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PROLOGUE

1973/Lunar Receiving Lab/Houston

The huge, thwopping Navy helicopter set down like aprehistoric bird and disgorged the astronauts onto
the pad at the Lunar Receiving Lab in Houston, Texas. Shuffling toward the NASA research hospitd in
their bulky BIGs (Biologica |solation Garments), the returning Y oung Gods of Space passed network
cameras and aroped-off press pool that applauded them every step of the way.

“Wel come back, gentlemen! Congratulations!”
“Commander Deaver! What wasit like on the Moon?’

Hustled insde by escorting Marine guards and Navy nurses, they could only give abig thumbs-up and
grinned telegenically before disappearing from mediaview.

Once inside the lab and proceeding through the hyperclean corridors, Commander Jake Deaver and
Colonel Augie Blake joked with the personnel bunched up in doorways and affected game swaggers,
unconscioudy competing in the effort to disguise any signs of strain from their 600,000-mile round-trip to
the Moon.



“Colond Blake! Whoo-yal Some landing up therel”
“Piece 0’ cake”
“Cano’ corn.”

Seeplessfor much of the ten-day voyage, the two-man crew of Apollo 18 had splashed down in the
Caribbean only hours before under margind conditions requiring aretrieva/rescue in twelve-foot sees.
Millions had watched the event live, holding their collective bregths as the hel o from the USS Hor net
labored to extract them from their bobbing and rolling spacecraft and then set them down safely on the
carrier deck. But the odyssey wasn't over yet.

“Colonel Blake! You guysget wet out there or what! 7’
“Hell, we'redl ninety-eight percent water. At least the Commander is.”
“Hoo-ya”

Raucous cheers combined with sheer exhaustion-adrenaline buoyed them now as Jake Deaver and
Augustus“Augie’ Blake were led directly toward the quarantine unit.

“Augie-Doggie You gonnalet aTexasgirl buy you adrink?’
“Later, darlin’. Gottago kill us some cooties.”

They banged through rubber-sealed double doors marked QUARANTINE and then stopped, standing
patiently till asthe antiviral team descended on them, ending their al-too-brief victory lap.

Protected by otherworldly clean-suits, the NASA doctors unceremonioudly stripped off the bio-iso

garmentsthat had been delivered to Jake and Augie by rescue swimmers, and prepared the two men for
decontamination. While everything from boots to underwear was being shucked, bagged, tagged, seded
up, and taken away to be anayzed and ultimately burned, Augie offered a deadpan running commentary.

“Ladiesand gentlemen, I’ d like to gpologize in advance for how plain ungodly awful the Commander
here smelsright now.”

Deaver acknowledged the team’ s laughter without looking at his pilot.

“In my own defense, | can only say that any urine-sample je ne sais quoi is probably left over from the
Colond’s dead-stick landing and the rest is just honest American Swest.”

Tested, poked, punctured, and prodded, none of it fazed them. They’ d long since become inured to
gtanding nude in aroomful of scientists of every gender.

But the next part was no joke. Sequestration in the“delousing” chamber, an orded involving radiation
baths and noxious chemical scrubs, amounted to mankind' slast line of defense againgt any friendly lunar
microbes that might have hitchhiked their way back to Earth with the Apollo 18 crew. Not a subject
discussed much by NASA, any extraterrestria virus had the potentia to run through the human
population like amassive biologicd terrorist attack. By comparison, the nineteenth-century ethnic
cleansing atrocity that wiped out the Cherokee in Oklahoma (courtesy of smallpox-contaminated Army
blankets) would rank as abad flu season on the scale of human suffering. Classified worst-case scenarios
involving dien pathogens projected millionsto tens of millions dead or dying before medical science
would have time to devel op an effective response.



However, at the height of the Cold War and the Space Race, potentially catastrophic biohazards had
been weighed againgt the unthinkabl e prospect of getting beaten to the Moon by the Soviets and judged
an acceptablerisk. Still, precautions had to be taken.

S0, Jake and Augi€ slean fit bodies were aggressively irradiated, purged, and punished to adegree
commensurate with termina cancer trestment until cautioudy declared bug-free.

The buck-naked Buck Rogers were then zipped into sterilized jumpsuits fashioned like feetie pgamas
and taken by another Marine escort to an unmarked white door with a stainless steel handle and alock
ontheoutside.

Taking up sentry positions, the surgically masked Marine corporas delivered crisp salutes and stood at
ease, their hands swesting insde Sterile latex gloves. Deaver and Blake looked at each other, returned
the salutes and stepped inside the room.

What was said behind those closed doors at the Lunar Receiving Lab in Houston in 1973 would not be
divulged in NASA-sanctioned mediainterviews or mentioned in any astronaut biographies, authorized or
otherwise. The classfied, psych-med debriefing notes of the Navy psychiatrist in attendance would
remain an Officid State Secret wdl into the twenty-first century.

Within daysof Apollo 18’sreturn, NASA and the U.S. government would cancel the remaining missons
of the Apollo program, citing budget concerns and lack of public interest. In addition, it was announced
that ambitious plans for sending American astronauts to Mars by 1984 would also be scrapped.

Thus the wonder and triumph of mankind’ s boots-on-the-ground exploration of the solar system began
and ended with the Apollo program.

And no human being has ventured more than afew hundred milesfrom home ever since.
PART

| dreamt that | was walking with my left side folded-over. And | knew somehow that if | could just
unfoldit, I would then be whole and complete and my destiny could be fulfilled.

—Descartes
1

January 27/0Oval Officelthe White House

“Two months ago, if anybody had said we were gonna catch thisin thefirst hundred days, I’ d have
thought they were high.”

Thefifty-eight-year-old former senator from Colorado and newly elected President of the United States
stared out the much-photographed bay window of the Ova Office and into the cut-back winter Rose
Garden.

“What wasit Truman said?’

On the desktop, the blade end of hisletter opener, engraved with the presidential sedl, tapped out a
rhythmic figure from the William Tell Overture known to Americanswho came of agein front of three
black-and-white channds of network TV asthe theme from The Lone Ranger .

“Truman, Sr?’



From aclubby wing chair, R. Cabot “Bob” Wington, the President’ s national security adviser, recognized
the galloping little perididdlie and made a private note to includeit in hismemoirs: one of those little human
details people liked to read about from a historic moment.

“When they told him about Fat Boy.” The President clanked the blade into a decorated soup can/pencil
holder hisyoungest daughter once made him for Father’ s Day. “Damnit, | know this.”

“Ah, January of forty-five. Inthisroom.” Winston sat up minutely straighter, unconscioudy signaing the
sense of occasion he felt when past presidents were invoked within these walls.

The new President rocked in his leather chair.

“With Harriman and hiswhole deek vy League crowd telling poor Harry-the-Haberdasher he had to
nuke the Japanese.”

“Or not,” Wington said, in asmall bow to the Office.

“Oh, | think Einstein’ s group wastheonly ‘or not.” “ The President’ sdry tone glinted off the darker edge
of asense of humor familiar to his campaign staff. “ Jesus, what the hell did he say?”’

Winston searched his own mentd archives.

A buttoned-down Skull & Bones veteran of executive-branch palitics, he had experienced an
extraordinary tenure, having served at high levelsin the NSA and on the Nationa Security Council in
both Bush administrations. His carryover gppointment was both an olive branch acrosstheaideand a
gesture of confidence toward Intelligence: acommunity bel eaguered by scandal, Cold War excesses, and
Spectacular failures, now resurrected and seeking redemption through its mission against global terrorism.

Wington, their point man, produced an answer.
“Yes. Wasn't it, ‘How much timedo | have?

“No, ‘How muchtimedo | get?’ “ the Presdent said, in Harry Truman’ sflat twang, savoring the
Midwest inflection. “How muchtimedo | get?”

Winston nodded, composed and ramrod straight.

Y ounger White House staffers had observed that he seemed to wear alertness like amask, asif some
hard-bitten mentor from the hals of spookdom had once cautioned him that blinking one’ seyeswasa
sign of weakness. And, though word was passed down that the President regarded R. Cabot Winston as
asymbol of nationa unity, many sill referred to him in-house as*Robo-Bob.” 1t was crud, but fair.

“Wall, | guessthat’smy question, too, Bob.”

“We reafew daysout from find testing, ar.”

“Days.” The President’ s surprise was € oquent enough.

Wington offered athin-lipped smile. “With acaveat which | will explain.”

Asif triggering apair of explosive bolts, the nationa security adviser loudly snapped open the bombproof
briefcase handcuffed to hisleft wrist. He then produced afile ssamped PROJECT
ORION/POTUS/EYESONLY and ladit flat on the Ova Office desk. POTUS used reading glassesto
ingpect it as Winston explained.



“Thisisthe executive order authorizing continuing funding of space shield research and testing. The
record enclosed represents decades of development and haf atrillion dollarsinvested, give or take, each
phase of publicly funded R & D supplemented with discretionary monies by presdential EO. Thelinefor
your initids has been flagged.”

Noting al the previous presidents initids displayed in succession, the new Commander in Chief handled
the documentslike rare historical artifacts prepared for display at the Smithsonian. But he' d have bet his
campaign debt that this record would never seethelight of day.

“I guess Star Wars didn’t just fade away when the Wall came down,” he said, leafing through the pages.
“Fortunatdy not, Sir.”

Classified above top secret, the file in the President’ s hands charted the progress of Project Orion from
its Cold War roots as part of Reagan’s Strategic Defense Initiative, ak.a. Star Wars, to its post-911
incarnation as a space-based laser weapons system adroitly repositioned as a shield against rogue
terrorist ICBMs.

“Upsthe ante from afew missiles on the ground in Alaska, doesn't it?’
“The photon laser legpfrogs dl other missile defense technology, sir.”

The President nodded, his apprehensionsintact: space-based weapons more than violated America's
post-ABM strategic defense agreements with Russia. And September 11 no longer provided afree pass
for whatever the U.S. wanted in the name of national security.

“S0, what' s the damned cavest, Bob?”’

Winston presented the facts unadorned, like a nice neat hanging.

“There sahard window for deployment, sir. We have twenty-one days.”
“That sridiculous. We re il looking for the johns around here.”

“I understand, sir. But geomechanically, if we don’t deploy Orion within three weeks, NASA sayswe ll
haveto wait afull year before we can try it again, which would be extremely problematic in terms of
redpolitik.”

For al the speeches at the UN pledging antiterror solidarity, unilateral deployment of uncodified
American superwegpons would be like throwing aflash grenade into the 3-D chess game of internationa
relations.

The warinessin the President’ s demeanor edged toward anger.
“Why wasn't the trangition team brought up to speed on thistwo months ago?’

“Need-to-know, gir,” Wington recited the intelligence mantra. “New staff have not been vetted above
top secret yet. And frankly, proof of design datawas not as hard asit needed to be.”

“Chrigt.” The President scowled, brooding behind the desk built for FDR.
Wington squirmed amaost imperceptibly before launching into the sal.

“Mr. President, it isnot theideal circumstance. But I'm not exactly the Lone Ranger on this. Langley,
Defense Intelligence, the Joint Chiefs, the FBI, key flag officers and Nationa Security Council members,



the feding is very much across-the-board that we need this. Andin any case, I'm afraid keeping our
progress on Orion under wraps for another twelve monthsislessthan redigtic.”

The Presdent indicated the Orionfile.
“Hdll, it'sbeen under wrapsfor thirty years. . .”

“True enough, gr, but at this point, with mgjor visible assats necessarily in place and so many partners,
secrecy isextremely problematic. However, looking at Russavis-avisNATO, plusthe new oil and
Security agreements, now is probably the best possible opportunity—"

“So, useit or loseit.” The President said, not sounding happy about it. Up on hisfeet now, he began
prowling the blue carpet emblazoned with the same sedl engraved on hisletter opener. “Fuck the EU and
Moscow and Beijing and Congress, too. Field it now and finesseiit later. Isthat what you' re saying?’

Wington' s unbullied coal reflected his experience on the receiving end of presdentid wrath.

“Mr. Presdent, dl we're saying is carpe diem. Place U.S. security interests foremost. Theworld
acknowledges our legitimate right to self-defense and our motives are transparent, whatever diplomatic
challenge that may present. | don’t mean to underestimate whatever State' s objections may be.”

“Oh, you can be sure Secretary Wyman will object. You'll be able to hear her objectionsin Maryland
andVirginia”

Beth Wyman, the forty-five-year-old former Cadifornia senator and newly minted Secretary of State, had
been aformidable candidate during the presidentia primaries and avoca campaigner againg the
militarization of space. Her decision to withdraw from the race and throw her support, dong with
Cdifornia shuge cache of dectora votes, to the party’ s ultimate nominee had been shrewdly timed. And
assurances about the President’ s go-dow position on national missile defense, not to mention the cabinet
gpot, had been hersfor the asking.

“I have every confidence in the Secretary’ s ability, Sir.”

The President saw how Wington’ sformal body language had an dmost Boy Scout quality that was not
an afectation. He noticed this dong with the messenger-killing anger he could hear in hisown voice, and
conscioudy dided it back afew clicks.

“Shit,” he said, stretching his long torso and adopting amore confiding tone. “Just tell me, Bob. Isthis
thing going to work?’

Wington relaxed afraction.

“Yes, dr. | dso bdievethat deployment of the space shield could become the most enduring legacy of
your presidency.”

If the Commander in Chief thought it alittle early in hisadministration to be invoking the L-word,
Wington ignored any hint that he might be presuming.

“Project Orion isan American technology triumph, sir. In one stroke, we can assure that America
remains the strongest nation on Earth and the guarantor of world peace for the rest of the twenty-first
century. It will be adefining achievement in leedership. People will start to fed safe again. And if we can
successfully bring the devel oped world together under America s enhanced security umbrelathesefirst
four years, sir, I’ m absolutely confident the second four yearswill take care of itsdlf.”



The President thought it was anice, if hyperbalic, little speech. Although Wington had said “ America’
threetimesin one paragraph.

Feeling his morning appointments boxcarring in the outer office, he suppressed a bleak rebutta
concerning theflip side of Winston' srosy scenario. Such bold, unilateral defense posturing could just as
eadly lead to geopolitica disaster: fueling firestorms of anti-U.S. reaction and internationa paranoia,
ingpiring more low-tech terror campaigns againgt the Great Satan and earning him an ignominious
one-term presidency.

Stll, doing nothing was not an option.

“All right,” he said, initiding the line marked potus on the executive order. “I want any and dl options
vis-avis Project Orion preserved during this twenty-one-day window, whatever that entails.”

“Y%, S'r.u

The President could see Winston' s natural menta acuity accelerate afew dozen megahertz, asif a
pent-up tactical force of available clock speed had been given acal to ams.

“However, I'm authorizing fina testing only, within the bounds of our current internationa agreements.”
He handed over the sgned authority. “ Deployment will be taken up separately after we see wherewe
are. And tell the FBI to expedite those staff clearances, for Christ’s sake. | need my people.”

“Yes, gr.” Wington' sface stiffened. The President read it as either a stomach cramp or suppressed
disappointment. He cut to the chase.

“You knew | wasn't just going to cowboy-up and green-light thisthing. That’s not what the People are
paying mefor.”

Hisadviser smiled his patented thin smile, without showing any teeth.

“I knew we had to begin the conversation, sir. I’ m sorry that events are giving it more urgency than either
of uswould haveliked.”

Slipping the Project Orion file ingde the Kevlar-lined case manacled to hiswrist, Winston moved with
amost mechanica precision. Hislong-limbed new boss leaned forward, resting hisforearms on the desk.

“Bob, | very much appreciated your willingnessto stay on board. And | want adiversity of opinions
around here, not abunch of bobbing heads.”

“| serve at the pleasure of the President.”

Winston pronounced the phrase with al due deference. Y et something seemed vaguely withheld.
Something the President did not fall to register before gifting Winston with hismost level gaze.

“What | mean to say is, however it worked around here before, thisis my watch. And | need to know
everything thereisto know that might possibly bear on adecison likethis. Everything.”

The security adviser blinked: he had not anticipated this, not completely. But any emotional reaction he
had to being semiblindsided was smoothly submerged. He stood up.

“Mr. President, I'll have abrief on your desk by end of day.”

Hisface, posture, and handshake: each one now presented a crisp and perfectly unreadable blend of
corporate and military can-do spirit. Winston then turned smartly on his hed and headed for the Masonic



trompe |’ oell door.

In the brief moment aone, before Mrs. Travis, the President’ s longtime secretary, could legp to the task
of getting him back on schedule, the inner radar screen of the most powerful eected leader in the world
raised asmdl intuitive darum.

He found himsalf wondering if the carryover gppointment of R. Cabot “Bob” Winston might not have
been hisfirg presdentia mistake.

Then the intercom buzzed and he decided it was too soon to tell.
2
NASA Space Camp/Houston, Texas

“Now I’'m gonnaneed afew volunteers.”

Eager hands throughout the bleacher crowd of Space Camp kids shot up in the air asformer Apollo 18
astronaut Augie Blake shielded his eyes from the overhead lights and peered out into the auditorium.

“Colond Blakel Colond Blakel”

The chorus of young voices caled out to him as Augie quit the lectern and ambled down front swinging a
shiny Halliburton briefcase. A hundred pairs of armswere straining to be chosen by the time he set the
metd case down on afolding table and opened it up.

“Senior Director of Astronaut Recruitment and Training” iswhat it said on hisNASA business card, but
some days hefelt like just another full-of-shit military-industrid lobbyist trading on past triumphsto hustle
the space program for aliving. And some days maybe he was. But not today.

Today, in histaillored NASA jumpsuit and baseball cap, he was Colone Augie Blake, bonafide
American Space Hero and the best living cheerleader for human exploration of the solar system on the
face of the Earth. Today he was having fun.

“Okay, four people.” Augie looked out among the open-faced ten- to twelve-year-olds, quickly
choosing two girls and two boys. Asthe volunteers came up, he shook hands with each one, smiling into
their upturned faces as he learned their names and handed each of them an object extracted from his
foam-padded aduminum case.

“Tasha, Stacy, Erik, and Josh are going to bring around four different samples. Y ou’ ve probably aready
guessed what kind of rockstheseare. . .”

“Moon rockd”

A buzz of anticipation circled the room as Augie dispersed his new assstants, who carried the lunar rock
samples like they were the Crown Jewels.

“These specimens were brought back from the Moon by Commander Jake Deaver and mein 1973 on
the Apollo 18 misson.”

He watched the wonder in their faces asthe kids tentatively reached out to touch the Moon rocks.
“Touching is okay! Go on ahead.”

Augie glanced a hiswatch. Thiswas not the only stop on hisitinerary. He had a group of movie execs



expecting aVIP tour through the Johnson Space Center. And arah-rah, closed-door speech after that
for NASA employeesonly, followed by an interview with agaggle of Chinesejourndists at
Houston/Hobby about the latest additions to the International Space Station and future science plans
involving U.S. astronauts and China s “taiko-nauts.” If he was lucky, he' d be heading back to Andrews
Air Base and hishome in Washington, D.C., by about midnight.

“Okay, now, you notice how worn and smooth these Moon rocks are? Sort of like the rocks you find by
ariver or by the ocean, right? But river rock isworn smooth by water erosion. Arethere any riversor
oceans on the Moon?’

“No!” avolley of voices answered back.

“That' sright. So, what e se could make them smooth? What about wind erosion? Isthere any wind on
the Moon?’

“No!”
The space campers shouted it out, responding in unison Now.

“Whoa. Y ou guys know your stuff, don’'t you? So, no air, no atmosphere, no wind. In fact, you see that
picture back there?’ He turned and pointed upstage.

On a screen behind him, afamous photo had been projected showing Colondl Augie Blake and
Commander Jake Deaver standing proudly on the lunar surface, with an American flag between them and
atiny blueimage of Earth reflected in each of their shiny gold visors.

“See how that flag is sticking out, like abreezeisblowing it? Well, we had areal problem with alittle
folding aluminum-bar dealie that was supposed to hold the top part up. | mean, just getting that dumb flag
to work was one painin the butt, let metell you.”

Augie got the cheap laugh he expected: “He said butt!”

“However, what makes these rocks smooth is something called cosmic rain. Tiny little grains of dust
caled micrometeorites are congtantly raining down on the Moon from space at thousands of milesan
hour, and this cosmic rain dowly wears down dl the hills and rocks until everything is smooth as beach
glass. All right, let’ sgive ahand to our volunteers.”

Collecting the rocks as the kids applauded, Augie could fed that they were more at ease with him, more
comfortable with the larger-than-life face in front of them, which they had recognized from video
documentaries here at camp and from history books at school.

Hewas familiar with peopl€ sinitid awkwardness around him. It was part of the mixed bag of being an
American space hero: respect, celebration, opportunity, and socia access, excruciatingly wrapped-to-go
with painful public scrutiny, inhumanly high expectations, and fierce collegid jedousies, dl findly
amplifying an aready larger-than-life into arock and roll of acoholism, substance abuse, and divorce.

Wholesome now, even inspiring in the spotlight on this Space Camp stage, Colonel Augie Blake, the Last
Man to Walk on the Moon, had been no exception. Lurching through his own fifteen-rounds-with-fame
hell and its suburbs, he had survived; single, sober, and more often than not glad to be dive.

Out of the corner of hiseye, he saw his blue-blazered NASA driver giving him the ten-minute high sgn
from the nearest exit. He grinned noncommittally and turned back to his audience.

“Now, | did promise your counselors not to keep y' dl too long.”



“No! No!”

The room erupted, shouting him down with afired-up dose of unaloyed energy and enthusasm which
Augie thought of as hisreward for every other Space Agency dog-and-pony show he had to dog
through. And hewasin no hurry for it to be over.

“Okay, two more questions. What' s your name?’

He pointed at atall twelve-year-old girl with braces on her teeth and aNASA-logo’d T-shirt.
“Mdisa”

“Go ahead, Mélissa”

“Um, Colond Blake, | waswondering. Arewe redly going to send astronautsto Mars, and if we are,
how soon?’

“Great question. Y es, about the time you hit grad school we should be interviewing for thefirst Mars
mission. In fact, we have an astronaut training facility at the South Pole because the environment in the
Antarctic isthe closest thing on Earth to what it’ slike on Mars. Would you go to Mars, Melissa?’

“Yed” shesad, blushing a her own intensity of feding.
“All right! Anybody else want to go?’
Everybody, counsgorsincluded, raised their arms and cheered.

“WEel, | guess we won'’t be short on candidates. One more question.” Augie nodded to a stocky
twelve-year-old boy showing adowny hint of what would soon enough become amustache. “Yes, go
ahead. What' syour name?’

“Fernando.”
“Y es, Fernando.”

“I just wanted to know uh, since you were on the Moon and everything, did you see any, like, UFOs or
anything up there?

Fernando sat down amid awave of giggles, some of the space campersrolling their eyesasif it was so
not cool. But Augie maintained eye contact with the boy and handled it as a traightforward question.

“Wél, Fernando, | haveto say no, | didn’t see any extraterrestrials on the Moon. | wish | had.”
Therewas alight laugh as Augie then addressed the larger group.

“That doesn’t mean we might not have space-faring neighbors somewhere out there. Maybe some that
are much older and far more technologically developed than we are. In fact, the odds are looking pretty
good that we are not donein space.”

Augie heard the hush of their curiogity, both about what he was saying and at the sense of gravity with
which hewas sayingiit.

“Think about it thisway. Thanksto the Hubble Telescope, among other instruments, we now know there
are sunlike stars throughout the Milky Way gdaxy wherewelive. And acrossthe universe there are
billions of gdaxies each filled with billions of stars. Now, if only one out of amillion stars had planetslike



Earth, and only one out of every million of those Earth-like planets had intelligent life, that would ill
mean there are thousands of planets out there populated by intelligent beings like oursalves, just waiting
to be known.”

The Apollo dlumnus paused to let that Sink in and then continued.

“Thefact of this presents us, as a species, with atremendous chadlenge. Firgt, exploring our own
neighborhood, our own solar system; taking up the search for life in whatever form we may find it on the
other worlds nearest to Earth. And then, using everything we have learned from traveling in space and
surviving in inhospitable places like the Moon and Mars, taking that knowledge and going further.
Because ultimatdy, | think we as human beings have an even greater destiny to fulfill. I believeit’ sour
meagnificent destiny that we take our place among al the other intelligent speciesin the universewhich
God has created. To know and to be known. * To add our light to the sum of light.” And to do that, we
must reach for the stars”

Augie was interrupted by applause, but heraised ahand for quiet.

“Thisisgoing to be along journey, over many generations, something that is going to taketime. Now I'd
like everybody to please stand up and take agood look around you.”

Waiting asthey al stood up and looked sdlf-conscioudy around, he could see their embarrassment at
having the attention shifted to themselves.

“Do you know what | seewhen | look around thisroom? I’ m seeing the astronomers, the pilots, the
principd investigators, the engineers, the planetary geologists and biologists; the young men and women
who will make up the space science teams of the first half of the twenty-first century.”

Thekids couldn’t help but squirm, giggle alittle, and whisper to one another. But Augie knew they were
taking thisto heart. The legendary Colond Augie Blake was cdling on them, asking themtojoinhimin
something big and exciting, something with unquestionable greatnesstoit.

“Y ou are the generation who will make possible mankind' s next giant legpsin an erathat will be known
asthetrue Golden Age of Space Exploration. Y ou are the oneswho will lead manned missions back to
the Moon, and on to Mars. Even out to the moons of Jupiter, to Europaand beyond. And | haveto say |

envy you.”
His eyestoured the pin-drop-silent room like the dow sweep of alighthouse beam.

“Yes, | envy you. Mercury, Gemini, and Apollo did well, but you will do better. It will be you and those
of your generation who will take part in agreat adventure full of discoveriesthat will ater the course of
human experience, bring us together, and peacefully change our world in the best way possible, forever.”

Augie then stood at attention and gave them asmart sdute, asif addressing the first graduating class of
some glorious U.S. Space Academy of the future.

“Good luck,” he said. “ And Godspeed.”
It wasawow finish, onethat few in the cheering group would soon forget.

Catching Augie' seye, hisNASA driver waved emphaticaly and held up acdl phone. Mouthing
something unintelligible, she then charged out the side door.

But as Augie turned and began shaking hands with the camp counsel ors seated near the podium, afaint
shadow crossed hisface. Anyone noticing it might have thought he' d aged ten yearsin an instant and



looked suddenly exhausted. It was not fatigue, however, but the effects of an irregular heartbeat, which
he' d experienced before and which sometimes | eft him alittle light-headed.

This episode, though, was more than just arrhythmia: hefelt along bad moment of pain shooting down his
arms, and a blurring sense of displacement intime. With akind of amused abstraction, Augie found
himself wondering if hewasdying.

And then, dmogt as quickly asit had happened, the worst was over and the pain passed. Swiping at the
sheen of sweat now dicking hisforehead, Augietook alook around, feding just alittle shaky.

Fuck, he thought, not sureif he'd said it out loud.

He could clearly see where he was: standing in the sun outside the Space Camp assembly building,
signing autographs and shaking hands. He just couldn’t remember quite how he got there.

W, I’'mnot dead. If | was dead I’ d be lying down.

Looking down at the plastic balpoint pen in his hand, Augie noticed the whoosh of the NASA logo asif
for thefirgt time, sensng some profound multilevel meaning beyond the overt graphic symbology. It was
an odd sensation, mixed with acertain overall self-consciousnessthat was rather curious.

But in spite of everything, he somehow seemed to be carrying on, interacting in anormd fashion with
everyone around him.

“Hey! What'sup? What' s your name, darlin’ 7’

Augie chatted and joked, and watched himsdlf perform at the same time; listening to hisown voice asif it
were on automatic pilot, fedling his own smile waxing and waning as he took the children’ s soft samal
handsinto hisown.

Then another unbidden sensation washed through him, like the apex of awave, taking him to yet another
subtle state of being where he could literdly see himsdf from outside hisbody. Along with a heightened
perception of sound, Augie began to experience aluminous color sense, asif everything and everyone
around him were somehow lit from within.

But strange asiit was, he felt no gpprehension or anxiety. Only wonder.

If thisis me, he thought, seeing himself Sgning aprogram, and this is me watching myself, then who is
it that’ s watching me watch myself?

It's me, he answered hisgiddy tri-located self. Out of my fucking mind.

Then this experience, too, was over. And he was wholly and completely back inside hisbody, with the
winter sun warming hisface and adight tremor in hisleft hand that hadn’t been there before and caused
thefirst stab of redl fear.

Sroke?

Heimagined hisbiannual NASA physica and seemed to remember reading that signs of stroke could ill
be detected months after they occurred. Being forced to retire was hisworst nightmare. There was so
much he still hadn’t done and needed to accomplish.

If they catch it, they’ll sit you down, son. But there’ s nothin’ you can do about it. So, just let it go,
let it go.



Augiewilled his hand to be steady; and it seemed to work. He then found himself looking up into the
eyes of asun-bleached Space Camp mom thrusting anotepad in his direction, a pretty blonde with atrim
athletic body and one got-to-be-illega smile.

“Colond Blake? Would y’al mind makin' that to Bonnie Jean?’

He recognized the Texasllilt riding Western-style in her voice and thought that smile waslike a*Welcome
Home” banner strung across his own front door.

“Would that be Houston | hear, ma am?’

“Frg-word-heard,” she said, beaming with honest pride over the historic first message transmitted from
the Moon: “Houston, the Eagle has landed.”

“Yes, maam, it surely was. Isthat Bonniewith an i-e?’

And in hisjaunty NASA basebal cap and top-gun mirrored shades, Colonel Augie Blake was now
every inch hisold sdf, laughing and teasing, taking pleasurein the familiar cadences of adown-homeflirt.

With two quick beeps awhite GM sedan emblazoned with the NASA logo pulled up to collect him. He
waved his good-byes, dipped into the backseat, and was spirited away.

But not to his scheduled rah-rah at Johnson Space.

“Change of plans, Colond,” the driver in the blue blazer said, glancing back over her shoulder and
making the turn marked for Putnam Air Force Base.

“McMurdo?’

“Anevac crew’sgoing intonight, Sir. Langley’ s got equipment at Putnam Field deadheading to San
Pedro. They're holding it for you.”

Augie knew about the deteriorating Situation in Antarctica: he had astronaut candidates down there on
Extreme Environment Training.

“Pass methat thing, would you, darlin’?’ He indicated the cell phone lying on the front sest.

Diding the area.code for Washington, D.C., Augie found himsdf imagining al the waysthat things could
be going serioudy south at the Pole and felt an odd sense of release. Though concerned for his people
down ontheice, if he had to choose between glad-handing journalists or jumping into afull-blown
operationd criss, he'd takethe crigis. It made him fed moredive.

“Where arewe?’ he said to whoever answered the phone, and then listened without comment. “Hell,
yes. Tdl them I'mfilling my pocketswith salt.”

Augie hung up and stared straight ahead asthe NASA driver gave him apuzzled ook and then put the
hammer down for Putnam Field.

Shedidn’t know what the hell he meant about sat and wasn't about to ask. But in the rearview mirror
she noticed that Colonel Blake seemed younger than he had been only minutes before: his head held
dightly higher, his eyes clear and steady with what seemed an effortless and irreducible self-confidence.
An echo of the Right Stuff.

3



Oncethrough the Ova Office door and the President’ s busy anteroom, the national security adviser had
headed directly for the antiquated White House cage eevator, hisface as blank as afresh plaster cadt.

“Shit,” Wingston said, under his breath.

Beneath theimpervious self-possession, he was upset. Not so much with the decison-making style of the
new Occupant of the Oval Office, irritating asit was. No, what was bothering him was the President’s
subtly reproachful tone, especidly when he had insisted on knowing “ everything that might bear on this
decison.” He punched at the elevator button three or four times.

“Everything...”

Of course POTUS had been implying that the NSA, CIA, FBI, the Defense Intelligence Agency, and
national security advisers like Winston might presume to keep some categories of “sengtive’ information
under wraps despite requests from their Commander in Chief. Which, higtorically, they had done and did
do: it was practically part of the job description.

“Chrigt.” Winston gave up on the balky eevator and took the stairs down to the parking garage.

Customarily, nothing stamped ABOVE TOP SECRET was ever divulged, even to the President of the
United States, except on the strictest need-to-know basis. This policy had evolved for many reasons,
chief among them to protect the republic and the office of the President by preserving the President’s
crucidly important ability to credibly lie about what was known by his government and when it was
known. And if aman doesn’'t know he' slying, he'smore likely to be convincing.

Withholding information, cynica asit might seem, was aso a prophylactic againgt the plain fact that some
politicians were better public liarsthan others. At the highest levels of government, deniability was more
than aterm of art. The strategic preservation of one’ s own ignorance and/or the ignorance of superiors
had become abasic surviva skill. But it required at |east tacit cooperation.

What is the correct course of action when faithfully executing a presidential order isa certain
prescription for disaster?

Clanging down the interior metal stairsto the White House parking level, Winston imagined himself
retired to an emeritus professorship, lecturing about his current dilemmato government students at Yae.
Fact was, there were some things about defending the republic, not to mention politica survivd, that you
could only learn by doing.

Once through the parking-level doors, he flashed his White House pass at ayoung white-gloved Marine
who had aready recognized him and began cdling for hiscar.

As hewaited, Winston became concerned that perhaps he was being maneuvered into an untenable
position on purpose: if the new President was at al naive, his saffers certainly were not.

So, what the fuck isreally going on, then?

Breathing the claustrophobic monoxide-heavy air of the underground garage, hetried to step back and
seethe big picture.

What was the President playing at? A realignment of executive-branch power? A hidden agenda
he wasn'’t picking up on? Some kind of loyalty litmus? Or was this just yet another professional
challenge in the finessing of conflicting vital interests in the environment of White House intrigue?

Wington wondered for amoment if this particular Occupant was smply obliviousto how conflicting



interests between the intedl community and the Office of the President were supposed to be handled.

No, no. It's a test, he decided. The partisans on the White House senior staff who had opposed
Wington's carryover gppointment would be looking to seize on any arguable fallure and use it against
him.

He mentaly addressed hisimaginary students again.

The question then is: Where does your duty lieif your Commander in Chief demands access to
highly classified information, the undeniable knowledge of which might well cripple his presidency
and by extension the republic you are sworn to defend? And is the answer different in time of war
than in a time of peace?

At the moment, though, these were not academic questions. Whatever action he took, if Winston was
percaived as withholding crucid information from the President, the kniveswould certainly come out. The
hypocrisy was gdling, of course, but politicsain’t beanbag: divulging everything about an
above-top-secret project like Orion to a new Occupant who barely had hislegs yet would be almost a
derdiction of duty.

“Shit,” he said, in alaconic voice loud enough to echo off the underground concrete pillars.

Then his sober black Lincoln LS was being brought up, the Marine driver legping out and holding the
door open in one smooth athletic move. Winston nodded, diding in behind the leather-wrapped steering
whed asthe driver’ s-sde door was shut with avaultlike thud, the sound of Ford Motors closing some
ground on the Bavarians.

Using a handcuff key, he detached the hardened briefcase from hiswrist and locked the doors.
Westhering the political wind shear he wasflying into would require pitch-perfect finesse and a Teflon
ves.

With the President’ s directive to tel him everything relevant to the decision about Project Orion cycling
through his mind, Winston strained to detect the smalest hint of linguistic wiggle room, but without
Success.

“Shit, shit, and shit.”

Thiswas aproblem. He did the brushed-al uminum gear selector into drive and headed up to the
guardhouse exit and Pennsylvania Avenue.

Thiswas a serious problem.
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January 28/PBS Studios/Washington, D.C.

Ensconced in avideo editing suite at the Public Broadcasting building just off K Street, Angela Browning
and veteran producer Miriam Kresky were busy cutting promos, eleven hoursinto yet another
deadline-driven fourteen-hour day.

Angdla, at thirty-five and very much at the top of her game, didn’t think of herself aslaboring on someone
else' sclock. As science reporter, on-camera host, and cocreator of PBS' s Emmy Award—winning
series Science Horizon, her work had pretty much become her life.

On aTrinitron monitor, avideo sequence showing an iceberg the size of Rhode Idand breaking off the
RossIce Shdf in Antarcticawas being played back on an Avid digitd editing system. Timing the



assembled edits, Angela snicked a chrome mechanica stopwatch and showed it to Miriam.
“Worksfor me.”

“With bumpers and ten secondsfor the effiliates. . .”

“Let’scut this puppy.”

Miriam took over on the Avid keyboard. Angelastood up out of an off-black Herman Miller chair and
shook out her tensed-up hands and fingers, cracking her neck vertebrae with chiropractic precision.

“Coffee?
“Oh, yesh.”

Among the media-savvy in Washington D.C., or “Hollywood for Ugly People,” as James Carvilleliked
to cdl it, Angela Browning was a beauty, though probably only a“pretty brunette” by Left Coast
standards.

BOSTON DEB WEDSWALL STREET HEIR might have been her fate had it not been for an eclectic
aray of high schoal passons: writing, acting, filmmaking, and, curioudy, astronomy and physics. Armed
with gellar SATsand avivid aversion to socid clichés, Angelahad eschewed Cornell and Columbiafor
aneobohemian Vassar education. And that road lesstraveled had made dl the difference.

Asthe Krups machinein the tiny studio kitchen hissed itsef awake, she shuffled over to her office, where
adumping mountain of |etters and packages lay dumped on her desk.

“Oh, God.”

All themail in the Capitol wasroutingly sanitized by Titan eectron beam machines, and at her mother’'s
ingstence, Angdadtill kept aCipro prescription in her bag at al times. But fear of terrorist biotoxinswas
not the issue. She eyed the avalanche of snail mail: acritical mass had been achieved.

“Wdl, hdl, Bullwinkle”

Adjusting the posture of the Beanie Bullwinkle doll propped atop her computer, she separated out two
thingsimmediately: a baby shower announcement that made her wonder if she was wasting her life for
about 2.5 seconds until she opened the second |etter, an invitation to aparty at the former
vice-presdentia mansion to celebrate Internationa Space Station Alpha.

“Whoa! Big bash at the Blair House. . . ”
Theminor perk of minice ebrity made her fed ingtantly better.

Working her way through the stacks, she cameto amanilaenvelopewith“ATT: Ms. Angela Browning”
nestly typed on awhite address [abel but no return address. The otherwise plain envelope had aready
been opened and ingpected in the mail room.

Angea consulted her moose.
“Fan mail from some flounder?’
Inside she found one item: a CD-ROM in aclear plastic jewd case.

“Curiouser and curiouser . . ."



Held to the light, the unlabeled disk offered up nothing more than semipsychedelic rainbows refracting off
its laser-etched grooves,

“Muy mysterioso.”

The smell of dark-roast coffee began wafting itsway to her work station, promising a second wind, but
Angdaignored it. Loading in the CD, she let Norton Utilities scan for virus encounters of the digita kind
until asingleicon appeared labeled tolas.

The TOLASfile opened to reved ahigh-res satellite image of the Cydoniaregion on Mars and its most
infamous anomaly, the leonine-humanoid “ Face.”

“Oh, God.” Angdlarolled her eyes, but her attention was immediately drawn to a cluster of faceted
objects near the Face: severa four-sided and five-sided geometric shapes rising up out of the frozen
Martian plain, monumentd artifactsthat |ooked for al the world like Egyptian pyramids.

“Aha.” She grinned and shook the hair back out of her face, pretty sure where this had come from.
“Those Goddard boys and their high-tech toys.”

Angelakeyed the speed dial on her phone.
“Hédl-0, Goddard Flight. Richard Eklund, please. Thanks.”

While on hold, she searched her e-mail for new messages about this from Goddard Space Flight Labs or
from NASA researcher Richard Eklund but found nothing.

Angelahad first met Eklund while prepping a Science Horizon show on NASA’slate-’90's
faster-smarter-chegper robotic Mars program. Eccentric, brilliant, a confirmed workaholic, Eklund had
quickly become her compassin navigating the [abyrinth of Space Agency politicsaswell asan dl-around
go-to guy ondl thingsMartian.

“Richard? Angela Browning. Are you guys smoking the drapes over there, or what?’ Shetried not to
giggle, but not hard enough to succeed &t it. “I mean the Mars CD.” Angdlaglanced up at the pyramids
on her screen. “ The onewith Little Egypt on it. Nudge-nudge, wink-wink?’

On the other end, Eklund sounded puzzled, but Angelawasn’t buying.

“Comeon, CGI Boy. Confessionisgood for the soul. I’'m not saying it doesn’t look good. It’ stoo good!
What? Nope, no note, nothing.”

She reingpected the envelope to be sure and looked around in vain to see if something had fallen out on
thefloor.

“No note, no return address, nada. Just afile labeed tolas with a high-res photo of Cydonia, including
some pretty kick-ass pyramids. . . yes, T-O-L-A-S.”

She heard the NASA scientist laughing as he explained the acronym. Angeladidn’t think it was as funny
asdll that.

“Oh, Tricksof Light and Shadow. Grezt . . . S0 it’s probably some geekstersat MIT or something, firing
up afatty and having too much fun.”

She glared at the pyramidsin the beautifully rendered Marscape, no doubt the beneficiary of
state-of-the-art computer graphics. Eklund invited her to bring the disk out to Goddard L abs so they



could check it out.

“Oh, | don’'t know.” Angelaglanced a her watch. “If I'm done before midnight. Leave meapass,
anyway, okay? Thanks.”

“Hokey smokes, Bullwinkle.” Angelahung up the phone, studied the Pyramids-on-Marsfor along
moment, then shut down her computer. She squeezed her Beanie moose doll and tucked the mystery CD
into an overstuffed shoulder bag her chiropractor had warned her about. She then followed the coffee
amdl to the kitchen.

But the Mars photo still nagged &t her.
So, if it’s not from Goddard Space, then who sent it?

Angeathought about people she' d worked with, those who had access to sophi sticated computer
graphics hardware: cameramen, other producers, political consultants, people at video production
houses. Mostly they just edited news stories or crested campaign ads. Nothing like this.

No, no, it sjust a sophomore prank.

“Beware of geeks bearing gifts.” In the cramped office kitchen space Angdalaughed, pulling together a
tray and apair of mugs. But pouring out two black coffees, she couldn’t help feeling alittle cregped out.
It was not like shewas being stalked, exactly. Or like shewasin any persond danger. Still, it wasweird.

TOLAS. Tricks of Light and Shadow.

Likeit or not, her curioug/critical mind, the reporter part of hersalf, had become fully engaged. And she
knew she couldn’t let it go until she had tracked down whatever she could about the who, what, where,
when, and why behind this unsolicited disk. Sometimes being the relentless Angela Browning was no
picnic.

Oh, God, you're not really going to drag your tired Vassar-girl ass all the way out to Goddard
tonight? You'reinsane.

Baancing her tray, Angeladipped back into the editing bay, and set the coffees on the console.
“It'shot. You ready?’

“God blessyou.” Miriam moaned, rolled back from the keyboard, and doctored her cup with pink
Sweetener. “Y ou got voice-over copy?’

Angedatook out her notes. Without looking at the spectacular Antarctic glacier collgpsing in freeze-frame
on the Avid, she palmed her stopwatch and timed herself as she read.

“ *The Greenhouse Paradox: Is Globa Warming Triggering aNew Ice Age? Sunday, on Science
Horizon.” 9.5 seconds.”

“Triggering?’ Miriam sad, tasting her coffee.
Manufacturing? Creating? Leading to? Bringing on?
“Givemeaminute”

Angela planted hersdf back into her high-tech chair. Reworking the copy, she thought about the mystery
disk in her bag again and was sorry she' d straightened up her damned mail pile. It was going to be an



even longer night than she’ d imagined.
5

Auckland, New Zealand

On the LC-130 Hercules from San Pedro, California, through arefud at Auckland, and then on toward
McMurdo Station, Colonel Augie Blake had dept like the dead, hisinveterate snoring drowned in the
thrum of the great cargo plan€e’ s Pratt & Whitney engines.

Awake now, he remembered to take sdt tabs and downed two with some bottled water from hisflight
bag.

He' d survived a papable cardiovascular event back in Houston; he knew that. But Augie conscioudy
pushed it aside, relegating the event and what it might mean to the dank mental storm cellar where most
of Augi€ spersond bad news got stored. Especidly things he’ d decided he couldn’t do that much about,
inthislifetime. Of course, there was nothing he could do about thislatest bit of bad news, at least not
right now. Nothing except think about it.

And dl thinking about it would accomplish would be to set him brooding over thingslike hisfather dying
of heart disease when he was two years younger than Augie was now. So, he had chosen not to think
about it.

Hismarried sster, Emily Blake Warren, aveteran nurse-practitioner in D.C., had made that do-the-math
point about their father last year when Augie had confessed to mild, recurring dizzy spdlls. She had
lobbied hard at the time for acardiologist she knew at Bethesda Nava Hospital in Maryland, but Augie
balked.

What are they going to do? Fuck with my diet? Tell me to get more exercise and take baby
aspirin? Counsel meto retireif | want to live? Tell me* work-related stress’ is the bad actor here
and stick that crap in my jacket for the next review? Forget that noise, Nurse Warren.

Hell, retirement would probably kill me, he thought, gazing out the big cargo plane’ swindow. Maybe
later he'd let hissigter privately arrange an MRI or afull-body CAT scan, or whatever. Then they could
see what was what.

Augielooked down into the preternatura dark at the Antarctic Ocean, dotted with bergie bits twenty
thousand feet below. Somewhere down there, thanks to accelerating Earth changes, 400 million billion
tons of freshwater ice called the Ross I ce Shelf had just warmed up enough to shear off from the
continent and fdl into the world' s southernmost sea.

What that might portend for ocean currentsthat drive the increasingly erratic weather sysemson the
planet was a problem for supercomputersto mode!.

But within hours of the Ross collgpse, satellite photos had picked up something previoudy hidden under
al that ice: an unprecedented scientific discovery now involving the Nationa Science Foundation, U.S.
Defense Intelligence, and Specia Operationsforces.

Code-named “Dunsinane,” it appeared to be the site of a prehistoric, temperate-climate forest, frozen
insgde aglacier for over ten thousand years.

A full lid was till down, vis-avisthe media, because the situation on the ground had become fluid,
dangerous, and complex, and the U.S. government was still struggling to get ahandle onit.



For Augie, though, it was smple: the young men and women he had handpicked for EET, Extreme
Environment Training, at the South Pole—his people—had suddenly been put in harm’ sway. And he
was coming to get them the hell out.

Leaning hischair back asfar asit would go, he stretched hislegs, feding fineif abit tired. And his
prescription for that was smple, too: kick back, drink bottled water, and deep.

He pulled hisNASA cap down over hiseyes.
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Goddard Space Flight Lab/Washington, D.C.

Entering Goddard Space Flight’ swaxy fluorescent-lit corridors required the usua security passes, though
nothing like the fingerprint and retina-scan lockdown at the CIA sgter [abin Langley, Virginia. Langley
fulfilled NASA contracts, too. But it operated in adifferent culture dtogether, “ haut spy” culture: a
civilian/military hybrid long ago transgendered by the Cold War into something dien, virtudly invisble,
and much harder to kill.

The Goddard facility, by contrast, was amore freewheding science-friendly environment and a haven for
odd birdslike Richard Eklund and his colleaguesin the Mars Underground, an eclectic and wildly
unofficia confederation of hard-core space fanatics*“with awholelot of fucking édan.”

Frozen in time architecturally, the Goddard campus preserved the clean, modern design aesthetic of the
late 1950’ sand ardatively busnesdike attitude, from nineto five.

After Sx o’ clock, though, once the presence of supervisors and administrators could no longer be keenly
felt, the sprawling Space Hight Center transformed itself into a co-ed, quasi-Wozniakian Greek house
with the greatest gear on Earth. And for those in the main domain of radically committed spaceheads,
Goddard After-Hours was definitely the shit.

“Sincerity beginsat sixty hours, commitment at one hundred,” Eklund and his Mars Underground
colleague John Fisher liked to say, leading by example. And with its red flag of Mars emblazoned on
newdetters, bumper stickers, and buttons, the Underground had “cadres’ at every NASA facility from
Johnson Spacein Texasto Ca-Tech and JPL in Cdifornia.

Membership was earned by swesat equity, and whatever officia government projects consumed them by
day, the Mars Underground passionately invested nights and weekends free/gratisin one thing and one
thing only: amanned missonto Mars.

Prohibitive space agency cost estimates running to some $100 billion for such avoyage was the principa
obstacle; heavy lifting, atwo-year journey, and its attendant cost of fuel being the largest expense.

So, each Mars Underground—affiliated scientist or engineer took up the challenge and struggled with his
or her piece of the puzzle: plasmalfusion propulsion systemsto shorten travel time, solar-powered
oxygen-from-water electrolyss, zero-g greenhouses for grow-as-you-go roughage, and dozens more.

Researcher Richard Eklund' s contribution to the effort was something called the Intelligence Hypothess,
and it was a cheap enough project to pursue. All it really required was off-peak time on the Goddard
mainframe and unfettered accessto NASA and JPL archives. And an open mind.

With war-related projects grabbing the big budget dollars and the great Soviet-American spacerivary
long dead, the Underground knew it desperately needed a catdyst, something that might inspire and
gavanize public opinion in favor of areturn to the glory days of manned exploration of space.



More satdllites finding frozen water that hinted at possible bacteria life were not going to cut it. Neither
were more fossilized Martian microbes. They needed something that’ d seize peopl€ simagination and
never let go, something worth spending tens of billionsand risking American livesfor.

Something like confirmed evidence of former intdligent lifeon Mars.

TheIntelligence Hypothess, as alegitimate line of scientific investigation, was, however, frowned on by
NASA adminigtrators. They labeled it speculation, and firmly distanced themselves from any such efforts,
insde or outside the Space Agency. But from the Viking Mission in the* 70’ s to the more recent Mars
Global Surveyor and Mars Odyssey satellite data, many honest scientists believed there were too many
intriguing enigmas on Marsto be dismissed.

Eklund and his colleague, planetary geologist John Fisher, had collected striking images from regions
around the planet showing much more than just the controversa Face on Mars: there were monumental
four- and five-sided pyramida mounds, serpentine tubelike objects, even afied of what appeared to be
identical-szed triangular monoliths.

And no credible modd s of natura forces like wind, water, volcanic, tectonic, or meteoritic action could
be combined by NASA computers to account for them.

Y et when confronted with such evidence behind closed doors, Space Agency officids consistently
demurred, characterizing the unexplainable anomalies as “tricks of light and shadow,” too open to
subjective interpretation to be of any scientific vaue.

Undaunted, however, EKlund and Fisher persevered, becoming more and more convinced of what they
hoped the Intelligence Hypothesis would ultimately prove: that the fabled Red Planet was littered with
artifacts, ancient ruins, and the degraded congtructs of aonce highly evolved civilization.

Which would be every reason on Earth for mankind to have to go seeit and confirm it in person, and
take theworld dong for theride.

“Eat food, drink water.”

Eklund dumped an armful of Goddard snack-room munchies onto the table in their workstation. Fisher
didn’t look up.

“Inasec.”

Intent on astrip of Mars Global Surveyor imaging, Johnwaslogt in digital minutiae that’ d blind a
lace-making Belgian nun.

On-screen, a black-and-white MGS frame brought to their attention by Sir Arthur C. Clarke of 2001: A
Fpace Odyssey fame appeared to show an astonishing grove of trees over forty feet high and hundreds
of meters across. NASA had dismissed it as probably frozen carbon dioxide somehow shaped like trees,
perhaps by Mars s un-Earth-like magnetic field. Asageologist, John Fisher considered that afeeble
theory a best and wholly unsatisfactory, but histweaking of the highly organic-looking shapes till wasn't
gleaning much.

“If wejust had atimeter readings over acycle of seasons. . .”
“It'sontherequest list.” Eklund sipped teaand worked on abox of raisins.
“Yeah, right.”



Given the deep, dark circlesin permanent resdency under Fisher’ seyes, it did not require much to
imagine cartoon wisps of smoke curling up from his ears aswell. Eklund spoke to the back of his head.

“You've got agranolabar, black tea, and agreen apple.”
“Almost there”

Eklund generaly refrained from clucking over the younger scientist’ s driven demeanor and grunge-garage
persona style. Neither one of them redlly had alife. Eklund, a suspenders man and collector of vintage
bow ties, just dressed more neetly and took alittle better care of himsdlf.

The intercom erupted with apiercing high-end crackle.

“Dr. Eklund, Ms. Angela Browning to seeyou.”

“Uh, thanks. Send her on back.” Eklund looked &t his partner. “John. Thisisthat thing | told you about.”
“Fine, fine. I'm toast, anyway.”

They could hear Angela s Niketowns squeaking down the hal toward them.

“One decent bregk. That'sall | ask.” Fisher hit akey, making the Martian trees disappear, and grabbed
up agranolabar.

Eklund opened the door and found Angela dready there, looking cheerfully wired and tired.
“What'sup?’ She grinned at him, hefting her shoulder bag.

“Thegodsarelaughing.”

“I wondered what that sound was.”

Eklund waved Angdainto their boho science confines. *'Y ou remember John Fisher?’
“Hey, how’sit going?’

“Good . . .” John stood up with his mouth full, managing to appear sarstruck, fiercely bright, and pretty
much like he' d just vacated adeeping bag al at the same time. Shaking hands, Angelathought he was
actudly kind of cute.

“So, whatchagot?’ Eklund rolled adesk chair her way.
“Youtdl me” Angelasaid, and produced the unsolicited Mars CD.

7

Thelightswere till burning in the East Wing of the White House, which was not unusud, the burden of
the Office having acceerated exponentidly in the nation’ sthird century, pardlding that of super-industria
human progress.

Typically scheduled until 11:30 P.M., and then up again a 6:30 A.M. and jogging by 7:00, the fit and
youthful twenty-first-century President set akilling pace, even for hisjunior staff. Some kept up and some
were mercifully platooned into two elght-hour shifts, the second shift having aready said good night.

Inthe resdentid living room, furnished largely with family photographs and afew familiar piecesfrom
back home, the new Commander in Chief had stretched himsdlf out on acomfortably beat-up old



elght-foot |eather couch and was scowling down at the briefing paper in hisleft hand.
“Shit,” he said, snapping to the next page.

The Sed of the Office blazed in blue and gold on hisloose gray sweatshirt, and a pine-log fire hissed and
popped off raucoudy like aminiature Chinese New Y ear in the brick fireplace, which had been rebuilt by
Teddy Roosevelt.

“One page of hard-core hype and three pages of tortured crapola.”

Reclining in aclub chair afew feet away, White House counsel Sanford “ Sandy” Sokoff yawned in
agreement. He' d dready reviewed the brief prepared by Bob Winston, the national security adviser, and
found it an information-free exercise in arcane spy argot and self-important, euphemistic bureaucratese,

“Not exactly what you asked for.” Sokoff nodded, recrossing his boots.

Sandy, alegendary campaign manager, arch fixer nonpareil, and self-styled “ Texas Jew-boy,” stared into
the merry fire. Hisblack Tony Lamas, worn partly to buy an extrainch of height, rested cowboy-style on
the brass-handled distressed old chest that did duty asthe presidential coffeetable.

“What about the bullets on page four?’ he said.

The President cursed quietly and read aoud, the bad taste in his mouth becoming progressively more
audible.

“ “Protecting rapid-response theaster communications, cleaning up dangerous space junk, blinding enemy
satellitesintimeof war ... " ©

“Y eah”’—Sandy laughed—"that is quite asteaming pile. There s smarter waysto do dl thosethings
without spending atrillion dollars”

“Not to mention shit-canning internationa arms agreements. If we dill give ashit about stuff like that.”
“Thereisthat.”

“Our friend Bob.” The President leveraged hislong body up and consigned the briefing paper to thefire.
“Maybe | made amistake there, Sandy.”

“Then again, ‘if you want afriend in Washington’ . . .” Sokoff thumbed a smudge off his butter-soft
boots.

“Hell, I've got adog. What | don’t get iswhy the full-court press.”

Sandy shrugged. Post-9/11, the traditionaly enriching revolving door between Washington, the
Pentagon, and the defense/aerospace industry was back, big time, and shielded from cynicism by the
enduring nationa outrage and resolve.

“Maybe Bob islooking beyond public service”

“Maybethisishisideaof public service.” The President watched Winston' s top-secret briefing paper
turn to ash in thefireplace.

Having had agood working view as asenator over the last twelve years, he was not naive about the
nature of the executive branch of the U.S. government at the beginning of the twenty-first century. The
condtitutiona pillar of democracy that his presidency was expected to embody was a multilayered



[abyrinth, with real power spreading far out and down from the Ova Office.

Infact, an extraordinary degree of decision making was done at many levelsthat, by custom or by covert
design, flew beneath the radar of the incumbents at the White House. Over the years, scholars at
prestigious private universities had published papers arguing that this quiet erosion of powers once
concentrated in the Chief Executive had gotten out of hand.

The Iran-Contra scanda during the Reagan years and other lesser-known foreign-policy contretemps
were held up as prime examples. But the status quo rattled on, untroubled by the critics and resistant to
reform.

The newly elected President was aware of it and considered it a hydra-headed problem born in the
a phabet soup of the U.S. Intelligence community, bad neighbors though they might be, which had
enjoyed a steady rise to executive-branch power ever since JFK was murdered or
terminated-with-extreme-prejudice, depending on which of the many storiesyou liked.

In any case, beneath the wings of the Johnson adminigtration, its Great Society good intentions paved
over by the Southeast Asian road to hell, civilian and military intel agencies and spy domains of every
stripe had proliferated ad nauseam. By the end of what had become Nixon’ swar, this New Jerusalem of
overlapping blood turfs had evolved into a deeply rooted executive-branch stronghold, well positioned to
prosper regardless of which politica party might be nominally eected to power.

By thetime former CIA chief George Herbert Walker Bush ascended to the highest office in theland,
some saw it as an dmost embarrassing redundancy. Bush' s presidency was practically emblematic of
spookdom’ s neohegemony, a bald public enactment of what had been quietly going on behind the scenes
for decades. Senior acronymic warriors with noble lineages back to the Secret Service, Sig Int, and the
Last Good War may have had misgivings. But the limelight-shy spymasters needn’t have worried. Once
Bush' sdevation was afait accompli, the American people did not seem all that troubled that spieswere
now running the White House: they were our spies, weren't they?

However, while the newest Occupant of the Ova Office might have been skeptical about conspiracy
theories, he could read anationa security briefing paper and know when he was being worked.

“Wdl, fuck it, Sandy.”

“What do you want meto do?’ Sokoff sat up and took out a notepad.
“Consider yourself tasked, counselor.”

“| figured.”

Sandy took notes asthe President ticked off alaundry list, neither of them prepared to guess yet what
might come out in the wash.

“I want to know how and why Project Orion got started, dll the partiesinvolved, and what their interests
are. What it redlly will and won't do. Cost to date in today’ s dollars, cost of deployment and readiness,
and environmenta impact. And | need an independent risk assessment that doesn't pull any goddamn
punches, if possble”

Sokoff looked down at alist he' d been making.

“Sofar,” hesad, “I’ve got former secretaries of defense, Joint Chiefs, NSA heads, Nava Intelligence,
DIA, CIA, and security advisers. But nobody is going to want to talk to me.”



“Remind them that conversations with the private counsdl of the President of the United States are
covered by executive privilege.”

“And when they stop laughing?’

The Presdent laughed himsdlf, Stretching hisarms up into the air, looking like he could amost touch the
chandelier picked out by Jacqueline Kennedy and still polished weekly by housekeeping staff.

“If anybody needsfacetime, cal me.”

“Mr. President.” Sokoff stood up, girding for battle. Thiswas going to be delicate and difficult. He
rubbed afreckled earlobe.

“D’you careif it gets back to Robo-Bob?’
“I hopeit scaresthe Yaeout of him.”

The President relaxed hislanky frame back into the long leather-covered cushions, experiencing the
pleasure of releasing himself, however temporarily, from the weight of a heavy burden.

And theequd, if not greater pleasure of seeing it bend the shoulders of ayounger man.
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Fiddling with the Goddard security guest pass clipped onto her jacket pocket, Angelalooked over John
Fisher’ s shoulder at the TOLAS Mars photo now loaded onto the mainframe,

The planetary geologist was working with theimage, using shape-from-shading agorithmsto pull out
even morevisud detail.

“Whoever did thisisgood.”

Many of the satellite images of the Cydoniaregion, where the Face on Mars was found, were distorted
by camera angles or sun angles or otherwise made usaless for research because of low resolution,
transmission glitches, or cloud cover. But not this one. Thisimage was absolutely perfect.

“Jesus, every littlerill and bermis so pristine. And this came from where?’
“Over thetransom,” Angdlasaid. “How about the pyramids?’

“Too good. Much too good. We can crack this.”

“Yathink?" Angdaglanced at Eklund, but his expression was guarded.
“They can run, but they can’t hide.”

In their obsesson with finding supporting datafor the Intelligence Hypothess, Eklund and Fisher routingly
pored over every Mars satellite photo asit came in and every frame ever released of the Cydoniaregion
inthe NASA archives. But there had never been acapture like this, Eklund was certain it was not
something they’ d have missed.

“John? Check the mission code on thisthing.”
“Sure. Thisisso weird, though, it’ slike the dream capture of dl time.”

Angelaenjoyed watching Fisher whack and dash at the keyboard. It was like avirtuoso piano recital.



“What' s mission code?’ she asked, leaning closer toward the screen.

“Each frame dumped from the satellite buffer carries code numbersto ID the origin for archiving.”
Fisher enlarged the sequence and then stopped, staring at the monitor.

“Shit,” hesaid.

“Shit what?” Angela stabbed two blunt-cut wings of dark hair behind her ears and out of her face.
Eklund read off the code in an oddly officid tone.

“F26/0P5/1/394M0O.”

“Shit diddly.” John smacked angrily at the keyboard, enlarging the sequence on-screen. “Well, they knew
what they were doing, no question about it. No telltale little insert edges, no outlines. Smart-asslittle
fucks. .. sorry.”

“John’ s pissed because with al the real anomalies on the planet that we' re trying to get taken serioudy or
at least looked at with an open mind, thiskind of thing getting dumped on the mediajust makesit so
much harder . . .”

“But it' sahoax, right?” Angdaknew something was going on that she was't quite getting. Eklund
sidestepped the question.

“Let’sjust goinonapyramid until it fals apart.”
“Absolutdy.”

Fisher scrolled up and zoomed in radicaly until the image broke up, hitting the faceted mounds on Mars
with thedigita kitchen snk.

“Damn. What we' relooking for is evidence of tampering, little soft spots, little giveaways here and there
where something on the origina image was erased so the pyramid image could then be supered in.”

“But it’ snot cooperating.”

“No, ma am.” John fumed, exhausting hisbag of tricks. “1’m seeing no gpparent degradation, no visble
tampering or erasure. Maximum pixel resolution, full gray scale, format is mission-correct. Fuck me.”

Herolled back from the keyboard and flicked a sidelong look at Eklund. Angela saw aworld of
ungpoken information flash between them.

“All right. Will somebody plesse tell me what the problemis? Or do | have to kill one of you to make the
other onetak?’

“Sorry. Thisisthe problem, down here.” Eklund scrolled back to the code sequence.
“F26/0P5/1/394MO. . . . F means‘frame number.” OPis‘orbita pass —"

“Wait, walit, wait.” Angelarefocused on the screen. * So, this was the twenty-sixth picture, taken on the
fifth orbital pass...”

“And one-three-ninety-four isthe date . . .”

“ ‘January third, 1994 .. ..



“And MO identifiesthemission for archiving: Viking Orbiter was VO; Mars Global Surveyor isMGS.

”

But Angelahad aready worked it out.
“Thisisfrom Mars Observer.”

No one spoke. In the quiet hum of the Goddard workstation, the words Mars Observer seemed to
carry akind of emotiona weight, like invoking the name of amartyred saint. Angelalooked from one
scientist to the other.

“But that’ snot possible, right?’
John looked somber, asif grieving a personal |oss. Eklund nodded.

“Mars Observer was launched in late ninety-one with Mars Orbital Insertion set for mid-ninety-three,
Perfect launch, perfect wake-up, status was one hundred percent, right on schedule.”

“And then it disappeared.”

“Fina midcourse corrections went right by the numbers, boom-boom-boom. Then, around forty-eight
hoursout . . .”

“Phhht! Gone. Two billion dollars and ten years of work.”
“Do they know why?’
Eklund shrugged, keeping aneutral expression on hisface.

“NASA saysthe radio was turned off by accident and they never regained contact. Point is, Mars
Observer went dark in “93 and no imaging was ever sent back. Period. Nada. Zero.”

Angelaindicated the photo dated 1994 till being refreshed on-screen.
“So, thisisapicturethat can't exist.”

John gected the TOLAS disk and handed it to Angela.

“Y ou might want to get a second opinion,” Eklund said.

Angeathought about the other Mars satellites gone missing, Mars Climate Orbiter and Mars Polar
Lander . Images from angry House hearings came to mind: an embarrassed Dan Goldin, former NASA
adminigtrator, on CNN and testifying about bungled metric fuel conversions, basic math failuresmessing
up the satdllite’ stelemetry. It hadn’t made much sense at the time and didn’t now.

Neither EKlund nor Fisher said anything.

Suddenly Angela s neck and shoulders ached and she felt dead on her feet, even in her comfortable
running shoes. Her ankles hurt and her lower back was stiffening up and she wanted to just go home and
lie down in ahot bath more than anything she could think of.

“Look, guys, | redly gppreciate your help, but | need to go away and think about all this. And I’'m surel
don't havetosay it, but . . .”

“Don’t worry. It won't leave thisroom.”



“Thanks”

Angela shouldered her bag, dipping the disk withits Tricks of Light and Shadow back intoitsorigind
envelope. She would not have been entirdly surprised if the Mars CD had emitted some portentous sci-fi
hum and sweep, and then folded itsalf up and disappeared into aparald dimension.

“One more thing. What you said before about Mars Observer and the radio? That’ sthe cardinal sin,
i'tit?”

Both men were impressed that she knew such minutia about the arcane art and science of satdllite
tracking. Eklund nodded.

“It' sthe cardind sin.”
“Never—turn—off—the—radio.” John pronounced it like a catechism.
“That’ swhat | thought.”

Angealet hersdf out, dropping off her passa security before trudging outside to the magnesium+lit
parking lot and her red Jeep Grand Cherokee. Her brain was running on fumes. Angela could not have
sad exactly what she thought, how she fdt right now, or what the hell she was going to do next. But she
knew her life was about to change.
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McMurdo Station/Antar ctica

Acrossfrom Augie Blake, insde the cavernous fusalage of the LC-130 Hercules, Captain Wedey
Bertrand looked out the window at a skyful of spectra auroras dancing in the polar dark and listened to
his Spec Ops crew arguing in their jJump seats.

“Wrong, you are so full of shit. Blake had the left seet. Do the math.”
“Deaver had command.”

“Doesn’'t matter who has command.”

“You don’t know jack, Dubczek.”

“I know that the mission failsif the spacecraft does not makeit safely home. | know that without the pilot,
the spacecraft isawhole lot lesslikely to make it safely home. So, who goesfirst up the ladder, fool ?
The pilot, Augie-fucking-Blake. Which means Jake Deaver |eft the last boot print on the moon.”

Bertrand got up and leaned over the seat backs, keeping his voice down.

“All right, everybody put up or shut up. Last boot on the moon. Twenty bucks saysit was Colonel
Blake. Come on, show me the money. I’'m gonnago ask him.”

Collecting bets, Bertrand looked at hiswatch and glanced over at Augie. Then, feding the eyesof his
Spec Ops team on him, he worked hisway through strapped-down medica equipment and containers
marked DANGEROUS and EXPLOSIVES to where the legendary astronaut was dumped, fast adeep.

“Colond Blake”

Augie roused himsalf and peered groggily up at the young Air Force captain who wastouching his
shoulder and pointing out the cabin window.



“Thought you might like to see the show, Sir.”

Augie squinted out at the amazing e ectromagnetic Aurora Audrdius, its slent green and indigo waves
rippling from horizon to horizon.

“Some show,” he said. “Thanks. What'sour ETA, uh, Captain... 7’
“Bertrand, Sr. We re out about twenty-five minutes and change, Colond. With your permission, sir?’
“Don’'t stand on ceremony, son.”

Augie waved Bertrand into the empty seat facing him and then rummaged in acarry-on bag. Finding a
plastic container with his sdt tabs, he shook out two and chased them with bottled water. Radiation
exposure, including the UV radsincreasing yearly at the poles, caused rapid dehydration and salt
depletion. He offered some to the captain.

“Thanks, I’'m good, sir. | understand you’ re evacking some astronauts?”
“Taking them to quarantine in Auckland. Y ou on a Shared Assetsticket?’
“Yes, dgr. Shared Assets”

The Antarctic wastechnically off-limitsto the military by UN tresty, but Bertrand was unsurprised that
someone of Augi€ s stature would know about their presence. NASA, the aerospace giant Raytheon,
and the Pentagon had recently begun combining forces on various projects, with aslittle fanfare as

possble.

This so-caled Shared Assets policy amounted to a Trojan horse, amove by the Defense Department
toward reversal of the gtrict civilian status with which NASA had been endowed by charter back in
1959. President Eisenhower had held awisgly jaundiced view of the U.S. military controlling space
activitiesand had ingsted that NASA be established outsi de the Pentagon umbrella and accountable to
theditizens.

But alot can happen in forty-some years.

Long the Space Shuttle s primary client, the twenty-first-century Air Force, and its newly created Space
Command Wing, routingly requisitioned civilian NASA test-bed rockets and borrowed their top
personnd to aid the military’ s own space program. In exchange, NASA got to piggyback Earth Sciences
projects onto the Pentagon’ s Low Earth Orbit or LEO satdllites, dthough all data collected was
controlled by the military and was not to be made available to the public.

Asit happened, it was globa warming and the Shared Assats interface that was bringing Augie Blake
and Captain Bertrand to the South Pole.

Augie eyed Bertrand' s Spec Opsinggnia
“How much did they tell you?’

“All they said at Langley was, the Nationa Science Foundation had inserted ateam to do someice-core
sampling and then started having problems at the dig site. Some kind of weird bacteria or microbes. . .”

“At Dunsnane”

“Yes, ar. Op Dunsinane. Some kind of prehistoric virusin the core samples they were bringing up.
People on the team started getting sick. So, they stopped coring and the hydraulics on the ice drill froze



up.”
“The nuclear-powered ice drill.”
“Yes, dr. Sounds like quite amess, Sir.”

Asdefrom abrief summertime outburst of hardy vegetation, the dominant plant life tough enough to exist
inthe Antarcticislichen. And the closer you go to the pole, the more the only life capable of survivingin
such an extreme environment is microbid: tiny bacteria hibernating under the surface of ice-covered rock.
What atemperate climate forest of trees was doing frozen in glacier ice at that latitude was mystery
enough. But the historic find held the potentia of filling in huge gapsin our planetary higtory, if not
rewriting it altogether, and even of adding new phylum and new species of plants, animals, and insects
long logt to therolls of terrestrid life.

Unfortunately, after ten thousand years, modern Homo sapiens no longer had any immunity to the
hibernating bacterianow waking up a Dunsinane.

The lumbering Hercules now began its gpproach and Augie felt the off-pesk fal of aroller-coaster ride
as the guppy-bdllied transport dropped, shuddered, and then banked around low-wide-and-handsome,
thefat Pratt & Whitney propsroaring and clawing for purchasein the hypercold air.

“McMurdo Station, gentlemen,” Captain Bertrand called out to his crew, who responded with whoops
and wrigt-cracking high fives dl around.

“Hoo-ya”
“Who ded the dogs out? Hoo-Hoo!”

The LC-130 dropped its flgps. Out the window an eerie nightscape was rushing up to meet them: a
bulldozed ice airstrip scraped off the top of aglacier and lined and it by burning barres of diesd ail.

“Hoo-hoo-hoo!”

The pilot had obvioudy donethisbefore, faling fast, setting down hard, and reversing the props furioudy
inahalf-blind, screeching, gooney-bird skid.

“Hoo-ya”
The chorus of pumped-up Spec Ops voices echoed across the cabin. Augie leaned closer to Bertrand.
“So, what exactly do they want you to do?’

“They want usto do what we do best,” Bertrand said, with agood-ol’ -boy shrug. “ And then get the hell
out of Dodge.”

Augie nodded, smiling at the captain’s man-of-action style as the plane did to ahalt and everybody
started grabbing up their gear. Bertrand stood and glanced over at his crew.

“Uh, Colond, would you be kind enough to settle asmall wager?’
“Which sdeisyour money on?’

“Oh, hell. Any schoolboy knowsthat Colond Augustus Julian Blake, USMC, wasthe last man to walk
ontheMoon, sir.”



“Y our money is safe, Captain. And good luck.”

The Herculeslowered its cargo ramp with a servo-driven whine and an explosive bang, sending ablast of
subzero Antarctic air down their necks.

“An honor to meet you, Sir,” Bertrand said, sauting crisply and rgoining his men. Augie pulled up the
fur-lined hood on his expedition parka

“Jesus God Almighty.”

Outside, aheavily bundled ground crew on snowmobiles had aready swarmed in to chock the whedls
and refuel the arcraft with the engines running.

He swiftly pulled on insulated gloves and began working hisway cautioudy down the metd rampway,
grimacing into the shocking dap of polar wind.

“Fuck me”

Augiefdt hiseyebdlsthreatening to freeze. The dispatcher at San Pedro had said it would be about fifty
below, making it minus ninety degrees Fahrenheit with the windchill factored in; the kind of cold that
could dam through layers of arctic-rated gear like an amphetamine-crazed killer kicking in acardboard
door.

143 HW!”

Augie squinted and waved toward a snowmobile headlight emerging from the voracious dark that was
McMurdo Station in February, then lost his balance on theicy ramp, grabbing ahandrail with both
hands.

“Colondl Blake!”

A hooded astronaut-trainee did to astop in arooster tail of ice and quickly helped settle Augie on board
the motorized ded.

“Let'sdoit!”

Augie braced himsdf and held on for the short run over to the dectric lights and blessed warmth of the
NASA compound' s Quonset-style barracks. Peering back at the runway and its barrels of blazing fud ail
st dight every fifty feet, he could just make out Captain Bertrand overseeing the handling of pallets of
auminum containers, each stickered and stenciled with “Danger” symbols now illuminated by the aily fire.

He also saw thefirst contingent of scientists and engineers being evacuated asthey struggled acrossthe
ice toward the cargo ramp. Most of them could make it under their own power, but some had been
bundled up and were being carried to the plane on stretchers, like wounded soldiers rescued from a
frozen battlefidd.

In that moment, the flames of the runway fuel drums reminded him of torchesflickering on thewall of
Shakespeare' stragic Scottish castle.

“Until Birnham Wood cometo Dunsnane. ..”

Augierecited the linefrom Macbeth and shut his eyes against the cold wind, the moisture of hisown
bresth freezing instantly on hisface. Arriving at the metal-domed Quonsets, he was less concerned with
the Bard of Avon than with ng the damage in sSitu and getting his people out, safe and sound.



He would soon need to tell the media something as the evacuees arrived in New Zedand; adramatic
winter air rescue at the South Pole was certainly anewsworthy story. And what he told reporters would
haveto be only partidly true and carefully crafted to explain why so many were “rotating out” of the
science colony a once and why they were going into quarantine at an Auckland hospital. But firgt things
fird.
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Goddard Space Flight L abs/Washington, D.C.

Behind the locked door of the Goddard workstation, what was either a brilliant fraud or the most
important NASA satdllite photograph in the history of space science was up again on Eklund’ s screen.

The mainframe computer had automatically saved Angela s TOLAS image. Not that it was going
anywhere beyond this room. But they had to haveit.

“We should dump it off theframe.”
“Done,” John said, copying to the hard drive.

The politics attached to verification of thisMars picture surged out in dl directionsin tsunami-style
waves. Eklund noticed himsdlf nervoudy clenching and unclenching his hands and then stuffed them into
his pockets.

“Thethingis...”
“Wedon't know if it'safake or not,” Fisher said flatly.
“I don't think we can know. Not one hundred percent . . .”

“Oh, man.” John made aface. “If thisthingisred, | don’t even know what kind of scenario makes sense
forwhy it exigsat dl. Plus, dl by itsdf, it’ sl just afucking frame on aphoto drip. It's not scientific

proof of anything.”

“I haveanidea,” Eklund said, downing ginkgo tabswith hisH,O.

“Go.” John propped black high-top tennies up on the computer table.
“How about bringing [-SAT to the party?’

“Y ou mean the good stuff?’

“Jugt for us”

Eklund knew therewas an ethical conflict. It was probably even acrime.
“You can say no.”

During the day, John ran space-based anaysis of the Pentagon’ s Space Command Satellite Intelligence
Data, or I-SAT. Both what he did and how he did it were military secrets, and using classfied
Department of Defense software for unauthorized civilian purposes could be viewed as a punishable
offense.

But after amoment’ s pause, Fisher’s sneakers hit the deck with arubbery dap and he twisted back to
face the computer.



“No, no, good idea. Going fractal on this shit could be interesting. Something quantifiable.” He gave
Eklund adamn-the-torpedoes smile and attacked the keyboard. “ All right. Let’ slet the Big Dog hunt.”

Downloading the proprietary DOD program took only afew seconds for password recognition and soon
the Cydonia desert Marscape was being rapidly overlaid with a 3-D numbered gridwork.

“Now it'sabattlefield. And we re on atal horse on high ground.”
“Napoleon would be green.” Eklund took over the keyboard.

“Okay, click on your targets.” Fisher pointed at the cluster of pyramids. “We flag whatever we want the
computer to andlyze. Then do aquick pass. Thefractd agorithms makeit ignore, based on geometry,
thingslike hills, boulders, or whatever. Thel-SAT only brackets potential military targets, meaning
anything it thinks are man-made.”

“Thingswith geometry.”
“When it comesto geology, Mother Nature doesn’t do straight lines. Even on Mars.”
“What kind of accuracy?’

“About eighty percent.” John watched as Eklund marked up every geometrically shaped object on the
Cydoniaplain.

“I've seen it pick out five out of six tanksin the desert and then think an ammo dump isabig sand dune.
But fuck it, the Bad Guys are dtill in degp shit. Imagine commanding thisin ared-timefirefight.”

Fisher rubbed histired eyes and stretched hisarms.

“Monitoring the whole theater ops from space and feeding al your targeting datato artillery, aircraft, a
fucking fleet of missile shipsand submarines. . .”

“Okay.” Eklund indicated the overlay of Xs. John madefind adjustments.
“Just making sure we' re asking it theright question. Ready?’

“Go.”

Fisher then stabbed a key and deciphered the instant data readout.
“Holy shit, Batman. We are target-rich.”

Eklund exhaed, not realizing he had been holding his breath, as John jotted quick notes on a Post-it pad,
checking the percentiles assigned to the Face, the pyramids, and dozens of other Xs flashing onthe
screen.

“These are high numbersfor artificidlity. Serioudly high.”

“ S0, the Pentagon’ s hottest I-SAT software, which we have never used, in analyzing this Mars Observer
image, whichwe havenever seen. .

Fisher gave Eklund alook.

“I-SAT says bomb the crap out of it,” he said, and then made the TOLAS photo and the proprietary
DOD gridwork disappear.



Eklund stared back at his colleague.

“Be careful what you wish for, right?’

11
“Tricksof Light and Shadow. That’s cute.”

It was late. Angelatook honeyed Earl Grey teawith her elbows up on Miriam'’ s beat-up old Provencal
kitchen table as the two women powwowed around her producer/partner’ siBook. The purported Mars
Observer image glowed eerily on the active matrix screen.

“Troubleis,” Miriam said, “it makes no sense, kiddo.”

Awake and aert, though il looking vaguely dragged out of bed, she loosened the antique silk kimono
she had thrown on when Angela caled. Midnight crises were not that unusual. Guiding Science Horizon
through afive-year odyssey to its current award-winning plateau, replete with A-list guests and classy
sponsorships, Miriam had honed her skills as aproducer. These included the ability to deep on planes,
nap on office futons, and rise with her game on, whatever fresh hell presented itself.

“Hra off, if Mars Observer had found extraterrestrid monuments on Mars, it would be the greatest
scientific discovery of the century. Why wouldn't NASA plaster it al over the nightly goddamned news?
They could write their own ticket for the space program. Slam dunk.”

“I know.” Angelasipped her tea.

“And number two, why the hell would NASA want to make its own two-billion-dollar satellite
disappear? | think we need a second opinion.”

“Maybeit didn’t disgppear, Miriam. That’ sthe point,” Angelasaid, rubbing her tired eyes.
“Aw, comeon.”

“Look, thiswhistle-blower, whoever heis, seemsto betdling ustwo things. there are anomdies on Mars
the government doesn’t want the public to see, and NASA or the Pentagon is secretly using the Mars
Observer satelliteto study them. True or false, that’ swhat | think he’ strying to say.”

Miriam looked at her partner, surprised at what she saw.
“Argiel?,

“I didn't say | believed it.” Angela sounded defensive. “I don't know what to believe. But you' reright
about authentication. Who can we get?”

“Chrig. | don't know.”

Miriam made aface asif that was one round of phone calls she didn’t want to have to make. Angela
raised her eyebrows.

“Hey, I’'m agreeing with you. I’'m saying let’ s at least get some heavyweight backup about what we're
looking at here. Somebody with Sature.”

“Y eah, somebody who'll tell usit’sahoax so we can dl get agood night’sdeep.” Miriam added hot
water to the tegpot. “Why do | suddenly fed likel don’t have enough life insurance?’



“Hdll, if thisthing isnot ahoax, | want bodyguards.”
“Fine. But | get Kevin Costner.”

“Fine.” Angdalaughed, gazing out toward the dimly lit living-room walls at a Matisse nude and some of
Seglitz spictures of Georgia O’ Keeffe posing with ahuge and voluptuous calalily. Sheloved how
Miriam’s gpartment reflected the conviction that being at home should fed as much aspossiblelikea
bohemian summer idyll on Martha s Vineyard. But life, asthe twenty-first century was getting up to
Speed, seemed determined to no longer be apicnic.

“Serioudy, sweety darling.” Miriam poured for both of them from anice piece of chinoiserie. “Let’ ssay
it'sall true, and somewhere out there, some Cosmic Deegp Throat has the goods on this huge scandal:
ARTIFACTSON MARS; NASA HIJACKS SATELLITE; SCIENCE CRIME OF THE CENTURY..
And this Deep Cosmo has picked Science Horizon out of ahat to help him blow thewhistle. Who says
we haveto play hisgame?’

“Degp Cosmo.” Angdlagiggled. “Yeah, fuck him. What if we don’t choose to be the chosen? We can
Just Say No.”

“Yeah, redly. We' re not exactly thefirst place oneimaginesturning to for Pulitzer Prize muckraking
journdism.”

Angdalooked stung.

“Y ou know, hearing it phrased just that way? It makes me fed kind of like the VVannaWhite of science
reporting.”

“Angie, comeon. | didn't mean . . . Hell, you know what | meant.”

Miriam felt bad. Angela made no secret of the fact that, five yearsin, she was growing restlesswith the
preaching-to-the-choir limitations of PBS and was eager for Science Horizon to seek new horizons of its
own. And tackling a Pulitzer-worthy science story was exactly what might break them out.

“I’'m not saying we can't doit, kiddo, I’'m just saying it's not exactly the kind of thing we reredly known
for taking on.”

But Angelawas sill upset.

“No, come on. What isit? We do our homework, our due diligence, et cetera, we deliver on this story
like we have on every other story for five years, why can't we step up to primetime? Huh? Y ou think
PBSwouldn't back us? Y ou think it’stoo controversid, too palitical, too Gerado? What?’

Miriam felt stupid for triggering the argument, but the truth was, she was not yet convinced there was a
story here. Much less one to go to the mattressesfor.

“Angie, listen. Asaproducer, I’'m concerned about getting it right, and so are you. Thingslike public
perception of professionalism and the kind of respect that we have nurtured for Science Horizon. You
know what the struggle has been. Not just asawoman journdist . . .”

“Inthe science community.”

“Our lovdy little Emmy Award notwithstanding, we go out on alimb making wild pronouncements that
we can't prove? We lose credibility, we lose support, we lose access, we can lose sponsorship. We can
lose everything, kiddo. Even if we rerighteoudy right. But thisthing cameto you. Soit'syour call.”



Onething Angelaloved about Miriam: she pulled rank sometimes and they had had their conflicts over
the years, but bottom line, there was complete mutual respect and appreciation, which meant alot and
had alowed them to weather alot.

“Wdll, | just need to know, Miriam, if it safakeor if it sfor red,” she said. “ And whatever we haveto
do to determinethat, | say wedoit.”

13 Agr@.”
“ After that, | don't know. I'm too burnt to think.”

Angelaclosed the clamshdll of theiBook and retrieved her disk. Miriam gave her friend ahug and
waked her to the door arm in arm.

“Then let’ s not think about it anymore, Miz Scarlett.” She drawled it out asthough they were two
tendrilled belles of the Old South strolling out under the colonnade for a breeth of breeze off the bayou.
“We can think about it tomorrow.”

“Yes, tomorrow,” Angelasaid, picking up the faux fiddle-de-deeriff. “For tomorrow . . . isanother day.”

She then ssomped downstairsin her Nikes and out into the street.
PART

We must guard against the acquisition of unwarranted influence by the military/industrial
complex. The potential for the disastrous rise of misplaced power exists and will persist. We
should take nothing for granted.

—Dwight D. Eisenhower, 1961
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January 29/Dunsinane/Antar ctica

Thefact was, thousands of years of accumulated ice at both poles had begun melting into the sea. The
ozone layer protecting the Earth from damaging UV radiation was bresking down so dramatically that a
huge hole had formed above the Southern Hemisphere. This holein the ozone now let in enough solar
radiation that incidents of skin cancer were soaring throughout the region and school kidsfrom Audtrdia
to Chilewere no longer dlowed outside on the playgrounds without wearing hats.

North American energy and car-building leaders howled that power plants and theinternal combustion
engine were not to blame, finding it easier to engineer the U.S. pull-out from the Kyoto Protocolsthan to
develop nonpolluting vehicles and renewable clean fuels.

In any case, such highly paid lobbying and verba obfuscation were moot asfar asthe Arctic Circlewas
concerned: for thefirgt timein recorded human history there was open navigable water dl across Santa's
northernmost domain.

And whether the temperature wasrisng from industrid pollution or al the hot air sent aoft from
attorneys, the situation at the South Pole, too, was degrading more rapidly than even Greenpeace and the



Sierra Club had feared.

The bad news was, the Ross I ce Shelf had joined the massive Larsen B and Larsen C Shelvesin
cracking off from the continent and subsiding into the Antarctic Ocean about ten years sooner than the
National Science Foundation's worgt-case scenarios of the * 90’ s had envisioned.

That there was good news at al from thiswastotaly unexpected: a scientific treasure of inestimable vaue
had been uncovered in the collapsing polar ice and picked up by one of NASA'’s Earth Sciences LEO
sadlites

The find, code-named Dunsinane, was stunning: afrozen forest of temperate climate trees suddenly
visbleintheglacier likeaporta in time, a pritine biosphere preserved for millenniaand offering science
nothing lessthan afirsthand look at the world of 10,000 B.C.E. Not to mention afirst-rate mystery: How
does aforest get to the South Pole? Within days, the Nationa Science Foundation was gavanized into
action.

All science donein Antarctica must be done according to rules enunciated in a United Nations agreement
protecting the entire continent from exploitation and pollution: the Antarctic belongsto al mankind and is
held in sacred trust. Thus, al junk, al refuse, including every ounce of human waste generated by the
three thousand people in the science town of McMurdo, was flown out each spring in over forty-fivelift
sorties and recycled in Cdifornia

Ontheladt arlift before dl flights were shut down for the winter, foundation scientists quietly brought ina
nuclear-powered ice drill designed to tunnel down through the glacier to the prehistoric forest waiting
benegth theice. After weeks of building out the dig Stein the perpetua dark and testing the drill in
various extremes of temperature and conditions, the excited waiting was over and they had begun
tunneling carefully down to the trees.

But asit happened, there was something more contagious than the NSF excitement over their find.
Within hours of retrieving the first core samples from Dunsinane, sgns of severe vird infection began to
appear at McMurdo.

Thework was hated, the tunnel sealed over, and the dig Site decontaminated, but it wastoo late:
everyone exposed to the Dunsinane samples was quarantined, many devel oping high fevers and vomiting.
Thelittle science colony at the pole now redized that the ice samples held hibernating viruses that had
been “ switched on” by the relative warmth of the Quonset huts and were then released:
twelve-thousand-year-old bacteria to which human beings were no longer immune.

By the time Bertrand arrived, thirty-five scientists and engineers were being extracted, including the
McMurdo medica staff memberswho had trested the first Sck onesand then falen ill themselves. Augie
Blake s astronaut trainees, wintering over, had not comeinto direct contact with the virus but were
evacuated as aprecaution. And al evacked personndl were sequestered for trestment in amilitary
hospita in New Zedland.

There had been no fatalities, but the worst was not necessarily over. After securing and cleansing the
Dunsinane site, bundled-up Army engineers and Nationa Science Foundation glaciologists now gathered
to bring Captain Bertrand and his Spec Ops crew up to speed.

Bertrand peered a adim, greenish video screen set up on aworkbench in the main Quonset: the only
remaining connection to the prehistoric forest down below was viathe cameraon their broken
nuclear-powered drill.

“How far downisthat?’



“About two thousand feet.” The lead scientist pointed to a 3-D map.

Thetiny reactor with itstank tracks and titanium bit had tunneled into the glacier efficiently enough. But
wegther at the South Pole is changeable in the extreme, with temp swings of as much as one hundred
degreesin asix-hour period.

“How cold was it when you had to shut her down?’

“Y egh, that was the bitch. About minus eighty-five degrees, Fahrenheit,” an engineer said. Approaching
ninety below, running anything mechanica that required lubrication wasto court falure. “The hydraulic
fluid froze”

“That'd doit.” Bertrand scratched at hisjaw with atherma glove. The rasping sound of his day-old
beard was audible across the room. There was not exactly avast array of options. restarting the drill and
taking it out under its own power was out of the question. At least they were still getting video.

“How hat isit?’
“Celdusor rads?’
An Army engineer showed him the two readings.

“Jesus. We got us alittle Chernobyl, gentlemen.” Bertrand gestured toward his crew. Each man took a
turn checking out the monitor, but they were dl getting the picture: ground truth a ninety below wasa
sobering bitch.

“If youdl will excuseus...?

Bertrand herded his guystogether, awvay from the anxious civilians. It was his task to assess, make
recommendations up the chain, and then ultimately implement whatever decision came back down.

While the Spec Ops team huddled, the heavily dressed foundation scientists stood around looking
exhausted and depressed, arguing about how to handle the next presscycle.

The media had either been tipped off or somehow read the Web-traffic tealeaves and had gotten wind
of the Antarctic evacuation. CNN, MSNBC, and the wire services were pressng McMurdo Station
hourly for details. So far, the NSF had only put out a cryptic, one-page press release from McMurdo
saying there was no “ general evacuation,” that a dozen people were being “normaly rotated out,” with
the exception of adoctor who * needed an unexpected operation” and afew astronaut trainees who were
samply “homesick” and taking advantage of the unscheduled air transport ouit.

But the numbers, like the story, didn’t really add up. There were going to be questions about the military
hospital in Auckland, demandsfor interviews with the personnd flown up there and others till remaining
on-gation. It wasamess. And until they had asolution in place, in progress, the Stuation totally “under
control,” they wereterrified of involving the media.

“Captan?’ thelead NSF scientist cdlled across the hut. He hadn’t dept much the last seventy-two hours
and his voice sounded ragged and impatient.

Captain Bertrand turned away from his huddle and focused on the civilians. There was no magic wand to
makethisdl go away. They dl knew that, but he said it out loud anyway.

“Wéll, in and out and nobody gets hurt? We cut the goddamn drill loose, let it mdlt itsway down asfar
away from people asit’ll go, and then we serioudly close that hole. But | suppose thereisagood



argument againgt that.”

In hisfur-lined hood, the lead scientist looked bleak. When he spoke, angry little puffs of condensed air
formed in front of hisface like clouds.

“We re slanding over thefirst and only pristine prehistoric biosphere on the planet. To contaminateit with
radioactive machinery would be acrimind act, not to mention the grossest possible violation of the UN
no-footprint rules. American science would be disgraced, banished, and we' d al be out of our jobs.”

“That’ s pretty much what | wasthinking.”

Captain Wed ey Bertrand and everyone el se knew that any redl solution to this messwould be dow,
nasty, dangerous, and seven-figure expensive with megalift-tons of blameto go around. All the science
folk and Army engineers could do was put in their two cents and wait until Bertrand' s officia
recommendations set the processin motion. For the civilians, the scientists, thiswas not what they had
worked so hard to be down herefor. Not to preside over this huge messy disaster that could only blight
their careers.

But Bertrand was here because, for him, disasters were kind of fun.

“All righty, then,” he said, dready dividing the operation into doable pieces, organizing, prioritizing, and
saving the craziest, most risky “fun” for himsdlf. “Theway | seeit, we relooking a mechanica retrieva
of the drill; complete biohazard and radiation containment and cleanup; airlift and disposd of dl
contaminated water, ice, materias, and equipment. | see at least three lift sorties, maybe five, and we're
gonnaneed hazard experts, radiation experts, one helluvawinch that will till work at fifty below, plusa
shitload of support from HAZMAT, the NRC, the Air Force. And is there someplace down here where
my boys can get hot coffee and take awarm piss?’

Everyonein the freezing hut grinned and looked visibly relieved for amoment. Thelead scientist did the
honors, heading toward the insulated doors.

“Thisway, gentlemen.”

Hundreds of what-if and if-then concerns began beeting their wingsinside each person’sbrain asthe
group shuffled out in their boots and bulky clothes. That the crisiswould be resolved seemed a bit more
certain. Bertrand certainly inspired confidence.

Whether the unexplored ancient biosphere in sugpens on benesth them would have to remain unexplored
was harder to determine. At least for the paleobiologists and glaciologistsit was till too early and too
painful to think about that.

13

Old Executive Office Building/Washington, D.C.

Sandy Sokoff had had discreet meetings with military and intelligence people at the Pentagon, & CIA
headquartersin Virginia, and at the vast NSA facility a Ft. Meade in Maryland.

Each intelligence officer or generd officer questioned about Project Orion professed to have either no
knowledge or very limited knowledge, operating within the limitations of indtitutiona cutouts that
prevented anyone from seeing the whole picture. And none of those Sandy interviewed werewilling to
speculate, at least not in front of the President’ s counsd. Many had seemed more intent on pumping him
for information than on illuminating matters for the White House, which Sokoff found both curious and
irritating.



Neverthdess, certain impressions were evolving, pecificaly that both inside and outside government,
support for the building out of avastly expensive space-based weapons system was wide, deep, and not
justified by any military or terrorist threat that made any sense whatsoever.

It was atruism that the easiest way for aterrorist to ddliver anuclear bomb to any city in Americawasto
hideit in ashipment of dope. And againgt this basic street redlity, asfar as Sandy was concerned, al the
ICBM-killing Star Wars crap in the world didn’t mean squat.

So, why the big push for Orion, if it was just some |eftover big-ticket, pre-9/11 China-containment
boondoggle in Republican geopolitical drag?

Sitting in his office in the Old Executive Office Building with the clock ticking, Sokoff stared at hislist of
spies, former spies, and closemouthed generals. He then consulted his computer address book, made an
impulsive phone call, and booked himsdf on the earliest morning flight to Atlanta
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January 30/Atlanta, Georgia

The next day, a adead-end lot in one of Atlanta' s sprawling suburbs, he stood and watched as former
President Immy Carter banged away at the frame of atwo-story house with a claw-head hammer,
hanging Sheetrock for Habitats for Humanity.

The young intern who had met Sokoff at the airport said something to Carter, who just nodded and then
finished knocking home the last nail before belting the hammer and wiping hishands on hisoverdls.

Turning toward him, Carter smiled and looked so fundamentally happy in that moment that Sandy felt a
pang of remorse for bothering him.

Butif “Jmmy,” ashewas caled a the worksite, was feding bothered, it did not show on hisbeaming
octogenarian face. Motioning Sokoff toward a Dodge pickup parked out front, he stolidly led the way.

“Come on and step into my office.”

Sandy followed, mindful of not getting mud on his boots as he crossed the unlandscaped yard. Climbing
up into the cab of the 4 x 4, he dammed closed the passenger-side door.

“Mr. President, we appreciate this very much.”
“My pleasure, Mr. Sokoff.” Iimmy’s eyes twinkled asthey shook hands. “What can | do for you?’
“It’ sabout Project Orion, Sir.”

Carter’ s cheerful demeanor faded dightly to apensive smile as he turned over the truck engine and
revved it acouple of times.

“Wadl, now. Arethey about to test it?’

“A final test has been authorized, sir. The President asked me to provide some degp background before
he takes any further action. But I’ ve been encountering alot of . . . well, reticence to discuss. | was
hoping you might be able to help me not make afool of mysdf.”

The former Democratic President studied Sandy for amoment as if wondering what €l se he dready
knew and how frank he might be.



“Of course,” hesaid, “but | think you better buckle up.”

Carter grinned, adjusting his own seat belt, and then gunned the shiny Dodge truck out of the cul-de-sac
and off to what Sokoff would later remember as the best beef brisket and hot links he' d had east of
Louisanaand atop-fiver among the most extraordinary conversations he would never be alowed to
share with hiswife, Juana, back homein Audtin.

It wasn't until three hourslater, while he was waiting in the VIP lounge at the Atlanta hub, that anew plan
began to suggest itself to the President’ s counsal about how to complete his task.

15

Little Cosmograd, Ukraine

Dr. Sergei Sergeivich Berenkov, senior scientist, kept acloser eye than usua on the data stream from the
photon laser. He knew the crucia parameters of Project Orion by heart. He had, in fact, written them
himsdlf, but project managers always got so hysterica before atest.

Of course, thiswas not just another computer smulation. Thiswasit.

Through the glasswadlsin front of him, American aerospace giant TRW’ s Orion laser cannon loomed in
al of itsforged-titanium glory. The danger inherent in firing the Sx-gtory-tall chemica/nuclear device was
agiven: they could dl beincinerated in ablink, shadows burned into the ground. Not an atom or a
particle identifiable as a project manager or a Sergei Berenkov would even be left to wonder what went
wrong.

Berenkov shrugged off the risk with hisusud fatalism.
So, why worry? he thought, pretending to concentrate ferociously on his computer screen.

Setting aside the chance for catastrophe, the principa fear in the Little Cosmograd |ab outside the
Ukrainian capita was about their “employment future” becoming an oxymoron. The plain fact was, if the
Orion test worked they had afuture. If it didn't, they probably didn’'t. A loudspeaker cameto distorted
life

“ Sations for pretest. We are calling pretest stations.”

White-coated technicians hurried anxioudy past Berenkov’ s workstation. He straightened the tie he was
wearing for the occasion undernesth the clean but shopworn lab coat that hiswife, 1lyena, had laundered
for him the night before. He owned only the one and she had a hard time getting it away from him long
enough towashit.

Delayed paychecks, staled projects, physicists moonlighting as cabdrivers and waiters: to be a Russian
scientist at the dawn of the twenty-first century was to be condemned to a not-so-gentedl poverty. But at
least the former dictatorship of the proletariat was dso no longer apolice date.

“ Project managers, please report to the test director.”

Exercising the newly acquired freedom of speech—"We are free to spesk and they are freeto ignore
us’—Berenkov complained openly these days about the remnants of the former Y dtsin kleptocracy, the
greedy oligarchs snapping up nationd resources at fire-sale prices, and the continuing abject neglect of
Russian science. His colleagues would nod and ruefully agree with him about rampant corruption and
Mafiaentrepreneurs run amok. They listened to Berenkov’ switheringly critical, often hilarious rants
againgt the Dumaleadership in Moscow, laughed at the painful truths, and then dubbed him with the



nickname “Mr. Grumpy.”

“ Test programmers, take your stations for the duration of the test. Security, please clear the
chamber.”

Wishing desperately for asmoke, Mr. Grumpy stayed put at his station and sipped tepid teainstead,
unconscioudy avoiding the familiar chip in the ceramic cup as his eyes wandered to adark blank space
onthewal behind him.

A proud group photo had hung there, with many old friends and colleagues standing in front of a
Titan-classrocket engine: Russia' s part in amultinationa space effort to study Marsinthe‘90's.
Launching and then losing contral of the plutonium-powered spacecraft with its hundreds of millions of
dollarsin internationa experiments had marked the nadir of the Russian space program.

Ddlivering their key contributionsto the Internationa Space Station years late and millions over budget
had not redeemed Russian space science, either. So, to Berenkov and everyone dse, it was obvious. the
success of the Orion test was absolutely crucidl.

“ Recalibrate and reset your instruments for Primary Alpha.”

He had dready recdibrated, but he did it again. Listening to voices around him, he smiled: the murmured
litany of thefina checklist sounded like an Orthodox church full of penitents petitioning the God of
Physicsfor mercy.

“Project Orion. Primary Alpha testing. Prepare for countdown.”

Glancing up at the observation platform where former KGB politicos huddlied nervoudy with U.S.
military and aerospace VIPs, Berenkov aso reflected on how, in the Church of Space Science, the
parishioners made such strange bedfellows.

Soviet space weaponswork countering the Americans SDI, the so-called Star Wars program, had
made him proud during the Gorbachev years. He d fet asif he was* defending the Motherland” against
President Ronald Reagan, that charismatic cowboy actor, and the reckless arms buildup of the West. By
the time Reagan proposed sharing Star Wars technology with the Sovietsin Helsinki, Gorbachev aready
knew the game was up: the Russians were too broke to go on.

Emerging from long years of post-perestroika depression, they were now in anew, more hopeful era,
though with the U.S. aerospace industry largely funding the Russian Side of joint laser defense research, it
al seemed abit surred. Was he now defending the Motherland for TRW?

“Project Orion Primary Alpha testing in minus five minutes.”
An darm began to pulse and the tension around him rose perceptibly.

And so it begins, he thought. Berenkov saw the countdown numbers appear in awindow on his new
IBM PC, anicething: hedidn’'t haveto look up to follow the rolling count.

The new CPUsthey dl had now were a gratifying improvement, with Russian-language software and
blazingly fast Pentium upgrades. Of course, in the old Soviet daysthey had gone into space on adide
rule and a stopwatch, afact he brought up to his computer-mad younger colleagues at every opportunity.

“Elegant and sufficient to the day,” he would say asthey shook their heads and rolled their eyes. “Those
daysweretruly heroic, atime of greatness.”



“ Primary Test Alpha. Initiation in minus ninety seconds.”

The senior scientist glanced through the wall of tempered glass a the huge, imposing laser wegpon. An
insstent bell heralded the opening of automated sections of the lab’s domed articulated roofing, irising
wide to the night sky. Berenkov noticed that he seemed to be the only oneinterested in what might be a
last ook up at the Sars.

“Primary Alpha Test. Initiation in minus sixty seconds.”

With the verba count under way, the entire facility became eerily quiet, heads bowed over each piece of
the sireaming status datain digital meditation.

“Minus. .. thirty . .. twenty-nine. . . twenty-eight . . . twenty-seven . . .”

Above them large monitors displayed various views from geosynchronous satdllites and the U.S. Space
Shuttle Atlantis. Cosmonauts manning cameras aboard the | SS Alpha could be heard locking down their
videos and chatting.

“Minusten...nine...eght...seven...six...

Berenkov and the others around him now donned dark glasses, as the project director’ s voice came over
the loudspeaker.

“Project Orion. Initiating Primary Alpha Test.”

In an underground lead-lined core, a controlled nuclear explosion telegraphed alow rumble through the
floor and then the fission flash of a hundred Hiroshimas was directed and transmuted through the
multistory titanium wegpon judt fifty yards away.

If Berenkov had looked up, he would have seen how the entire airgpace up and out through the open
dome had now been replaced by a spectacular rod of laser light, one hundred feet in diameter and
brighter than the sun.

How quiet it is, Berenkov thought, fighting the urge to stedl apeek at the blinding energy column
thrusting out into space, its gigertrillions of eectrons per second streaming in lockstep alignment.

“ Sxty percent and stable.. . .”

But the senior scientist stayed riveted to the fluctuating readings on his monitor. Everything was remaining
within parameters, but his eyes played tricks on him and he found himsdlf halucinating tiny darming
changes. It was excruciating.

“We are at seventy-five percent and stable. . .”

He began to hear excited yelps and cheers, which he presumed were coming from the Americans on the
Atlantis and the cosmonauts and Chinese taiko-nauts on board Space Station Alpha

So far, so good.

On the monitor, Berenkov could see how the laser looked from orbit; this magnificent beacon beaming
out from the Earth, al theway out asfar the eye could see into the solar system.

If some extraterrestrial beings were watching this event, what would they make of it? he wondered. An
impressive human achievement? A bold statement of an emerging species arriving a anew threshold of
knowledge? A wake-up call?



“We are at nominal target volume, ninety percent and stable. . .”

Each nanosecond seemed like an hour of doubt and fear, the smell of his own suppressed terror swesating
through Berenkov’ s undershirt. If something went bad at this point it would likely happen far too fast to
retrieveit. The Russian scientist redized that the last thing he ever saw inthislifetime might be atiny little
sne-wave pike on his nice new American PC.

“ Sxty seconds at ninety percent and stable. . .”

But it was holding. Orion was holding.

Berenkov heard the exclamations of his colleagues asthe redlity of their achievement beganto sink in.
“Two minutes at ninety percent and stable. Going to one hundred percent . . .”

If focused on the M oon, the Orion laser wegpon would melt the surface silicainto molten glass, burning a
hole the size of afootball field ahaf-mile deep. If it targeted the Clark Belt, where the world’ skey
military and civilian satellites orbited, anation’s communications could be vaporized in haf a heartbest.

“We are at one hundred percent and holding.”
Project Orion was working.

Berenkov thanked God, in whom he did not believe, and then shivered involuntarily as heimagined this
same awesome power directed downward from space at the greet cities of the Earth. The potentia for
holocaust that thiswould add to mankind’ s dready planet-wasting nuclear and biological arsenalswas

suddenly palpable.

“ Project Orion. Preshutdown and counting ten—nine—ei ght—seven—six—five—four . . .”
And thenit was over.

The dazzling rod of light disappeared, leaving bars of after-colors swimming on everyone sretinas.
Cheers of triumph and waves of applause erupted around the room. Berenkov blinked and took off his
chegp sunglasses. Looking down at his hands, he found them dick with sweet. The hair on hisarmsand
on the back of hisneck was sticking up.

WA, he thought, we lived. That was something.

As loudspeaker voices chanted through the postshutdown procedures, a party atmosphere began to
blossom. On the observation deck, the generas, paliticians, and businessmen were popping open French
champagne. Everywhere people hugged one another, crying and laughing in relief.

Orion was asuccess. A resounding Success.

Berenkov blinked and then abandoned hisworkstation, his clipboard still clenched unconscioudy in his
hand. He could fedl colleagues clapping him on the back, pressing little paper cups of export-quality
vodkainto his hand, but he waved them off.

“Sergel Sergeivich!”
“Aw, Mr. Grumpy. Y ou must drink atoast!”

Pushing hisway through the knots of celebration, Berenkov lurched out of the control room and down
the empty linoleum-covered corridor.



Theimplications of hiswork, the potentia nightmare of horrific gpplications, hadn't redly hit him full force
until this moment. His mind flashed to the ‘' 40's, to Fermi and Oppenheimer and al the elite minds
wegponizing the physics of fisson; what ambivaence they had felt evenin atime of world war.

Orion had begun long before the end of the Cold War and had continued now for decades since
the Wall had come down, and the Americans had become our partners and allies. So who, then,
was the enemy? Who except we ourselves and our will to destroy one another? Who, now that we
are in bed with the enemy, is the enemy?

Stumbling into the chill and ill-kept men’sroom, Dr. Sergel Sergeivich Berenkov was overwhelmed with
dread and an inexpressible fear for the future. Losing his grip on the clipboard holding the day’ stest
protocols, he heard it clatter to thefloor.

We are all insane, hethought. We are. . . insane.

The Cyrillic letters spelling out PROJECT ORION fdl facedown into a smal unmopped puddle of weter,
but he didn’t notice and would not have cared.

Mr. Grumpy was too busy at the washstand, throwing up.
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January 31/PBS Studios/Washington, D.C.

“We are alive in a new Golden Age of Astronomy.” Angelacould hear her own prerecorded
voice-over as she stepped up to ayelow tape mark on the floor of the PBS soundstage.

“In the Orion Nebula, thanks to the Hubble Telescope, mankind can now watch stars being born
for thefirst timein history.”

Behind her alarge Sony monitor digplayed an opening Science Horizon montage of spectacular space
images gathered from ahost of NASA ingruments.

“ And with thisfirst look at a ‘ cosmic nursery’ comes a new view of Creation aswell. Not as
something long finished and slowly dying, but as a glorious, evolving work-in-progress.”

A stylist knocked down the shine on Angela s nose and forehead with a Victoria V ogue sponge. Behind
the glassin the producer’ s booth, Miriam made eye contact and hit the talk-back button.

“ Three minutes, kiddo.”

Angdlanodded. Standing in atight pool of light, she closed her eyes and let go of everything she could do
nothing more about today, particularly everything having to do with their would-be whistle-blower, Deep
Cosmo.

During the day, cdlsto dl the courier services used by both PBS and NASA had come up with zilchin
tracking the package back to its source. Neither day-shift security nor the mail-room people had been
any help, either. But thiswasjust the beginning and she and Miriam had an overdl battle plan.

A plan that they wereinitiating tonight.

Up in the producer’ s booth where Miriam caled the shots for three cameras, the hard decisonsin terms
of the show had already been made, but the booth was whereit al came together. It was aso ground
zero whenever things went to shit, asthey were aways threatening to do, though Miriam handled the
pressure with an enviable smart-ass gplomb.



“When the going getsweird, theweird turn pro,” she whispered breethily into the talk-back mike,
cracking up Angela, the crew around her, and everyone wearing headsets on the soundstage floor.
Broadcast production was en eccentric enterprise about which Hunter Thompson's smart remarks on the
‘60’s New Journalism were often apropos.

“Two minutes, everybody.”

Miriam buzzed the stage manager.

“Billy? Let’ s have places, please. Where' s Eklund?’

“On hisway. | called Goddard and they said he left an hour ago.”

“Okay, if he'snot here by bresk time we go to plan B.” Miriam was aready marking up her copy of the
script with potentia revisons.

“Uh, what plan B?”
“I'mworkin’ onit. Places.”
On the monitors, Angela s recorded voice-over continued.

“In Upsilon Andromedae and scores of other placesin our own galaxy we are also seeing the first
thrilling proof of planets circling sunlike stars. Giordano Bruno, an Italian monk, was burned at
the stake four hundred years ago for suggesting that the cosmos was home to thousands of
Earths. Perhaps Father Bruno deserves an apology.”

Miriam looked up from her rewrites as Professor Stephen Weintraub and the famed Nobdlist Dr. Paula
Winnick were escorted from the backstage makeup room and settled into chairs on the raised platform
of the set. Asaways, she thought the septuagenarian Dr. Winnick had afascinating presence.

What an incredible woman, she thought.

Wearing a Chand suit and radiating an effortless, exuberant intelligence, Winnick was by far the most
publicly recognized namein American space science after Eingtein and Carl Sagan. Now that she had
outlived them both, her star in the Academy of Sciences and the media firmament wasfixed and
unrivaled.

Getting the high sign from the sound guy on the set, Miriam checked the clock, cursed the tardy Richard
Eklund in absentia, and warned Angela.

“Oneminute. I'll count youin.”
“Okay.”
“Everybody. We are go in one. Ready?’

Holding up her hands like an orchestra conductor, she cued the camera, saw the red light come on, and
spoke into her heads=t.

“Angie? CameraOne. Onten...”

Usng al ten fingers, Miriam orchestrated the visud cross-fade from STAR 51 PEG, forty light-years
away, to Angela slive, studio close-up.



“ All these dramattic firsts pose a profoundly new question. Not what if there islife out there, but
what if life. . . isall around us?”

Angeda paused, holding an enigmatic smile for dramatic effect, then crossed over to the Science Horizon
set and her distinguished guests.

“ Anyone interested in joining the discussion on-line, you can find these images and more, plus a
new viewer bulletin board, at www.sciencehorizon.org/tolas—spelled T-O-L-A-S”

At the meeting in Miriam’s office at 10:00 A.M., the TOLAS bulletin board had been Angeld sidea.
“I think we can assume Deegp Cosmo iswatching.”

“So we use the show to send him amessage, establish contact, let him know we got the package and we
want to talk,” Miriam said, swiveling in her chair. “It could dso scare him the hell off.”

“If he’ snot talking to us, he'sas good as scared off dready,” Angela pointed out. “| think we're
demondtrating good faith.”

But Miriam Kresky was not thinking about Degp Cosmo right now. She was too busy cuing visuals,
caling cameras, and wondering how she could ever have thought that ate-ass geek Eklund was
attractive.

“What' sthe pendty for killing an astronomer, anyway?’ She shot alook at the twentysomething mixer
working the console faders.

“Billionsand billions of years,” he said in aperfect Carl Sagan cadence that dmost made her fal off her
chair.

A haf block away in an early-adopted Generd Motors EV-1, Eklund had long since given up on his
malfunctioning cell phone and turned off both the a/c and the radio in adesperate effort to conserve
dectricity.

“Comeon, let'sgo, let’sgo, let’sgo!”

Being jammed up in traffic and trapped in an eectric car running out of charge was a uniquely agonizing
purgatory for atechno-freak and avowed environmentalist. A warning light flashed on the dashboard: 5%
OF CHARGE REMAINING/RANGE .5 MILES.

“Oh, no.” He checked hiswatch and pounded the dash in frustration.

Honking the horn could drain the last trickle from his battery pack, so Eklund had been reduced to
fiddling with hiswilting hand-tied bow tie and yelling things out the car window.

“Yed Yed Just moveover. Just moveit alittlebit . .. Yed!”

At lagt able to maneuver into the PBS parking structure, Eklund raced up the concrete ramp on hislast
remaining eectrons. He felt abjectly stupid and embarrassed for being so late. But as he jumped out of
the car and ran flat out into the building, he reminded himself that nobody was going to kill him for
screwing up the show and if hewas lucky they’ d till havetimefor at least part of his planned
presentation.

Later he' d wish that they had just killed him.

At Goddard, Eklund had given them a private glimpse of severa archived NASA photos showing



intriguing Martian anomalies, from tubdlike Structuresto triangular monoliths. Angelaand Miriam had
been extremely impressed. And after being assured that al of the images were available for broadcast
use and in the public domain, Angelahad pitched him their idea.

“Okay, here' sthe deal. We want to provoke or inspire whoever sent that TOLAS disk | showed you
into making contact with us and starting a dialogue. And to do that, we re going to produce a show about
NASA’ssearch for lifein the solar system. And we' d like you to come on and make the case for the
Intelligence Hypothesison Mars.”

“We veinvited PaulaWinnick,” Miriam added, in the flat, matter-of-fact way she had acquired asa
producer when invoking famous names. It was Eklund’ sturn to be impressed.

“Redlly.”
“And we have confirmed Professor Stephen Weintraub.”

“Mars Observer imaging team. Wow.” Eklund sat up dertly, hismind shifting into ahigher gear: thiswas
pretty much raising the bar as high asit went.

“So, Richard, what do you think?’
While hetook amoment to mull it over Miriam studied what Eklund was wearing.

Leather suspenders and a bow tie with little red rockets? She decided that amajor part of him was
il atwelve-year-old boy who loved the idea of space exploration more than anything, and she found his
grown-up sense of stylein expressing this both eccentric and rather charming.

“What about the TOLAS photo?’ Eklund said.
“WEe re conddering showing it to Weintraub. But not until after the show.”
“We thought Stephen’ d be agood person to authenticate.”

Eklund blinked. An acknowledged NASA satellite imaging expert, Cornell Professor Stephen
Weintraub, confirming the authenticity of TOLASwould carry significant weight in the science
community.

“So?’ Miriam smiled, wondering with a professona eye how the offbesat, speedy, but earnest scientist
would come off on camera. Her grin balanced flirtation and dare in equa measure. Eklund found it
impossibleto resist.

“What do you want meto do?’

“It' swhat we don’t want you to do,” Angdasaid. “Y ou absolutely cannot mention the TOLASimage,
period.”

“Understood.”
“What we do want isfor you to do just what you did today.”

“Y ou mean present the Mars anomdies | find hardest to explain away and then defend them against
high-caiber, articulate Skepticism.”

Miriam added anote of fair warning.



“It could befairly adversarid skepticism.”

Eklund understood, but it was such agreat opportunity. At the very least it would put the Intelligence
Hypothess out there and get afew million people thinking about how exciting amanned missonto Mars
would be and what might be waiting there to be found.

Still, he was smart enough to know that the prospect of heavyweights like Dr. Paula Winnick poking
holesin his hypothesis on PBS ought to give him pause.

“Y es, debating aNobd laureate should be interesting.”

“Y ou can pass, Richard, if you don’t fed ready. | know it’sshort notice,” Angelasaid, meaning it. But
Eklund smiled ruefully in Miriany’ sdirection.

“No, no. They’ll both probably eat my lunch. But what the hell.”

It proved aprescient, if cavdier, observation. In fact, once the taping of his segment of Science Horizon
was over, he only hoped that nobody he had told about it would actualy tunein to seewhat he
considered hisrattled defensve argumentation and unfortunate presentation.

The photos of intriguing objects captured by Mars Global Surveyor and Mars Odyssey may have
wowed afew lay viewers, and he' d made some points. But dl things considered, hefelt he had largely
screwed the pooch: the impressive and intimidating Drs. Weintraub and Winnick had diced and diced
him with an dmost seamless politeness.

Angry at himself, Eklund passed on the postshow cocktail party despite entreeties from both Miriam and
Angela, who clearly felt bad for him, which was aso embarrassng.

Instead, he phoned the Triple A and went straight out to the parking structure with the minimum of
good-byes. he still had atransportation problem.

“Zero-emissons piece of shit.”

Eklund glared a hisaging, red EV-1, blaming it for making his gridlock lateness so stressful, throwing him
off hisgame and now dragging out hisaready excruciaing exit. Pacing in front of the shiny
dead-in-the-water electric car, hetore at hisbow tie.

“Fuck the ozone layer, you green-ass piece of shit.”

He reconsidered the virtues of the ultralow-emissions hybrid vehicles from Honda and the Toyotaand
decided it wastrade-in time. He wanted nothing this humiliating to happen to him again in thislifetime. But
mostly Eklund just wanted to go home and get drunk.

Which, as soon asthe Triple A truck showed up, is exactly what he did.
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This guy Eklund is out of his mind, Winston thought.

An upwardly osculating staffer had taped Science Horizon and couriered acopy out to Bob Winston's
al-white Federd-style homein the Maryland suburbs. He thought the nationa security adviser would find
it amusing.

Scowling through Eklund' s exposition of unexplained Mars anomdies as he washed down microwaved
beef bourguignon with a Boodles gin martini, Winston was more gppalled than amused.



“Scientifically,” EKlund was saying, “ NASA doesn’t seem to want to really look at these sorts of
things, like the Face or these pyramid-shaped mounds. . .”

“Who isthisguy?’ Winston wondered out loud.

“ But if you take the time to look and see, you find that in terms of alignments with the sun, the
cardinal points, or the equator, the more we compar e the Face and these faceted mounds on Mars
with structures on Earth like the Mayan pyramids or the Sphinx in Egypt, the more the data
suggest intelligence was involved. Not just in their geometries, but in their placement.”

“Unbelievable.” Winston picked up the phone and then puit it back.
“ S0, ancient pyramids on Mars, or tricks of light and shadow?”
Angelaturned to her other guestsfor their reactions.

“ Dr. Winnick, Professor?”

Winnick, the charismatic Nobeligt, wasthefirg to weigh in, and Wington saw her taking Eklund's
mesasure: she could outpoint him in her deep.

Thiswill be interesting. He turned up the sound.

“Well, first I'd like to say that having a creative imagination is a fine thing, certainly,” Winnick
began. “ But as evocative as these images might be, considering the thousands of big rocks on
Mars, what are the odds that one might look a little like a human face, or a pyramid, or any
number of things?”

“Richard? That's a fair question,” Angdasad. “ What about the issue of ‘ projection’? Like seeing
facesintheclouds. . .”

“ Or finding a pumpkin that looks like your uncle Harry?” Eklund aimost sneered.
“What aflamingidiot,” Winston mumbled to himsdf, amused.

Eklund' s case of attitude was coming off as arrogant, even insulting to his host, which was bad form, not
to mention stupid.

“Well, you must allow that this is something we humans do,” Winnick said, smoothly riding to
Angda srescue. “ We look for patterns, we anthropomorphize. It's part of our nature, don’'t you
know. But leaving that aside, what about Nature? Natural forces create lines of katabatic sand
dunes and monumental shapes everywhere on Earth. Look at the magnificent buttesin the
Southwest, cathedrals of rock thrust up by tectonic shifting, eroded and scul pted by water and
wind over eons of time.”

“ Buttes and sand dunes.” Eklund waved ahand at the video diplay. “ Sand dunes on Earth do not
show this kind of symmetry. Natural geography isfractal! Nature doesn’'t do straight lines and
geometric shapes!”

Dr. PaulaWinnick looked at him over her bifocas. But any impression of grandmotherlinesswas
mistaken.

“1 should think,” she said, without raising her voice, “ you' d find all kinds of symmetries and
geometriesin nature’ s crystal structures.”



Professor Weintraub entering the fray was almost like piling on.

“ Angela? May | say something about methodol ogy?”

“ Of course.”

Weintraub took amoment to polish his glasses and perhaps his argument.

“Dr. Eklund, you mentioned Egypt and the Mayans. And correct meif I’ mwrong—you knew
what kind of shapes and alignments you were looking for, almost like a template. And knowing
what you hope to find builds in bias, which is bad science, frankly . . .”

Winston stopped the tape. EKlund had been effectively margindized, but ill, the man was aloose
cannon. Why NASA tolerated somebody like thison its payroll was baffling.

“Chrigt.” Hefinished hismartini and again picked up the phone.

Fortunately, thiswas but asmal irritation at the end of avery good day. The analysis of the data set from
thefull-scale test of Project Orion by Defense Intelligence, NASA, and their partnersin the Ukraine had
been positive across-the-board. They had finaly done it, made thefirst giant step toward realizing the
promise of Ronald Reagan’s Star Wars vision, the Strategic Defense Initiative. It wasamajor
achievement he would enjoy reporting directly to the Presdent, though not with that particular spin onit.

He punched some numbers on the secured landline and waited.

Therewas il alot to do besides leading the reluctant Occupant of the White House to water. On the
Hill, there were armed-services chairsto convince, and key people a State. And there was il the
Sokoff problem, the President’ s mush-mouthed fixer and whatever he thought he was doing, sniffing
around. But it was late, and Winston didn’t want to get the wheels started on that.

He could take care of oneitem, however, without losing any deep.

Wiping his mouth with asharply creased linen nagpkin, Winston knew he was probably getting NASA
Adminigtrator Vernon Pierce out of bed. But he didn't redlly give ashit.

“Vern, you avake?’
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PBS OfficesWashington, D.C.

With her Beanie Bullwinkle presiding, Angela sat next to Miriam and waiched Dr. Stephen Weintraub set
down his glass of Chardonnay from the green-room buffet and give his attention to the TOLAS photo of
Mars on Angela' s computer.

“Wadl,” he said, noncommittaly. “ And there was no note, nothing?’

In buoyant spirits at the wrap party, the professor had been happy to do them afavor. Dr. Winnick had
been charming and generousto him about hiswork at NASA and Corndll, and Angelamade him fedl
quite a home. Weintraub hoped some of his colleagues a the university would tunein, though he' d be
sureto get hisshare of jealousribbing if they did.

“What you seeiswhat we got,” Angela said, observing the professor as he scrolled down the high-res
image with Holmesan thoroughness.



“And you're not going to tel me anything more about it?’

“Nope.”

Angelaand Miriam had agreed in advance that they should say aslittle as possible. And certainly nothing
about Mars Observer .

“The guys at Goddard thought it looked pretty good,” Miriam offered.

“Oh, it’ s better than good.” Weintraub nodded. “It basically looks like imaging datafrom the Mars
Global Surveyor mapping program. Formatting is correct for Mars Orbital Camera, resolution, pixel
count..."

“What about the pyramids?’

“Oh, I can’t confirm CGI without being in thelab. | imagine somebody’ s having some fun. Whoever it is,
he doesn’t seem to have gone beyond the limits of the instrumentation, which is smart. The MOC specs
on Surveyor areidentical to what we had on Mars Observer . | could probably order thisframe from
Madlin Scientific for you, then use the origina to compare. . .”

Weintraub scrolled to the right-hand bottom edge bearing the mission code and promptly froze.

Angelaand Miriam waited out hisinitid reaction with smal pangs of guilt that showed anice spirit.
Weintraub shot them alook.

“You saw thisat Goddard?’ His voice sounded strained and he cleared histhroat. “ Stupid question. I'm
guessing thisiswhat you really wanted meto see”

“The mission code.” Angelacould see he was upset, but forged ahead. “Eklund and a planetary
geologist, John Fisher, put it up on the mainframe and enlarged it until it fell gpart. Seemed like they were
pretty thorough.”

“And their position iswhat, exactly?” Weintraub sounded a bit sour about it. Angelagave him thefacts.

“They could find no obvious tampering. No hard edges suggesting inserts or pasting, no evidence of
erasure or blurring behind the numbers, which | understand you' d expect if they were superimposed.
They could not proveit was afake.”

Weintraub fdll slent. Miriam put the ungpoken question to him.
“Professor, isit possible that Mars Observer was not lost?’
“No, | wasthere. It waslost. Welostit. . ."

The scientist’ s expression darkened as he turned back to the TOLAS image, seemingly too involved with
his own emaotionsto invite further questions.

It wasn't possible that he could have been this grossly deceived. How could NASA have lied, not
just to him and everyone involved with the Observer mission, but to the world? But if this capture
was real, the evidence spoke for itself. The Mars Observer imaging had represented the fulfillment
of hislife'swork. How dare they just take it away? What gave them the right?

Weintraub was not naive. He knew NASA, the ingtitution, had dways played for itssurviva in alarger
game: alopsded tug-of-war for preeminencein space with the Department of Defense. This had been
true from day one of NASA’sinception asacivilian agency. So there were indtitutional reasonsto



suspect the Pentagon, in concert with the NASA, of asserting primacy in the name of nationa security.
Weintraub began to suspect that a“ sacrifice” had been demanded and NASA had been obliged to give
up Mars Observer.

Control. It's all about control.

He wanted to take this Mars Observer image and go waveit like abloody shirt in front of Vern Pierce,
the NASA Adminigtrator, just to see thelook on hisface. But he knew he would never do any such

thing.
He had too much to lose, even at this point in his career. Didn’'t he?

Angdatried to pull Weintraub back from his thoughts.

“Professor, during the Gulf War the Pentagon secretly commandeered four NASA satellites and
redeployed them over Irag, isn't that true?’

Miriam glanced at her partner, wondering where she' d dug up this cogent bit of info, or if shewasjust
winging it. Weintraub nodded.

“For military survelllance, yes”

“ And the Pentagon instructed NASA to lie about it to the media, so they told CNN and the New York
Times that the satellites had been “lost,” which was how it was reported to the public.”

“For reasons of national security. Point being?’
But the Professor seemed unwilling or unable to continue,
“I'msorry,” hesaid, getting to hisfeet. “I think | should go.”

“Please” Angdastood with him. “1 know thisisyour work and it has to be upsetting, but hypotheticaly:
Could the government remotely take over aNASA satellite and continueto runiit ‘inthe dark’ for its

OwWnN purposes?’
Miriam got up on her feet, too. Weintraub winced asif his ssomach had cramped.

“Couldit? You meanisit technically feasible? Sure. Sure they could. Easy as changing a phone number.
But would they? | can’'t tell you. Go ask DOD. Ask the NSA. That’s one reason | went back to
teaching. It sdl about the militarization of space now. Thereis o little pure space science being done.
It' s not about space science. It's about control.”

The professor looked for amoment like he was about to say more, then turned for the door asif he'd
aready said too much.

“Wait. Stephen, please,” Miriam said, touching hisdeeve. 1t was an honor to have you on the show and
we can only imagine what your fedings might be, but if someone of your stature would be willing to offer
anexpert opinion . . .”

“WEe re not asking you to get involved in the politics” Angelaadded, knowing ingtantly it wasn't true.

Weintraub laughed out loud. It was abitter worldly little bark, full of scorn: authenticating thisimage
could be the most political thing he'd ever do.

“Please” hesaid. “Takeit to the office of the NASA Adminigtrator, walk it into Vernon Pierce, lay it on



his desk, and then walk away. In your business |’ m sureit’ svery valuable to have powerful friendswho
oweyou afavor.”

It was't until the angry dap of Weintraub' s wing-tipped shoes down the corridor had completely faded
that either one of them could spesk.

“Wadl,” Miriam said, breaking the silence. “1 think that went rather well, don’t you?’
But Angela seemed momentarily immune to smart remarks.

“I think we just got our authentication, Miriam.”

“Isthat what thet was?’

All Miriam could see wasthat they had dienated a very important member of the nation’s science
community and had nothing to show for it.

“You saw it.” Angelagestured at the door Weintraub had disappeared through. “How much more
confirmation do you need? The man is freaked.”

“I’'m alittle freeked mysdlf,” Miriam said. “ Because our key satdlliteimaging expert will probably not
even be returning our phone calls, much less going on record with his expert opinion. Which puts us at
something less than square one, kid.”

“Not necessarily.” Moving back over to the computer, Angelawent on-line and began searching through
the hundreds of TOLAS bulletin-board comments.

“We needed to know if thiswas a hoax, right?’
“Right. And?’

Miriam looked at the clock, fedling suddenly dead tired as Angela scanned for signs of Degp Cosmoin
the postings. Nothing. She turned to her partner.

“Look, Miriam, thisishuge. | mean Watergate huge.” Angela sfacewasastudy in quigt, clear
determination. “We didn’t get exactly what we hoped for from Stephen. But we got something incredibly
important. We got abig, dark yes. Confirmation, for you and me personaly, that we are not wasting our
time, we are onto the science story of alifetime.”

Miriam nodded. Part of her was still being dragged kicking and screaming to that same conclusion. But
the preponderance of evidence was becoming hard to deny, even if she saw herself as playing Scully to
Angda sMulder.

“Woasthat true about the satdllites and the Gulf War?’
“Absolutely.”

Miriam knew what her partner wanted from her. Thiswasa moment de vérité in another way, too.
Angdawas outgrowing Science Horizon. Thetwo of them would either go forward together on this
career-making story, one hundred percent, and become prime-time players, or probably not last much
longer as partners. Miriam sensed this, whether Angeladid or not.

Accomplished and diligent, Miriam occasondly felt abit jealous of Angela s passion about dl this, even



asit blew past dl gpparent stop Sgns. But as she affirmed her own commitment to go the distance on this
story, part of her was hoping some of Angela s enviable, sometimes naive fearlessness might rub off.

“Watergate huge,” Miriam repeated the phrase. “Which one would that make me, Woodward or
Berngen?’

Angdafurrowed her forehead, remembering All the President’s Men.
“Did Redford play Carl Berngtein?’

“No. Dugtin Hoffman.”

“Then I’m obvioudy Bob Woodward.”

“Youjust won't kissmy assfor asecond, will you?’” Miriam said, doing anice dow burn. Angea
laughed, gave her ahug, and grabbed the Beanie Bullwinkle.

“Want to see me pull arabbit out of ahat?’

She then looked her producing partner in the eye, asan ally and a battle-tested friend, and paraphrased
Bobby McFerrin and JFK, back-to-back.

“Don’'t worry, be happy. We will do these things not because they are easy, but because they are hard.”

“But first we have asit-down with the suits” Miriam nodded. Angelawas very glad to see Miriam wasin
with both feet and aready thinking severa moves ahead. Not like someone afraid to move without a
panoply of lawyers nodding yes. More like awoman scheduling anail gppointment before going into
corporate battle.

PART

We often forget how much unites all the members of humanity. Perhaps we need some outside
universal threat to make us recognize this common bond. | occasionally think how quickly our
differences would vanish if we were facing an alien threat from outside this world.

—President Ronald Reagan United Nations General Assembly September 1987
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1973/Sinus M edii/the M oon

Setting up the last of the seismic sensors, they were unprepared for that first moment when the Earth rose
up into view above the cratered lunar surface, achingly blue and gibbousin the pitch-black sky.
Commander Jake Deaver dropped the hammer he' d been using and stared.

“Good God Almighty . . .”
Theingalled sensorsregistered the tool’ simpact like a mini-moonquake.
“ Commander? Uh, we failed to copy. Over.”

But Jake had stopped hearing the mission director at Johnson Space herding them through the
choreography of their science schedule, stopped doing anything at al beyond just stlanding there, bearing
witnessto Earthrise.



He could fed his heart beating in histhroat and hear the sound of hislungsinhaling and expelling the
monitored mix of breathable bottled air. His eyes welled up, but he couldn’t wipe them clear.

“ Commander ?’

Blinking rapidly, Deaver decided he needed to see theworld just asit was and lifted the gold visor on his
helmet.

“Houston, we have Earthrise. .
“ Copy that. Commander? Check your visor. Over.”
“Augie?’ Jake pointed apressurized glove.

“I gotit.” Augie focused a hand-wound eight-millimeter Kodak cameraon therolling lunar horizon just as
it completed the full revelation of their homeworld.

“ Commander? We show your visor in the up position. Over?”

Jake purposdly ignored the transmission and alowed himself agood look around: unfiltered, the colors
on the lunar surface were intense. What had only been dark shadows insde severd surrounding craters
were now plainly seen as pools of deep violet, and as he looked around he noticed afaint dusting, like

indigo snow, on the worn-down lunar hills.

“Uh, Houston? Repeat the question. Over.”
“ Commander? Check your visor. Do you copy? Over.”

Looking down, Deaver noticed how his own shadow was not black, as it would have been on Earth, but
acurious rainbow of color, eerie and magica. The shifting spectrum of shades reflecting and refracting all
around him made the moonscape intoxicating and surredl.

1] \]ake?”
“Visor check, copy that.”

Whatever happens, it was worth it, Deaver thought, pulling the gold faceplate back into position,
thrill-drunk asthe Dog Star, Sirius, winked up over the horizon, trailing Mother Earth on a short leash.

“Thisisamazing . . . avesome. . .”

Something caught Jake' s eye and he plunged his gloved hand down into amound of what looked like
lavender beach glass heaped at hisfeet and extracted a blade-shaped indigo shard. He called over to his

partner.
“Augie. .. | think you want to get this.”

Standing under the hard black sky, Deaver lifted the shard up in both hands like an ancient Egyptian
priest making an offering to Ra, the sun god of the Followers of Horus. He seemed transfixed with awe.

“Podnah . ..” Augie panned the windup Kodak. Gold threads in the Apollo mission patch on Deaver’s
shoulder flashed in the sun, the embroidery depicting the three belt stars of Orion. He held the glass shard
very ill.

“Canyou see?’



“God, yes. Look at that . . .”

Augie zoomed in and Jake presented various angles on the indigo silicato the lens, but not to the billions
back home. Like so much about America slast mission to the Moon, this film footage was destined to
remain an Officia State Secret until “the gppropriatetime,” however that would be determined.

The lunar shard would be brought back and preserved, then taken out and digitally photographed when
that technology was developed in the * 90’ s and then secreted away again, in the most highly classified
domain of the U.S. National Archives.

But Deaver and Blake would remember that moment of Earthrise at Medii therest of tharr lives. Well into
the twenty-first century, Jake in particular would return to it in dreams, and even fully awake, he'd find
himsalf going back, imagining himself there and thinking about it, whether he wanted to or not.

20
February 1/Boulder, Colorado
Thinking.

Inside Naropa Ingtitute’ s colorful Dharmadhatu Temple, former Apollo Commander Jake Deaver was
sitting cross-legged on a Zabuton pillow, surrounded by fellow Buddhist students and trying desperately
not to nod off.

Thinking.
He shifted hisknees and brought his wandering mind back to his out-bregath.

Jake Deaver was long retired from NASA and the military and well into athird career as ateacher at the
University of Colorado at Boulder. His short-cropped hair was textured with gray. Thefaceit framed
was lined and well worn, like the visage of some forgotten Roman generd cast in Silver coin and rescued
from the Aegean by treasure hunters.

In repose, he might have been considered flat-out handsome, even at this distance from a glory-drenched
youth. But Deaver’ slopsided smile, when it surfaced, played againgt thet, reveding afundamental lack of
vanity. At least in regard to hislooks.

Espresso, hethought, dmaost smelling it, like the faint odor of askunk wandering down from the hills
outsde Boulder. My kingdom for a double espresso.

Thinking.
Helabded thismental digression and returned his atention to his breath.

At one end of the high-cellinged meditation hall, the Kharmapa, avisiting lamaand lineage holder of the
Khargyu School of Tibetan Buddhism, sat in meditation among the brightly robed monks of hisorder, a
Varayanasect long exiled into northern Indiaby the Chinese Army.

Jake became momentarily aware of the colored silk banners, Tibetan prayer flags, and traditiona thangka
paintings hung from red-and-gol d-enameled beams, and of the presence of His Holiness, the reincarnated
Khargyu master’ s proper appdlation.

Thinking.

Deaver refocused on his bresth and struggled to ignore the tingling sensations as hislimbs began faling



excruciatingly adeep.

It was hisknees. An awkward jet-training parachute jump in * 66 a Wright-Patterson AFB was the
primary suspect, an event so far in the past it might as well have been from another life.

Physicd discomfort asde, Tibetan Shamata Stting practice was especidly difficult because of the
tendency of peopleto get bored out of their skulls, which meant their minds would constantly be
wandering off into memories, fedings, daydreams, and every imaginable fantasy.

Thetrick, astaught by Rinpoche, Jake' s meditation instructor, wasto mentdly label whatever came up
during gtting practice as thinking. Then, without judgment, to gently redirect your attention back to that
ineffable human activity that was aways occurring in the present: your own autonomic breath.

Thiswasintended to help one rediscover the subtle, ordinary, but powerful state of being present or in
the now. To see how thoughts arise out of nothing, manifest in living color, then return to nothingness. It
a so created the opportunity for the Shamata practitioner to recognize the repeating patterns of ego
expressed in the human mind' s machinations, and see alot of embarrassing shit about one' s salf without
jumping up and running off screaming—hopefully. And for Jake Deaver, a thispoint in hislife, that was
truly the ongoing challenge: consciousness. . . thefind frontier.

Thinking.

Hefét firm feminine hands on his back and neck that he recognized as belonging to Maeera, adancer
from New Y ork and a Dharmadhatu meditation instructor. Her strong deft fingers pushed and pulled on
him, effecting small but precise adjustmentsin Jake' s posture before moving on to help others.

Maeerawould later be teased that her dignment of Jake slean athletic body and all-too-military spine
had just been an excuse to lay hands on the astronaut. The Buddhist community, or Sangha, was spiritua
and disciplined but not at al prudish; the lamas themsd ves seeming to be unimpressed with the notion of
celibacy. And Deaver was no stranger to gossip.

Thinking.

A Tibetan brass-bowl gong sounded twice, the ring-off reverberating as designated monks and students
got up to lead walking meditation. Jake stood up on pins and needles, utterly unableto fed hisfeet, and
made himsaf move. Limping dong in slly agony, he shuffled into along linefiling around the room and
passed the raised platform of His Holiness, the Kharmapa.

At theend of the hall, tapping the shoulder of a hosting American student with his ornate ceremonid fan,
the Khargyu lineage holder pointed in Jake' s direction down the gpproaching line. The tulku’s
mischievous eyeswrinkled, his voice raspy from hours of song-chant, which, for the visiting monks, had
begun long before dawn.

“Moon Man,” the Kharmapa said in Tibetan, and waited as the flustered suit-and-tie Buddhist searched
his modest Tibetan vocabulary.

“Ah! Moon Man! Yes.” The student laughed, working it out, and then froze for amoment, unsure if
laughing was appropriate.

But the high lamasmply sat in histraditiona hat and robe, twinkling happily, and none of the attendant
monks offered areproving look.

By the time Jake had shuffled around in front of the Kharmapa, some fedling had returned to his
extremities; at least he would probably not fall down.



“Your Holiness” Deaver bowed dightly, his hands together.
“Moon Man.” The Kharmapa bowed back, speaking hoarsely in English.

His smile beamed bestificaly, asif he was recognizing asaint or along-lost relative from another life. His
Holiness then nodded his closely shaved head, and with dy piercing black eyes he blessed Jake and then
gestured for him to come nearer. 1t was both an invitation and aroyal command.

Deaver approached, understandably wary of those extremely intelligent-looking eyes. But the Buddhist
master smply radiated unaffected compassion. And then leaning forward and touching foreheads with
Jake, he whispered into his ear.

“Moon Man. Timeto take another walk.”

It was asif Time had somehow stopped. The words had both litera and metaphoric meaning, but Deaver
was experiencing something more: avivid super-string of unfolding chaotic images mixed with waves of
emotion that resonated through him, uncensored and charged with an indescribable oracular power. It
was quick, quasi-psychedelic, and it left Jake speechless.

Timeto take another walk.

Managing to mumble an avkward thank-you to His Holiness, he rgjoined the rest of the practitionersfor
walking meditation in astate of turmoail.

Time to take another walk.

What the hell had just happened? It was asif the Vgrayanamaster had given him a brief inchoate
glimpse of multidimensiond Redlity, tearing open the seemingly seamlessfabric of space/time and laying
theilluson of the senses bare for only afraction of amoment.

But that had been quite enough. Whatever hard-won peace Jake had acquired through years of sitting
practice and other devotions now seemed absurdly delusiond: just another ripe field of play for spiritua
materialism. The ego’ spridein the acquisition of skills or accumulation of spiritud experienceswasa
classic pothole on the path of dharma.

Seeing with stark clarity, in that instant, how this phenomenon of ego had manifested in himself was both
liberating and deeply embarrassing.

Chagrined awake, he thought.

He felt ungrounded now and almost comically sorry for himsalf. He wanted to go, just get the hell out of
there. Or rush back and pepper the Kharmapawith questions.

What the hell just happened there? Was he supposed to do something or “ get” something? Was
there a Tibetan name for it, what he just experienced there? And what exactly was that supposed
to mean: “ Time to take another walk” ?

But then the bowl gong sounded the end to walking meditation and the Sangha members drifted back
agantothar zafu pads. Unpersuaded by any impulse to do anything ese, Deaver took his spot among
the othersingde the crowded Buddhist temple, adjusting hislegs under the Zabuton pillow.

Then, with apracticed effort, he resumed the three-thousand-year-old Tibetan discipline of following his
own bregth.



Thinking . . . thinking . . . thinking . . .
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Parked outs de the Dharmadhatu in downtown Boulder, the two plainclothes FBI men in their burgundy
Chevy program sedan were bored to death and tired of being made for narcs.

Waiting for Commander Jake Deaver, USN, Ret., to finish whatever the hell he was doing in there, they
were continualy being pinned by passing CU students who would then scuffle off in burgeoning paranoia
about their current source for Ecstasy and reasonably priced weed.

“On-gght prevention,” Agent Stottlemeyer said.

“Yeah, right.” His partner, Agent Markgrin, took hisword for it from behind the financia section of the
Denver Post.

Field agents Stottlemeyer and Markgrin were not staked out in the little college town of Boulder,
Colorado, to interdict ascourge of psychotropic drugs. A certain incident last summer involving
tregpassing, mushrooms, and a private cow pasture notwithstanding, they were keeping an eye on former
astronaut Jake Deaver under what the two men liked to call the government’ s Witless Protection
Program.

On arecent trip to Egypt, the astronaut-turned-history-teacher had apparently been present during a
tragic and caculated paroxysm of radical Mudim xenophobia: aterrorist attack that left dozens of mostly
Russan, Georgian, and Ukrainian visitorsinjured and four Egyptian policemen killed outright. Already
crippled by the regiond violence and ingtability among its Middle East neighbors, the Nationd Tourism
Bureau in Cairo would be along time recovering. Commander Deaver, however, had escaped harm.
And asfar as Agents Stottlemeyer and Markgrin and even their superiorsin the Denver field office were
concerned, that should have been end-of-story.

The powers-that-be inside the Hoover Building in Washington, D.C., however, obvioudy disagreed.

“My turn to check the dley for ragheads and car bombs.” The stocky agent Stottlemeyer smirked over at
his partner.

“Y ou be careful out there,” Markgrin said, flipping to the tech-stock index below the fold.

Stottlemeyer had not been spurred to action by any red hope of squelching internationd terror inthe
mesan sireets of Boulder, Colorado. Mostly the G-man was moved by the dead nerve endingsin his
ample derriere and the sight of apair of laughing co-eds jaywalking across the street to the local
Starbucks, asituation plainly caling for afresh cup of coffee. He checked histeeth in the rearview mirror,
looking for nasty food bits, and then squeezed histhick torso out from behind the steering whed .

Behind the dull tail job, there was method to the madness, or at least arationade. Hustled out of Egypt by
the CIA head of station aboard an Exxon company jet, Deaver had |eft the embassy folks morejittery
about Deaver’ s presence at the attack than about the violence itself.

Twenty-two hospitalized Russian Federation tourists on five-day packages, air included, at $500 per
person/double, aong with four dead Egyptian policemen wasterrible, but findly not theissue. Theissue
was Jake: Wasit just a coincidence or had an American space hero been targeted in the incident? The
potentid for politica exploitation was certainly there; in Egypt’ s ongoing secular/religious power game, an
attack on Deaver might have been designed to set certain actionsin motion.

Had former Apollo Commander Jake Deaver been deliberately targeted for assassination, the United



Stateswould have been “invited” by the embattled Cairo government to “ offer assstance” in hunting
down the Pan-Idamic terrorists presumed responsible. And if the FBI and the CIA camerushingin,
wasn't thisjust the kind of move that the most radical anti-American mullahs and clerics could exploit to
the hilt? The Caireen news headlines practicaly wrote themselves.

INFIDELS PURSUE EGYPTIAN CITIZENS ON THEIR OWN SOIL!

Public outrage, massve street demondrations, more inflammatory antigovernment rhetoric in the
mosgues. And the last thing Washington wanted to seein Cairo was a coup that brought fundamentalist
Egyptian jihadis to power.

Fortunately, though, Deaver had not been harmed in the attack at Giza, so the adept U.S. ambassador at
the scene made quick calsto Western media moguls, who used their influence with CNN, the Russan
news people, and regionaslike a-Jazeera, until afull lid was brought down: Deaver’ s presence during
the tragedy went unreported.

Stll, even with Jeke safely home and teaching again at UC-Boulder, someone high up in theintdligence
food chainin D.C. had apparently decided that the Situation bore watching.

“Want anything?” Stottlemeyer said, indicating the Starbucks and pulling on a mustard-stained Rockies
warm-up jacket.

“A tal Americano. And abiscotti.” Markgrin bardly looked up, continuing to track histech-heavy nest
egg on the NASDAQ roller coaster.

“Jesus.” Stottlemeyer rolled his eyes and leaned down to look back at his partner through the
driver’ s-side window. “ Coffee and a doughnut would just be too much of acliché, wouldn't it? Whoal
Hate to be mistaken for cops.”

Markgrin put down the Post. The town-and-gown bit was a running gag. Both men had degrees. Only
Stottlemeyer had had to earn his education scrambling for loans and scholarships, and working his butt
off nights and weekends. It was a hardship that made him fedl both self-made, asthey used to say, and
proud, but also abit defensive, with adightly righteous sense of persond “street cred” next to hislvy
League partner, whatever that was worth.

“Starbucks doesn't carry doughnuts,” Markgrin said. “Anyway, biscotti ishard, so it dunks better. Trust
me. | have agreet catholicity of taste.”

Stottlemeyer smiled and zipped up his baseball jacket.

“Aw, fuck you and the Pope. Plain or chocolate?’
2

Sandia Resear ch Labs/New Mexico

Escorted into the Sandia Labs by adelegation of scientists, Sandy Sokoff made it an aggressive,
high-profile entrance. The President’ s Marine One helicopter that had delivered him was instructed to
keep itsengineswarm, at the ready to whisk him off to Los Alamaos, Raytheon, and the other top-secret
fecilitieson hisitinerary. The hulking chopper hunkered down on the landing pad, radiating a sense of
urgency and command authority.

Sokoff thought alittle big-swinging-dick ostentation wasin order to inspire fear and, hopefully,
cooperation at one of the nation’s most insular and tightly guarded weapons plants.



Half science compound, haf classified military base, Sandia L abs was home to the development of the
next three generations of high-tech American weaponry, about which the new President and his persona
counsel knew amost nothing. And once inside, Sandy expected to encounter ingtitutional reluctance as
far asthe divulging of any details. In that, he was not disappointed.

“Project Orion,” Dr. Milton Krantz, the senior project manager, addressed Sokoff from acrossalong
conference-room table. “Well, we did design work for something like what you are describing. It wasa
prototype ELF, Extreme Low-Frequency scaar-type transmitter.”

“Who commissioned it?” Sandy said, making notes on ayellow pad. He knew who had assigned the
Orion contract to Sandia Labs. He just wanted to see how forthcoming Krantz intended to be.

“TheNavy.” Krantz shot the cuffs dightly on hiswhite lab coat. “\We were given certain specifications
after initid consultations. The lab was then tasked with devel oping a solution for long-range submarine
communication; bouncing extreme-low-frequency signds off the upper atmosphere. Very interesting
problem, hadn’t been done beforeredlly, but in the end, it did prove technicaly feasible.”

“Long-range data transmisson without satellites.”

“Yes. Think of it as high-powered sonar. In case, for whatever reason, in time of war, our satellites were
down. But likel say, it wasn't called Project Orion.”

“No, you probably knew it as part of the HAARP project.” Sandy rubbed his ear, looking up at the
half-dozen other scientists seated at the table, ready and waiting to field any technical questions he might
have. “Upin Alaska.”

“That’ s correct.”

Krantz looked wary, wondering what the agenda was here. Maybe more grief about beaked whaes
beaching themsalves with bleeding inner ears after Navy testing of the new sonar they’ d developed. In
any case, the President’ s counsel was behaving more like a prosecutor than afact finder.

“Now, inyour opinion, Doctor, could this extreme-low-frequency or ELF technology aso be used as
part of a space-defense platform?’

The senior project manager smiled, visbly shifting gears.

“Mr. Sokoff, if aSony PlayStation can be used for missileguidance. . .” Krantz offered aninsder’s
Gdlic shrug and looked at his hand-picked colleagues around the table. They chuckled on cue.

Rather than disarming Sokoff, the glib reference to the ban on exporting game modul es to rogue nations
only pissed Sandly off.

“Dr. Krantz.” Sokoff’s peremptory tone was as sobering as a congressiona subpoena. “ The President of
the United States has tasked me with bringing him up to speed on al Unacknowledged Specia Access
Projects, past and present. Thisisnot anidle curiosity, itisamatter of national security. What do you
know about USAPs here at Sandia Labs? And would you characterize this ELF project or any aspect of
ELF technology asa USAP?’

Sandy watched the smiles disappear around the long table and felt the room temperature drop about ten
degrees. President Carter had given him afew key leads, and this one had struck anerve. Dr. Krantz,
however, had aready answer.

“We handle no such programs at Sandia L abs, to my knowledge.”



Sandy had ferreted more than afew bureaucrats out of their bunkers during his years as a congressiona
investigator. Careful language was no refuge.

“Isthere something inadequate about my levd of clearance, Doctor?’

“Y ou' re authorized above top secret, Mr. Sokoff,” Krantz said. “But | can assure you, no Project Orion
or any other specia-access contracts are being worked on at thisfacility.”

“To your knowledge. Isthere someone who might have more complete knowledge?’
It was adeliberate needle designed to prod Krantz higher on his horse.

“As senior project manager, | supervise dl the science being done under this roof. There' snothing |
wouldn't know about, if it was going on here.”

“Then you would know if the EL F technology you developed for Navy subs had adud military
purpose.”

Krantz' s salf-assurance wavered.
“What exactly do you mean?’

“It' sasmple question, Doctor. Could the high-powered extreme-low-frequency transmitters devel oped
here on your watch have both overt and covert applications?”

“Mr. Sokoff, with al due respect, if you are asking me to specul ate on some convol uted hypothetica—"
“A yes-or-no answer will suffice,” Sandy said.

Sokoff was blunt, intentionally disrespectful. Krantz found being spoken to like thisin front of his
subordinates gdlling. He took the offensive.

“The answer to your question isyes. Y es, of course. Anything and everything we do may have dua
purposes. Please explain that to the President. You'll find it’ strue at every lab in the country; that’ sjust
how it is. We re given certain specifications, atime frame, and a budget. We do the research, we do the
science, we gain the knowledge needed to solve a given problem. How that knowledge is applied after it
leavesthisfacility isnot our concern. What NAV/INT or the NSA does with the fruits of our researchis
beyond our control. Not to mention way beyond my pay grade to speculate.”

Sandy waited a beat or two, |etting his dissatisfaction and disappointment become more pointed, more
evident. He then stood up and gathered his things. When he spoke, it was with the assurance of someone
who knew or would soon know where al the skeletons were hidden.

“Dr. Krantz, you and your people have seventy-two hoursto do better than this, and | suggest a
top-to-bottom. On behalf of the President, | can aso assure you that if you fail to cooperate fully with the
White House on this, if we determine that for whatever reason you are being less than forthcoming, every
sustaining government contract at Sandia L abs, everything bid on by you during this administration, will
come under immediate negative review.”

The shocked silence around the conference table spoke louder than words. Sandy extracted a business
card from hiswallet.

“And please, let’ s not have any explosions or burst water pipes or other regrettable accidents resulting in
theloss of key files and documents. The President hates having hisintelligenceinsulted. And sodo I.”



It was alittle over-the-top, but what the hell. Sokoff tossed the business card down in front of Krantz, as
if paying off rough trade with chump change.

“Thisismy direct line at the White House.”

Sokoff’ s phone actudly rang in the Old Executive Office Building viathe White House switchboard next
door. But he had made his point.

Striding out to the Marine One helicopter with the presidential seal on the side, he wondered whether Dr.
Krantz would redize hislittle dip.

What NAV/INT and the NSA does.. . .

Nava Intelligence being in the loop on a sub communications research contract was to be expected. The
Nationa Security Agency, however . . .

“Qur friend Bob.” Sokoff mumbled it under his bresth.

Ducking down beneath the whirling whine of the chopper, he snapped open his cdll phone and hit the
autodia.

“Mrs. Travers,” Sandy shouted it out over the prop wash. “Tell the Presdent I’ m up to my kneesin
prairie pizzaout here. I'll cal him back onalandline”
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L os Alamos, New M exico

Asthe President’ s counsel took his one-man-show farther up the road, he was not strictly speaking
aone. From agreater distance up the high desert hill than he would' ve liked, the intelligence officer
assigned to follow Sandy Sokoff leaned across the hood of adusty silver Crown Vic and studied the
helicopter pad at Los Alamos through Zeiss binoculars.

He could not get much closer without drawing attention. Switching to aNikon digita camerawith a
kick-ass custom zoom, he documented each person who came out to greet the President’s counsdl and
escort him ingde the facility. He recognized the Chinook’ s pilot and copilot astwo of the six on 24/7
rotation for the President, and took shots of them, too. He aso noticed how the Secret Service seemed
conspicuoudy absent.

The officer then settled down to wait and see what he could learn from Sokoff’ s departure.
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February 2/Dunsinane, Antarctica

Emerging from the Antarctic ice, it was erect on dl fours, with an astonishing look of sentiencein itswet
black eyes. Frozen dead standing up, with arack of antlers cocked back at an angle, the caribou seemed
afrad, asif listening to the sound of the end of the world. The Nationa Science Foundation team now
carefully releasing it from eonsinside the glacier was ecdtdtic.

Mastodons had been found like this near the Arctic Circle, fully upright with astomach full of freshly
cropped grasses and flowers, asif mysterioudy flash-frozen with the cud till in their mouths. But nothing
like that had ever been found near the South Pole.

At leadt, not until now.



Thanksto Captain Wedey Bertrand and his crew, 99.9 percent of the radioactive ice at Dunsinane and
the hot nuclear drill itself had been safely retrieved, contained, and removed. Trace contamination
remained, which caused some wringing of hands, but not enough to warrant shutting down the dig.

So, with grict protocols and new biohazard protections for the science team, the Antarctic prehistoric
forest was opened for study.

Running heavily insulated power lines down to an exposed section of ancient trees, the scientistsin their
bulky “clean suits” used handheld hair dryersto melt the last inch of ice from the upright caribou corpse.

Matted wet fur dusted with acurious layer of fine black carbon began to smell asit thawed. 1t would be
easy to get an accurate dating, but the NSF team aready had apool going with their bets. Most hovered
around 10,500 B.C.E., give or take a century or two.

Antarctic ice-core samples taken in 1998 had thrown paleoclimatol ogists one looping big-league
curveball. The samples showed that around 12,500 years ago, the |ce Age abruptly ended with
extremdy rgpid globa warming.

Thisdramatic climate change verson of Earth history shattered the mainstream gradudist modelstaught in
Western universities. Subsegquent Greenland and North Pole core samples confirmed an overal
fifty-nine-degree increase in average daily temperature during onefifty-year period; aradica changeina
geologica blink of the eye.

For the human population, circa 10,500 B.C.E., that would' ve meant a catastrophic melting of glaciers
around the world, lending awholelot of historica credibility to the Noachian myth of the Great Flood.

But what had caused the heat-up, what was the trigger? Had an immense Earth-crossing comet or bolide
dammed to ground, kicking off enough volcanic eruptionsto dwarf the carbon dioxide pollution pumped
out by mere superindustriad man? Carbon levelsin the core samples at least raised the suspicion.

In any case, the Academy of Sciences acknowledged that around the year 12,500 something big
happened and thousands of species of plants and animals were wiped out. For Homo sapiens, that most
adaptable of mammals, it had been yet another near-extinction event to survive, likethe Ice Age itsdlf.

And for the twenty-first-century scientists at Dunsinane, bent over their emerging caribou buck like
Moses ot Isradlites anointing afatted caf, the prehistoric biosphere beneath their feet was an unfolding
mystery with ahundred questions for every solid answer.
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Goddard Space Flight Lab
“Richard? Close the door, would you?’
The normaly breezy and cordial NASA project manager was al business.

Eklund closed the door, surprised to see a stenographer perched with her machine next to the manager’s
desk. Beside her was awiry man in adark suit who looked as though he spent dl his sparetimeon a
gtationary bike when he wasn't working for the federa government.

Eklund knew this couldn’t be good.

“Agent Turner, thisisDr. Eklund.” The NASA manager made the introductions. “Agent Turner and Ms.
Stegman are with the FBI. The Bureau is asssting Administrator Pierce, who requested this mesting.
They just want to ask you some questions.”



Agent Turner and Ms. Stegman shook hands with Eklund asif he might have acommunicable disease.
Turner took charge of the questioning.

“Please have a seat, Doctor. We're required to record all interviews. Uh, ‘ February second, Goddard
Labs, Agent Turner interviewing Dr. Richard Eklund.” *

Eklund noticed the tape recorder and its little omnidirectional microphone and sat down. He then
responded to awide-ranging set of prepared questions for the next fifty minutes and change.

Curiogity concerning the tenor of hisremarks on the Science Horizon program was expressed, especidly
his criticismsdirect and implied of NASA and Mdin Scientific, theimaging contractor for Mars

Surveyor . Past conflicts with Goddard Space Flight management were revisited and discussed. An
accounting of his hourswas requested, especiadly non-NASA activitiesinvolving the so-cdled Mars
Underground and the use of Goddard equipment and facilities, along with acomplete descriptionin
writing of his contacts and conversations with Ms. Angela Browning and anyone else in the mediawith
whom he had any kind of contact or correspondence.

Had the bow-tied research scientist been suspected of planning to bomb the building, the interrogation
could not have been more thorough.

They dso quizzed him very closely about his colleague John Fisher; what the planetary geologist had told
him about his classified work at the Pentagon, whether Eklund thought Fisher was unhappy, disgruntled,
having money problems, family problems, drug problems, health problems, sex problems, etc.

When it was over, Agent Turner showed him acopy of the nondisclosure agreement that Eklund had
sgned when he was hired by NASA and reminded him of the pendtiesfor violating it. He was then
thanked and dismissed.

Eklund stood up to go, hismind racing. He had remained polite and cooperative, and except for leaving
out any mention of TOLAS and the Mars Observer data, he' d been absolutely truthful. But he could tell
they suspected he was holding out on them. Or maybe that was just an interrogation technique.

Inany case, heleft for an early lunchin hisaging red EV-1 feding frightened, shaky, and drained.
What the hell was that all about?

Only paranoid-sounding answers came to mind until he remembered he needed to call John and give him
a heads-up. But maybe not on acell phone.

John isgoing to shit.

Using apay phone at a gas station where his dectric car was quite anovelty, he got Fisher’ s voice mail
and athin roboti c-sounding recorded announcement.

“Dr....John...Fisher...hasbeentransferredto . .. NASA/AMES at Moffet Field, California .
.. Thereis no new number at thistime.”

Eklund hung up, struggling with anauseeting sense of vertigo, asif agaping crevasse had just yawned
open beneath hisfeet. And for the first time since he’ d had root-cana work doneinthe90's, he
decided he needed to take a personal day.
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Corporation for Public Broadcasting/Washington, D.C.



In the twelfth-floor wood-paneled office at the Corporation for Public Broadcasting building on Fierre
Street near the bridge, Arthur Maclewain tossed the TOLAS CD back across his mahogany desk like a
radioactive Frisbee.

“We can take your word about what’ s on there. Any response yet from this Degp Cosmos?’ Leaning
back in hisleather desk chair, the senior attorney at CPB Lega made astegple of his manicured fingers.

Seated opposite him and next to Angela, Miriam wasn't sureif the lawyer’ s pose was an affectation or a
cliché, then decided it could be both.

“Not yet,” shesaid, ready to rumblein her DKNY suit.

“Just aswell.” Maclewain rocked dightly back and forth. *“ Even asuperficia reading of the lawv—e: the
publishing or broadcasting of classified government documents—puts usin aworld of hurt.”

From adollar-green tufted leather wing back off to the Sde, Marvin Epstein, an associate Sitting in for the
Washington, D.C., &ffiliate, nodded in agreement. But Miriam and Angela stayed focused on Maclewain.
Both looked angry.

“Who said it was classified?” Angdlasaid, reacting first. “1f you looked &t it, you' d see there' s nothing on
it that saysit’sclassfied.”

“Oh, | think afederd judge would find that a bit disngenuous, don’t you?’ Maclewain said with ady
smirk. Miriam knew a smirk when she saw one.

“Disingenuous? Come on, Arthur, cut the crap. Either itisor itisn't. Either it' s classfied information or
it'snot. Why should we presume a photograph of Marsis classified, for God' s sake?’

“Shdl we call the Department of Defense and ask them?’
“Hdl no.”

“Wadll, if you're afraid to ask the Pentagon if it’ s classified because you think it might be classfied, then
you damn well better behave asif it isclassfied. Next?” Maclewain raised an eyebrow that reminded
them that time was money and they were on their employer’ sdime.

“Hold on asecond.” Angelatook abreath, trying to rein in her anger and frustration. “Wait, wait, wait.
Y ou' re talking preemptive self-censorship by amediajournaist, which is de facto dboridgment of free
press and you know it.”

“| don't see acondtitutional argument.”

“Wdl, what' sthe law here, damnit?” Miriam amost shouted it. “\When does the government’ sright to
keep a secret supersede free speech, free press, and the peopl€ sright to know?”’

Maclewain swiveled dightly to include hisyoung associate.
“Mavin?

“Whenever the Supreme Court saysit does,” Epstein said. “ And anyone who helps broadcast state
secrets or andyze classfied documentsfor attribution like this Dr. Weintraub? He' slooking at the same
ten years plusthat you are.”

Thereit was: imprisonment and fines. It wastheir job to say it, but Angelathought it was aso being used
to try to scare them off course. She stared at Epstein.



“That doesn't answer the question. State secrets are state secrets because somebody has decided that
our nationa security will be harmed if they are not kept secret. So, the questionis, how the hell cana
NASA photograph of Mars be astate secret? What can the government possibly be trying to hide that
would be a matter of national security? They can’t make a sources-and-methods argument, it saNASA
satdllite photo. | think we' re home free. They have to know that if they did come after us, they’d be
begging the question! The whole world would want to know what was on Marsthat the U.S. government
did not want the public to see. Anyway, Weintraub declined.”

“Probably signed an open-ended nondisclosure. | don't suppose you asked him that,” Maclewain said.
Angdajust stared across at him.

He just resets to smug, Angelathought, and imagined vaulting across the barrister’ sdesk and ringing his
condescending neck. Miriam jumped in.

“No, we didn’t ask him about the terms of any agreements, but answer me this: Why would Justice even
go after Weintraub in thefirst place? We were only asking him to give hisopinion as asatdlliteimaging

expert.”

“For the record. In public. On-camera. On Science Horizon.” Maclewain shook his head and turned to
Epstein, who was nodding in agreement.

“Y eah, that' slike saying he was just casing the bank for you,” Epstein said. “Y ou’ re the ones actudly
geding themoney.”

Before Angela could explode, leaving attorney entrails al over the wood-paneled walls, Miriam held up
her hands like atraffic cop.

“All right, fine. You'vetold usal the good sound reasonswhy Science Horizon can't bresk the grestest
science gory ever, smash the al-time ratings record for market share on public-service television, and
win every broadcast award going whilewe' re at it. Now tdll us how we can.”

The two men frowned, thinking it over. Epstein shrugged.
“Bigguns,” hesad.

Maclewain leaned way back into hisleather desk chair and made another Christ’s Church of his
well-tended fingers.

“Big honking guns”
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Miriam and Angelatook their lunch on the run asthey hurried back to their own turf and the PBS tower.

“Well, stature-wise, there' s Stephen Hawking. He'd see us. And Dr. Kaku at NY U. You like histake
on multidimensiond universe suff.” Miriam licked cream cheese off the edge of an everything bagd as
they walked.

“Hawking, | can see. Kaku isgood, but | don't know . . .” Angelatossed her empty yogurt cup into a
green recycle bin and wished she' d had abagd, too.

“What about what’ s-his-name? Eingtein Chair at Princeton.”

“Look, forget academic stature a second. Let’ stalk about clout: senators, congressmen, people who can
give us some actud politica cover. Somebody like a John Glenn—"



“Thereisno one like John Glenn.” Miriam laughed.

“Wéll, there' s gotta be somebody on the House Committee. . .”
“Charman Phillip Lowe.”

“Y ou know him?’

Miriam gave up ahdf amile.

“I think the congressman’ll return my call.”

“Hold that thought.”

Pushing in the doors of the tower-building lobby, Angela changed trgjectory, veering over to the
reception desk. An intern looked up from sorting the mail.

“Ms. Browning?Y ou got a package while | was at lunch.”

She held up an opened, elght-by-ten manilaenveope with “ATT: AngdaBrowning ¢/o Science Horizon
" negtly typed on aplain whitelabd.

“There sacancd, but no return. Y ou still want it?’
“Sure. What the heck.”

The receptionist handed it over and returned to her stacks of mail. Angelaheld up the anonymous
envelope for her partner to see.

“No name. No return address. Deegp Cosmo strikes again.”
“Yathink?’

Miriam watched closdly as Angelatoreit open. Insde was one item: a black-and-white photograph of
two unidentified astronauts standing on the Moon. In the top margin eight words were scrawled in
quotes. Angelaread the caption.

“And good luck, Mr. Grotsky, wherever you are.”

They quit the reception desk, puzzling over the otherwise unremarkable Moon picture dl theway to the
elevators.

“Thisisit, Miriam. | canfed it. We rein communication now. W€ re having adidogue. It' slike apuzzle
and hewants usto put it together. So, who's Grotsky? Right?” Angela punched the up button severa
times, her mind aready a work on how to start tracking the man down.

Miriam nodded, more wary than her partner, but till intrigued.
“Exactly. Who the hdl is Grotsky?’
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February 3/the Blair House Mansion/Washington, D.C.

Blair House, the historic vice-presidentia residence, was gtill impressive with its e ghteenth-century
Franklin crystdl chandelier, appropriately eectrified and blazing away in the atrium. A gift from the



People of France, who had so adored the great American ambassador and scientist, the Franklin
chanddlier was holding elegant sway over thejointly hosted NASA and U.S. State Department revelry
below.

Back from McMurdo Station viaNew Zedland, Colonel Augie Blake looked resplendent in hisMarine
dresswhites. Though the Blair House bash swirling around him was officiadly in celebration of the latest
module linkups on Space Station Alpha, Augie was inwardly hoisting his glass of Perrier to the successful
evacuation of hiskidsfrom the South Pole. The program’ s Extreme Environment trainees remained in
quarantine at Auckland, suffering more from boredom and disappointment over their truncated misson
than anything dse.

“Thank you, God,” Augie said out loud.

Reflecting on how working abig old Washington party was afar less onerous duty when you didn’t have
to fake feding good, Augie looked happily around at the assembled dite roaming the glossy
two-hundred-year-old parquetry. Cangpésin hand, they were anoisy rainbow of polished players,
military and civilian aike, representing the €l even nations who were contributing treasure and expertise for
asharein the glory and high-orbit science harvest of the Internationd Space Station.

But one facein particular separated itsdlf from the glitterati and made Augie smile.

Turned out in aGivenchy dress she was unlikely to be alowed to write off, Ms. Angela Browning, of
Science Horizon fame, looked quite stunning as she chatted up the C-SPAN crew covering the event.

Blake strained to eavesdrop, but whatever Angela was laughing about was drowned out by severa
rowdy broad-shouldered cosmonauts wolfing down Black Sea caviar appetizers at the bar with apair of
half-lit taiko-nauts from the Peopl€ s Republic of China

“How you say? Fish egg!”
“Belugal”

“Ah...smdt!”

“No, no, no.. .. Beluga! Belugal”

Augie moved to a better vantage point, away from the loud space pups, observing from afar the beautiful
and apparently unescorted Ms. Browning.

In an adjoining room, arising young soprano from the current Kennedy Center production of Donizetti’s
Lucia could be heard singing the mad-scene aria. It was colorful and spirited, but not in any danger of
putting Sutherland’ struly harrowing rendition into eclipse.

Turning away from the C-SPAN crew and negotiating her way through the crowd, Angelacaptured a
glass of Blanc de Noirsfrom apassing tray and hovered for amoment near a cluster of tables packed
with august members of the American astronaut pantheon: the Mercury, Gemini, and Apollo dumni, in

particular.
Then Colond Augustus Julian “Augi€’ Blakewas a her ebow.

“Ms. Browning.” Augie beamed in open admiration, offering hiswhite-gloved hand with a courtly bow
that would not have been out of place at a Savannah tea party before the War Between the States.

“Colond Blake.” Angelablessed the enduring power of the little black dress, ressting the temptation to



curtsy as Augie continued making afuss.

“Ms. Browning, may | say that whoever cut that gorgeous shot of crepe de chine should be paying you
beaucoup to wear it. You' remakin’ him look like agoddamned genius.”

Angelablushed down to the black pearl choker she had borrowed from Miriam for the occasion. Now
she did fed like Scarlett O’ Hara.

“Thank you, Colond. And it' sMonsieur Givenchy who deserves the couturier props. But you' re looking
quite spiff tonight yoursalf.” She waved at the medds on hiswhites and sipped her bubbly. “No saber,
though, | see”

“No, no. Ribbon ceremonies and funerals aside, I’ m afraid a close shave pretty well exhausts my
repertoire with ablade.”

“Oh, I've heard about some of your close shaves.” Angelagave him alook, seeming to enjoy teasing
him. “Not counting your infamous Moon landing.”

Augie attempted to demur.
“I'm afraid my reputation exceeds me.”

“I"'m thinking about a certain May Day embassy party of legend and lore. Y ou and Commander Deaver
matching Stoliswith the comrades?’ She laughed, diding aglance toward the cosmonaut cutups over at
the bar. “Inthat, I'm afraid, it' sthe Russans who have the Right Stuff.”

Augietook the jabsin good humor, just happy to be on the survivor’s side of a bad-boy past. Rumor
had implicated both Blake and Jake Deaver in aMay 1 commemoration-cum-drunken-brawl hosted at
the then Soviet embassy in 1972. The debacle had reportedly featured call girls seen exiting viathe
windows in various states of dishabille, damaged priceless Russian art and antique furnishings, severd
cosmonauts with inexplicably self-inflicted wounds, and amorning-after flurry of officid gpologiesand
hefty reparations.

“May Day, May Day.” Augie laughed, holding up his Perrier water in surrender. 1 can't spesk for old
Haky Jakey, but for mysdf | just take it one day at atime now, darlin’.”

Glancing across the crowded foyer, Augie caught the eye of the tuxedoed Representative Phillip Lowe,
the powerful chairman of the House Committee on Space attending with hiswife. He gave them awink
and awave and they raised their champagne glassesin return, including Angelain the room-spanning
toadt.

She returned the salute and reminded hersdlf to go say hi. Miriam had aready set up amesetingin Lowe's
office, and trolling for other potential big gunswas Angdld s primary mission tonight. She turned back to
Colond Blake.

“And what about Commander Deaver?’ she said, curious about the Apollo aum now that Augie had
brought him up. “1she here tonight?’

Angelawas conscious of working the little black dressabit, but with negligible shame.

“Jake?” Augie made aface. “Aw, thiskind of soireeis not exactly Jake Deaver’s cup of herbal tea.
Maybeif they were serving hashish brownies, and eventhen. . .”

Angeaheard a certain edge creep into Augie svoice,



“So, Augie Doggie and Doggie Daddy dtill stay in touch?’

“That' s not really on either of our agendas,” Augie said, sounding sorry he' d brought it up. Angelawas
about to pursue it anyway, when she remembered the news story about the astronauts evacuated from
the South Pole.

“Colonéd, | understand you had some excitement down at McMurdo . . .”
“Notredly . ..”

But Augi€ s attention was distracted. Angelaturned to see aknot of half-lit cosmonauts and taiko-nauts
gedturing inastently, calling Blake over and including Angelain theinvitation. Augie gave them dl awave
asNASA Administrator Vernon Pierce appeared over at the bar, passing out vodka shootersto the
whole space fraternity.

“Ah, well,” Augie sad, rluctant but resigned.
“Duty cdls?’
“Caretojoin me?’

Despite or maybe because of Augi€ svdiant effort at evincing a Pagliacci hopefulness, Angelaknew it
was more good mannersthan ared invitation. And much as she might have been amused by the Asan
space brothers and the hearty partyers of the former Evil Empire, she gracioudy declined.

“But thank you,” Angdlasaid, offering her hand. “By the way, was there ever acosmonaut by the name
of Grotsky?’

“Grotsky?’
“Maybeback inthelate‘60's, early ‘ 70's.”

“No, | don't believe | ever knew a cosmonaut by that name.” Augie made ashow of searching his
memory. “Y ou might query the comrades. . .”

“No, no. I'm sureit was before thair time.”

“Will, then, dosvedonya.” He kissed her hand with practiced galantry and then leaned close, drawling
into her ear. “You take care, now . . . y’ hear?’

Augie flashed akind of enigmatic smile and disappeared with hisglass of Perrier into the big-shouldered
crush of Russan and Asan uniforms.

Angelafdt amild frisson down to her noire Ferragamo hedls.
You take care, now . . . y' hear?

What did he mean by that? She felt another shiver, achill presentiment that could have been just
parancia. Then Angelashrugged, deciding in the spirit of Occam’ s Razor that the Smplest explanation
wasthe best: Colond Blake had been merdy flirting with her, in his southern-gentleman style.

Accepting aMaryland crab cake from a swallowtail-coated server, Angelaregrouped: there were people
to mest, tablesto work. But as she scanned the room, Augi€' s comments about Jake Deaver suddenly
came back to her.



Hashish brownies? Shelaughed to hersdlf, nibbling on the crab cake.

Colond Augie Blake had been a hell-raiser back in the day, but he was much more of aNASA poster
boy at this point. She had been toying with the idea of showing him the Mars Observer stuff, but her
ingtincts now told her maybe not.

Commander Jake Deaver, however . . .

Shetried to remember what she knew about him: dropping out of the space program, becoming acollege
professor out in Colorado. What did he teach?

Fedling eyes on her dl-but-naked back, Angela glanced toward the tables reserved for Mercury, Gemini,
and Apollo aumni and recognized one of severa famous faces unabashedly appraisng her from the inner
circle of the most exclusive men’sclub on Earth.

Commander Edgar Mitchell. Sxth man to walk on the Moon.

The distinguished astronaut smiled a her. Angela smiled back. And executing agraceful turninthewildly
successful little black dress, she carried her empty champagne glass over to where the silver-haired
Commander Mitchdl and hisfriends were dready getting to their feet.

Asmen of that great generation were still wont to do in the presence of beauty.
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February 4/Arlington Country Club

The Arlington Club golf course was not normally open in February, but unseasonably mild wegther was
bringing the hackers out. At 7:00 A.M. on aweekday, however, Bob Wington, J. B. “Clay” Claiborne, a
heavyset TRW lobbyist, and NASA heed, Vernon Pierce still had thefirst tee dl to themselves.

“Just wanted to give you a heads-up,” Winston said, addressing Vern Pierce and practicing his swing.
“About what?" Pierce kept it casua as he picked out adriver.

The aerospace |obbyist, Claiborne, turned out in designer golf wear that did nothing for his paunch, stood
discreetly apart, swinging a Callaway club and pretending not to eavesdrop.

“PBS sciencejourndist Ms. Angela Browning,” Wington said.
“Science Horizon. What about her?’

To the east, the spire of the Washington Monument could be seen poking up above arow of skeletal
cherry trees, dmost in perfect dignment with the flag on the far green. Winston took a practice swing,
just clipping the wet grass.

“She cdled Commander Jake Deaver at the crack of dawn this morning, and then booked ared-eye to
Colorado.”

Vern Pierce pulled on hisgloves. He hated shoptak when he was trying to enjoy himself. But Winston
seemed determined to turn alittle early-morning golf into exactly what Samuel Clemens had once cdled
it: “agood walk spoiled.”

“So0?" Pierce shrugged. “Maybe she' s doing a show on astronauts.”

“Maybe,” Wington said without conviction, cleaning his spikes with a Popsicle stick. Staring hard down



at his Slazenger, the national security adviser then teed off, only to seethe bal dice and carom off the
farway.

1] S]it.”

Winston scowled at hisclub, asif thefault lay in the design. Piercelooked at Claiborne, TRW’smanin
the capitd: he'd seenit, too, but the lobbyist kept a straight face. Clay was there because he needed
Winston’ s support for his company’ s military satdllite contracts. There was no percentage in twitting the
man about sportsmanship.

“Look, Bob,” Pierce said, stabbing ateeinto the turf, “1 wouldn’t worry about Jake Deaver for two
seconds. Nobody' s strayed from the reservation in thirty-some years and | don’t know why they’ d Sart

Pierce st hisfeet and swung his Big Bertha. The ball was high, wide, and dicing handsomely when it
disappeared like Wingston' s Slazenger into the bordering trees. He shook his head.

“ Crw,"

“Inany case, Vern,” Wingon said, lowering hisvoice, “we d like you to have alittle st-down with
Admird Ingraham.”

Pierce looked bewildered.
“Ingraham?’

Claiborne, the veteran lobbyigt, teed up, making ashow of giving the two men their privacy by taking his
practice swings with fierce concentration.

“What'sgoing on, Bob?”’
“We ve asked Jm to oversee the restructuring at JPL.”
“Jesus.” Pierce sounded as stunned as he was.

Admira JamesT. Ingraham was a big-time spook. Former chief of Nava Intelligence. Former head of
NSA. And hisfait accompli posting to the top spot at the Jet Propulsion Lab, traditionally part of
NASA’sturf, had occurred without consulting the NASA Administrator. Pierce felt impaled.

“When did this happen?

Vernon Pierce didn’t haveto ask why. After corrosive public hearings on Capitol Hill during which
NASA was raked over the codsfor its numerous and expensive Mars mission failures, alist of
congressiona recommendations was put in place that included provisonsfor enhanced oversight. But
bringing Admira Ingraham into the mix by intel fiat was dmost adap in the face. Winston made an effort
to smooth ruffled festhers.

“Vern, it'sjust a preemptive shot across Phillip Lowe s bow. We don't want Congressto think it’ stheir
jobtofix NASA, dowe?’

Clay Claiborne launched a clean, straight tee shot that would give him alook at par. Winston and Pierce
broke off their sotto voce conversation and nodded in admiration.

“Beautiful.”



“Niceshat, Clay.”
“Thanks. Vern? Can we talk about this Sokoff character?’ Claiborne asked.
“Sure”

The two men grabbed their golf carts and hiked off across the fairway with their heads together. Pierce
felt Sck to hisstomach.

Admiral James T. Ingraham. Son of a bitch.

Under pressure from Winston, he’ d broken up the partnership of Eklund and Fisher over at Goddard,
though he had doubted the necessity for doing so. And he' d make afew more eyewash moves that
would chill out the so-called Mars Underground crowd, just to show he was * buttoning down his shop.”
But bringing Ingraham on board, for Christ’ s sake? Why couldn’t they just let him do hisjob?

Son of a bitch. Pierce took adeep breath. Just because he knew why it was happening didn’t mean he
hed to likeit.

Aw, hell, save your powder for a more important fight, hetold himself. Therewasrea scienceto do
that needed real budgets, and if he didn’t bitch and moan over something he could not change anyway,
he’ d have more chipsto cash when gpprova time came. Besides, any one of adozen potentid events
beyond the horizon could take the hest off and make dl this paranoic pressure go away.

One good crisisin the Middle East or North Korea and Bob Winston and his hardball go-go boys
will all get too damn busy to be backseat-driving the fucking space program.

Pierce cursed under his breath and trundled his cart out toward the trees, perversaly wishing for arogue
dirty bomb to go off in some place like Kashmir or Tel Aviv or the Korean Peninsula. Once off the green
in search of whitey, hacking at the weeds with histhree-iron, the NASA chief suspected he was not

going to get that lucky.
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Office of the Jesuit Counsel/Washington, D.C.

“Father, | understand you’ ve been called upon from time to time to use your good officeswith the
Vatican on behdf of the government herein Washington.”

“I’ve had that privilege, Mr. Sokoff.”

Theworldly, white-haired chief counsdl for the Jesuit order was having the very odd presentiment that
somehow God had brought Mr. Sokoff to his office. Kilgerry was not alapsed Catholic by any means,
though if faith can be tested, his certainly had been throughout much of hisforty yearsin the capitd.

But at age sixty-five, Harvard Law and Divinity School dumnus Michael Joseph Kilgerry tended to invest
hisfaith more actively in the people through whom God worked than in prayersfor intervening miracles
by the Almighty himsalf. With this as his guiding view, Father Kilgerry was predisposed to look upon the
Presdent’ semissaries, be they athelst, agnogtic, or practicing Jew, as equaly viable vessdls.

“How can | help our new President?’

“Father, do you recall acongressond officer acting for a House subcommittee and President Carter,
sometime during the first year of his presidency, who came to you with an unusua intercession request?”’



“I do, indeed. Her name was Keating, | think.”
“Carol Keseting.”

“Yes. Very earnest, well organized. The White House was interested in obtaining copies of certain
Vatican documents and she asked meif | would be willing to act asliaison to the Holy See. | said yes, of
course.”

“And wereyou ableto help her, at that time?’

With hisback to the view of the Jefferson Memoria that hisleaded-glass windows afforded him,
Monsignor Kilgerry seemed to regard Sokoff with growing affection.

“I communicated with Rome, requesting certain ‘ sengtive’ materid from the Vatican Archives, which, as
you may imagine, are quite vast and go back many hundreds of years. But—we were denied.”

“Had that ever happened before?’

“Never.” Kilgerry leaned across the antique desk. “We had never been denied access before and
certainly not when requested by a sitting President of the United States.”

Kilgerry, or Father Michadl at the time, had waged quite acampaign within the order, trying to get that
decision reversed, but the Holy See had not been susceptible to appedl.

Sandy Sokoff didn’t know about Kilgerry’ syouthful battle on behalf of President Carter, but he had
begun to fed hewasin the presence of an dly.

“Why do you think that happened?’
“One must assume it was the subject matter of the documents.”

The two men looked at each other, neither one needing to pronounce the nature or category of the
subject matter out loud. Sandy spokefirst.

“And wasthat the end of it, asfar asyou know?’

“No, likel say, Ms. Kesting apparently took her charge very serioudy and | did meet with her on one
other occasion, at her invitation and not in any officia capacity. | suppose she trusted me.”

“ She showed you some documents from the National Archives,” Sokoff said. “ Things relevant to her
request for materia from the Vatican. Would you be willing to share with me, and possbly with the
President, under the protection of executive privilege, what you saw?’

Kilgerry took amoment to gather histhoughts. He was not frightened or being coy; there was an ethica
issue.

“Mr. Sokoff, Ms. Keating was under no obligation to do what she did, but she knew | would be
interested and choseto trust in my discretion. | would hate to cause her even the smallest amount of grief
by violating such aconfidence.”

“I'm afraid Ms. Kesating passed onin 1999.”

“Ah. Then sheisbeyond our harm.” Kilgerry closed hiseyesasif saying asmall prayer, then opened
them and roseto hisfeet. “Wdl . . ”



Coming around the beautifully inlaid Italianate desk, the learned Jesuit motioned Sandy toward his priveate
library and the overstuffed chairs of that sanctum sanctorum.

“I have often wondered whether this day would come. May | offer you aglass of sherry?’

Acrossthe street, in anavy-blue Chryder minivan with blackout windows, DirecTV graphics, and a
high-powered sauicer-shaped receiver on the roof, the signal degraded rapidly as Monsignor Kilgerry
and his guest moved away from the window glass that had been amplifying their conversation.

“They' removing.”
“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph.”
“Oh, shut the fuck up.”

The two operatives warming their hands on thermos coffee listened closely on Koss headphones,
boosted the gain until the white noise hurt, and finaly logged in the time when they logt audio.

They didn’t know if anything they had on tape had any intelligence vaue. But they were pretty sure that
what they were not getting was probably pretty hot.
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February 5/Ft. Meade, Maryland

At the cortex of the Nationa Security Agency headquartersin Ft. Meade, Maryland, atida wave of
intelligence datafrom every country in the world came crashing into the wal-sized banks of series-strung
super computers every second of every day.

Gossip, rumors, misnformetion, disinformation, satellite imaging, terrorist eavesdropping, dl of it was part
of an encrypted intel-acquisition system managed and maintained by asmal army of andystsand tech
wizards around the clock.

Gathering datawas not the problem. The problem was determining if any of these words and sounds and
pictures meant anything in terms of potentid threatsto America. And the ongoing urgency of this problem
required the collective brainwork of human analysts and linguists the same asit dways had.

The epicenter of the NSA that served that collective brain was aroom that had always been called the
Black Chamber, ever since the Nazi-busting cryptology heroes of the Army’ s Secret Service first moved
hereto Ft. Meadein the ‘50’ sand set up shop to fight internationa communism.

Fown in from touring hisnew JPL officesat Ca-Tech in Pasadena, Admira James T. Ingraham, former
NSA spy chief, had chosen the Black Chamber for this meeting. Not just because it was probably the
most electronically secure place on the planet, but becauseit felt like home.

During histenure here, he had been a hands-on leader who knew the capability of his men and women
and the reach and limitations of their machines and had set ahigh standard for productivity.

Flanked by his aide and amuch-decorated Defense Intelligence officer, the Admira now looked around
the windowless conference room, next door to his old stomping grounds at Operations.

Bob Winston had assembled execs from Rockwell, L ockheed, Raytheon, Boeing, SandiaL abs, and Los
Alamasfor thismeeting but it was the Admird’ s show.

“Weadl know thefutureisarriving a the speed of light.” Ingraham inclined his head, acknowledging Clay



Claiborne and the photon laser weagpon designed by TRW. “Nevertheless, | understand concern has
been expressed about the delay in the decision about Orion and aso about former Senate investigator
Sandy Sokoff, who is presumably acting for the White House. Well, I'm afraid Mr. Sokoff’slearning
curveisrather steep. Sort of like ablind puppy groping around inside ablack box. In any case, let me
assure you we are one hundred percent on track. Let’ s not get overanxiousin the stretch drive. Believe
me, if any kind of bogey serioudy shows up on the radar, we will be oniit. In adecisve and robust a
fashion. But, again, that is not the case.”

Asaways, the Admird projected acommanding presence, but Clay Claiborne shifted in his chair, not
entirdly mollified. Winston noticed his discomfort.

Despitethelink timeinvested, he till had hishandsfull trying to finesse TRW, which had over abillion
dollarsat risk with Project Orion, the most of anyone at the table. There' d be ahdll of acharge against
their bottom lineif Uncle Sam changed its mind.

“And in terms of the decision vis-&-vis deployment of Orion, we till have dmost ten daysremaining.”
Ingraham addressed the group, making it sound like an eternity. “ According to the Old Testament, the
universe was created in lesstime than that. And let me remind you, the President’ s support of
discretionary funding and ongoing development isnot in play. Thanksto the persuasive powers of R.
Cabot Winston here, a better man than | am when it comesto diplomacy, the White House has dready
sgned off, and nothing Sokoff isdoing or not doing islikdly to reversethat.”

“Besides, he only reportsto the President of the United States,” Winston added, with hisrazor-blade
smile. “Not to the Washington Post.”

This provoked the intended chuckle and amore general sense of relief, except from Claiborne.

“Admird, | hear what you're saying. | just can’t help wondering: When are we going to be ableto do the
business of protecting the United States of Americaentirely in the light of day? When are we going to be
ableto stop having to hunker down behind closed doors like this, with our collective necks on theline,
waiting to get blindsided?’

It was an impoalitic if not rude question, but al the assembled aerospace reps turned to the Admird, glad
it had been asked. Ingraham had an answer.

“When the civilized world is asafe and sane place to raise our children and al of mankind can livefree
from threats of mass destruction.”

Hisface had become implacable. Hand-holding these whiny defense-industry fat cats was the worst part
of having to deal with the private sector.

“In other words, for the foreseeable future, we must stay the course, whatever that requires.” Ingraham
glanced meaningfully at the DIA man seated next to him who immediately stood to attention. The Admira
surveyed the table, making eye contact with each man, including the subdued if not satisfied Clay
Claiborne.

“In defense of the Republic, gentlemen, the President’ s hands must not be tied. Not even with hisown
rope.”

The Defense Intelligence officer nodded at Ingraham, tucked his hat under hisarm, and quietly quit the
room.

There were no further questions: this was how things got done. The Admira knew from the quality of the



slence around him that every man in the room understood something had been set in motion: an executive
action directed at resolving their anxieties and concerns.

Of course, no one would have admitted to such an understanding. And none of the aerospace lobbyists
who had cometo presstheir interests had any desire to imagine, must less be actudly told, exactly what
action was being taken on behalf of those interests.

They just hoped it worked.
R

The University of Colorado at Boulder

As she entered the UC—Boulder parking lot nearest to Jake' s lecture hall, Angelawas not particularly
aware of the fresh-faced young man in the ten-year-old Subaru beater who had followed her Avis
Cavdier from the Denver airport.

Having sat on the tarmac in D.C. for an hour and ahalf—God only knew why—she was late for
Deaver’sclass and oblivious to Subaru Boy faling casudly in behind her as she hurried acrossthe
campus set down in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains.

Finding the right building, Angeladipped into the back of a packed amphitheeter-style hall and let her
eyes adjust to thelow lighting. Down front, a alectern defined by atiny desk light, Jake waswell into his
talk, showing museum-qudity trangparencies of Mayan and Egyptian hieroglyphs on a theater-sized
screen behind him.

“Damn.”

Angela shucked off her parka and looked around, but every spot in the five-hundred-seet auditorium
seemed taken.

“So, we have amystery, don’'t we?’ Jake was saying, stacking his notecards and indicating the projected
hieroglyphs. “Two highly evolved cultureswith remarkable smilarities on two different continents,
separated by thousands of years and an ocean that ostensibly would not be crossed until the Vikings.”

Behind Angedla, Subaru Boy made an entrance wearing an artfully sheepish expression. He then moved
off, looking for asedt, likejust another undergraduate late for class. Angela stayed standing, intrigued
more by Jake Deaver himsdlf than by theimages of Olmec stelae and pharaonic carvingsthat illustrated
hislecture.

“Let’slook again a what the Mayans and Egyptians had in common: pyramid-shaped monuments
oriented to the cardina points, the solstices, et cetera. A smilar and extremely sophisticated mastery of
geometry, astronomy, engineering skills, art, and architecture. Shared e ements of architectural style,
decorative symbology, and pictographic language, not to mention smilar origin myths about where dl this
knowledge had come from. Can we have the lights, please?’

Asthe students applauded, Jake looked out and recognized Science Horizon’sMs. AngelaBrowning at
the back of the room. She gave him asorry-I' m-late smile and a quick wave. He smiled back, deciding
she was even more attractive in person than she was on television, which made him alittle nervous.

“Now, the question is,” Jake continued, “do al these cumulative little coincidences suggest contact?
Somekind of alink between saventh-century Mayan civilization in the Americas and Egyptian culturein
North Africathousands of years earlier? 1’ minclined to argue that they do, and what the nature of that
contact or connection might be, we'll be going into after you' ve read West, Hancock, and Bauvd . . "



Outside the auditorium the two Fibbies, Stottlemeyer and Markgrin, had aready made a perfunctory
sweep indde the hal, missing Subaru Boy (though he easily made them) but noticing Angela. At least
Markgrin did.

“Y eah, Science Horizon. Wonder why she' s here. Y ou watch PBS?’

“Fuck no.” Stottlemeyer pulled his collar up and sucked down smoke from the last of an unapologetic
Marlboro pinched like a hot-running resfer between histhumb and index finger. Markgrin wouldn't et
him smokein the car.

“Man, there sthisjazz serieswith Wynton Marsdis” Markgrin said, leaning upwind of his partner’s
smoke and checking the time on his Kenneth Cole watch. * * Sax Giants of Jazz' or something. All this
early film on bop and bebop, Rahsaan Roland Kirk, Wayne Shorter . . .”

“Aw, that stuff sounds like somebody squeezing acat.”

Stottlemeyer spat aplume of smoke out of the side of his mouth and then got ready to roll as kids began
pushing their way out of the lecture hall.

“Gimme Bird playing straight ahead. Hell, gimme Clarence and ‘ The E Street Shuffle .. "
<!

Dunsinane, Antarctica

“I think | see something.” An Army engineer wearing bio-iso gear pointed at ablurry shadow in thewall
of shadows that was the glacier-entombed forest.

The prehistoric caribou they had aready liberated was wrapped in a space blanket and carefully tied to a
ded. The Science Foundation team had then moved on to a deep tranducent blue seam in the ice that
proved to be awindow on the rest of the ungulant herd standing poised in suspended animation, asif
waiting for timeto start again.

But that’ s not what the engineer was looking .
“Can we havethelaser over here?’

White light thrown into the glacier just increased the whiteness that was reflected back, sort of like driving
with high beamsin aheavy fog. But aruby laser light had proven very effective.

A paeoglaciologist heading the science team obliged.
“Show me where.”

He painted the areawith the red laser. They could just make it out, protruding from behind aboulder: a
dark, sharply pointed object about six inchesin length connected to alonger shaft.

“Holy shit. Everybody, come over here.”

Tuning the laser to the warm end of the spectrum, they saw a chipped stone blade connected to the shaft
of aspear. The shaft itself was etched with colored markings and disappeared behind arock. All the way
back to whoever had been out hunting caribou in thisinexplicably temperate region of the Earth circa
10,000 B.C.E., now located only ashort walk from the South Pole: Dunsinane Man.
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“So, tell me,” Angdasaid, cradling a second glass of Pinot Grigio in the kitchen of Jeke Deaver’s
A-frame cabin outside Boulder. “Isit true?’

“Probably.” Jake made a mock-wary face. “Can you be more specific?’

Deaver had cleared what was |eft of the reheated meatless |asagna and goat-cheese salad, bused their
dishes, and set coffee brewing on the kitchen counter. Beeswax candles made aflattering light, bouncing
off the skylights and the warm wood walls.

Angdagrinned at him, enjoying both Jake and hisimpromptu dinner.
“Did you redly get arrested in a.cow pasture doing mushrooms with abunch of college kids?’
Her reporter’ s chops were showing, but it was amusing what alittle digging could uncover.

“We were cited by asheriff for trespassing,” Jake confessed, drying his hands on a kitchen towel and
rgoining her a thetable. “But | talked the owner into dropping it. Asfar asthe mushrooms, they couldn’t
technicdly charge us”

“ ‘Cause you' d eaten the evidence.”
“Gate, gate, parasam gate . . . gone, gone, dl gone.”

He mimed the gestures of a Tibetan tulku blessing. It was smple, well observed, and Angelalaughed out
loud: she wasfinding former Apollo Commander Jake Deaver rather charming and interesting company.
Hedidn't seem to be working at it too hard, though she could feel he was attracted to her.

Before she left Washington, Miriam had teased her, offering the opinion that there had to be something
irresitibly sexy about any man who' d walked on the Moon. Angela had felt obliged to point out the age
difference, among other things. However, Stting in hiskitchen, she was conscious of something about
Deaver that she' d been trying to put her finger on al evening, something besides Right Stuff glam,
academic smarts, and a salf-deprecating style. He had a brooding quality a moments, asif he' d been
deeply wounded in away that had yet to hed, but that was not it.

Masculine grace, she decided, Spping hisItdian tablewine. That'swhat it is. Masculine grace.

Shefdt unexpectedly at ease with him and wondered why that was such ararething, at least judging
from the men she’ d been involved with. Maybe it just had to do with experience and confidence or just
having nothing more to prove. The ambitious young professionds she dated, whether in journaism,
science, or palitics, often came to resent how she put her work and her career first in the same way they
did; some were even uncomfortable with Angela s more visible success. Jake, though, seemed beyond
the pain of dl that Sturm und Drang, which was refreshing.

For hispart, Deaver saw Angdaasflat-out beautiful and aborn flirt, who just might have the smartest
green eyes he' d ever seen. He chastened himsdlf not to mistake her teasing for mutua interest, but he
liked how she laughed from way down in her ssomach and seemed to have a sense of humor about
hersdlf, too.

“Don’'t tell meyou never got high,” he said, turning the tables.
“In college! That'smy story and I'm gtickin’ toiit.”
“What? Weed? Ecstasy? Beer?’



“Oh, yeah. Par-tee! And diet pillsduring finds, like everybody el se. | was curious about ‘ shrooms,
actualy, but | guess| was never in theright Situation or with the right persontowant to do it.”

“But you didn’'t come dl theway out to Boulder to score mushrooms.”

Deaver had naturally been curious ever snce Angelahad declined to say exactly what it was she wanted
to see him about over the phone.

“Nope,” shesaid. “That’snot why | cameto Boulder.”
Angela searched Jake seyesinthelivelight, asif needing alast sign.

“All right, here' sthe dedl,” she said, taking the legp. “| want to show you some photographs that may or
may not be classified documents.”

Deaver felt his own guard going up, but his voice stayed neutral and open.
“Photographs of what?”

“Inasec. If you agreeto look at them, I'll tell you how we got them and what we ve done so far in terms
of authentication. What I’ d like from you is your take on what it isyou see, and any ideas you might have
about where these pictures might have come from, et cetera. But whether you look at them or not, | need
to be able to count on your discretion.”

Deaver was glad he hadn’t had much more wine with dinner.

“What kind of classified?”

“CIA,NSA, DOD, | don't know. Top secret.”

“Arethey stamped ‘top secret’ 7’

“No, but the lawyers at PBS say we should behave asif they were.”
“What €lse can you tel me without going into the classified part?’
“Onepictureisof Marsand oneis of the Moon.”

Jake felt aquickening, like the adrendine spike from asmall freshet of fear. He could stop it here, right
here and now. He could protect himself completely by just saying no. Of course, he knew he would fed
like shit, but it wasn't thefirst time that had ever happened, and why should he trust thiswoman? Just
because he was attracted to her? That would be pretty stupid.

Moon Man . . .

Remembering the voice of the Kharmapawhispering hoarsely in hisear, he rdlaxed alittle and dmost
laughed out loud.

Moon Man, time to take another walk.

Deaver studied Angdld sface for amoment, like a condemned man unsure whether he beheld a
messenger of deliverance or an escort to the Tower. Or both in one. He was not a hundred percent sure
where thiswas going or what it would lead to, but the sense of danger was redl enough. Even so, the
impulse to turn away this earnest beauty felt suddenly like abetrayd. Not abetraya of Angelabut of his
most essentid sef. Or at least what he thought he liked most about himself. And whether he wastrusting



Angelatoo quickly or not, he trusted that fegling.

“Okay, let’ sseethem,” Jake heard himself say.

“Great.” Angdaoffered her hand on the bargain. “Y ou run Macintosh?’
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NASA Station/West Australia

“Can you hear me now? Colonel Blake?’

The Aussie grad student and aspiring astronaut candidate yelled into the cell phone, steering his faded,
aging Ford truck down the sun-dammed, wavery licorice blacktop road. Augi€ s voice was breaking up.

“I'll haveto cdl you from the station . . .”

Two hourswest and south of the University at Perth, Jonathan Quatraine rang off, hurtling on through the
outback heat and trailing aplume of dust. It was easily 110 degrees, with the windows down.

He checked the odo and squinted out the windshield, keeping watch for alittle blue-and-white sign that
would probably say NASA onit.

“Shite. Thisisthe back of beyond, en?’

The overloaded red pickup hit a pothole and shuddered, sending anasty jolt into the cab. Jonathan
dowed down, glancing at Hudson, afour-year-old Labrador retriever, riding shotgun beside him.

“Sorry. Huddy? Care for a cool one?’

His sense of balance unfazed by the road’ s bumpy assault on hisfour-legged center of gravity, the
chocolate Lab perked up at the offer. In lieu of long-deceased air-conditioning, Jonathan kept them both
hydrated with Broken Hill lager and handfuls of ice.

“Amber fluidsit is” From aplastic cooler on the floor, he fished out a beer, secured it between histhighs,
and fed someiceto Hudson. Then he saw it.

“Hold on!” Jonathan stuck hisarm out across the dog’ s chest and stood on the truck’ s aged
disk/drum-brake combo, coming to a stop twenty meters past the NASA ground-station turnoff.

Eyeing the ninety days of provisons gtill bungied down in the truck bed, he checked thetime and his
unflappable companion.

“No waorries, Hud. Just chuck ayewy, right? Right!”

January was the hot season down under and he was excited about winning the NASA summer job:
former Apollo astronaut Augie Blake had even come to Perth and personally recruited the grad student
from over two hundred gpplicants.

“Herewe go, mate.” Jonathan graunched his balky shifter into reverse, backed up past the blue NASA
down-link sign, and turned off into the bush.

Lessthan amile beyond, ahuge gray dish peeked up over astand of eucalyptus hiding the cinder block
building that would be Jonathan’s home for the next three months.
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Using the dual-processor Mac in his office, Jake had put the TOLAS Mars Observer photo upona
high-resflat-screen monitor. From her perch in arefinished captain’s chair, Angelahad observed his
reactionsto the Mars anomalies and fielded Deaver’ stechnica questions, some of which she could not
answer.

Then she had one of her own.

“ Jeke?’

“Yegh”

“You didn't send thisto me, did you?’
“Nope.” Heturned to face her.

Angdaknew hewastdling the truth. But now he waslooking at her, again with those wild-blue-yonder
eyes, asif trying to divine her intentions, or testing her integrity, her character. It was abit unnerving.

“What?' she said, shifting in her sedt.
Jake leaned toward her, hisvoice asintimate astheir proximity.
“Knowing changes everything, doesn't it?’

Therewas an impish quality that rode aong with the intimacy. Angelasmiled and nodded, asif they were
now part of asecret society of their own making. An unspoken trust was there, too, but there was more.

“Y es. Knowing changes everything.”
Jake leaned back and cocked his chinin the direction of her prodigious shoulder bag.
“Let’ sseethe other one.”

Angela produced the second image, showing two astronauts on the Moon. She noticed his posture, how
he became tense and Hill, losing the more playful quaity he had flashed before as he began looking
closdly at the lunar photo.

“And you think thisisfrom the same guy.”

“That' smy guess.”

Deaver read the handwritten caption out loud.

“And good luck, Mr. Grotsky, wherever you are. . .”
Angelatold what she knew.

“| searched the employee databases at NASA and at JPL in Cdiforniaand couldn’t find any Grotskys.
Then wetried looking up al the cosmonauts from the ‘60’ s on, but asfar aswe could tell—"

“Stop .. . . hold on asecond.” Deaver struggled to keep astraight face.
“What?Y ou think that's supid?’

“No, no, it sjust Grotsky . . ."



Jake was laughing out loud, like some kind of inside joke had been played more or lessat Angeld's
expense, and something about it really pissed her off.

“Then whét is so damned funny?’

“Grotsky . . . isnot acosmonaut. The Grotskyswere Nell Armstrong’ s next-door neighbors when he
wastweveyearsold.”
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1950/Ft. Lauderdale, Florida
“Oh,no...

Tweve-year-old Nell Armstrong couldn’t believeit. Practicing pitching, he had been doing pretty well,
firing fastballs through an old tire hung from the grapefruit treein his backyard with an dmost boring
accuracy. It was the curve that needed some work. Neil dried his sweaty hands on his T-shirt and
changed his grip, felt the gtitching of the seam snug up againgt the sde of hismiddle finger, and stared
down at the target. He then rocked from a stretch asif holding arunner onfirst and let it loose.

“Crap..."

Assoon asit left hishand, he knew. Sailing high and bouncing off the rim of the worn-out tire, the ball
made a dull thoink and caromed over the fence into the Grotskys' yard next door.

“Crgponacrutch...”

Hoping to smply retrieve his baseba | without the embarrassment of bothering the neighbors, Neil
climbed over the fence in the direction of the bal’ slast known trgjectory.

Spying aflash of white in the bushes under an open window, he crouched down to get it. But before he
could turn back for home he found himself frozen under the window, eavesdropping on aloud argument
going on inside the house between Mr. and Mrs. Grotsky.

“Ord sex?’
He listened, rooted to the spot as Mrs. Grotsky’ s voice rose in outrage.
“Youwant oral sex?!”

Y oung Neil Armstrong wasn't exactly sure what she was referring to, but Mrs. Grotsky' s attitude about
it was coming through loud and clear.

“The day you get oral sex isthe day that kid next door walks on the Moon!”

Hearing himself being referred to, he felt ashock of salf-conscious panic. Crawling out of the busheson
his hands and knees, he then ran asfast as he could across the yard and scrambled back over the fence.

But future Apollo Commander Nell Armstrong would remember that moment and the Grotskysfor the
rest of hislife.
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“And good luck, Mr. Grotsky, wherever you are.” Angelawas now laughing as hard as Jake.
Trying to catch her breath, she couldn’t help thinking about Augie Blake, wondering why he had shined



her on about Grotsky at the Blair House bash. Did he think she was aprude? That didn’t make any
sense.

“Augie Blake would know that story, wouldn’t he?’

Deaver seemed to coal dightly at the mention of hisold partner.
“It'san old astronaut story.”

Angelarefocused her attention on the astronauts in the Moon picture.
“All right, then, so thiswould be Neil Armstrongand . .. 7’

“No, no, thisis 18,” Jake said. “That’sme and Augie at Sinus Medii.”
“Oh.”

Angedafdt an odd sense of portent as Jake laid the print on a scanner bed and copied it to his computer.
Once he could enlarge it and play with it on-screen, he gave her atour, showing various lunar featuresin
isolation.

“Look at our shadows on the ground. This was taken during the day. Y ou see dl those starsin the sky
behind us?’ Jake indicated an areajust above the horizon. “The sun washes out the stars during daylight
hours, so the sky should be completely black.”

“Meaning this picture’ s been messed with?’
“Nope,” Jake said, “that’s how it was.”

Hiseyesinvited her to solve the contradiction. Angela could fed the fine hair on her arams and on the
back of her neck beginning to stand up.

“Jeke, anything you want to say hereisin complete confidence. Period. Until you say otherwise.”

He quit the computer without acknowledging what Angelahad said. He looked wound up tight, like the
insides of abasebd|, and that deep, wounded fedling she had noticed before seemed to surface and then
submergeitself. But it was clear they had an understanding. Deaver got up and headed for the door.

“| need some coffee. Y ou want coffee?’
“Sure. Black, with Sweet'n Low. If you got it.”

Jake led the way back to the kitchen, passing framed photographs from his Apollo 18 days, samples of
caligraphy, and Tibetan artwork.

“How about honey?’

“Fine. It sabout those stars, is't it?” She could fedl it coming, whatever it was. Jake glanced back over
his shoulder.

“Have you ever wondered why Americawent to the Moon eight timesin four years and then came
graight home and never, ever went anywhere again?’
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1973/Sinus M edii/the M oon



Commander Jake Deaver and Colonel Augie Blake had gone to the Moon wearing the
gold-embroidered mission patch of Apollo 18, which depicted their spacecraft rocketing away from
Earth benesath the three belt stars of Orion.

There was overt science to do on the surface, months of tedious underwater spacesuit training in the
Canaverd tanksfinaly about to pay off; exhaustive photo documentation, a moonquake monitoring
system to set up, aprotocol of instrumented readings, surface sample collecting, radiation and
micrometer erosion testing, and more. And then there was the covert mission.

“ Gentlemen, switch to ALTCOM Two. Do you copy? Over.”
“Goingto ALTCOM Two. Roger that, Houston.”

Having achieved lunar orbit, Blake and Deaver were instructed over the secure channel to open asealed
envelope.

Diagrams and photographs inside showed that their landing Site at Sinus Medii had been chosen because
it waswithin rover distance of what was described as* possible anoma ous objects’ picked up by both
Soviet and American lunar satellite cameras.

“Uh, Houston? What arewe looking at? Over . . ."
The two astronauts hammered the mission director with more questions than anybody had answersfor.
“What you seeiswhat we got, gentlemen.”

Most of the answers would have to come from ground truth: Jake and Augie were tasked with
photographing and documenting whatever they saw a Sinus Medii and bringing back to Earth up to two
hundred kilos of whatever “objects’ or “artifacts’ could be safely recovered.

This covert mission had to be accomplished in addition to the public science mission, but they were
assured that if what the Apollo 18 mission discovered was extraterrestrid in origin, the artifacts would be
made public “ a the proper time” and the astronauts would be alowed to talk about it publicly “at that
time”

For now, however, everything about thiswas to be considered a state secret and national security
concernswould dictate the timing and language of al communications and determine the scheduling and
priorities of the misson.

“Nondisclosure. Do you copy?’
“Roger, Houston. Copy that.”

Jake and Augie switched back to the normal radio frequency and resumed preparationsto set their
gpacecraft down on the Moon. They' d been told that nothing unusua would be visble from the landing
Ste, 0 the fixed cameras on the Lunar Excursion Module were considered safe for live network
transmission of Apollo 18 sMoon landing a Sinus Medii.

But NASA’ s scheduled, worldwide broadcast soon turned into a nail-biting disaster watch akin to
Apollo 13, thanks to an unexpected storm on the Sun.

Thefirg intimations of trouble came moments after beginning their descent.

“ Uh, Commander, maintain your present altitude and stand by. We're monitoring some EM



coming your way. We may lose you for a bit. Do you copy? Over.”
“Maintaining dtitude and standing by. Over.”

Solar flares were an unpredictable hazard of space travel, wreaking havoc with satellite and spacecraft
electronics, not to mention irradiating any astronauts caught in their wake.

This, however, was an M-class solar event, undeflected by the magnetic field of the Earth. As Jake and
Augie hovered, burning preciousfud, the EM storm arrived at the Moon in full force, its relentlesswaves
of electromagnetic particlesleaving their spacecraft deaf and blind. All voice and datacommunication
with Johnson Space, including Earth-guided telemetry, waslost. Augie took the stick.

“Guidanceisnow internd.”

Standard procedure would be to do nothing until contact could be resumed, using their very limited
thruster fuel to maintain asafe dtitude: risk the misson, not the men.

“Houston, thisis Apallo 18. Do you copy? Over.”

Jake and Augie heard nothing but white noise and settled in to swest out the wait. Going by the book,
they faced the red possibility of a scrubbed landing and afailed mission.

“How’ sour burn minutes, Dog Man?’
“WEe re a nineteen-point-five minutes of burn.”

They were using fud fast just to maintain position and the margin of safety for the trip home was dipping.
But after coming 300,000 miles and knowing how much more than Moon rocks might be awaiting them
on the surface, the two men would have sooner augered in than turn back for home.

“Mission Contral, thisis Apollo 18. Over.”

After trying to make contact every ten seconds for two more long, excruciating minutes, Houston
remained in blackout. Augie was a hundred percent ready to override the computer and land the
spacecraft, but it was Deaver who had to make the call.

“Say the word, Daddy-0.”

Jake turned away from the insrumentation and tightened the racing-car harnessthat held himin his seet.
“Fuck it. Put her down.”

“Aye-aye. Manud overrideisago. Grab something.”

Fying totaly without externa guidance, Augiefired the lander’ slittle atitude jets, pitching it over so he
could eyeball the landing site through one of two tiny porthole windows. Then, righting the spacecraft and
sghting on the horizon line, he set it down blind, asif he' d doneit athousand times, with Jake caling out
the dtimeter reading.

“Ninety meters. . . eighty . . . seventy . . . Sxty meters. . .”

At the heart of it was adirect line drawn from the Wright Brothers at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, to
Sinus Medii on the Moon, and the audacious dead-<tick landing would passinto NASA legend and the
history of human flight.



Whether credited or criticized, Deaver’s command decision and pilot Augie Blake s deft handling of the
spacecraft would forever be dissected at the Air Force Academy for the benefit of gonzo freshman
cadets.

Onceradio contact with Houston was restored and al the shouting was over, the astronauts made a
concerted effort to keep their heads down and stick to the script, hoping to diss pate unwanted
distractions caused by such hotdog heroics.

But thereal history being made by Apollo 18 would be made in secret: when Commander Jake Deaver
and Colond Augie Blake becamethe first human beingsto walk among the ruins of an extraterrestrid city
on another world.

After securing the spacecraft and compl eting the public aspect of their first day on the Moon, the two
men suited up, switched to the secure channel for communications, and set out from the landing Stein an
open rover.

“My God,” Jake said, gawking as best he could through his gold helmet visor.
“It' sawesome.” Augie stopped the $20 million little Jeep-like rover with the huge whedls.

Looking up and out from this vantage point, they could now see what satellite photos only hinted at: they
had set down insde the remains of a desiccated dome structure. In al directions, the two astronauts were
surrounded by a construct of thin, spidery beams eroded to near invishility and arching high up into the
black daytime ky.

Jake lifted his protective visor, accepting the brief UV hit in exchange for aclearer view. It was
breathtaking and hugely exciting. Both men were pumped up like Super Bowl athletes taking thefield.

“Haly fuck. It'sbig.”
“Houston, y’ dl should see this damn thing. Wish you were here.”
“We copy, Augie Doggie. You are our eyes and ears.”

But Augie had aready hopped out of the Lunar Excursion Module and begun making addiberate
panoramic sweep of the site with a hand-wound eight-millimeter film camera.

“I’'m taking adow pan now. Lookslikealot of brokenglass. . .”
“We copy. Commander, we show your visor in the up position. Over.”

“Roger that.” Deaver pulled the visor back down as he extracted alarge-format seventy-millimeter
Hasselblad still camera from its compartment in the rover and used the zoom to get close-ups of the
long-abandoned dien biosphere.

“Augi€ sright. Looks like glass pandls on aconvex-domeframe. . .”

In avacuum, glass can be made hard as stedl and would be alogicd thing for space farersto build with.
Jake documented severd shattered Slicate panels till clinging to lower sections of the dome, refracting
and reflecting sunlight into the lensin smeary little flashes.

“How highisthisthing, Dog Man?’
“Tenclicks, easy.”



The metdlic-looking framework was al so about twenty-five kilometers across at the base, and grew
more and more skeletal as you moved up from the bottom to the top and it gradually became denuded of
its glass pands. Jake photographed the biggest openings and noted their locations.

“Jesus, Augie. Y ou see those gaps?’
“Hell, yes, podnah.”

The descending orbits of their programmed approach had been more hazardous than they’ d imagined.
Luckily, gaping sections of the broken dome yawned blackly openin dl directions, someamilein
diameter or more. They had to have sailed blindly through one of these huge gaps, probably in their last
orbital go-around before the final descent.

“Wouldn't have known what hit us.” Augie stared up at the ravaged metd spires reaching out like
anguished fingers, some asthin as peanut brittle from millenniaof cosmic rain, other sections il sturdy
enough to have meant certain deeth if Augie had crashed into them.

“Houston, do you copy that?’” Jake said, suppressing his anger, but adding atask to their aready tight
schedule: this structure would have to be thoroughly mapped in 3-D for the safety of the next mission.
“Houston? We need to take atimeter readings. Over.”

After the few seconds of signa delay, the mission director and former Gemini pilot came back sounding
strained and gpologetic: better satellite reconnai ssance would have put them less at risk.

“Uh, loud and clear, Commander. Get everything you can. Over.”

Jake secured the Hasselblad, released the atimeter from its cushioned Ve cro cubby, and measured
every dimension of the lunar architecture until their first day’ s covert EV time was over and they had to
head back.

Jumping lightly into the rover in the Moon’ s one-sixth gravity, Deaver grabbed Augi€ s bulky arm and
indicated the gapsin the dome above them.

“Y ou're one lucky hotdoggin’ son of abitch, you know that?’
Augie grinned and strapped himsdf in behind the whedl.
“Stick with me, Daddy-0.”

Neither man would be able to degp much aboard the lunar module, which gave the NASA medical team
fits. They used thisinsomniato record hours of audio commentary, including observations and
speculation about all the things they couldn’t talk about except over the scrambled ALTCOM channdl.

The Dome, asthey cameto cdl it, obsessed them. They presumed that the immense biosphere would
have contained some kind of breathable atmosphere. The ETswould' ve needed to generate alot of
power to maintain such an infrastructure, too, but nothing of that alien technology remained on the
surface. At least, they hadn’t found it. But their imaginations leaped to fill in the blanks.

Who wer e they? What wer e they like? When wer e they here and why? Where did they go and
why? Had the city been abandoned or lost in some kind of catastrophe?

They strained to get a sense of the beings who had walked and breathed and clearly lived here unknown
thousands of years ago: intelligent entities capable of space travel and advanced enough to be building
arcologies on other worlds when Man was still making tools from stones and bones and playing with fire.



It was on their find excursion inside the Dome that Jake found the craterlike depression that was not a
crater. Steering the lunar rover to within ten meters of the hole, the two astronauts checked their air
supply and the battery life on their suits, then marked the time and their precise position.

“Houston, | think we found something. It'salarge hole. Over.”
“ Roger. What kind of hole, Commander? Over.”

Getting used to their bulky suits, Jake and Augie unstrapped, grabbed up cameras and flashlights, and
disembarked in light jumps that were becoming amost graceful with practice.

“It'slike amine shaft. We' re going to take a closer look. Over.”
“ Negative, Commander. Spelunking is not on the schedule. Do you copy?”

“Copy that, this definitely lookslike it could be the entrance to a habitat or some kind of mining
operation. We need to get coverage. Over.”

Asthey documented the entrance with still cameras, their handheld lights penetrated only afew
unrevealing metersinto the tunnel, which was otherwise occluded by debris. Undaunted, the astronauts
argued vehemently with Mission Control for permission to go indde the shaft.

“ Negatory. No way, gentlemen.” The Gemini dum wearing the vest in Houston wasfirm. “ That is the
word and the word is final: document what you can see from outside, then get back on the rover
and back on sked.”

Returning to the module, Jake and Augie went alittle crazy, conjuring up what might be found inthe ET
tunnels underneath the Dome: technology light-years ahead of what the United States had a the time,
logs, journdss, corpses of extraterrestrias, which they argued could be brought back in their backup
gpacesuits and swapped out in an emergency. But Houston wasn't buying.

“At least let ustake the camerasin. Ten minutes,” Jake begged. “ That’ sal we want isten minutes.”
But NASA management wasn't going for it on any level.

“ That’s a negative, Commander. End of discussion. It’'s a tremendous find, no question.
Outstanding. But whatever’s down there will still be down there when we come back with the
right tools for the right job. Do you copy?”

It was probably wise, but it was apolitical decison as much as anything. One awkward fall and one
gpacesuit torn on some unseen jagged piece of dien rebar, and NASA would have one unexplainable
American tragedy on their hands. and ascandd that’ d rock the program to its foundations.

“ Great work, gentlemen. Let’s move on.”

The remainder of the mission seemed anticlimactic. But on the long coast home, with the blue of Earth
getting larger every hour in the port window, Jake did have a consolation prize. Among the two hundred
kilos of classified Dome materids they were secretly shipping home was a smooth, flat bladelike piece of
indigo-colored Slicate he had found thet first day under the Dome.

It was dmost opague, like other shard samples taken from the many pools of shattered ET glass. But
when held to the light, this one showed six hieroglyphic symbols suspended in the center, somehow
etched insde the blade without disturbing its smooth beach-bottle surface.



In the spacecraft, Deaver photographed the symbols backlit by flashlights, uncertain how the pictures
would come out, and studied them for hours, copying the glyphs with pen and ink until they were etched
into hisbran.

Once back on Earth, however, Jake s photos, sketches, and the indigo shard itself, dong with all other
artifactsfrom the Dome a Sinus Medii, were whisked off for examination and then archived away from
public view.
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“My God, Jeke.”

In Deaver’ swarm high-ceilinged kitchen, what remained of Angela s coffee was cold. Still enrgptured by
the story, she drank it off.

“Thank you,” she sad.

Setting fresh candles on the table, Jake had assembled a caligraphy brush, freshly ground black ink, and
apad of art paper. Angela' s eyes widened as he drew an eegant hieroglyph from memory, laid it next to
the“ Grotsky photo” of the Moon, and then continued with the boar’ s-hair brush and ink.

“Beautiful.” Angdadared a the dien rune. “1t’ sbeautiful.”

“Thanks”

“Any ideawhat it means?’

“I’'mworkingonit.”

Deaver kept drawing as Angela studied the M oon photo with fresh eyes.
“And what about the stars in the daytime sky?’

“Sunlight hitting pieces of glass onthe dome.”

Once Jake had inked dl six lunar glyphs, he arranged them in acareful order on thetable. Individualy
and collectively they seemed to radiate a profound sense of mystery.

Deaver then dipped agraphite rubbing out of hisart papers.
“I found thison awall of the Great Pyramid & Giza”
When the rubbing was set among the lunar glyphs, Angela could see the smilarity. It was Sunning.

“Oh, Jake, people deserve to see this. The world deservesto seethis.” She stood up, taking in al the
ancient symbols together and shaking her head in disbelief. “ And people think you're crazy.”

“Only for thelast thirty years”

Angedalooked at Jake and then leaned over and kissed him full on the mouth. It was partly a Desdemona
kissfor the perils he had passed, partly an expression of appreciation for being entrusted with his secret,
al inamoment of spontaneous affection that generated more erotic heet than either of them might have
expected. What might be done about it remained to be seen, but it left Deaver surprised and somewhat
nonplussed.

Angelatucked her hair behind her ears and |eaned back away from hisface.



“I suppose that was alapsein professionalism on my part.”
“I'll ill respect you in the morning.”

Jake' s composure was returning, but it wasn't hard for Angelato tell how he was fedling about thet kiss.
What he might be thinking was another matter.

“Youthink | kissed you to recruit you?’

Still standing close enough to have easily kissed her back, Jake made awry face, took her empty cup
over tothe sink, and rinsed it out, dissipating the sexua tension.

“No, you pretty much had mewhen | first heard your voice on the phone. But if you' re serious about
what the world deservesto see, there' s some assigned reading. A report made to Congressin 1959 by
the Brookings Intitute about the risks inherent in exploring space.”

Angelagave him alook with her smart green eyes.
“Bringiton.”

Ten minuteslater, Angela Browning' s rented Cavaier blasted past the dark access road across from
Jake s property, rattling itsway downhill to pick up the interstate back to Denver.

In their nondescript burgundy sedan, the windows half fogged up by body heet, the FBI field agents
made dutiful note of it. Markgrin checked the time on his luminous designer watch and entered it in the
caelog.

“Guess he' snot getting lucky after al.”
“Holdon.”

Stottlemeyer first heard then saw a second car passing by at speed with its headlights off, and his
attentiveness was rewarded with aflash of red brake lampsthat gave up alittle more information.

“Subaru, early *90's, dark green. Colorado plates. Needs awash.”

It was pretty typical: thousands of the little four-whed-drive wagons with 100,000-plus miles on them
could be seen thrashing around the Rocky Mountainsall year long. Probably just someloca guy ina
hurry who forgot to turn hislights on. Stottlemeyer rdlaxed hisvigil.

“Fuck it. Timeto drain the snake.”

As Stottlemeyer opened the passenger-sde door, the domelight flashed, fully revealing their stakeout in
the dark road. Markgrin snapped it off.

“Jesus. Put up abillboard, why don’t you.”

But Stottlemeyer’ s hard shoes were already stumbling over field rocks and sounding uncertain of their
footing until an extended splash and splatter, dong with a half-suppressed moan, announced the arriva of
relief.
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The squat, gray Austraian relay station had the spilled-beer and moldy laundry charm of afrat house. But
for the Aussie grad student it was hiskind of frat house: one with $100 million worth of fully automated



digital satellite insrumentation and the only direct NASA connection to the Space Station Alpha under
the Southern Cross.

With lights on, provisonsin, and the air-con blasting, Jonathan set fresh water down for Hudson, who
was eegerly exploring.

“A yawn, apiss, and agood look ‘round?’

After grabbing the chocolate Lab for aquick wrestle, he fed Hudson a doggie cookie. Then he got on the
landline to Washington, D.C., and the man who had picked him for the job.

“Colonel Blake?It's John down under. Can you hear me now?’
“ Good. Much better. How's it ook, son?”

“Looking good. No worries. We re moved in and powered up.”
“ Let’s do a run-through.”

Working through equipment presets on the station checklist was dl they could do before handling a
scheduled live feed from the space station.

Launched two days earlier, the Pentagon’s Clementine |11 satdllite had alast whip-crack flyby today on
itsway to mapping the dark side of the Moon. From Jonathan’slocation in Australia, the outback dish
would bounce video sgndsfrom Alpha and the visiting space shuttle Atlantis directly to CNN/London.
The station was fully automated, but NASA required alive body in Situ to monitor, maintain, and provide
tech support for station equipment, which is how Jonathan would earn his pay for the next three months.

“ Okay, John-boy, there’s a VCR and a box of blank cassettes. Find CNN on receiver A. You'll be
archiving the Clementine flyby and everything on the event schedule fromhere onin.
Comprende? And put me on the box, would you, son?”

“Right.”

Jonathan switched over to the speakerphone and found the tape in ablack metal rack of relay
equipment. Video monitors hanging from the calling were dready showing test images as Alpha cameras
zoomed in on the Earth terminus and the exact spot from which Clementine 111 would soon emerge.

“John?”
“Got it. Just gottawhack it in.”

Sapping a cassette into the VCR, he hit record/pause and surfed through the receiver channds until he
found Judy Woodruff reporting from CNN/Atlanta. He then cued the tape up past the leader and hit
record.

“ And next up, on CNN, step on board Space Shuttle Atlantis and the International Space Station
Alpha, where the Clementine 111 satellite will be flying by at eighteen thousand miles per hour on
its way to the Moon, coming up live on CNN. Don’'t go away . . .”

“Colond Blake?Isthat enough level?”’
“Loud and clear. You rollin’ ?”

“Yes, gr. Greenlightison.”



“ Make sure input audio isn’t pinning.”

The Aussie grad student glanced around to see what Hudson was getting into, checked the record
volume, and turned up Augie on the speakerphone.

“Input audio looks good, Sir.”

“Okay.” Augi€ sdisembodied voicefilled the cinder block room. “ Now go to receiver B and punch up
some numbers I’ m going to give you. You should get a PIP window on-screen.”

Jonathan entered the code Augie gave him and abox opened up in the corner of the station monitors
showing the view from Atlantis s open shuttle bay.

“Whoa I'll be stuffed.”

It was aprivileged view: the curvature of the Earth seen live from high orbit. The PIP window then began
cycling itsdf through a network of security cameras on board both Alpha and the space shuittle.

“That’ s the EC, the emergency channel. It’s on 24/7 as a safety backup. So, if you get bored, son,
you'’ ve got all astronauts all the time.”

Suddenly the channel switched to show ayoung Alphaastronaut, Lieutenant Heather Charney, floating in
zero g a a gpace-station porthole.

“Whoal” Jonathan watched the attractive Lieutenant Charney set up avideo camerato cover
Clementine’ s gpproach and fina dingshot pass.

The emergency channd then cycled onto another station, CNN came back from commercia, and
Augi€ svoice brought the grad student back down to earth.

“ All right. It’s show time.”

PART

v

Give your heart and soul to me, and lifewill always be lavieenrose. . .
—Edith Piaf, “LaVie en Rose”

&

February 6/Washington, D.C.

Leaning againgt the doorjamb in Angela s office and watching her partner powering through the on-line
database of the New York Times, Miriam noted a certain hyperenergized focus that made her wonder if
something more had happened in Colorado than Angelahad been ready to divulge.

“Don't forget. We ve got ameeting on the Hill.”
“I didn’t forget.”

Miriam decided it wasn't so much her energy—she just seemed happier than when sheleft. Angela
waved her on into the room.

“Miriam. Check thisout. New York Times, December 1959. The Brookingsreport . . . headline: ‘ Public
Warned to Prepare for Discovery of Extraterrestrid Life” Thisiswhat Jake turned me on to.”



Miriam stood behind her and read the subhead over Angela s shoulder.

“ *Blue Ribbon Panel Makes Recommendation to Congress,” blah-blah-blah, * President Eisenhower
requested the yearlong Brookings Indtitute sudy’—"

But Angelawas aready skipping ahead, scrolling down the long document to something else she wanted
Miriam to see.

“Sorry, sorry. Just bear with me. It' sright near theend.”
“Isthisthe morning-after buzz from a Rocky Mountain high?’

“Wait. Thisisit.” Angdaignored the Miriam mind probe, found the paragraph she wanted, and
highlighted it. “Miriam, it al goesback to here. Thisiswhereit dl got started. It' sun-fucking-believable.”

Angelaread thetext aloud.

“ “The government should consider withholding from the public . . . any discovery of dien artifactson
Venus, Mars, or the Moon.” Now, doesthat sound like abasisfor policy, or what?’

“Just hold on, speedo, let me seethis.” Miriam read it dowly through.

“ “Withholding from the public’ . . . they actualy say that.”

“On the front page of the New York Times.”

“And who's Eisenhower got making these recommendations?”

“Jugt wait.”

Angelazoomed to the end, highlighting the contributing science folk, etc.

“Vaila: the créme de lapostwar créme: Rockefeller, Dr. Werner von Braun, yadayada-yada, opinion
coauthored by Dr. Margaret Mead and . . .”

Angela pointed at the name on screen and let her partner read it off.
“Dr. PaulaWinnick.” Miriam sounded just as shocked as she was.
Angela sat there amoment, letting it Sink in before she spoke again.

“Someone of the highest stature. Someone trustable with the nation’ s darkest secrets for forty years.
Somebody with unlimited access and unimpeachable integrity, who just might need to see the truth told
before shedies”

“Jesus, Angie.” Miriam turned and stared out the window toward the Capitol rotundaand the
congressman’ s office where they were about to go have their meeting. Numerous possibilities for what
this Brookings Institute report might mean competed for her attention. One of them won out, hands
down.

“WEél, | guessthere s no reason our Deep Cosmo had to be aman, isthere?’
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Congressional Offices/Capitol Hill



They waited in the anteroom to Chairman Lowe s office, flipping through magazines splayed out on an
Early American maple coffeetable.

Representative Phillip Lowe, Democratic chairman of the House Committee on Space, was charged with
the responsihility of bird-dogging both NASA and, on paper, the Pentagon’ s growing space program as
well.

Back homein his secure North Carolinadistrict, Lowe waswdll liked but not revered in the same way
hisfather, the late Senator Everett Chambers Lowe, had been. On Capitol Hill aswell, the view was that
Old Ev' sfavorite son was certainly bright enough, but: “What' s the boy ever done?’

The Space Committee chair was thefirst leadership position that Phillip Lowe had overtly campaigned
for in eight quiet termsin Congress. not asgn of overweaning ambition.

Angelasnapped through the normally guilty pleasure of a People magazine and checked her watch for
the tenth time in as many minutes. By comparison, Miriam was an aoll of calm, perusing the compendium
of old newsthat she was surprised to find was the current Time magazine,

“Oh, | reached Dr. Winnick.”
“Am?!
“Teaon Friday in Georgetown. | didn’'t say why.”

“Good.” Angelatossed the People back on apile, her mind racing ahead. “Y ou know, Jake Deaver and
Paula Winnick go way back. Maybe he should bein the room.”

Angelawasfinding it very hard keeping Deaver’ s story a secret, but she was honor-bound. There was
onething, though, that'd smply dipped her mind.

“By theway, and don’t get mad because it was the right thing to do, | let Jake scan a copy of the Moon
photo into his computer.”

Miriamrolled her eyes.
“Y ou fucked him, didn’t you.”
“I knew you were going to say that.”

“Look, dl I'm saying is controlling who seesthis stuff and who can connect it to usisthe only way we
have to protect oursalves here.”

“Miriam, Jake gave us Brookings, for Christ’s sake. He' sagood guy and | trust him. Absolutely. And |
didn’t fuck him.”

“Y ou mean not yet.”
Angelalet that one go and changed the subject.
“So, how isit you know this guy Lowe, anyway?’

Miriam smiled and glanced past a young receptionit fielding the endless ondaught of phone calls, then
smoothly got to her feet.

“Later,” shesad, her smile widening as the Congressman’ s longtime secretary approached from Lowe's



inner office.
“Judith, lovely to seeyou.”

“Miriam, how wonderful.” Judith Chen’s silver-gray hair was held back from her face by acarved jade
piece that looked collectible, lending her the academic air of an Asan-lit professor at Barnard College.

They exchanged brief hugs and Miriam made the introductions.

“Angda, Judith Chen—without whom the Congressman would never be anywhere, know anything, or
have any friends|eft in town.”

“A pleasure,” Chen said, offering her hand. “1’m just sorry to keep you waiting. Come on back. Angela,
we love Science Horizon, by the way.”

“Thank you. I'mglad.”

“Werecord it every week, standing orders.” The diminutive secretary led them toward tall, hardwood
double doors with immense brassfittings. “ Fair warning, | just reminded the Congressman he hasavoice
vote on the floor in twenty-five minutes. Anyway—Muiriam, you look wonderful .”

“Thanks. Y ou, too.”

Angelacaught her colleague’ s eye with aquestioning look, but Miriam ignored it as she strodeinto
Lowe soffice,

“Jesus, Miriam . . .” Lowe said, gathering his thoughts behind an otherwise poker-faced expresson. He
had examined the whole package: glossy 11" x 14”s of the leaked TOLASMars Observer photo of
Cydonia, ahighlighted copy of the Brookings report, and athree-page brief including Miriam’ s account
of the postshow meeting with Professor Weintraub.

“Wadll, firg off, | want to thank you both for coming in. It' s not the kind of thing you want to wake up and
read about it in the Washington Post.”

“Not if you're Space Committee chairman.” Miriam noted more gray hair at the congressman’ stemples
than she remembered. “ So, what do you think?’

Lowe gave both women an open look, laying his handsflat on the desk.
“Wdll, if it' strue, it'sof profound significance. What' s your agenda?’

“All wewant, Phillip, isfor people to know the truth.” Miriam turned dightly to include Angda. “We're
not interested in any witch-hunts.”

“Or the Ringling BrothersBarnum and Bailey Circus,” Angelaadded.

“Themain questionis,” Miriam continued, “do you think it would precipitate hearingsif we did ashow on
al this?”

The Congressman shrugged. “Not necessarily. It depends.”

“Let meput it thisway.” Miriam shifted her weight and gifted him with her most disarming smartass amile,
“Isthere away to present this material on PBS that would be most likely to give Congressman Phillip
Lowe the ammo he would need to call for apublic hearing, should he so desire?”



Lowe leaned back and retreated behind a more closed expression. Out the window, the Old Senate
Office Building could be seen, asite where many a state secret had been reveded and heatedly
bargained over behind closed conference-room doors.

“What are you thinking, Phil?”
Miriam asked this asif she had not been asking men the same question dl of her adult life.

“I"'m thinking about my old friend Admira Jm Ingraham, late of the NSA. Recently coaxed out of
retirement to oversee the unmanned space program at JPL in Cdifornia. Including the remote satellite
exploration of Mars”

“James T. Ingraham. The most decorated intelligence officer in U.S. history.” Angelanodded, looking a
her partner.

“Wedidn't know that,” Miriam said, getting it: Why would the government put agrand spymaster in
charge of dataacquigtion from NASA’s Mars misson satellitesif there wasn't something there that they
wanted to control?

“I"’m aso wondering who to trust for a second opinion.” Lowe indicated the Mars Observer photos.
“ Satellite experts tend to dready be either on the NASA payrall, or working for the Pentagon, or
desirous of doing so inthefuture.”

Angelabegan taking notes: akind of momentum was building. Lowe seemed sympathetic, cautious but
interested in doing something, going forward in someway. It'd make dl the differenceif he became an
aly.

“Congressman, we can work up ashort list if you like.”

“But let’s say you get independent confirmation, Phil,” Miriam said. “ Beyond areasonable doubt. How
do you fed about theidea of public hearings?’

“With umbrella protection by congressional subpoenafor anyone caled to testify?’ Lowe nodded. “Wéll,
unless something shedding asimilar amount of daylight can be worked out with NASA and the Pentagon.
Frankly, I'd prefer if al this came out in amore straightforward manner. Though if they thought they
might head off apublic hearing .. .

“Could these hypothetical congressiona subpoenas cover both current and former NASA employees,
military and civilian? And would the hearings be closed door or televised?’

“The people pay for the space program, and by NASA charter, the fruits of the space program belong to
the people. They deserve to know the truth.”

The U.S. and North Carolina state flags supported by standards to the |eft and behind his chair lent a
sense of authority to Chairman Lowe s populist position, resonant with overtones of Mr. Smith Goes to
Washington. Miriam found hersdlf Sitting up straighter in her chair.

“That' swhy | told Angie we had to see you, Phil, before we did anything. Sometimes people just need to
beintdligently led.”

“Thanks. It’sniceto be thought of in thoseterms.” Lowe repackaged the materid they had given him and
tucked it into a briefcase leaning up againgt the American flag. “ For fifteen minutes, anyway.”

He made an un-Capraesque face that communicated an ingder’ slack of illusions and provoked agood



laugh. Then the intercom buzzed with his floor-vote prompt.
“ Congressman? It’stime.”

Rolling down his deeves and grabbing his suit coat off the back of hischair, Lowe came around from
behind the desk.

“Give meaweek. And thanks, again, for comingin.”
“Thank you, Mr. Chairman.”
Miriam stood up, offering her hand.

“Oh, please.” He waved off the handshake in favor of ahug. “Y ou look great. Sorry to cut it short. Call
meif | haven't cdled you.”

“No problem,” Miriam grinned, extricating hersdf from hisarmsin agraceful bit of choreography. Lowe
and Angdlashook hands.

“Ms. Browning . ..”
The Congressman then dashed out to be counted.

Oncetheir staccato hedls could be heard clacking their way through the marbled corridors-of-power,
Angelaeyed her partner and decided she had |ooked about fifteen or twenty years younger back therein
the congressiond clinch. Miriam leaned toward her, leading the way out of the building.

“ Some bombshell about NASA and the spook-meister.”
But Angdawas not interested in discussing Admird James T. Ingraham.

“Y ou know what | want to hear about,” she said, sounding like Roz Russell flashing her press credentids
at agun mall inacity room depostion. “ Spill, Sster.”

Miriam paused amoment at the top of the Capitol steps and surveyed the famous fountain below before
offering up awholly unregretful confession.

“We were very young, | was very blond, hewas very married, it was very brief.”

She then descended toward the fountain and the cab stand beyond with as much dignity as she could
muster with Angela, giggling like ateenager, in-train behind her.

Behind them, anondescript man in his mid-to-late thirties carrying an unremarkabl e lesther briefcase
followed at acasud distance. In histailored suit and overcoat, he could have been any number of things:
acorporate lobbyist, acongressond investigator, alawyer for any of amyriad of big-businessinterests
hustling access to lawmakers on behaf of aclient.

But like the last choice on aballot sheet, he was none of the above.
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Acrosstown, Sandy Sokoff was thinking about hisimpending meeting with the President and how to say
some of the difficult, even disturbing things he believed he now had to say as he steered his black Ford
Explorer out of the basement parking in his building and nosed into rush-hour traffic.

The contract operative falling in two cars back in a stedth-bronze Buick LeSabre didn’t know what the



President’ s counsel had doneto attract the extreme displeasure of his employers and he wasn't paid to
guess.

Hedidn't know Sandy Sokoff was counsd to the President of the United States and wouldn’t have
cared to. Accelerating up aramp behind Sokoff and merging onto the beltway, the operative had only
two things on hismind: getting apositive visud 1D on the target and making certain the target wasdonein
the vehicle. Once satisfied on both counts, he fell back afew lengths for safety before pushing a button
on atiny handheld dectronic device that sent asigna to atiny explosive device hidden in the Explorer’s
|eft-front whed well, blowing the tire and sending Sokoff’ struck careening in ashower of sparksuntil it
dammed to ahard stop againgt the meridian.

Mission accomplished, the operative swerved past the crash and sped away. Relaxing, he loosened his
tie and began looking forward to the third thing on his“to do” list: abig pancake breakfast with link
sausages and bacon, hot coffee and cold orangejuice.

He imagined the crash truck and the busy D.C. cops coming to the accident scene, scratching their heads
at theworn-out blown left-front tire. If they were at least half smart they would then check the right-front
tire, which the op had aso stedthily replaced with another discount Firestone “blem.” At which point, it
would be game over. Case closed.

Seeing the exit Sgn for the International House of Pancakes, the contract op carefully looked over his
shoulder and changed lanes.

The haf-smart cops would conclude that the accident victim had made abad bet on cheap tiresthat he
should' ve at least rotated with the rear pair, which looked amost new. It was so smple, it waskind of a
shame.

But then again, he thought, happily steering off the beltway toward his IHOP breakfast, that was kind
of the beauty of the thing.

Sokoff stepped shakily down out of the pranged black Explorer. Therewasaringing in hisears, but he
could still hear the gpproaching sirens. Somebody must have called it in right away. He'd beenin too
much shock to think of doing so.

With looky-loos dowing down to gawk on both sides of the median, he took aquick persona inventory;
the air bag had saved him, but it had hurt like hell and his favorite sunglasses had | eft deep red
indentations where they’ d broken on hisface.

But the shades seemed to be dll that was broken. He noticed his hands were shaking and his brain
seemed both frozen and way overamped.

“Jesus.” He bent at the waig, letting blood flow to his head.

By the time the ambulance pulled up, he wasn't dizzy anymore and he d had the presence of mind to call
Mrs. Travison his cell phone and reschedule with the President.

Then the paramedics were al over him, checking hiseyesfor dilation and other signs of shock or
concussion and hel ping him over to their red-and-white van.

“Sr?Wedidn't see any passengersin the vehicle; were you done?’

“No passengers.”
Submitting to the paramedics tailgate physicd, he learned that his right knee was banged up from



smashing into the dash. It d probably get black and blue.
“Doesthat hurt, Sr?” The medic pressed on the bruise.
“Ow. Fuck, yes. Remind me not to pressonit like that.”

Hisscdp aso had aswdll little knot from smacking into the b-pillar, making the argument for sde head
air-bag protection. But no nausea meant no concussion: dl in dl, the President’ s counsel was avery

lucky man.

Once hislucidity returned, Sokoff buzzed the medics with his White House I D and talked them into
giving him three Tylenol and alift to 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue. He d been prepared to ing <t thet the
fate of the republic wasin his hands and the President of the United States was waiting to see him, but it
hadn’t been necessary. Which was probably just aswell.

On agurney insde the ambulance, waiting for hisdrugsto kick in, Sandy had time to think about the
crash and knew in his gut that it had not been an accident.

Of course, his State Farm agent and the D.C. police would investigate, and if he didn’t use his clout to
make them spend money on serious lab work, et cetera, he' d be very surprised if they cdled it anything
except “tirefalure.”

Butit didn’'t redly matter: heknew. And if they were smart, whoever they were, they would know he
knew.

Dead or warned off, he thought, wincing as he stretched out his gtiffening leg. Hey, it'sawin-win.

And for thefirg timein hislife, which was surprising for a Texan, Sandy Sokoff found himsdf thinking
about buying agun.
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February 7/FBI Field Office/Denver

With the word that aNava Intelligence team was being dispatched onto their Colorado turf,
Stottlemeyer and Markgrin pondered the question of what kind of bullshit politics was going on now.

“Just tell me. Has somebody got a problem?’ Stottlemeyer growled into his desk phonein Denver.

All he got, though, was a bored-sounding voice emanating from the hallowed bowels of the Hoover
Building in Washington, D.C., reminding them of their obligation to play well with others.

Markgrin watched thered risein his partner’ s already florid face as Stottlemeyer hung up. It waslike
following achild’ sworsening fever on athermometer.

“So, what' sup?’

Stottlemeyer put together astring of cursesin which the words gay-ass and motherfucker werea
recurring theme.

“Let’sroll.”
“Roll where?’

Stottlemeyer jerked on his Rockies jacket over an air-weight holster and led Markgrin out the field office
door, venting as he went.



“Lunch. With somefuckin' gay-assgym rat NAV/INT motherfuckers. But we' re not taking any
horseshit, man. Y ou know what I'm saying?’

“And what exactly would that look like?” Markgrin followed in hiswake as Stottlemeyer banged hisway
out into the parking lot.

“Like abunch of gay-ass gym rats picking up the tab, for openers.”

“Oh, yeah,” Markgrin said, waving his stocky partner off the whedl side and unlocking their car. “We can
put the hurt on ‘em there, big guy.”

As expected, the meeting with the diffident young Navy creep-team in the bar at the Boulderado Hotel
was no love fest. But the two agents gave them what they needed: the rundown on Jake Deaver’ sdaily
routine and histeaching schedule at UC—Boulder.

“His afternoon classisfrom two to four,” Stottlemeyer said, making what he thought was a heroic effort
not to react to the beaucoup attitude radiating toward them from acrossthe table.

“At the college. That' Il work.” The twenty-nine-year-old team leader did the talking for his hard-muscled
crew, who drank bottled water and smirked at the fibbies, hoping to die before they got that old. “How
far isthe house?’

Markgrin drew amap for them on arestaurant napkin.

“Sometimes he goes for coffee with some of the kids afterward,” he added, amused by how the
NAV/INT guys kept their shades on to read the menu. It was so MTV. “Travel timefrom here, figure
ten minutes, tops. We can stay with him, if you want. Let you know when he'son the move.”

“I don't think that’ |l be necessary.” The team leader Sgnaled the walitress.

Stottlemeyer fumed at the dismissive tone, then ordered the Boulderado rib eye and a bucket of
steamers, since he' d decided the Navy was buying. He then leaned across the table after the menus were
collected, and bumped up the peaky testosterone level just atouch.

“Dousafavor,” he said, addressing the whole crew, using agravelly Passaic sotto voce which his
straight-faced partner thought was pretty funny.

“Welive here” Stottlemeyer let the musclein his clenched jaw jump a couple of times for emphasis.
“Don’'t make us have to gpologize for anything.”

The G-men needn’t have worried: the dl-pro Nava Intelligence cregpsters executed a meticulous
break-in of Jake' s cabin and alight toss, leaving little or no trace of their passing. Hacking into the
password-secure filesin Deaver’ s computer was a pain, but much easier to accomplishin stu than via
the Internet.

Inthe end, every file and every disk in storage was downloaded onto a portable hard drive, and they
were out clean in ninety minutes and off the Denver airport radar three hours later.

The datawould then be hand-carried in a secure pouch back to the Office of Naval Intelligencein
Washington, D.C. Oncethere, it would belogged in, put inside alockbox, and taken by armed detail to
the NSA for an eyes-only analysis, which would, in turn, be delivered directly to R. Cabot “Bob”
Winston.
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NASA Station/West Australia

Jonathan Quatraine was starting to fed quite at home in the back-of-beyond station, cooking mealsin the
rudimentary kitchen and hiking with Hudson around the outback near the dish. What he had cometo like
most was the thing Colonel Blake had shown him: the Space Sation Alpha emergency channe with its
privileged peek behind the scenes.

Likenow, Stting in hischair, drinking acoolie from hislager cache, and watching asironaut Lieutenant
Heather Charney floating weightlesdy near the deep sacks, setting out astring of raisinsin theair in front
of her and snapping them up like Pac-Man.

“The Goddessisin heaven and al’ sright with the world, mate.”

Lieutenant Charney’ s spiky haircut seemed perfectly designed to look good in microgravity and Jonathan
fantasized himsdlf into the scene, the two of them “starkers,” bouncing off the walls and making frantic
flying lovelikeaporno Matrix.

“Bollocks.” Jonathan banged down his beer can asthe EC cycled to another camera, this one showing
two Americansin jumpsuits droning their way down achecklist on aclipboard |abeled PROJECT
ORION. The Aussie student blinked.

“Qrion..."

Jonathan didn’t remember any Project Orion. With asinking sensation he rolled his desk chair over to
recheck the e-mailed event sked: no Orion.

The screen switched again, to a cameralocated in the space shuttle' s cargo bay. The cargo doors were
wide open, revedling a quadrant of space that included adlice of Earth, some twinkly stars above the
night terminus, and two suited-up astronauts deploying alarge, shiny concave mirror.

“Shiteamighty.”

Jonathan felt sick. Wasn't he supposed to archive every station event? And deploying a satdllite from
Atlantis had to be a station event, on the sked or not.

Powering up the receiver, he smacked the nearest cassette at hand into the VCR and started recording.
Setting sound levels, he could hear the astronauts' chatter with Mission Control and atime code peeping
its pulse. Something was definitely happening and hel d dmaost missed it completely.

“Shite,” he shouted, causing Hudson to look up from hiswater dish.

Jonathan quickly reset the tape counter, scanned his own instrumentation, and double-checked the
record light: at least he was getting this much. Then the time-code beep became augmented by a hiss of
high-end gain and an audible countdown in Russian, with a shadow count in English.

“Ten...nine...eght...”

Russian? Russian? It was al happening too fast. Glued to the monitor with its beautiful view out the
shuttle-bay doors, Jonathan reached for the phone and then stopped himself. What good would that do?
He'djust fed likeafool calling Johnson Space Center in the middle of acount just to et them know he'd
missed everything up to this point and was acomplete and utter wanker.

“Project Orion. Initiate.. . .”

Suddenly he saw abright pulse of light, originating from somewhere below Alpha and Atlantis, shoot up,



forming a powerful standing column of laser light that beamed out past the pace station and far into
space.

“What the fuck?’ Jonathan held his breath. He could hear astronauts and cosmonauts chatting asthe
mirror SAT he had seen deployed was being remotely maneuvered into position to intercept the laser.

“Oh, God.”

Suddenly the space mirror was deflecting the huge, silent beam at an acute angle, redirecting it out past
the night terminus of the Earth, whereit disgppeared thousands of miles downrange. Jonathan was
mesmerized.

“Thisisawesome.”

The epic hypotenuse of lockstep photons suspended itsdlf in this sustained manifestation of sheer power
for about ninety seconds, underscored by whoops and exclamations in Russian and English on the
transmit channdl.

And then, asif someone had clicked off aflashlight, the laser was gone. But the Aussie grad student
knew what he had witnessed.

“A weaponstest. A secret bloody space weagponstest.”
And the reason it wasn’t on the daily sked was that he wasn’t supposed to see it, was he?
But he had seen it. He looked down at the video machine: he even had evidenceto proveit.

“Project Orion. Krilkey . . .” Jonathan’ sfingers were shaky as he punched rewind. He noticed, for the
first time, that in his haste he had not grabbed a blank cassette and had in fact recorded over acopy of
the classc “ Cheese Shop” sketch from the Best of Monty Python and part of an Ab Fab. But hewas
too busy getting paranoid to mourn the loss.

He replayed the recorded test once more: it was astounding.
“Fuck, fuck, fuckitty.”

Jonathan vaulted up out of the chair and paced the room with Hudson at his hedl's, picking up on his
dam.

He imagined Home Guard hdlicopters keening and careening overhead and security troopers rappelling
down like commandos and arresting him for security violations. He saw himsdlf dragged off and thrown
incommunicado into some military/pend hellholein Canberraand subjected to brutal interrogation.

“Shite!” he shouted, frightening the brown Lab into a barking jag. Jonathan smoothed out the raised ridge
of fur on the dog’ s back.

“There, there, she'll bedl right, you mug.”

It gradualy occurred to him that maybe his fate was entirely in his own hands. erase the tape, destroy the
evidence, and Bob' s-your-uncle.

But what if there was some way they could know that he'd seen it and archived it? A hidden
camera in the station, or a monitoring device in Houston or something.

Inthat case, not saying anything would be the most suspicious thing he could do. And how could he



prove he' d destroyed the evidence, if he destroyed the evidence?

Jonathan wanted to do the right thing, whatever it was, without getting himsdlf shit-canned in disgrace or
worse, but he was at acompleteloss. Then it came to him: the one person on Earth he might be ableto
trud.

“Colond Blake”

Once heredlized there might be something arguably appropriate that he could actualy do, hisfear
subsided and he began to think more clearly.

a7

February 8/Arlington Country Club/Washington, D.C.

The course a Arlington was avast swath of wet and soggy turf from the night’ srain, and it appeared to
be threatening, again. Y ellow pin flags snapped horizonta al acrossthe empty course. The cherry trees,
fooled into budding early by a series of springlike days, were now getting double-crossed.

With an eyeto the sky, Bob Winston, Admira James T. Ingraham, and NASA Adminisirator Vernon
Pierce elected to take buckets of balls down to the far end of the driving range.

The wind snatched at Pierce' s golf jacket, sending a chill down his neck to keep company with the cold
sense of dread already lodged in his chest.

“We have adgtuation, Vern,” Winston said, taking practice swings amid the swampy puddies. Pierce
dipped the cover off hisdriver. He knew they had asituation. He' d been up since 5:30 A.M. preparing
for thismeseting to discussit.

“Whoisit?’
Winston glanced at the Admiral and then bent down to tee up hisball.

“Commander Jake Deaver isin felony possession of above-top-secret materid which we believe he's
planning to leak or may dready have leaked to the media. We Il be consulting with the AG but we want
to consider other options.”

“Good God.” Pierce gaped as Winston mechanically smacked aball to the one-hundred-yard sign,
hardly noticing where it went. “What' s Deaver think he sdoing?’

“Apparently sdlling hisstory to PBS, God knowswhy. But | think you'll agree thetiming is problematic.”
Wington sivung again, dipping dightly in the wet and scowling down at his spikes.

“Jesus Christ,” Pierce muttered.
“It getsworse, Admird?’
Ingraham launched aseries of drivesthat fell in atight cluster downrange.

“Office of Nava Intelligence and the FBI say Deaver met with Angela Browning in Colorado. And two
days ago, Browning and her producer walked a copy of classfied materid into Congressman Phillip
Lowe sofficeonthe Hill. A NAV/INT team subsequently found it on Deaver’ s computer.”

“Goddamn it.” Pierce wastoo upset to swing aclub.

“Don’'t worry, Vern.” Wingon wasfinding hisrhythm, like the Admira, driving steadily through a



half-dozen balls. “We can il get Deaver back.”

“Lowe and Browning will be handled separately,” Ingraham said, “but Commander Deaver is our shop.”
Our shop . ...

Pierce winced at the fresh reminder of Ingraham’s end run appointment at NASA’s Jet Propulsion Lab.
“Y our people looked over the Exposure Act?” Winston said casudly.

Thiswasit. Pierce knew what they wanted from him.

“Yes, the ET Exposure Act of 1968. It'sapower of quarantine.”

Pierce had the authority to have Jake Deaver picked up and placed inisolation. But invoking the
Exposure Act to quarantine Deaver could be easily second-guessed and criticized as an abuse of power,
evenif itwaslegd.

“Indefinite detention and quarantine.” The Admiral ticked off the salient points. “At the sole discretion of
the NASA administrator. No judges, no hearings, no appeds. Except to the Chief Executive.”

Winston added his two cents.
“Theright tool for theright job, Vern.”

Pierceimagined how it might play in the media, if it got out: most things eventudly did get out. HE d be
the one expected to fall on hissword. But Pierce wasn't quite ready to be buffal oed into the scapegoat
role. Hedug in hisheds.

“ Absent a public health hazard, we can't arrest and detain Jake Deaver or anybody else. There sno
precedent. There snoway in hdl it'll ever stland up.”

The Admiral watched Winston bag his driver with adisgusted shove. He then faced down Pierce and his
condtitutiona argument with equa disdain.

“It doesn’'t need to stand up. Just needsto buy us sometime. Y ou’ re not going to get hung out to dry, if
that’ swhat you' re worried about. Y ou sign off, NSA has Deaver picked up, and it's done. He stheir
problem after that.”

Winston knew that was stretching it, but he let it stand.

“Look, Vern, I'm surewe can get Augie Blaketo talk Deaver in. We probably won't even need to use
the quarantine. But we need to have it asalast resort.”

Augie Blake. Pierce thought about that, grasping at theidea: if that’s how it was handled, that’ d be fine.
Helooked up at the darkening sky and thought maybe he was being overanxious. Of course, if Justice
did get involved, or if thingswent bad in any number of waysthat they could go bad, al betswould be
off. And he' d be out there naked and trussed up for thefall. He shuddered.

“And thisisfrom the Presdent?’

The Admira faced abruptly away, asif arude bloom of cat spray had invaded his nose. Winston zipped
up hisjacket againgt the cold.

“Y ou haven't had acdll from Sandy Sokoff, have you?’



“Sokoff?” Pierce said, puzzled at what seemed anon sequitur. “No. Why?”

But the two men were too busy packing it in to respond. Winston hefted up his golf bag and offered a
warning, disguised as anote of persond concern.

“Thetrainisleaving the gation, Vern. With or without you.”
He and Ingraham then hiked off toward the clubhouse parking lot.

Above, akettledrum of thunder rumbled deep enough to reverberatein Vernon Pierce s tensed-up
stomach. He scowled at the gray clouds crowding together overhead.

“Chrig.”

Becoming NASA adminigtrator had been the pinnacle of his career in space science and aerospace
management, but it was a presidentia gppointment. If he refused to exercise his authority and invoke the
Exposure Act against Commander Deaver, Winston had made it plain he’ d be replaced by some Bork
who would.

Heimagined an ignominious resignation, the look on hiswife sface, having to pull histwo daughters out
of private school and move back to California; damaged goods, his public career over. Maybe he could
teach. ..

Big dlver-dollar-sized drops of rain began to splat around him.
“Son of abitch.”

Lightning stabbed down from the cumul onimbus codition now amassed in earnest over the Capitol, and
Pierce hustled off the range with his clubs asthefirst real storm of winter finally broke on top of him like
Noah’ sworgt nightmare.
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Office of the NASA Administrator/Washington, D.C.

Soaked to the skin, Pierce found Congressman Phillip Lowe waiting in the anteroom of hisNASA suite
and nursing hot Lipton’ steain aceramic cup. It was asouvenir cup, available on-linewith ahundred
other NASA souvenir items screened, stamped, or embossed with the agency logo.

“Got aminute, Vern?' Lowe was aready on hisfedt.

“Mr. Chairman . . . of course.” Pierce peeled off hiswet jacket, noticed the Congressman was holding a
large plain manila envelope, and quickly guessed what might be insde. He called to his secretary.

“Stacy? Can you take this?’
“Sure”

The NASA chief handed off his jacket and thought about what Winston had said about Lowe getting
together with Angela Browning. He glanced over, looking for a clue about what the thrust of this meeting
was going to be, and decided there was nothing in the Congressman’ s face except the prospect of abad
day getting worse.

Pierce smiled and motioned him into his office.

“Comeonin, Phil. Good to see you. Stacy? If there smore hot tea. . . and seeif you can track down



Bob Winston’ swhereabouts for me.”

Pierce decided he had no choice but to play ball, but he was going to need help in terms of damage
control.
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National Archives Building/Washington, D.C.

Emerging aone from the vaults of the Nationa Archives, Representative Phillip Lowe found himsdf out in
the high-ceilinged lobby feding very strange: everything had changed. Nothing was physicaly different
from the way it had been when he had walked in. The marble flooring, gilded Doric columns, and
temperature-controlled, bank-hush quiet were exactly asthey had been an hour ago.

The change wasinterior to Chairman Lowe.

Behind amask of severity, he signed out at the security desk with its double bank of TV monitors.
Nothing would have suggested to an observer that, for Phillip Lowe, the world was no longer anything
like what he had thought it was sixty minutes before,

“Ordinarily, thiswould require above-top-secret clearance,” Bob Winston had said, escorting the
Congressman and Vernon Pierceinto the repository of the nation’s degpest secrets. “But that’ d take time
wedon't have”

Winston stopped at the door to a guarded conference room that might have doubled as avault for the
National Reserve a Ft. Knox.

“If | can just haveyou sign this.” He presented adense NSA document to each of them adong with a
gold-tipped pen. “It' sastandard nondisclosure.”

Pierce scrawled on his copy, but Congressman Lowe declined.
“I don't think s0.” He sounded pretty firm about it.
Wington blinked: he hadn’t imagined that Lowe might demur. Pierce jumped in to mediate.

“Um, | think the Congressman may be concerned that in his role as Chairman of the Space Committee
such an agreement might represent aconflict of interest.”

Lowe did not disagree, but offered nothing more. He was fully prepared to turn and walk out: it wastheir
dog and pony show. If they wanted to show him something intended to influence him, he had histerms.

Winston disguised his displeasure and folded away the agreements, one signed, one unsigned. Unlike his
relaionship with Pierce, he had little leverage with the Congressman. And it wasn't smart to make
enemiesif you weren't sure you could aso make them go away.

He nodded to a Marine, who then stepped aside from the bomb-proof door.
“Then the digtinguished Chairman’ sword will have to suffice.”

Now, after hishour in the above-top-secret vault, Lowe waited to be buzzed out of the archives building,
acutdly aware of the security cameras everywhere around him and feding amost desperately
claustrophobic.

God, hethought. | would kill for a smoke.



It had been five years since he quit, but a the moment it seemed like five hours. The brrraaat of the
releasing buzzer startled him, though he knew what it was. A security guard caled out from behind his
bank of monitors.

“Go ahead, Congressman.”

Embarrassed by the prompting, Lowe pushed on the sted-reinforced exit with unnecessary force,
swinging the door wide. The dectronic locks clapped loudly home behind him.

Out in the street, he was shocked at how naked he felt, how disoriented. By the time he found his
three-year-old slver Saturn and was steering toward Capitol Hill on automatic pilot, al the work waiting
back at his office seemed trividl.

Snatching up his car phone, he quickly put it back inits cradle. Who was he going to talk to? Who could
hetalk to?

Twenty years ago he had followed hisfather’ sfootstepsinto politics, though without the seemingly
requistefirein the bely that the Carolinian Senator was famousfor. Phillip Lowe was athoughtful,
decent, even idedistic man who loathed the muddinging rhetoric and partisan rancor endemic to the
House. Trueto his nature, he chose alow-profile path: unlike Ways and Means, Judiciary, or the Armed
Services Committees, the issues rel ated to Space seldom generated blood-feud party battles. No one
could jedloudy imagine the Space Committee as a springboard to a damn thing.

Had the unimaginable, now, just occurred?

Lowe remembered Miriam’ s question about a congressiond investigation, and knowing what he now
knew, he imagined televised House hearingsinto the violations of NASA’s charter, including the
suppression of extraterrestria artifacts discovered on the Moon and Mars. The revelationswould be a
scandd. The business of the nation would be paralyzed like nothing since Watergate, Clinton's
impeachment hearings, or September 11.

And Phillip Lowe, alittle-known representative from atiny district in North Carolina, would bein the
white-hot glare of the nationd media shit storm, presiding over al of it.

Pulling into the members-only parking structure adjacent to the Hill, Lowe redlized that thiswas exactly
the kind of leadership role he had been raised and groomed to fulfill, however long he had dodged it.

It would bring unbuyable name recognition. And if he acquitted himself well, in an evenhanded
statesmanlike manner, reassuring to the public, who knew? He might just be ableto parlay itinto a
gtatewide run for the Senate, that more gentlemanly, prestigious, and contemplative Senate Chamber ill
home to hisfather’ slegend. Something often presumed by observers of the Washington sceneto be
beyond the son’sgrasp. A presumption he would like very much to prove wrong.

L owe began to see the scale of the thing, the ducks he' d haveto get in arow.
Then he redlized who he needed to call first and why.
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PBS Building/ Science Horizon Office
“Congressman Lowe, on line one.”

Thevoice of her assstant on the intercom made Miriam raise a peremptory eyebrow at Angela, who was
eating atake-out Cobb salad on the office couch. It was alook that they both knew meant: Don’t laugh



or I'll kill you. After waiting abegt, Miriam picked up the phone.

“Getting ajump on Vaentine sDay! Y ou are ashameess man, Phillip Lowe,” she said, causing her
partner to choke on abacon hit.

But as Miriam listened to the Congressman, her teasing tone quickly faded.

“Oh. .. no, no, | understand. Believe me. Don't worry about it. Y ou just take care, okay? Phillip? Y ou
heard me. Good.”

Miriam hung up and swiftly closed the office door, leaning her back againgt it like the Dutch boy holding
back the flood. Angelawas al eyes.

“Who died?’

“I think we did.”

“Welost the Congressman.”

Miriam just stood there, looking oddly shaky.

“He sounded scared, Angie. And if the Chairman of the House Committee on Spaceis scared, what the
hell are we doing here, kiddo?’

“Fuck him.” Angelatossed her salad in the trash. “ And we are not dead.”
“Then what' sthat terrible smd|?’
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February 9/the White House/Residential Wing

From the more public foyer that communicated to the West Wing, the uniformed porter opened agold
leaf and cream enamel door with white-gloved hands, bowed the President and Sandy Sokoff into the
resdentid living room, and then closed the door, remaining discreetly available outside.

A pine-log fire popped and hissed in the Teddy Roosevelt fireplace rebuilt by Coolidge, and Sokoff
stared into it as the President crossed to a sideboard bar.

“I’ve got aninety-year-old single mat Tony Blair sent over from his private stock. It’s like warm pesat
smoke”

“Sounds good.”

Sandy remained standing, but shifted some weight off his bruised right knee. Since the “accident,” he had
taken afew precautions about which he had chosen not to burden his boss; chief among them was
securing a conceal ed wegpons permit and packing hiswife, Juana, and the baby off to her mother’ s place
inAudin.

“How d'yawant it?’
“Inaglass”

The Presdent fixed their drinks undernesth awhimsicd portrait of the First Lady with their family dogs,
aninaugurd gift from David Hockney.



“Here.” Quitting the sideboard and handing Sokoff three fingers' worth, heindicated the Band-Aid on
Sandy’ s swollen nose. “ So, how isit?’

“It' sfine.”

“Think you re making somebody nervous out there?’

Sandy made awry face. The President commandeered eight feet of leather sofa
“All right, then. Let’shear it,” he said, siretching out.

“With onedisclaimer.” Sokoff gave hisback to thefire. “What | am about to say | would never be able
to provein front of agrand jury.”

“Understood.”
Sandy tasted his drink, nodded once, and began.

“Mr. President, | believe that powers historically reserved for the executive branch and the Office of the
Presdent are being clandestindy and systematicaly usurped. Previous administrations either tacitly
permitted it or were too distracted by more pressing issuesto dedl with it. But thereis a cancer on the
presidency and | believe it has become a condtitutiond crisis. Y ou still want to hear this?’

The President took that in, along with ahaf ounce of single-malt scotch. “Y ou betcha,” he said.
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Reagan National Airport/Washington, D.C.

Jake mumbled to himself, unbuckling the business-class seat belt and wrestling hislone travel bag out of
the overhead bin.

“Faceit. You' reamess.”

Disembarking from the American Airlines 747 at Reagan Nationd, he said his good-byesto the flight
attendants and crew who had come back to meet him during the flight and chat about the space program
and the Apollo missons.

Deaver then headed out the jetway.

After Jake accepted the invitation to come east at Science Horizon’s expense, Angelahad said she'd be
picking him up at the airport and he was careful not to read anything more into the gesture than logistical
convenience. On his end, though, something more had definitely been going on sincethat kissin his
kitchen: hell, hewastaking to himsdf.

“Yep. You are adefinite mess.”

He pulled at the cowlick he suspected might be sticking up on the back of his head. It had been a couple
of years snce he had been romantically involved with anyone outside the rather insular Buddhist
community and he fdt rusty. The age difference was no smdl item, either. But Jeke didn't redly fed al
that different than he ever had.

“It' saquestion of mind over matter,” he remembered Satchd Paige once said. “If you don’t mind, it
don’t matter.”

Emerging at the gate, he looked around for Angela sface, then remembered that the gate areaat Reagan



was gtill for ticketed passengers only. Even o, his posture dumped dightly in disappointment.
“Damn.”

Helaughed at this evidence of his obvious nervous excitement and continued on out the concourse, past
the state-of -the-art baggage X-ray station and a pair of armed National Guardsmen.

And whether it was only about seeing Angelaor aso about what they seemed to be embarking on,
professondly, Deaver was beginning to fed something like liberation. Emerging from the termind, he saw
how, even in mundane things like airport signage and the clothes people were wearing, the colors around
him seemed vibrant and fresh.

Jake looked around and redlized he' d actualy been whistling; something from the Broadway musical The
King and I, which got him thinking about “whigtling past the graveyard” and the time he had driven acar
full of Tibetan monksinto Boulder from the Denver airport.

Passing the town cemetery, the young Buddhists had gazed out over the field of headstones and
cheerfully caled out: “Coming. . . coming!”

And then he saw her, double-parked in ared Jeep Grand Cherokee. A rush of joy spread through his
chest, and before it could be abbreviated by some attempt at being cool, he had covered the ground to
Angela struck.

“Hey,” hesaid, dl too blatantly glad to see her.

“Hey.” Angdlagrinned up at his surprisingly boyish face and unlocked the door. “Isthet it?’
She pointed to his solo carry-on.

“That'sit.” Jaketossed it in back and settled into the shotgun sedt.

As Deaver buckled up, he saw how Angela s smile madeit dl the way to her eyes and then some. He
had been thinking alot about those green eyes. She then deftly launched the big Jeep into aninvisible
break in the airport traffic and they were gone.

Cocooned in a Cadillac limo wearing diplomatic plates, an elegantly dressed, gray-haired man fell in
behind them, kept at adiscreet distance by a Russian-embassy driver wearing a chauffeur’ s cap.

Up front, the race-trained driver was proud of his machine: the glossy black Caddy had been
armor-plated, the weight of which necessitated an upgrade in the stock NorthstarV-8, which now put out
over 450 bhp, measured at the bench. But al that giddy-up called for some serious whoa, so huge
Brembo racing brakes put right-now stopping power at the corners. Findly, grippy new seventeen-inch
Pirdli P-zeros and custom suspension bits made sure the bulletproof two-and-a-haf-ton cruiser could
perform like a Bahn-burner, either in evasion or in pursuit.

But that performance envelope was unlikely to be pushed this evening.

Behind the smoked privacy glass, the only performance in progress was Pavarotti making light work of 1
Trovatore and the gray-haired man singing aong, Spping coffee decanted from a silver samovar inthe
limo cabinet bar. With the transparency of the Bose sound system as areference, he could hardly
understand why Bocdlli’ s voice spoke so to the popular culture; it was obvious he would never wrest the
crown from Luciano.

In the adjacent lane, aydlow taxi displaying an off-duty sign flashed its brightsin abrief sdute and



passed the limo at speed, disappearing severa car lengths up ahead in front of Angela s Grand
Cherokee.

“Following fromin front,” the gray-haired man thought, nodding his tradecraft approval.

Then the dapper self-styled entrepreneur, cultural attaché, and FSB agent from Moscow relaxed deeper
into the limo’ s pleated |eather uphol stery and conducted the dert and sympathetic La Scala orchestra,
deftly cuing the great Italian tenor into the chorus reprise.
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Sandy Sokoff set hisempty glass down on the mantd in the resdential East Wing living room and
summed it up.

“So sometime during the Cold War, asfar back as Truman, somebody decided that national security was
too important to beleft to the paliticians. Including the President of the United States.”

Hetook a seat in aworn leather club chair by the fire and waited for questions. The President sat up on
the matching couch.

“So, there’ sacabal. ‘ Friends of Bob? 7’
He madeit sound like apalitical fund-raising committee. Sandy laughed.

“Y eah. Some are probably FOB, well-placed people in the military, the intelligence services, key players
in aerogpace/defense. All we can know for sureis: it'sbig, it'sold, it’'s hugely well funded and al too
ready and willing to subvert the Constitution in order to saveit. Though | doubt they’d seeit that way.”

“Patriots.”

“Yes, gr. Patriots.”

“And at the core, it isal about black budget weapons systems.”
“Unacknowledged Specia Access Projects.”

“Like Project Orion.”

“Whoever they are, they decided Orion had gotten too big to hide. Which is probably the only reason we
know about it.”

“But otherwise, we' re out of theloop.” The President scowled, looking mad enough to spit. Sandy
shrugged.

“I imagine some administrations were brought into the tent and some they didn’t trust. I’ d bet Nixon was
in, Ford I don’t know, Carter was definitely out, Reagan wasin, and Bush Senior, and Bush/Cheney.
Clinton was out.”

“So, we' re talking about a shadow government. But not a bunch of guysin bombproof bunkerswaiting
for the next shoe to drop on the Capitol.”

“More like an ongoing, secret executive branch.”

“Fuck me.” The President lurched up, returning to the heirloom sideboard below the new Hockney to
freshen hisdrink. Sandy could seethat hisface was flushed more with anger than with the whiskey from



the Court of St. James.

“A secret executive branch, with command and control over the most advanced military weaponry on the
planet and billionsin public and private moneys, off the radar, with zero oversight.”

“And passing itsdf off to each administration asbusinessasusua.” Sokoff nodded, waving off the
President’ s mute offer of more scotch. But he liked seeing the man he hel ped get eected growing angry.
He was angry, too.

“Mr. President, the Republic isin danger.”

“Answer methis. Am | or am | not the congtitutionally elected President of the United States of America
and Commander in Chief?’

Sandy resisted the urge to scratch at the itchy edges of the Band-Aid on hisnose. It was asimple enough
question. Sokoff answered it.

“Yes, dr. Aslong asyou don't act too much like you'rein charge.”

The President’ s brooding expression turned hard, but not at all hard to read. When he spoke, hisvoice
was low and contained.

“What timeisit, Sandy? The exact time.”
“Nine twenty-four P.M. Eastern Standard Time. Why?’

“Writeit down,” the Commander in Chief said, with the gravitas of direct order. “Businessas usud just
stopped here.”

PART

\Y

Men praise thee in the name of Ra. Thou dost pass over and pass through untold spaces. Thou
steerest thy way across the watery abyss to the place thou lovest . . . and then thou dost sink down
and make an end of hours.

—The Egyptian Book of the Dead
4

Three months earlier/The Giza Plateau/Egypt

Former Commander Jake Deaver had |eft Boulder and flown to Egypt on seventy-two hours' notice. His
passport had needed renewing and he had to get Nile-fever and maaria shots, but he wasn't really
thinking that much about missing Christmas with his daughter and probably New Y ear’ saswell. Hewas
too excited about getting to go insde the Great Pyramid a Giza, which was ameasure of Jake' slove
affar with ancient Egypt and everything about it.

Long before his midlife plunge into the serious study of Sanskrit, Sumerian, and the earliest-known
cultures of the Fertile Crescent, he knew he would someday visit the Giza plateau. The circumstances of
that visit were important, however: he desired a certain kind of access that mere cel ébrity would not
afordhim,

Deaver’s space hero cache had at least hel ped open the door to acordia e-mail correspondence with
Egyptologist Dr. Marcus Mancini which resulted in adream opportunity: impressed by the scholarship of



the astronaut-turned-historian, Mancini invited Jake to Egypt to visit hisdig-in-progress at Giza. Deaver
promptly accepted.

Blessed with the good timing of winter break, he could grade papers on the long flight to Cairo and back.
And after he resolved his holiday plans, neither reports of tourist kidnappings nor the State Department’s
vocal concerns about his safety could have kept him away.

Shidding his eyes and scanning the desert plateau for signs of hishost, Jake directed the armed,
embassy-vetted driver to park their Land Rover renta near the base of the Great Pyramid. Gawking up
at thisWonder of the World with exuberant pleasure, Deaver abandoned the truck’ s hardworking
ar-conditioning for the intense Egyptian sun.

“Commander Deaver!”

Reding dightly from theinitid body dam of Sahara heet, Jake heard the voice calling hisname. He
surveyed the avesome ste overlooking the Valey of the Kings, finaly seeing Dr. Mancini descend a
four-thousand-year-old sandstone causeway and stride down a sandy incline to greet him.

“Dr. Mancini, | presume.” Jake smiled easily asthey shook hands.

“Please. My friends cal me Marcus, Commander.” Mancini beamed at the till lean and fit former space
hero who somehow made his sixty yearslook like forty-nine and holding. “Or should | say professore?’

“Jakeisgood.”
“Molto bene. I’'m so0 happy you could make the journey. Come.”

With Deaver’ s driver/bodyguard cradling amachine pistol and keeping pace afew steps behind, the
seventy-one-year-old Italian archaeol ogist led the way back up to the Pharaonic causeway from where
they could best view the dig.

“Takealook.”

Swesting through his T-shirt, Jake caught up with Mancini, only to have his breeth taken avay by the
sght below: within the shadow of the famous Sphinx, three ornate sailing ships were being exhumed from
thousands of years of dry dock by asmall army of Egyptian |aborers.

“Magico, en?’” Mancini gestured toward the exotic vessdls, which seemed to be emerging from Time
itself asmuch asfrom the dunes at Giza

“My God, Marcus. They're beautiful.”

Despite the withering stare of Ra, the sun god, and acloud of tiny black fliesthat refused to be waved
away, Deaver was entranced.

“How big arethey?”’

Mancini turned to him from benegth the dice of shade afforded him by the brim of a battered Panama
het.

“Oh, somewhat bigger than the Nina, the Pinta, or the Santa Maria,” he said, with adiscernible note of
mischief. Jake reacted to the implied ocean-crossing range being ascribed to the tall reed ships.

“Y ou tested for saline?”’



“S, 5. But say nothing, please”
Mancini flicked aglance at Jake' s Egyptian bodyguard.

“For the Antiquities Committee,” he said, lowering hisvoice, “they must remain ‘ ceremonia boats,’ at
least for now. But | promised mysdlf | would not complain.”

Theideathat these colorful craft might have once sailed down the north-flowing freshwater Nileto ply
the Mediterranean Seawas part of an ongoing conflict that divided Cairo’s classcist Egyptologistsfrom
many scholarsin the West. Long-held basic assumptions about the history of Mankind in the so-cdled
cradle of civilization had come under intense assault from European and American archaeologistsfor a
generation. And the Caireneswere in no mood for further heretical assertionsin the scientific literature.

Whether human civilization was dramaticaly older than modern Egyptians claimed or not, Jeke found the
debate about it endlessy fascinating.

“I can only imagine, Marcus. Must be quite atightrope.”

“In Egypt, my friend, Egyptology isnot just ascience. It isalso ardigion, an ideology, anationd
obsession, and ablood sport.”

Asanew student of the ancient world, the Apollo dumnus was aware of the factions and the infighting.
Jake had read and closdly followed the work of West, Bauva, and other non-Egyptian scientissswho'd
been given permission to sudy the Sphinx in the early nineties.

What their university-sponsored testing revealed was that erosion patterns on the oldest portion of the
leonine body of the Sphinx had not been caused by eons of scouring desert wind and sand. The evidence
in the stone was of water damage: heavy, protracted rainfall and deep pooling water acting on this
monumenta Egyptian nationd treasure over hundreds of years.

Problem was, the most recent geologica erawet enough to have caused water erosion like that had
occurred at the end of the last Ice Age, around 10,500 B.C.E.

Thiswould make the fabled man-faced lion sculpture not smply older than the pharaohs credited with
building it; the Sphinx would have to be at least five thousand years older than any known human
avilizetion capable of building it. The dilemmathis presented amounted to acrissfor the classciss.

“I guessthe Egyptians prefer that their Egyptian nationd monuments stay Egyptian.”
“Preciso. But what you may be most interested inis up here.”

Asthey hiked together up toward the Pyramid steps, two Jeeps full of heavily armed, black-uniformed
paramilitary police zoomed past, kicking up adust cloud of fine sand. Jake' s driver/bodyguard waved
them acasua salute.

“Trouble?” Deaver indicated the patrol.

“Radicd fundamentalism.” Mancini gestured with both hands, asif to keep at bay aninvisble army of the
night. “They don't know preservation from plundering. Or aBegian tour busfrom invading ‘infidel’
hordes. But forgive an old man’ s disappointment over things that cannot be changed in our lifetimes. We
go up here”

Without a pause, Mancini proceeded to climb the steep face of the Pyramid like a mountain goat.
Already hot and swesty, Jake and his twentysomething driver exchanged looks, marveling at the older



Italian scholar’ senergy.

Here we go, Deaver thought. Then mindful of the stress on his knees, he made hisway up the great
sandstone Wonder.

Waiting benesth a frescoed archway, Dr. Mancini seemed unfazed by the climb. He offered Jake ahand
up the last step.

“Thanks”

Deaver moved into the shade under the arch, gasping for breath. Looking out from this high vantage point
across the plateau, he could seethe two principa sster Pyramids, the oldest ones at Gizaarrayedina
dightly offset linein relation to where he now stood.

Pulling alarge water bottle out of his backpack, Jake offered it around. Mancini accepted, but the young
Egyptian waved it off, leaning his shoulder againgt a shaded wall of two-ton stone blocks and lighting an
acrid cigarette.

Jake unashamedly drank down a half liter before tucking the bottle away.
“So, what do you think?” Mancini gestured to the artwork above them.
“Oh, boy.”

Wiping swest from his hands and face with his shirttail, Jake now focused on the fresco and immediately
saw what he had come here most wanting to see.

It was ahieroglyph very much like one he had drawn by hand and sent to Mancini for trandation: the
most Egyptian-looking of the six hieroglyphs he' d brought home from the lunar rubble of Sinus Medii, the
provenance of which he' d not shared with the Italian archaeologist.

“It'sgorgeous, Marcus.”

“A match, or anear match, don’t you think?” Mancini said, enjoying Deaver’ s enthralled reaction.
“Can | takearubbing?

“Of course”

Deaver extracted apad of tracing paper from his backpack, tore out a sheet, and placed it carefully over
the glyph. A ddlicate graphite image emerged as he worked with the edge of a soft pencil.

“God. It s beautiful.”

Jake had characterized his origind freehand drawing as*an untrandated glyph” he had run across. And
the luck of Mancini actudly finding asimilar one at Giza had made the journey to Egypt fed something
likefete.

Securing the rubbing between pristine leaves of vellum and two pieces of cardboard, he dipped it avay
ingde his pack, then took out asmal digital cameraand began documenting the glyphin situ.

“Doesit relate to the Moon?’ Jake asked casudly, covering the fresco from various angles and
distances.

“Wall, the context would suggest cosmology. Maybe early Sumer from the clay tablets, but | haven't run



asearch. | can give you the software we use to sort out glyphs and pictos, Commander, if you like.”
“Thanks. That'd be great.”

Mancini asked the Egyptian bodyguard a question in his own language. The serious-faced young man
undung his automatic weapon, put out his cigarette, and indicated he would stay where he was.

“All right,” Mancini said, leading the way to the Pyramid entrance. “ Shal we move on?’

Jake stashed the camera, hitched up his pack, and followed the archaeologist down the dimly lit tunnel
that led to the fabled King's Chamber. Mancini stopped amoment astheir eyes adjusted to the dark.

“By the way, theword Cairo isnot Egyptian. It'sancient Sumer.”

Jake struggled to place that fact in the context of what he knew or thought he knew about the time line of
human avilization.

“So, the namefor the Egyptian capitol predates the pharaohs?’

“It'sinthe clay tablets.” Mancini nodded and then continued on in the demi-dark toward the King's
Chamber.

“So, what' sit mean, Marcus?’
“That’ swhat I'm trying to puzzle out, my friend.” Mancini laughed.
“No, | mean what does Cairo meanin Sumerian?’

“Oh! Forgive me, Commander.” The archeologist laughed again, lighting the way now with asmall
halogen lamp. “It refersto the planet Mars. Cairo means‘Mars.” “
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February 9/Dr. Paula Winnick’s Residence/Geor getown

Dr. PaulaWinnick’ s prewar town house in a posh section of Georgetown was quite some distance from
Cairo geographicaly, culturaly, and psychologicaly. But ajacka-head sculpturein Winnick’ s art
collection was enough to thoroughly transport Deaver back to the Great Pyramid.

“Jeke?’

Startled, he turned away from the Egyptian display, hearing tea thingsrattling and tinkling somewhere of f
in the kitchen. Angela caled out aquestion.

“Cream or lemon?’
“Neaither, thanks.”

Inside and out, Dr. Winnick’ s home had impressed them both as postcard charming, from the
ivy-covered fieldstone exterior to the rambling, high-ceilinged rooms crowned with ornate moldingslike
sculpted cream.

Set off by the deep shine of waxed parquet floors, the exquisite old Persian carpets underfoot seemed
too preciousto walk on. And adorning every wall were superb piecesreflecting alifetime of collecting,
and not just from Egypt: there were art and artifacts, tools and weaponry from Africa, Asia, Central and
South America, and more. It was fabulous and alittle intimidating.



Joining Angelaand Dr. Winnick around ahand-carved Thai coffee table, Jake sat on the
slk-embroidered teak couch and sipped L apsang souchong tea as Angela gave their hostessthe
background on her investigative efforts before presenting Winnick with the TOLAS photo of the
pyramids a Cydonia

The Nobelist produced her reading glasses and studied it closdly.

“We d judt like to have your reaction, what you think about the possible commandeering of Mars
Observer, and why NASA might be sitting on this. And if you have any thoughts about who it might have
comefrom...”

Theintimation was subtle enough to ignore, but Dr. Winnick was not one for ignoring things. She rubbed
her eyes and perched her glasses on the top of her head with adecisive stab.

“Well, compdlling as thisimage might be, Ms. Browning, I'm afraid I’ m not your whistle-blower. Nor,
frankly, would | be.”

Her voice sounded flinty and patrician. Sipping a her smoky tea, Dr. Winnick gave Deaver along
penetrating look that might have been areproach or the acknowledgment of an unspoken issue between
them that she was not prepared to broach. At least not in front of Angela.

“Was there something else you wanted to talk about?’

Sitting beside the distinguished scientist, Angela could only take her at her word that she was not their
Deep Cosmo. Shefdt alittle disappointed, partly at not having been quite as smart as she thought she'd
been.

But there was il the hope of making apowerful dly.
“I’d like to ask you about your work at the Brookings Ingtitute, in 1959.”

“Ah, Brookings.” Winnick glanced a Jake again, seeing where this discuss on was going; then she
concentrated on Angda

“I wasinvited to take part in acongressond study: the Implications and Hazards of Space Exploration.
Eisenhower ordered it when NASA wasjust ahigh-flying ideathat he was crazy about.”

“So, you and Dr. Margaret Mead made arecommendation . . .”

“Theentire panel spent ayear studying and debating the risks of the proposed space program, and in the
end we unanimoudy advised Ike and Congressthat * any discovery of dien artifacts be kept from the
public. Margaret and | wrote the opinion. | suppose that’ swhat you have a problem with.”

Angela sface confirmed her assumption.

“I just don't understand it,” shesaid. “You'reascientis. It seems so entirely againgt everything that you
and Dr. Mead would stand for. | just don’t understand why.”

“Because of the Law of Unintended Consequences, my dear.”

Winnick included Jakein her grim, worldly smile and then warmed up their cupsfrom an English fine
chinategpot.

“The potentid for worldwide socid, palitica, and religious destabilization in the face of such adiscovery
represents the grestest single hazard to mankind inherent in the whole NASA endeavor.”



Deaver broke his silence, but with affection and respect.

“Even s0, Paula, you must admit the world has moved on in the last forty-odd years. Look at Star Wars
or Sar Trek. Pollsshow at least eighty percent of Americans now believein the existence of intelligent
extraterrestria beings. Theidea of contact is not such high strangeness to people anymore.”

“Inthefirg-world countries, perhapsyou' reright,” Winnick alowed. “ But what about the billions of
people who aren’t American or European or Japanese? Who never heard of George Lucas or Captain
Picard, who don't know that Americans once waked on the Moon. Half the planet have never even
made aphone cal! Americais not the world, Commander, much aswe' d likeit to be. Bring us that mask
over there, would you?’

Winnick indicated a Polynesian artifact on thewall, lit by atiny spotlight. Jake took the colorful
coconut-husk carving down and passed it to the elderly scientist.

“Impressve,” Angdasaid, hefting the mask.

“It's Turaawe. It dways reminds me of Dr. Mead and how she used to carry a Victrolawhen she went
into the bush. She had to stop playing it for the natives, though, becauise, invariably, when she cranked up
the music they’ d go pelting off into theforest in fright. 1t d take days to lure them back.”

“Funny,” Jeke said, aready guessing the impending mordl.
“Also kind of heartbreaking,” Angela added. Winnick nodded in agreement.

“What's most heartbreaking isthat there are no Turaawe masks being made anymore, because the
Turaawe, as apeople, no longer exist.”

She waved an aging hand at the entire Pacific Idands collection.

“Before shedied, Margaret gave me dl these things because she couldn’t bear to look at them anymore.
It was her own contact with remote idand groups she was studying that ended their isolation and
unintentionally caused their demise.”

“And she blamed hersdlf.”

“ ‘| killed them with curiosity, Polly.” That’swhat she said. When she went back in the ‘50’ s shewas just
devadtated. After being exposed to our meta knives, cooking utensils, and machine-woven cloth, the
Turaawe culture was subgtantially lost in asingle generation. Wood carving, boatbuilding, weaving,
dancing, Snging, most of their language and ora history was dmost entirely gone. We can seethe same
thing replicated again and again from Africato the Amazon to the hill tribesin Southeast Asa”

Angela saw the connection.
“So, in Brookings, you and Dr. Mead wereraisng an darm.”

“Loud asbells, my dear. Loud as bells. We had to get people thinking. Even well-intended contact by a
technologically superior race can wipe out entire human cultures just as surely as black plague, genocide,
or natural catastrophe. And we know that because we' ve done it ourselves. Who knew what we might
find, venturing out into the solar system?” Winnick held up the Mars photo for emphasis and then tossed
it back down on thetable.

“Even just the confirmed discovery of dien artifactswould irretrievably ater the course of human
civilization. Overnight and forever. It isalesson of higtory that weignore at our peril.”



Jakefdt thislast point being directed most sharply at him. He gave Angelaawarning glance and then
gpoke to Winnick with the intimacy of an old friend.

“I told Angdlaeverything, Paula”
“Oh, God.”

Winnick dumped back into the couch, the shared secret of Apollo 18 seeming to occupy the room with
them now like an undesired guest.

Angelatried to remedy that, legping into the breach.

“Believe me, Doctor, | have assured Jake and | want to assure you: this goes no further without the
Commander’ s expressed consent.”

“Please” Winnick waved her off, visbly upset. But Angela pressed on.

“Y ou know what Jake found on the Moon. And you don't want it disclosed because you il believe
werea risk.”

“In ways that we could not even anticipate, much less control.” Dr. Winnick set her cup and saucer down
with an emphatic clatter. “What you are talking about isimposing amomentous change, by fiat, on al of
human civilization. An absolute paradigm shift of the first magnitude. Laying the groundwork for
momentous change takes time. Unlesswhat you want isto trigger fear-driven demagoguery and violent
socid chaos that would make Pan-1damic terrorism and Mao's Culturdl Revolution look likewaksin the
park. People have to be brought along the pathway step-by-step. We found the fossilized Martian
microbesin the Antarctic in 1984. And released the fossiIsfor study in ‘94 just to test the waters, so
people could get used to the idea of something alien but nonthreatening: former microbid life on another
planet. Next maybe we' |l see how they handle microbes or chlorophyll living on Marstoday. And if we
takeit dowly, and gradudly roll it out in digestible bites. . .”

Deaver shook his head, making an impatient noise.

“Paula, how can mankind ever grow up as aspeciesif the truth about who we are, the nature of the
universe, the nature of redlity, for God' s sake, is perpetudly being held hostage by those in power?’

“It'snot being held hostage. It' s being unfolded, Jake. Maybe dower than you or Angelawould like, but
thereis such athing aswise sewardship.”

“Butisn't thisknowledge abirthright?” Angelasaid, sounding idedigtic if not naive. “Don’t Wethe
People have any standing here?’

“Oh, please.”

“No, redly. Our tax dollars do pay for the space program.”

“Sowha?’

Winnick batted down the argument like Agass damming homeawinner.

“If you paid for avery expensive med that was going to poison you, and you knew it, would you et it
anyway 0 as not to have wasted the money?’

The Nobdlist pushed hersdlf to her septuagenarian fedt.



“Forgive me. But I'm afraid | can’t join your crusade to end the world as we know it. However, | can
offer you some absolutely wonderful lemon poppy-seed cake.”

It was an olive branch of civility putting an end to argument.
“Ill takeit,” Jake sald.

“Let mehelp.” Angelagave Deaver alook, gathering their cups and accompanying Winnick to the
kitchen. “By the way, what wasit that Dr. Mead used to listen to on her Victrola, out in the jungle?’

Dr. Winnick laughed essly.

“Y ou mean, what music scared the natives off into the trees? Oh! Any strong, disembodied singing voice
would do it. Caruso would do it. But there was something about Edith Piaf. ‘LaVieen Rose’ scared the
dickens out of them!”
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Outside and across the street, the surveillance baton had been passed to adark blue Dodge van with
blackout windows and faux phone-company markings.

Inside, two FBI agents wearing headphones kept vigil, recording everything that was said in Dr. Paula
Winnick’sliving room.

“I don't see why the fuck they don't just swoop on thisguy,” the younger G-man said.

“Sure,” hispartner said, sipping flat diet Coke and finishing off the soggy end of a Subway sandwich.
“He sjudt chillin” with somefuckin’ TV journdigst. Who's she gonnatdll?’

1] Oh.”

The dish antennaon the roof of the mock-V erizon truck did a decent-enough job and they were getting
everything on red-to-red. They just could' ve done without the steady siream of folks from the
neighborhood wandering over and trying to peer in through the tinted one-way glass.

The two agents knew why, but it was sill apainintheass.
“Y ou' d think aneighborhood like this d dready have broadband.”
“Shhh.”

The junior agent shook his head as a housewife braving the cold in abathrobe and pgjamas began
rapping on the blacked-out windows.

“We gottarepaint thistruck.”
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Three months earlier/The Great Pyramid/Giza

Urine and bat guano. Deaver imagined the laugh he' d get tlling his students about the dominant
fragrances to be found inside the Great Pyramid. Breething in the stale air and bent dmost double ashe
moved down the close corridor, Jake was dso aware of an oppressive density that pushed in on him
from every direction.

These people were small, he thought, avoiding dusty cobwebs and glad for even the few bare,



low-voltage dectric bulbs strung haphazardly above them.

But the sense of traveling thousands of years back in time was a papable thrill, and once they reached
the King's Chamber, Jake was able to stand upright under high vaulted ceilings.

Mancini played the light from his haogen lamp across the surrounding walls, which were covered from
the floor to aheight of fifteen feet with agorgeous panoramaof hieroglyphs.

“Genesis,” hesaid out loud, the word echoing off the hard surfaces.

Jake stared at the epic Sory etched in stone: the Egyptians’ account of the origin of mankind and the birth
of civilization. It was a history repeated with smdl variationsin cultures around the world, a cel ebration of
the First Ones, ancient gods who came down from the sky and presided over the artistic and scientific
development of human society.

Jake pored over the exquidte carvings, some gill holding their vegetable-dye pigments after millenniain
the dark.

“My God, Marcus. ..
“Come, there is something | want to show you.”

The Italian archaeol ogist motioned Deaver over to alow section of the vaulted ceiling. He then reached
up and removed astone facing that covered the entrance to a dark, narrow shaft.

“Thisleads up to the top of the Pyramid at avery precise angle. Tekealook.” Mancini moved so Jake
could peer up the shaft. Though it was noon outside, he could see asmall portion of the sky, black as
night, and three stars that were perfectly visble. Deaver recognized them immediately.

“The bdt gars of Orion.”

“S, 9, the shaft totally blocks out the sun. Now the interesting thing is, the three pyramids here on the
plateau are dligned in precisely the same geometric relation to one another asthe three sarsthere”

Jake conddered the symbolic meaning more than the pure engineering feet.
“Like holding up amirror to Orion.”

“*Asin heaven, so on Earth.” The astronomer priests did rea science, tracking the precessonal motion
of the Earth onitsaxis.”

“Pre-Copernican.”

“Oh, 9. Long before Copernicus. They measured timein epochs of twenty-six-thousand-year cycles, the
precessiond cycles” Mancini replaced the stone facing. “ They wanted very much to know what timeit
wes.”

“And you have atheory about why.”
“Only aguessat what | cannot yet prove.”
“I"d liketo hear it.”

Mancini took amoment, gathering his thoughts on the hypothesis.



“I believe. . . that part of why the whole complex at Gizawas created wasto cal| attention to the
recurrence of catastrophic celestia events.”

“Extinction events.” Jake nodded.

“Not just the K/T event that did in the dinosaurs. There were two Taurid asteroids that ended the last Ice
Age, impacting in the ocean off Japan sometime between nine thousand and e even thousand b.c. and
then another mass extinction in the Bronze Agethat isjust coming to light.”

“The underwater ruins off Cubaand Turkey and India.” Deaver could envision a cascade of ancient
cross-cultural connections. “ So, perhaps the Pyramid is predictive. Like aplanetary darm clock.”

“S, 9. To awaken mankind. To remind usthat our solar system passes through dangerousterritory inits
long journey around the black hole at the center of the Milky Way. To pass down awareness of acycle
of catastrophe, in case we had forgotten.”

Jake made anote to himsdlf to revist the mathematics memoriaized in the Cambodian ruins at Angkor
Wat, the geometry of the Mayan pyramidsin Centrd America, and the historic myths of Quetzalcoatl and
Pato' s Atlantis

“Marcus, doesthisrelate to the Mayan caendar?’

“Y ou mean, does the world run out of time on December twenty-third, 201271 don’t know what to
think about that. Thereis till so much to learn here.”

“| understand.”

The former astronaut’ s eyes then fell on asingular object dominating the center of the room: a polished
marble sarcophagus. He ran his hands aong the coffinlike sdes and Mancini moved the light to illuminate
the elegant symbols etched dl around it. Deaver recognized one picto immediately.

“Horus?’

“Yes, very good, the Great Pyramid was atemple of initiation for The Followers of Horus. One of the
Spiritud practices of the order, which included the reigning king, wasto lie here in meditation for three

days”
Deaver traced another glyph in the stone.
“And thismeans‘ sun boat,” right?’

“Y es, sun boat. Or solar boat.”

“May 17" Jakeindicated the interior of the sarcophagus, where the high priests and kings of Egypt had
lan.

“Of course, of course.” Mancini helped the former Apollo astronaut climb into adifferent kind of capsule
madefor avery different kind of star journey. Once stretched out inside the cool smooth marble, Jake
took afew dow deep breaths.

“Can you read to mewhat it says?’
“Sure”

Mancini’ s low voice sounded soothing and amost hypnotic as he waked around the sarcophagus and



trandated the meaning of the glyphs.

You must cross the sky-river in your solar boat . . . The Followers of Horus prepare you for your
Journey to the First Time. . . Your Father iswaiting for you among the Great Ones whose mouths
are equipped . . . You must fly to be with himinthe Du-At . . .

“Sirius. The star home of the gods.” Jake nodded, closing his eyes.

With hisarms across his chest asthough lying in state, Deaver began noticing a subtle change in energy,
which he experienced as ahigh-frequency oscillation or hum inside his skull. It seemed to be building in
intengity with arushing, psychotropic quality that was heady but not unplessant.

It's my nervous system. I’m hearing my nervous system, he thought, the resonance trangposing itself,
modulating up the scale to a higher frequency.

Within moments, dl jet lag and physicd weariness had dissolved, disspating into the marble trough
wherever it touched his body, leaving Deaver’ smind keen and dert. His essential salf seemed lighter, or
at least more lightly tethered to his body, and he experienced the locus of his consciousness asif it were
floating in the hard casement of his head.

But only because he wished it to befloating there.

Theidea occurred to him that if he wished to go somewhere el se, anywhere he wanted to go, that he
could smply go there. And leave his body behind.

But before he could test thisidea, the image of an immense hawk appeared in hismind’ s eye, rotating
dowly and unblinkingly above him.

You must cross the sky-river in your solar boat . . .

He was awed by thisvision, so vivid and dreamlike, though he was certain he was awake. And the
words he heard in hismind’ s ear seemed charged with meaning and even a sense of persona mission.

The Followers of Horus prepareyou.. . .

It was like amythologica riddle was being posed by this supremdy intelligent spirit animdl; a puzzle for
Jake himsdlf to decipher.

Y et Jake was not just himsdlf. He was much more, something profoundly older and more complex,
belonging to anoble lineage with sacred duties and tasks that must be performed.

The Followers of Horus prepare you for your Journey . . .

The spirit animd,, if that’ swhat it was, was speaking to him now, asif thiswere the most naturd thing in
the world. Deaver watched in akind of ragpture asthe mythic creature began transforming itself from the
form of ahawk into something ese: ajackd the Sze of aman.

No, it's a man wearing the mask of a jackal, hethought.
The cresture dowly turned toward him asif angry at being discovered.
Oh,itsnotamask ...

“Unnhh.” Jake opened his eyes, not remembering having closed them.



Dr. Mancini smiled and helped him out of the sarcophagus with an air of ceremony, asif welcoming him
back to the dimensiona world. He then led the way out of the stone passage toward the light of the sun
god, Ra

“It has acertain power. NO?’

“Yes, it does.” Deaver checked the luminousdia on hiswatch and felt anew respect for The Followers
of Horus and their seventy-two-hour ritua entombments: dl of five minutes had passed sincehe/d lain
down inside the sarcophagus. Then Mancini’ s voice was echoing off the hard ssonewalls.

“Commander, stay whereyou are.”

Up ahead he could seethe Itdian Egyptologist or a least his silhouette at the tunnel entrance. Hewasin
some kind of argument, speaking in rapid-fire Arabic with Jake' s bodyguard, who was gesturing
emphaticaly.

Puzzled, Deaver stood sill amoment, hunched over in the dim, low shaft.

Listening beyond the voices of Mancini and the agitated driver, he could just make out the chaos of
people shouting in excitement or alarm and the sporadic Orville Redenbacher pop-pop-pop of what
sounded like automatic weaponsfire.

Jake then hurried up the tunnd toward his host.
“Marcus, what' s hgppening?’
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February 10/Washington, D.C.

The morning drive-time traffic crossing and recrossing the Potomac was every bit as stop-and-go as
Angelahad imagined it would be, although ten hours earlier she hadn't expected she d be dedling with it
aal.

Before meeting Jake at Reagan National, she had booked aroom for him at the Mayfair Hotel on her
Stience Horizon business Visa And after saying good night to Dr. Winnick, they’ d climbed into
Angela s Grand Cherokee and headed back to D.C., fully intending to go straight to the hotel.

Which we almost actually did, Angelathought, deftly applying eyeliner in the truck’ srearview mirror as
she crept along with the traffic.

Certain images kept coming back from the rest of their night together and she found hersdlf grinning into
the mirror uncontrollably. Searching for aword with which to characterize Commander Deaver’s
generosity asalover, she settled on lavish and amost swooned at the thought.

“Lavish...”
Especialy the second time.

Science Horizon would be billed for the room at the Mayfair, and she thought about not telling Miriam
that Jake had spent the night at her gpartment. She could avoid the third degree by just saying that she'd
taken him to the airport that morning, and get points for saving the company taxi fare.

Angedatouched the brakes, narrowly avoiding a collison with ashirtdeeved man in an E 320 Mercedes
who glared back at her blissful face.



Of coursg, if shewas going to continue grinning like amaniac, dissembling was not redlly going to bean
option: her partner-in-crime, Miriam Kresky, was awoman of many talents. One of which wasthat she
could read asmile like Barry Bonds reads the seams on abig-league curveball.

Well, hell, Angela decided, adolescently rebelling at the ideaof having to hide how she wasfeding.
There' re only so many secrets about a man that a person can keep.
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The Oval Office/the White House
Shit.

Bob Winston was unhappy, but more because of his own misca culation than anything else: thiswasnot a
leve of play with much room for error.

The nationd security adviser was Sitting in ayellow, incongruoudy cheerful-looking chintz-upholstered
chair in the Ova Office, paying close attention to the President of the United States now towering over
him from behind the desk built for FDR.

A file containing the findings of Sandy Sokoff’ sinvestigation lay open on the President’ sblotter, including
abrief on the Mars Observer/ TOLAS package that had been given to Congressman Lowe and Lowe's
description of his experience with Winston at the National Archives.

Too angry to sit, the Commander in Chief just stood there staring down at the file in excruciating silence
and letting Wington swest.

A few feet away, Sokoff and an uncomfortable-looking Phillip Lowe shared a couch. Sandy observed
with satisfaction how Wington ignored them, asif nonacknowledgment was the same as nonexistence.

Sandy, however, fdt quite at ease, in ahardball sort of way. Coming when it had, Congressman Lowe's
unexpected phone call and subsequent revelations had been providentid, if not miraculous. Sandy
decided hewould have to ask his new friend the Jesuit monsignor what exactly wasinvolved in the
Church officidly recognizing an event asamiracle. He seemed to remember that the convening of a
synod of bishops might be required, but he wasn't sure.

For his part, the President of the United States did not believe much in miracles. He suspected
Congressman Lowe s courage in coming forward might have been driven by ambition as much asby the
whispering of angels.

But he' d take whatever he could get. The President closed thefile.

“Thanks to an independent investigation, conducted at my request, information regarding
Unacknowledged Specid Access Projects has been brought to my attention, Bob. Information of crucia
importance to any sort of informed executive decision concerning Project Orion. The kind | had hoped to
find in the briefing paper you provided me two weeks ago.”

“Within the congtraints of time, Mr. President, | thought that brevity might serve best. | take full
respongbility if that was amisreading of what you required, sir.”

Sokoff watched Winston coolly taking the hest, like the ceramic tiles on the outside of the Space Shuttle
deflecting friction fire during reentry. The President appeared unimpressed.

“Inany case, Bob, the issues raised by these Special Access projectswill provide the talking pointsat a
Nationa Security Council meeting I’'m caling for this afternoon. And | expect your contribution to that



mesting to be an unabridged disclosure of dl current USAP activities.”

“I understand.” Winston accepted the presidentia reprimand even as his brain raced way out ahead,
looking for wiggle room, caculating the extent of damage to his own position, and how to stop further
bleeding, and which endangered species of secrets might yet be protected by amore limited disclosure
than the President was cdling for.

“If | may speak to the gravitas of the Stuation, as| seeit, Sr?’
“Go ahead.”

“Mr. President,” Winston continued, asif they were the only two peoplein the room, “it cannot be your
intention to abandon the preservation of presidentid deniability vis-avis Specid Projects. Asyour
adviser, | urge you in the strongest possible termsto reconsider.”

“Bab, that isexactly my intention.” The President responded in addiberate, even tone. “I will not make
decisonsthat affect hundreds of millions of peoplein self-imposed ignorance. And if it putsthis office and
my adminigtration in politica peril down theroad, so beit.”

Winston knew that this was his cue to back off, but he persevered.

“Mr. President, | fill believeitisagrave mistake. And | must formaly protest in the interests of nationa
security.”

He had pushed it to thewall with dl the dignity he could muster, under the deteriorating circumstances.

“Duly noted,” the President said dryly. “And please have your resignation on my desk today before the
council convenes. I’ll hold my decison on it until after the meeting.”

It was the shoe Winston had been waiting to hear drop.

“Mr. Presdent,” he said, stlanding in respect for the Office, if not the man. He then turned on his hed with
acertain Teutonic spank and marched out of the room.

Once he was gone, the President snatched up his monogrammed |etter opener like adagger and then
drummed it on the dark green blotter.

“Hethinks|’mwesk because | didn’t fire hisass outright.”

From the couch, Sandy Sokoff laughed and shook his head.

“No, Mr. President; hejust knows he till hasleverage.”

“Because we need to know what he knows and he knowsit.”

Lowe shifted hisweight and leaned forward, speeking for the firgt time since Winston had walked in.
“Mr. President, isthere ascenario in which you wouldn’t fire hisass?’

The President gave that some thought.

“I expect our friend Bob isworking on that even aswe speak.”
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Boulder, Colorado



It was not asif Deaver hadn’t been thinking about it. Off and on throughout their driveto Paula
Winnick’s house and even while they were there, he had found himself fantasizing about Ms. Angela
Browning: as hewatched her quizzing Dr. Winnick or when their hands touched as they passed things
acrossthe coffee table.

He' d sensed that Angela had had some thoughts along those lines, too.

Still, when she had invited him up for adrink at her place, on theway into D.C., there had been mutua
astonishment at how combustible they were together.

Theurgency and hunger were evident inthetrail of their clothing from the hallway (wherethey'd findly
kissed each other) to the bedroom (the bed amost totally symbalic, at this point) to the puddie of clothes
on Angdla s bedroom floor, where they’ d fucked in such afrenzy it was more like jungle-animal sex than
making love.

The second time, actualy in the bed, had been even better: probing, delicious, funny, intoxicating,
languorous, profound.

Pulling into hisgrave drive outsde Boulder, he sill wondered if he had done the right thing by coming
home. Jake had anguished al the way out to Reagan that morning, thinking he was insane not to be
saying in D.C. for afew more days, but Angela had not suggested it and he wasn't about to presume.

Beat from the flight and the two-hour drive from Denver, Jake dropped his carry-on bag at the door
insgde his A-frame cabin and surveyed the wreckage.

“Oh, no.”

Unlike the meticulous toss courtesy of Navd Intelligence, thistime Deaver’ s artwork and mementos,
everything from his shelves and closets, was either missing, broken, or turned out in piles on the floor.
The sense of violation did not take long to percolate through theinitia shock.

“Son of abitch...”

Angrily kicking through the ankle-deep disaster area of the living room, he righted atoppled bookcase
and rescued a sketchpad il intact in the rubble of books and manuscripts. Pocketing the pad, Jake
negotiated hisway into the spectacularly trashed kitchen and tried the wall phone, but was greeted only
by dead air. He dammed it down.

“Y ou rat-fucks!”

A flash of lightning outside drew his attention to the open kitchen door and thunder came right behind the
flash like abang-bang play: close. He could smell the approaching westher.

Jake shoved aside a shattered spice rack and opened the fridge.
“Y ou fuckers better’ ve left me some OJ”

His own scared-stupid bravado cracked Deaver up until he found the juice carton and chugged i,
ignoring thetrickle down hischin.

When the truck tires crunched into the drive out front, he didn’t stand there wondering what it was. He
hit the back door and disappeared.

Jake had only one advantage over the younger, faster, and doubtlesdy well-armed men who would soon



be hard behind him: the home-turf advantage. He' d have to make the most of it.
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TheJ. Edgar Hoover Building/Washington, D.C.
Dicksin dick suits, Angelathought.

The two men waiting a her gpartment door, after she returned from the airport, clamshelled Bureau IDs
at her with apracticed snap and insisted the questions they had would be better answered at the Hoover
Building.

Angela cooperated. In agesture of good faith, she even waived her right to counsel. But three hours later
shewas 4till sequestered in asmdll, plain room with three chairs, atable with atape recorder oniit, and
Agents Smmonsand Callier.

After she had told it twice, they wanted to hear it again: everything that had transpired between Angela
Browning and Commander Jake Deaver; what he said and did, what she said and did, where and when
they had said and doneit, and who else was in the room at the time.

She was on the cusp of telling them to go stuff it when the questions turned more specific. So
he-said/she-said specific it was obvious they had to have been bugging Dr. Winnick’s house. When
Angdafinaly asked the agents point-blank, they just shrugged and showed her the transcript.

“Ms. Browning, these are just words on a page, which can be interpreted in different ways. So, if you
would please help us out here,” Agent Smmons said, with al the casua smoothness of a spider to afly.
“On page ten, about halfway down, Commander Deaver saysto Dr. Winnick: ‘I told Angelaeverything.’
Can we hear just that portion?’

Agent Collier produced a cassette, cued up to that spot, and played it back.
“| told Angela everything, Paula.”
“What did Deaver tdl you?’

Hearing Jake s voice, Angelaremembered that she hadn’t actualy seen him board the plane for Denver,
which made her wonder if hewasn't right herein the building, in aroom just like this himsdif.

“I’'m sorry. What' sthe question?’

“When Commander Deaver says hetold you everything, isn't he referring to classified government
secrets? Top-secret material which he had leaked to you, in hopesthat you'd useit in a PBS exposé?’

Angelasaw she couldn’t last much longer without perjuring herself.

“Agent Smmons, Commander Deaver never gave me any classified documents whatsoever. And
speaking of documents, since | am not aforeign nationa suspected of terrorist activity, I'd like to seethe
federa judge' s Sgnature authorizing the e ectronic eavesdropping and privacy violaions of which this
tape and transcript are physica evidence.”

Chief Investigating Agent Smmonslooked at his partner with ableak expression, then spoketo Angela
inalow, sSncerevoice.

“Ms. Browning, | must remind you that even asacitizen of the United States, giving false or mideading
testimony to an agent of the FBI isafelony offense for which you may be sentenced to up to five yearsin



afederd facility and fined up to ten thousand dollars.”
Angelastared back at them across the table.

“Wadll, if you' rewaving fines and prison a me, then | think | will need to have my atorney present. And
I’'m sure he' |l dso be very interested in seeing that bench warrant, too, if you actudly have one.”

Angedaknew by their reactions that they hadn’t bothered with the technical niceties. She grabbed her bag
and stood up, her whole body daring them not to let her go.

“By the way, you don’t happen to have Jake and mein my bedroom rutting like crazed weasdls, do
you?’ Angelaindicated the cassette tape. “1’ d sort of like acopy of that.”
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Boulder, Colorado

Lightning was crackling, sending bright white fiber-optic roots to ground al around him, and Jake could
fed the hair on hisarmslevitating. The following thunder was a basso profundo that juddered up the soles
of hiswork boots and deep into the twisted laundry that was his stomach.

There would be acold squdl, and soon.

Jouncing through the brush in his’ 76 Pathfinder truck, he noticed how his own fight/flight adrenaine
made every physical move, every menta action, seem achingly clear and present. It was dmost a spiritua
experience.

“Scared awake.” Helaughed, trying to cheer himsdlf on.

Back at the cabin, cregping on foot through aheavy screen of pinesthat bordered his property, he'd
watched the black, unmarked Chevy van unloading its packet of operatives. When the heavily armed
team rushed the front door, Jake had made a dash for the garage and his Pathfinder and then roared out
the utility road, heading uphill.

With high clearance and four-whed drive, he now drove asfast as he dared, thinking his best chance of
losing them would be off-road. After that, he didn’t know what the hell he was going to do, but first
thingsfird.

Ashetook asharp left into some low scrub, lightning flashed again and the first spatter of rain strafed the
windshidd. Thistime of year that should have been good for snow. But whatever was playing havoc with
the world’ sweether systems, it was only freezing above seven thousand feet, so in the foothills of
Boulder rain just meant mud.

Good. Jake checked hisrearview. Mud is good.

Then awind came up strong enough to buffet the cab, the clouds dropped cargo, and Jake had hiswish.
Zagging downhill, he dipped and thumped over therocky terrain and got afirst glimpse in the mirror of
the black van muscling and banging itsway behind him.

1] s,]it.”

The good newswas that, so far, the wet had yet to compromise the purchase of the vintage Nissan's
all-season tires. He was going to need that grip for al it was worth.

Making a hard off-camber turn that dumped him in acontrolled fal onto ararely used rutted track,



Deaver gathered speed and distance for a quarter mile, then jumped back off-road again asthe van
reappeared far behind him.

Insde the dithering black Suburban that was damming its bump stops dl the way down the hill, FBI
agents Stottlemeyer and Markgrin held on to whatever they could, but thiswasjust a courtesy
ride-aong.

The Defense Intelligence crew running the show had come heavy: cammies, Kevlar vests, flash grenades,
machine pistols, and laser-scoped sniper rifles.

“Unhh. Jesus.”

Stottlemeyer grunted after a particularly harsh impact asthey followed Deaver off-road, and gave
Markgrin alook: there was no way thiswas going to end except badly. He shouted up to the DIA team
leader.

“Y ou don't think this might be overkill. Just awee bit?’

“Y ou were the one who said he wouldn’t run. By the way, what kind of weaponswould he havein that
old rice burner?’

1] Wmns?1
“Hunting knives, rifles, shotguns? There was only onein the house”

A cammo'd op produced an unloaded service revolver in aMarine Corps holster. Stottlemeyer rolled his
eyes.

“Guess you missed the ceremonial sword. It goes with the dresswhites.”

“Might not bedl he'sgoat,” the team leader said, pronouncing thiswisdom with akind of clipped
righteousness meant to cut off further discussion.

Then the pounding rain was drumming down so hard on the van’ sthin roof skin that conversation became
impossible anyway.
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Map Room/the White House

The Secret Service were obliged to wait outside the Map Room in the White House, where the Nationd
Security Council wasin session: no one guarding the President had the clearance to hear what was being
reveded.

Behind those closed doors, Wington led the discussion, standing next to a globe of the Earth that was
eadly ten feet in circumference. They had aready covered antigravitic propulsion technology and
high-altitude microwave-beam weapons bouncing degath off the upper atmosphere with scaled-down
mobile applications for crowd control, and awhole lot more from the dark world of Unacknowledged
Projects.

“The next category iswegponization of weather,” Winston was saying. “We re playing catch-up with the
Russans on Battlefield Weather Modification, but we re making progress. Mainly in forced inducement
of drought and flooding, creating earthquakes, tsunamis, and hurricanes. Ongoing testing is, of course,
taking place drictly in underpopul ated regions.”



Wington indicated flagged spotsin the Far Eadt, including afew where artificialy induced “ natural”
disasters had regrettably spread beyond isolated test areas, causing widespread destruction and human
uffering.

“Battlefield Weather Modification,” the President repeated.

“Yes. It snot an exact science, but we can amost put atornado down on the ground wherever we want
to, potentidly incapacitating a tanding army. When the Northern Alliance was champing at the bit to
take Kabul, we stalled them and bought ourselves a couple of dayswith a sandstorm. Controlling it after
it's been generated is something el se, but the technology is promising.”

“Smart sorms,” the President said, unsure which was more insane: that this could be done or that it was
being done.

Wington read his reaction.
“If it can be done, Mr. President, how can we afford not to do it?’
Ignoring the rhetoric, Sokoff jumped in.

“Mr. President, you can stop it and we can probably get the Russians to stop it, but we could never go
public withit. Theliability issuedone. . . every hurricanein Asawould get blamed on American
weaponstesting. There' d be cdlsfor reparations, business insurance would melt down—"

“Mr. Sokoff, | won't tell FEMA if you won't. Can we move on?’ Winston loved hearing the President’s
counsel making the case for secrecy.

“Unacknowledged R and D isacrucid dement of nationad security, authorized by tacit EOs and funded
by Aerospace and Defense monies, congressiona alocations, and so-called black budget or off/book
discretionary dollarsfor over fifty years. It'sabout protecting our security future.”

Sokoff coughed into hisfist and leaned over to the President.

“ ‘Tacit’ executive orders?’

But the President waved him off.

“How much money are we talking about, Bob? Altogether. Everything.”
“Fifty billion annudly, Mr. Presdent, give or teke.”

A shocked murmur among the military men rippled around the room; mostly plain surprise, curdled with
jealousy on bendf of their own service s budget congtraints.

Wington waited while the hubbub died down. He had decided not to mention the additiond billions put to
work supplying wesponsfor every sde of every armed conflict, rebellion, or civil war around the globe.
Profits sometimes amplified by payment taken in heroin or cocaine and turned into cash by favored drug
cartels. He didn’t want to muddy the aready murky waters for the new Occupant, who seemed
understandably out of his depth.

“Fifty billion dollars,” the President said. “ All right, | want everyonein thisroom to hear thisloud and
clear: as Commander in Chief, | can and will impose moratoriums on any or al of these programs, if that
isinthe best interests of the United States. And | don't give a shit whose bread fals butter-side down.”

The President looked around the table, taking in the entire council, including the CIA chief, the chairman



of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, the heads of NSA and Defense Intelligence, and others, each of whom had
his or her most game face on.

“That isagiven, Mr. Presdent,” Winston said, “but with al due respect, g, tarring Project Orion with
the same brush as westher mods or these other things would be extremey unfortunate and, | think,
shortsighted, given the narrow window.”

“We re aware of thetimetable,” the President said, locking eyes with Winston. “Let’ s get back to the
black budget projects.”
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Everything outsde Jake' s windshield kept disappearing in the lashing Sideways ddluge. Steering the
gpartan Pathfinder by Braille he hoped he was closing on an arroyo where he d either find disaster or the
break he needed.

Squinting between swipes of smeary wiper blades, he got a glimpse of the normally dry creek bed and hit
the wet brakes hard. The creek was now aswift and rising river, and he was about to find out exactly
how far it had risen.

Jake shifted gears and inched forward, diding down the collgpsing banks and fighting to keep from
getting histruck sdeways. Grinding through river water up to the engine mounts, he revved the Nissan
four-banger furioudy until he was out of the water and then gunned it like a crazy man up the other sde
of the arroyo.

“Whoo-hoo!”

From his new vantage point Jake looked back, swerving paralle with the swollen creek. The pursuing
three-ton Suburban could elther follow suit or fold.

Through exploding sheets of rain, he could just make out the black truck asit dowly approached the
arroyo, tipped itsef down the sodden banks at a crazy angle, hit the water, and got bogged down up to
the hubs.

uYa”

Jake watched the diding side door open and three DIA men splash out, up to their bulletproof vestsin
rushing water and battling just to keep their footing.

Then he heard the unambiguous stutter of automatic pistols on rock and roll.
“Shit!”

Deaver threw himsalf down across the passenger sest, dropping the clutch he forgot hewasriding. The
vintage Pathfinder lurched and stalled out.

Inside the black van aformer Olympic shooting medalist had started getting ready by taking his gloves off
and warming his hands like a concert musician. Watching helplesdy asthe DIA fuckup played itsdlf out,
Stottlemeyer and Markgrin found it nightmarish and absurd. It was going bad: lethally, career-endingly
bad. When the wallowing Suburban died and the two gym-rat hard-ons jumped out into the water and
started emptying their clips, the Fibbies threw themselves past the stunned team leader and out the door.

“Hold your fire! Hold your firel”

Jake didn’t see the G-men or their shouting match and comic wrestling melee with theintel opsin the



river or hear what they were shouting. Lying across the hand bresk and yanking the shifter into neutrd, he
wastoo involved with staying low, grinding the starter, and praying for spark.

Aslightning lit the scene like a phosphorus flare, helifted his head and peeked outside. A red dot of laser
light flicked across his eyelashes and Jake got along harrowing ook at a man wearing awatch cap and
aming ahigh-caliber sniper rifle a him from insde the open door of the van.

He knew the truck offered no red protection: around from awegpon like that had an all-access pass.
Even amediocre shooter could put abullet through his door faster than you could say, “I'm with the

But between the ruby blink of that redlization and theimpulse to put his hands up in surrender, the
stuation changed and Jake heard it coming: it was like the hollow sound of the ocean indgde a conch shell,
amplified and deepened by the concussive rush of rolling rocks and stones that were being swept up into
the grainy mix and powering down the arroyo like arunaway train.

Oncetheflash flood hit, it was over in about five heartbeats. The laser targeting Deaver’ sface
disappeared just as an eight-foot wall of water and highballing stones exploded over the huge black
Chevy, skewing it sideways and washing dl the former occupants downstream like summer-camp kids
white-water rafting.

“Thank you!”

Jake hit the Starter again, directing his gratitude up toward any eavesdropping deities who might have
intervened.

“Thank you very much!”

When the damp points caught, he revved the Nissan engine back to life, blessed its 230,000 miles of
loyd service, and worked hisway down the mountain to the county road.
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Asthe two men strode back through the West Wing corridor, Sandy Sokoff thought the President
seemed dmost jaunty. It was an odd reaction to the recitd they’ d just heard of horrific new applications
of power designed to kill people wholesale.

And he was pretty sure thiswas probably just thetip of the iceberg. Still, the transcript of the President’s
council meeting, in the unlikely event that it was ever published, would probably qualify as anew Book of
Revdations. the U.S. was secretly decades ahead of the rest of the world in military technology.

Sokoff understood the theoretical upside in terms of defense strength and aso how the most compeling
new wesponry had become the most tightly guarded secret, kept from even our own conventiona armed
forces.

But the downside was a complex puzzle: unbeknownst to most of those in the American command
dructure, the U.S. military was planning and training to defend the nation with hardware that was
generations behind the capabilities that were being kept secret. The sheer wastein billions of tax dollars
and millions of man-hours was staggering.

Even NASA was being crippled, spending ahuge portion of their limited budget on incrementally better
rocket propulsion systems that had long been surpassed by black projects technology.

For the President, thiskind of gaping dysfunction was horrendous enough. What was even more alarming



was the redlization that any perceived balance of power in the world was anillusion. The bedrock
concept upon which international security was reckoned by the world community was false; a confidence
game maintained asrigoroudy asthefiction of aspy’ s cover story.

Ononeleve, the U.S. appeared to be setting back the Cold War doomsday clock, joining hands with
Moscow in reducing our nuclear arsenas and helping the Russians do the same. But it was asymbolic
disarmament at best.

The fact wasthat Mother England’ s runaway child was only ablink away from possessing the meansfor
world domination on ascale only Deutschland’ s most infamous housepainter had ever envisioned,
burning himself dive with pure methamphetamine crystd and raving in his self-made Bergtesgarden of

COrpses.

And whether some dark, apocalyptic Pax Americana began here or not depended a great deal on what
this new Commander in Chief decided to do at this particular moment in time.

Approaching the Oval Office, the President glanced at Sokoff, who was keeping pace beside him.
“So, how do you fed about Lowe chairing open public hearings on the Hill 7’
To Sandy, the President seemed to be animated by an amost perverse enthusiasm.

“Sir, every palitica bonein my body says bury it where the sun don’t shine. But right now I’m more
concerned about the Friends of Bob.”

“How do you mean?’

Sokoff peered around at the Secret Service agents, who were leading the way in front and trailing
behind. Helowered hisvoice.

“Mr. President, the first use of power isto retain power,” he said. “I’ d double your persona guard. And
| mean now.”

“Havefath, Sandy. The systemisgoing to work,” the Presdent said, waving off the idea. “ Besides, we
don’t want them thinking they’ ve got us running scared, do we?’

Asthey reached the outer office, his secretary flagged them down.
“Mr. President.”
“Yes, Mrs. Travis”

“Y ou have the 4-H Club from Des Moines for a photo op on the lawn in ten minutes and then the
Russian ambassador’ s credentials presentation in the Blue Room, but—"

“Thank you, Mrs. Travis. Buzz mein five minutes”

“Yes, Mr. President,” she said, deciding that telling him about the Brahman bull that was currently
fertilizing the Kentucky bluegrass off the portico could wait.

Sokoff was pulling on afreckled earlobe and staring out the Ova Office s bay window as the President
closed the door. He dtill didn't know what the putatively most powerful man in the world was being so
cheerful about. Asfar as Sandy could see, Bob Wington had them with their pants down over abarrel of
moonshine and he could hear banjo music.



“Y ou know, you have that look, Sir.”
“What look?’

The lanky President grinned and joined his much shorter counsel in aMutt-and-Jeff tableau at the
window. Outside, agathering of outsized but extremey hedthy-looking farm animals seemed to be
ataining critical mass.

“The I’ m-the-smartest-man-in-the-room look.”

“I'll try to work on that. In the meantime, give me the three-minute version of what' sin the Vatican
Archivesthat President Carter wanted to see and why | should ask HisHolinessfor permission to seeit

mysdf.”
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After prying cold, clenched fingers off the steering whed, Jake shook out his hands and felt them
trembling. He forced himself to dow the truck down, take severa deep, deliberate breaths, and he was
just getting calm enough to be worrying about what to do next when a helicopter made a pass about a
hundred feet above him and sharply whedled back around.

“Aw, fuck.” Deaver pumped the brakes, but they till locked up, sending him daloming toward thelittle
blue-painted Bell now setting down on the road in front of him behind a curtain of gray rain.

“Jake!” Thetreble edge of abullhorn cut through the helicopter whine, but heignored it, desperately
trying to turn around in the mud-pie track.

“Jake! Hold up, there, podnah!”

Deaver stopped: he knew that voice. And then, between the dapping wiper blades, he saw a stocky
body jump out of the chopper wearing a hooded sky-blue dicker and matching NASA baseball cap. It
could not have been anybody e se.

“Son of abitch.” Jake yanked on the brake handle and splashed down into the road, looking like he just
might kill Augie Blake with hisbare hands.

“You! You son of ahitch!”

Jake stalked toward him, yelling over the whine of helicopter rotors and repeatedly losing hisfooting in
thedop.

“Y ou son of abitch!”

“Hold on now, goddamniit.”

Augie shouted into the loud-hailer, sanding his ground.

“Thisisnot my show, podnah!”

But Jake dogged furioudy toward him, getting soaked to the bone.

“Not your show? Not your show! What the fuck doesthat mean? Y ou were just in the neighborhood?’
Augieclicked on the bullhorn again.

“It'salong story,” he said. “Wannatake aride?’



Speechless, Jake just stopped and gawked. With the prop wash whipping rain into hisface, he squinted
past Augie at thelittle two-place Bell: it was empty.

“It sarentd!” Augie grinned wetly and waved him closer. “ Come on, Daddy-o, let me buy you adrink.”

Jake stood in the pelting downpour for amoment, then splashed back and yanked the keys out of the
Pethfinder’ signition, cursing to himself dl theway.
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Augie took them up over the aspens, banking radically and pushing the performance envelope of the
whirlybird to about ten-tenths. Though strapped in tight, Jake was il plastered to the Plexiglas door by
the g-squash.

It reminded him of late-’ 60’ sflight-smulator hell: he and Augiein astronaut training and Augi€ s hotshot
“Hey, isthat dl you got?’ tet-pilot swagger. Not afond memory.

When he could sit upright again, Deaver was till hot.
“So, what the fuck isgoing on? And don't tell me those aren’t the same pond scum you threw in with.”
Augie eyed himwith amix of affection and weary irritation.

“Jesus God Almighty. Y ou know ashitload has happened since you hit your dinger and hung *em up,
son.”

“Just tell me how come your asshole buddies back there are out trashing my place and chasing me down,
like America’s Most Wanted!”

“Aw shit, now, don’t play dumb. Y our little téte-a-tétes with Ms. Angela Browning? They think you're
poppin’ up in the toaster, podnah.”

“Oh, God.” Jake swiped rainwater off hisface. “Fuck me...”

Augie made adow sweeping turn and pulled ahand towel and a sweatshirt out of a sports bag under the
Sedt.

143 Ha.e.”

Jake rubbed his hair and face with the towd, then stripped off hisjacket and sopping T-shirt and pulled
the dry swesatshirt over his head.

“Augie, | swear to God, if they hurt her .. .”
But he was unable to finish the thought.

Tilting over sharply, Augie pointed down at an old cinderblock pilots' bar near the renta helicopter
hangars.

“Y ou remember the Condor.”
“Oh, God.”

Jake saw the painting of the huge endangered bird, faded and pedling on the bar’ srustic tin roof. He
braced himsdlf with both arms and legs.



Getting clearance from the Denver tower, Augie swooped around and made aroaring hotdog approach,
free-fdling the last five hundred feet before catching it like a baby and setting the chopper down onits
skids with masterful gplomb. It wasvivid in Jake smind, as he fumbled with his seet belt, exactly why he
redlly hated flying with Augie Blake.
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The Condor Bar/Denver Airport

“So, we went back,” Jake said, ashot of cuervo anjo beginning to warm his body from the inside out.
Across the Formicatable, Augie hunkered down over the Condor Bar’s scalding black coffee,

“Hell, yes” hesaid, “with the Soviets”

Cocooned in the privacy of their corner booth, Deaver made no effort to disguise his astonishment.
“Y ou have it on good authority or you know for afact?’

“I worethe vest.”

A misson director’ s sartorid choice back inthe Mercury program had become both atradition and an
emblem of the job itself, aplayer-coach kind of job often taken up by former astronauts.

Jake tried to imagine hot-shoe Augie Blake riding herd on a clandestine Moon return from achair at Star
City Mission Contral in Soviet Georgia. Then again, who, besides he himsdlf, would know better what a
crew putting down at Sinus Medii should look out for?

Unlike Deaver, Augie had been trusted. He had stayed with the NASA team after Apollo 18, moving on
to other chalenges within the space program asif not & al burdened by the weight of keeping the
nation’s darkest secrets.

“Incredible. . .” Jake said, around aforkful of eggsand slsa. He knew the true price of bearing that
burden. Deaver looked away, tasting a bitternessin his mouth not put there by the Condor’ s grill chef but
by hisown ego roiling with a sudden, poisonous envy.

Yeah, the team player getsthe rewards. Go along and get along. Follow orders, keep your nose
clean, and put “ doing the right thing” aside, along with your conscience.

Jake knew he could never have taken Augi€ s path: he had been much too righteoudy angry back in
1973. Mad at NASA and at the Navy when they wouldn’t back him up. Mad at his ex-wife and others
he' d counted as friends when they made it clear that he was on hisown if he refused to go dong. Mad
most of al at Augie Blake, for what had felt like the most personal possible betrayal.

But now, thirty-some years|ater, looking at his old partner, Deaver was aready becoming bored with
watching hisown rampaging ego grasping at al the old-news victim fury welling up from decades past.

So what? Jake thought, addressing that fading, reptilian part of hisbrain asit dowly loosened itsgrip. So
fucking what?

“Tel meabout it,” he said out loud.
Augiewarmed his aging pilot’s hands around the house coffee cup.

“Shit, sure.”



And fueled with shooters and Tecate, Jake listened as Augie ate huevos rancheros and told it.

After the Apollo 18 voyage was declared the last of the Moon missions, the U.S. ambassador to
Moscow showed his Russian counterpart some color sills of what had been confirmed at Sinus Medlii,
and proposed a collaboration. Of the two nations, only the Soviets had both the technological base and
the socia control necessary to mount and support a Moon mission in guaranteed secrecy.

Thus, under the umbrdla of back-channd protocols, the two nations set aside their antagonisms so that
astronauts and cosmonauts might begin training together a the Cosmodrome for a covert return to the
Moon.

Ultimately launched from Star City, using a Russian Titan-class rocket for the heavy lifting, the adapted
Apollo spacecraft was manned by ajoint Russan/American three-man crew.

Landing at Sinus Medii on Christmas morning, 1974, the crew had a clear-cut mission: to find and enter
the alien habitat and document everything they could see underground. High on the science agendawas
the collection of any artifacts that would shed light on the nature of the extraterrestrids: what they were
like, why they had been there, what kind of technology they had, where they were from, and why they
were gone.

Anaysis of the extensve film photography from inside the multilevel habitat resolved certain key
guestions. a catastrophic decompression caused by abreaching of the diens protective dome had
blasted out everything near the entrances that was not bolted down. Whether it was caused by an
asteroid hit, alarge-scaleindustria accident, sabotage, or an act of war was unknown.

Artifactsfrom indgde the tunnels were recovered, secured in the return module, and later pored over by a
cadreof U.S. and Soviet scientists. And from the study of film and photographs and five hundred kilos of
recovered materia, a picture of the former extraterrestrial colony on the Moon gradually took shape.

It had been amining operation, built in six levels below the surface. Alien machinery, eectronics, and
hardware had remained intact, preserved for millenniain the super-cold airless tunnels and chambers,
shielded from meteoritic erosion and solar radiation asif waiting to be found. And many intriguing pieces
of this ancient advanced technology had been brought back to Earth.

What was at first bizarre and indecipherable, in 1974, became recognizable under high-powered
microscopes as microminiaturized eectronic circuitry and fiber-optic filamentsfor carrying digital
information. These were among the most promising discoveriesyielded by the artifacts that had been
retrieved from the Moon. Replication or back-engineering from the ET samples would take a decade or
S0, but the jump start those samples had provided in advancing U.S. computers and communication was
profound. And that was just the beginning.

Outside the windows of the Condor Bar, private jets and little four-place Cessnas taxied by; and
commercid arcraft flying overhead rattled the raftersinsde, where Tex-Mex was getting abig play on
the jukebox. Jake and Augie hardly noticed any of it.

“So, tell me” Deaver said, lucidly drunk. “What were they like?’
“Likeus, only smaller: two arms, two legs, two eyes, Six fingers, Sx toes.”
“Humanoid.”

“Y egh, humanoid.”

“And they were extracting mineras?’



“Y ou remember when we dropped that hammer and all the moonquake sensors went ape-shit?’
“Yeah, | remember they said the ground kept on ringing for hours.”

“That' s becauseit’ s damn near hollow. ET had mined the shit out of it, podnah.” Augie chuckled and
swiped acorn tortilla through a puddle of egg yolk. “Y ou know what the Russans did when they got
back?’

“ Stopped building big boogters, | imagine.”

“Confiscated every copy of Titan-class plans, cut up the onesthey’ d already built into scrap, and melted
‘em down. Every goddamned one of them.”

“Scared shitless.”

“Héll, so werewe. At one point, they asked this KGB guy Douchenko, the guy in charge of the SR-21
program at Baikonur: if these folks came back today, did the Russians have something we didn’t know
about, something we could defend oursalves with, if necessary? He just laughed and said, * Nyet.” That's
when the idea of collaborating on planetary defense started getting kicked around. What eventualy
became the Strategic Defense Initiative.”

“Was that Reagan’ sidea or Gorbachev's?’
Augie looked out at ahelicopter setting down on the tarmac.

“Bush. Bush the Elder. The old spymaster sold the space-shield concept to Reagan as a strategy for
winning the Cold War. But it was a smoke screen for atwo-track deal. Reagan tripled the national debt
and fast-tracked SDI knowing the Soviets d go bankrupt trying to match it. That gave the black budget
program a head start and gave Gorbachev the internal argument he needed to outflank the hard line
anti-perestroika, anti-glasnogt factions at home and initiate red talks.”

“But Star Warswas a bluff. We couldn’t have built it.”

“Héell no, not then. But we needed away to end the Cold War and get Project Orion, the real-deal space
shield, started. Now we' ve got supercomputers on a chip and science and resources from France,
England, Japan, Germany, Brazil. And it’ sfinaly going up even as we speak, podnah. Thanksto what
you and | found up there, in 1973.”

Jake thought about histrashed cabin and the intel opstrying to pick him up.
“So, that'swhy . ..~

“That' swhy.”

Deaver took that in dong with everything else, brooding over it.

“Was there any guess on how old that habitat is up there?’

“Micrometeor abrasion saysten to twelve thousand years, give or take.”
“God. And if they had dl that ten thousand yearsago . . .”

“Can’'t even imagine what they’ d have a this point. Can you?’

Jake just shook his head, unable to wrap hismind around it.



“So, what happens now?’ he said.
“Wadll, I’ ve been thinking about that.” Augie looked Jake directly intheeyes. “And | say it' stime.”

He spread his hands like a blackjack dealer showing he wasn't palming any chips. Deaver leaned back
away fromthetable.

“Why now?’ he said, looking aswary as hefelt.
Augie grinned across the breskfast plates and empty shot glasses.

“ 'Causeif wewait till we're dead, Daddy-o, the bad guyswin,” he said, and then laughed. “L ook,
we' re sitting here because push has come to shove. And | don't see another way out except by means of
extreme daylight.”

“For me, maybe. | thought you still had something to lose.”

Looking honestly contrite, Augie finished his coffee, taking a couple of beats to think about what he had
to say before he said it.

“Look, podnah, we'rejoined at the hip, you and me, likeit or not. But themain thingis, | oweyou. You
wereright and | waswrong. | should have backed you when you wanted to say no to NASA and Nixon
and that whole sorry-ass crowd. But | didn’t doit. | stood up and lied like aman for duty-honor-country
instead of having the gutsto tell the truth and damn the torpedoes. The only satisfaction | ever got was
seeing that lying ski-nosed bastard chased out in disgrace. Even now | look around and | see why people
distrust and despise the leaders they vote for. It’'s because they expect to be lied to when the chips are
down, and that' s serious long-term damage. But fuck it. Pointis: I'm sorry. I'm sorry for my partinthe
bullshit. I'm sorry | hated you and your righteous integrity. I’ m sorry | watched you quit and walk away
and sneered at you behind your back: ‘ Flaky Jake, what ashame.” But then, | guess you never do
forgive the man you have wronged. So let’ sjust say | want a chance to makeit right. Y ou swabby-ass,
lime-sucking pothead son of abitch.”

Augie offered his hand acrossthetable.

Jakelooked at it and then took it. It was sarting to fed alittle like the old days, the good old days. Augie
grinned and flagged down their waitress.

“Darlin’ ?We need a pot of coffee, high-test, and another cup. And tell me, you ever beenupina
helicopter?’

Deaver left Augieflirting with thewaitress.

“Extreme daylight,” he mused, not really sure what that would be like, but starting to get an idea.
Unsteady on hisfeet thanks to the shooters, Jake made hisway toward a door marked CABALLEROS
and the pay phone next to it. He badly needed to talk to Angela, but she was going to haveto cal him
back from another pay phone.

PART
VI
When you come to a fork in the road, take it.

—Yogi Berra
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February 11/CPB Building/Washington, D.C.

Angeawasfeding both scared for Jake and personaly responsible for the spot he wasin. Shewas
elated to know that he was safe, for the moment, but he was by no means out of the woods. And Angela
didn’t fed better about the situation until they had worked out a plausible way forward, away, though,
that involved both of them taking arisk.

Now that shewasfreeto tell her partner everything, the two women had strategized together after
Miriam’'sinitid shock wore off. They honed their pitch until they were ready to walk into the offices at
PBSlega and get what they needed.

“That' s some gtory,” Arthur Maclewain said, giving hisknack for laconic understatement some exercise.
Marvin Epstein, the attorney’ s young associate, spoke without looking up from their tightly crafted
two-page proposal.

“ S0, you' re saying you want to offer Science Horizon asaforum for Colonel Blake and Commander
Deaver to make a public statement about discovering an extraterrestria city on the Moon.”

Angdaturned toward thejunior attorney.
“It will be the science story of the decade. Like getting the first Apollo Moon landing exclusiveto PBS.”

“But wewon't just be scooping the networks. We' |l make *em bid to share our feed,” Miriam added.
“No reason not to make it good business aswell aslandmark television.”

“That’snot theissue” Maclewain fiddled with agold Cross pen.
“You mean, isit covered speech? You tell us”
The senior attorney looked extremely uncomfortable.

“Whether it's protected under the Constitution or not, you' re putting your careers, Science Horizon, the
station license, and the corporation at risk.”

“Like Edward R. Murrow taking on McCarthy. Or Dan Schorr and Vietnam.” Angela sounded astough
and defiant as shefdlt.

She and Miriam looked back and forth between the two lawyers.
“S0, isit condtitutional free speech and free pressor not?” Miriam repested.

“I don't know,” Epstein said, turning to the senior counsdl with an odd light in hiseyes. “But | want the
bal.”
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Returning from Denver on Air Force transport, Colonel Augie Blake had acar pick him up a Andrews
AFB and drop him a the NASA building in D.C. Stopping in his own office, he checked messages and
e-mail, including acryptic note and asmall video file from Jonathan Quatraine, the grad student in
Audrdia

Huh . .. Augielooked at the time, then opened thefile.

Since he was dready aware of Project Orion, the short quick-time sequence of the secret weapons test



was surprising only because the Aussie grad student had picked up on it and, impressively, even gotten it
on tape.

“Well, good onya, mate,” Augie said, inaDundee drawl.

He was playing the file back and wondering how to reassure Jonathan about what he had done when
something caught hiseye. Augie played the Orion test again. And then again, until he was sure of what he
was seeing.

“Those cowboy sons of bitches.”

Hethen hustled upstairsto join the criss management meeting dready in progressin the office of the
NASA Adminigtrator.
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Office of the NASA Administrator
“| talked to Deaver. After you folks slittlefiasco.”

Augie was splitting his attention between Vern Pierce behind his desk and Bob Winston, who was
sharing the office couch with Admira Ingraham. Winston was't giving away much, but Pierce seemed
anguished.

“I hope you told him it wasn't supposed to have been like that.”

“Y eah, those stuntmen did pretty well screw the pooch.” Augie laughed lightly. “1 don’'t know whose
dick was in whose hand out there in Colorado.”

The attitude alone was dmost enough to make Winston walk out, but the dour presence of the Admira
beside him quashed any such impulse: Ingraham hated prima donnas.

Augieturned to the two Intelligence heavywel ghts, who seemed to be competing for the grim face award.

“I'm afraid y’ dl’ ve got one pissed-off Apollo astronaut on your hands, outside the tent and ready to start
pissngin.”
“Whereishe?’ Ingraham said. Augie shook his head.

“ Someplace safe, I'm sure. And ready to face the media with a hundred-percent hangout, whether we
likeit or not.”

Piercelooked pale.
“Hewouldn't darel Justice would be forced to indict.”

“Vdidating Jake' sstory,” Augie pointed out. “Not to mention bringing it al crashing down on our
collective heads. Unless. . .”

Augie paused, asif reconsdering his own suggestion.
“Unlesswhat, Colone?’ Ingraham said.
But the National Security Adviser was dready there.

“Unless the one man, the one and only eyewitnesswho could cast doubt on Deaver’ stestimony,



contradicts hisstory,” Wington said, letting it hang out there.
Ingraham studied the idea from different angles. Pierce was dack-jawed.
“You can't be serious.”

“Maybeit’' sabad risk.” Augie shrugged, asif having second thoughts or fedling reluctant at being fitted
for the Judasrole. But the Admiral waswarmingtoiit.

“Better alivefool than adead martyr.”
“What exactly are you imagining here?’ Pierce said.
Augie explained.

“What if Jake and | go on Angela Browning's PBS show together, the both of us, and we let
Commander Deaver flat-out tell hisstory ... 7’

“But that’ sinsane. It sout of the question.”
“Wait, Vern, thisisjust abackup.” Winston held up hishand like atraffic cop. “Let’ splay it out.”
Augie leaned heavily forward, resting hisforearms on his knees.

“Just so we have no illusions here, gentlemen: unlessyou find him first and take him off the street, former
Apollo Commander Jake Deaver isgonnasay what he' sgonnasay in one public forum or another, likeit
or not, or gritsain’t groceries. All I'm saying is, if I'm at least there when he doesiit, | can set it up o
that Jake says his piecefirgt, and then when it’ smy turn, | can reluctantly and compassionately declineto
confirm the Commander’ sversion of events.”

“Jesus. . .” Pierce said, weighing the potentia PR nightmare.

“Thenyou, Vern, have your spin-flacks al geared up with tabloid handouts about Flaky Jake' s
psychotherapy, Flaky Jake' s Buddhist-cult practices, Flaky Jake and his psilocybin adventures, ‘ Drug
Bust Agtronaut Sez: “ Alien City onthe Moon!” * Shit, who the hell’ sgonnarun it asa straight news
dory?’

“While you and Colonel Blake take the high road.” Winston nodded. * * Commander Jake Deaver wasa
courageous, respected member of the Apollo family and dwayswill be, regardiess of any unfortunate
personal circumstances,” blah-blah-blah.”

“So, Deaver tdlsal and becomesthe latest Jay Leno joke,” Ingraham said, savoring it. Augie made a
face, but did not disagree.

“ After which he can say absolutely anything, folks, and nobody who matterswill give agood goddamn.”
But Pierce gppeared unconvinced.
“Look, | justdon't think . ..”

Ingraham silenced him with alook, then focused hisintelligent black eyes on Augie like the arch-spook
interrogator he’ d once been.

“Colond, | know thereisn’t that much love lost between you and Deaver.” The Admird’ svoice wasan
intimate rasp. “1 just want to be sure you could do this.”



Augie understood and took histime before responding.

“Admird, | know Jake Deaver. And | know that when he's mad, he’ s one stubborn son of abitch. Well,
right now he' s as pissed off as| have ever seen him, drunk or sober. That old boy isready to walk, head
high, through hdllfire, draggin’ yourstruly right along with him. And he/ snot askin’ anybody’ s opinion or
permission, least of al mine. What his old podnah might want, or how what he does affects me and the
rest of my life, istotdly off hisfuckin’ radar. Now, | may know him like my idiot brother and | may
understand why, but forgive meif | say fuck that noise to the bone. And if | have to save his sorry butt to
save mine, so beit. That said, Admird, thereisonething . . .”

Augieleanedin close, hisvoice sinking to a quasi-confessond register.

“Jake' s made some bad choices, dl right? So, theway | seeit, heisforcing my hand. And | can and will
consign my old podnah to permanent public irrelevancy. But make no mistake.”

Augieturned to include Winston.

“If an unidentified assailant robs him and leaves him dead in the Street, or thereis sometragic, fata
hit-and-run accident? Or CNN reports he was found overdosed on heroin, or some other shit he does
not use, in hiscabin in Colorado? Y ou know what I'm saying. If Jake Deaver so much as chokeson a
goddamn chicken sandwich, instead of dying in hisdeep avery old man, | will know who didit. And |
will track you down and put each one of you down likerabid, feral dogs.”

Winston was afraid to look over and see what Ingraham’ s reaction might be. But the stern-faced Admiral
was actualy rather amused, athough he believed Augie Blake meant exactly what he said, 100 percent.
They dl ignored the NASA chief, who was too busy eating histieto say anything.

“I don't suppose he'll thank you,” Winston said.

“No.” Augierdaxed back into his chair, looking oddly pensive. “I don't suppose hewill.”
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February 15/PBS Studios/Washington, D.C.

A phone bank was set up at the PBS station and staffed, just like pledge week, with volunteers poised to
handle the expected tiddl wave of cals. Additiona security waslaid on, both insgde and out, with
ingtructions that nobody go in or out without averba okay from Miriam.

Oncethe Science Horizon staff understood that the show was going “live’ and why, everyone wastoo
excited to complain about the restrictions, which extended to e-mail and phone cdls: afull lid was down.

A video team was dispatched to cover Augie on location at his NASA office, the PBS soundstage was
set up and lit, and a Chinese take-out feast was making the table groan in the greenroom. Jake's
whereabouts, however, remained amystery to everyone for safety’ s sake: he' d be cdling in hisinterview
from an undisclosed location.

Leading Marvin Epstein, the junior attorney, into the greenroom, Angelaand Miriam looked at the clock
and then addressed the buzzing staff and crew, who were busy loading plates full of Kung Pao chicken
and vegetable chow mein.

“Asyou know, thismay bealittle like Orson Welles s War of the Worlds tonight,” Angelasaid, “ except
we rededing in fact not fiction.”

Miriam then introduced Epstein.



“So, everybody say hi to Marvin, from the PBS legd department, who is here to provide his counsdl and
support for the duration, just in case.”

The greenroom crowd shouted, “Hi, Marvin!” The dightly abashed young attorney waved hello back,
and then got in linewith Angdafor the dim sum.

Acrosstown at the Mayfair Hotel, Richard Eklund and a cadre of Mars Underground comrades had
taken over ahigh-floor suite. A green felt poker table with fresh decks of cards and arack of clay chips
was aready set up.

Overtipping the exiting room service waiters, who' d laid out asmal buffet with sandwiches, soft drinks,
and coffee, EKlund put the “Do Not Disturb” sign out and locked the door.

“Okay, no outgoing calls, nobody |eaves the room until it's over. And anybody hungry better eat now.”

Heretrieved severd |gptops hidden in the bedroom closet and his colleagues began networking them of f
the business suite sDSL connection.

“Richard?’

“Yep.” EKlund tuned in PBSonthe hotd TV.
“Areyou gonnatell uswhat’s up now?’
“Firgt, give meahand here”

Eklund and another Underground techno-god opened and shuffled the decks, dedling out hands of stud
and setting stacks of chipsin front of each empty chair.

“So, we' re not gonna play cards?’

Once the poker table looked more like agame-in-progress, Eklund abandoned it and put the hotel TV
on mute.

“All right. We' re tuned to PBS and wired into Science Horizon because they are airing avery important
gpecid tonight, aprogram that’ sgoing out live, for reasons you will understand when you seeit. Our job
isto protect the show’s Web site and dl the mirror sites, and believe me, we re gonna see ahuge
number of hits. Huge. Y ou’ re gonnaneed to work fast to manage volume and at the same time be ready
to react quickly to serious signa jamming. | mean, cyberspook, heavyweight hack attacks, so get your
gameon.”

“Must beahdluvaspecid.”

“Y ou could say that.”

“What kind of jamming?’

“Won't know till it happens. But expect the full Monty.”
“What about Science Horizon? Isthat al we get to know?’

Eklund took aroast beef sandwich from the room-service buffet and began to make quick work of it.
He' d been too busy to eat Snce Miriam Kresky had taken him to lunch and asked him for help.

“I can't tell you what we' re going to see before we seeit.”



He paused and chased amouthful of sandwich with some diet Coke.

“But if thisthing goes on as planned and we can keep it on, | can promise you we will remember where
we were, who we were with, and what we did tonight for the rest of our lives”
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Inhisofficeat NASA, Augie Blake stood stiffly in aberibboned Marine colond’ s uniform and massaged
the keys on his computer, revigting hise-mall.

Across the room, the remote-camera operator was tweaking the shadows, and a sound engineer, who' d
fitted Augie with aclip-on mike, was setting levels.

“Say something, Colond. In your norma spesking voice.”
“Tedting, testing, one-two-three. . .”

A few blocks away, Augi€ s plush Lincoln Navigator was parked somewhere near the Jefferson
Memoria. Insde, Commander Jake Deaver shuffled through some three-by-five cards with his prepared
statement, tuned in the public-radio smulcagt, and talked to Miriam on the hands-free phone.

“Can you hear me now?’

“Loud and clear, Commander. But turn down your radio.”

“ Jake? You ready?” Angelasad, and heard Deaver’ s disembodied laugh.
“Ready or not. Will Augie be ableto hear me?’

“Yo, Daddy-0. Wearegoodtogo. ..”

In her booth above the PBS soundstage, Miriam orchestrated the eements: Angela down on the floor,
Augi€ son-cameraremote, and atill picture of Jake and the phone-patch audio from his
gtill-undisclosed location. She glanced at the clock: timeto call CNN, which had won the livefeed in
secret bidding.

“Wolf?Miriam Kresky. We' reliveinfive. .. no, sofar sogood . . . thanks, you, too . . . and buckle
up.”

Miriam put on her headset and |ooked down through the double-paned glass, seeing Angela on her
mark, with the red light up on Camera One. She glanced at the monitors, turned to Marvin Epstein, who
was gitting nervoudy behind her, and gave him a conspiratoria wink. Then she got on the talk-back.

“Okay, everybody. We are live, nojive, soif you screw up just keep on going, there' s no going back.
Angie? Thisisit, kiddo. Inthirty . . . bresk one.”

She acquired eye contact with Angelaand raised her right hand, the way she had done athousand times
before. But thiswould not be like any time before.

“I'll countyouin...five...four...three...two...and...go!”

The monitorsin the booth and televisons dl across Americathat were tuned to Science Horizon now
showed Angela Browning standing in atight pool of light on adark soundstage, speaking to the camera.

“Thisis Angela Browning. And tonight, this special edition of Science Horizon is coming to you



live in order to offer a forumfor two very special guests, Apollo astronauts Commander Jake
Deaver and Colonel Augie Blake. . .”

Acrossthe street, a plainclothes snatch team had taken over Flowers Not to Reason Why, aflorist shop
with aview of the PBS Building entrance. Hiding behind a“Closed” sign and alarge spray of yellow
spider mums, they’ d been hoping to catch Deaver going in or out. So far, no luck.

Still with nothing to report, they checked in with Bob Winston.

The Presdent’ s adviser for nationd security wastaking hiscalsin the NASA Adminigtrator’ s office,
where he and Vern Pierce were watching Angela Browning on abookshelf TV.

“ Commander Jake Deaver, who is on the phone with us, and Colonel Augie Blake, speaking from
his office at NASA, have asked to make personal statements for the first time concerning their
Apollo 18 mission to the Moon in 1973, and Science Horizon has agreed to provide a platform for
them tonight.”

“Jesus. ..” Vernon Pierce said, pacing behind his desk.

A damning government psych profile and press kit on Deaver had been printed up and was aready in the
hands of the NASA PR saff, dong with Pierce’ s own carefully crafted officid statement. Pierce was il
nervous.

“ Anyone interested can also access supporting materials and streaming video on our Web site at
www. ScienceHorizon.org/TOLAS

Winston, sitting dertly on the couch, was confident that he had assetsin place for every contingency.
Taking down the Science Horizon Web site would be easy; they’d makeit look like it got swamped by
hits. For the show itsdf, blocking the satellite feed, if necessary, meant taking the whole satellite off-line:
messy, but doable. Ingraham wasin charge of that.

“ Commander, are you there?”
“1’'m here, Angela.”
“ Commander Deaver will speak first, reading a prepared statement.”

The screen was divided into windows. Angelaat PBS, Augiein hisNASA office with the remote crew,
and athird window with atill picture of Jake.

“ Go ahead, Commander . . .”
Deaver’ swindow was enlarged as he began reading his statement.

“Thank you, Angela. In 1973, Colonel Augie Blake and | had the extraordinary privilege of
undertaking for NASA, and for the United States of America, the Apollo 18 mission. Four years
earlier, Neil Armstrong had been the first among mankind to take that historic step . . .”

At homein her Georgetown town house, Dr. PaulaWinnick watched Jeke' simagefill the screen, and
listened to his speech with equa parts fear and fascination.

“ But what the Apollo 18 mission discovered, which we are now confirming publicly, is that Man
was not the first intelligent being to set foot on the Moon.”

“We shd| regp the whirlwind,” Winnick said out loud to the empty room. Then the phone began ringing,



thefirst of adozen peoplecalingtotell her toturnonthe TV. Sheignoredit.

Insde the Mayfair Hotel room, Eklund and his Mars Underground colleagues had been distracted from
their work. They were shouting in astonishment and staring at the Moon photo of Jake and Augie now
being posted on the Web site.

“Oh, my god!”

“Hoo-yah!”

Eklund turned up the volume on the TV and cracked the whip.
“KEEP THOSE SITESUP!”

The video lights had heated up the NASA office and Augie was swegting in hisuniform. He fiddled with
his earpiece; Jake' s cdll phone was going in and out of phasing static. Angela s voice interrupted asthe
connection got bad.

“ Commander Deaver? WEe're starting to lose you.”
“Sorry . .. maybe | should move.”

“Yes, go ahead and see if you can find a spot with a stronger signal. We'll talk to Colonel Blake
for a bit. Uh, Colonel ?”

“Yes Angda”

Acrosstown, Jake started the Navigator, turned up the radio so he could hear what Augie was saying,
and dowly drove off toward the Washington Mall.

“You're not saying that you saw extraterrestrials up there. . .”

“No, no. At least | certainly didn't. And if I may, I'd like to confine my own remarks to what |
personally witnessed.”

“Fine, Colonel. Why don’'t you go ahead.”
Ninefloors upstairsfrom Augie, Winston smiled avaguey reassuring smilein Vernon Pierce sdirection.
“Hereit comes”

The TV screenfilled with the liveimage of Colond Augie Blakein his office, sanding in front of the
NASA logo. Augi€ svoice was loud and clear.

“ On the ground at Snus Medii, the principal thing which | saw with my own eyes and was able to
document on eight-millimeter filmwas the ruins of a large, degraded, domelike structure of
unknown age and origin which was clearly the product of an advanced intelligence.”

“That son of abitch.” Winston was transfixed with shock.
“Oh, my God. Oh, my God.”

“Whereishe, Vern? What floor is he on? That motherfucking son of abitch!” Winston snatched up his
phone and attacked the keypad. Pierce gasped out the suite number as he hovered, hors de combat,
over the office trash can.



In the Black Chamber at the heart of the NSA facility in Maryland, Admira James T. Ingraham listened
and hung up the phone.

Looking over atech officer’ s shoulder at atranducent tracking screen, Ingraham studied the grid map of
Washington and the GPS-style flashing dot that represented Deaver’ s current position.

“We ve got him. HE smoving, Sr. Between Twelfthand G .. .~

Once Jake had started to speak, his cell connection to the PBS station in D.C. had been quickly traced
and jammed, and hislocation triangulated.

Ingraham looked up from the tracking screen at awaiting Defense Intelligence crew in black jumpsuit
uniforms,

“Good luck, gentlemen.”
“Aye-aye, sir.” They saluted in ragged unison and hustled out the door.
“All right. Next . . ”

Moving over in front of an emerad laser holographic display of the Earth, the Admira was ableto see
the orbital positionin red time of every satdllite—commercid, scientific, or military—of every nation to
within one-hundredth of an arc second.

“Admira?When you areready.” A civilian tech op under NSA contract made some adjustmentson a
large pandl and indicated ared flashing icon in the hologram: the satellite carrying Science Horizon
among hundreds of other programs.

“How’ sthe weather on the sun today?’

“Plasma eruptions every hour, Sir. It's sunspot season.”
“Plays hdl with our magnetosphere, does't it?’

“And with our satellites, Sr.”

“Onmy mark.”

The Admira then made a brief phone call on a scrambled line asthe tech op sat at the ready.
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From three TVsin the Oval Office a the White House, Angela s voice projected out into the room as
the President and Sandy Sokoff, surrounded by late-shift staffers, watched both PBS sand CNN’slive
feed of Science Horizon.

“ Colonel Blake, both you and Commander Deaver have been bound by oath not to publicly speak
about this, under pain of federal prosecution—isn’t that correct? Why have you decided to break
your silence now, Colonel ?”

“There sagood question,” Sandy said, to no onein particular.
The President made a gutturd noisein histhroat.

“How many people are seeing this?’



“PBS? A few hundred thousand. CNN?Wall . . . that’s CNN.”
“Get me Winston on alandline, Sandy. | want the council here. Now. And | mean everybody.”
75

NASA Station/West Australia

At the downlink station, the Aussie grad student was tuned to CNN and practicaly bouncing off the
caling.
“My God! It'slike Gdiled! It' sjust like fucking Galileo!”

Colonel Augie Blake's Moon revelations were the most exciting thing he' d seen since The Thorpedo
took home dl that swvimming gold at Sidney in 2000.

“Augie Augie Augiel”

Jonathan pumped hisfist and shouted, pacing up and down asif tethered to the TV screen, hisdog
Hudson barking and trailing on hishedls.

“ Angela, we were assured that the truth would be told, that the American people would ultimately
be told ‘when the time was right.” And frankly, neither one of us has another quarter of a century
towait . .."

“Augie, Augie, Augie! Oi, Oi, Oi!”
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NASA Building/Washington, D.C.
“Security! Colond Blake! Open up! Colonel Blake!”

The soundman looked at the camera operator and shrugged, shaking his head. He' d aready boosted
Augi€ slevesuntil the mike started feeding back, but the shouting and pounding outsi de the bolted door
was gtill bleeding in. Augieraised hisvoice under the hot lights and carried on.

“Thethingis, Angdla, under the NASA charter, we dl have afundamenta right as Americansto
whatever knowledge is gained by the American space program. All of us. And if suppressing certain
discoverieswasjudtified, in the context of the Cold War . . . that judtification islong over.”

A chaos of nightsticks and flashlights began beating on the door, melding into the angry mae voices
shouting in the outer office.

“ Colonel Blake? You obviously have some pretty insistent folks outside your door, there. Can you
make out who it is?”

“No, maam...” Augie glanced away toward the noise. “But listen, if you lose me? Check the bulletin
board. There'san e-mail there. . . Jake? Y ou copy?’

“ Bulletin board? Copy that.”

“ Augie? I’ ve just been told that Wolf Blitzer at CNN isasking if that’'s NASA security or the FBI .

“Can'tredly sy ...”



“ Augie? Marvin Epstein from PBSlegal is here and he’ s now advising us that you probably need
to find out who they are, and if it isthe FBI or the D.C. police, we'll have to continue this under
different circumstances. Okay?”

“Wall, dl right, then, hold on.”

The camera operator pulled focus as Augie stepped to the door and got agreat shot of NASA security
guards bolstered by FBI agents exploding into the room flying-wedge-style, like crackhouse raiders.

“GET DOWN, DOWN, DOWN! EVERYBODY DOWN ON THE FLOOR!”
“Hey! Whoa! Hold on there. . .”

Wrestled to the carpet, Augie was quickly handcuffed by the FBI: a scene shown mostly from alow
angle, once the camera was knocked to the ground.

“Hey! WE re cooperating herel”

In the booth a PBS, Miriam had not anticipated this. She looked at Marvin Epstein, who was standing
up now, hiseyes getting big.

“And thewhole world iswatching.”
“Nokidding.”

Then it was over. The shouting and the anarchy of equipment being trashed and Augie and the video
crew being dragged out were the last sounds and images broadcast, before one of the Fibbies had the
presence of mind to pull the power plug.

Of coursethat TV minute would be rebroadcast on CNN news every half hour as part of their lead-story
coverage for the next three news cycles, which meant maybe abillion people would seeit.

With asmall crowd around him in the Ova Office, the Presdent watched the fiasco and cursed under his
breath.

“Wasthat the FBI?’
“I believe so, Mr. President.”
“Jesus fucking Christ. Has everybody gone insane?’

On-screen now, avisbly angry AngdaBrowning was giving the federa agents' performance a scathing
review.

“Well, folks, thereit is. Something more reminiscent of the former Soviet Union and the KGB.
What appear to be agents of the FBI and we' re presuming security guards at NASA, placing
Colonel Augie Blake and the Science Horizon video crew under arrest after confirming Apollo
Commander Jake Deaver’s statement about seeing an alien habitat, an extraterrestrial structure
or arcology on the Moon. Our American tax dollars hard at work. Unbelievable. Miriam? Do we
have Commander Deaver back?”

Miriam spoke through her headphone mike.

“Angie, sorry, no Jake yet. But we're getting Wolf Blitzer; he' s got some questionsfor you. Give me
thirty.”



Angdathenfilled thirty secondswith arecap as Miriam called cameras and fielded aflood of urgent
incoming cdls. Behind her, Marvin Epstein burned up aphone line trying to track down the whereabouts
of Augie and thevideo crew.

“Angie? We have adtill on Wolf. And. .. go.”

Miriam brought up a photo of Blitzer picturein picture along with hislive audio.
“ Angela, thisis Wolf Blitzer at CNN in Atlanta.. . .”

Then dl the monitorswent blue.

Through the glass they could see Angelaand the crew staring in disbelief at the prerecorded “technical
difficulties’ station announcement that had automatically blipped up and started broadcasting itself.

“Shit! We'reoff theair,” Miriam said. “They can't do that, can they?’
Epstein looked up from his conversation with the D.C. police.
“Not without shredding the First Amendment.”

“Miriam?” Theintercom buzzed from up front. “ There are some gentlemen out here who say they
are fromthe Federal Bureau of Investigation . . .”

Miriam raised acool eyebrow at thejunior atorney.
“Youwanted thebdl ... 7?7

Inthe suite at the Mayfair, EKlund was working furioudy, but heimmediately recognized Miriam’ svoice
on the room phone.

“ Richard, what’ s happening?”
“It' sthe satellite. We'reonit. Can't talk.”

Eklund hung up. The hotdl TV glowed blue in the background as he and the other Mars Underground
geekgters smacked franticdly at their lgptops.

Suddenly their key-clacking and cursing was interrupted by afirm, hard knock at the door that might
have been room service with afresh pot of coffee.

But it waan't.
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NASA Building/Tower One Elevator

The shooting pains down Augie€' sarms and up the side of his neck were what he fdlt first, not anything in
his chest. It seemed like one minute he was standing, handcuffed, and going down in the crowded NASA
elevator with an FBI agent on each side, and the next moment he was down on the floor hearing alot of
shouting and oddly not giving adamn what it was al about.
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Kinko' sWashington Mall

On the west Side of the Washington Mall, Jake had stopped trying to revive the phone connection and



had driven like amadman to aKinko's down the street, where dl the available rent-a-computers were

dready inuse.

“I'll pay twenty bucksfor five minutes,” he said, brandishing a crisp twenty-dollar bill. “It'san
emergency. Who wants twenty bucks?’

“Mel” A fourteen-year-old black kid jumped up from acomputer and started collecting his school books.

“Thanks.” Jake handed him the bill and sat down. Accessing the Science Horizon bulletin board, he saw
afilelabeled ORION and opened it. After reading Augi€ s attached note, he played the sixty-second
videofile

“Good God in heaven.”

Jake dug out hiswallet again and stood up.

“Anybody have aclean Zip disk? Twenty bucksfor adisk!”
Four handswith blank Zips shot into the air.

Outside on the street, ablack GM sedan had double-parked next to the Navigator. Four men swarmed
the truck.

Peering out Kinko's storefront glass, Jake could see them. But dl he was thinking about was where he
had to go now, and the one stop he had to make before he went there. Salvation appeared in the form of
an on-duty D.C. cab stopping right at the corner, less than aten-yard sprint away.

On the PBS soundstage, Angela and Marvin Epstein were hip-deep in aflood of Fibbiesfanning
aggressively out through the studio. The brown-shoe bio-invasion wasled by agraying, beefy
agent-in-charge named Standfield, waving an officia-looking document.

“We have afederal warrant to search the premisesfor aCommander Jake Deaver,” Stansfield said,
confronting Angela. “ And | expect everyone here to cooperate fully or you will be subject to arrest. Turn
off these cameras.”

“No!” Epstein pointed at the camera crew. “Keep going.”

Marvin thought it curious that the agents didn’t know they’ d been knocked off the air. It was going to
tape, but that wasirrelevant: thiswas a pissing contest.

“Keeprolling, keep rolling!” Angelagestured vigoroudy as Epstein got right in Standfidld’ sface.

“A search warrant does not convey the authority to interfere with or abridge lawful activities. And Agent,
uh, Stansfield, here, either knows the law or should know the law.”

The agent-in-charge looked ready to drop Marvin with the butt end of hisgun. Instead, Stansfidld just
glared, turning away in disgust and raising hisvoice to include everyone on the soundstage.

“All right. I'm only going to say this onetime. Obgtructing justice, harboring afugitive, or interfering with
afedera agent in the exercise of his duty—these are dl federa offenses. If anyone here knowsthe
whereabouts of Commander Deaver and does not come forward now, | assure you, you can and will be
subject to felony prosecution.. . .”

The staff and crew remained silent, documenting everything on tape as Stansfield’ steam of agents
straggled back from their search empty-handed.



“Thank you, Agent Standfield,” Epstein said. “Now, if your unproductive search of my client’s premises
iscomplete, not to mention your willful attempt to disrupt apublic broadcast . . .”

Standfidld glanced at thered light on top of an RCA cameramoving closer toward him. Up on the
in-house monitor he could see his own mottled complexion growing unflatteringly larger and larger.
Epstein grinned.

“Lovely. And for twenty-nine ninety-five you can order acopy of this program, dong with atranscript, if
you like. Just go to ScienceHorizon.org—"

“Saveit for your licensng hearing, jerk-off.”

Stansfield and his men retreated as swiftly asthey had crashed in. Crew and staff broke into cheers and
applause.

“Marvin Epgtein . . . Studley Do-Right!” Miriam exclaimed, rushing down from the booth to give him a
hug. Angelajoined thelove-in.

“Good work!” she said, kissing him on the cheek.
“Thanks”

Epstein looked both pumped and a bit embarrassed as the camera crew huddled around to shake his
hand. Miriam’ s assistant handed her aphone.

“Wolf Blitzer and Larry King ... .”

“Gentlemen!” Miriam was exuberant, almost shouting into the mouthpiece. “We expected areaction, but
shit-canning the Congtitution? What? Oh, no. Oh, shit. Hold on asecond. Angie...?

“What?" Angela heard the bad newsin her partner’ svoice.
“Augi€ s a BethesdaNava Hospitd inthe ICU.”
“Oh, no.”

“What else, guys?’ Miriam grimaced, locking eyes with her partner, and repeated the news as she was
hearing it. “Emergency bypass. . . It'snot on-air yet . . . How about the crew?’

“Oh, God. People. . . everybody? Quiet, please.” Angela gestured for everybody to settle down so
Miriam could heer.

“D.C. cops, okay. Do you know which station? Thanks. Who? 'Y es. Jesus! For what? Okay, thanks,
guys. Yougot it.”

Miriam hung up.

“Marvin?” Shecdled it out at the top of her voice, not redizing he was standing right next to her.
“Yo”

“Sorry. Jmmy and Danny . . .”

“Thevideo crew?’

“Right. They'rewith the D.C. cops. We don’t know what the charges are, probably resisting or



interfering. Try and get it dropped, would ya?’
“Got it. What about Colonel Blake?’

“Augi€ sin surgery at Bethesda, emergency bypass. We Il know morein afew hours. Also, Eklund and
his buds have been arrested by the FBI for gambling at the Mayfair Hotel. | want to bail them out, too,
okay?’

“Gambling?’ Marvin looked puzzled and then hurried out.
“Angie? CNN wants a stand-up, live, they’ re sending a crew—"
“What €lse about Augie?’

“He sunder the knife, kiddo. That'sall we know.”

“Angie?’

Angdaturned as her secretary began whispering urgently and gesturing toward the back entrance to the
gudio.

Jake was waiting at the top level of the parking garage with the taxi running as Angela dashed out the
back door and threw hersdlf into the cab, where they held on to each other like reunited refugees. Angela
brokeit off fird.

“Augie had aheart attack.”
“Oh, God. How bad isit?’

“Don’t know. He' sin surgery. And the FBI just left, looking for you. It’slike we hit abeehive with a
baseball bat.”

“Wdll, hang on, it'snot over. And it’snot just about us.”

Above them, ahdicopter was sweeping past, whipping its harsh white light around. The cabdriver craned
his neck up in curiogity and then looked at Jake in hisrearview mirror.

“Y ou got an addressfor me?’ he said, chewing and cracking Nicorette gum in anervous mechanica

rhythm.

“Sixteen hundred Pennsylvania Avenue.” Deaver looked at Angelaand held her hand hard asthe taxi
took off.
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By thetimethey arrived a the White House with ablack helicopter in pursuit and two carsfull of DIA
operatives closing from behind, there was only one decision to make: to whom should Deaver surrender.

Directing the petrified taxi driver to the Marines manning the guard-post entrance, they decided Jake's
best chance was with the Secret Service and Angelainsisted on staying with him. Without looking back,
they jumped out of the cab and ran as hard asthey could past the cement antivehicle barricades and out
toward the White House lawn.

“Hey! Stop!” Triggering adeafening darm, the Marines a the gate shouted after them and hit the
high-powered areafloods, turning night into day.



“Stop! Stop right there!”

The Defense Intelligence sedans careened up to the post, but were quickly blocked by a Jeep full of
heavily armed Marineswho didn’t seem dl that impressed with their identification.

Jake and Angelawere too occupied with flat-out running to see any of it. After twenty yardsthere were
Secret Service appearing from al directions and more Marines sprinting toward them asthe insectoid
chopper hovered overhead, rotating around the axis of the searchlight it was painting them with.

Within sight of the colonnade just off the West Wing offices, Jake wheded directly toward the Secret
Service and grabbed for Angela sarm.

“ NGN!”

They threw themsalves down onto the White House lawn, where they were handcuffed, searched, and
then led away laughing like idiots and trying to get their breath asthe Treasury agents established their
authority.
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The conference room down the hall from the Ova Office was crowded with Nationa Security Council
members. the Joint Chiefs represented by the chairman, the secretaries of state and defense, the heads of
NSA, CIA, and DIA, Sandy Sokoff, and Bob Winston, whose resignation still lay on the President’s
desk. Plus specid invitees not usudly part of the mix: the Attorney Generd, the Russian ambassador, and
Dr. PaulaWinnick.

People talked in small groups, watching muted news coverage on monitors around the room, and the
Presdent huddled with Sokoff, letting his chief of staff handle the flood of calls and messages.

“WEe ve had a hundred thousand e-mails,” Sandy said, “and about twenty thousand phone messages. |
think people are abit anxious.”

“Who' sworking on aresponse? | want adraft.”

The chief of staff had aready put the President’ s communi cations A-team to work.
“Excuse me, Mr. President.” An aide gppeared with aphone. “It’ sthe Cape.”
“That'll be about the long count, sir,” Sandy said.

At Cape Canaverd the space shuttle that would deliver the last satellite needed to fully deploy Project
Orion was being held in launch delay mode on the President’ s orders. He cupped his hand over the
mouthpiece.

“Sandy? | need moretime.”

Sokoff looked at hisBaume & Mercier chrono, new this Christmas.
“We have ninety minutes before we sart to lose the window.”

The President nodded, spoke briefly into the phone, and hung up.
“All right, can we please begin?’

A White House aide handed him a note and stepped back, waiting for aresponse. The President used



his reading glasses and then |ooked up.

“Deaver and Browning?’

“The Secret Service hasthem outside, Sir.”

“Good.” The President looked at Attorney Genera Sorens.

“We have Deaver.”

He watched the AG' s face harden. Then the President instructed his aide.

“Send themin.”
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Discussion dissipated and people turned away from the TV news crawl as the two were brought in,
flanked by Treasury agents. Jake and Angelalooked sober-faced now, and a bit disheveled.

Jake saw Dr. PaulaWinnick seated at the table, her disapprova papable. Bob Winston murmured
something about Deaver being persona non gratato the AG, who seemed to be mentaly consigning Jake
and Angdato apurgatory of civil and crimind hells

All eyeswere on the new arrivals. The President broke the silence.

“Commander Deaver, Ms. Browning? Please sit down. Attorney General Sorensand | have decided you
should see what happens when breaking a story means breaking the law. In your case, the Officid
SecretsAct.”

“Mr. President—"
“Commander, take a seat. Ms. Browning? Please.”
Chairswere pulled out for them, but Jake remained standing.

“Mr. President, unprovoked acts of military aggression are being carried out without your knowledge or
approvd ..."

Bob Winston made anasty noisein histhroat.

“God, haven't you dishonored yoursdf enough for one night, Commander? Get this goddamned wacko
out of here.” He hitched his chin at a Treasury agent, who took a step forward. Jake stood his ground.

“Thisisabout Project Orion, Mr. President.”
“Wait.” The Presdent held ahand up. “What about Orion?’

“It’ snot adefense shidd—it’ s a strategic Space weapons system that is dready being tested against
nonbel ligerent targets. And we can proveit.”

“Any strategic cgpability of Orion technology violates the joint-devel opment pact, as Madam Secretary
and your government surely know.” The Russian ambassador glowered a Secretary of State Wyman.
She shook her head.

“All testing has been done in strict compliance with our agreements, Alexei. And in concord with the
Orion Protocol.”



“I’'m afraid that’ s not the case,” Jake said.
The President sudied Deaver for signs of menta imbalance.
“Proveit, Commander.”

Jake turned to one of the Secret Service agents, who, with anod from the President, handed Deaver his
confiscated copy of the Orion weapons test.

“Mr. President, thisis completely absurd. It’ sridiculous.” Winston stood and raised his voice, pointing
over at Jake. “Thismanisaknown head case, not to mention afugitive from justice. Deaver belongsin
prison or amentd hedth facility—"

The President cut him off.
“Please st down, Bob. Sandy? Give Commander Deaver ahand.”

Winston sat. The room then broke up into knots of rumbling, hushed conversations as Jake loaded the
disk into Sandy Sokoff’ s laptop.

With the military men conferring and the Russian ambassador joined in close colloquy with Secretary
Wyman, Angela had a chance to glance over at Paula Winnick. The Nobdl laureate s patrician features
seemed to be astudy in judgment, her eyes communicating only that irreparable damage had been done
and that Angela shared responsbility for the consequences.

Angelasghed and looked at a monitor above Winnick’ s head, where CNN was rerunning Augi€' s
dramatic on-camera arrest, and streaming updates at the bottom of the screen reported his medica status
at Bethesda Nava Hospital. No news yet.

Then Jake had the Orion test cued up and everyone gathered around the little computer screen. But the
whole of hisattention was focused on one person.

“Mr. President, Colondl Blake has authenticated this video, which was taken afew daysago by a
cameraon board the space shuttle Atlantis. | believeit showstwo things: thefirst thing isthe Orion
technology being demonstrated as a strategic weapon.”

“Go ahead, Commander, let’ s seeit.”

On-screen, the photon laser could be seen shooting up from Earth and then being deflected by an
orbiting mirror satdllite toward ahandful of bright star-like lights thousands of miles downrange.

The capability of the deflected beam was clear: it could be directed not just out into space, but anywhere,
indl directions.

“Therangein minutes of arc, in other words, how much the orbiting mirror SAT can rotate, demonstrates
that incoming missiles are not the only things that Orion can target.” Jake pointed at the screen and
replayed the sequence. “With thiskind of flexibility, Mr. President, any city on the planet can be held
hostage.”

Moscow’ s most senior man in Washington had seen enough.

“The Commander isright. Thisisnot asoftware glitch. The capability of the mirror satellite hasbeen dl
too clearly engineered. Overengineered. It isplainly flexible by desgn. Wedid not agreeto this! | am
conversant with every paragraph of our agreement. We agreed to build together a defense shield with



gtrict, negotiated limitations. What can we conclude now, except that the American leadership and its
partners at TRW have conspired to violate our trust? On behaf of my government and my President, |
must formaly protes—"

“Alexel Alexandre,” the Secretary began, but the President took charge.

“Mr. Ambassador, whatever the technical issuesmay be, | assure you that Orion will be brought into
grict compliance and your concernswill be fully addressed and resolved. In the meantime, | hope that
your continuing presence here in the Security Council will be taken as evidence of our good faith.”

The ambassador seemed hardly moallified, but Jake seized the chance to intervene.
“Mr. President, thereis something ese”

“Commeander?’

“Thetargets, ar.”

Rerunning the digitized video of the Orion test in dow motion, Jake now indicated what looked likea
cluster of garsvisblejust abovethe horizonline.

“Seetheselittle stars out here? If you watch closely you can seethey react to the laser pulse.”

The President and everyone focused on the star-like lights. In extreme do-mo replay, they could now see
the laser bounce off the mirror satellite and the little lights begin streaking away, disappearing out into
space as the pul se was directed toward them.

“These can only be one of two things,” Jeke said. “ Experimental vehicles of Earth origin. Or intdlligently
guided extraterrestrial spacecraft.”

The dlencein the room wastotd.

“I can assure you we have no such vehicles,” the Russan ambassador said, chdlenging the Americansto
be equaly forthcoming. The President was dready fairly confident about what the Russians did and
didn’t have, but saw no reason to embarrass the proud Muscovite by saying so.

“Wdll, that’ sardief.” He turned toward the rest of the table. “ At least an act of war has not been
committed againgt the Russian Federation. Well, what about it, gentlemen? Assuming Commander
Deaver is not perpetrating a hoax, are we shooting at our own targets?’

Bob Wington' sfurioudy impassive expression seemed to be holding both his comments and any further
military secretsin abeyance. The NSA and CIA directors shook their heads. The Secretary of Defense
cleared histhroat.

“To my knowledge, Mr. President, we have no manned or unmanned spacecraft, even in prototype, with
that kind of performance capability.”

“Generd Thornton?’
The President turned to the Defense Intelligence chief.
“Not at thispoint intime, gr.”

“General Henderson?’ He turned to the chairman of the Joint Chiefs. “Any relevant projectsthe
Secretary might not be aware of 7’



The chairman, representing al the military services, looked a Bob Wington for along moment and then
responded with smple candor.

“Evenif we had some kind of robotic experimenta spacecraft likethat, Sir, they’ d be hugdly expensive
per unit. We wouldn’t waste them as targets in awegponstest. And for the record, sir, | was not
informed of any targeting exercises being part of the Project Orion demongtration.”

“So, what are we looking at, Bob?’
The attention in the room shifted dmost entirdy to Wington. Hedidn't flinch.

“Mr. Presdent, we' re looking at extraterrestrial spacecraft and the first successful human attempt at
space-based planetary defense.”

The note of triumph in Winston' s unhesitating voice mixed oddly with the surreal sense of disbelief
reverberating around the table.

“These things violate our airspace and the security of our defense facilitiesat will and have for decades.
Everyone knows we ve had no redl countermeasures. Entire fighter wings are scrambled and maybe we
pick them up on our gun cameras, but that’ s about it. All they haveto dois show up a our ICBM ditesin
Wyoming or the Dakotas and the e ectronics just shut down, compromising our launch codes and leaving
us helpless. It' stotaly unacceptable. Ask Alexandre about Russian air defenses.”

The ambassador shrugged, unsure of hisground.
“I've been told by reliable generd officers of amilar incidents.”

“Whichismorethan | can say, Alexandre.” The Presdent drummed his pencil on thetable. Looking
stung, Genera Henderson reacted.

“Mr. President, | supported the deployment of the Orion platform as anationa security measure. But
incursions by unidentifieds was never prioritized and planetary defense strategies were never discussed
among the generd staff, much lesstheinitiating of hodtilities”

“Thisiscompletely insane,” Dr. Winnick said flatly. “From beginning to end, Mr. President.”

“Absent any real provocation, usng the Orion test like thisamountsto initiation of hodtilities. A willful act
of war,” State Secretary Wyman added.

“Not to mention extra-congtitutiond.” The Attorney Generd nodded. “On whose authority was the laser
weapon used to target these, um, unidentifieds?’

The President and everyone e se in the room waited slently for Winston to respond. He would not go
gentle.

“Mr. President, we should be glad for Americaand glad for the human race, and we should thank God
for Project Orion. The President approved a scheduled test of the space weapon prior to deployment.
And, yes, it was directed againgt atarget of opportunity. But that’s not an act of war! At the very mogt, it
was a shot across the bow: we knew their capabilities, we knew they were observing and could easily
evade thelaser. But seeing the response to the wegpons system is as criticd to designing a planetary
defense as building the weapon itsdf. How the hell else do you assessamilitary threat? What you're
seeing hereisdl of mankind standing on its own two hind feet for thefirst timein history and saying:
‘Thusfar and no farther!” And God help usif that’s extra-constitutional .”



Wington aimed a contemptuous glare at the AG.
“No, God help you, Bob,” the President said, and then gestured at the Secret Service.

“| am accepting your resignation, Bob. And what | thank God for today isthat there are lawsin this
country against usurpation and conspiracy to usurp the congtitutiona powers of the President of the
United States. Mr. Sorens?’

The Attorney General stood up as two of the President’ s Secret Service bodyguards each took one of
Winston' s elbows and drew him to hisfest.

“So, I'm the traitor and Deaver and Blake are heroes.” Winston sneered, without looking at Jake. “Y ou
have no ideawhat’ s going on, do you? None of you have any fucking idea. Y ou will not be forgiven for
getting thisonewrong.”

Accompanied by Sorens, hewasled out of the room.

Angelatook Jake' s hand and glanced again at Dr. Winnick. The Nobelist seemed speechless, asif
surveying the landscape of alooming but undeniably brave new world.

Aides and staffers took advantage of Winston' s exit to hurry in with urgent messages. The President took
acall from Cape Canaverd and gave an order over the phone. He looked over at Sokoff for amoment
and then raised hisvoiceto quiet the risng volume of conversations blooming in every corner.

“All right, ladies and gentlemen, here aretherules.” Helooked around, making eye contact. “No one
speaks publicly about what is said in this room without written authorization from me. Understood? Mr.
Ambassador, please inform your president we will complete the testing of Project Orion. Tell him I've
decided it’ s better to haveit and not need it than vice versa. After thet, | intend to unilateradly placea
moratorium on al U.S. space wegpons devel opment pending multilateral consultations at the highest
leves”

The Russian diplomat bowed dightly in acknowledgment, dready mentally preparing for that
conversation with his boss. The President then turned to Jake.

“Commander Deaver, | hardly know where to begin. One reason | chose Kenny Sorens as my attorney
generd isthat | know he doesn’t give two shits about public opinion pollswhen it comesto enforcing the
law. And if that means|’Il be obliged to award you the Meda of Freedom in the Leavenworth stockade,
then so beit. However, right now there' salot of frightened people tying up the White House
switchboard and I’ m going to have to go out there in afew hours and tell them something. Something |
hope will make them fed alittle better about their government and maybe even have a passing
resemblance to thetruth. So, if you'll excuseme. . .”

The meeting was over. Everyone got to their feet.
“Mr. President . . . 7" Sokoff pointed to a TV monitor.

Overhead, a screen tuned to CNN was now showing live coverage of the successful NASA launch of
gpace shuttle Endeavor from Cape Canaverd in Florida, after afind eighty-nine-minute hold on
countdown that the anchor person was saying had raised fears of a postponed mission.
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Bethesda Naval Hospital/Maryland

Inthe ICU at Bethesda, Augie was gtill benefiting from the anesthetic artsthat are a paradoxical part of



major surgery: saving one slife requirestaking achemical walk to the doors of death. On acertain leve it
was no biggie. He had watched the surgical team from outside his body, floating above the table in the
operating theater and observing the actual bypass procedure. From his vantage point near the ceiling,
Augie had felt no pain and very little anxiety about the outcome. He had heard the doctors and nurses
chatting and joking. He could have recounted most of their comments and gossip, even the music that
was playing asthe chief surgeon inserted the stents.

If helived, he thought, maybe hewould tell them he had liked the Miles Davis more than the Archangelo
Cordli, just to seetheir expressons. But a the moment it was al Augie could do merdly to wake himsdlf
up. Hiseyeswere a half-mast when he could findly focus them enough to recognize Jeke and Angela
gtting in chairs beside the bed.

“Hey.” Jake moved the tubesfrom the IV tree and took Augi€’ shand.
“Hey,” Augie whispered, histhroat dry. “Areweinjal yet?’
Angelalaughed and helped him sip some bottled water through astraw.
“Bethesda, podnah,” Jake said. “And | think we' re gonna be okay.”
Augie focused on hisformer partner. Deaver held his hand and nodded.
“Wedid good, Dog Man.”

Angelaflashed Jake alook and leaned down closeto Augie, pitching her voicein aconspirator’s
whisper.

“Ligten. .. you know that Mars photo you sent me? And the Moon picture with ‘ Grotsky’ on it? That
wasyou, wasn'tit...?

Augie sattled back into his pillow with an enigmeatic smile.
“That’ sclassfied informetion, darlin’.”

He laughed with them at his own joke, but sounded tired and hoarse. Angelahelped Augie drink some
more water and eyed Jake: they’ d better go.

Deaver then took afax with aWhite House header out of his pocket.
“One morething and then we' |l let you get some deep.”
He held the faxed document so Augie could seeit up close: it was a petition.

“Thiswas sent to the White House, Dog Man. It' s everybody, dl the guysfrom Mercury to Apallo,
supporting our statements. Gordo Cooper, Ed Mitchell, Buzz Aldrin, even Neil and John .. .”

Augie grasped what it was and what it meant. He gave asmd| thumbs-up without lifting hisarm, but the
drugs were kicking in and he was fading. In afew seconds he was fast adeep.

A Navy nurse cameinto sgnd that time was up. Angelakissed Augie on the cheek and covered his
cold, bare hands with the blanket. Jake laid the astronaut petition on the night table and they both dipped
out the door.

“Commander Deaver?l’m Augi€ ssgter, Emily.”



“l remember.”

Jake recognized the uniformed, middle-aged nurse-practitioner as she got up from achair in the corridor.
It had been over ten years since they’ d seen each other, but he was still surprised at her gray hair.

They hugged for amoment.

“Emily, thisisAngda”

Thetwo women shook hands. Angelaindicated the Bethesdafacility.
“Areyou working here?”

Emily laughed lightly, recalling her hectic twentiesasaNavy nurse.
“No, no. I'min private practice. Was he ill out?’

Deaver shook his head.

“He opened his eyes and stayed with usfor four or five minutes and then fell adeep. They said it went
well, but didn’t tell usmuch more.”

Emily made aface that gpologized for the harried Saff.

“Wdl, he' shad amild arrhythmiafor some time and kept putting off a cardio exam, like astubborn mule.
So, findly therewas aventriclefib. | understand the crash crew had their handsfull getting him into

urgery.”
“What' sthe prognosis?’

“Too early, dtill. But thisis a high-percentage procedure these days. He' s got acouple of sentsin there,
keeping things open, but there was muscle damage and damage to the surrounding tissue. | like the chief
surgeon here, Dr. Hagar—he' s excellent, he' sthe one | wanted Augie to see, but we' re not out of the
woods. . . | authorized an implant, adefibrillator asthey did with Cheney, so if we can get him through
these next few days. . .”

But Angela had stopped listening: two flat-faced men with Treasury Department written all over them
were stepping out of the hospital eevator.

“Jake?’ Sheindicated the agentswith her eyes.
Deaver turned and felt weary to the soles of hisfeet.
“What now?’
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Situation Room/the White House

It was nicer going in the front door at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, without the handcuffs and under their
own power, but things were moving too fast to alow any musing about their shift in status.

In the crowded, buzzing, high-tech Situation Room, Jake and Angdlasat elbow to elbow with Dr. Paula
Winnick, drinking coffee served by a uniformed Marine and observing the proceedings.

A wall-gzed high-definition screen dominated the room, showing the redl-time positions of Space



Sation Alpha, the newly launched space shuttle Endeavor , and al the Project Orion mirror satellitesin
orbit above the Earth.

Winnick glanced at Deaver and saw that he was keeping hisfedings closeto hisvest, but shehad a
question for him.

“ S0, do you assume there is a connection between what’ s on the Moon and the artifacts on Mars?’
“And what’ s here on Earth.” Jake nodded.
“Meaning us,” Angelasaid, staring straight ahead and sipping some coffee from the presidentia china.

Winnick took that in, and aloudspesker boomed to life asthe fina Orion mirror SAT was positioned in
orbit by Endeavor astronauts.

“ThisisHouston Control . . . Project Orion, Primary Activation Alpha. We are good and holding
the count at T-minus-ten to activation.”

Monitors around the room showed the giant photon cannon at the Little Cosmodrome in the Ukraine,
plus various cameraviews from the Alpha space station and the Endeavor , to which the astronauts were
dowly returning.

Winnick sat, enthralled by the spectacle. Jake and Angela held hands and watched: thiswasit. Likeit or
not.

The President had asked their opinions about activating Project Orion as aplanetary defense. Each one,
including Deaver, had said his or her piece and then had been invited to stay and witness the testing of the
fully deployed system.

Both Dr. Winnick and Angela had thought Jake' s argument the most passionate, if not the most
persuasive.

“Mr. President, | believe these beings have been here and had contact with humans for thousands, maybe
tens of thousands of years. We may even be genetically related. Whatever thetruth is, | absolutely do not
believe we are being militarily threstened. And if we put up the Shidld, | think we send exactly the wrong
sgnal. Not just to ‘them,” but to oursalves: we are demongtrating our fear, we are telling the world to be
afraid. And at the very least we could actually be helping to trigger the kind of negative massreaction Dr.
Winnick and others have been most concerned about.”

But the bedrock military argument had prevailed. Across the room now, they could see the President
chatting with Sandy Sokoff, Generds Thornton and Henderson, the defense secretary, and the
intelligence chiefs. Off to one side, the hard-pressed Secretary of State, Beth Wyman, was whispering to
the Russian ambassador, whose expression phased from stoic to skeptical and back again.

A DOD/Space Command controller sat at aconsole wearing a headset and coordinating
communications between NASA and Pentagon satdllite teams.

“Hougton. Thisis Sit Room. We show dl stations standing by, over.”
“ Copy that. Endeavor and Space Station Alpha standing by . . .”
“Cosmodrome, thisis Sit Room. Report your current status.”

“ Cosmodrome. We are good. Sanding by for primary activation . . .”



“Mr. Presdent?’ The controller indicated they were ready for him to give the command to initiate
activation of the system. “On your mark, air.”

The Commander in Chief took his place at the console and was just being fitted with a headset mike
when thewall screen lit up and a cacophony of excited voices began erupting around the room. Looking
up, the President understood why: beams of bright light could aready be seen connecting each of the
orbiting Orion mirrors.

“What' s hgppening?’

“I’'m not sure, sir.” The Space Command controller stabbed at apanel of touch pads, and tech engineers
at smilar stations scrambled to determine the problem.

“Uh, Houston Contral, thisis Sit Room, we are showing activation or afase activation, can you confirm,
over?

The loudspeaker blared the response from the Johnson Space Center.

“ Roger that. We're seeing it, St Room, but we do not show the photon laser being lit. Repeat,
negatory on laser activation. We show T-minus-ten-and-hold. You're not running a simulation, are
you? Over.”

“Copy that. Negative on the smulation. Over.”

“ Cosmodrome? Thisis Houston. We're indicating a false positive on activate. Can you confirm?
Over ...

“ Roger, Houston. We are still at standby. Repeat, holding at standby.”
The Space Command controller hit another touch key.

“Alpha Station? Thisis St Room. We may have amafunction. Do you have direct visual contact? Over

“Uh, copy that, St Room.” The station commander’ s voice was dightly delayed, but loud and clear.
“1"’mlooking out the window, we have direct visual. The Shield appears to be activated,”

“What'sgoing on?’ the President asked as Generas Thornton and Henderson joined him at the console.
“Wedon't know yet, sir.” Thornton pointed to the screen. “What' s the Alpha commander’ s name?’
“Colond Lawton, gr,” the controller said. The President got on the mic.

“Colonel Lawton? Thisisthe President. What we see down here onscreen iswhat looks like alaser
beam connecting dl our satdllites. But the photon cannon in the Ukraine has not been activated. What
exactly are you seeing up there?’

“Mr. President, | have direct visual and the mirror SATs appear to be connected by laser
transmission, but the source of the laser is not apparent, at least from our position, perhaps the
shuttle commander—wait. They're moving . . ."

All those gitting roseto their feet asthe high-def plasmamonitor showed the Orion mirror satellites, each
gtill connected by abrilliant beam of light, dowly repositioning themsdveslike dancersin azero-g ballet.

“Jesus. . . what's happening?’



“Good God . . "

“WE re not making this happen, arewe?’ the President asked, staring in awe at the display. The generds
could only shake their heads.

“No, gr.”
“Définitely not, Mr. Presdent.”

“They' re making it happen . . .” Jake said asthe mirrorswere gradudly arranged in aseries of primary
geometric shapes. apyramid, a cube, and then a sphere, with laser light playing connect-the-dots.

“Can’'t we stop it?’” The President looked around as awave of fear washed through the room and the
generd officers gave a series of commandsin afrantic effort to override the commandeering of the
satdlites. Nothing worked.

“The satellites are not responding, Sr.”
“Mr. President,” Jake said, “thisis not aggression, thisis communication.”

The Situation Room filled with awed, anxious exclamations as each shape resolved itsdlf, dmogt like
picnickersat a Fourth of July fireworks show. Nobody could imagine the technology needed to produce
such ademondtration. It was both impressve and frightening, making amockery of the martia intent of
the weapons system. Whoever was doing it was very advanced, indeed.

“My God, look . . .” Angdlapointed as the satellites finally re-formed into something new and more
abdtract: acongellation. Deaver recognized it, too.

“The Archer: it' sthe congtdlation Orion.”
Fear gave way to wonder as the President saw that Jake was correct.
“Orion. That'sexactly what it is.” The Presdent gave his generdsalook.

Then one by one the mirror satellites returned to their former positionsin orbit and the laser light
connecting them winked out. The show was over.

“Uh, Mr. President?’ The controller’ s voice broke the silence with as much matter-of-fact
professondism as he could summon. But his hands were trembling.
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“Themirror SATs have returned to initial geosynchronous positions, sir, and dl systems appear back
orHline”

All eyesturned to the President. Everyone understood what had just occurred: aformal trans-species
communication at the highest levd, thefact of it being even more profound than the dmost playful
technological mastery that had been demonstrated in the process.

“Mr. President, do you wish to resume activation of the Shield?’

The President turned to Jake, Angelaand Dr. Winnick, then glanced around at his cabinet, his generals,
the Russian ambassador, and findly Sandy Sokoff.

“Only if we can figure out what the hell we want to say.”
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February 16/Miriam’s Condo

Miriam Kresky, wearing nothing but aman’ swhite dress shirt and ayelow silk bow tie, found hersdlf
unconscioudy humming *“Hail to the Chief” as she ground the beans for coffee. There were Sixty-eight
new messages on her voice mail, but shewas't ready to power through them quite yet.

Oncethe dark-roast Italian blend was dripping into a carafe, she surfed the network morning shows and
cable news programs on the kitchen TV, but there was only one topic of discussion: Commander Deaver
and Colond Blake, the historic Science Horizon reveations, and the worldwide, overnight political,
socid, scientific, and religiousfalout.

And, of course, there was avid speculation about what the President would say at the press conference
scheduled in the Rose Garden at 10:00 A.M., Eastern.

Miriam zoomed through the channels.

Hardball with Chris Matthews on MSNBC had apanel discussion called “Heroes or Traitors’ and
guests Oliver North, John McCain, and a Justice Department lawyer debated the ethicsissuesin relation
to Deaver and Blake.

Larry King Live had Catholic, Mudim, Jewish, and Buddhist |eaders discussing the religiousimplications
of what the astronauts had revealed.

Geraldo Rivera wastaking ingtant polls and man-in-the-street interviews, getting public reaction to the
news of an“Alien City onthe Moon” and whether this might vaidate the decades of UFO sightings
around the world that the government had long denied and dismissed.

BBC World News showed clips of internationa |eaders buttonholed for their reaction asthey emerged
from top-level meetings and took questions at their own hastily called press conferences.

Good Morning America featured aVatican Statement of Reassurance from the Pope with guest
Monsignor Michael Joseph Kilgerry. The brief missive declared that God had created dl life throughout
the universe and that the glory of His Cresation was not limited to life on thisworld done. The Jesuit
monsignor noted that the papa statement had been trand ated into twenty-nine languages and posted on
every Church Web site on every continent around the globe.

On agpecid edition of World News Tonight, Peter Jennings was interviewing severa astronauts who
had seen UFOs on their missionsinto space or during high-atitude aircraft testing and were caling for
open, public congressiond hearings on ET-related government activities.

And on PBS, Danid Schorr editoridized in support of Science Horizon and then moderated a pandl of
journalists debating the free-press and free-speech issues raised by the government shutdown of aPBS

program.

“God blessyou, Mr. Schorr,” Miriam said, filling two bowl-sized ceramic coffee cups that she had
bought en Provence and carrying them back to her bedroom on awicker tray.

A certain recently bailed-out NASA scientist was still sprawled across the queen-sized bed next to an
unplugged phone, two stale champagne glasses, and a dead soldier named M oét.

“Hey ... wake up and join the party.” Miriam leaned closeto his ear, pitching her voicein the
low-and-sultry range.



“Mmmiff,” Eklund said, without opening his eyes.
She set asteamy bowl of coffee on the nightstand nearest his nose and turned on the bedroom TV.

“Come on, you' re gonnawant to see this. Emmy islap-dancing with Mr. Pulitzer, that dut!”
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The Rose Garden/the White House

The normally sticklike rosebushes had been tricked into leafing out by anomaoudy springlike westher,
but few were noticing the greenery. Pushing through the print- and broadcast-mediajournaists
assembled in the White House Rose Garden (a press corps swollen to accommodate over a hundred
credentials) Jake and Angelawere much more the focus of attention and celebration as they pressed
toward reserved chairs near the podium. The hubbub around them was hyped up amost to the point of
hygeria

Like asudden course shift by aschool of fish, that media attention turned to Sandy Sokoff and
Representative Phillip Lowe asthey emerged from the Oval Office, and took places on araised platform
with an assemblage of cabinet heads, service-branch chiefs, astronauts, and Nationa Science Academy
guiding lights, including Nobelist Dr. PaulaWinnick.

Things quieted down only when the White House press secretary appeared, stepping to the lectern
decorated with the presidentia seal and adjusting the microphone. Looking gamely out and around, he
then willed everyone to arespectful Slence, holding the event hostage until he got it.

“The President will make a short statement and then take your questions. L adies and gentlemen, the
President of the United States.”

Reaching their assigned seats as the French doors opened off the West Wing, Jake and Angela stayed
standing with the other journdists and dignitaries now rising to their feet asthefirst notes of “Halil to the
Chief,” played with nineteenth-century vigor by the Marine Corps Band.

And then hewasthere, striding up to the presidentia podium, the smiling leader of the greatest nation on
Earth, seeming to enjoy the inexplicably warm February sun and the wash of cameraflashes before
hurtling into his speech without preamble.

Republican and Democratic presidents alike have wrestled over the years with the duty
and responsibility of protecting this nation, oftentimes at the expense of a more perfect
candor with the American people. During the Second World War, Franklin Delano
Roosevelt and Harry S. Truman both bore the terrible burden of their knowledge of the
top-secret Manhattan Project, devel oping the first atomic weapons, something that could
not have been shared openly with the public during wartime, for obvious reasons.
Governments must be able to keep defense-related secrets. It is a legitimate and crucial
element of a nation’s overall security.

A few miles away, the President’ s speech was being heard on a portable boom box in amorguelike
medica lab at the CIA’scompound in Langley, Virginia. On agtainless sted table in the chilly room, a
cadaver identified only as Dunsinane Man was having nall samplestaken from its six-fingered hands.

During the long Cold War period, every administration faced a similarly difficult national
security problem as a result of the Space Race with the Soviets and discoveries made by
both Russian and American satellites and confirmed by Apollo astronauts on the Moon . . .



The CIA nurseftechnician placed genetic samplesinto tiny glassvidsfor testing and sedled each one with
alabel marked DUNSINANE.

On another metd table afew feet away, another body waited itsturn. This one, however, was smdler,
lessthan four feet in length, and encased in a L ucite chamber in which a precisdly controlled environment
was maintained. Through the thick plastic casing she could just make out the texture of itstough, gray
skin and hairlesslimbs and torso: so different from the robust quasismian quaity of Dunsinane Man, but
the finger-count of six digitson its hands was the same.

As most of you now know, what was discovered on the Moon were artifacts left behind or
abandoned by another intelligent species, a space-faring species like ourselves, who visited
the Moon thousands of years ago. However, who they were, where they were from, why
they left, and where they went—these are questions that remain a mystery.

At an enclave in Maryland horse country, every nuance of the President’ s speech was being weighed and
dissected by Admird James T. Ingraham and aden full of key intelligence officers, Pentagon officids, and
others from the private sector.

This has been one of our nation’s most closely guarded secrets for many reasons. one
reason, frankly, was our pursuit of strategic advantage against America’s Communist
adversaries during the Cold War decades. Our |eaders wanted, understandably, to turn
any technological discoveries made by the space program into a defense advantage for the
freeworld. | personally believe it was a well-intentioned policy, a justified response during
adifficult erain our history, but it was a policy that evolved beyond its useful ness.
Unfortunately, the almost obsessive secrecy that come to surround it ultimately caused the
government, our democratically elected government, to break faith with the governed:
with us, the American people.

“We can work with this.”

Admird Ingraham’ s commanding voice seemed to resonate with confidence. But exactly how reassured
his grim-faced guests were was hard to determine at the moment.

From somewhere in the direction of the guarded front entrance to the compound, Ingraham’ stwo
well-trained German shepherds began to bark and then went silent in away that made the Admiral turn
away from the President’ swords.

Listening intently, he heard shouting from the direction of the heavy, electronic back gate. And then
hard-to-identify scuffling sounds.

“Chrigt,” he said, when hewas certain what it meant.

Then the den was awash in armed FBI and ATF agentstaking both Admira Ingraham and his outraged
guestsinto custody and reading them their rights.

Into the homestretch of what would theresfter be referred to as* The Rose Garden Speech,” the
President looked out at the assemblage of leaders, scientists, astronauts, and journaists and then turn his
gaze sraight into the TV cameras.

We share a different world now, a world of uncertainties beyond even those of the Cold
War. In the face of the challenge of international terrorism, the great Russian and Chinese
peoples are counted among America’s friends and allies. Many of you may wonder why,
then, the profound truth that we are not the only intelligent life-formin God’ s universe



continued to be kept a secret by your government. The simple and most basic answer is:
Your leaders were afraid. They were afraid that you would be afraid. But | believe that the
American people prefer to know the truth and deserve to be told the truth.

Stopped by cheers and standing applause from everyone, including the press, the President waited for
the reaction to die down.

Eyeing Jake' s more reserved reaction, Angedlapulled him close.
“What?’

“Nothing about Orion,” he said. “Nothing about hearings.”
Angela squeezed hisarm, refusing to be unhappy.

“It' sabeginning. A huge, important beginning.”

At Bethesda, Augi€ s sister Emily opened the curtains to the sunlight and watched with a professond eye
asthe Navy nurses deftly changed the linens underneath the former astronaut’ s unconscious body.

The veteran ICU nurses were proud to be attending the Space Hero as they changed the bagson his 1V,
took ablood pressure reading, and listened along with Emily to the President’ s speech on the
hospita-room TV.

Today, this administration intends to forge a new path of peaceful, international manned
exploration of space and a new era of trust between the American people and their
government. But before we talk about the future, 1’d like to commend Commander Jake
Deaver and Colonel Augie Blake for their public statements and for their moral integrity.
In particular, | want to send our heartfelt best wishes for a speedy recovery to Colonel
Blake, who underwent heart surgery at Bethesda Naval Hospital last night . . .

When the loud darm on the heart monitor went off, Emily jumped up to help the attending nursesin their
heroic effort to revive her brother. Despite their ministrations and those of the attending physician, Augie
had suffered a severe stroke, and twenty-three minutes and eighteen seconds later, he was officialy
pronounced.
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In high Earth orbit, the Orion array of mirror satellites had been computer-tweaked into perfect
dignment.

With asharp stab of whiteigniting it from below, the Shield was silently illuminated in the awful, perfect
deafness of space, encircling the world for sixty secondsin a Fulleresque soccer bal pattern of laser light.

And then, by executive order of the President of United States, the test activation of the planetary
defense system was over.
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February 21/West Texas

It wasn't bitter cold, but the temperature was low enough that they could see their breath. They had
parked the rented Subaru Outback on adark rura road miles from the highway, but big-rig headlights
could still be seen navigating toward the diffuse glow in the distance that was Houston.



Clamping two mesh cables on the terminds of the SUV’ s battery, Jake followed the shielded lineswith
his little halogen flashlight to ablack eectronic device that had been set up between two camp chairs. He
checked the settings.

In one of the chairs, wrapped in athick wool Navajo blanket, Angdasat holding acigar box and looking
up a the stars.

“Y ou know what?’
“What?' Jake wiped his handson hisjeans.

“Sometimes | fed thisodd little rush of panic. Y ou know? And then these waves of longing for | don't
know what that just haven't made any senseto me. But | think | just figureditout . . .”

“Isit about innocence?’ Jake held the flashlight so he could see her face.

“Or maybe just ampler times.” Angela shielded her eyeswith the back of her hand. “ Or theillusion of
sampler times. Y’ know what | mean?’

“Yes, | do.”

Jake kissed her impulsively, then aimed the flash back down on the black box device. He could fed her
smilewithout having to seeit.

“You reedy?’
“Goodto go.”

Deaver then tripped atoggle switch, triggering six pencil-thin red lasers that shot up into the desert sky,
forming athree-sded pyramid.

Out beyond the laser geometry, the belt stars of Orion and the winking yellow light of Mars seemed to
swing above them in the smal wind that had come up, abreeze carrying the smell of sage and mesquite.

A gibbous moon waxed huge on the horizon.

Augie had been cremated and buried with ceremonia honors a the Arlington National Cemetery. But
when Jake asked as afavor that his sster allow part of his ashes to be brought back to West Texas, she
had agreed that Augie would probably like that.

Angdalooked a the moon, imagining the young Colonel Blakein his spacesuit a Sinus Medii with
Earthrisereflected in hisgold visor. She then opened the cigar box she’ d been holding.

Inside, asmdl amount of ashes kept company with afew tiny pieces of bone that had refused to burn.
Then, standing together, she and Jake each took a handful and looked out through the ruby laser
projection now etching new geometriesin the night air: pentagons, tetrahedrons, rhombuses.

“Wadl, hell.” Angelatossed the ashesinto the lines of light and Deaver followed suit, transforming the
gritty remainsinto the whirling carbon glitter of star dust, which isthe beginning of dl things.

“And good luck, Mr. Grotsky . . .”

“Wherever you are.”

A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR



Although thisbook isawork of fiction, readers often ask how much of the story istrue. And basically the
answer is. “asmuch aspossible’” and “more than could be included.” Here are afew of the more
intriguing facts | uncovered in my research.

1. The Brookings Report. Commissioned by Presdent Eisenhower in 1958, it was submitted to
Congress ayear later. The purpose of this blue-ribbon study was to identify the potential consequences
and dangersto mankind inherent in NASA'’ s proposed exploration of our solar system. In regard to the
issue of reveding evidence of extraterrestrid intelligence to the public, the report cited a potential for
unprecedented socid, religious, and palitical chaos. Authored by Margaret Meade, among others, the
report recommended that the government consider not disclosing such information.

2. The Authority of the Department of Defense. All exploration of spaceis officidly considered by the
U.S. government to be under the jurisdiction of the Department of Defense, regardless of the NASA
charter establishing the Space Agency ascivilian. The Defense Department isadso the primary client of
the Space Shuttle program.

3. The ET Exposure Act. In 1968, the year before the Apollo program succeeded in putting aman on
the Moon, Congress passed alittle-known piece of legidation called the Extraterrestrial Exposure Act. It
gavethe head of NASA theright to indefinitely “quaranting” anyone exposed to extraterrestrid life or
dien artifacts. Only the President could overrule the NASA adminigtrator’ s judgment, and anyone
quarantined had no right to ajudicia hearing and no recourse beyond appealing to the President of the
United States.

4. The USA and the Moon, 1969-1975. After sx manned tripsto the Moon, the Americans came
home and never set foot there again.

5. The Face on Mars. It wasfirst photographed by the Viking misson in 1976. The Face and
“pyramidlike objects’ found in the Cydoniaregion on Mars are aligned with planetary primessmilar to
the alignments of the oldest Pyramids found on the Giza Plateau in Egypt and at Teotihuacan in Mexico.
Sir Arthur C. Clarke has called attention to striking symmetriesin many monumenta objects on the
Martian surface, which suggest “manmade’ rather than naturd creation. NASA' s officid position remains
that these are dl naturd formations, that the symmetries suggesting the work of intelligent beings are
coincidenta, and that the Face and the * pyramids’ aretricks of light and shadow.

6. President Carter and the Vatican. During his 1976 presidential campaign, Jmmy Carter reveded to
areporter from Rolling Sone magazine that he had twice seen UFOs when he wasin the Navy and
vowed to find out what the government knew about them if he was el ected to office. Once President,
Carter asked hisinherited CIA chief, George Herbert Waker Bush, for theintelligence fileson UFO
phenomena. Bush declined, referring the new President to an obscure Select House subcommittee. A
report was compiled and given to Carter by awoman working for that committee who had aso
attempted to obtain documents from the Vatican Archivesin Rome concerning UFOs and extraterrestrial
encounters going back hundreds of years. The Vatican declined to make thisinformation available.

A senior counsd to the Jesuits who had been the White House' s unsuccessful go-between with the
Vatican has since publicly acknowledged his effort and the subject matter.

7. pace Weapons Technology. During the 1980s, President Ronald Reagan publicly offered Mikhall
Gorbachev the U.S. research and technology for the Space Defense Initiative, ak.a Star Wars, asagift
to the Russian people, and made public remarks about the future need for planetary defense. The Soviets
declined the offer, proceeding to develop a photon laser cannon capable of striking targetsin space. This
work continues under various namesin both countries, along with the development of so-called scalar
weapons and other microwave beams adapted for military purposes and capable of intercepting targets



a high dltitude

In agpeech at the University of Georgiain 1997, Secretary of Defense William Cohen expressed
concerns about terrorists having access to newly developed e ectromagnetic scalar beams capable of
wesponizing weather and causing earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, and even hurricanes.

In 1998, the Russians offered to put out araging forest firein Indonesiaby creating an artificia hurricane,
which they announced could be done from space. The Indonesians declined. Though thiswas reported in
such major newspapers as the Los Angeles Times, there was no comment offered by the U.S.
government.

8. The Great Pyramid at Giza. The Great Pyramid isaligned with Sirius, the brightest star in the
Southern Hemisphere, and with the congtellation Orion in away that makesit a*“planetary clock,”
capable of measuring the precessional movement of the Earth. The three oldest Pyramids at Gizaare
geometrically digned on the ground in the same preci se relationship to one another asthe three starsthat
make up the “belt” in the congtdllation we call Orion. These pyramids are no more than five thousand
yearsold, but their orientation and alignments appear to reference an earlier time: 10,500 B.C.E.

9. The Sphinx. In 1995, American and British university scientists studied water damage on the
monument that had been previoudy assumed to be caused by wind and sand. Their confirmation that the
damage had been caused by water places the building of the Sphinx at approximately 10,500 B.C.E.,
thousands of years before the existence of any known civilization considered capable of such afeet. This
break with the theories of classical Egyptology has created an ongoing controversy. The Sphinx is
oriented to therising of the planet Mars and theword Cairo does mean “Mars’ in ancient Sumerian.

10. TheBillion-Dollar Mars Observer Mission, 1991-1993. From the moment it was launched, the
Mars Observer mission was dogged by controversy over the issue of reimaging the Cydoniaregion. It
carried cameras with afifty-times greater resolution cagpability than those of the Viking missionin 1976
and would easily have been able to settle the question of whether the Face or the so-caled pyramidsin
the Cydoniaregion were natura rock formations or products of intelligence. NASA promised that the
pictureswould be taken. The entire imaging contract, however, had been taken away from the famous
Jet Propulsion Lab, in Pasadena, and subbed out for thefirst timein NASA history to aprivate
contractor. NASA was then no longer responsible for imaging priorities, no longer committed to any live
broadcast of images from Mars, and the private contractor could delay the rel ease of any photographs
for up to eghteen months.

Mars Observer performed flawlesdy until forty-eight hours beforeit arrived a Mars, at which point it
inexplicably “went dark” before any images could be transmitted back to Earth. It was officialy declared
lost. For years, NASA offered no explanation, and only recently confirmed rumors thet the crucial radio
link to the satellite had, againgt al established protocols, been accidentaly turned off.

11. The Red Planet. The Mars Global Surveyor and Mars Odyssey satellites have confirmed that Mars
did at one time have abundant water, a dense atmosphere, and amuch warmer overall temperature,
gmilar to Earth’s. According to NASA, the fossils present in the Martian asteroid ALH 84000 strongly
suggest microbid life on the planet gppeared 3.5 billion years ago: 1 billion years before lifeisknown to
have gppeared on Earth. This presents apotentia time frame for the development of life, possibly
intelligent life, on Marsthat would giveit aconsderable head sart on the Earth.

12. The Last Ice Age. Civilization is something that occurs between periods of glaciation. And the most
recent such period ended abruptly about 12,500 years ago. The end of the Ice Age was marked by vast
flooding, earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, and extreme temperature swings, which had devastating effects
onlifedl over the planet, including mankind.



|ce-core samplingsin Greenland and the Antarctic taken in the 1990s confirm rapid, catastrophic climate
changes during this prehigtoric time, resulting in the extinction of thousands of plant and animal species.

Theimpact of two huge Leonid meteors capable of causing crustal didocation and continenta shifting are
among the prime suspectsin the triggering of this extinction event. The Leonid group isacollection of
agteroids and cometary bodies that follow along but caculable Earth-crossing orbit around the sun.
Egyptian astronomers were keenly aware of the danger this cyclica phenomenon posed to mankind over
periods of thousands of years and followed it closdly.

After just such an event, God-like beings caled the Old Ones are said to have helped the indigenous
people to rebuild, and gave them new arts, science, and architectural knowledge. And then they either
“flew away acrossthewater” or were chased away or killed. The same origin legend in different forms
aso appearsin the ora traditions of the pyramid-building cultures of pre-Mayan Mexico, Central
America, and Egypt.

13. The USA and the Moon, 1995. In 1995, the Defense Department sent an unmanned satdllite to
photograph the Moon with the latest imaging technology. Thislunar mapping mission, dubbed
Clementine, wasthefirgt known dl-military planetary surveillance mission. Though aided by scientists
borrowed from NASA, the military acted outside the NASA charter, and the American public has no
inherent rights to access the Clementine images.

Als0in 1995, despite military security restrictions, acomposite of leaked images from Clementine were
posted on the World Wide Web. Within twenty-four hours these classified photos disappeared. Selected
photographs have been subsequently published, but research-quality copies of al collected Clementine
imaging are not availableto the public.
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E-BOOK EXTRA

TheTruthisin Here: An Interview with Gary Tigerman
Question: How does Marsfigureinto The Orion Protocol ?

Answer: | wanted to write abook about going to Mars because it didn’t look like we were going to get
there anytime soon, and | wanted it so badly, | decided | had to experienceit by envisoningit. | redly
had no ideawhere that seed of inspiration would take me.

Question: Wheredid it take you?

Answer: To amuch more political world than | had imagined. It's going to take two, maybe three books
to get to Mars.



Question: Do you consder yourself a*conspiracy” fresk?

Answer: No, even though my book turns on acomplex conspiracy. What most people might call
conspiracy, | smply think of asred politik. The world is run behind closed doors by people no one
elected to alarger extent than most people would be comfortable with. And thisisn't even the
conspiracy. Thisisbusinessasusud and it just fedslike aconspiracy if you' re obliged to look at it at
work. It’'slike the expression, “There are two things you don't want to watch being made. Oneis
sausages. The other islegidation.” So, | don't consider myself aconspiracy fresk because I'mjust caling
itasl seeit.

Question: What' s hgppening on the movie front?

Answer: Maybe that’ sthe third thing you don’t want to watch being made. The Orion Protocol has
been optioned. I’ ve written the screenplay adaptation from the book. And it’ s getting read by actors and
directors.

Question: What's Richard Dreyfuss involvement -- how did you get himinto this?

Answer: Richard and | were actudly in amovie together when we were 19, and we' ve been friends
ever since. | told him there’ d be two astronauts who' d gone to the M oon together and seen something
they weren’t allowed to talk about. And some smart fema e science journaist in the present who was
tracking down their secret. And | knew | wanted a Capra-esque ending where the truth got told and the
world got changed. How al that was going to come together, exactly, | didn’t know yet. But, hewas
sold. The Orion Protocol was born asamovie project, took form asanove, and now Richard's
production company is shopping thefilm.

Question: Sincethisisyour first novel, people might want to know, how would you describe your
writing Syle?

Answer: Stephen King once said something | took to heart. It' svery smple: “The adverb isnot redly
your friend.” And that hel ped me in making more lean and clean what would otherwise be a convoluted
verbose writing exercise with a potentia for unlimited sentence length that would try the patience of any
reader -- kind of like this one.

Question: Do you believe the things you wrote about “former intelligent life’?

Answer: | think there are extraordinary images that NASA satdllites have sent back which they don't
even bother to try to explain in scientific terms. I’ ve posted some on my site to give an idea of what might
be waliting for usto explore once we get there.

Question: If you had adream dinner party to discussdl this, who' d be the most intelligent life of the
party?

Answer: Former Apollo astronaut Buzz Aldrin. Y ou know he says he hasn’t persondly seen UFO' s but
he' s spoken publicly about conversations he' s had with other astronauts who have had that experience.

Arthur C. Clarke. He' s an ardent advocate for human space exploration too, who makes the argument in
terms of the human spirit and our evolution as aspeciesthat | find compelling. He' saso convinced that
some of the photographic evidence suggests the possibility not just of former intelligent life but current
organiclife

Bill Clinton. When Clinton came into office he was very curious about whether there was evidencein
national security documentsin the Pentagon, CIA, etc. about UFO’ sand extraterrestrid contact. He



even sent aWhite House emissary to try and uncover what he could about dl this stuff that’ s speculated
about in books, movies, and TV showslike the XFiles. What came of that has never been told publicly,
S0 maybe with a couple of glasses of decent California Chardonnay we could pry it out of him.

Dr. Mark Carlotto. He sthe foremost satellite imaging expert who hasworked for NASA inthis
capacity and many of the top aerogpace companies and his andysis and examination of the Face on
Mars and other anomal ous objectsis the most complete, thoughtful, and credible to me.

Charlie Rose. Because he! sthe best moderator and best listener and | think he has awide-ranging
curiosity that would extend to this subject.

Question: Do you have an agenda -- anything you hope will happen because of people reading this
book?

Answer: | hope The Orion Protocol will help ingpire arebirth of the once-and-future enterprise of
manned space exploration, the greatest peaceful challenge ever taken up by Mankind... and the most
ennobling.
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