right at his gut. “That’s quite far enough, Buster,” she said to him.
Kurt didn’t move. He looked closely at her and put his hands up slowly, as if in surrender, but more in a gesture of complete helplessness and a “no-fear-from-me” routine.
She didn’t flinch. She just kept staring at him. Nothing was said. Finally she waggled the gun. “Sit down over there on that stump,” she ordered.
He walked over with hands raised and sat down on a stump with tiny branches of new growth at its base. It was about ten feet from the porch. The stump was probably three feet across and a foot off the ground. He sat with his knees hunkered up in front of him. Kurt smiled slightly, hoping to ease the tension. She didn’t respond. He realized he must be a sight to this woman out here in the far country. He’d dressed accordingly for a late fall hike in his tan and pale green hunting outfit, which blended in perfectly with the leaf strewn trail he had been walking. However, he thought he must have looked strange to her, and probably a bit dangerous since he hadn’t shaven in three days. He looked at her again and this time she lowered the gun a bit and spoke.
“What’s your name?” she clearly, but firmly spoke down at him.
“Kurt Sloan,” he quietly responded.
“Sloan? Anglo! Where are you from?”
“Pittsburgh.”
“Sort of out of your bailiwick, aren’t you?”
“Yes, I’m far from my bailiwick”, Kurt more cheerfully replied. “That’s a word I haven’t heard for quite a while.”
“What are you, some sort of English teacher? Course if you were, I can understand why you’re wandering around these parts. No work for you in Pittsburgh from what I’ve heard. Just what are you doing here?” she said, “at Morgan’s Run?”
“I’m doing research on the old Pittsburgh to Georgetown trail that was called “The Great Allegheny Passage. It was built early in the century. I’ve been walking for almost three days. I just decided to get off for a while, and here I am.”
“Just decided to take a walk and here you are. Just like that. Be serious, Mr. Sloan. These are strange times for an Anglo to be out exploring the countryside or have I heard wrong on the WorldNet?”
“No, you haven’t heard wrong. Look, I’m an old Pittsburgher, born and raised there. When it was Pittsburgh, okay? I just had to get away,” he said with great force, looking her right in the eyes.
Her suspicious look slighty subsided lessened replaced by a softer, crinkled look. There was a quiet for a few seconds as she looked at him. They stared at each other. Far away a crow was cawing. Finally she spoke.
“I used to walk that trail when I was a kid”, she said in a distant, almost dreamy way. “My Dad never let me go anywhere when I was young, but I used to explore the trail in both directions. It was my ‘escape route to the world’ I used to say to myself.” She kept the gun pointed right at him while she spoke. “Security was here about an hour ago. Said some Anglo had escaped along the trail at Indian Creek. If I saw anyone, I was to alert Security in Ohiopyle. I said to them that I never see anyone anymore. So now you come out of blue like some lost sheep. Where the hell do you think you’re going, anyway?”
“I told you. I’m researching the old trail”.
“Bull shit, Sloan. I’m a farm girl. I know shit when I see it”, as anger built up in her tone. “They said you were a security risk to the government. Are you?” Before he could answer, she continued. “If you are, then this country is more screwed up than I thought, if the likes of you are causing it grief. You don’t look too dangerous to me.”
“If realizing that you no longer feel good about your own home is dangerous, then I guess I’m dangerous to this country.”
There was another silence. The crows were now trying to out caw each other high up in the empty branches of a giant oak, which straddled the walk in front of the porch.
“Come on up on the porch, Sloan. You don’t seem too dangerous to me. Don’t make any quick moves. I grew up with this old double barrel. You understand?”
“Yes I do”, he replied.
Kurt walked around to the front and up the steps to a drooping wooden porch. He looked at the woman, who stood pointing the black barreled shotgun at him. She was tall, large boned with golden brown hair tied in back with a band underneath an old black Pirate ball cap. He guessed she was in her early thirties with a clear complexion and penetrating brown eyes that mellowed in the light into the color of root beer. The eyes were what really hit him. He looked at them closely when he first reacted to her call to him. They were very liquid and bright.
As Kurt stared at her, he began to relax since running from Security even though she still held the long shot-gun. She wore brown corduroy pants and a faded pale blue sweat shirt. The sweat shirt had Chatham College across its front in barely readable letters. He had her whole life in his first five minutes with her; farmer’s daughter, college graduate, baseball fan, and a real looker.
“Except for those guys earlier and a few locals, you’re the first person I’ve seen around here in a month. In one hour I’ve had a crowd on this porch all because of you. This place is isolated,” she said somewhat defensively.
“You said Morgan’s Run before. Just exactly where am I?” .
“The whole area around here is called Morgan’s Run. It’s named after my family and has been for years since there’s nobody for miles around here. You have a better name?” she said with a slight smile on her broad face.
“No, no, I was just curious. I’ve hurriedly studied the topo’s for the area when I left the river. I want to make sure this is the course that I need to be on, that’s all. I thought I was closer to Bruner Run”, he said looking down towards the river.
“Not too far from here. It’s over that next ridge. So what do you want? What are you doing wandering around these parts,” she said.
“I told you. I am just walking the trail.”
“Mr. Sloan, why in the hell would those Security goons come from the river to tell me that some Anglo was seen heading in this direction?”
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