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PROLOGUE
YEAR: 2044
Shawnee, Kansas
Uniformed States of America

The New World Order of the early nineteen-nineties had begun
so frantically was gone without as much as a whimplke people lead
peaceful and serene lives with little social coosshess beyond that of
personal well-being. No unhappiness, but no real jo

Life was simple, a perfect existence of peaceteartjuility similar
to the lifestyle of the mid-twentieth century yetiwincongruous advances in
technology. Pollution, toxic waste, tobacco anahdt, as well as sex were
unknown.

GOD (Guardians of Democracy), decreed when a womgato be
artificially inseminated and bear a child... No apeestioned the procedure.
No one objected. There were only whispered rumbtisenold society's way
of procreation. Only thtmmuneknew for sure.

The Secretary of State, T. Bower Yates shcrah the entire
country, while the Presider and his cabinet werdugh the motions of
government from the nation's capital, Topeka, Kan€anfident that soon he
would rule the entire world, Yates was unaware 8atto Kasawa in Kyoto
had an identical plan. The only obstacle to eithan was the two-percent of
the populace unaffected by the chemically indumeathy syndrome.
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DAY ONE
CHAPTER ONE

The expedition was in its second year on a onvaggliplanet that
was now a dead lump of rock circling in space.

The daytime temperature was a constant ondrkd-eighteen
degrees with wind gusts of seven klectons. Thhttilge temperature fell to
fourteen below zero with winds equal to that oftdag. As unbearable as it
was, with grey skies, frigid winds and parched,db# archaeological team
was grateful for the opportunity to study the antociety. Once awesome
in its technology, now gone with few clues to di&mise.

Mayton Rude, the head of the team was a Byantin with a thick
beautiful head of auburn hair. His skin was tad med from two years of
excavating, investigating and cataloging the bartd death of an entire
planet. Nuclear winter had long past, but itsitesty of death would be
eternal.

Mayton and his team had made an unusual\ksgin a
particularly advanced area of civilization. Abden feet beneath the surface
of the planet, in a once inhabited area, a vault weearthed. Inside the vault
were tightly pressed fiber units from plant matisriaf the region, infused
with what seemed to be a petrified clay substaficeknown origin. Mayton
speculated that it must be highly religious and weted to have been that
well concealed. As Nathan prepared to run a Cartintest on the fiber
units----

Mayton awakened to the sounds of his favamystal of ocean
waves with the shrill cry of a distant sea gull. iHeaned as he reluctantly
opened his eyes.

"Same dream, dear?" asked his wife Gretchen.

"Same dream, but each time it goes a litiiher. Fascinating;
really."

“You've had that same dream for as long as I'vevikm you. Still no
clue to the meaning?”

“No, but the fact that it progresses, gives meehihyat I'll solve the
mystery before | grow old and die.”

"Speaking of dying--- don't you have somethingrfa, Mayton?"
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"Sometimes | think you're even more pervetketh | am. What
would | have done if | hadn't found you? Lived thet of my life pretending
that sex wasn't important?" he asked as he pultettien close.

"Be careful with that thing, you're goinglinuise me,” he gasped as
she sank into his arms.

Mayton and Gretchen started each morningeif married life the
same way. They thrashed quietly and reached ogyamstatal silence. They
had long sense let go of their guilty feelings rdgeay their perversion and
agreed that even if theirs was a sick relationk@GOD said, they fulfilled
each other totally, so it was good. Good for themway, and that was all
that mattered.

They slept in each other’s arms until the alarmtvedf. Every
morning the same: alarm, sex, sleep, alarm. Time sdual, but it was never
boring.

"How many other couples do you think there lde us, Mayton?”
Gretchen asked as she stretched and brushed kydoltmrde hair from her
eyes. "l mean people who still have carnal knowd&dg

"l don't really know, but | estimate it's albdwo-percent in this
country. But | think it's a lot less in lesser ntries and almost non-existent
in the still savage countries,” he said seriously.

"Mayton, how would you know a thing like tR&iGretchen gasped.

"This is Tuesday, right? | hope to have nioreell you on the
subject tonight."

"l can hardly wait, but I'll be late tonightly publisher wants to
meet with me. She has another Ollie Raccoon bosigrament for me. | sure
hope it's not all crap like the last of@lie Raccoon Whips the Sissy Boys
found it personally embarrassing. Is their penegrany worse than ours?"

"l don't believe we are perverted. | beliéivat substantive-sex is
the way that our Creator meant it to be and--"

"You mean that it's just more GOD propagahda® whispered.
"Just like--"

But a shrill bell emanating from their centrak@dm unit broke her train of
thought. They grabbed for their robes and dasbethéir main room as the
screen lit up with the nation’s most holy symbdheTFlag.

"Mayton, Gretchen,” the melodic voice coaxégdlease join us as
we pledge our lives."
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"l pledge allegiance to the most sacred flag ofthméform States of America
and my life to the central government which is mgrdian and benefactor,
from which all good comes. One nation moving irsaniand united in the
promise of obedience and service for all."

As the image of the flag faded, an all tomifear voice began.

"Vice-Presider James Turnbull's, A Momentirblistory, is a daily
program dedicated to the cultural advancement otitizens. Today's
subject is, Medical Malpractice. Mr. Turnbull."

"Medical Malpractice was a sad and dangecounslition of the
ancient medical fraternity. Back before the Refation, medical doctors
thought themselves superior. They were not the Warting servants of
mankind they are today, but pompous, conceited gagnabbing users.
They worked together in gangs under an agreeméatceonsultation
which was archaic-Latin foghare the wealth

“If a citizen came to one of these arrogadividuals but did not
have a great deal of money to give the doctor, &® sent away without
medical care. Society was sick and ailing andetleas no one to care for it.

“After the Reformation, GOD in their wisdonmade sure that every
American was supplied with lifetime medical caregfof charge. And GOD
trained caring, qualified medical personnel thateagrateful for the
opportunity to care for the citizens of our greatiatry. Thanks be to our
GOD."

Turnbull's face disappeared and was replacedthtliace of
Mayton's central supervisor, Myron Digby.

"Good morning, Gretchen, Mayton. Please dorget that your
input is due on all your patients that suffer frbiberal tendencies. So far,
you are the only doctor in my sector that haspored in. Now we both
know that's impossible. Just pay a little closézraton, or we might think
that you're covering for them for some reason.@wurse, that's quite
ridiculous. You a Liberal? My, I've made a joken Bave a nice day,
Mayton, Gretchen. Out."

As the screen faded, Mayton and Gretchen Wwhibpered,
“Asshole,” and laughed.

"Just what did you say an asshole was?" aGketthen as she
squinted her royal blue eyes.
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"l really don't know. Grandfather Rude said lot and it seemed to
please him. He referred to my father as an asshwle often. He always
swore that some other man beat him to grandmatleeguse my father
couldn't possibly be his. But according to my &tlgrandfather was a
lunatic, which from what | understand if even wotlsan a
Liberal,” he explained.

"Then he was a pervert also,” she said nafdar head.

"That's the only way it was commonly done;kbtnen. But they
decided that society was falling apart becausg ebiGOD helped the
populace evolve past sex."

"Evolve past— what a ludicrous idea. If ifigent quotients were
any lower, people would start flowering,” Gretchiaocked with her chin
held high. "Ollie Raccoon says, 'sex makes youtanaWhat do you
think?"

"I'm sure my grandfather would have agreetth wou. It's really
unfortunate that you never met him. | know he widuhve loved you."

"Let's see--- Byron Rude, distinguished Psyabtric Surgeon, died
when you were just coming into plurality, didn'Hesked Gretchen.

"Yes, and it's funny but I still miss him. &hkay before he left, he
told me a lot of strange things and said that heldvalways be with me.
Then he laughed! It wasn't long after he died thahow famous dream
started. My mother said that it was probably sooggsstion that the old
lunatic gave me. She also said that his disappeanaasgyood riddance
That's when | really started hating her, | guesdways related better to my
grandfather than to my parents. They were so Cebitamittee."”

"Who are you going to throw to the committ&gby won't give up
until you come up with some names. If you dordy'ly be suspect. Frankly |
don't believe that they just want the names toaresegenetic flaws, as GOD
says. There have been too many people like us abe just disappeared.”

"Il have to go through my files. | just doknow,” frowned
Mayton.

"You think that the central committee had stiting to do with your
grandfather’s death?"

"That was before the Central Committee, distude and his
partner both died when the transition was takirag@! | really don’t want to
talk about the circumstances. You know it givesanteeadache.”

“Don't talk about it. | was just wondering aboutimeframe, that's
all.”
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“It was right after the mastoid surgery he perfedon me."

"I don't think | know what your surgery was forayton."

"I'm not sure. Grandfather said | neededdt| agreed. He was the
one person in my life that | trusted completelyilunhet you, of course,” he
smiled as he pulled her close and kissed her nose.

"Not now, Mayton. We Loyal Preservationiste aever late to
work, not even because of sexing. We protect, presend produce!” she
said mockingly.

"I'd better hurry too, my Quizzler will bellrag soon,” he said as he
headed for the personal hygiene room to try antltieahaggy red hair into
submission.
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Mayton quickly performed his morning rituatgpped off the solar
collector on his white Solis and headed for his icectlinic. Traffic was
light as usual. Most people in the service industriyldn't afford a Solis and
either walked to work or rode the monorail systeta.was fortunate to have
been given the opportunity to become a doctor.dide't know how, but he
knew that his grandfather Rude had something taittoit.

My job may be inconsequential, but it sure beatsrizawheat
bread for the masses at lundte thought to himself. He had many such silent
thoughts, but it wasn't safe to voice them outbideown dwelling space. You
could never be sure if a Social Awareness Committember was
eavesdropping. Their large white vans were easitggnized by the solar
powered webbed disks, rotating prominently on thedfs. They effectively
monitored the conversations of the foot weary nmddayton knew his
home was safe, and so far he felt that his clirds safe.

Once at his clinic he was met by Naomi, Risrevigilant nurse. As
usual, she greeted him the same way she had fpateeight years.

"A gracious good morning to you, Mayton. Isnlsth glorious day
GOD has given us?"

"To be sure,” was always his answer. Safepifmoronic. Naomi
was competent enough, but her personal hygiena leftto be desired.
Mayton had to pretend not to notice, but Naomi alasys scratching
coupled with her joyous outlook made Mayton craveng, hot bath. No one
else seemed to notice or be bothered by her actions

She was short, non-descript and had stringy bldwadte Society
supposedly evolved past vanity, but Naomi was uscionablygrossas his
grandfather put it, and as much as Mayton hatedehi$air, fair skin and
freckles, he felt like a prize next to Naomi. Ascauth as she was, she was
politically perfect, and every morning before thi@ic opened she would lead
the staff in an approved prayer:

"GOD is great, GOD is good, let us thank them farfood. Buy
their hands we all are fed, thank you GOD for oaiylbread."”

"Now family,” she chirped, "produce, produpepduce!"

"Do we have any patients, Naomi?" asked Mayto

"No, we don't. | sent them to Dr. Ursehaought you needed the
time to work on your central committee report,” sfeamed.
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"If | don't see any patients, how can | fthdse with Liberal
tendencies?" he asked calmly.

"l could give you two names without even sgeahem again. Once
was enough. Like old lady Gaste for instance sime she is a Liberal and
doesn't even have the common decency to try arditidsive them her
name and you'll be off the hook. In fact, I'll @nthe report for you, if you
like,” she babbled excitedly.

Oh, go scratch yourselhe thought to himself.

"Thank you so very much, Naomi, but I'll enter thport myself.
You have so very much to do in running the offiod all.”

"Oh, | don't mind one little bit. After allam a real woman and my
function is to serve."

"To be sure," he answered absentmindedly.eAsalh at his
processing terminal, he called up his impressateoli not yet published
books he wrote under the pen nam®atintless. Even if he could find
someone willing to print his incendiary works, heelv of no book stores that
would carry titles like From Nostalgia to Nausea, Bumper Sticker Politics
andAnalyzing the 90:sMayton resented it, but well understood the camm
sense.

He was currently working on a masterpiecéledt 2012: The
Reformationwhich explored the reorganization of Americate Uniform
States and the annexation of Mexico as the fiftytfo through fifty-ninth
states. It also ushered in a whole new societynisoent of the United States
of the nineteen-thirties.

Mayton was suddenly aware of a large envesiftiag on the corner
of his desk markegdersonal It wasn't very often paperwork was handled
manually. Almost all information came through thensom.

"Naomi, where did this envelope come from@'asked into his desk
telecom unit.

"I have no idea. It was in the delivery shdten | arrived this
morning. Is everything all right?" she chirped.

"Fine, Naomi--- just fine."

Mayton opened the envelope slowly as if he werteuch with
something very special. He began to read.

[N~\>"4/82346 ACCESS APPROVED
Class 1-1a/Priority Security Clearance
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WELCOME 101353- clear terminal at -end of inquiry-

- TWILIGHTERS-

FINAL REPORT - April 15, 2000

OVERVIEW

Study time frame: 1975 - 2000

Subject: 105,000 children born 1965 - 1985

Locality: spot checked throughout US

Blind: 5% case study - no drugs used at birth

Code: B-5l4 / Twilighters

Dr. Eric Van den Patt, Head of research - Washim@enetic
Education/Research Council

Antidote: (none known)

Contraindications: approx. 1.789% of case studgymune (cause unknown)
Outcome Prognosis: suicide

Projected probability ratio: 93.211 %

It was determined that when severe interpersamdil@ms were
introduced within the family, it categorically cealsto function as a unit
(political/social inactivity).

AlthoughFamily Terrorismwas deemed not to be time efficient
(10-12 years to evaluate effectiveness) B-514illsstitinely used for
populous control.

-End-

SEQUENCE TIME LINE

CASE STUDY -1

Kevin Anthony Brown, male/white 8 Ib. 6 0z. /22 in
NORMAL

Born: March 22, 1975

Parents: Marcia/Wayne Brown
Providence, Rhode Island
Providence General Hospital
Family Code: 3a

Age 12: ran away

Age 17: suicide - drug overdose

CASE STUDY -2
Sheena Juonne Mapes, female/black 7 Ib. 121&in.

10
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NORMAL

Born: August 18, 1977

Parents: Luticia/Rodney Mapes

Harlem, New York

Harlem Mid-City Medical Center

Family Code: 5c

Age 14: ran away

Age 19: suicide - gunshot wound, left breast

CASE STUDY -3
Celine Rose Ramirez, female/Hispanic 7 Ib. 92k in.
Club foot/respiratory problems - unsuitable fordstu

CASE STUDY -4

Cory Drew Anderson, male/white 9 1b. /23 in.
NORMAL

Born: December 7, 1980

Parents: Marilyn Drew/Cory Anderson

Boston, Massachusetts

Boston General Hospital

Family Code: 5a

Age 10: attempted arson - family home

Age 11: ran away

Age 14: suicide - wrists opened with razor blade

-End of report-

Mayton locked the report in his private calbirHe was experiencing
a slight sense of panic, when he was suddenly atlvatd&Naomi was standing
over him smiling and clucking like a chicken.

"Mayton, | do hate to bother you, but yous@gious man is on the
telecom again. Once again just sound, no pictwteg”huffed as she planted
herself firmly in a chair next to Mayton.

"Thank you, Naomi. What would | do withowu?" he smiled.
Naomi made no effort to leave and stared excitatithe flashing telecom
button.

"Thank you Naomi. Please close the door lekhou as you leave,”
he said firmly, this time without a smile.

11
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Naomi left the room with rounded shoulderd down cast eyes.

"Hello, this is Mayton Rude."

Hello Dr. Rude. Do you know who shot Presider JBhKennedy?

"Yes, it was an elaborate conspiracy thdtiohed --"

Do you know when Mount Rushmore was demolhed

"Certainly, it was in April of---"

Do you know why Mount Rushmore was demolished?

"Yes, | do. The political climate of the ettty was very tenuous at
best and--"

Read the computer files, Dr. Rude

"What files?" asked Mayton sincerely. He wdifor a response
through several seconds of silence.

Thank you, I'll call you again tomorrow.

Mayton released the telecomm with a sighhHbaue the Quizzler
called, he hung up before Mayton could answer dijsostrange yet exciting
guestions. Mayton was well aware that this coulth@la trap from the Social
Awareness Committee, but his life outside of Gretcfelt so empty, he was
willing risk it.

His grandfather schooled him on all-importaistoric facts before
his disappearance. He knew when firearms weredahrwhen world free
trade was adopted and when GOD saved the peoptetfremselves. At the
time, Mayton wasn't really interested but at hisngifather's insistence, he
studied well. He was glad he paid attentiout, what files?

12
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Gretchen already was in her blue sweat suthé time Mayton got
home. She sat in her favorite chair braiding amgraiding her long blonde
hair; a nervous habit from childhood.

"l truly amazes me that you are able toyolir hair under and make
it look bobbed No one would ever suspect that your hair is such
unconventional length,” said Mayton warmly as hrelgtd her hair from
behind.

"Well, if I could I'd cut it about an inchrg all over and make it
orange or blue or maybe even purple!" grumbled ¢hiet.

"My, my! Did someone piddle in your saladwatch?" teased
Mayton warmly.

"No! | have my new book assignment, Rudeeylvant an Ollie
Raccoon book about the practice of abortion, bigtwiey want me to write
sounds very odd. Do you know about abortion?”

“Yes, my grandfather Rude told me about it.”

“Seriously, | need to know exactly what your griatkder Rude told
you. | meanexactly"

"Clinically speaking, it's a medical procegltinat terminates a
pregnancy.”

"Okay, but why on earth would any real womahwant to have a
baby?”

"Sometimes poor women without enough food reamdhedical care
would find themselves pregnant, so out of necediséty would get an
abortion."

"What do you mean no money or food?” que@edtchen. GOD
supplies food and money for all its citizens."

"In the old days, the government left it oghie people. Grandfather
said that a lot of people fell through the cracksaxiety. Every year, more
and more people became homeless and hungry, with nmwvanted
pregnancies.”

"How very sad."

"It gets better, or rather worse. The govennstarted paying
people that had babies money for their medical. @uéas | understand it,
the people didn't spend the money on the babi¢sather on drugs and

13
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alcohol and the babies were neglected. A lot bfdsawould have been
better off not being born."

"Abortion?" asked Gretchen wide eyed.

"I'm afraid so."

"Why doesn't GOD tell the people the truthatiibe old society?
Why are they so dogmatic with their bullshit stefi& huffed Gretchen.

"Gretchen, my love. You are getting too cortd#ble with using
swear words. You know how dangerous it would bglipoutside. I've
heard stories about Liberals and Perverts disapuetar good, and we are,
both."

"You're right Mayton, but sometimes | gettged acting like a
simpleton and that everything's wonderful. It femsgood to come home to
you and let go.”

“You and home are the only two things that keepgaieg,” he
smiled.

“Okay, so abortion only applied to poor women vdoolldn't afford
babies, right?" asked Gretchen, trying to undedstan

"No exactly. Grandfather said that in the d&ys, some men would
force themselves on women and make them pregnanasidnally it would
even be a girls own father or uncle."

"Oh, that's disgusting! But that's certaintt what my publisher has
directed me to write. Just listen to the premisthis book."

Gretchen took her notebook from her briefaase flipped through
pages until, "Here it is! It is suggested--- Mfgrman saiduggestedo |
will feel like a writer with a sense of choice, lwhat she means is, | will or |
won't be able to get anything published. But relgs.

"Ollie Raccoon is to go back in time to thge twentieth century and
stop the hoards of un-women from roaming the cgsitte killing babies.

He kindly talks them into giving their unwanted kehto loving, kind, real
women, who will love and care for them until theeaxf plurality.”

“Does this make any sense to you?"

"Yeah, it makes perfect sense. They're tewgrhistory again. May
the Creator damn GOD,” sighed Mayton.

"Mayton, don't even whisper that. You knohatvwould happen if
anyone were to hear you! Please..." she gaspedesth in her eyes.

“I'm sorry, Baby.”

14
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"Oh, Mayton, you know words like that showyesion. We have
to be careful. | expect to have the Watchers bigakour bedroom some
morning when we're sexing."

"Gretchen, the proper usagé@ving sexor making love, or just
plain fucking. After all, you are a writer."

"All right. 1 don't want anything to happ&mour just plain fucking"
she smiled.

Mayton tried not to smile but did.

"But seriously-- It's also suggested that the wmen had painted
faces."

Mayton frowned.

"You know, | remember my grandmother's pietatbum with
women wearing lip-color and blue stuff above thegies. | thought it was
quite pretty and every woman looked different! f&igént hair colors, lip-
colors, makeup techniques and lots and lots ofljgvitems!"

"l remember my grandmothers photo album,.aReople had such
personal variety in expression back then,” agreagtivh.

"But seriously, if makeup is all that bad,ydid St. Rockwell paint
women wearing makeup?"

"Let me get my Great American Artist's boold dake a peek,”
whined Mayton in his best Digby voice. "Let's sé€e-

St. Norman Rockwell lived in the mid-ninetdemdred's and is
accredited with some of the greatest works of aown to man. He
embracedvholesome family values well as strong and productive living.
He showed us pictorially how to live, love, workddiaugh. He even had the
foresight to paint pictures of evils as a warniodghe future citizenry. Made
a saint during the Reformation in the year two Haond and twelve."

"It doesn't say much else about him excegatahi of his paintings
are national treasures. But you're right, the woare wearing makeup and it
looks like some of the men are too. | guess wheed were painted, makeup
wasn't illegal.”

"Not like now,” sighed Gretchen, "Ever sirtbe Tammy-Faye laws
prohibiting makeup, we all look almost identicatmbobbed mousy hair and
shiny scrubbed faces."

"Well, you can always pinch your cheeks aitel your lips for a
little color,” teased Mayton.

"Oh God, you sound just like my mother! @h&ays made me feel
warped as | was growing up. 'You should be mom@rfe, Gretchen. You

15
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shouldn't be so aggressive. | wish you could beertike me'. You never
knew my mother, but she was the consummate victilifiei."

"What about your father?"

"He was always too busy to bother with thendane chores of
raising a child. He worried about nothing and nuotimer worried about
everything. She had a way a making me feel resplengr all of her
unhappiness, although she would never admit sheialzsppy. She'd insist
she was fine, with a deep sigh.”

"They remind me a lot of my own parents. Mther was always
busy doing research for the Central Committee apdnother was always
baking cookies or dusting the furniture. She alwagse old torn and stained
clothes when she cleaned the house, as if it vaame sort of a holy uniform.
They were such depressing people! But then thesemyagrandfather and he
made up for it all. | never knew my grandmothere 8ied after a short iliness
when | was just a baby. Grandfather never wantedlikaabout it, but | know
he loved her until the day he died."

"At least you had a chance to know your grandparévine
disappeared when | was just about twelve years lodill think my father
turned them in for being Liberals. So we'll nesee my parents. If he could
turn in his own parents, he wouldn't hesitate ming us in,” sighed
Gretchen.

"Interesting, isn't it? We are opposites of parents, but almost
identical to our grandparents? | wonder then gfhave a child, would he or
she would hate us?"

"Certainly not! We're not assholes, andesiwben do you find
bruised cheeks and lips attractive?"

"Oh, you are such a despot, so sinful, @ted unrighteous. Nay |
say, a Liberal!" teased Mayton. "I certainly hopattyou don't voice such
depraved ideas on the outside," he smiled.

"Certainly not!" she gasped. "But | wouldtjisve to cut my hair
real short, with long bangs that hang over my eyes/be-- or wear bright
blue shadow and real black eyelash stuff-- ortisDigby to go fuck
himself!"

"Certainly Gretchen and you'd disappear rajbhg with all of the
other writers that have tried such things,” smiléalyton.

"Writer, my ass. Yes, | do know the Ollie Raon series is crap, but
at least | have the chance to write. But thisdhidlabout hordes of
un-women--- | mean, really!

16
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Just how many people will believe it?"

"l figure about ninety-eight percent of thisuntry, slightly more in
less developed countries and total belief in stillage countries,” nodded
Mayton. "Naturally the people like us won't swallawbut does it matter?
There are so few of us."

"Oh Mayton, sometimes | wish we were juséldveryone else. It
would be so much easier--"

"Gretchen, | know that look. There's someaghiou're not telling me.
Come out with it. No don't, | don't want to hear it

Gretchen waited knowing Mayton was much too cigitouleave it
alone.

“Okay, tell me!" babbled Mayton.

"Well dear, we got an invitation today, amaijknow we can't
refuse. | don't make the stupid rules | just folllxem. Now Mayton,
covering your ears won't help one bit! Stop iteQmowled pulling his hands
away.

"But Gretchen...." he plead.

"You know we have to go, especially considering's@a doctor
and a neighbor. You have no excuse. Don't you @&t to know who?"
asked Gretchen smugly.

“No, I do not!”

Gretchen waited.

"Okay, who?"

"Say please,” Gretchen pouted.

"Please,” he groaned.

"Michelle Grant and she's acting like she tiesonly one ever
chosen by GOD to conceive. She just had to brimy the decree with the
official seal to show me. 'Honored', she wept,” kext Gretchen as she wiped
a pretend tear from her cheek. “l, of course wag inpressed and
complimented her on her genes and all. You knovhaye to go to her
Annunciation Celebration."

With a deep sigh, Mayton asked, "When?"

"Next week, as soon as the impregnation iisptete,” sighed
Gretchen.

"Shit."

"l know, Dear--- | know.”

17
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DAY TWO
v

Mayton awoke earlier than usual with a pattidy urgent need.
The Twilighter's report he received still had hiergexed. He was sure that
it was genuine, but for what purpose?

Gretchen was sleeping so soundly and it whsery early. He
knew it would be nice to just let her sleep butided on alternate action. He
snored loudly and flopped his arm across her chdstbegan gently
thrashing as if he was having a nightmare. Thisw$ worked. Gretchen
was very sympathetic to nightmares.

She responded as expected. She took hisgmhidegan gently
kissing it. First the palm, then the fingers, then

"Ouch!" wailed Mayton. "You bit me! | wasav¥ing a nightmare
and you bit me!” he cried as he clutched his finge

"Bullshit!” she laughed. "You wanted to aseussympathy for the
exclusive purpose of sex, you old pervert."

"Well maybe, just a little,” he whimpered.

"Well, come here. | didn't say it was a lideh---," she cooed as
she licked Mayton's sore finger. "There Honeyt igrat better?"

"Not yet Gretchen. | have more hurts..."

Their inventiveness and giving made everynimgy a new adventure
in love. Their breathing had just began to retarnormal when the telecom
sounded.

"Try to look sleepy, Gretchen,” smiled Maytas he reached for the
attendance button.

"l pledge allegiance to the most sacred flag ofthnéform States of America
and my life to the Central Government which is mgrdian and benefactor,
from which all good comes. One nation moving irsaniand united in the
promise of obedience and service for all."

"Vice-Presider James Turnbull's, A Momentirblistory” is a daily
program, dedicated to the cultural advancementiotitizens."

"Our subject today Sheriffs Sheriffs, at one time were officially
sanctioned law enforcement agents that becausecbfllenged power
became corrupt.
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They were a band of large, muscular brutesdhce roamed the
country, under the pretense of protecting its eitiy. They were easily
recognized by their vulgar mustaches and mirrourgjlasses.

“But as a society we were evolving past teechfor law
enforcement. And when they felt their power betngded by sanity, they ran
amuck and became outlaws themselves. They bedésglgentle people for
the pleasure of it, which oft time ended in death.

“Power and greed, feeds on power and greleely Were officially
banned in two thousand and fifteen. It was a wedlven fact that these hairy
men were beasts. GOD in their wisdom eliminatedetteessive hair and
thereby eliminated the beast. Praise be to our GOD.

As Gretchen reached to terminate the trarssomsan all too
familiar voice stopped her.

"Good morning Gretchen, Mayton,” whined Digisyhe grinned at
them from the wall to wall screen.

"Just look at those nose hairs!" whisperegtiola "And why is that
dead-mouse under his nose so ragged? GOD gavhéimustache, maybe
he could ask for some sharp scissors to trim thened thing."

"Good morning, Digby,” smiled Gretchen as kinked Mayton.

"Don't forget about your report, Mayton. Té@mmittee is more
than anxious to start helping some of the poor taf@tes. We're depending
on you to help. A pleasure as always, Gretchenut-

"Why is it only government stooges grow mak&s? | mean, why
can't you grow one? | wouldn't want you to. hthit looks rather vulgar, but
why can't you?"

"A shot or a pill or something of the kindylypfor the valiant,
government few who are allowed the indulgence milgtache. | guess it's
cheaper than a gold watch, but Digby would lookcritbus even without it."

"Maybe we should let him watch us have seenthe would die of a
heart attack and he wouldn't bother us anymore t\Wigou think?"
Gretchen grinned as she grabbed Mayton's groin.

"I think you're wonderfully wicked, but | shid get going to the
office. | have a new patient today. | don't get ynaew people these days.
Oh, and I'm going to need a large dose of pervesgadll this week, if you
expect me to go to that damned party,” Mayton wainmith a devious grin.

"If | have to," she grinned.
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Vv

When Mayton arrived at his office, Naomi vgitting at her desk,
smiling and tapping her pencil.

"Did we forget we had a new patient todayyMa?"

"No we did not, Naomi. In fact I'm right éime for my
appointment,” smiled Mayton.

"Oh well, Mr. Aims was early then! He's iaur office waiting.
Here's is his medical history and basics,” saidriiaas she pushed a chart at
Mayton.

"Efficiency, thy name is Naomi,” cajoled Mawt “Maybe | could
have some tea when you have a moment?"

"I'd be only too pleased. After all, | amman and I'm here to
serve,” blushed Naomi sincerely.

Mayton smiled sheepishli\sometimes you're an asshole, Rue,
thought silently.

Mayton entered his office and saw an odglittan about thirty-five
years old biting his lip and blinking rapidly.

"Hello Mr. Aims. I'm Mayton Rude,” he smiled he extended his
hand towards the nervous man sitting across tHefda® him.

"Dr. Rude,” he nodded nervously.

Mayton began mumbling as he read the ch¥auy'te five foot, nine
inches, and you weigh one hundred, sixty-eight psublood screening:
normal, normal, normal

"Yes, | know,” nodded the timid little man.

"Everything looks quite healthy,” Mayton sedl "What can | do
for you?"

"I must be careful for both our sakes, yoowni

"Certainly,” Mayton nodded.

"I am a Senior Advisor in the State Departthaacountable to the
Secretary only.”

Mayton waited for him to continue.

“I am immune,” he said with raised eyebrows wajtfiar Mayton to
react.

“The only one in the whole department | think, gxcfor maybe
Lewis, and Jamie of course,” he laughed. "Theyweried, but they're not
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sure. I'm very careful not to stand out. It'st@i strain at times. I'm safe for
the moment and | don't want to put you at riskom’dthink they know.”

“| appreciate that,” Mayton smiled not knowing fguivhat to say.

"I've read all your books you submitted tdkshers. You'll never
be published, you know. You're at the head ofBhee’ List'. | knew you'd
understand and maybe could help. You seem unaffeatel I'm hoping
you're immune too."

"Go on." Mayton wrote a note to check orplayment and
psychiatric history.

"Tell me, do you ever dream?"

Dream?Mayton asked himself. With a deliberate snickexykdn
admitted, "Yes, | dream. And no | don't believatttireams are only for
those with guilty consciousness, as GOD says."

"Please, tell me about your most puzzlingadre It's more
important than idle curiosity,” pleaded Crighton.

"Well, I'm almost embarrassed. Sometimesakes me seem so
dissatisfied and ungrateful,” admitted Mayton cawsly as he watched for a
reaction.

"Bullshit!" interrupted Crighton. "Those aBOD’s words, not our
words. Just tell me about your dream."

"Why should | admit anything to a total siar?"

"Maybe because I'm not a stranger and yooued a mirror of
sorts."

What the hellhe thought. "It's always pretty much the sarime the
head of an archaeological team on a planet thaivisjust a dead lump
circling in space. The technology was once awesbutenow everything is
gone. We discover a buried treasure vault andkewgp. That's just about
it,” sighed Mayton as he waited for a reaction.

"Oh,” and without as much as a blink, Crightmntinued. "There
really aren't many of us, you know. | estimatewttiovo-percent. Unlike
what GOD says, sometimes our dreams do have walithil me, do you
know recent past history? | mean say the ninetéginties and nineties?" he
whispered.

"Yes,” admitted Mayton cautiously. "I knotat in the sixties and
seventies the "L" word was Lesbian and in the iesdahe "L" word meant
and still means, Liberal.
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"Good,” sighed Crighton with a smile. "Thesuyremember back in
the early nineties. Not long before the electiohemwthe vice-Presider’s
popularity started to slip because he was thoufyas @ sissy?"

"l believe that was aimp'

"Wimp, dip, dork, sissy, no matter. At thime, the Secretary of
State was Markson. As you know he was supposéddinglish decent, but
what is not known is that he was actually raisethéSoviet Union. His
parentswver e both American but he is Soviet by birth. You d@knabout the
Soviet's, don't you? Of course, you do. He wamke You know--- a plant
for the Communists. Communism was where nobodyangthing and they
wanted to share it with the world. The Soviet Eragiad all but dissolved.
No more need for a top-level spy, since there wasemtral Soviet left to
report to. But Markson was a brilliant man--- Hesveanooth and very tricky.
He really knew how to handiits

"Suits?"

"Yes, politicians. Nice suits wearipgwer tiesand nothing inside
except old underwear. All image and no substaneesdtd the vice president
on the idea of a slick Madison Avenue approachaakpging himself to sell
to the public just like chewing gum. The party wasperate and agreed. So
thethenSecretary's Team took over the handling of theldvbe President
and the campaign. He was told how to dress, thpgorbody language, buzz
phrases even to the tilt of his head when smiliHg. practiced for hours,
sharling and putting thielediain their place. He strutted around barking
about kicking ass and so on. The team blew so reomdke up his ass he
almost floated! It worked and that was just thgibeing of the path we are
still on today, but the tactics have been escalatedperfected.

"A child genius member of that team is now ourent Secretary of
State, T. Bower Yates. It was then that Yates' plas born. He was just a
teenager and had time. He stayed in the shadowiagvwspeeches and waited
for the right time. So when the Media Presidestiaran for President two
decades later the well-oiled machine went intoomctiHe was elected and a
string of events began that almost caused wordhwee.

“One man all by himself?”

“No, some were already in motion. But one bad sleniafter
another, believing he was invincible and continublicking the wrong side
almost destroyed our country.”

“I never heard the whole story and heaven knowscan't ask.”
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“It was one more chapter in the ongoing MiddlstEaisis. We
sided with the aggressor trying to expand therittey. The surrounding
countries banded together to try and stop the @&wor We sided with an
invading army against the rest of the world. Evanallies, distanced
themselves from us,” he sighed deeply and shookédasl in disbelief. “We
were in deep shit anour sidecould not, would not back down.”

“That is Israel, right?” asked Mayton excitedly.

“The area is Israel now, but back then it was mayntries, but
they no longer exist. They were absorbed and veeragion did nothing. And
although Yates wasn't ready, U-81 was releaseldriideast as well as test
pockets around the world.

“What----“ Mayton began but stopped when Crightmmtinued.

"Then methodically changes were made. A Congbitai
Convention allowing unlimited terms of office, &tbf President changed to
Presider, a few updates of tiientionsof the founding fathers, and viola!
The Uniform States of America: sixty-one identipabperties. The
annexation of Mexico almost seemed noble, at the.tiBut that too was all
part of Yates’ plan.

“How do you---*

"l know all this from well-kept records. Then rlohg after that, the
Presider was convinced of the idea of the peoes o be cared for and
that they were not intelligent enough to make tbein decisions. He and his
team started re-thinking, re-shaping history, witiad nothing to do with
facts. The people that supported him believed istedions and those who
didn't just shook their heads and kept quiet.

"Words like: control, nurture and care fomare docile nation.

The Presider bit, hook, line and sinker. He evaeedjthat Congress couldn't
be trusted and everything omeed to knovbasis was for their own good.
And Yates was pulling all the strings.

“Finally the people had enough of the lies anddhit. The sounds
of Revolution werdeginning, but Yates could not allow something as
bothersome as that. Then U-81 was deployed actyssoontry, grievous but
not deadly like their Ultimate Solution, TG-6. I'sorry Mayton but I'm
bouncing all around. Please try to stay with me."

Mayton just nodded as he took notes.

"In a nutshell, TG-6 is the grandson of aahinvention commonly
known as Acquired Immunity Deficiency Syndrome.
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“Aids? Wait just a minute, Mr. Aims,” Mayton starened. "The
AIDS virus you're talking about a cure was foundyeim this century! |
realize that memories seem to have disappearedl chatassure you, mine is
in tact."

"Wonderful!" grinned Aims. "l will call you Myton and please call
me Crighton. We have a lot of very hard and clesgk to accomplish
together."

"Go on, Crighton. You have me interest."

"As you so clearly remembered, the AIDS vinas cured because it
found it's way into the general populous. Donli gee? It was not supposed
to! It was intended to eliminate social deviated & ended up eliminating a
lot of very talented writes, film stars, dancerd antists of all kinds. Then
came the breakthrough with TG-6.

"Are you trying to tell me that the AIDS vewvas a product of our
government?" whispered Mayton.

"No, no, no, certainly not. It was a prodaftlet's say a group of
scientists and elitists that in their own mindsreveying to purify the world,”
explained Crighton.

Thank the Creatqmwhispered Mayton to himself.

"But I'm afraid that TG-6 is a product of dime government. Very
similar to the AIDS virus, but perfected."

Mayton tried not to show his excitement at thesjiakty of some
answers.

"There were five others before it, but they too much of a shot
gun effect. What they were looking for was a ts&&deapproach. The official
stated purpose was to rid society of homosexuals} dsers and other
deviates through their own volition--- a kind ofcdde through anti-social
behavior. Under those guidelines, TG-6 was thewmmate solution.

"TG stands for?" squinted Mayton.

"Targeted Genocide.”

"It's almost funny when | think about thdetasion preacher taking
credit for ridding the world dfiomos’ grimaced Mayton. "The self-righteous
ass."

“Precisely,” agreed Crighton.

"I know something has been happening slowdyy slowly. People
have seemed to regressed and become more simpt®ondered Mayton.
"I've secretly labeled it th&pathy Syndrome
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"l knew | came to the right man! U-81 is respible for what you've
aptly named, Apathy Syndrome."

"How?"

"Step by step, U-79, or more commonly, thelNfy was also
created in a government lab. Then a spray to easlit; to protect
agriculture. But first it had to be tested to makee it wouldn't just kill all the
agriculture--- enter acid rain. That was their rfatal mistake. The U-80
compound was much too strong. It killed vegetatiad pissed the people
off. Too much made people psychotic. So a weaké&h8d was introduced
into the Great Lakes and worked well. That tooleaafrthe entire North
Eastern United States and a large part of Canadalas

Also the weakened solution was introduceMakathion to be used
on the Med-Fly, which took care of the Southwesiu¥ee we couldn't put it
in the water supply of California, because they oorit so closely --- health
freaks and all. But the ghetto areas and larges pérthe south, it went right
in the water, and no one noticed.

The nations food was contaminated througlgthernment supplied
fertilizers. That was the real boon. It heldiitiegrity even when the grain
was harvested, processed and consumed. Stored-®&dldbread and of
course no one even suspected.

"Then U-81 is like a tranquilizer? puzzled ywm."

"Not that easy. U-81, simply putdeemically induced apathy
Little by little, over time, people were not as mdiin't protest as much,
didn't care as much. But let me back up--- I'maahef myself again."

Mayton nodded.

"Although the Presider was pleased with #walts of his eighty
percent popularity in the polls, the worried tfafongress found out, he'd be
disgraced, impeached and worst of all, his pladgstory would be muddied.
He honestly believed that his popularity was sfdwn doing and he wanted
nothing to interfere with his planned memoirs amctétive speaking
engagements, especially in Japan. By then it wasclese to the National
Convention and suddenly the Presider decided nairtoThe then vice-
Presider was assured of the nomination, but heeteadunning mate---
obstacle number one.

“Mr. Vice-Presider, | assure you that no teatwho you pick, you
will be elected President,” his aides promised him.

"He knew U-81 worked well, but this was a gamble.”
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"But to prove his point and in a flash of y@se genius, the Secretary
picked as the running mate, a man who was a léadke Star Chamber--- the
power behind the government. Under normal circuntss, pre-U-81
he would never have come out into the light. Budtpgd-81, it no longer mattered.

Mayton sighed and kept writing.

"The new Presider ordered the Secretarydsecand desist
implementing U-81. He felt he had accomplishedhalheeded and there was
still that twenty-percent who could end his career.

"But after tea with the Yates, we had a kindentler Presider. The
Presider who no longer worried and did what the&acy directed him to
do. The Vice Presider just went along. Slowly thtar £hamber simply died
away.

"Except the twenty percent was now only waveent, but holding
firm. That small portion of the populace seemetidammune to U-81. They
would not accepdots-of-hopendtake care of each other and don't expect
the government to helfghey were expected to simply send in their taxek an
expect nothing in return.”

"You mean that some of what we're seeingyt@daually was put in
place forty years ago?" queried Mayton.

"Precisely. It stopped a very real Revalutin the making. And
now, just as approximately two-percent of the matgallergic to
monosodium glutamate, two-percent of the natiomsete be allergic to
U-81 and sees the true picture. Just think abpahipbatmeal Presider, a
video Vice-Presider and an unseen someone runmngduntry.

"May the Creator help us,” whispered Mayton.

"But it's not all bad. Nuclear power is ahtigare of the past,
replaced by solar power. Drugs are almost nonenxisThe gang has been
replaced by clubs and the Presider takes all #nditct Crighton smiled
weakly.

"What about the Twilighters?" asked Maytosuzlly.

"Twilight as in dawn or dusk? | sorry, buddn't know what you
mean,” apologized Crighton. "But wait, | have tth yeu about the SAM's."

Crighton's wrist alarm started chiming. "Istayed long enough. |
don't want to arouse undue suspicion, althoughait already be too late."

Mayton was convinced that Crighton knew naghabout the
mysterious Twilighters report that was sent to Hita.now knew there was
another resister trying to contact him.
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Mayton had a lot to think about. Some ofitifermation correlated
with information he had been collecting on his awgarding what he called
the Apathy Syndrome.

Mayton spent the rest of the afternoon chregkies and reviewing
hospital records. Only one in the one-hundred shHaatsaw seemed to be
hostile and question the sanity of the nation.

"If it's chemical, | should be able to findntblood and urine,” he
surmised. So he methodically started to collectdasifrom his patients. It
didn't seem like much, but at least it was a stgrtilace.

Logically, he decided to use his and Grettshas the base, mostly
because they were both as mad as hell and he keswere unaffected. He
found a strange substance in both the blood amné wfimany patients, yet
the lab reports always came back normal. Evenwisaffice staff, didn't
notice anything strange in the results.

Mayton knew that all Resisters were at risét those responsible for
U-81 would be working on something that would brihg two-percent into
line. He had to find out more.

The next afternoon Crighton was back. "I sae by your face, that
you've done some checking and that you believeatrieast in part, but it is
no dream and | assure you that if you make wawasl|l yrave a fatal
accident. The Secretary is deadly serious. Helgtithothing interfere with
his final plans.

"And that is?"

"The Commander and Chief, or sorts,” saidjian flatly.

"Of what?" asked Mayton simply.

"The world, of course. Make no mistake, DudR. He means the
whole damned world,” breathed Crighton softly.

All Mayton could manage was a weak smile amdised eyebrow.

"I know, | thought it was insane, but | casdly a thing. | can't risk
being labeled &vo-percenter At first | thought maybe the old Soviets was
behind the whole thing, but then, of course | m=lithat they couldn't
possibly afford it. This has all must have beerywpensive.”

"But the Secretary acting alone? Natlijk’ pondered Mayton aloud.
"Frankly, | don't know. But that's why I'mrieel need your help.”
Crighton and Mayton sat staring at each otherrdgppomething

would become evident. Nothing did, except fordleafening quiet.

"Just how far ranging is this?" asked Maysofemnly.

With a forced weak smile, Crighton answer@thst of the world".
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"Shit; no, wait! I'm a factual student o$tary. So let's be strictly
analytical. The communist party fell, and the Un@frSoviet Socialist
Republic went bankrupt and disbanded in the e®90%. The United States
tried to support the world for an amazingly longéibefore the reformation,”
said Mayton firmly as if he were reading.

"Government was costing more and more, aagéople were
getting less and less,” added Crighton.

"America tried to garner world rule throughaicial
indispensability,” added Mayton. "And today?"

"The Presider and the Vice Presider are éugdfal, yet the people
smile and cluck how cute and quaint they are. Acaehias slowly turned into
a nation of water buffalo. They live their livesppy, dumb and docile, while
the Secretary holds secret and unchallenged pofimished Crighton sadly.

Mayton theorized that either Japan was resipenfor U-81 or, they
were naturally immune. He decided that Crightontrbesonly half right and
told him that he must try to convince congressapfah's involvement."

"I've already considered Japan. It was myffiae theory for some
time. Clear up until this morning, in fact,” saidighton.

"Why?"

"Just this morning it was announced that ddjaes opened up
unrestricted trade with the us and has voluntagiseed to take all the
imports we can supply with guaranteed prices. Scawescratch Japan”.

"Shit!" | should have known that it wouldb& that easy. But you
said most of the world. What parts haven't beescesl?"

"Most large populated areas within all coi@st seem to be
following. All of Canada, except Quebec, all of Ntmxand even the
farmlands of China,” said Crighton. "This is no #irsaale plan, Mayton. The
entire world has fallen into line with the exceptiof the Brazilian rain forest
and the United Arab Republics,” he chuckled.

"The Brazilian rain forest?"

"It's certainly not public knowledge, but tHaited World's Armed
Forces have gone into Brazil and wiped out thehstemsl burn natives. The
World Court has confiscated the forest for it's qwotection,” confided
Crighton quietly.

"What about the United Arab Republic?" heeakk

"I'm sorry. That was a poor attempt to ghsesituation with a
rather tasteless joke. Of course UAR was turnemldmdessert of glass in
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2012 and there's nothing left but a handful oftecatl nomadic tribes.
Considering the trouble that area once was, that'sll bad."

Mayton had the feeling that any minute he \Wawaken and make
love to Gretchen.

"I've been here much too long. | must leds first, let me give you
my computer access code. Please, read some @jibes yourself. Seven
minutes is safe. Any longer and a monitor mightsgespicious.”
IN~\>"4[82346.

“Memorize it and destroy the paper. I'll be in¢bl

Mayton said good-bye as Crighton left. Aastye sense of
emptiness enveloped him as he began typing:

IN~\>"4/82346
working...
Welcome 101353, access approved

Mayton didn't know what he was looking for so leeided to
randomly search the data base. (sedCdhip Fitzpatrick.
Colin Fitzpatrick. Born 1980, currently 6'2,” 19%ounds.
Married Joan Balentine in 2007 - no children. Hadxb jogging, fishing,
tennis, weight training, horse shoes, cycling akithg.
"Whoope¢ he thought as he typed:
(searchyames Turnbull - access denied
(search)current Vice-Presider - access denied.
T. Bower Yates override code needed.

"What the hell is up with Turnbull?" fretted Mayto
(search)Med-Fly

working....

The Tephritidae or Drosophila, commonly called khed-Fly,
(Mediterranean Fruit-Fly) was created for Sector. 18or full report access,
MFF/31_

-end-

(search)AIDS

working....

ACQUIRED IMMUNITY DEFICIENCY SYNDROME REPORT
Created: see file 365-*.
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Identified as a disease (by medical community)9i®11 By 1996 more than
748,000 deaths were reported worldwide. The AlDS$s\s a retrovirus,
having a special enzyme that reverses the usutdnpafor translating the
genetic message i.e., from ribonucleic acid to gigbrnucleic acid. First
known human retrovirus: T-Cell leukemia virus

type-1. (HTLV-1) 1980.

Diagnosed symptoms: Candidiasis of the esophamchea, bronchi, or
lungs cryptococcosis, extrapulmonary cryptosposd®with diarrhea
persisting | month cytomegalovirus disease of ayanrherpes simplex virus
infection causing a mucocutaneious ulcer that [gsdonger than a month
bronchitis, pneumonitis, or esophagitis Kaposi'seaa lymphoma of the
brain lymphoid interstitial pneumonia/pulmonary lyhoid.

hyperplasia

Mycobacterium avium complex

Pneumocystis carinii pneumonia

progressive multifocal leukoencephalopahty

toxoplasmosis of the brain

Incubation period to be between four to six yeaaserage.

Targeted: homosexuals, bisexuals, intravenous deays, prostitutes
(venereal disease)

Cure found by Dr. Jonas Juneau in 1997 and disetisenated worldwide.
See file 598"+98TG-6 for update

Sealed - Secretary of State override code neerleddn

WARNING: Inquiry is being monitored.
(escape)

"Think Mayton, think,” he mumbled softly. “I neesdfety to work
on the antidote for U-81 and especially TG-6, butvere to... "

A sudden blinding headache was the perfeztiseto lie down on his
old lumpy couch for a much-needed nap. Just as\Wwhevas younger, sleep
was when he did some of his best thinking.

As he slept he theorized that the basis f@&1Wvas in the body's
ability to absorb and use iodine. Which meant guetsibly the oceans
themselves carried U-81 throughout the world inwla¢er, the seafood and
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the kelp. The resister’s immunity was partly linkedan iodine allergy. So
logically, people that were allergic to iodine wobllave a natural immunity...

But upon waking, Mayton realized two thingslifk between iodine
allergies and being immune from the effects of Uagk the result of an
overworked mind and his telecomm was buzzing.

It was Crighton.

"Listen. | stumbled on some kind of formutait you'll have to see
it and tell me. I'll meet you......" (buzz...)

"Hello, Crighton. Crighton?" But the unit svdead. Mayton waited
for a return call, but it never came. He tried Gtan's apartment, but there
was no answer. All there was to do was wait antdwlaa something Mayton
had a lot of practice doing.
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HAMILTON, BERMUDA

Gaithway Cottage

Reginald Smythe sat typing, occasionally rifeghis throat and
sighing. He was old, tired and fought a good fightis day. Now he was
waging his final battle.

"I don't know why I'm bothering. No one wlilé left to read this or
even care. It's justtoo late," he lamented, “mtahlate.” Never the less, he
kept typing.

Bermuda was quiet these days; not like wheewd#s a child,
spending theseasorwith his parents. Good friends, good food and tgairi
political debates. Gaithway Cottage had also settiedays. Days of
soirees, afternoons of watching yacht races frarteirace, and clear tropical
days that only Bermuda had.

Sadly those days were long gone and this was ldelyo This was
his last ditch effort to save his world. The veption made the old man
chuckle. Never the less, he kept typing.
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DAY THREE

CHAPTER TWO

"Gretchen, wake up. We've overslept! Thectam... History is
starting!" yelled Mayton as he grabbed his bathrdBeetchen had barely
covered herself when she sat down next to Mayton.

Mayton was worried. They had never oversiegt never missed a
day of making love. Mayton hit the attendanceduttith a frown.

"l pledge allegiance to the most sacred flag oflthméform States of America
and my life to the central government which is mgrdian and benefactor,
from which all good comes. One nation moving irsaniand united in the
promise of obedience and service for all."

"Vice-Presider James Turnbull's, "A Momenntf History" is a daily
program, dedicated to the cultural advancementio€itizens."
Today's subject: Zygote Protection Enforcement. Trnbull.”

"In the late 1900's, unworthy women were stillihg\babies.  They
treated the function very casually and pregnant eobecame careless. They
ate salt, fried foods and even drank alcoholic tEyes. Then people finally
started to protect the future babies. They redilirat a pregnant woman has no
personal rights and was only a vessel for the unbloitd.

“When a pregnant woman was turned into Zygwoteection
Enforcement for improper exercise or nutrition, sl sequestered and the
child was taken from her at birth and given to aerdeserving woman.

“Since acts of perversion were responsibl@foinordinate amount of
crime, GOD helped the people evolve past the lmesid for sex and thereby
eliminated crimes of adultery, incest, rape andbaths of homosexuality. GOD
in their wisdom bestows the privilege of childbagrand there are no more
unwanted children. There only the loved, belovedi laassed.

“So if you know perverts who are defilingithegodies, talk to them.
Tell them you care and that GOD cares. Let thermithat there are programs
to help and that they're not alone. Convince treetarn themselves into the
Social Awareness Committee and with treatment, Wikpe able to return to
society as useful, productive members.
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“Remember carnal knowledge is a diseasetanabit their fault. GOD
is there to help. Praise be to our GOD.

Gretchen cleared the screen as she and Maytqri'Baltshit!"

Maybe it's all right thought MaytonYes, it is all right. There is
nothing wrong with missing one morning.
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TOPEKA, KANSAS

Office of the Secretary

Office of the Secretary - T. Bower Yates sat belhiis large oak desk,
glaring at his computer terminal. "Two God damrikgsf You'd think | was
asking a schoolboy to decipher an ancient Macedan@nolith. Either these
two files are opened immediately or there's gainiget a rash of suicides!" he
growled as he slammed his fist on his desk.

The door to Yates private quarters openedranglked a young
blonde Adonis attired in brief shorts and a heasy gieck chain.

"Bowzer, you know that all that rage is abgslly awful for your blood
pressure or something. If that crap upsets youit ik at it! Just turn it off!"
cooed Jamie as he began massaging Yates shoulders.

"Oh, Jamie. What would | do without you? Yare the only person in
my entire life that truly understands me."

"Oh, yes? What about that bitch you're redrtdo?" he huffed.

"If | didn't have a politically correct wite act as hostess and a front,
there would be no you, my young, strong stalliom.dld Jamie--- and
sometimes | think I'm cheating you. You are evaan's dream. At least those
who still dream,” he said chuckling.

"You old? Nonsense! Don't you know, 'theenlthe bull, the stiffer
the horn'? And you're proof. Let Jamie help ydaxeyou fine old bull."

"Yes--- do what you do best, Jamie."

"Don't | always?"

Secretary Yates always surrounded himseff mitiscular, handsome,
young men. It made him feel less like a dinosais.fgdrsonal aide, Lewis was
one such man. Tall with dark hair and a well groommeistache topped off a
perfectly muscled body.

Lewis burst into Yates office without knoalfifMr. Secre.... Oh, my
God— are you all right?" he gasped as he gazethtes writhing at his desk.
His face was purple and he looked as if he hagstbpreathing.

A long guttural: "Ahhh..." was all he couldamage to say.

"Shall | call the doctor, Mr. Yates?" Lewiglged as he reached for
the telecom.
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Yates said nothing but waived him away witbrag moan.

"Of course I'm all right,” barked Yates. "Jantie,a good boy and get
out of here. I'll see you later."

Lewis looked around to see who Yates wadiiglto when out from
under the desk, Jamie appeared smiling broadly.

With a deep sigh, Jamie bent down and ki¥sges on top of his
head and yawned, "Jamie needs a sauna. See ypBtatzer."

As Jamie slowly walked to the door, he stddiewis and raised his
eyebrow approvingly. “Good-bye, Lewis."

"Global warming figures, Sir,” mumbled Lewais he watched Jamie
until the door was closed. "Ocean temperatures@afeur degrees across the
board. Another town has disappeared and fortystaad unlucky bastards with
it. Santa Barbara Heights is in tact. Too bad, treysome great golf courses.
The Netherlands, the south of France are almbost....

"Don't bother me with trivia! Has Rude assssthose files yet?" he
roared.

“Not yet, Sir."

"Good,” mumbled Yates with a crooked smikeha tilted his head
thoughtfully.

"I've noticed you and Jamie giving each otbeks when you think
I'm not looking. Il make you a deal, Lewis. Ifycan get those lame-ass
computer experts to crack Rude's files, I'll lend yamie for a whole night.
Believe me, he could melt the paint off of a billidall,” laughed Yates.

"Oh, Mr. Secretary! | can assure you...I'rsteered Lewis.

"And he's even more creative than you couvé enagine."

"Il get on them right away. They're as ga@sdopened, Sir!" assured
Lewis.

"You do that, Lewis. You do that,” laughedt&®aas he leaned back
confidently in this chair. "Is that all, Lewis?"

“No Sir. Our illustrious Presider would lik@see you right away. He
seems rather agitated, for him at least," chuckéaus.

"Why isn't he fishing, or something,” growlgdtes as he headed for
the oval office.

Yates entered the Presider's office to find teading a copy of
General Orson Welleyar of the Worlds

"Most stirring, Yates. Most stirring,” nodd&dtzpatrick approvingly.
Colin Fitzpatrick was tall, and easy to look ate photographed well and had a
winning smile. He was the perfect Presider, acogrth Yates.
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"You wanted to see me, Mr. Presider?"

"Yes. How is the country doing, Mr. Secrgdrasked Fitzpatrick
sincerely.

"Fine Sir,” smiled Yates.

“How am | doing, | mean as Presider?”

“You're doing an exemplary job,” assured Yates. Wbu have a
ninety eight percent approval rating!”

“My, that is good, isn'tit...."

“Yes, it is marvelous! If | might, why do you ask?"

"Sometimes it bothers me that running alrtfesentire world is so
easy. All | seem to do is jog and play golf."

"Well Sir, you had the drive, intelligencedazommitment to the world
to surround yourself with competent people thatycant the mundane chores
of life. While you my Captain, keep us steered straight course to the
future,” blustered Yates.

"Yes... | guess when all is right, it shobkleasy. Correct?" smiled
Fitzpatrick warmly.

"Correct, Sir."

"Good, now is you'll excuse me. | desperatelyd a round or two of
golf,” beamed Fitzpatrick.

"By all means,” nodded Yates graciously atefie

Dumb son-of-a-bitchthought Yates warmly as he headed back to the
real power center— his office.
While at Terminal #34 in Sector 4, Pentagon:

File 2a472/ Mayton.*

access denied-improper password
retry, abort, ignore?

File 711bf9/ Mayton.*

access denied-improper password
retry, abort, ignore?

"Shit! Come on Rude open the damned filesl Wust be one lame
bastard,"” shouted Yates.
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Mayton's favorite patient was an old woman @ar8hellie Gaste. She
claimed to be ninety-one and looked every minué dld. She had chin length
silver hair that was cut in the standard bob aidithspots. The lines around
her wise brown eyes turned to deep furrows whemsistiled. She was tall, thin
and confident. She had no need for a man to valiter existence.

Mayton had seen her before regarding argatleeaction to seafood.
She loved lobster, shrimp and clams, but becantblgiédwith even one bite.
She developed a severe rash, headache, vomitingast cramps and diarrhea.
Even so, she had indulged herself the night befodewas looking to Mayton
for a miracle pill.

"Can't you give me some damn pills or somgthiike maybe an
allergy pill so | could eat lobster on my birthday)east? That's the one decent
damned thing they do for us at Cherrywood Retirdrieme."

"l wish there was leforepill Shellie, but there isn't. All | can give
you is a shot to ease the cramping and all. lengt iodine too and..."
Mayton's voice trailed off as his mind started fiorgra theory. He knew Shellie
was immune to the effects of U-81 and could pdgsibld the key to an
antidote—iodine Now he had a starting place.

Shellie was strong willed and openly defiaghe proudly called
herself the last damned feminist on earth. Shepn@gd that she had her kids
the old fashioned and 'the lot more fun way'. iBkisted she would not be a
'‘dumping ground for any man's vanity'.

"Did | ever tell you about flying to Mexicatg?" she asked with a
grin.

"No, you haven't. How exciting! We couldsaeafford a trip like
that on a doctor's salary,” whispered Mayton.

Shellie smiled and began her story with &.si§hawn and | were very
much in love, you understand. We were on our wayteautiful little resort
and the plane was practically empty. | was on isle and he was sitting by the
window. He started rubbing my neck and it felt sodj He moved down to my
shoulders and back as | aid across his lap. Béfarew it, | actually had his
Adamin my mouth... although back then we calleddick Right there on the
plane!"

The shocked look on Mayton's face made &hellr with laughter,
and the more Mayton tried to compose himself, tbheenshe laughed.
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"Don't worry, nobody saw anything. He reddiyed it!"

"Well, | would guess so! Just when did &lthas happen?" gasped
Mayton.

"Let's see, the summer of--- nineteen seviange."

Mayton burst into laughter. He laughed swl e started braying
like a mule, which in turn made Shellie roar.

"l thought you meant this was recent,” howléalyton.

"Oh, my God no! I'd get a stiff neck at nge8’ she roared.

Mayton laughed so hard that his sides wensgcHe wiped his eyes
and found Naomi standing in the doorway wearingdiet's grin.

"If you're finished, I'll show Shellie out gou can work on your
report,” she whined as she scratched her crotch.

"Thank you, Nurse, but we'll need a few moieutes. Please close
the door as you leave,” he said firmly.

"We're two of a kind, Mayton. Too bad yowtedamned young,” she
smiled wistfully.

"I'm afraid you'd be too much for me, Shelligut | assure you 'l
never think of planes in the same way again,” fzertssl.

"Yeah, | dream about that trip quite ofteshe sighed. "At least they
haven't found a way to monitor our dreams yet."

"I wish | didn't dream. There's no joy orgdare in mine; only
guestions,” he confided as he glanced at the cldsed

"Tell me, tell me, tell me! | use to do dre@terpretation about a
hundred years ago,” she beamed. "Way back whepigstill named their
kids, Wendy, Stormy... Dopey and Doc," she laughed.

"Well, basically it's always pretty much geme. I'm an archaeologist
and the expedition is in its second year, on a géatet.

"The daytime temperature is a constant 18eds and nighttime,
fourteen below. As unbearable as it is, we artefyigfor the opportunity to
study the ancient society.

Awesome in it's technology, now gone.

"l am the head of the team. My skin is tahaed lined from two
years of excavating, investigating and catalogtliegplanets birth and death.
Nuclear winter had
long past--- nothing but death.

"My team and | make an unusual discovenyniuea of particularly
advanced civilization. About ten feet beneathsiindace of the parched planet,
in a once inhabited area, a vault is unearthesiddrthe vault are tightly pressed
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fiber units composed of plant materials once ndtiviae region, infused with
what seems to be a petrified clay substance ofikknawn origin. | speculate in
great detail that it must be highly religious arellwrized to have been that
well concealed.... Then | wake up,” he sigheif las had just confessed
something dreadful.

Shellie squinted her eyes and laughed. tids like a personal waste
disposal system of the twentieth century, callsdpatic tank But of course
you're much too young to know about such things."

"Sewage? But what about the pressed fibigsirhe frowned in
disgust.

"That's what's so damned funny! You'd havevay of knowing about
those. Why, women haven't needed those for moreftity years and those
who knew, seemed to have forgotten that they ewsteel. They were used
internally to absorb the blood of menstruation. piieparation for pregnancy.
Understand?" she asked wide eyed.

"It's rather disgusting, isn't it?" he frowine

"Well, it seems so now, but back then, it athgjuite normal. They
say we have evolved past menstruation, but | sgyhihve somehow stopped it!

| suppose that it was done chemically. What dothmk?" she asked earnestly.

"I think you are a breath of fresh air! Bou mean to say that I've
wasted most of my life dreaming about an anciemage system?"

"Look for the purpose of your dream and lz@lgB5o few of us dream
anymore and those who do, won't admit it. Some®sernding you a message.
Find your purpose, Mayton."

"Doesn't it bother you? | mean everythirgf thas happened. You're
old enough to remember the truth. It must botlertp see what has happened
to the country,” argued Mayton.

"l used to be bothered. And do | feel sugreaind think that I'm above
the bullshit? The answer is yes! It's been myedrpce Mayton, that
politically people generally get what they want alederve."

Shellie left with the promise that she wostialy away from alll
seafood. Mayton knew as well as Shellie did, shatdidn't attend to.

Mayton accessed his terminal to work on his refoorDigby and sat
starring at the black screen. He could hear Naderininal tuned into her
favorite program, The Faith Associates.

"And now the most reverend, ......
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“In the old society, Television Ministers claimgdspeak for the
Creator. Their words were powerful and people gésitame their victims
financially. While these self proclaimaden of Gogreached their gospel,
condemned people to Hell and spat upon carnal latgel, they all too often
were hardy partakers themselves.

“There were all too many of these men, invadingcitizen's homes
on the telecoms’, crying and begging for moneyrathe Creators name. We
all know that the Creator has no need for monegiiee he is a spirit and not
flesh. But week after week, they successfully wronigjons upon millions of
dollars from the poor, the needy and the devout.

“You may ask me, what did these men of God do alitthis money?

Help the less fortunate? Feed those without primoel? Clothe the naked
children in the old society?

“Nay! | say. They instead took the money and builge palatial
mansions equipped with all the pleasures of tf@s IThey lived like kings and
yes, even dabbled heavily in carnal knowledge, wmek all forms of sinning.
"They claimed thigiood lifewas their reward for ministering to the people.
Hypocrites, | cry, one and all! Users, abusersidtihately, losers.

“Then GOD visited themselves among us and createvesociety,
dedicated to the good of all men. We no longeehawguard ourselves against
being taken advantage of spiritually or finangialGOD rid us of these con
men and in their wisdom chose one Minister of tta#eto care for the spiritual
needs of the citizens. And my dear friends, | arffodonate to be that one. |
thank the Creator every day for my mission to ihBt@th, Hope and Charity to
all mankind.

“We now have Faith in our GOD, Hope in our gloridusire and
Charity to all productive citizens of our greatioat | do not mean to speak for
the Creator, but I'm sure you'll agree we wouldbethe great world power we
are, if he didn't want us to be! | have Faith thatCreator believes in the
Uniform States of America and that he himself itesthGOD to care for us in
our mortal walk.

“Remember your charitable tax donations to the @e@overnment
are due at the first of every month. The governmentls your generous
donations to keep our great nation strong. Letrag... "For what we are about
to pay, let us truly be grateful. Amen.

"Until next week, friends... Have a nice day amr@ductive
tomorrow."
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"She should be in your report, you know,” Naoffered eagerly.
Mayton hadn't heard her sneak up behind him.

"You septic everyone, Naomi. There is nagglpolitically wrong with
Shellie, except old age,” he smiled.

"l septic everyone? What on earth doesrtign,” she queried.

"Is your hearing all right? | said you suspedatrgene. Maybe | had
better take a look at your ears. Sit down."
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DAY FOUR
[11

.... Mayton and his dedicated team were absorbskitching,
cataloguing and recording the appearance of laygerete and metal
composition structures. One after another: lssg&ll, short, tall. Some
catalogued as old-ancient and some as new-angieating a construction
difference of only two or three hundred years.

They were digging in rubble, when one oftéram members discovers
a hidden vault about ten feet below the surfaca,dnce inhabited city. Inside
the vault were
tightly pressed fiber units from plant materialgta# region....

"Crap,” moaned Mayton as he awoke and reaftive@retchen.

"Crap?" she yawned. "Do you call that lca&?"

"Crap on my insipid dream. Guess what | Havgou?"

"Is it hard and pink?" she sighed.

"Yes," he whispered as he pulled her close.

"Oh that,” she giggled.

Mayton truly expected to tire of the rituadcause he was so easily
bored. Even as a child his attention span wasragtyeshort, but making love
to Gretchen was his reason for being. That andifigwut his dream.

"Crap," they moaned in unison as the sheill fvom the telecom unit
sounded.

"History time,” groaned Gretchen as she weapiperself in her robe.

"Do you think the Vice-Presider would mind fbndled you during
his speech?" grinned Mayton as he cupped her brelisthand.

"Perverted bastard,” she smirked as she rfiacg¢de central unit and
pressed the attendance button.

"l pledge allegiance to the most sacred flag oflthméform States of America
and my life to the central government which is mgrdian and benefactor,
from which all good comes. One nation moving irsaniand united in the
promise of obedience and service for all."

*'Vice-Presider James Turnbull's - A Momenanfi History is a daily

program, dedicated to the cultural advancementio€itizens. Today our
subject is Zaidenism and Hessism. And now, Jamesbtll."
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"Zaidenism, or Zaidenists, were a group of viciaod disturbed men
who forced otherwise gentle people into fightind destroying each other’s
lives in a ritual calledguing. It was bloody and hateful. One of the worst of
these demorattorneyswas Zaiden. While he persecuted perverts and lera
he performed perversion himselfl He used illegabd, owned illegal weapons
and practiced all types of sexual perversion cegalar basis.

“Hessism, is that of being a compulsive liar. He teas an attorney
and he lied needlessly, just to see if he couldenpeople believe him and he
never let the truth or the facts get in his waylielé to make money, and he
destroyed people with no conscious. Even todaynaheberal is suspected,
we call a Hessism infection.

"Rightfully, when someone is suspected ofigeinattorney they are
immediately sequestered for treatment, if possitile:as one of the twentieth
century’s worst diseases.

"We have evolved past all of that. Thanksdbeur GOD."

"l have to be a Hessist to cover my beingia&hist,” Mayton
whispered to Gretchen as he released the telecom.

"Busy today?" asked Gretchen as she rubbefbtehead.

“This afternoon | have a new patient, unless Namms him off with
her insipid good cheer,” huffed Mayton. "Do you éaheadache, Gretchen?"

“No, | guess | just have the creeps. Nothigod hot shower won't
relieve,” she smiled as she headed for her perégg&ne room.

Mayton decided to indulge himself for a feimuates. He sat at his
desk and began to type an entry in his persongl:dhelly Gaste has given me
a possible answer to my dream, which leaves as mastions as it provides
answers. Every since | turned thirty, my faitrdtbam has changed. In my
dream, my hair has thinned considerably and | daweloped a pronounced
potbelly--- how very odd even for my peculiar dreanfook more like what |
remember my grandfather to look like than | acyuddl. Scientists discovered a
cure for baldness long ago and men no longer diigeagony of losing their
hair. I'm quite puzzled about the potbelly al¥shy on earth would anyone
have such an affliction? The human body is a ptyféalanced machine. I'm
surprised that | could even walk with that largiydganging out in front...

The shrill bell from Mayton personal telecanit broke his
concentration.
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"Damn!" he moaned as he reached for thertities button. He
quickly rehearsed excuses to make to Digby fotable of his report, when...

"Do you know what crude oil was used for?"

"Yes,” Mayton said breathlessly. "Back in daly nineteen
hundred's..."

"Do you know when Mexico ceased to be anpeddent country and
became part of the Uniform States?

"It was in the summer of nineteen..." May&diempted.

"Do you know whafree will is?"

"Free will was a popular concept in regarts..

Every time he called, he hung up after Maytould finish his answer.
The calls had no picture identification, no reawersation or explanation.
Mayton felt it was dangerous to answer such questioco matter how exciting
he found them, but it had been a very long timehkaad talked to anyone
about anything significant outside his own homecblgldn't resist. This time,
the caller didn't hang up.

"Your grandfather left two sealed files: 2a4ihd 711bf9. You know
the passwords; use them!"

"l don't know any passwords, | swear!"

"Open the files, Dr. Rude. They're your lgga2a472 and 711bf9.

"I really don't know the passwords! Pleaks't hang up,” Mayton
begged.

"You have the knowledge. Find your purpogditk)

Mayton sat stunned with the telecom unit mgin his ear. "Septic,”
he whispered. He realized that his home terminaldvbe closely monitored,
so he quickly dressed and headed for the clinic.

Shawnee was an easy little town to live limoaugh he had never lived
anywhere else. The streets were precisely linddtvées of alternating maple
and oak. Efficient little cookie cutter houses arigus pastel shades from pink
to mint green sat on neatly manicured lawns. Huom®garden figurines
squatted next to trapezoidal shaped hedges.

Every Saturday at precisely ten hundred hdkessound of lawn
mowers filled the air and by eleven hundred hadtirgas again silent. Anyone
lucky enough to possess their own Solis automatbiéz) washed it. Those who
didn't own one, simple watched the ritual. There naenvy, only the sense
that if GOD had wanted them to own a Solis or a@ngtlelse for that matter,
they would.
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Sunday was bar-b-que day in the suburbs. Eack bidwuses had a
block supervisor that designatedstduties on a rotational basis. Every Sunday
was treated like a once a year party. Everyonersénamburger and one
hotdog and gushed endlessly about the marvelowskzhe.

Mayton and Gretchen knew that they had to keeppppaances and
attended three out of every four bar-b-ques. Tiveg Ifor that one Sunday a
month that was all theirs.
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AV

Mayton opened the office door to find Naoatiking to someone on
his telecom. She immediately disconnected theamitclaimed it waswarong
number

But her flushed cheeks and darting eyeshioidthat he had better
watch himselfDigby, was his first thought—I8t! was his second.

He hurriedly babbled to Naomi about workimgtlee report for Digby
and that he couldn't be disturbed for any reason.

She expectedly gushed that she would and ¢@ridle any and all
circumstances while he was busy.

"Wonderful,” he smiled as he closed his daal locked it securely.
He sat down at his terminal and took a deep breath.

\access:2a472/septic
working...

Well done, Mayton! | knew you'd break the codefamiithis report.
| will have been long since dead. I'm sure youdeék out of place in the new
and improved society. I'm sure that you are alsy eareful not to be noticed.

I'm really sorry about the septic-dream but | hadrtake sure that
you kept searching for the answer. Now that yof@vad this report, the rather
odious dream will cease. Actually it was quite gagyrogram you. Remember
your mastoid surgery when you were seventeen?aslswnply a microchip
implant containing the septic dream sequence. éddtyto repeat more and
more frequently until you cracked the code. | caly assume that another
resister helped you. When you have thoroughly tieiadeport clear it with
Septic#™*//<> 74/5+clear and it will be gone forewsith no trace.

However, it will be replaced by a very special iealled Septic. I'm
sure that the Central Committee or the Guardian®@&focracy or whatever
they finally settled on calling themselves willttyéng to crack this report. But
we must hurry before we're monitored and tracedu &nly have 7 minutes.
The following are the fact that | have learned:

The cessation of sexual activity is not due tuton of mankind or
belief in GOD or faith in the Creator. It is a sitepet ingenious chemical
suppression. | suspected that they started platinghe water supplies of
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what we called third-world countries (parts of Asiad most of Africa) to
suppress their birthrate and thereby save milliohdollars in aid. It worked so
well that the birthrate fell at an astonishing ratesulting in no more famines
due to overpopulation. But they dared not use suitting on our own people,
until the Guardians of Democracy took and held powe

GOD would stop at nothing to totally eliminate vezse disease,
abortions, homosexuality, and various other cac@misequences. No sex,
equals no problems, and there was artificial ingetion for the genetically
superior couples.

| don't have to tell you about the Mind Foggirfigydu didn't already
know, you wouldn't have been able to find this refiine antidote lies in
understanding of your own immunity to the foggind aex-suppression drugs.

| estimate that there would be approximately 1.#8%ne people that would
remain immune. But be warned, GOD will not alltwg.t They will put all their
power and resources into bringing you into line.

The key is that GOD can't all be naturally immuoel&re must
already be an antidote. If they have one, you nay deandson can find it.
Quickly, access\211bf9-frambo. But you must wask they have killed for
this file. I love you, Mayton. Good luck and fegime.

-end-

Septic#"*//<> 74/5+clear

Mayton felt an enormous burden of destiyhfd being as his
terminal screen cleared. "5.3 minutes" he sighed.

access\211bf9-/rambo
working...

To whoever finds this file: I, freely and withootecion, confess that
TG-6 is my own deadly creation. | confess my cagenst humanity without
reservation or excuse. | have created the untitilekand deserve damnation.
There is no antidote for TG-6, as it is a true Ageddon virus. Once created,
it mutates and adapts. It cannot be destroyegpologize to my family, my
country and the entire earth. May God forgive me."

Mayton stared at the screen in disbelief.
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Rambo#"*//<>74/5+clear
deletion denied - retry, abort, ignore?
Rambo#"*//<>74/5+clear
Rambo-data//+delete
deletion denied - retry, abort, ignore?
Rambo#"*//<>74/5+clear
b:\delete\rambo-file
deletion denied - retry, abort, ignore?
Rambo#"*//<>74/5+clear

“Shit!”
deletion denied - retry, abort, ignore?
-exit-

Mayton wanted desperately to talk to Crighton.
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Vv

Naomi ushered a tall, good-looking man intoytda’s office.

"Please be seated, the Doctor will be with §s soon as he finished
his very important report,” huffed Naomi pointedly.

Mayton hated when Naomi talked at him rathantto him, but then
again, he hated when Naomi talked to him at allytetaturned off her terminal
screen and turned to his new patient.

“Titus Crest, Dr. Rude,” he smiled a he edthhis hand towards
Mayton. His heart raced as he realized he wasmspaleinds with th@uizzler

"l am very pleased to meet you, Mr. Crest. My, idraunusual ring
you have!” smiled Mayton as he stared at the largate silver ring on his
hand.

"A gift from my grandfather,” said Crest witiis chin raised.

Mayton nodded and scanned his chart mumblirigys Crest, 6'4,” 207#,
brown eyes, black hair...

"Well, it seems that your health is generakgellent. What bring you
here today, Mr. Crest?"

"Twilighters,” said Titus quietly.

Mayton's heart jumped. At last, the mysteport sender.

"Twilight as in dusk?" asked Mayton.

"Twilighters as in control study dated A@#97..."

"Sssh!" wheezed Mayton watching towards therdJust to make
sure, he buzzed Naomi and asked her to go to tiietibrary and check out a
copy ofGeneral Orson Welles Histar\When he was sure she was gone, he
smiled and extended his hand to shake Titus'.

"I'm sorry about the whole Crighton Aims tpihsympathized Titus.

"What about him? I've been trying to getionch with him."

"Shit, | just assumed you knew! Crighton V@asd dead this
morning--- officially they're calling isuicide It appears that he jumped, or
more likely was pushed from the State Departmenft ton very sorry,”
consoled Titus.

"Poor Devil--- he called me and said he’'dnidu." Mayton shot a
startled look at the man sitting across from himh started to frown.

"Crest. Crest. Crest, you Bastard!" Am bmg, or are you the
grandson of my grandfather's partner, Titus Sirgsithed Mayton excitedly.
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"l was beginning to believe you were braimdieMayton!" laughed
Titus. "And yes, it was me that sent you all theegsorts. | work in Sector Four,
Pentagon. | couldn't just drop in and say 'by thg,whe world is fucked up and
we have to save it'. | figured that government respeould let you get used to it
slowly."

"Then maybe you can help me with Digby?"

"That's partly why I'm here. Digby is gettingry anxious about your
report. Write these names down: Marion Drew, ADevins, Simpson T.
Blair and Miller Sumner.

“Don't worry, they're fictitious, but the centradroputer will think they
are genuine. As soon as these names are entexdites will show, referred to
Sector-Seventeen--- Files closed."

“Thanks. | couldn't in all good conscious/egDigby any names,”
confided Mayton.

"It will get Digby off our ass, at least farwhile,” laughed Titus.

"Just what do you propose we do?,” asked dfayt

"First of all, you must figure out how to ass the secured files your
grandfather left. According to my grandfather, @yRude left you the antidote
to TG-6,” sighed Titus.

"Oh, | have accessed it. Let me show yamjtex] Mayton.

"No don't! It's being monitored,” whisper€itus as he grabbed
Mayton's arm.

Mayton embraced a rather bewildered Tituatl to be sure, Titus.
Trust me and take a look."

Mayton accessed the Rambo file and let Téeasd it.

access\211bf9-frambo
working.....

| am sorry to have to confess that TG-6 isomm deadly creation.
There is no antidote as it is a true ArmageddamsviDnce created, it mutates
and adapts. It cannot be destroyed...

"Aren't you going to erase it?" asked Titus neslpas he checked his
watch.

"Why? It doesn't say anything helpful.”

"l can't believe this past six years has lze@aste and a joke!" Titus
snarled as he threw his jacket on the floor. "Bitllslt can't be, there must be a
code in that message. There has to be an antidote!
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"I've tried everything. There is no sequéidering or patterns. No
misspelled words or cryptograms, that | am awar@leére is nothing!" said
Mayton emphatically.

"There has to be, damn it! My grandfathet ha sense of humor
when it came to his work!" blustered Titus.

"l agree. But for now, we'll just have toitv&omething will show up.
It was my grandfather’s way of fucking with life general,” smiled Mayton as
he tugged on Titus' neck.

He felt close to Titus, maybe because thaindfathers had been so
close in life and in death. And maybe because llaglya common cause.

"Okay, we'll wait,” agreed Titus reluctantly.

"l just wish | knew what we were waiting for."

"A miracle, | guess,” smiled Mayton.

"It's not all bad though, you know,” thoudtitus aloud. No one is
homeless or hungry anymore. And from what | ledfnem my grandfather,
my people used to have a real hard time in the old.d&f were thought of as
second class citizens.

"Why on earth?"

"Because at one time in ancient history, ttaied usiggers I'm not
sure what that meant, but it generated a lot & Hat what they used to call
black.We were brought to this country as slaves to vmothke fields. Take a
look, Mayton, I'm obviously different from you.”

“Yes, | can see that your skin is darker, but y@also taller and
frankly better looking than | am. So what?"

"Hell if | know! It doesn't matter anymotmyt beforefogging it
mattered a great deal. I'm just saying that méybeIld days weren't as grand
as we think they were. It's hard to believe pebpled each other because of
their skin color."

"You mean beige people like me hated all gebple?"

"Well, it wasn't all that noble. Blacks hatgulibeigepeople too.

"If we can actually turn this whole thing andl, lets not let that
happen again.”

“I'm counting on it, Mayton. Titus bent doand pulled a rather thick
envelope from his briefcase. He smiled as he haitded puzzled Mayton.

"Just thought you might like to catch up ome world news. Just be
sure it's burned as soon as you've read it. Fasgneeally,” smirked Titus.

"Thanks,” was all Mayton could manage to whars
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As Titus left, Mayton began to devour news itéram around the
world.

Population: 2.3 billion and falling

Ten-year projection: 1.75 billion stabilized

AUSTRALIA: More than 5% of the country is begigrtmhold rallies and
mini-riots. The government is at a loss to expthgir anti-Australian
behavior.

"Good job!" thought Mayton. "But why AustraligPhat's twice the
number of resisters here. Hmmm..."

EURASIA: Peace and harmony abound...
Wait! What's thisthought Mayton.

London has guillotined two hooligans for being dfstive to the Eurasian way
of life.
"My Creator--- the guillotine? How barbatic!

AFRICA AND SOUTH AMERICA: The thirty-year famines béicially ended
and the birth rate is holding at a constant - 07%.

"-.07%7? Why in thirty or forty years, there wikk no more people on
two entire continents! Don't they see that? Oh,@uwelproblems are so big and
we are but two men..."

AMERICA: Land of the free and home of the brabe. Jerfect life for the
Creator's chosen people...."

"Right,” whispered Mayton. He continued long itive afternoon
reading pap news items from countries he had rresad of. Crighton was
right, the whole world was falling into line at alarming rate.

"Within a month..." he sighed. "Just one thdn
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DAY FIVE

KYOTO

Tumian International Phar maceuticals

Santo Kasawa sat starring out of his highoffice window. He was a
small man, made even smaller by the size of hisspalesk and office. Deep
lines in his forehead and thick brows totally oleduhis small almond shaped
eyes. He flinched when an expected knock came.

"Yes,” he barked.

"The weekly world updates, Sir,” said a yoaman struggling under
the weight of an armload of file folders.

Itto was not only his most trusted assistamthis nephew as well. He
trusted Itto with the family wealth as well as wilte fate of their enterprise.

Don't bore me with the inconsequential, ligst fill me in on what |
must know,” growled Kasawa. Itto learned as a kot that his uncle's
growl had no teeth, for him at least.

"Of course!" bowed Itto respectfully. "Soutmerica: their thirty-
year famine is officially ended. The birth raten@w -.07%. We will soon have
to stabilize it, or..."

"Why?” interrupted Kasawa with a smirk.

"Yes, Uncle,” grinned Itto back. "Australigery strange country.
There are precisely 2.7% more unaffected peopte than elsewhere. We've
already upped the strength of the U-81 in theiingrand fertilizers. We should
have favorable results in about six weeks."

"Very good, nephew. What about Eurasia?ddted seriously.

"On schedule, nothing of consequence to bgihe with, except
London had two more guillotine this week. They aoger call it treason, only
disruptive to the Eurasian way of lif@rinned Itto broadly. “And Africa is
about the same as South America, in another fedysythey will be continents
devoid of humans.

"How very civilized,” bowed Kasawa sarcadticd’And of course my
counterpart, the esteemed T. Bower Yates?
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"Yes, America,” mumbled Itto fumbling througts papers. "Ah!
Everything seems to be on schedule. The U-81 siifsng® out like clockwork.
No reported problems--- yet!" laughed ltto.

"Yet!” laughed Kasawa with him.
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HAMILTON, BERMUDA

Gaithway Cottage

Reginald could hear his old partner fromgley days in MI-5
coming down the hall, tap-thump, tap-thump. Heddear him muttering
abouthis blasted cane, his blasted stiff knee and tingenblasted worldh
general.

"How's it coming, Reggie?" Harold asked aptiged his way to the
high backed wicker chair in the corner.

“Listen to thisCan you sympathize with an entire country of people
who would willingly embrace slavery? | think notReginald waited for a
reaction that never came.

"Damn it Harold. | need your input!" he sbedl.

"Sounds priggish,” he answered as he cledsstthioat. "Don't beat
around the bush. You're going to have to grab twetheir balls, if this is
going to work."

"All right then:While two Presider's were taking credit for the
collapse of Communism, the Master Manipulator wes fo implement his
insidious plan. The truth is, Communism simplapsled under it's own
weight."

"Yes,” nodded Harold. "Now you're on the tiglack! How are you
going to handle to fact that the Prime Ministerwra# theClouding Effecend
did nothing?" asked Harold.

"I'm going to state that fact quite cleatlgannot in good conscience
lay all of the blame at the feet of the Americaviany Head's of State knew of
the process, but it served them well. It wasnit thety realized that they too
were targets, did it present them with any moraidina!"

"Excellent. Since you want my input, | seattifne whole process
began with the leaders convincing the Americanipubat government owed
the people nothing. They convinced them that thestjust become better
consumers and the market place would seek it'deweh And it did, the
sewer!" added Harold thoughtfully.

"Go on,” said Reginald and he typed noteiofigty.

"Their leader was always saying that Eurdgendt have any banking
insurance, and the country should follow suit. Whay didn’'t say was that

56



Cheryl Gray

Europe did not allow the banks to steal their dipds money's and go
unscathed.

"Good point! That will make a whole chaptegritself. What else?"

"l do hope you cover the billions of dollaent to third world
countries while their own people had no socializedlical care. There is so
much involved---"

"l know."

"Then there’s thalmostRevolution and the whole Clouding issue---"
“I have most of what you said already written. Btaading and editing as you
go.”

“There’s so much to cover, my friend. | doubt whdve time. Ithe
gets word of our endeavor---"

“But it will be quick--- we'll probably never knoxvThey both nodded
and resumed working.
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CHAPTER THREE

"Good evening, Mayton and Gretchen. Welcomeuto o
humble home and may the good wishes of GOD beywsith Please join us in
our celebration of a future life,” beamed Talon @ras he ushered them into
the main-room.

The Grant's home was small but comfortabletuffed unicorn sat
on a chair next to Michelle. 'An animal of the slatiety', Michelle said. A
blue bassinet with checkered buntings was predortiindisplayed in the
center of the room, indicating that they were teeha boy.

Everyone in the neighborhood was in attenéakten who worked
for the Human Essence Disposal Units, Communitp&ted and Practice
Committee Members, various service industry worle of course all of
their wives.

Gretchen was the one women in the neighborhoodhalaa job.
Writing children's books and nursing was abouttet was fit for real women
to do outside the home.

The women essentially looked alike. Chin tarigpbbed hair, no
makeup and a strand of pearls if married over &g/ But tonight,
everyone's eyes were on Michelle, the expectartienot

An Annunciation Celebration was more tharagyp it was an
affirmation of life itself.

"Congratulations, Talon. May you continué€a@D's grace. You
must be very proud of Michelle. Of course | knehasbng that she would be
chosen to carry GOD'’s child. She has such a woanbedne structure and
thick ankles. That's very important, you know,” tded Mayton.

Gretchen stepped on Mayton's toe and feignegtise. "l am so
sorry, Mayton my dear. All you all right?"

"Quite,” he said quietly.

"Talon, Talon, Talon. What can | say? Asaman | am thrilled at
the prospect of just being close to someone as wyraad dear as Michelle.
She is indeed blessed,” gushed Gretchen as sheedtagide to avoid
Mayton attempt to step on her toe.

Talon was radiant and seemed even tallerdbaal. His soft brown
eyes shown with the glowing pride of a future fataed protector.
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Gretchen and Mayton hated parties of all &irmlit especially
Annunciation Celebrations. Most of the time, tfieynd legitimate reasons
not to attend, but the Grant's party was necessary.

Oh God no! Here comes that pain-in-the-asdist, lan Dean. If he
starts in, | swear I'll choke the living shit odtrom,” smiled Mayton through
clenched teeth.

"Be nice, Rude. Our futures depend on ipiled Gretchen.

"l hate his greasy slicked-back hair,” whiggeMayton through
smiling lips.

"We are supposed to have evolved past vaRitge.”

"l hate the way his lips curl up over his guwhen he speaks,”
nodded Mayton.

"He can't help the way he was born.”

"Okay, then | hate him because he's an asshatdded Mayton
firmly.

"Now that's fair" beamed Gretchen as Deatk&dhlip grinning
mindlessly.

"A birth--- thanks be to our GOD. Don't ysay?" spurted lan. "I'm
lucky to be able to be here tonight. | had to fsadneone to trade my night
on duty with."

"Night on duty? | thought you were a dentiah,” said Gretchen
sweetly.

"Oh, my yes. I'm a dentist. | was referriogmy being a member of
the World Guard. I've been trying to get Maytorjdio us. We can never
have enough good men,” said lan earnestly. "Goadimbard to find."

"This is true,” agreed Gretchen with a sniiflayton stepped on her
toe.

"lan, if | really thought that we were atlgi$'d join in a minute. But
seriously...."

Gretchen got very serious and uncomfortabMayton's lack of
discretion. He was usually more careful aboutmgiopinions that were not
politically correct.

"Mayton, I'm surprised at you! Oh, | see! Yeputting me on, as
they say. Everyone knows that Mars once triechtade our mother earth!
But let me refresh your memory. | never tire & treroic tale.

"We, the inhabitants of earth, must be evgitant as to not forget
the near fatal war in our recent past history. G&r@rson Welles lead the
combined world forces to victory over the invadarmies of Mars.
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"General Oliver West discovered a plot withiir own Congress to
assist the invading armies, but was able to felsbheme with the help of
General Hanz Solo. Together they ferreted outfah® evil-doers and coupe
plotters. Under the direction of Commander Orsagll®é, the earth was
saved. And | don't have to tell you, that's whe&dBZook over and
guaranteed our future as safe, secure and serdpe tieir watchful eyes.”

"Thanks be to our GOD,” mumbled Mayton dutjfu

"It was during that historic struggle,” contéd lan, "when mankind
itself was on the brink of annihilation that we jaside our cultural
differences and truly became an united planet.lddger did we mistrust
each other because of origin of birth, religiorsocio-economic conditions.
One earth - one people - ever vigilant. Thank®hbeur GOD. And | tell you
what, Mayton. The next meeting | go, I'll just a®ioy in my Solis and pick
you up. What do you say to that?"

"If my work permits, which | seriously doubt.

"Just what is your job, | mean with regam®ur glorious
government?"

"l have a working arrangement with the Cdr@avernment, doing
genetic research and input from my patients’ files.

"Direct access to the GOD computer. What@moh!”

"I have only limited computer access. | etey patient with
anxiety responses categorizing chemical make-ugetgepatterning, and so
forth, for GOD."

"Tell me. Why does GOD need that informatlon?

"I'm told it's for the betterment of mankihd.

"How lucky we are, to live in this gloriousuntry. You know, we
could have born in a hell hole like Cuba!" statad firmly.

"Only if your parents were Cuban,” sighed Mawyas he quickly
dodged Gretchen's kick.

"Attention friends,” called Michelle as sheg 1 an easy chair like a
gueen holding court. "Talon will now recount GODBlsssings.

Everyone found chairs and floor area tositalon began in a
solemn voice.

"GOD, in their wisdom has willed that Michelbrocreate. Blessed
is she among women to bare GOD's Fruit. And |, haés Michelle's
husband, swear to serve as protector and keepkeG@iD's offspring comes
to plurality. Blessed be our GOD."
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With a great heart-felt cheer, everyone watheir feet, hugging,
kissing and wishing the Grant's well.

Mayton got uncharacteristically caught uphi@a moment and
grasped Talon's hand.

"I know he'll be quite a little Rambo, Taland...." Mayton’s jaw
dropped as he turned ashen and started pourind.d4esdropped Talon's
hand and grabbed his head.

Gretchen wasn't sure what to do. She dishotkif Mayton was in
real trouble, or if for some unknown reason this &t for effect. She did
know, she had to get Mayton out of there and home.

"Oh, dear, it must be that pesky virus agBon't worry anyone, it's
not contagious,” Gretchen called as she helped dfaytwards the door.
"He'll be fine tomorrow. Please excuse us."

Once outside all she could think of to sagw&Vhat?"

"Home,” was all Mayton could manage to get didome."

Gretchen had learned a lot about medicinégiryears married to
Mayton. She once suffered a migraine and Maytore dpev Livertohn.
Gretchen quickly turned down the bed and slippedlltivertohn in Mayton's
mouth and made him sip cold water. She knew b#ttar to talk. Every
word seemed like the thunder of a thousand drunesahmigraine hit.
Although she pretended that nothing was wrongwaseworried. This was
not the Mayton she knew.

Within three minutes the Livertohn did its jabd Mayton was
asleep. Gretchen watched him for almost an hoowl$) his furrowed
forehead relaxed and his breathing became sloweandar. Gretchen didn't
want to risk waking him, so she made her bed omrthie room relaxer.

........ Mayton walked down a misty hall past sal/doors that were
boarded and covered with cobwebs. The mist wak babnot cold. Ahead
he could see an open door. He stopped short affering and peeked
through as if he were afraid of what was inside.

"Mayton, do come in. I've been waiting for yosmiled his
grandfather.

"Grandfather! Am | dead? No, wait, | had adche. | think |
probably died of an embolism or an infarction. Glod, | don't want to be
dead."
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"Mayton, you're not dead. You are having B/veal dream.
Another microchip implanted in your mastoid. Rementb | am really sorry
about the headache, but | had to get you herdaéoantidote,” explained a
rather young and fit Byron Rude.

"What triggered the headache?"

"Rambo. You were programmed to &ambothe evening after
you accessed the 211bf9 file. If you were home,were to simply fall
asleep and come here. But if you were out or loapany, | inserted a
migraine implant. I'm sorry about all of this, tyatu have no choice. This is
your legacy, so let's get down to business."

“Then there is an antidote! Titus said thees,” beamed Mayton.

"Perfect. Sims and | had hoped that youwwald work together
on this. You make me proud, Mayton."

"Will | be able to remember the formula? Bmly a simple medical
doctor, not a research biologist."

"The antidote is so simple and obvious, thiatveren't forfogging
a school child would have stumbled on it long @fwe antidote for TG-6
must be placed in the drinking water. San Diegbésheadquarters for the
drinking water system for the entire country."

"San Diego water supply— okay."

"Sims and | discovered the TG-6 virus quigeabcident. T. Bower
Yates was thrilled. He assured us that it woulg be used on countries that
were a threat, or over-populated third and fourthldvcountries. When we
discovered that our own country was also on theebay's agenda, Sims and
| started to work on an antidote.

"But before we left, | placed two sealeddila the GOD computer
for you. I'm quite sure they've been accessedoby rirheSepticfile will
drive that old queen Yates nuts but BRembodfile should make him feel quite
safe. Tell me Mayton, do you remember the Peabdsiemda stories | used to
read to you as a child?" asked Grandpa Rude cimgckli

"Of course | do. The book wasThe Weiner Dog Chronicles! Let’s
see... Peabo and Sierra talked all afternoon about puddbe poodles,
trees 'n' bees, cats 'n' rats, bats 'n' gnats,dmt...so on. | still have a picture
of my Dachshund, Peabo,” he chuckled.

His grandpa just smiled warmly.

“In fact sometimes | think if it weren't for my memes and of
course Gretchen, I'd lose my mind. Come to think, ahaybe | have."
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"Oh no, you don't. That would be too easye €himination of
household pets was one of the worst side effedisggfing. | mean, people at
their best are a pain in the ass, but a dog--- Niaeeless, you and Titus must
work fast."

"About your death--- We were told that you &ims committed
suicide because you two were lovers,” stammeredtdmestaring at his feet.

"What do you think?" asked his grandfatherrgy.

"Mother and father said it was true, beca&&® said so, but |
figured that you two were murdered ahey, whoever they were, made it
look like a suicide."

"You're right and your parents are still adsh,” huffed grandfather
Rude. “Sims and | were ambushed in San Diego befereould dispense the
TG-6 antidote into the water system. We didn't hmebance. We were taken
to a warehouse and injected with a very nastg littimber that made people
appear to explode, as if they had fallen from aneexe height. Painful too,
but we didn't tell them dick! Where were we found?"

"At the base of the old Space Needle witbvetts suicide note in
your pocket. No autopsy by order of the governmest a pervert’s burial
in a common grave."

"I'm sorry you had to go through all of thattBnough bullshit,
you'll be waking soon. Let's get on with it!"

"Do you have an antidote for fogging?" askéad/ton.

"You'll have to find that one, Mayton. Butsfi you must stop TG-6.
Very simply...."

Gretchen awoke with a start. She felt strngpprehensive. She
crept quietly down the hall and peered into th&kelaed bedroom.

"I have something for you, Baby,” came Maysgoroice.

"Honey, you were so ill. Are you all right&tie asked as she sat
gently on the bed.

"More than all right; perfect! You see the/ke TG-6 is Africa
itself, where the ancient strain was born. OhMehso much to tell you, but
first | have an urgency,” he growled as he rartdngue down her soft white
neck to her breast.
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TOPEKA, KANSAS

T. Bower Yates and Jamie were sharing a f@iwement in their
sauna when a familiar voice came booming over thiéspeaker:

"Secretary Yates! | want to see you and Bullrin the Oval office
at once. No damned excuses, just get your fahdsre!"

"Did he say, Turnbull?" laughed Jamie with hand cupped over
his mouth as he so often did when he was trulyaatK'Yes Bowzer, go and
get Turnbull for the man!"

Yates glared at Jamie in such a way thairimeddiately ceased
tittering. Yates drew a deep breath and buzzedd ewihis private pager.
Lewis appeared in a flash as Yates hurriedly droesse

"In precisely seven minutes you are to beame aspirin and a very
strong tea to the Oval office. And then contactd<¢es in Kyoto, the little
son-of-a-bitch! You tell him that Tumian Pharmadeals had better do some
quality control on the shit they send me. If anotbetch fails, I'll just
produce my own!"

"Then what?" asked Lewis coolly.

"Just follow my lead. Seven minutes!"

"It must be all the exercise. We'll havertorease his dosage—"
thought Yates aloud.

"Good luck, Bowzer,” said Jamie sincerely with iglacticed sad
eyes.

He wiped a drop of sweat off Jamie nose wiimile. "Don't tire
yourself out by staying in here too long. I'll e later."

Six minutes later, Yates was knocking on the difdhe Oval office.

"Come!" bellowed Fitzpatrick.

Yates straightened his tie and burst in aithide grin.

"Mr. Presider, what on earth is wrong? Murribull will be along
in just a moment. What can | do for you?" cooede¥at

"Close the door, Yates. Something is friglhgfuwrong! Watch
this,” he said as he turned his monitor towardse¥at

"I've been trying to access information aad't”
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Employment figures: denied.
Global warming trends: denied.
Foreign trade figures: denied.
Cost of living indexes: denied.

“All'l can do on my terminal is play a gaméhna little man and
pizzas! Just what the hell...."

A loud pounding on the door stopped him id+s&ntence. "Il get
that Sir,” whispered Yates as he opened the dobetds. "Oh Lewis, how
very nice of you. Look Mr. Presider, some nicedaad some aspirin."

"l don't want any damned aspirin. | want samewers!"

"Certainly, Mr. Presider.”

“Take the tea away, Lewis,” said Yates with a wadf his hand.

"Leave the tea, Lewis. | said if didn't wanty damned aspirin. |
want the damned tea! Do not presume to speak folyates!” demanded
Fitzpatrick.

Whew!sighed Yates and Lewis silently.

Lewis quickly poured the tea and handed thtoPresider. After just
a few sips, all the rage drained away from his faw# once again, the nation
had a kinder, gentler Presider.

"Mr. Yates, would you like to play a gametwihe? It's really a lot
of fun. You can toss the pizzas, if you like,"ds&itzpatrick sweetly.

"I'd love to, Mr. Presider, but, don't yourrember? asked Yates
wide eyed. "l have to check on your private hedteo. In one hour you and
Mrs. Fitzpatrick are leaving on vacation to the poend in Sedona. You've
been working much too hard lately. It's time tdfénd relax. No one
deserves it more than you, Sir."

"Fishing! | really love to fish, and Mrs.tEpatrick didn't say a word
about it! I'll bet she forgot,” laughed Fitzpatrick

"I'm sure she's ready, Mr. Presider.” Yatedded for Lewis to see
to the arrangements.

"Let's play just one game before | have &vég Mr. Yates. Please?"

"Certainly. Then | will walk you and your lely wife to the
helicopter! Now, you promised that | could toss plezas,” smiled Yates.

He was the master.
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DAY SIX

...... Titus found himself walking in a resplemd jungle of vibrant
green trees, vines and grasses. He was wishinge@eeere with him to share
his dream. While the smell of moss and herbs fillsdsenses, mud filled his
toes. He hadn't noticed before, but he was nakeepxor a loincloth. The
soft warm mud between his toes made him feel néedede didn't even like
being barefoot in his own dwelling.

Insects as large as his feet were landinigi®arms and shoulders to
feast on his flesh. He swatted himself until hes ware.

As he continued to walk, he could hear soundse distance of
old-society animals. He heard a lion roar, evenigioDeedee's research told
him that lions didn't live in the jungle, but iretkavanna. Naked or not, it was
exciting. But his smile soon turned to a frown wiaesnake longer than his
Solis swung down in front of him from a nearby tree

“Enough of this,” he said aloud as he heddea clearing up ahead.
"I'm going to look for my closet and get dressetbbe| go any further."

As he entered the clearing, he saw a manimgeanly a loincloth;
holding a spear.

Suddenly he gasped. “Grandfather?"

"You've been wondering about our ancestors. Ithmtight I'd show
you. | assume you've guessed that it wasn't anléashuh?" He tossed
down his spear and laughed.

"Are you trying to tell me that my life isisb bad after all?" asked
Titus.

"Hell no! | just don't have much of a chaffcefun these days that's
all. We have some important business to take danigld now, Tiger.

Titus hadn't been called Tiger in yearsolirgled so good to his
tired ears.

"You see, there is information that I'm alexivto give you and some
that I'm not. | can't interfere with your right @écision, only help you with
decisions that you've already made. Understand®dabat frail looking old
man.

"Okay—" answered Titus cautiously.

"You and Mayton are on the right track antl séon have at your
disposal, the answers to mankind's present probildragan Sims slowly.
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"It sounds like a big haityut comes in right about here,” interrupted
Titus with a smile.

"You're right. But only if you don't et ndeds sentimentality get in
your way. It will be the beginning of the end, &igUnderstand?" asked the
old man with a tear in his eye.

"No, but | promise you that I'll do my dandest, Grandfather,”
answered Titus sincerely.

Sims sighed resolutely and looked upward Esténing.

"Your wake up sensor is sounding. You havgd now Tiger.

Good luck and remember, | love you,” yelled the wlan as he faded and
was gone...

Titus slowly opened his eyes and was religedue in his own bed
next to his loving Deedee.

Needless sentimentalitjhe kept wondering.

"Deedee,” he whispered as he shook her gently awéRefine,
needless sentimentality.”

"It mearshut up” she groaned as she rolled over.
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For the first time since he was an invincit@enager, Mayton
awoke feeling that he was in control of his owntigs Out of habit and
need he reached gently for Gretchen.

"Mayton!" she snapped. "What on earth---& Hdney, I'm sorry---
but don't you ever...." she stumbled confusedly.

Mayton flushed bewildered and pulled bac&rlly.

The central telecom unit sounded and Grettineke out in a wide
grin. "Hurry Mayton, we'll be late."

Mayton tied his robe modestly and followedle#eyed. Gretchen
was already halfway through with Hée pledge and frowned that Mayton
was late. As the flag faded, Gretchen glanceddiedy at Mayton. But the
plea disappeared as the announcer began:

"Vice-Presider James Turnbull's, "A Moment fronstidry" is a
daily program dedicated to the cultural advanceroéntur citizens. Today's
subject is: THE MEDIA. Mr. Turnbull."

"Before the Reformation, the Media was a verydaogganized
network of self proclaimed intellectuals, both nagd women who attempted
to force their depraved views on the good citizefnsur great country.

"The Media invaded our lives with distortethped material that
was forced upon us daily and even hand delivereditovery homes. They
filled our telecom units with lies and innuendodditied our lives with
stories of hurt and evil.

"They became so powerful that they even asigérsion on the very
fabric of American society, our Politicians. Thepwid accuse these selfless
men of all types of corruption greed and pervenéstonduct. The Media in
their heartlessness ruined many fine men's lives.

"The Media was finally disbanded and all neligseminating was
done through the only truly trustworthy source: GO opeka, Kansas.
GOD protects us from harmful or lust producing thiais and gives us not
only History but uplifting stories of courage aratjiotism.

"Thanks be to our GOD."

"We are so very fortunate to live protected aared for. GOD is
indeed kind to their own,” sighed Gretchen.

"Wow, that's spooky, Gretchen. You knowahstill remember
when God was our Supreme Being, creator of theeusé&/ Now when
people speak of GOD, they're talking about our Giaaus of Democracy.
Who would ever believe that a government of any kimuld have the balls
to call itself GOD?" asked Mayton incredulously.
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"Mayton, sometimes |—" said Gretchen rubliieg forehead in an
all to familiar triangular pattern.

His heart felt like it was bleeding, for Magthad seen enough
foggingthat Gretchen rubbing her forehead in that mammesant he had no
time to lose. Now he would have to be extremehgftd, even in his own
home.
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Mayton wasted no time dressing and drivingisooffice. Naomi
wasn't due in the another two hours, so he had time

"Please be there,” he half whispered as &ehed into the delivery
slot. “Gotcha!" he squealed as he retrieved a swtate paper envelope
addressed to him and markeersonal.

"What is that?" came a voice from behind himd a tap on the
shoulder.

"Shit, Titus! | thought you were Naomi,” gesl Mayton as he held
his chest. "I didn't even recognize your hand with@mur ostentatious silver
ring."

"Naomi? Yeah, | look a lot like a short, bleigoman,” he laughed.
"And it's not ostentatious, it's a family heirloohwas in such a hurry, | left it
on my bureau."

"God, I'm glad you're here. Gretchen is itédc| thought about
giving her a dose of the antidote, but | figure gliebe safer fogged, in case
we fail,” said Mayton sadly.

"God I'm sorry, Mayton. Antidote— | have atwsly missed
something,” huffed Titus as he continued to scrhistarms and shoulders.

"This envelope contains the formula for th8Uantidote, if | knew
Crighton at all. Just before he died, he calledargay he had found the
antidote. Being as pedantic and paranoid as hethiadas to be a backup!"

Mayton tore open the envelope and just sl it contained a
neatly printed formula for the U-81 antidote.

"Just because you're paranoid, doesn't nfedirttiey're not after
you, and why are you scratching?" asked Mayton.

"Long story. Now if we only had the TG-6 alate, we could don
our Super-hero capes and save the world. Why aresiyaling? And don't
you have some kind of itch-lotion, or something8kexd Titus with a frown.

"My grandfather came to me in a dream laghihéand gave me the
formula,” answered Mayton as he handed Titus alaagtle of foul smelling
salve.

"I knew they had something up their sleevEskn dead, they fuck
with the system!" laughed Titus as he began rubtiiagsalve on his bites.
"The Water Plant is guarded with lasers. Withoetdhde, you're fried. In
case anything goes wrong, just usecess/water123
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"Nothing can go wrong— | need you! And whkatd of secret code
iswater12® It's way too easy."

"That's what makes it so good. Besides, whgtdo figure it out?
I'll get my family out of town and wait for your k@t home."

"Family? God, I'm sorry Titus. There's bsermuch happening, |
never asked about your life. Please tell me," Sagiton sincerely.

"My life?" sighed Titus with a smile. Wheshould | start?"

"What about your grandmother. Is she slile®" began Mayton.

"No, Grams died about six months afterdgheident A broken
heart, | think."

"What about your parents?" asked Mayton.

"My parents are alive and well and livinglire apartment next to
ours. My father works for the central governmeninitelligence. They too
are unaffected. But to help keep up the coverherattays home, bakes
cookies and baby-sits some of the neighborhood kdgs about your
parents, Mayton? You've never mentioned themtédtaitus.

"My parents are well, | would guess. | hdveeen them in years.
Grandfather called theassholeg smiled Mayton watching for a reaction.

"Assholes? | thought it was only my grandéatthat used that word.
How wonderful! They could have been twins!"

"What about a wife?" smiled Mayton.

"l have a fine wife named Deedee. She wiwkthe government
library and secretly researched all that niggeirtass and Afro-American
crap. Frankly, when you read and understandniféfrica, | know I'm better
suited tothis than to running barefoot through the jungle tryiogill things
to eat. I'd much rather catch a bus than my foladijhed Titus shaking his
head.

"Interesting. A child?" queried Mayton wihsmile.

"Yes, a son named Byron,” smiled Titus.

"Byron?"

"Yeah, after your grandfather. | knew myrgttather would have
liked it. Grandfather Sims always called your giather his very best
friend, except for Grams. | didn't think the worldeded another Titus,
especially ghird. Now don't start getting sloppy on me,” grinnetLi$i

"A son,” sighed Mayton with a raised eyebrotihrough
Annunciation | assume?"

"Of course, but..."
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"l know. It's great isn't it?" whispered Magtas he slapped Titus'
leg.

"Deedee is so loving, inventive and quiéth $o lucky to have
found her,” whispered Titus. "We're beginning toirss like a couple of
perverts, Mayton."

"If everything goes just right, and we're the luckiest
sons-of-bitches ever created, and everyone wiihdgzow the pleasure and
pain of sex,” sighed Mayton firmly.

"Pain? Maybe you're not doing it right" tedsTitus.

"The pain of knowing what they've been migsiisaid Mayton
earnestly.

"No children?" asked Titus.

"Not yet. Gretchen and | don't want a chifdess we can bring it
into a much different world than this,” whispereéyon nervously. "Did
you hear something?"

"No, why?"

"Naomi likes to sneak up and listen throughdoor when | have a
new patient. | think she's a spy for Digby,” shldyton seriously.

"Of course she is. | just assumed you knéwe. I&as been working
for Digby since she came to work here. She submiteekly report on you
and your patients. Didn't Crighton tell you? SkeSAM!"

"Her name is Naomi, not Sam. Before?" askegtivh.

"Try to stay with me. Not Sam, but a SAMa-Sensory Automated
Monitor, out of Sector-Seven. Mayton, | really tigbtiyou knew,” babbled
Titus.

"A Sensory Automated Monitor, a Sensory Auated Monitor.
Artificial intelligence--- you mean, an android?dsped Mayton. "I thought
androids were only used in high risk ventures, tilearing old toxic waste
sites and nuclear fuel dumps. Besides, they haaengkin covering to
distinguish them."

"Android is still as good a description ay.ahhe green models are
still used for toxic waste cleanup, in places fhractically annihilated
themselves earlier this century, like France aralibbixty-five percent of the
old Soviet Union. And they're still used to sea tid reactors with the
fortified selium/cement compounds. Quite efficiezally. If one falls into the
steaming mess, it's no great loss. Just requiséimther."

"But?" asked Mayton.
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"But these models look and act human and fibéelyno pain,
although they're programmed to take three sick daysar just to keep up
appearances. That's the whole point, you're nqiaagd to know. But if you
were to cut one open, you'd find a stack of dislkeoded with everything you
and your patients have ever said,” answered Titus.

"Shit! What if she has been monitoring (8fe's very sneaky!"

"l carry this,” he said as he produced alblaen-shaped cylinder.

"What is it?"

"It's a SAM-Scrambler. All my conversaticar® protected. SAM's
are everywhere."

Mayton examined the cylinder questioningly.

"Ever wonder about your neighborhood? Timet person that
always seems to around asking stupid questionstadging you for
answers? Chances are it's your local SAM,” saidsTi

"Stupid questions? That could be ninety ejfgircent of everyone |
know. Digby my supervisor has to be one of thét#e!s the dullest man |
know. No not dull; gullible. Lord, he makes mesitigrumbled Mayton.

"Il work on a Scrambler for you. | should Bble to have one
whipped out before we leave for San Diego,” smiléds.

“I'm in no mood these days to act brain dead. r&héoo much at
stake,” grunted Mayton. "Where did you get a SAMaBabler?"

"Hell, | didn't even know about SAM's, let aloner&mblers. Both
were a gift from my grandfather in a dream,” smilétlis. “By the way, can
you defineneedless sentimentalty

"Crying because you still miss your dog?"veer@d Mayton. "Hell,
| don't know, Titus. Is there any way to tell alNg&om, us?" queried
Mayton.

"They have no crazy-bone,” smiled Titus.

"Crazy-bone? You mean like whacking youiogiB"

"Precisely. All you have to do is sneak umpaosuspected SAM and
crack their elbow with a blunt object. Of courdejdur wrong---." chuckled
Titus.

"Wonderful. | wonder---," but a knock on ttieor ended their
gabfest.

"Come,” answered Mayton firmly.

"Oh, Mr. Crest. | assumed that you'd be Igage by now. Nothing
wrong, | hope,” gushed Naomi as her eyes darteaharthe room as if taking
inventory.
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"No. In fact | feel quite wonderful. You'very lucky to have the
opportunity to work for such a fine doctor. Youwsld count yourself
fortunate,” beamed Titus as he rose and preparkte.

"To be sure,” faltered Naomi as she scurbiack to her desk.

"I'll call you as soon as | have the antidoaenpounded for
compatibility. It has to be right. We only have aft,” whispered Mayton.

"Il be waiting. No, wait! | need to use yaglecom unit before |
leave. It will be safer, yeah,” mumbled Titus a&skeyed in the code to the
Topeka library.

"Deedee, its Titus. | just called to remymi that we have to make
the lemonade for Sundays' bar-b-que. Have a nigé da sighed as he
disconnected the telecom unit.

"Bar-b-que?" asked Mayton in astonishment.

"A code. Deedee knows to pick up Byron anydparents, and go to
our pre-arranged safe-place. I'll join them whds is all over We knew this
day would come for a long time,” explained Titus.

"| feel like I'm always two steps behind afuy Titus,” he laughed.
"Just where is your safe-place?"

"It's safer that no one but Deedee knowsfriapd,” whispered
Titus.

"Shall | contact you at your apartment?" askkayton.

"No, I'll only be there for thirty secondsjtluse that same number
code. I'll re-route it to my pager. Good luck, Mayf’ said Titus as he
grasped Mayton's shoulders firmly. "May the Credt®mwith us."
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v

T. Bower Yates sat at his desk day-dreamlig.and Jamie were on
a desert island watching the sun set. Just thetwleem, without any outside
interference--- Their own private little world witht the crushing weight of
world domination. Maybe then Jamie would really---

A pounding on his office door shocked himlbaxthe present.

"Come."

"Mr. Yates, the files have been cracked!aBéeallow me,” quivered
Lewis as he turned the terminal and began to type:
\access:2a472/septic
working...

Yates' eyes narrowed as he began readirgphiputer screen.

"What the hell is this nonsense?" he belloagdie waived his arms
violently.

"Research tells me that is an excerpt frazhilglren's book of the
old society calledThe Wiener Dog ChronicleSir. It was very popular at its
time."

..... Peabo and Sierra were fast asleep in frorthefbig window in
the greatroom. Summer was almost over, but itstilsvery hot in 'Zona. It
was too hot to sleep in his cheetah print fuzzy it the crisp, cool, cotton
carpet was just right. Everyone called them the dags of summer and
Peabo knew why.

"Summer is when 'Zona people bar-b-que. vinen they
bar-b-que, they eat outside. And when they band-and eat outside, they
feed their adorable little puppies pieces of hangieny hot dog and chicken.
Dog days for sure!"

“Are you sure this is the Rude file?” demanded ¥ate

“Yes, this is definitely the Rude file. I'd say had nothing and was
just ‘'yanking your chain’, | believe the ancienpression was,” nodded Lewis
confidently.

"Maybe,” whispered Yates through clenchedhte&Vhat about the
second file?"

"Oh this one will please you...

access\211bf9-/rambo
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working...

| am sorry to have to confess that TG-6 is my oeadty creation.
There is no antidote as it is a true ArmageddonsziOnce created, it
mutates and adapts. It cannot be destroyed.

-end-

"Where's Fitzpatrick?" growled Yates.

"Playing that insipid pizza game."

"Where's his wife?"

"She is hosting a senate wives' tea, mouridgve to eliminate
first names for married women."

"What?" winced Yates.

"Just Mrs. Yates, instead of Betty Yates. sden as a girl gets
married, she gives up her first name as well asdstf”’ shrugged Lewis.

"How's it coming?"

Lewis smiled and made a thumbs-up sign.

"You see, Sir? We're safe! He had absglutething,” bragged
Lewis.

"Maybe,” whispered Yates starring at the snras if he could divine
something no one else could. "You know what hasetdone now, Lewis.
Put two good men on it. | don't want any looses&hd

"Of course Sir. Now, about Jamie---"

"Yes, yes. First | want you to work on thie&/Presider's imaging.
| think it's about time that he starts graying amthe temples. Give him a
few worry lines too,” said Yates thoughtfully.

"What about adding a few pounds to him? altisost time for his
vacation, so he can lose them jogging or somethfuggested Lewis.

"Good, just do it. | wish we could get awsiyh just a computer
image for the Presider, too. Life would be so meakier,” laughed Yates.

Lewis laughed obligingly, but his mind was damie.
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Vv

"Be there, Titus,” Mayton prayed as he didiesitelecom unit. "We
have no time to lose. Answer!"

Mayton had a flash of despair with ever-increasirane of the
buzzing telecom. He couldn't wait any longer. dHecked his Solis and
found fifty-nine percent charged. Enough to safedyhim to Topeka and
back. He figured by the time he drove to Titus'rapant, Titus would have
returned and they could leave from there.

He had to fight off the nagging feeling teatmething had gone
wrong. It took less than an hour to reach thetapart. As Mayton turned
the corner and approached the large brick builthagihoused all the
Secretary of State support staff, his heart begdueted in terror.

The State Human Essence Disposal Unit wdsefdan front.
Mayton had no proof that they were there for Tihesjust knew. He parked
down the street in front of a political reading mand casually strolled
towards the apartment building.

A Disposal Unit parked in front of their bdithg and no one even
seemed to notice. Strange thing about the foggetbthing seemed to
bother them.

Mayton walked up the stairs, turned right &itdis lip as he found
Titus' apartment. A small boy was playing spacesin front of the open
door.

"Is Titus home?" he asked. The boy just nddaled pointed inside.

Mayton walked in and found himself in the stidf seven men.
Five were dressed in suits and two in the unmigti@kBisposal Unit's orange
jumpsuits.

No one seemed to notice or care that he hieae tso he just
listened.

Mayton recognized Lewis as Yates assistaomn fa picture that
Titus shown him. Lewis was busy talking quietlywitvo other men in suits.
They nodded and stepped aside as Lewis began tessdthie Disposal Unit.

Mayton stood motionless, starring at thenlivioom sofa. On the
sofa, dressed in a leisure jumpsuit was the expldaely of Titus. If it
weren't for the recognizable black skin and silieg clutched in his hand, it
could have anyone that had fallen from a greathteig

Needless sentimentality— the ring!
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The apartment was in shambles. Severaledfitishad various
items in hand, mostly books. On a table next ter@tMayton stood, were
assorted objects: money, travel script and a hp@ckshaped cylinder.
Mayton's heart raced as he slipped the SAM moimtorhis pocket. No one
noticed him or the sweat pouring off of him on to®| afternoon.

"The Secretary wants the official reportéad suicide,” said Lewis
firmly.

"Suicide,” repeated the Disposal Unit togethe

Miserable BastardsMayton screamed inside his head.

"l know the late Titus Crest had a wife nanbegedee and a son
named Byron. Put a trace on them; we have tourve,”smumbled Lewis to
another member of the party.

Mayton left quietly and made his way throulyl tvinding corridors.
“Yates had Titus killed,” he mumbled to himselow wait, Titus was the
most efficient man | know and I'm sure Deedee ayidBare safe. | just
wish | could tell her, instead of just letting lgpress."

As he reached the sidewalk and headed fddlis, he stopped
short.

"Shit!" he gasped aloud. "Then I'm next! Rganic you asshole---
just get in your car and drive away slowly.

The drive back home was torturous. What afBatchen--- what
about the antidotes? What could he accomplishyafiimself?

Mayton pulled into his driveway and got otite locked the door of
his Solis, although there was no need it. If hisdhihadn't been on Titus,
antidotes and saving the world he would have ndtiae and Margo Dean
hailing him.

Just perfecthe thought to himself.

"And a gracious good day to you Mayton. Hieme to formally
invite you to our World Guard membership meetingaorow night. We've
been put on alert due to the increased Out-Wodd#vity in earth's sector.
Mother earth really needs you Mayton."

As Mayton was about to make up yet anotheuss, lan turned
abruptly and banged his elbow on the door of tHesSdayton winced, but
lan didn't seem to feel anything.

"Certainly, lan; I'll be there for sure,” ddVlayton with a forced
smile. "I'm only too glad to serve our gloriousiotry."
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"Good! And I know that you'll be pleasedktomw that Margo will
be making her very own original whole wheat ramil ginger happy-face
cookies for our meeting,” beamed lan proudly.

"Oh lan, how you do go on. Mayton, did yaat? The Grant's
have decided on the baby's hame. Hanz Solo, naftexchayreat, great
general,” gushed Margo.

Mayton smiled, but he felt so empty. He esemihimself and went
into the house to find Gretchen baking whole whiesin and ginger
happy-face cookies.

"Welcome home Mayton. | got my horrid hait teday. How do
you like it?" blushed Gretchen modestly.

Mayton forced himself to smile. A Gretchendidn't know stood
before him wearing an apron--- a Gretchen with shmbbed hair and blank
eyes.

"Your hair befits you Gretchen,” he smile@hanks be to our GOD
for your creativity and talent.”

“Oh thank you, husband. Now | am a fitting realmamn worthy of
you,” she said with a shy smile. Mayton’s heart Wwesaking.

“Your nourishing meal will be ready in exactly g minutes. Is
that acceptable?”

“But of course, dear wife. | have a bit of workdo in my office. |
will be back in nineteen minutes--- acceptable?”

“As you please,” she said sincerely.

Mayton locked himself in his office and sath at his terminal.
access\ water123

And as simple as that, the sequence for disgrthe lasers at the
Central Water Project was starring at him. He symylote it down and put it
in his pocket. He well knew if he were caught, @uldn’t matter if it were in
code or not.

He sat rubbing his temple&3h fine, an anxiety headache is what |
really need!

"Oh Titus, it's too late, but | know whaeedless sentimentality
means! I'll leave in the morning and may the Creaémwith me,” he sighed
deeply. Mayton quickly packed the antidotes he fra@gared and sat down
for possibly his final supper with Gretchen.
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HAMILTON, BERMUDA

Gaithway Cottage

"No matter what happens Harold, | want tonthgou for your help.
At least we know we've done our best,” smiled Ralgirms he clasped his
friend's hand warmly.

"I really like it, Reggie, but | fear it'sddate.”

“Never the less, one hundred, forty-four cratdsavrive in Bar
Harbor, Maine tomorrow for distribution. My netwaottkere is first class—
twelve people that are closer than family.”

“And you're sure they're reallgne of ug”

“Absolutely! | just wish there had been time ardources to have
them printed and bound properly. You know, my fivgabk and all.” They
both laughed and sat down by the huge, dirty balouiv.

“I think we were lucky to even get them copiedeylare simple, but
complete. | still don't trust that man at the pshlhg house. He said all the
right things, but there was something strange abiouit as if he were
evaluating or something.”

“I know what you mean, but we have nothing to laseur age and
the world to re-gain if we succeed. With the Cresateelp, our final battle
will be our most glorious.”

“Odd isn't it?” chuckled Harold, “that the titleas the hardest?"

"I know. At first | thoughtThe Would-be Revolutipthen,
SNAFU-AMERICA | toyed with,Beyond Controlbut | think the final title is
by far the grabber it needs to get the world talieand wake up."

"I hope so, my friend,” sighed Harold sindgre
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CHAPTER FOUR

TOPEKA

It had been a long and arduous day for T. Bowde¥.alamie had a
headache and was in his room, and his wife wasSatva the Something
dinner, so there was nothing to do but take a lmtgauna and unwind.

As he undressed he caught a glimpse of hinmstie full-length
mirror on the far wall. His once firm body was ntm@se and sagging. His
skin had taken on a thin quality with blotchy pigtation. He sighed deeply
and muttered about being old, tired and ugly.

"I may be old and not very attractive, buthainy power, | can buy
all the praise and respect | need! From queer ggidus to ruler of the
whole world,” he laughed as his mind drifted bazlSkip—

He was eighteen years old and working asdmta Secretary of
State Markson. He alone suspected that Marksorawgasiet plant, but he
was in awe of the power the position held. And eaeeighteen, Yates
aspired to that same position, only higher. Skig alao an aide. He was his
first love and sexual encounter. He was youngestand emotionally
ablaze. Unfortunately his father wandered in andybathemLike two dogs
in the streethe said. His father beat him and forbid him tabde®mosexual.
Yates was embarrassed and deeply hurt both phlys&al emotionally,
promised.

As a reward, his father treated him to a gegranteed manly
experience with short-legged blonde hooker named.No

"Try it, you'll like it, son!” Yates tried and Naldid her best to
arouse him. "I'd need spray starch and sprintsakenthat thing work,” she
laughed. And worst than being utterly limp was kissed him on the
forehead and shook her head as she left. Yates forighe first and last time
in his life.

"The world would be better off without seké wept. With that
thought, destiny was simply a matter of time. Hs waung and could well
afford to be patient. After all, he had been haiocttqr by the Secretary of
State. He would learn and wait for the right moment
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“Jamie,” he whispered with a smile. Jamieaglsymade him feel
young and virile. He wrapped himself in a softKisin robe and headed for
the sauna. It amazed him just how noisy his knexre vas he walked across
the marble floor in bare feet. But an hour in thars and he would be ready
to see Jamie and become whole again.

His private living quarters were large andetéed late at night and
no one had access without his approval. His mindddo make excuses for
what he was hearing but there was no denying thestiakable sounds of
lovemaking. Jamie gaspihgwisover and over again ran through Yates'
mind like a rampaging bull.

"Oh Lewis, yes, yes, yes!" he groaned.

"Jamie,” howled Lewis in a burst of ecstasy.

Soft laughter cut through Yates to his very sdelars welled up in his
eyes and his upper lip began to twitch. He metigslppicked a thread from his
robe and left silently except for the creaking isf knees.

It was almost dawn when there came a soft knocKaias' door.
Yates sat in the dark and said nothing. The daavlglopened and in the dim,
grey light of morning he could see his golden Adpdamie.

"Bowzer?" whispered Jamie.

"Your headache gone, Jamie?" asked Yates.

"Oh, my yes. It was so very wicked. I'm sdrneglected you last
night, but I'll make up for it now, Bowzer.” He ced gently as he walked
behind Yates and began
stroking his shoulders.

Yates couldn't stay angry with Jamie. He &adore consuming
emotion. The need to feel young and cared for. Eviewas out of
obligation or necessity.

As usual, Jamie satisfied all of his neelat this time when Jamie
laughed and called himrandy old bullYates stopped him cold with a glare.

"Bowzer, what on earth has gotten into ydié&ve | somehow
offended you? You know | just can't stand it when wre cranky with me,”
pouted Jamie convincingly.

"By the way, if you want to see Lewis agaioy'll have to go to the
Fluffy Bun Factory. Since he loves buns and cazefpkhis hands off of them,
he'll love his new job! Of course, you'll no lomggpeal to him,” smirked
Yates.

"Oh Bowzer, you really do love me!" squealadhie as he threw his
arms around Yates' neck.
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"I'm warning you Jamie, don't trifle with me. Ybdind yourself
working at a fast food dump in a permanent statangf!"

"You know I'd be hard to replace, you oldIfidooed Jamie as he
bit his lip.

"Maybe,” replied Yates coldly with a shrugy'maybe not."
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DAY SEVEN
I

KYOTO, JAPAN

OFFICE OF TUMIAN INTERNATIONAL

Santo Kasawa sat behind his large mahogasky/ fdewvning. His
lips were tightly pressed together and twitchedddence to the tapping of
his pen as he waited the arrival of Itto.

Three short, hard raps signaled his arrival.

"Enter,” barked Kasawa. As he did, Kasawa plaased at how tall
and handsome Itto had become. Most Japanese toisralje were all six
feet tall, but six foot four inches tall, with greeyes was to be admired.
Kasawa smiled and carefully looked him up and dewaccess the news. It
was good.

"We have accessed the Uniform States GOD atenpUncle. Their
research correlates most closely with ours,” hdegini

“Most closely?” questioned his uncle, knowing htell.

“Yes, they say one-percent of their citizens ammune. What they
have failed to realize is that one are resistadtamry two-percent of the
populace are permanently immune. Our laborattwde® found a way to
mirror that permanent immunization as well as hownfect the one point
ninety-eight percent.”

"Very good, Itto. So we can permanently ima@as many of our
people as we need,” thought Kasawa aloud. "Therkpow what must be
done next."

“Its already in place; a very cleaver story of diggrace, betrayal
and abandonment. Even our closest allies belieysttiry and are shunning
me. | have an offer, which | already accepted. Tiillsbe our last meeting,
for now. | leave within the hour.”

“Very good, my nephew. Very good.”

“Thank you, Uncle.” He smiled, knowing he’'d pleddds uncle and
mentor.

“Any questions? | sense some hesitation, Ittaxdvk you very well.”
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"l was just thinking that we must be veryefat. Immunization is
for life, Uncle..." started Itto.

"However, mortality is subjective, my dearglew,” interrupted
Kasawa.

“True, Uncle. | have perfected a plan--- a fisalution, of sorts. It
is all outlined in this report,” he said as he bdi@w and handed Kasawa a
leather bound report.

“You please me, Itto,” smiled the old man, brimgninith pride.

Itto smiled broadly and bowed. He more tharet his uncle, he
admired him above all other men, even his own fath#s father was a good
man, but Itto saw his gentleness as weakness. ddalavoted to his uncle's
power and ruthlessness. And since Kasawa had atdyighter, he was sure
to inherit the Tumian Empire and possibly the world

Tumian was a worldwide distributor of pharmaticals, including
the growth hormone that produced Itto's size amdogjor. Tumian was very
selective about thelmperial line of products. Products that raised
intelligence, developed muscle and enhanced haighsize were strictly for
home use and never distributed to the rest ofrttegior world. Japan under
the direction of Tumian, were becoming a super-rAcel now with Itto's
help, Kasawa was about to lead Japan to their estrdiestiny.

Kasawa turned to look out his large glass exrlooking Kyoto.
His breast flushed with pride of his beautiful Japde and his company had
created a paradise on earth. No pollution, no ¢rgonegeous scenery and
only one million people spread over Japan's egtir8bon his people would
spread over the rest of theure uninhabited areas as well. "Soon,” he
whispered with a smile.
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DAY EIGHT
1

CHERRYWOOD RETIREMENT HOME

Shawnee, Kansas

...."Today's subject is Conformity, the keyHappiness. And now
our Vice-Presider, James Turnbull".

"Welcome Friends, today we're going to tdlba the concept of
harmony. If a society is to be harmonious, the thait sticks up must be
pounded down. It's the way our forefathers decieaadd the way it will
remain. This wonderful country we are so blessdd/éoin, has no room or
patience for dissenters. We are a homogeneousysacié now even more
than ever, must be One World. We at this very maraenunder the threat of
attack from yet another Out-World Empire. We knatttheir advance
scouts have already infiltrated our very society.we all know Out-Worlders
on the surface look like us, but watch for theditelltale signs that they are
different. Look for anger, individualism, disconter@nt and most of all,
criticism of our grand and glorious government. §ehepies, these pirates
from space, these scavengers that will pick ouebavhile we cry for mercy,
must be stopped! Report any and all people thatsyspect of being different
to the Central Committee for action.

"Make no mistake, Out-Worlders are amondgBésever vigilant.

One World, thanks be to our GOD."

A tall man in the unmistakable orange junipsuned off the central
telecom unit with a nod of agreement. The Humarekss Disposal Unit
began to methodically record and bagged the essdnadeat was once
Shellie Gaste. Since it was a suicide and shaéefamily, the State would
acquire all of her belongings.

From the moment the Disposal Unit showed ejghbors began
dropping by to pickup some of the things that thagllent Shellie. A crystal
vase, a silver picture frame and several rare hotikdidn't matter to the
Unit; they had already taken everything they wanted
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The housekeeper found Shellie early that saoming. She was as
stylish in death as she was in life, reclining dasioally on the sofa wearing a
low cut blue satin evening gown, lipstick, eye-shaand smelling of old
crushed flowers. It was neat and clean--- no blooeks or gore, simply an
overdose of Quadralain. Quadralain was an illegbktance used
exclusively for painless suicide by despondent talee And defiantly
pinned to the blue satin with an antique pearhgas a note:

I've outlived my purpose and in all good conscieweanot
continue to live with this bullshit. I've been tokcht change is good and to
stop changing is to stagnate and die. But whttéfchanges are immoral
and degrading? Then it is time to embrace deatt welcome it as a long
awaited friend. My forehead aches. | am tired ahdose to go home. My
true friends will understand and to the rest | sayfuek the Presider, fuck
the Vice-Presider and most of all, and fuck ther&acy of State, the
son-of-a-bitch!

"One less Liberal--- no great loss,” mutteoe@ of the Unit
members. "Shall we send the note to the Presider?"

"The Secretary wants all of the notes. Skimeé of statistical
information or something,” was the answer.

As they prepared to zip up thesence ba@ diminutive old woman
reached down and took the pearl pin off of Shellizess.

"l almost lost my most precious pin,” she lechi

"Sure,” muttered the Unit Member as he zipghedbag and grunted,
"Up".

Down the long hall, up the pathway lined bges and out to the
waiting Disposal van while all of her neighbors eved silently, oblivious to
the life and death of Shellie Gaste.
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DAY NINE
v

HARVEY/WADE PUBLISHERS

TOPEKA, KANSAS

"Gretchen my dear, we are so very pleased yatr latest effort in
combating the misinformation that seems to permeatesociety by the
hands of the Liberals. | must say, this is yout lid8e Raccoon book yet!"

"Thank you, Mrs. Herman. | was only too hatand grateful for
the opportunity to serve my country and mankindd Ado feel that it is
extremely important that all children know abouwg tm-women of the old
society and how GOD saved us. It's still hard fertmbelieve that they really
once had the power to ruin good men's lives widlir thies and incriminations.

Men are honorable!"

"That is a fact of life, just as men have tss rib than women,”
Mrs. Herman added.

"And to think that anyone gave credence targbs of harassment
simply boggles the mind. Why would a man harass@man? What would
the purpose be? Men protect women! It makes meagadgsed to be a
woman, at times,” Gretchen blushed as she hunpéduat.

"| feel the same way. Well fortunately, mged, those times as long
past. But you're right, we must never forget oustadkes, lest we repeat
them,” quoted Mrs. Herman sanctimoniously.

"Oh, that is beautiful! Who said that?" gediGretchen.

"l believe it was Richard Nixon of the twegiti century.
Unappreciated at his time, but history proved hirbe one of the greatest
men ever!"

"Oh, goodness me, Mrs. Herman. | almost forigbaked you some
cookies. | hope you enjoy them!" smiled Gretcheslashanded her a brown
paper bag.

"Thank you, Gretchen. It's women like youttkeep our country
great."
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"You are too kind, Mrs. Herman, too kind,ubhed Gretchen
sincerely. "If you have a moment, I'd like to disswan idea | had for a new
book. I think it would be just dandy."

"Of course Gretchen; tell me,” she smiledlas reached for another
cookie. "But please, call me Cindy."

"Thank you, Cindy. It would be a how-to book @wing Christmas
Angels. It would be ever so interesting. | comidude paper patterns and
instructions for the wings and even how to attdwhirthair. Real women
would just have to have the book!" gushed Gretchen.

"l think you've got something here. Let mekma few notes for the
production department. | think | can safely giveiybe go-ahead, my dear,”
she grinned. "But you'll have to hurry, it's alrg&ebruary and well into the
Christmas season."

"I'll get started right away, Cindy, | proral$
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DAY TEN
\%

TOPEKA

"Come,” growled Yates.

The door slowly opened and a tall young nfathiaty entered and
bowed politely.

"You are?" snapped Yates.

"Itto Tanawa, Mr. Secretary. I'm your newdAito replace Lewis. |
understand he been placed at the Whole Wheat FuffiyFactory, doing
inventory control. He should work out nicely,” sedl Itto proudly.

“I think so. You come very highly recommendedy.Ithnd you
being Japanese is a bonus. I'll depend on youlfrhe understand the
complex cultural differences.”

“I'd be honored, Sir.”

“Fine, that will be just fine.” Yates beamed caiefintly.

"And | have good news for you about that pesky pgocent. Within
two weeks they will be as non-existent as free. Willso | have made a
thorough study of Sector Seven's Sensory Automdimutors. There seems
to be a high degree of malfunctions in the D-sdrighe arm joints. |
recommend that they be recalled and a auto-seesplabed in their elbow.
This will correct the malfunctions and make detattjuite impossible."

Yates broke out in a broad smile as Itto leaindim a single page
report.

"One more thing, Sir. We have confiscated bundred forty-three
crates of this, in Bar Harbor,” said Itto as hedwhYates a cardboard
covered book. "They all have been burned, excépttpy. | thought you
might enjoy reading it, foauld langsynée

"The Death of Free Wjlby Reginald Smythe - MI-5, retired.”

"And the author, printer, etc.?" asked Yateslly.

"Taken care of, Sir, with no loose ends,”|sdhitto broadly.

"Fine--- real fine! We're going to be ablentork well together, Itto.
I'm sure of it,” beamed Yates confidently.

"l too am most sure, Mr. Secretary,” smiléd s he bowed low.
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"Feel free to familiarize yourself with thetaup, Itto. | think I'll take
a little break and do some reading,” he laugheltt@a®owed and left the
room.

"Festering egomaniac? No, | just happen toakmy talents. Star
Chamber? Most astute!" he laughed as he begamgeatbut the would-be
revolution he stopped, and the country he now ruled
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DAY FOURTEEN
2

SHAWNEE

Titus somebody, is dead. Gretchen hasn't understgochood and | awoke
limp this morning.

| know | should be sad or something, but | frarddy't care.

Everything is quite fine and | have nothing to ctaitpabout.

| don't think | ever did.

All the apprehension of the past weeks is almasipbetely gone.

In fact | can't clearly remember what my apprehensias all about, but
everyday it is less and less.

I do know that they have found a way to bring the-percent in line, but |
can't quite remember just who they are.

erase personal diary file.
WARNING: you are about to erase a file
(enter)
Mayton turned off his terminal and readied hims$aifhis World

Guard meeting, complete with whole wheat, raisit gimger happy-face
cookies.

END
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