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Part One
A Ward of The Nation



End game

The collection of government and chartered
civilian helicopters had learned from hard
experience not to press closer than a mile to the
boy, those that did found themselves making
emergency landings with fuel supply problems.
Pinching a fuel line to constrict the flow was a piece
of cake. The approaching ring of what in better
times had been the FBI was the real problem; the
so-called agents knew that firearms were useless
against their quarry, so they were issued with
wooden baseball bats. The boy finally realized that
he had lost the game, there were simply too many to

take out without killing them. At this point in his life



he knew that he could never harden himself enough

to take so many lives.

Less than six months ago Adam had been
America’s hero. The boy’s ‘special’ abilities had
been utilized by the government and its various
intelligence agencies in both well-publicized
operations that had totally dominated the news, and
on deep black operations that would never see the
light of day. Since the age of eight he had been
finding the lost and solving the unsolvable. He had
only just turned twelve when his government began
doing it's very best to destroy him. They feared

what they could no longer control.

Adam was by now just too physically and
mentally worn down to run any further. He finally
just sat down to rest and to wait for the arrival of the
soulless bastards, hoping that it wouldn’t hurt too
much when they fell upon him. The boy
remembered something that his doctor had once
told him as she prepared to take a blood sample.

He really hated needles.



“Close your eyes and think nice thoughts.”

So he did.



Famous Potatoes

Idaho was a fine place to be a kid, but it would be
a much better place if you had someone you could
point at and call your parents. It helped even more
if you weren’t the designated runt of the house. But
most of all it helped if you didn’t give the people

around you a galloping case of the ‘willies’.

Adam had been at his latest group home for
almost six days now without any major incident,
almost a record. Five other boys shared the
average looking house with him. Four of them,
aged seven to ten, acted at least marginally human.
Brian Alsop was the number five, and the
designated house bully. At eleven, Brian was the
oldest, the biggest, the meanest, and of course the
dimmest bulb in the building. In a short while
Brian’s limited perception of his fellow man would be

forever altered.



It was allowance day, in theory two entire dollars
a week. For Brian it was twelve dollars a week after
his collections were made. In return for not altering
the other five boy’s features, four of them readily
gave the bully their weekly pittance and agreed to
keep quiet about it. Being the new guy, Adam had
failed to see the wisdom in this system of wealth
redistribution. The boy had plans for his two dollars;
he intended to save up for his favorite computer
magazine ($4.50"). When Adam demurred on
Brian’s pointed request for his modest funds the

stage was set for a show down, big time.

The group home’s garage had been converted
into a simple rec room; it was here that Brian
cornered the home’s newest inmate.

“You little turd! Cough up the two bucks or kiss
your skinny ass good by!” Brian was eager to pound
some flesh, he secretly hoped the new kid would
give him the excuse.

The situation now seemed perfectly clear to the new
boy. Adam stepped back two paces and said, “Try
to get a grip Brian. Besides, | think you've dropped



something.”

Brian’s skull was several millimeters thicker than
the norm, but it slowly dawned on him that his Levi’s
and Fruit of The Loom’s were somehow now
positioned down around his pudgy ankles. Unable
to process the mechanics of his predicament, Brian
attempted a step backwards and immediately found
his self sitting, after one distinct bounce, on the cold
tile floor. When he tried to get up the resident bully
failed to notice that both of his shoelaces had
somehow become one knotted mass of intertwined
confusion. Brian landed on his ample stomach this
time; his language became limited to simple four

letter oaths.

At this stage in the proceedings Adam took the
opportunity to head for the back yard or points east.
Judicious applications of his abilities had saved
Adam’s small butt on more than one occasion in the
past. The downside was that you then tended to be
branded as being seriously strange and were moved

on to yet another county run warehouse. Adam was



indeed seriously strange, not a bad strange, he was
just so very different. He had some very odd

abilities.

Like a bull entering the Plaza de Toro’s, Brian
charged out of the back door, his dull gray eyes
finally spotting the small blond haired figure that was
at this moment trying to disappear into the
shrubbery. His southbound garments once more
ensnaring his ankles abruptly halted the bully’s

advance.

Impact, grunt, dust rising, hysterical blaspheming.

“You weird little piece of rat shit! | know you're
doing this! What the hell kind of fucking freak are
you anyway?”
Brian was deeply into losing all control by now. The
house nemesis pulled off his again entangled shoes,
stood, and then yanked up his pants into their
approximately correct position. Like a boa
constrictor with its eyes on a rat, Brian slowly

advanced on his prey.
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Adam had another defensive weapon in his odd
arsenal, he didn’t like to use it since there was a
chance of really hurting someone, or worse. This
seemed to be one of those ’him or me’ situations, so
from ten feet away the small blond kid gently applied
some localized pressure to the blood vessels that
supplied Brian’s simple brain. If you did it slowly
enough, the person on the receiving end would feel
woozy and sink slowly to the ground, do it too fast
and they dropped like a rock, do it too long and they
would never wake up, a prospect that was too awful
to think about. Adam got it right this time and the
bully did a slow, wobbly collapse onto the dusty
lawn, completely passing out as his head gently
contacted the earth. Adam held the pressure for a
few seconds more before releasing the invisible
tourniquet. When Brian’s simple brain had
managed to re-boot itself a few minutes later, his
first sight was of Adam sitting on his haunches in

front of him.

“Have we learned anything at all today?” Adam

asked pleasantly.
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“Get away from me! | don’t want your money, just
leave me be!” Thoughts of any monetary gain that
day were no longer in Brian’s head.

“I will Brian, but first you have to promise me that
you’ll stop taking everyone’s money.” Adam sensed
that he had the bully on the ropes.

“Yes! Puh-please, anything!” Brian was
advancing into serious blubbering; he then wet
himself quite thoroughly at this point.

“Good deal. | think you need a nice hot shower
right now, you seem a bit sweaty and over stressed
at the moment.”

Any eight year old who on occasion talked as if he
were about forty-seven also gave people an uneasy

feeling.

The four other denizens of the group home had
watched slack jawed as the small drama played out
in the back yard. As Adam walked toward them on
his way back into the house they kept a discrete
distance and tried to avoid any eye contact with the
weird blonde kid. The other boys couldn’t decide

whether to slap Adam on the back to congratulate
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him, or to simply head for lowa without further delay.

Mrs. Lewis was the house ‘mother’ for the group
home. She had heard the yelling coming from the
garage and back yard; no real screams of pain were
forthcoming so she had tuned it all out. She was not
unkind or unpleasant to her charges; she also

wasn’t very organized either.

As Adam passed her small cluttered office she
was deeply into rooting around for a lost document
of some importance.

“Lose something, Mrs. L?” He asked quietly.

“l can’t find that blasted supplies reimbursement
form,” she fumed, “go on son, you can’t help!”
Adam hesitated a moment, then hunkered down to
retrieve a pale green sheet of paper from the middle
of one of the many stacks on the floor.

“Here you go Mrs. L, you must have just misfiled
it or something.”

The flustered woman sat heavily in her chair and

just stared at the back of the departing boy’s head.
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All of his life Adam had always known where to
find anything that was lost or missing. He always
went straight to the missing item without any fuss or
fanfare, he just knew. This ability didn’t help to keep

people calm and collected either.

Later that afternoon there was an announcement
of some importance. Early tomorrow, Adam and the
other boys would leave to go on an overnight
camping trip to the mountains with Deputy Sheriff
Waters riding herd. For some reason he was
unwilling to discuss, Brian had elected not to be
included as one of the happy campers. Adam was
less than enthusiastic himself about the expedition
but kept his thoughts to himself.  “Dirt, bugs,

sunburn, freezing water and bad food. Oh joy!”

Deputy Ben Waters enjoyed taking the occasional
batch of waifs camping, more importantly he
enjoyed getting away from the screeching harpy that
he was married to. The kids seemed to (mostly)

appreciate getting outdoors and getting grubby.
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There was a new kid along this trip, Adam
something or other. He had blond hair, deep blue
almost purple eyes, scrawny for his age, and just a
bit creepy. Not bad creepy, just sort of on a different
wavelength. The new boy surely didn’t talk much
like a kid; he used big words and made you feel as if
you should have paid more attention during your
education. The other kids were happy to let him sit
in the front seat of the car, they seemed uneasy

being in close proximity to him.

The drive to the mountain lake was a mercifully
short forty minutes, much longer than that and a car
full of young males were likely to need a shot of

pepper spray to restore order.

The recreational area consisted of a small to
medium sized lake ringed with ‘rustic’ campsites
(bring a shovel and drinking water). The mountains
sloping up from the lake once bustled with gold and
silver mining operations, tailings and closed off
shafts dotted the hillsides.
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As the off duty officer supervised the unloading,
tent pitching, and general confusion, he took notice
of some sort of activity across the lake. There were
several forest ranger four-by’s and a couple of his
department’s cruisers clustered along the access
road. The new kid had also taken note and just
stood quietly staring at the assembled vehicles.

“l wonder what that’s all about?” Deputy Waters

said mostly to himself.

Adam pointed to the rocky slope above where all
of the vehicles were parked. “There’s a little girl
who’s fallen down one of those hole things over
there, on that hill. Her leg’s hurt too.”

The large peace officer peered down at the short
blond kid as if the boy had just beamed down from
the Starship Enterprise.

“Now who told you that? We just got here for
Pete’s sake!”

“Maybe we should go over there and tell them
where she is, they’re not looking in the right place!”
Adam seemed to be getting very upset with the

situation.
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“Look son, making up stories like that can get you
in serious trouble. We'll all walk over there just to
see what’s going on, probably some drunk got in a
fight with his old lady or something.”

“I'm not making anything up sir.” The boy was
used to such disbelief, still it would be nice if he
didn’t have to go through the usual ‘you’re lying’

song and dance routine just for one time.

The deputy and his four escorts trooped the half
mile around to the site of all the commotion, along
the way he kept glancing down at Adam, trying to
decide if the kid was just a creative liar or seriously
deranged. When the small procession reached the
center of all the commotion Deputy Waters shook
hands with one of the uniformed deputies he knew

from his department.

“Hi Wally. What's the commotion here?”

“Those people over there seem to have
misplaced their daughter.” He indicated a couple
sitting together on a log amid the confusion. “The

girl, name’s Mary, went missing about three hours
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ago, we've been looking for a couple of hours now.
We notified Search and Rescue, they should have a
team here in about twenty minutes or so.”

Waters just stood and stared at Adam for a few
moments, something made the back of his neck
tingle just a little bit.

“Wally, this is going to sound a bit strange, well...
a lot strange. See that little blond kid, name’s
Adam. Just after we pulled into the campground
across the way there he tells me that a little girl had
fallen down a hole on the side of that hill over there.
He didn’t sound like he was making it up either, said
her leg was hurt too.” Waters knew that he must
sound like an inferior episode of the X-Files.

“You're trying to me that the kid’s one of them
psychics, Ben?”

“I dunno what he is Wally, but me and the kids are
gonna hike over there to where he says the girl is, it
can’t hurt anything. I've seen enough strange shit in
my life not to give it a shot.”

“Okay, Agent Mulder. Just in case, take one of
those radios over there on the picnic table and give

us a shout if you turn up something.” Wally thought
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that the off duty deputy had lost a few gear teeth,
but what the hey?

Waters called Adam over and told him to lead the
way, and that if he were making this all up he would
get tossed into the very cold lake, twice. The boy
seemed unperturbed at the prospect of a cold

dunking and started off toward the gravel slope.

With Adam following God knew what for
directions, Deputy Waters and the three other rather
subdued boys trailed along behind. The footing was
a bit dicey, lots of loose tailings and gravel, an
occasional scrubby looking bush or tree broke the
monotony. Just a few hundred yards up the slope
the boy stopped beside one of the bushes, got down
on his stomach and partially disappeared from sight.

There was indeed a small opening.

“Hey! Mary! Mar-eee! Wake up!” Adam yelled
down into the inky blackness.
“Get back son, let me see!” Waters grabbed the

boy by his jeans waistband and pulled him up and
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out of the way.

The deputy strained to make out anything in the
narrow dark opening. After his eyes had adjusted to
the dim light he could just make out the girl’s white
T-shirt and her blonde hair.

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! She’s down there!”
Waters sat back and again just stared at the
seemingly unperturbed Adam. The fact that no one
had mentioned the girl's name to the boy escaped
him for the moment; he did manage to remember

the radio he was carrying.

“Base, this is Waters. We've located the girl. Get
up here with some rope and something to dig with. |
think we’ll need a stretcher too, the boy said that the
girl's leg is hurt.”

Wally was the first to reach them, gasping and
huffing from the run up the slope; he had some
brown nylon rope and a shovel with him. Both
deputies exchanged silent ‘how in the hells’ before
starting to clear away the loose debris and rocks
from around the hole.

“I'll bet this is an air shaft or something left over
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from all the old diggings around here!” Puffed Wally.
“It looks mostly caved in or she could have dropped
halfway to Tibet.”

Adam and the other boys moved back a ways
and hunkered down to watch all the excitement, as
about half of the population of Idaho seemed to be
swarming up the slope toward them. The girl's
hysterical mother along with her rattled father were
led up to the edge of the opening. The mother was
finally able to get the small girl to respond to her
shouts, the small answering voice said that she was
thirsty and that her leg really hurts. After about thirty
minutes of furious digging and clawing, and some
not inconsiderable cursing, one of the skinnier park
rangers was able to wriggle down far enough to
grab the small girl's arms and pull her up and out of
the opening. A civilian medivac helicopter had
arrived by then and was waiting down below on the
access road. The paramedic’s examination
revealed that her left leg had what was probably a
simple fracture below the knee. The girl was then

flown off to Boise; her parents would be driven there
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in a sheriff’s cruiser.

Deputy Waters then had to explain to the
assembled rescuers just how in the hell did they
know where to look. When he had finished
speaking things were pin-drop quite for a long time.
The assembled law enforcement officers and park
rangers stood looking at one another, and then at
the small boy perched on a rock. Several men
made it a point to quietly shake the child’s hand and
thank him for what he had been able to do, most
didn’t really know how to respond and simply
wandered off shaking their heads. Before leaving,
the missing girl's parents administered a severe
hugging and kissing upon Adam, who then
managed a very passable blush and grin. Adam
finally brought the day back into some sort of focus

by asking what was for dinner.

As the deputy and his charges hiked back to their
campsite a camera crew from one of the local
television stations drove past them on it's way to the

assembled rescue vehicles, a bit late as usual.
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Eventually the news crew found their way back to
the campsite occupied by Waters and the boys.
Once more the deputy was made to recount the
events of the day, if he had been thinking straight he
would have said “no comment.” The reporter’s
attempt to get anything out of Adam was not a
notable success; Waters did have the presence of
mind to keep them away from Adam and did not
give them his name. The reporter had to settle for
some rather distant footage of all of the boys wading
in the cold lake in just their under shorts (much to

their later amusement and embarrassment).

Dinner was weenies and beans (mostly beans),
followed by s’'mores and hot chocolate. Waters was
glad he would have his own tent that night. Later in
the evening when the boys had wound down Waters
began to ask the small kid sitting next to him on the
log some hard questions.

“Tell me Adam, how did you know?”

“I never know how to explain why | know things.
It's sort of like trying to explain colors to a blind

person | guess.”
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“Do you see like a... vision, or something?”

“I'm not sure what a vision is. Right now you
know where your wallet is don’t you?”

“Sure. I'm sitting on it.”

“It's the same feeling when | know something. It
just seems like it's an obvious thing.”
Waters had to keep reminding himself that he was
talking to an eight-year old boy. “Can you do
anything else?”

“Anything weird you mean?”

“l suppose so. This is sort of hard for me to come
to grips with.”

“l know. Yes | can.”

“Well, what?”

“There’s a word, | looked it up once, telekinesis.
Do you know what it means?”

“Haven't a clue.” Waters responded.

“Moving or affecting an object with just a thought.”

“And you can do that?”

“Yes.”

“Show me then.”

There was still a couple of marshmallows left in
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the plastic bag near the fire. The bag seemed to
rustle a little as if a mouse might be inside, then one
of the white puffballs floated slowly out of the bag
and positioned itself about six inches in front of the
deputy’s nose. The three boys across the fire shut
up and made small o’s with their mouths, Waters
simply froze up. When the marshmallow had
finished returning itself to the bag the deputy
resumed breathing.

“Jesus wept.” Waters croaked.

“Yes he did,” Adam replied, “now you know why |
never live in one place very long. | give everyone
the heebie jeebies. | can’'t help what | am, | wish |

could.”

Eventually the deputy composed himself enough
to herd the boys off to their tents and sleeping bags.
It upset Waters that the other boys crowded into one
tent and made Adam sleep in the second tent by
himself, he wanted to say something to them but he
bit his tongue and didn’t. For a long time the deputy
just sat looking into the remains of the fire, it would

be accurate to say that he was in a mild state of
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shock. When he finally gathered his wits enough to
turn in he wished he had broken his own rule about

never bringing any alcohol along on these outings.

The ride home the next day was rather subdued.
Adam sat next to him in the front, the other three
boys were again happy to be in the rear seat.
Waters kept glancing at the small boy next to him,
not sure what to expect next.

The deputy finally asked the boy, “Have you ever
helped the police before, to find people, or to find
missing things?”

“l find stuff all the time for people. I've never
done anything for the police though. Car keys, dogs
and cats mostly.”

“If we asked you to track someone down who was
lost or missing, or to find something missing, could
you do that?”

“Sure. Why not?”

Waters had to keep reminding himself about the
floating marshmallow and had he really seen that?

He found himself parked in front of the boy’s group
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home, only vaguely aware of having driven there.
The three boys in the back seat tumbled out and
dashed into the house. Adam sat for a moment and
looked up at the man.

“Thanks for the camping trip. It was nice talking
to someone who didn’t totally freak out.”

“It was my pleasure Adam, although I'm afraid |
may have ‘freaked out ‘ just a bit. I'm glad to know
you, son.” Waters shook the boy’s hand. “Now help

me unload some of this junk.”

After carting in sleeping bags and assorted
paraphernalia Adam headed for the bathroom and
Waters headed for Mrs. Lewis’s cluttered office.

“We need to talk.” Waters announced.

“Which one of them committed a felony this
time?” Mrs. L gave a small sigh of resignation.

“None of them, there’s no problem with the boys.
Tell me what you know about Adam.”

“He’s been a ward of some sort of agency almost
his entire life, since he was just a baby.”

“Why no adoption?”

“His records show there was an adoption when
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he was two months old. His would-be parents
returned him after two weeks, no reason recorded
as to why.”

“What about his biological parents?”

“He was found in a bus station rest room, no trace

of the mother or father, no birth records ever turned

up.

“l have a story to tell you.” Waters sat down and
carefully recited the events at the lake the previous
day; he omitted the part about the floating
marshmallow.

“If you were talking about any other kid | have
here | would see you out the front door. Adam’s
only been with us a few days, but it's pretty obvious
there’s something very different about him. He’s
always trying to be nice to the other kids and myself,
but there’s just something else there besides an

eight year old boy.”

Betty Lewis then recounted the episode with the
lost form.

“He told me he can always find stuff,” Waters
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replied, “is there anything else you know about
him?”

“His IQ tested out very high, they think. | guess he
didn’t quite fit their molds. He likes computer stuff,
he can play the piano if one’s available, we don't
have one here, naturally. No health problems, not
even a cold.”

Waters said, “l can’t believe no one’s ever adopted
him, he’s really a pretty nice kid.”

“His transfer record is loaded with “incompatible
personality” and “fails to fit in.” Personally | think
that’s a crock, he just makes people feel
uncomfortable for some reason. He was with one
foster couple for about six months, they taught him
the piano. Then the wife died in an auto accident
and her husband just couldn’t handle things
anymore, the boy’s been shuffled around ever
since.”

“What do we do next?” Waters asked.

“Well, | need my job, you probably need yours. If
we went public with a wild tale like this we wouldn’t
be able to get jobs at McDonalds flipping burgers.”

“It's already public.”
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The deputy had forgotten to tell her about the

television crew.

The networks had picked up the local story about
the unusual rescue of the girl as a human-interest
segment. It was a slow news week and by the next
morning there were two satellite trucks parked in
front of the group home. The knocking on the door
had begun around four in the morning, eventually
Mrs. Lewis had to call the police to shove the mob of
reporters off of the property. Deputy Waters wisely

chose to keep a very low profile during this period.

About nine o’clock in the morning, and after
consulting with the county officials, Mrs. Lewis
agreed to issue a statement on the condition that
the reporters would then leave. Anything was worth

a shot if it would get rid of the reporters.

The nervous woman began:
“l have a short statement to read and then | will
answer a few questions. Saturday morning four of

the boys residing at this home left to go on an
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overnight camping trip under the volunteer
supervision of Deputy Sheriff Ben Waters. Deputy
Waters has taken groups of boys on these outings

on several occasions in the past.”

“Upon arriving at the campground one of the boys
told deputy Waters that a young girl with an injured
leg had fallen down a hole on the side of the nearby
hill. Deputy Waters was quite skeptical of the boy,
but decided to investigate some sort of activity
occurring on the far side of the lake. After
conferring with another on duty deputy, Waters
learned that there was indeed a missing girl and that
a search was underway for her. Deputy Waters
decided to follow the boy to the place where he said
the girl was, he was still quite skeptical at this point
but decided to err on the side of caution and
investigate. The boy led the deputy and the other
boys up the side of one of the nearby hills and
directly to a small opening in the ground that was
partially hidden by a bush. The girl was in the

partially collapsed shatft.”
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“When she was freed about thirty minutes later, it
was discovered that her leg was indeed broken.
Neither Deputy Waters nor myself or anyone else for
that matter can offer a rational explanation of how
the boy knew about the missing girl. State law
forbids me from releasing the identity of the boy
involved or any details about him. My hands are tied

on that issue. Any questions?”

Pandemonium.

Mrs. Lewis gave up in disgust after it became
apparent that the reporters were only going to ask
guestions about Adam that she couldn’t supply
answers to. It was nearly nightfall when the last of
the satellite trucks trundled off in search of other
sensations. For several days the networks carried
stories filled with more speculation than fact. They
did manage to ferret out two actual facts. The boy’s
name was Adam Valentine and he was eight years
old. The footage of him wading in the lake was run

behind every story that aired.
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The supermarket tabloids thought they had died
and risen to paradise. Their coverage of the
incident was of two persuasions: (1) The kid was
some sort of space alien, or the child thereof, or (2)

Jesus has returned and is residing in Idaho.

The few television news programs that Adam saw
left him with a deep and lasting distrust of the media
in general. When Mrs. Lewis asked him what he
thought about the news coverage he just shook his
head silently. He didn’t like to use bad words. The
entire country had seen him wading in the lake (over
and over) in just his wet and baggy under shorts for

criminy sakes!

In the next few weeks of summer Deputy Waters
stopped by several times to visit with the boy. He
earned Adam’s undying friendship by bringing him
all the computer magazines that he could lay his
hands on, plus several nerd books on programming
and technical mumbo jumbo. Waters didn’t
understand much of anything in the books but the

boy seemed to eat it all up. The deputy was
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keeping his eyes out for some sort of computer to
be donated to the home, preferably a Mac like the

boy said he liked.

Brian Alsop ran away twice and was finally
transferred to a different home across town where
he then became the youngest and smallest resident.
Several university types had been trying to get their
hands on Adam for use as a lab rat, so far the

county had said no way.

On consecutive days during the last week of July
four young girls, ages eleven to fourteen were
snatched off the streets of Boise and the
surrounding area. There were no witnesses to the
abductions, no bodies had been found, no ransom
notes. The girls seemed to have disappeared into
thin air, one was from a wealthy family, two were
middle class, and the last victim came from near
poverty. The Sheriff's Department, the town police,

and a now a team from the FBI was trying to cope
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with an increasingly shrill populace and a total lack
of leads. Deputy Waters decided to make a modest

and very discreet proposal to the FBI team leader.

Special Agent Monroe was not amused.

“The Bureau has played around with psychics
before. Throwing darts at a map blindfolded
produces the same results. We look bad enough on
this case as it is!”

“A month ago | would have agreed with you.”
Explained Waters. “I've seen this boy do things that
| can’t explain or begin to understand, all I'm saying
Is why not give him a shot at this, very low profile,
no press, off the record. If it doesn’t pan out it never
happened.”

“He’s a ward of the county, or something. Would
they let him do this?” Monroe was looking for an out,
any out.

“l know the supervisor at his group home really
well. | think | can get her to go along if we keep the
news dogs away from this.”

“What about the boy,” Monroe asked, “is he up to

something like this?”
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“l think so, he’s not your average kid by a long
shot. If you give the okay, I'll talk to him about it, not
until then.”

“Shit! All right, but the Bureau doesn’t know
anything about this if it hits the fan. Is that really
clear to you, Deputy Waters?”

“Perfectly clear, Agent Monroe.”

As Waters was getting up to leave, Monroe added,
“If and when you get this circus set up call me and
no one else, I'll tag along with you.”

Waters smiled just a little, “Very good, Agent
Monroe.”

After Waters had left the FBI agent put his face in
his hands and thought to himself, “I've lost my God-

damned mind.”

Deputy Waters was trying to explain the situation
to Mrs. Lewis.

“Look Betty, Adam won’t be put in any kind of
danger and the FBI certainly doesn’'t want the kind
of publicity you're talking about. It shouldn’t take but
just a few hours. There are four young girls missing,

just vanished. We haven't clue one to go on!”
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“I'm legally responsible for that child’s safety and
well being!” Betty had the volume up several
notches. “l won’t have him exposed to the type of
circus we had around here the last time he went on
a trip with you!”

This was not starting at all well.

Waters tossed yesterday’s newspaper on her
desk, on the front page were four photographs of
the missing girls.

“Look at that and tell me Adam shouldn’t have a
go at this.”

Mrs. L glared at the deputy for a moment and then
quietly asked, “Do you think Adam can really find
them?”

“I honestly don’t know. Can we talk to him about
it, just you and me?”

“All right. Go bring him in here, I think he’s in his
room.”

Adam was actually waiting in the hall just outside.
Waters just smiled at him and motioned the boy to
come in. After Adam had sat down the boy said, “I

think so.”
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“You think so, what, Adam?” Asked the woman.

“I think | can find those girls.”

“You knew what we were going to ask you?”
Asked Waters.

Adam just shrugged his shoulders.

“It may not be very nice Adam, people can do
some awful things to one another.” Explained Mrs.
L. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”

“I know. Aren’t we wasting a lot of time here just
talking?”

“Let me make a phone call.” Waters replied.
Mrs. L had the sinking feeling that things were
getting out of her control where the boy was

concerned.

In the discussion with Agent Monroe it was
decided that Waters and the boy would pick up the
FBI agent in the deputy’s personal vehicle, Ford
Escort station wagons don't attract a great deal of
attention. After a stern lecture of some length and
volume from Mrs. L, Waters and the boy drove over
to the supermarket parking lot where Monroe had

agreed to meet them.
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As Monroe got into the front seat, Waters
gestured to the small person in the back seat. “Say
hello to Adam.”

The very large black man in the suit turned around
and offered his enormous hand to the boy.

“Hi Adam, I'm Agent Monroe. | work for the FBI.”

“Pleased to meet you, sir.” Adam’s hand was
totally engulfed.

Monroe thought to himself, “My God, a polite child!”
He then turned to Waters and asked, “How do we
do this?”

“| talked to Adam on the way over here, he says
he would like to go see one of the girl's homes and
talk to her folks for a few minutes, then maybe go
check out the area where she was last seen.”

“He said that, did he?” Monroe asked with his
sarcasm poorly concealed.

“Yes he did.”

“O-kay. Let’s start with the last one to go

missing.” Monroe felt like a total ass.

The Perkins ‘residence’ was a somewhat battered
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mobile home, it wasn’t a complete dump, and the lot
it was on was clean and uncluttered. The Perkins’
could just have used a few more breaks in their
lives.

“I've met with them before, let me go in and talk to
them for a few minutes first,” explained Monroe, “Ill
try to give them some sort of sensible explanation
as to why we’re here.”

Adam and the deputy sat quietly in the car as the
FBI agent knocked on the door and after a moment

was allowed in.

“There so sad, the people inside.” Adam said
softly.

“You can feel that can’t you?” Waters asked the
boy. “It's a very hard thing to lose your child, not
knowing what has happened to them.”

“Yes sir.”

Monroe came to the door and motioned them to
come inside. Waters guided the boy into the small
living room; the missing girl's parents appeared pale
and drained. The father looked at Adam for a long

moment and then shook his hand.
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“You found that little girl in the mine shaft didn’t
you?”

“Yes sir. I'm sorry we're pestering you like this.”

“You're not pestering us son, what can we do to
help?”

“Can | look in Alice’s room for a minute?” No one
had thought to tell Adam the girl’'s name yet, but
then they didn’t really need to.

“This way, Adam.” The mother led him down the

narrow hallway.

The qirl’'s tiny bedroom held a bed that was
covered with the usual assortment of stuffed
animals and dolls. The walls held posters and
cutouts of the current male heart breakers. Adam
sat down on the small bed and picked up the oldest
and grubbiest stuffed animal. The woman
explained, “That was her favorite toy since she was
very small.”

“Fuzzbutt. | know.” Answered Adam. He did

know. He always did.

The woman put her hand over her mouth, “How
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did you know what she called it?” Adam just smiled
gently at her as he continued to listen to some sort
of inner briefing on Alice. Waters and Monroe stood
quietly outside the girl’'s room, uncertain about what
came next. There were no procedures to follow on
something like this. After a short while the boy
stood up and seemed to be looking off at some

distant object, listening for some unhearable sound.

“Thank you Mrs. Perkins,” Adam said, “we have
to go right now.”

With handshakes and a hurried thank you, the
two men followed the boy out to the car. They both
wondered what his big rush was all about.

“Slow down son! What is it anyway?” Demanded
Monroe.

Adam turned and spoke to the men, “Alice is alive.
She’s not too far | think, that way.” The boy pointed
off to the west. The direction that the boy indicated
was mostly empty with just a few small ranches and
the occasional house.

“Adam, can you tell us anything about where she

Is, who's with her?” Asked Deputy Waters.
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“It's some sort of big metal building, like a barn or
something. There’s a lot of junk and stuff outside.
The other girls are there too.”

Both men exchanged looks at this last revelation.

“Maybe we should call for some help on this?”
Suggested Waters.

“Not until | see something more concrete!”
Snapped Monroe, “l need more convincing before |
hang my career out in the wind.”

“Let’s get moving then,” said Waters, “Adam, you

point and I'll drive.”

All three piled into the front seat of the small
station wagon with Adam in the middle. Waters
followed the tip of the boy’s finger like it was a
compass needle. They drove for about twenty
minutes, first on the main highway, and then onto a
gravel secondary road. Monroe grew more
skeptical by the mile.

“Stop here a sec!” Adam demanded, somewhat
out of character.

Waters pulled over to the side of the road, there

didn’t seem to be much of anything in sight.
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“Way over there,” Adam pointed, “where those
trees are.”
If you had young eyes you might have been able to
make out the low collection of buildings and used
farm equipment grouped under the distant stand of
pine trees. Waters remembered a compact pair of
binoculars in the glove compartment and nearly

squashed Adam reaching for them.

“There’s a metal prefab building, a travel trailer,
and a lot of junk and farm equipment scattered
around. We need to get closer.”

“The guy’s asleep in the trailer.” Observed Adam
rather matter of fact.

Waters drove slowly down the gravel road until they
reached a private drive that led to the building.
Adam’s eye’s widened as the FBI agent checked the
large black gun he carried under his left arm.

“Talk to us Adam,” Waters asked quietly, “tell us
everything you know.”

He did.

“Alice and the other girls are in the big metal
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building. They have like chains or something metal
on their feet, they don’t have any clothes on or
anything, geez! He’'s been hurting them... doing
stuff. The guy in the trailer is asleep in the back; he
has some guns in there. He took the girls.”

“Let’'s get some back up here!” Demanded
Waters. “This could go sour really fast!”

The FBI agent still wasn’t totally convinced. “Not
yet! No offense Adam, but I'm going to take a look
in that building and see with my own eyes first.
Waters, here’s my cell phone, use it if | signal you to
or if things get hot, and keep this boy safe!”

“There’s a lock on the metal building’s door,”
Adam explained, “l opened it for you.”

The FBI agent just looked blankly at the boy for a

moment. Now what?

Deputy Waters took out a quarter and held it in
his open palm. “Show him how son.”
The twenty-five-cent piece floated off the man’s
hand and spun slowly in front of Monroe’s eyes.
The FBI agent stared at the coin as if it were a gun

pointed at his nose.
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“I am not seeing this,” Monroe croaked softly.
“Yes you are,” replied Waters, “now go and have
a look in that building and be damned quiet about it.
If you find what | think you will, give me a thumbs up
signal and stay put. I'll call in the Marines.”
Adam reached out and snagged the floating coin

and then grinned. “Times-a-wastin’ Agent Monroe.”

The FBI Agent shook himself, quietly opened the
car door and moved off toward the building. He kept
as far away from the trailer as possible. His .40 cal.
Smith & Wesson was out and ready, his finger laid
alongside the trigger guard per procedure. There
were two doors, one the large roll up type, the other
a normal size swing open. The padlock on the
smaller door hung open on its hasp.

“Thank you Adam,” thought Monroe, as he quietly
lifted the lock free and placed it quietly on the
ground. He eased open the door and peered into
the dark interior, his eyes straining to adapt to the
change in light levels. He could hear someone
softly sobbing as he stepped into the warm

darkness and stood silently against one wall. After
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a few moments his eyes had adjusted enough to
make out the four small nude figures huddled
together around one of the support beams in the

middle of the filthy cement floor.

“Jesus Christ on a pogo stick!” He muttered under
his breath.
As the agent approached the children on the floor
one of them sensed his presence and seemed
about to cry out. Monroe put his finger to his lips as
a signal to keep quite and then knelt beside the
frightened girls.

“Stay quiet kids. My name is Agent Monroe. I'm
with the FBI. You're safe now but | need you to
keep quite and be patient for a little while until we
get things under control. Do you understand what
I’'m saying to you?”

Two of the girls nodded their heads in
understanding; the others seemed to be in a state of
shock and were unresponsive. After reassuring the
girls some more, Monroe returned to the door and

carefully peered out. The agent waved his thumbs
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up signal and nodded his head for Waters to call for

all of the cops west of the Mississippi.

Patton would have felt at home leading the
column of squad cars that descended on the remote
junkyard. The word had been passed for a quite
approach, no sirens, park on the gravel road and
approach on foot. As the fat thing in the trailer
snored peacefully at least fifty weapons of various
calibers zeroed in on his door and windows. Adam
and Deputy Waters were by now parked safely
behind the largest of the defunct bulldozers on the

lot.

“Are they going to have to shoot him?” Asked the
boy.

“Not if he comes out and behaves himself.”
Waters thought about getting Adam out of here, he
didn’t really need to see what was probably going to
happen.

“I messed up his guns, they won'’t shoot or
anything now.” The boy seemed anxious that the

thing in the trailer not be hurt.
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“What do you mean son, how did you ‘mess up’
his guns?”
“I'll show you. Give me the rest of your change. |

have a quarter.”

Waters dug out two pennies and a dime and gave
them to the boy. Adam stacked the coins along with
the twenty-five-cent piece he had snagged earlier
atop each another on the car’s dash. The boy
looked at them for a moment and asked the deputy
to pick them up. By this time Waters pretty well
played along with anything the boy suggested. He
picked up the small stack of coins. They were fused
into one solid mass, they weren’'t warm and didn’t
look melted, and you just couldn’t pull them apart.

“Good Lord. You did this to his guns?” Waters
thought he was beyond amazement by now.

“Sure. They can’t shoot or anything. Can’t they
just go in and arrest him or something?”

“You stay right here boy, don’t you dare leave this

car until | get back!”

Waters got out of the station wagon and walked
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quickly past the line of cocked and aimed firearms.
Before anyone could react or stop him Waters had
raced up the front steps of the trailer and kicked in
the door. Within two minutes the deputy reappeared
and shoved the obscene thing call Otis Blocher face
forward down the steps. Otis missed all of the steps

and did not land lightly.

After Waters superiors had finished ‘asking’ just
what the hell he thought he was doing (he told them
he had some reliable inside information) he sought
out Agent Monroe by the metal building. Monroe
was also mightily pissed.

“Adam messed up the creep’s guns. | was
perfectly safe.” Waters seemed entirely too calm to
the FBI agent.

“Whadda you mean, ‘messed up’ his guns?”
The deputy sheriff handed the fused coins to the
agent and answered, “like this.”

The FBI agent studied the coins delicately, as if
handling an explosive butterfly. “And he did this to
the guns?”

“He did. | checked out the shotgun in there, it's
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just a paperweight now.”

“My father wanted me to become a plumber,”
replied a shaken Monroe, “good money he said. |
may reconsider his advice after today. | need some

sort of adult beverage, several in fact.”

Two ambulances had arrived to transport the four
girls to the hospital but the paramedics were
hindered by the heavy chains and hardened locks
that secured the girls ankles. The only bolt cutter
available was not up to the job of cutting them off
and Blocher wouldn’t supply the key. Monroe
quietly ushered Adam into the dim building, the girls
by now had blankets around them. The surrounding
police and paramedics were treated to the unsettling
sight of the four heavy padlocks snapping open one
after another as the boy freed the girls from their
captivity. Despite Monroe’s warnings to everyone in
the barn all of this would immediately filter out to the

news media.

The arrival of the local news fools was as

expected as the buzzard’s return to Capistrano.
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Before the reporters had time to closely focus in on
the small blond boy, Waters was hustling Adam

back to Mrs. Lewis’ Home For Excess Boys.

On the return trip the boy seemed especially
pleased that Deputy Waters had prevented the
creep from assuming air temperature.

“Thanks for going in and getting that guy. | know
what he did was really awful, | just... | don't like
seeing people get hurt.”

Waters looked at the small boy out of the corner of
his eye for a moment and then replied. “Good for
you Adam, hang on to that.”

By the time the two crime busters reached the group
home the first news bulletins were unfolding in front
of Betty Lewis’ eyes. She met Waters and Adam at
the door and she was not at all amused.

“Low Profile? No press? Do you have any idea
what this place is going to be like in the morning?”

She demanded, her tone just a bit shrill.

When Adam had found the lost girl in the

mountains the press coverage of that event was

52



only a tiny preamble to what followed over his
involvement in the multiple kidnapping. In the press
briefings given by the local authorities and by the
FBI, several important details of Adam’s assistance
were purposely omitted. The Perkins family gave a
lengthy interview to the networks relating the boy’s
visit to their home. Deputy Waters took to wearing
disguises. There was a near riot among the
reporters surrounding the group home where Adam
lived, but despite their best attempts they never
succeeded in actually interviewing the boy.
Eventually they were drawn away to the west to
cover a celebrity murder in Bel Air. Special Agent
Monroe was called to give a comprehensive and
detailed report in person to a highly attentive
Director of The FBI.

The federal government had by now taken official
notice of young Master Valentine. Having the
government interested in your life can be a very

mixed blessing; people spend their entire lives
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avoiding just that. Confidential meetings took place
in several imposing buildings in Washington, D.C.
Final decisions were made in the oval office of the
White House.

The Attorney General was speaking.

“We can make a good case for having the boy
declared a ward of the federal government on the
basis of it being in the interest of national security.
The child welfare types in Idaho will put up a fuss,
but if we lean on the right judge we should be able
to get him out of there within a couple of weeks.”

The President:

“Where, exactly, do we put him once we have
him?”

“The FBI has a very secure facility at Quantico, its
part of the academy complex,” explained the
Attorney General, “they track and profile their most
wanted cases there. They have the room and
facilities to properly house him and take care of him.
He would be instantly available to employ on the
most urgent and high profile sort of cases.”

“What about his schooling, some time with kids
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his own age? | won't see him being kept like a rat in
some lab cage.” The President was a parent, and
lately a grandparent; this helped him to retain some

small sense of decency missing in many politicians.

The Attorney General:

“Work is already underway to convert three of the
offices at Quantico into a small apartment for the
boy. He’ll have his own living room, a bedroom and
a bath, kitchen. There's even a small music room
with a piano. There will be agents with him or close
to him around the clock. There are Marine families
living in base housing at Quantico, lots of kids. |
think a private tutor will work out better than public
schooling, less security problems.”

“Try to find some agents experienced with
children. Parents if possible.”

“Yes Mr. President. It will be a far sight better for
him than the parade of foster homes and county

facilities that he has known for most of his life.”

The President nodded and turned to the agent

who had last dealt with the boy.
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“Agent Monroe. I've read your report. Can this
boy actually do the things you claim?”

“He can, Mr. President. It sounds like cheap
science fiction, it goes against everything that
science and logic teaches us, but | saw him in
action, it’s all very real. If | might also add sir, he’s a
very nice little kid. Decent.”

“And | want him treated like a “nice little kid.”
We'll go forward on this. Keep things as low key as
possible. Have FBI issue some sort of statement
when the boy’s at Quantico, keep me informed on
any pertinent developments. | don’'t want the
damned press running completely away with this
thing.”

As is usually the case, whenever the President of
The United States wanted something to ‘go forward’
things began to happen in rapid order. Toes get
stepped on, egos suffer abuses, and sometimes

judges get ‘leaned on’. Life is hard.

Twelve days later two plain clothes Federal
Marshals knocked on Mrs. Lewis’ Home for Adrift

Boys. It was nine o’clock in the morning and they
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had ‘papers’. They had very little in the way of a
sense of humor.

“Good morning Ma’am. May we come in and talk
for a moment, please?” Asked suit number one.
Since the woman found herself looking at two very
Impressive badges, she motioned the men into the
living room.

“What can | do for you gentlemen? Did one of the
boys knock over a bank?”

“No Ma’am. We have a federal court order to
escort one Adam Valentine, a minor, to the FBI
facility at Quantico, Virginia. We also have a court
order that makes the boy a special ward of the
Government of the United States of America. Is the

boy here at the moment?”

The boy in question was standing back in the
shadows of the hall watching the adults. He waited
for the familiar words that usually ended in “pack
your suitcase.” Betty Lewis stared at the papers the
marshals had handed her.

“But this says today! You just can’'t waltz in here

without notification or a hearing and grab one of
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these children!”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Lewis, but we have our
Instructions and the court orders are very specific.
You can confirm these papers by calling the
numbers on their cover sheets if you wish to.”

“l wish to! You guys just sit tight for a few
minutes.”

“Yes Ma’am,” said suit number two, “take your

time.”

Betty’s first call was to Deputy Waters to tell him
to get his butt over here. They were taking Adam!
She called the numbers on the court orders and was
put through immediately to the judges in question.
Very sorry, hands were tied, cooperate with the
marshals. Crap! She called her own Child Welfare
Services, they had just been served the same
orders, hand over the boy, nothing more we can do,
sorry. Double crap! By the time Betty got off the
telephone, Deputy Waters was letting himself in the
front door, he seemed about ready to start shooting
people. Waters glared at the two marshals and

asked what the hell was going on.
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“These are federal marshals, they have court
orders to take Adam back to the FBI in Virginia,
today!” Betty was totally frustrated. “I've been on
the phone, it seems this is all a done deal.”
Waters stood reading the documents the woman
had given him.

“Well, just shit! Have you told the boy? Where is
he?”

“In his room, | think.” Said Betty.

Waters shook his head as he went to the boy’s
room. Adam was packing his small suitcase; he

seemed to know how it was done.

“What about my computer books?” The boy
asked, no tears, no fuss. It was all so familiar to
him.

“You can take them along. We'll find you a box or
something.”

Waters sat on the boy’s bed and gave him a hug.

“l didn’t know this was going to happen until a

little while ago.”

“I know,” Adam replied, “I sort of felt something
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like this was going to happen, don’t sweat it Deputy
Waters.” Waters stood and blew his nose. It was
not until now that the deputy realized how he really
felt about the boy.

“l guess we should get this done Adam, all
packed?”

“Yeah. My wardrobe is a bit limited, let's go.”
In the living room Adam kissed Mrs. Lewis on the
cheek. Then the boy quietly walked out of their

lives.

As the car driven by the marshals moved down
the street, the small figure in the back seat turned
and waved to the woman and the deputy sheriff
standing on the curb. Waters noted two more
carloads of suits pull in behind and in front of
Adam’s car.

“At least they’re taking his security seriously,” he
said to his equally forlorn companion.

“What did you say to that one marshal just before
they left?” Betty asked, “I thought you were about to
commit mayhem.”

“l just told him that Adam was a very special little
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boy, and that if anything happened to him | would
track down the marshal and feed him his own liver.

He seemed to take it rather well actually.”

During the ride to the airport Adam sat buckled
into the back seat, the two silent marshals up front.
The boy seemed only mildly interested in the
passing scenery, he had seen it all before on his
many shuttle trips from home to home. When the
car turned into the airport Adam began paying more
attention, he had never flown before and if you
pressed him he would have confessed to being just

a bit excited. Maybe really excited.

The feds’ aircraft was a shining blue and white
Gulf Stream II; this wasn’t a low budget operation.
Still carrying his small suitcase, Adam trundled up
the stairs ahead of the two marshals, they had
offered to carry it for him but he seemed to want to
do it himself. One of the marshals carried a
cardboard box filled with his computer books and
magazines. Once inside the aircraft Adam peered

around at the plush interior, it smelled of expensive
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leather and the taxpayer’s money.

“Cool airplane,” was Adam’s one comment.

“Very cool, Adam.” Agreed suit number one.
“Take a seat and buckle in, the pilot of this thing
thinks he’s still flying F-16’s over Iraq. You get
airsick any?”

“I don’t know | haven't ever flown before.”

The marshal groaned quietly and thought to himself,
“If I get kid puke on this new jacket somebody

besides me is going to pay for it.”

As things turned out the marshal’s fears were
unfounded, Adam loved to fly. During some heavy
turbulence over Ohio that had the other passengers
thinking about smoking craters in the ground, Adam
just grinned and kept his nose pressed against the

window.

It was raining hard in the late afternoon when the
Gulf Stream settled onto the runway at Quantico. A
car pulled up to the base of the stairs and Adam

was only partially soaked getting in. Two FBI
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Agents in the front seat had replaced the Federal
Marshals; they drove the silent child some distance
across the base and pulled up in front of an
Imposing four-story building that seemed to be all
glass and chrome. A wide perimeter around the
building was marked off with two chain link fences,
one inside the other, each topped with coils of razor
wire. Some very grim looking Marines occupied the
outer guard post, they seemed a bit peeved at being
out in the rain. The Marines worked off their ire by
giving the vehicle a minute inspection from
headlights to tail pipe, they did manage a smile for
Adam, whose face was by now becoming very well

known.

“These jarheads really enjoy taking their time!”
Fumed Agent John Parker, “I'll be glad when we get
our own security for the perimeter.”

“Jarheads?” Asked Adam quizzically.

“Marines’ son. Jarhead is sort of an un-
compliment. Don't ever call them jarheads to their
face.”

“No sir.” At least this place was going to be

63



interesting.

Eventually the “jarheads” allowed the car to pull
into the covered area at the front entrance to the
building. Parker and the other agent got out and led
Adam through the glass doors. More guards met
them. These guys seemed to Adam to be civilian
security people, their badges all said “FBI” on them.
The two agents with Adam placed their palms on a
print reader and pressed one eye to a retinal
scanner. The guards hung a plastic card around
Adam’s neck that said, “VISITOR - MUST BE
ESCORTED” in large yellow letters. It may as well
have said “SHOOT THIS PERSON FIRST.”

Several people came up to say hello to the boy
and welcome him to the facility. Adam was polite
and smiled but he couldn’t help thinking that all of
these people tended to dress like The Blues
Brothers. The entourage took the boy up to see his
just completed ‘apartment’ on the top floor. Still

more guards to pass through.

64



Adam’s new quarters were a light-years
improvement over his last dwelling. In the living
area was a big soft couch facing a killer home
entertainment theater, the remote control appeared
to be plutonium powered and sported about a
hundred buttons. There was a soft carpet on the
floor and assorted neat things scattered about.
Behind the living area was a small kitchen complete
with a compact stove, fridge, and microwave, even a
dishwasher under the sink. Off to the side was a
tiny breakfast nook next to the window. The
bedroom held a big soft bed covered with a thick
down comforter; there was a large walk-in closet,
and a dresser. Off of the bedroom was a bath with
the usual plumbing, complete with a large tiled

shower.

“How do you like it Adam?” Asked Agent Parker.
“Who do I have to kill?”
“Actually no one. We've saved the best for last,
follow me.”
Agent Parker led the boy out of the small apartment

and down the hall to what had been a corner office.
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The large room had windows on two sides and was
occupied by two prominent objects. Next to the wall
away from the windows were a computer desk and
chair. On the desk was the latest top of the line Mac
computer (donated by the maker). In the corner
formed by the glass walls was a concert grand
piano. The name on the piano read “Steinway and
Sons.”

“This is for you Adam, we thought you might like
to spend some of your spare time in here,”

explained Parker.

Adam walked slowly into the middle of the room
and stood silently trying to take it all in. This was
one of the very few times that anyone would ever
see the boy’s cheeks wet with tears. He even
hugged Agent Parker.

After regaining some composure Adam said,
“Thanks everyone, this is really nice!”

“Let’s go meet your boss, Adam.” Parker was
really starting to like this kid.

“Its Agent Monroe, | know. He’s a nice guy, we’'ve

met before in Idaho.”
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“How did you know it was Agent Monroe, it was
supposed to be a surprise?”

“Remember why I'm here, | know stuff.”

“Yeah, | guess you do at that.” Parker replied

quietly.

This kid really was like they said in the briefing,
strange but nice. He certainly didn't talk like any
eight-year-old child that Parker had ever come
across. Adam followed the agent down a series of
halls and turns to the Boss’s office. Monroe was
seated behind his desk and got up to come around
and shake the boy’s hand.

“Hello Adam, welcome to the panic factory. How
was your flight and everything?”

“It was nice. It got really bumpy for a while, that
was neat. Cool plane.”

“l guess you didn’t expect to see me here did
you?”

“Well, actually | did know you would be here.”

“How, son?” Asked Monroe (as if he had to ask).
Small shrug.

“Never mind, | should know better by know. Are
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you hungry?”

“Starving. When’s dinner?”

“Right now if you want. Let’s walk next door.
We've made arrangements for you to take your
meals at the staff dinning room at the academy.

The food is actually pretty good there, of course
there will be stuff to eat in your place too.”

“I may just move into the piano room. That was
really nice, now | can practice every day and not
sound so awful.”

“My spies tell me that you don’t sound awful at all.
We interviewed just about everybody in Idaho about
you.”
“That must have been really boring,” replied Adam.

“Lets talk about your schedule for tomorrow, son.”

“I have a schedule?”

“Afraid so. We want to do a bunch of tests and
things, sort of see what makes you tick, just what
your abilities actually are. In the morning you’ll get a
medical exam at the base hospital, just to make
sure you're in good health and all.”

“Needles!” Adam’s face betrayed his biggest

phobia.
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“What'’s that son?”

“l don'’t like needles very much.”

“Well, | don't either, but they tell me that they
won't be doing anything really horrible to you. Just
try to grin and bear it.”

‘Rats!”

“Let’s wander over to the dinning room, we can

talk on the way.”

The large black agent and the small blond boy
walked slowly over to the other building. The rain
had all but stopped, so they could take their time.
Adam sensed that they were constantly being
watched, as indeed they were. Security measures
at the facility had recently been increased tenfold.
Monroe introduced the now famous boy to the
dinning room staff and showed him to the small
window table that had been set aside just for his
use. There was a small sign on the table that read
“Reserved - A. Valentine.”

“Cool. My own table and everything.”

The boy managed to get on the outside of an
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enormous hamburger (his choice) and a chocolate
milk shake. Monroe had a salad and watched in
amazement.

“Good Lord child, if you eat any more I'll have to
take you over to the hospital right now!”

“l can wait. They have pretty good food here.” He
was used to the ‘economical’ cooking that one
usually got in foster homes.

“Let’s get you back to your place for now, you've
had a pretty long day and you have to be up early in

the morning.” Explained Monroe.

Monroe shepherded the slightly bulging boy back
to his new quarters. Adam asked if he could try out
the piano for a little while before going to bed. The
agent agreed reluctantly, not really wanting to sit
through a session of chopsticks or something
equally trying. It was not even close to being

chopsticks.

Adam perched himself in front of the large piano
and did a modest rendition of Scriabin’s Etude in D

sharp minor that would have brought a smile to the
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composer’s face. By the time he had finished the
piece, everyone within earshot had migrated to the
hall outside the open door to listen. As had
happened before on several occasions, no one
could seem to think of much to say, so they just
applauded. A blushing Adam got up and gave a
small bow. Monroe just stood there trying to figure

out just what the hell the FBI had got its hands on.

“Come on son, time to hit the rack,” said Monroe.
‘I don’t know what it was you played, but it was
really very beautiful.”

“Thanks, it was Scriabin. I'm afraid it was pretty
shaky, | do better if | practice some every day.”

“I'm more of a BB King fan myself, but | know
beautiful when | hear it.”

“Thank you again Agent Monroe, BB King is

pretty cool too.”

As the FBI agent was supervising Adam'’s
preparations for bed, he pointed out the large softly
glowing buttons scattered about on the walls of the

small apartment.
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“Son, these are ‘panic buttons’. If you feel sick or
scared or have any sort of trouble at all, just press
any of them. This is very serious business, they will
sound an alarm and people will come running.
Don’t press one just for the fun of it, understand?”

“Yes sir,” answered Adam, “only for
emergencies.”

“Real good. We thought about putting cameras in
all of your rooms or having someone in here with
you all of the time. We finally decided that would
just make you feel creepy, | know it would me.
There are heat and motion sensors everywhere that
will tell us your location, but we can’t see you.”
Explained Monroe.

“Good. | wouldn’t want to go to the bathroom on
television.”

Monroe laughed and turned out the lights, the
‘panic buttons’ made nice night-lights.

“Good night kid.”

“Good night Agent Monroe.” And then, “Agent
Monroe!”

“What son?”

“Thanks.”
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“And thank you, Adam.”

Your average eight-year-old might have been
very scared and lonely this first night in such a
strange place. Adam was by now very used to the
lonely part, he also sensed nothing really
threatening about this place. All the same he did
wake several times during the night to prowl around
the apartment, once he got up and poked his head
out into the hall. The guard on duty down the
hallway waved and smiled at him, the sensors had
already told the man that the boy was up and
moving about the apartment. Adam just waved in
return and closed the door again, after that he slept

the rest of the night through.

Every time the boy had got out of bed a notation
had been made in the guard’s logbook. The last
one read “0135, boy opened hall door and looked
out. We waved. 0137, boy returned to bed after

using bathroom.”
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Seven A.M. pounced on the sleeping boy and
shook him awake. Actually Agent Harper did the
pouncing and shaking.

“Come on Adam, grab your socks. Doctor’s in

one hour and thirty minutes!”
Special Agent Marilyn Harper was twenty-six years
old, single, and the only daughter in an Army family
of six kids. Her father was a career Sergeant Major
who had run a very tight operation. Agent Harper

understood boys, or at least she thought she did.

‘“Unmmmng. G’'way.” Adam was not, and would
never, ever be a morning person.

“Sorry, | only understand English,” she said as
she yanked off the covers. “Put ‘em on the floor!
Time to poop, shower and shave!”

“Geez.” Was all that Adam could manage to

respond with.

Clad in just his somewhat threadbare briefs,
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Adam wobbled a bit unsteadily into the bathroom
and modestly closed the door to begin his morning
routine. Agent Harper listened at the bathroom door
for the appropriate toilet and showering sounds.
Satisfied that the boy was running on most of his
cylinders, she began to lay out some clothes, socks
and clean underwear. She made a mental note to
request a shopping expedition to buy the poor child
a decent wardrobe. After a time a slightly damp and
mostly awake boy emerged from the bathroom

wearing a large blue towel around his middle.

“Adam, I've put out some of your clothes for you,
go ahead and dress then we’ll get some breakfast
into you.”

The female FBI agent stood waiting, looking at
the boy and he stood looking at her. Finally he said,
“Could you please turn around while | put my
underpants on?”

“Oh! Sure. Sorry.” Agent Harper complied,
smiling at the boy’s sense of propriety. Many were
the time she had wished that her five dopey brothers

had any such sense.
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“Okay, I'm decent. Thank you Ms. Harper.”

“Had | told him my name?” She thought to herself.
No, she hadn’'t. Ms. Harper turned to find the boy
pulling on his jeans and asked him, “What do you
like for breakfast, we can go over to the staff dinning
room?”

“I just like some cereal and juice for breakfast, |
saw some in the kitchen last night.”

“Okay. Get your shoes and socks on and I'll

check out the pantry.”

Agent Harper rounded up a bowl, milk, corn
flakes, and a carton of orange juice and put them on
the small table. Adam wandered in and sat down to
quietly begin munching and slurping his way through
the simple breakfast.

“Tell me about yourself, Adam. I've heard
some...well, odd things on the TV and in the staff
briefings here. Tell me, are you “The Son of Space
Aliens?”

Adam and the female agent both laughed at the last

description.
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“I confess, it's all true. The mother ship is due in
three weeks to pick me up.”

More giggles and a bit of spilt juice.

The small puddle of orange juice brought Agent
Harper back into complete focus. Adam had looked
at the puddle for a moment, and then it seemed to
coalesce into a round ball and hopped back into the
juice glass. No more mess. Simple.

Agent Harper sat very still and said nothing, her
mind trying to analyze what her eyes had just seen.

“About now most people develop the willies. How
are you doing?” Asked Adam.

“Moderate willies | guess. Remind me to attend
mass this Sunday.”

“l like going to church, could | go with you?”

“Sure Adam, that would be nice.”

She thought to herself that maybe confession would

be a good idea too.

“Come on Adam, let’s go, time to get stuck,
poked, and prodded.”

Agent Harper steered her new responsibility into
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Monroe’s office, he was on the phone and motioned
them to sit. As he hung up the telephone he asked,
“All chipper and ready to go, Adam?”

“Uh huh.” After nine was probably a better time to
get any lengthy conversations out of the boy.

“We should make a note, Adam is not at his very
best early in the morning,” replied Agent Harper, “he
Is however, partially awake.”

“Good enough. There will be a Doctor Simmons
to meet you at the hospital,” explained Monroe,
“she’s been assigned as Adam'’s personal physician.
She’ll do most of the exam herself and will be with
him until he’s finished. Stay with them until they're
done. Agents Meadows and Steinmetz will go along
for security. You may have to sit on the boy, he
doesn't like needles.”

“Neither do I. Come on Adam, this will be great
fun!”

“Is there a bus station around here?” Adam didn’t

seem to share her enthusiasm.

It seemed to Monroe that Adam and the female

agent had found some sort of mutual ground, even if
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it was only gentle sarcasm.

The small military base hospital was like all
hospitals; there was always a faint odor of things
best left unseen and unfelt. Adam and the three
agents sought out the examination area specified by
Monroe. The small boy attracted a fair amount of
attention as they passed through the building, he
was after all by now, famous. Doctor Simmons
greeted them outside the exam room, she shook
hands with Adam and the two seemed to size up

one another for a moment.

“Well Adam, | suppose you're a bit nervous this
morning. My informants tell me you don’t care too
much for needles?”

“No | don'’t, sorry.” Replied Adam while looking
around as if searching for possible escape routes.
“There won’t be too many needles here today,
maybe one or two, and then we’ll sneak up on you

when you’re not looking.”
This produced a bit of a smile from the boy and the

doctor assumed she was going to be home free.
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She led Adam and Agent Harper into the exam
room; Meadows and Steinmetz found some chairs

in the hallway and tried to look official.

Inside Dr. Simmons gave Adam a small plastic jar
with a lid.

“l need you to pee in this, fill it if you can.”
Adam’s eyes darted around in a moment of a panic.

“Go in that bathroom over there and after you
have filled the cup, put the lid on it and leave it on
the shelf by the sink. Okay?”

“Oh, okay.” Replied a dubious but somewhat

relieved Adam.

After the boy had closed the door to the
bathroom, Dr. Simmons turned to the FBI agent and
asked, “Tell me Agent Harper, what the heck do we
have here?”

“I've just met him this morning, but | can tell you
that he’s a good kid. He has some abilities that no
one seems to have any explanations for. What do
you think?”

“I've read the reports and briefing material. I'm
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having a lot of trouble with it.” Simmons seemed
quite skeptical, “I'll need to see things with my own
eyes.”

“I've had a small demonstration this morning,”
replied Harper, “you better prepare yourself for a

new way of thinking.”

Adam returned a few moments later with a slightly
sheepish look on his face.

“Any problems?” Asked the doctor.

“None that | would care to relate to you at the
moment.” He replied a bit tersely.
At this point Dr. Simmons decided to stop speaking
to him like the eight-year-old child he was.
“O-kay.”
The doctor handed Adam a papery examination

gown, size quite small.

“l need you to take off your shoes and socks and
all of your clothes and put this on, the opening goes
in the back. You can undress behind that curtain
over there.”

Adam just sighed and did as the lady doctor said.
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Time passed.

Slowly.

The boy finally came out from behind the privacy

curtain, careful to keep his partially exposed

backside away from the eyes of the two females.
“Hop up here on the table Adam,” said the doctor,

“we’ll get the needle stuff out of the way first, that

way you can quit cringing.”

The boy did as instructed, almost managing to
keep his air-conditioned garment in place. He had
his eyes glued on a cart that had a covered tray
atop it. Dr. Simmons wheeled over the cart and
whipped off the white cloth covering the tray. There
were several glass tubes with rubber stoppers,
some cotton and alcohol, a latex band, and a
hypodermic needle that appeared to Adam to be
large enough to inflate basketballs.

“I'll only stick you one time, this is just to get some
blood samples.”

“l have enough blood, plenty in fact.”

“Yes | know that, | want to find out what type and

all that sort of thing.”
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“It's a nice red color, warm too.”

This was all not going quite as planned.

“Yes, | thought that it might be red. Hold out your
left arm while | put this band around it.”
Adam complied as if being offered an electric eel.
The doctor then swabbed the small arm with
alcohol, tying the elastic above his elbow. She then
picked up the harpoon.

“Make a fist, this won’t hurt nearly as much as
you think it will.”
As the tip of the needle approached his skin,
Adam’s autopilot kicked in and the sharp thin shaft
of the hypodermic curled up like a watch spring.

“Oops, sorry,” Adam grimaced a little, “I really
didn’t mean to do that.”
Doctor Simmons stood very still, staring at the coiled
needle. Needles were supposed to be somewhat
brittle. Agent Harper seemed to be taking it all

rather calmly, however.

“Adam, you did this?” The doctor asked while

holding up the useless hypo.
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“I'm really sorry, | sort of slipped. Maybe if | don’t
watch it will be okay.”
The doctor looked at the FBI agent who just nodded
her head. After taking a deep breath, Dr. Simmons
fetched another hypodermic from the cabinet behind
her.

“All right Adam, we’ll try it again. Close your eyes
and think nice thoughts.”

“Okay, I'm really sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, | wouldn’t have missed that for
the world.”
Once more the keen tip of the needle approached
its target.

“Ouch!”

“Adam, | haven't touched you yet!” Said the
frustrated M.D.

“Just practicing, sorry.”
Jab/poke/stab/impale.

“Ouchouchouchouch! Geez!”
The doctor made quick work of plugging in the vials
and filling them with blood. Out came the needle.

“Ouch!”

“You've said that several times already. We're all
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done with needles, you can start breathing again.”
Replied the exasperated doctor.

“Thank you. Geez!”

Doctor Simmons picked up her stethoscope and
started listening, thumping, and tapping. Take a
deep breath, etc. She had Adam lie down on the
table and pulled up the papery gown to examine his
more personal areas. Agent Harper cut the boy
some slack and turned her back.

“Criminy!” Adam thought, “Does she have to

look at everything?”

The doctor made mental notes for her report:
“Normal musculature, no scars or indications of any
sexual mistreatment. Slim build but not underweight
for height, good posture. Not circumcised.” And so
forth.

“All done. You can put your clothes back on and
we’ll go in the other room where I'll ask you all sorts
of disgusting questions. Oh yes, first stand on the

scales so | can weigh you.”
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She weighed the humiliated child and measured his
height, making small ‘hmmm’ sounds. Small for his
age. While the boy dressed in about a tenth of the
time it took him to undress, the doctor sent off the
blood and urine specimens to the lab. Agent Harper
asked her, “Will he live?”

“If | don’t totally embarrass him to death. He

seems to be in perfect health, just small for his age.”

Adam returned to their presence, once more
unexposed to prying eyes and prodding fingers.
They moved to the small office loaned to the doctor
for the occasion. Question time. Many questions.

“Do you have many colds?”

“l don’'t have any colds, Ma’am.” The boy had
never, ever had any sort of contagious disease.

“Allergies?”

“Just to broccoli, | get violently ill at the sight of it.
| break out in purple pustules if | come in contact
with it.”

“Indeed? Purple pustules? That's most unusual.
Do you have regular bowel movements?”

“Yes. Unless | eat broccoli.”
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“Headaches?”

“Not until today, what does a migraine feel like?”
Ad infinitum.

“Have you EVER been sick?”

“Not until today.”

They did the eye chart routine, the boy had some
fun by reciting the fine print relating as to the
company who printed the chart. He couldn’t actually
read the tiny print from across the room but he knew

what it said anyway. How does he do that?

Down the hall to the EKG, EEG, and Oh Gee
rooms. Lie on the couch. This doesn’t hurt, just
wires taped to you. He knows. MRI room. Take off
your clothes (Geez!), put this on. Lie down, stay
still, get swallowed by mechanical monster, and
don’t worry. Get dressed. He knows.

Done.
He thought.

The dentist found nothing but a healthy set of even

teeth, he seemed a bit disappointed at having
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nothing to clean, fill, drill or pull. No needles.
“Well, that was just the most fun!” Commented

Adam, “I'm starving to death.”

The boy and the three agents forsook the hospital
cafeteria for the more palatable fare at the academy.
Doctor Simmons sat down to write her report. She
kept picking up the coiled needle as if to reassure
herself of something she had seen but not believed.
Tomorrow the boy went to see the shrinks. “God

help them,” she thought.

While Adam was undergoing his inspection, the
Office of The Director of The Federal Bureau of
Investigation issued a press release about the
whereabouts and status of their new ward. For the
next two days running, every news report, update,
headline, talk show and back fence gossip would
lead off with the name Adam. To say that the press
was frustrated by their lack of access to the boy

would be to call the sinking of the Titanic a boating
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mishap.

The boy’s sessions with the psychologists,
psychiatrists, and assorted rat watchers turned up
the following results:

1. They agreed that the boy’s I1Q was probably
toward the genius range, but that his odd mental
processes did not lend themselves very well to
conventional testing methods.

2. He seemed very stable and well adjusted,
despite his fragmented upbringing.

3. Preliminary tests revealed that he could
reliably remote view out to at least ten miles.

4. He could reliably trace people and objects.

5. He gave them the first incontrovertible proof
that telekinesis did indeed exist (maximum force
measured - ten pounds).

6. He could affect the atomic cohesiveness of
metallic elements; no one seemed to have an actual
name for this ability.

7. He was not telepathic.

8. He was highly empathic. (Don’t ever try to lie

to him).
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9. He had definite precognitive abilities that were
erratic and difficult to define.
10. He didn’t care too much at all for needles or

broccoli.

All of the test results were compiled, opinions
were written, meetings were held. At the end of two
weeks it was time for the Director to meet with the

President.
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Earningaliving

The President was on the phone.

“So what's the verdict, Bill? Have we made total
asses out of ourselves or is this boy worth all of the
flack were taking on this?”

The Director:

“He’s very much the real thing, Mr. President. I've
seen the results of all the testing and read all of the
opinions. There seems to be a general agreement
that the boy has the potential to become the
greatest intelligence asset to ever come down the
pike.”

“Good Lord.”

“My very words, Mr. President.”

“How do we best use this ‘asset’?”

“I've set up a special team to handle him within
the CIRG, the Critical Incident Response Group.
The consensus is that domestically we put him on
high priority criminal cases where the usual

Investigative procedures have come up dry. For
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national security and international matters it's
thought that DOD, CIA, and NSA should set up a
joint liaison with the Bureau. He’s just one small
boy, we need to very carefully screen and consider
each request with an eye to his safety and well
being. We can’t run him ragged.”

“I agree. The boy is entitled some bit of normalcy.
He’s flesh and blood after all, not just an ‘asset’.”

“Yes Mr. President.”

“The press is having total conniption fits. We are
going to need to let them have some sort of access
to the boy in the near future. | was thinking perhaps
some sort of controlled interview and photo session.
If we keep him completely walled off we’ll be up to
our butts in ACLU types and children's rights hand
wringers.”

“All right Mr. President, but first let’s put him on a
couple of cases, and if that plays out well we’ll let
the news dogs have their day.”

“Sounds like a reasonable plan, Bill. Let's do it.”
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Agent Harper and the ‘asset’ were in the FBI
Academy swimming pool. The boy could already
swim fairly well but needed a few pointers on
technique. The pool was Olympic sized; a life
saving class occupied one side. The life saving
instructor was having trouble keeping his students
attention, they were all trying to watch the small and

famous boy.

Meadows and Steinmetz were loitering about, not
that the boy was in even the remotest danger.
Meadows got a call on his cell phone and motioned
Ms. Harper to the side of the pool.

“Monroe wants us all back at the operations
center. They finally have an assignment on the
board.”

“Get Adam dried off and into his clothes,” said
Agent Harper, “I'll meet you outside the men’s locker

room.”

Meadows and Steinmetz hustled the boy through
a fast toweling and dressing session in the locker

room; both agents were bachelors with little

93



experience dealing with young humans. The boy
sensed this and made an effort not to be a pain in
the butt. Adam was also very proud of his very own
locker with its brass nameplate “Valentine” on the
door. They met a somewhat damp Harper as they

hurriedly exited the locker room.

“I'll bet it's the Atlanta bombings,” said Meadows,
“they’ve come up dry on that for a year now.”
Meadows was referring to a string of bombings of
black churches in and around Atlanta. Some were
saying it was the Klan in action once again; the Klan
denied having any part in it and had actually
denounced the bomber as a total coward. In reality
no useful clue or evidence of any sort existed that
pointed to any person or organization. The black
populace was getting justifiably steamed at the lack

of any visible progress on the case.
When the still moist Adam and the three agents

arrived at the conference room, the rest of the team

was sitting around the table awaiting the ‘asset’.
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Monroe began, “Son, it's time to earn your corn
flakes. This month alone there have been two
bombings of black churches in the Atlanta area. So
far no one’s been killed, they all occur in the early
hours of the mornings. This has been going on for
almost a year now and no one has any idea who is
behind it. We’ve been given the job. Are you

feeling up to it?”

Like the rest of the people who were around
Adam for any length of time, Special Agent In
Charge Monroe had stopped talking to the boy like
he was just a small boy.

“Why are we all just sitting here?” Adam asked
quietly.

“I like your attitude son. Let’'s go over the
background folder on this for a while, we need to
familiarize ourselves with the area and what is
known about the bombings. We’'ll leave later
tonight, just the local police chief and one of our

agents there will know we’re coming.”

It was almost eleven in the evening on the tarmac
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at Quantico. An Air Force C-17 sat with drooping
wings as people and vehicles were being loaded

aboard.

It had been decided early on that the element of
surprise would need to be maintained on any
operation undertaken by what was now being called
the ‘Special Asset Team’. Simply loading all of the
vehicles and communications gear on one aircraft
and flying in unannounced would rob the bad guys
of escape and evade time. Only the most senior law
enforcement official in the target area would be

informed of the Special Team’s impending arrival.

By order of the President, the Air Force cargo
plane and its crew had been placed on permanent
loan to the FBI and would use Quantico as its base
of operations. In the event the aircraft needed more
than routine maintenance another aircraft would be
rotated in as a replacement. The aircraft
commander was Captain Pamela Roberts; her co-

pilot was Lieutenant Charles Waxman.
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The massive aircraft’'s cargo consisted of two
black Chevrolet Suburbans (armored) and a Dodge
van crammed with enough communications gear
and weaponry to conduct a medium sized military
operation. Staff Sergeant Hooper, the aircraft’s
crew chief, supervised the loading and shackling of
the vehicles. Passengers were seated forward in
airline type seats bolted to the cargo deck. The
seats were padded and comfortable but this was all
several rungs below economy class. There were no

windows.

“This is really too cool!” Observed Adam.

Agent Monroe was on his left, Agent Parker on his
right.

“Tell me that again in about two or three hours.
You better stuff these in your ears.” Monroe handed
the boy some disposable earplugs, the kind you
squish up and allow to expand inside your ear.
“These things are noisy, like sitting inside a flying

vacuum cleaner.”

He was right. Things soon got very noisy and
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then the deck tilted up at an alarming angle.
“Damned cowboy!” Shouted Monroe. His opinion
of Air Force pilots was not what it might have been.
In truth the agent just didn’t care much for flying at
all.
Adam’s eyes were on full open during the takeoff
and climb out, Agent Parker observed that the
grinning boy seemed to enjoy the gut wrenching

departure entirely too much.

Later in the flight after things had settled down a
bit, Adam put on his most appealing face and
finagled a visit to the flight deck from Sergeant
Hooper. The “cowboy” and her co-pilot took an
immediate liking to the small would-be aviator. Any
number of regulations were badly bent when Adam
was allowed to sit in the pilot's seat and hold the
control stick for a short while.

Way Cool!

Fulton County Airport, The Peach Tree State.
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Chief of Police Harold Johnson and Special Agent
Thurgood Robbins watched the lights of the taxiing
military aircraft approaching their unmarked car.

The Chief was not too happy.

“This can’t be happening. An Air Force cargo
plane is bringing us an eight-year-old boy to do what
we should have been able to finish ten months ago!”

“Don’t rag on yourself, Chief,” Robbins began,
“we both know that there hasn’t been so much as a
flake of dandruff left behind at any of those
churches. Right now the load is on the people in
that plane, let them carry it for a little while.”

“The load is on that poor kid.” Replied Johnson,
“Can he really do the things they claim he can?”

“I'm still pretty much of a skeptic, but | guess

we're about to find out.”

After the green monster had parked and shut
down, one of the black jump suits came out and
asked the two men in the car to follow him back

inside the aircraft for a briefing. Introductions were
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made.

“Pleased to meet you, sir.” Said the diminutive
figure holding out his hand to the police chief.

“Well I'm pleased to meet you too, son. They tell
me you’re going to clear up this mess we have
here.”

“I'll try my best, sir.”

“You know, | think you will at that.” Replied

Johnson.

During the short briefing in the aircraft, Monroe
laid out the course of action. The plan was simple,
visit the site of the most recent bombing, let the boy
do his thing, and hopefully follow his finger to the
bad guy(s). After the briefing Chief Johnson and
Agent Robbins returned to their car to lead the now
deplaned FBI vehicles to the bombing location. The
two Suburbans had heavily tinted windows; anyone
watching the slightly menacing looking procession

would have to just guess about who was inside.

It had been a little more than forty hours since

The Church of Jesus The Savior had risen
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gracefully into the sky. The small bits and pieces
that were left had been scattered over several
hundred square yards of the outskirts of Atlanta.
Even in the dark you could tell that many of the
surrounding homes had lost a lot of their symmetry.
Whoever was doing this was into serious explosive

events, no feeble pipe bomb nonsense.

Adam was kept in the lead Suburban until the
agents were satisfied that the area held no threats.
The boy was going to tell them that he had already
checked out the area, and that everything was cool,
but then he decided that he would sound like a

smart Alec if he did.

“Okay, son what do you need us to do?” Asked
Monroe.

“Well, it'll be easier for me to concentrate and sort
of focus in on things if you can all stay back here
and be quite. | guess | sound sort of bossy.”

“You're not being bossy Adam, we’ll be quite and
stay put, you do whatever you need to,” replied

Monroe. “Be careful though, take your time and
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watch where you're stepping in all of that mess.”
“Will do.”

Monroe handed the boy a large flashlight as they
got out of the vehicle. Adam stood by the Suburban
for a moment and then picked his way slowly into
the center of the obliterated church. He seemed to
move about aimlessly at first, once stopping to pick
up a shredded hymnbook. Adam then stood very
still and seemed to be looking at something only he
could see.

“What's he doing?” Asked Robbins.

“I don’t know,” whispered Monroe, “shut the hell
up.”

After about five motionless minutes Adam turned
quickly and looked off toward the southwest, as is
suddenly spotting what had been eluding him. The
boy turned and quickly made his way back through
the rubble to the silent and perspiring knot of
people.

“That way!” Adam indicated the direction, “I'm not

sure of how far, but that way.” Follow the pointing
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finger.

Twelve miles later people were starting to
exchange worried glances. No need to worry.
“Slow down, it's close.” Then, “Here, stop here. |

think we should turn off our lights and stuff too.”

The four vehicles sat in almost total darkness, the
dim lights of the encrypted radios their only
illumination. In the distance a white farmhouse was
barely visible.

“You have him son?” Asked Monroe.

“Yeah. Up ahead in that white house,
something's really wrong though, let me check it out
for a few minutes.”

Meaning be quite.

“Can you get Agent Mayhew to come up here
with us?” Asked the boy after a couple of minutes.
Mayhew was the explosive’s expert in the rear
vehicle. Monroe got on the radio and told him to
move forward. Mayhew squeezed his ample frame

in beside the boy and Monroe. By this time Adam
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was trying to draw something on a note pad in the
dim light next to the radio, Monroe was looking
through some night vision binoculars at the distant
farmhouse.

“Whatcha got, Adam?” Asked Mayhew.

“See that metal shed thing in the front yard?”

Monroe handed Mayhew the binoculars.

“| see it.” It was the small prefab, backyard
garden tool variety.

“It's a really big bomb. There’s a stack of boxes
full of that white plastic explosive stuff you showed
me last week, you know, when you were showing
me around where you work.”

“You mean the C-4?” Asked Mayhew.

“That’s it.”

“Just wonderful. How much are we talking about
here, Adam?”

“Well, it's piled up about the size of a refrigerator.”

“Oh my.” Mayhew had visions of flying agent
parts.

“It gets lots worse. There’s a ton of metal junk all
piled up around the C-4 stuff. Nails and bolts in

cans, all sorts of small metal stuff.”
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“Shrapnel.”

“That’s the word,” replied Adam. “There’s a wire
going into the house under the dirt, it goes into the
guy’s bedroom, there’s a big car battery and a
switch thing by his bed.”

Adam showed Mayhew the small drawing he had

made.

“l won’t do anything unless you say so, but | can
disconnect the wires if you want.” Explained the boy.

“How, for cats sakes?”

“You know, make the metal come apart at the
connections.”

“He can do it, Mayhew.” Explained Monroe.
Mayhew considered the alternatives. There weren't
any really.

“Then do it son. If that thing goes bang, they’ll
hear it in Paris.”

Adam just gazed intently at the farmhouse for a few
minutes.

“All done. | messed up the doofus’ guns too. Am
| being too pushy?”

“Not hardly,” said Mayhew, “you just saved all of
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our butts, son.”

The ‘Reverend’ Amos Fishbourne was as sound
asleep as the voices in his head ever allowed him
be. On a lunacy scale of one to one hundred, Amos
was a ninety-seven. His divinity degree had cost
him fourteen dollars and ninety-five cents, plus
postage and handling. The Reverend Fishbourne’s
mind had begun to seriously diverge from the norm
after twelve years of unsuccessful efforts to
establish a black congregation of his own. He eked
out a modest living these days by relieving truck
drivers of their sinful cargos. The shipment of six
thousand pounds of military explosives had been a
Godsend in his mind, such as it was. For the last
year or so he had been delivering God’s wrath on

those sinners who had foolishly rejected him.

“You're not going to shoot him are you?” Asked
Adam.

“If he points a gun at our people we may have to.”
Replied Monroe.

“But his guns won’t work any more.”
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“It's a hard thing to have somebody point a gun at
you and not do anything about it.”

“I can make him faint,” the boy was fairly pleading
by now, “will that help?”

“What do you mean, son?”
The boy explained what making someone ‘faint’
entailed. At this point in time Agent Monroe was
about fully prepared to beam up.

“All right Adam. If he stays put when we go in he
won'’t get shot.”

“He’ll stay put, Agent Monroe.”

While Adam waited with Chief Johnson in his
vehicle, the team moved quickly into places both at
the front and rear doors. Using Adam’s description
of the interior of the house made the arrest a matter
of a very few, very loud seconds. When the
Reverend Fishbourne finally came to he was
trussed hand and foot and his home was full of the
devil’'s servants. Eventually the shouting and
screaming ended and all of the explosive devices in
the house were rendered inert. The Atlanta Chief of

Police then put in a radio call that would summon all
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of the police and reporters south of the Mason-
Dixon line.

Agent Robbins had become less of a skeptic.

With the arrival of the press it was time for the
team to disappear. Agent Monroe rounded up his
people and announced, “Let’s get out of here, back
to the bat plane.” The sun was coming up. Adam
made his one and only demand of the mission,

“Feed me!”

On the way back to the airfield “Thelma’s Home
Style Breakfast House” establishment had more
than the usual clientele. Adam and several of the
agents became acquainted with an odd substance
called “grits.” The boy decided that it would never
replace actual food. The television set over the
counter was carrying an account of the festivities at
the Reverend Fishbourne’'s home. Autographs
were asked for. No, your money’s no good here!

Adam got kissed so much he gave up blushing.

The C-17's roar didn’t keep anyone awake, least
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of all Adam. The boy was curled up in a ball before

the aircraft’'s engines had even begun to spin up.

The Director was on the telephone.

“Mr. President, all of the flack we’ve been
taking just flew out of the window. The boy’s
performance on this case seems to have put to rest
any misgivings anyone might have had about him.”

“Put out a limited statement about his
involvement on this case.” The President said, “Let’s

do one more operation, then let in the newsies.”

Two days after the Atlanta operation Adam was
introduced to his new tutor. Morton G. Terwilliger
was every cliché of the tweedy professor type; he
did however know his business. Mr. T, as he was to
become known as, was more than a little put out by
all of the security checks that were ran on him and

by all of the badges and nonsense that it took just to
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get into the same room with his pupil. The generous
salary he was to receive somewhat mollified his
outrage. A desk and blackboard had been added to

the piano room to serve as a classroom of sorts.

After the formal and somewhat stiff introduction to
the boy, Mr. T decided that he should administer
some standard tests to determine the extent of the
boy’s development and education. He had noted
during their introduction that the boy seemed
advanced for his age, was polite, and seemed ready
to cooperate. At least he wasn’t the green skinned
monster that some of the more lurid publications

made him out to be.

Over a period of two days, Mr. T tested the boy in
mathematics, science, history, and English. The
tests began with first grade level questions and
concluded with college level. They revealed that the
boy’s grasp of mathematics far exceeded his tutor’s,
as did his general knowledge of science. History
was about sixth grade level, English simply bored

the poor child to tears and would need some serious
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work, fortunately Mr. T loved English (not so

fortunate for Adam).

Between the testing sessions the boy would
practice on the piano. During these musical
interludes Mr. T was unable to focus on the exam
results, it seems he shared Adam’s love of fine
music and so he just decided to take the tests home
to score.

While Mr. Terwilliger was evaluated Adam, Agent
Harper was voicing some of her concerns to

Monroe.

“The boy is cooped up inside this building too
much. He needs to get out in the sun for a while
every day, run around, goof off, be a kid, make
some friends.”

“You're right, there have just been so many things
to get set up and all. You have the job for right now.
Take him out this afternoon and hike around the
base, let him explore. Maybe we can get him a
bicycle or something later on.” Replied Monroe.

“Have some security tag along.”
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Mr. T ceased his educational efforts around two in
the afternoon. Agent Harper had the boy put on
some light clothes suitable for the still warm weather
and chased him outside into the sunlight. By now
Adam had his own identification badge (later
deemed totally unnecessary) and his retinal pattern
and fingerprints were entered into the security
system. Now he felt like the rest of the Blues

Brothers (except for the dorky suits).

Ms. Harper and the boy made their way across
the Academy campus, they were followed at some
distance by two casually dressed agents who if
searched would be found to be carrying a
remarkable amount of firepower. The staff and
trainee’s they encountered along the way smiled
and seemed pleased at being able to say hello to
the boy. On an impulse Adam took the female
agent’s hand for a while as they walked along, it
seemed a perfectly natural thing to do somehow.
Despite the constant exchange of sarcasm between

the boy and the woman, it was obvious that they
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had established a deep bond. They came to the
obstacle course where the boy passed a happy hour
getting filthy trying to get over and under the various
adult sized contraptions. He seemed to have an

amazing sense of balance.

On the way back a squad of Marines came
jogging by in step and in formation. As they passed
Harper and the boy, several “Yo, Adam’s” were
shouted at the very pleased young man. Cool! As
they neared the operations building, the security

detail came jogging up behind them.

“We've got a call, hustle on up to the briefing
room.”

Agent Monroe and most of the team were waiting
as Harper and a rather grimy Adam entered and sat
down. The senior agent looked at the dirty boy and
then at Harper.

“Obstacle course,” Harper explained. Monroe
nodded in understanding and began the briefing.

“This morning at about nine o’clock the British

Ambassador was snatched off the street as he was
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walking his dog. His bodyguard was shot dead.
The one witness to the event said the hooded
gunmen shoved the Ambassador into a United
Parcel truck. The truck, which was reported missing
yesterday along with its driver, was found two hours
later, abandoned. The company driver was found
dead in the back of the vehicle. A manila envelope
was found beside the bodyguard; in it was a list of
demands from what appears to be a splinter group
of the Irish Republican Army. The note also said
that any attempt to rescue the Ambassador would
result in his execution. So far no leads have
developed, no trace of the gunmen. We have the
job. Adam?”

“Let me go take a quick shower and put on some
clean clothes.”

“Go ahead,” said Monroe, “we have some details
to work out first anyway.”
After Adam had left the room a discussion of

possible tactics began.

“Sir, this is just too hot of a situation to put Adam

into!” Agent Parker voiced what many at the table
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were thinking.
Monroe didn’t like the situation either.

“I agree. The British Prime Minister is leaning
very hard on the President so it all flows downhill to
us. We'll just have to take every step possible to

keep him safe.”

“We can't let the boy be recognized in the area, if
he’s seen where the Ambassador was the guy’s
dead meat,” replied Parker, “he needs a disguise
and a good one.”

“Suggestions?” Asked Monroe.

Harper was almost smiling. “I think that Adam would
make just the prettiest little girl in a party dress.
Throw in a dark wig and drive a minivan instead of
one of those black tanks we use.” Everyone else
smiled, but no one laughed.

“So who's going to sit on him after we tell him?”

Asked Monroe.

“I don’t think so! No way am | wearing some
sissy girl’s dress and a wig!” Adam was eyeing the

door, close to bolting.
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“Calm down, duty calls, Adam.” Countered
Harper. “No one will know it's you anyway. If those
guys even suspect that you're on the case they’'ll kill
the ambassador, think about that.”

The boy sighed and seemed to wilt a bit at this, he
just glared at the assembled agents. “All right. But
the very first person who laughs at me gets turned
into a toad.”

“Fair enough.” Monroe agreed. “Can you actually
turn someone into a toad?”

“I've never tried... yet.”

Agent Harper made some fast measurements of
the boy and then an even faster code three
shopping expedition to the closest mall. Two Black
Hawk helicopters were put on standby at Quantico
to take the team to Andrews Air Force Base outside
of Washington. Arrangements were made to use a
private home near the British Embassy as a base of
operations. Moving the boy from Andrews to the

safe house posed some problems.

“We put his disguise on him at Andrews and use
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a civilian minivan to drive to the safe house, Harper
will be the mother taking her daughter to a party or
something. We’ll have aerial surveillance and a
ground unit close by as they make the drive. Then
it's just a few blocks from the safe house to the
embassy, Adam can ride in the trunk for that short
distance.” Explained Monroe.

“How does this all sound to you, Adam?”

“Can | have a large bag to put over my head?”

“No,” continued Monroe, “it's getting dark anyway,

that will help. Let’s all get moving.”

The Black Hawk landed near one of the large
hangers at Andrews, there it was quickly towed
inside and the hanger doors were shut. The hanger
had been emptied of all personnel except for two Air
Policemen and the FBI people. When Adam exited
the helicopter the two AP’s exchanged surprised
looks.

“We can use the maintenance office for Adam to
change in.” Monroe said to Harper, “Get one of the

AP’s to go with you.”
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The Air Policeman led Adam and Harper to a
rather cluttered and cramped office along one side
of the hanger’s interior. He asked Harper what was
in the shopping bags she carried.

“My dress.” Answered a rather testy Adam.

“O--kay. No more questions from me.” Replied
the grinning AP.

Harper explained to the AP that the boy had to be
disguised for the operation they were on and please
keep this information to yourself, forever. Or else!

“Yes Ma’am.”

Harper plucked a lovely light blue and flowery
party dress out of the bag; it was trimmed with white
lace. She then produced a pair of shiny patent
leather ‘girl’ shoes with some frilly socks to match.

“Oh my Lord,” moaned Adam.

The large black Air Policeman managed not to
guffaw, but just barely.

“Come on Adam, let’s get this done. Take off
everything except your underwear and get into
these things. Don’t bother with being bashful, we

don’t have the time for it.”
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“Geez, all right.”

Adam quickly did as he was asked and was soon
standing there awkwardly in just his underwear.
Harper slipped the dress over his head and
discovered that his white T-shirt stuck out at the
neck and arms of the dress. She pulled the dress
back off and then yanked the indignant boy’s shirt
over his head.

“I'm keeping my underpants, Agent Harper!” He
protested.

“No problem,” she replied as she slipped the
dress back over the boy.

“That's better, let me button the back up and have
a look at you.”

Adam turned around once for her, feeling like a

traitor to boys everywhere.

Harper made an appraisal, “Not bad, put on the
shoes and socks while I get this wig sorted out.”
Adam sat down rather unlady-like on the floor to put
on the silly looking socks and shoes, which actually

seemed to fit fairly well but felt really funny. Harper
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put the black wig on the boy next, the hair came
down to his shoulders. Finally the white gloves.

“Perfect.” Cooed Harper, “What a perfectly pretty
little girl you are!”

“You're on really, really thin ice, Ms. Harper.”
Hissed an extremely tight-lipped Adam.
The Air Policeman seemed to be having some sort
of seizure but managed to say nothing.

“Come on let’'s go. The minivan is here.” Said
Harper. “Try to walk like a girl, Adam.”

“How do | do that?”

“Take shorter steps, don't just plod along. Act
dainty.”

“Criminy!”

“l almost forgot, one more thing!” Added Harper.
She then produced a small child size handbag.

“A purse! Why not pink panties, lipstick, and
earrings! Geez!” Adam was beyond humiliation and
into outrage at this point.

“You're giving me ideas, child.”

The other agents were waiting by the Toyota

minivan and did their very best to contain their
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reactions at the sight of the ‘pretty little girl’ who was
walking beside Agent Harper. Adam was making a
poor job of walking like a girl; he looked about ready
to spit flaming napalm.

“Looking good, Adam! Get up in the passenger
seat and buckle up.” Said the smiling Monroe. And
to Harper: “The rest of the team is already inside the
safe house, just park in front like you live there and
go onin. There’s a Caddy in the garage, we’ll hide

Adam in that for the ride to the embassy.”

The drive to the safe house went off without a
hitch; Adam had to be reminded to sit with his legs
together and not to slouch so much. He was finally
able to see the humor in the situation and after
exchanging smiles with Ms. Harper, broke out in a
serious giggling fit. When the two arrived at the
house, Adam seemed to be getting into the role he
was playing and walked primly beside his ‘mother’
up the walk and into the house. Several of the
assembled agents weren’t completely able to stifle
themselves upon seeing the boy/girl. Adam just

smiled his very sweetest smile and fluttered his
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eyelids at them. Then one by one all of their pants

fell down. Jerks!

A short briefing then took place to map out a final
course of action. Adam wanted to change back into
his regular clothes for the trip to the embassy. Sorry
no time, you'd just have to change again for the
tracking run if the Ambassador was close by. Sigh.

Let’s go.

The full size Cadillac in the garage had an
enormous trunk; several blankets covered the floor
for Adam to lie on. The boy climbed in, making an
extremely bad job of remaining modest in the
process. Monroe gave him a flashlight so he
wouldn’t be left in total darkness.

“All right son, you'll only be in there about five
minutes or so. We’'ll pull into the garage at the
embassy and let you out once we’re inside, any
problems?”

“No. I'll be fine, no one can see me in here.”

“Okay son, here we go.” Monroe closed the trunk.
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Adam thought to himself, “If my friends could see
me now.” And then decided that he really didn’'t have
any friends except the agents. It was totally black in
the trunk so Adam turned on the flashlight, he could
feel the car moving, it felt strange not to be able to
see anything with his eyes so he switched to his

other senses.

After a few minutes of turns and bumps the car
came to a final halt and the trunk popped open.
Agent Monroe and two slightly incredulous British
gentlemen were looking down at the supremely
embarrassed young man. As Adam climbed
awkwardly out of the trunk he was introduced to the
Scotland Yard inspector and his companion from
MI5.

“Pleased to meet you. | don’t normally dress this
way,” explained Adam.

“We understand that lad,” replied Inspector
Hughes, “it's a pleasure to meet you. What do we
need to do?”

“Can you take me to where the Ambassador

spends most of his time?”
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“Follow me young lady,” smiled the MI5
comedian, “We’ll start with his study, he does most
of his work in there. Then you can speak to his wife,
Lady Parkehurst.”

As Adam followed the two men he pulled off his hot
wig and white gloves, enough is enough, at least for
now. When they reached the study Agent Monroe

motioned the two other men to wait outside with him

while the boy slowly explored the room.

“What's the lad up to?” Asked Hughes.

Monroe just put a finger to his lips. Be quite.

Adam sat down in the large leather chair behind
the desk leaned back, then he closed his eyes for a
few moments. It seemed to come to him very
quickly this time. He sat bolt upright and looked off
to the east.

“Let’'s go! | have him!” Adam exclaimed.

“What about Lady Parkehurst?” Asked Hughes.

“No need. We have to hurry, | think.” There was a
since of urgency about the boy. “Sorry if | got
cheeky.”
Now where did he pick up “cheeky”?
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Back to the garage, into the trunk, back to the safe

house.

Once out of the trunk, Adam was hustled into the
final briefing before the tracking phase began. The
Hostage Rescue Team (HRT) from Quantico took to
the air from Andrews in two Black Hawks; they
would be called down when the exact location was
determined. Two borrowed FedEx vans would carry
a swat team from the DC Police Department.
Harper and her ‘daughter’ would use an encrypted
radio to signal for when and where the festivities

would begin.

“Can you put these guys to ‘sleep’ like last time?”
Asked Monroe.

“l think so. If there’s not too many of them.”

“Let us know how many you count when you get
there, and the location of the Ambassador. If you
can’'t put down all of the bad guys try and get the
ones closest to him.”

“All right. I'll mess up their guns first, if that's
okay.”
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“Of course, that’s fine son,” agreed Monroe. “It's
time to go.”
Mother Harper helped Adam get his wig back on
and the two of them walked out of the front door, the
boy once more trying to act like a girl.

By now no one was smiling.

The boy indicated an easterly direction as they
pulled away from the curb. Agent Harper activated
the GPS tracking unit and tested the encrypted
radio. Adam pulled a map out of the glove
compartment and unfolded it.

“What's with the map, Adam?”

“If anyone’s watching us we can look like we’re
lost or something.”

“Good thinking, Agent Valentine.”

After about ten minutes of following the boy’s
directions they were very close.

“Pull over here and look at the map with me!”
Adam demanded urgently, “They’re watching us.”

“Adam, this isn’t safe, we should keep moving!”

“Don’t worry. I've already messed up the rifle that
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the guy watching us has. See that big brown house
up the street on the other side?”

“l see it, Adam. How can you tell it's brown, it's
dark out?”

“Trust me, that's where the IRA guys are, there’s
five of them, one’s at the top window next to us,
watching the street.”

“Where’s the Ambassador?”

“See that blue van parked way down the street?”

“Got it.” It might have been blue, Harper couldn’t
tell.

“He’s tied up in there. There’s some sort of a
small bomb thing around his neck. 1 think it works
by radio. Be quiet a sec while | disconnect the
battery.”

Adam stared intently at the blue truck.
“Done. It can’t go off now.”
“Time to call in the Marines,” Harper decided,

“let's move the hell out of here.”

The woman agent radioed a full description of the
situation. Adam did his best to ‘mess up’ all of the

weapons he could locate in the brown two-story
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house as they drove slowly out of harms way.

“I don’t think | can knock out all of those guys at
the same time. | think | found all of their guns
though, they can’t shoot now.”

Ms. Harper radioed the new information to the
already descending HRT unit and to the SWAT
teams converging on the ground.

“We’ll give them a chance to surrender,” she
assured the worried boy, “we’d like to take them

alive too.”

Harper and the boy pulled into an empty driveway
about two blocks away to watch the unfolding
drama. Adam concentrated on opening the locks on
the blue van and causing the chain holding the
bomb around the Ambassador’s neck to come

apart.

Things got really loud and exciting after that.
Helicopters hovering, flash-bang devices going off,
neighborhood residents running for cover, tear gas.
The choking IRA baddies finally staggered out,

hands over their heads. The Ambassador was
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freed, albeit in need of clean underwear. Adam,
Agent Harper, and the rest of the Special Team beat
it back to Andrews before the newsies managed to

get their selves organized.

When the team finally arrived at the Operations
Center at Quantico Adam remarked in a perfect
British accent, “I say chaps, it's gone past tea time.”

There was however, time for a midnight pizza.

Once more, the Director was on the phone.

“I agree Mr. President, the boy is incredible.”

“l hear he made a very convincing young lady”

“Apparently, but Agent Monroe says it's a bit of a
sore point with the boy, if you speak with him |
wouldn’t go there at all.”

“Point taken, can’'t say that | blame him. He
seems game to do just about anything you ask of
him though, gutsy kid really.”

“That he is Mr. President, but | must tell you that

the team was not too happy about putting him this
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close to a hot operation.”

“Neither was | but everyone but the Queen
Mother was pressing us to use him. There was a
need for haste.”

“Yes sir, point taken.”

“l also don't have to tell you | guess, we need to
let the media have a look at him before they go
totally ballistic.”

“We’'ve been working on that, sir. | think an
interview with just one reporter, and some location
footage thrown in will do for now. They can film
around the Academy, maybe he can play the piano
for them, that sort of thing.”

“I'd like him to come and spend the night at the
White House sometime soon, Dora’s been pestering
me to meet him, I'd like to get to know him too.”

“I'll set it up, Mr. President.”

The Interview:

“But reporters are such total dorks!”
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“I know that son,” Monroe was in total agreement,
“but it’'s one of the things we all have to put up with
from time to time.”

“What will I have to do?”

“Just talk with her. If there’s something you don’t
feel like talking about, just tell her. Just relax and be
yourself.”

“Is there anything | shouldn’t talk about?”

“Don’t discuss our operational procedures, no
need to talk about all of your abilities either, other
than that | guess anything goes.”

“All right... | guess.” Adam would rather eat raw

worms.

Rachael DeAngelo was the network’s latest
interviewer/sexy voice/rising star. Her journalistic
qualifications were at best minimal, but she knew
how to draw out her target’s thoughts and feelings,
at least she thought she did. The background
videotaping was all in the can. Shots of the boy in
and around the FBI Academy, a delightful piece of
Adam playing some sort of obscure classical piano

piece. Now it was time for her to get the boy to talk.
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The setting was the faculty lounge at the Academy.
The boy looked very small and vulnerable in the
large overstuffed leather chair. This was going to

get her an Emmy!

“Tell me Adam, are you happy here working for
the FBI?”

“Yes.”
One-syllable answers made for a very dull interview.

“You don’t have any friends your age here, isn’t it
really lonely for you at times?”

“No.”

“You've been involved in some pretty scary
situations. Does that bother you at all?”

“No.”

“You seem a little reluctant to talk to me. Have
you been told not to say much?”

“No. | just don't like talking to reporters, no
offense.”

“Why is that, Adam?”

“They seem mostly just interested in ratings and
stuff.”

This child cannot be eight years old!
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“Who told you that?”

“No one. | didn’t just bounce off the potato truck
you know.”

“l think you can trust me, Adam.”

“Okay.”

Change tactics.

“You have some very special abilities, how are
you able to track and find people the way you do?”

“It's difficult to explain. 1 just seem to know when
something is so.”

“Is it true that you can you move objects with just
your thoughts?”

“l always prefer to use silverware or at least my
fingers.”
Things went straight downhill from that point in the

interview.

The interview did have one of the biggest
audience ratings in networks history, however Ms.
DeAngelo is now employed in Des Moines as the
weekend weather person. It would be some time

before any more interviews were requested, by
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anyone.

On Valentine’s Day Adam had his ninth birthday.
It seems that the authorities in Idaho had
approximated his birthday as such and had given
him the suitable moniker. The number of birthday
cards he received totally overloaded Quantico’s
modest postal facility. His friends at the Special
Operations Center gave him his first and best
birthday party. The number of kidnappings in the
United States had by now decreased by 42 percent.
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Groom Lake

The phone on Adam’s computer desk started

beeping.

“Yes, Agent Monroe.”

It never ceased to bother Monroe that the boy
always knew who was calling him, the kid seemed
to have his own built in caller I.D. system.

“Adam, come down to my office, we need to talk
for a while.”

“Okay, be right there.” The boy stopped long
enough to put his sneakers on before his sprint
down to the boss’s office. Adam did a well executed
slide outside the SAIC's office and gave his usual

polite knock on the open door before being asked in.

“Sit down son. I've just been on the phone with
the DOD’s liaison officer. They want to get their mitts
on you for a week or so to do some tests and
evaluations.”

“Tests? Needles!” The agent now had the boy’s
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complete attention.

“l don’t think so, nothing medical that | know of.
They want to see what you can do on some defense
related things. As usual with them it's all very
classified and hush-hush, they wouldn’t give me
many details, but they want to take you out to
Nevada, the Groom Lake test facility.”

“Area 51. Far out!” Adam was a big X-Files fan.

“Maybe they want you to pilot a flying saucer or
something equally spooky.”

“Well, | am The Son of Space Aliens.”

“You leave tomorrow morning, get your bag all
packed. Take something cool to wear because the
weather will be very hot out there. Don’t let them
run you ragged, if there’s something you don’t want
to do just put your foot down and say no. And be
careful, I've sort of gotten used to having you always
underfoot and in the way.”

“Yes Agent Monroe, I've sort of gotten used to
being underfoot.”

By now Adam used “Agent Monroe” as other

children might use “father.”
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The aircraft was a military version of a stretched
Lear jet. It carried no markings other than a tail
number, but the crew was Air Force. An Air Force
one-star in civilian clothes was standing by the
aircraft's door as Adam’s car drove up. The boy got
out carrying a small backpack, Agent Parker helped

with his suitcase.

“Good morning Adam, I'm General Curtis. Ready
for some traveling?”

“Yes sir, pleased to meet you.” Adam shook
hands and turned to the FBI agent. “This is Special
Agent Parker, sir.”

Parker and the General shook hands, then the
agent shook Adam’s hand goodbye.

“Be careful, kid. Don’t wander off into the desert
and get lost or eaten by coyotes.”

“I never get lost, just a little confused sometimes.

Parker got a hug.

As Adam was climbing into the aircraft Parker
motioned the general to one side. “You folks take

good care of that boy. He’s a very game kid and
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willing to try just about anything you might want him
to do. Don’t take advantage of that, General.”

“l understand. We don’t have anything planned
that would put the boy in any sort of danger. If he so
much as gets a splinter several promising careers
will come to a halt.”

“Good enough General, have a good flight. The
boy’s an aircraft buff, let him look over the pilot’s
shoulder if the rules permit.”

“I'll do that.”

During the first hour of the flight Adam and the
general sat and talked mostly about the general's
hobby, fly-fishing. The general was taking along his
fly rod and hand tied flies for some later vacation
time in the Sierra’s. The intricately made fake bugs
fascinated Adam. To the boy’s delight the general
finally took him up to the cockpit and introduced him

to the flight crew.

“Adam, would you like to handle the controls for a
few minutes?” Asked the pilot.

“Cool.”
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“Have you ever been in the pilot's seat of an
aircraft before?”

“Just a C-17 once in a while.”

“Just a C-17 huh?” The pilot and co-pilot
exchanged looks.

“Yeah. It's a neat plane, easy to control and
everything. It has a control stick like a fighter.”

“Well just slide in here and grab the controls

lightly, it's on auto-pilot right now.”

The aircraft commander moved out of his seat
and Adam carefully took his place, avoiding all of
the levers and switches that seemed to cover most
of the available surfaces.

“Hold the controls steady now,” explained the
pilot, “I'm turning off the auto-pilot.”

Adam could ‘feel’ the aircraft now. His feet
couldn’t reach the rudder controls so he used a bit
of TK to hold them steady. The pilot had him turn
the yoke a bit to the left and right, causing the wings
to wiggle up and down slightly. Push forward go
down, pull back go up.

“You can't reach the rudder pedals, but pushing
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on one or the other operates the rudder left or right.”

“I know, like this.” Adam ‘pushed’ on the rudder
controls gently, causing the aircraft's tail to wiggle a
bit.

The pilot saw the pedals move by themselves and
did the usual freeze-up.

“How did you do that, son?” He asked quietly.

“TK.”

“TK?”

“Telekinesis, no big deal really. It gives people the
creeps though, sorry.”

The general had been looking over everyone’s
shoulders during the boy’s flight instructions and
thought to himself, “Better call a halt to this right
now.”

“Adam, why don’t you go on back and take your
seat, | need to talk to the crew for a few minutes.”

“Oh. Okay, thanks guys.” Adam was a bit
disappointed at the short length of time he had at

the controls but decided against any sort of protest.

When the pilot had retaken his seat and flipped

back on the autopilot, the general had a few words.
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“Neither of you saw anything here today. Is that
very clear, gentlemen?”

“No problem, sir. | can’t believe | saw it anyway.”

“Good, maintain that attitude Captain. And you
Lieutenant?”

“Didn’t even meet the boy, sir.”

“Fair enough.”

Groom Lake from the air appeared to Adam to be
a lot of nothing with an enormously long runway
surrounded by mountains. There were a few large
hangers scattered about, plus a collection of smaller
buildings. The temperature was about one hundred
and five. An air-conditioned blue staff car picked up
the general and the boy and drove them over to one
of the medium sized buildings, there weren’t any
windows in it but at least it was cool inside. General
Curtis escorted Adam past the now usual guards
and security posts to a small dorm-like apartment
that had been prepared for his visit; it was basically

a bedroom, TV, and a shower.

“This is a pretty bare Adam, but you won't be
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staying here forever. We have a briefing setup in a
few minutes, if you need to use the john or anything
now’s the time.”

“This is fine sir, and | do need to use the
bathroom.”

“All right, I'll be back in a few minutes.”

The general returned as promised and found the
boy doing some unpacking.

“All set, son?”

“Yes sir, just putting some stuff away.”

“Let that go for now, everyone’s waiting on us.”

“Yes sir.”

The general led Adam down several bare
hallways and into a large conference room. Inside
were about a dozen military and civilian personnel.
They all had their eyes on the boy. The general
made the introductions.

“People, meet Adam.”
None of the people at the table said anything but a
few of them did smile at the boy.

“Hello,” said a suddenly shy Adam.
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“Have a seat son, these characters don't bite.”

Adam sat in the central chair that Curtis had
pointed out, he felt a bit like the defendant in a trial.
One of the civilian types began talking. “How was
your flight Adam, are you feeling all right?”

“I'm fine sir, it was a nice flight. | got to handle the
controls for a few minutes.”

“Do any barrel rolls?”

“Not intentionally.”

This seemed to break the ice a little as a number of
the more grim visages around the table actually
smiled.

“Adam, we’ve brought you out here to test your
very unusual abilities, and to determine which, if any
of them, would be useful to the country’s military
and intelligence community. Don’t feel your under a
lot of pressure to do everything we throw at you, just
try your best and let it go at that.”

“Yes sir, | understand.”

One of the nameless civilians asked the next

guestion. “There are several people around here
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who are skeptical of your so-called telekinetic
abilities, frankly I'm one of them. Could you give us
some small demonstration right here and now
before we take things any further?”

“Yes sir, what would you like me to do?”
The civilian pointed to a glass of ice water in front of
him.

“Can you move that?”

“Sure.”

Every eye in the room stared intently at the frosty
glass. Smoothly and without a wobble, the glass
rose up off the table and did a slow circuit of the
room over the open mouthed heads of the
assembled scientist’s, landing exactly where it had
started from. A small wobbly blob of water then
rose out of the glass and hovered over the doubting
scientist’s head for a moment, it then fell to splash
on the astonished man’s forehead.

“How’s that?” Asked Adam with an impish grin.
Silence.

Then after a bit there were a number of

“sonofabitches” and one or two “holy shits.”
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The first civilian to gather his wits spoke to the
room. “Anybody else here have any doubts
about this boy now?”

No one did. After this small demonstration everyone
treated the boy with a measure of respect and
ceased to look at him as just a nine-year old child.
The meeting lasted an hour longer, it consisted
mostly of a bored Adam listening to the assembled
eggheads argue and discuss how best to test him.

Finally a consensus was reached for the first test.

“Adam are you up to one quick test outside in a
little while,” asked Curtis, “if you're too tired for now
we can reschedule for tomorrow?”

“I'm fine sir. Let’s do it.” Anything to keep from
falling asleep.

“Okay. It'll be hot outside, do you have some
cooler clothes with you?”

“Yes sir, some shorts and T-shirts, is that all
right?”

“They’ll be fine, go put them on. I'll be by to get
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you in a few minutes.”

“Yes sir.”

Adam dashed back to his room and changed into
some cotton shorts and a T-shirt that said “The
Truth Is Out There” on it's front. He decided his pair
of sports sandals would also be in order. In a little
while General Curtis collected him and they drove
over to the helicopter pad.

“We're flying over to a test range. They're going
to launch a target drone that will fly overhead at
about five thousand feet. This has been set up in
advance for today if things went well at the
interview. Things went well. We want to see if you
can do anything at all to disable or destroy the
drone.”

“Aren’t those things really expensive?” Adam
frequently thought about the cost of things, to him
five bucks was big money.

“Don’t worry about that, just try to do your best.
Those things are made to be shot down anyway.”

“Okay...”

They had to cost a lot of money; they had small jet
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engines and everything.

The noisy flight to the test range lasted about
fifteen minutes; the landscape seemed to become
even more barren, if that were at all possible. They
landed at a collection of communications trailers and
a radar antenna,; it took a while for the dust to settle.

“The drone will be over in about ten minutes, what
do you need for us to do, Adam?” Asked Curtis.

“Do you have a pair of binoculars | could use?”

“Sure son.” A pair appeared in about thirty
seconds. “Anything else?”

Adam indicated a flat area to the west of the site.
“I'm going to walk over there a ways where it will be
quite and | can concentrate. Could you ask the
people here to be quiet and to stay put?”

“You've got it, son.”

“l sound sort of bossy, but | do better if | don't get
distracted.”

“We understand, no problem Adam. You've got
the ball.”

The small boy walked out and away from the
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shaded control unit and the watching scientists. He
stopped about two hundred yards away in the
scorching late afternoon sun and waited while
looking up at the sky.

“Drone’s approaching, overhead in one minute.”
Someone said. “Shouldn’t we tell the boy?”

“No need, look!” Replied Curtis, “he has it.”
Adam had sensed the drones approach before he
was able to see it; he was looking exactly where the

tracking antenna was pointing.

The orange colored drone was indeed powered
by a small jet engine and was about twice the size
of a standard cruise missile, it was also moving
along at over four hundred knots. Adam knew a jet
engine’s most vulnerable place. He read a lot.

The boy pushed his remote sensing until he seemed
to be almost inside the target. “There, the turbine

blades,” he thought, “make them come loose.”

The target drone’s engine turned itself into a fair
imitation of a land mine as the spinning turbine

blades exploded out in all directions. In an instant
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the drone was a fireball of fuel and assorted scrap
metal descending toward the barren landscape
below.

“Cool!” Adam said quietly to himself.

Over at the control unit hats were thrown
skyward, backs were pounded and numerous bad
words were shouted, some of them new to Adam.
When the wreckage was recovered and returned for
analysis the next day it was learned that the turbine
blades hadn’t snapped or cracked, they had simply
pulled apart like taffy.

Adam’s final comment on the day’s events:

“What's for dinner?”

The next two days were filled with experiments

that ranged from elaborate to silly.

In the next scheduled test the research group
wanted to try and detect just what sort of force it
was that the boy was controlling. In a large open
lab area they arranged a series of weights for the

boy to lift using just his telekinetic ability. The
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weights began with a chicken feather and
progressed up to bowling ball. Numerous sensors
that detected everything from magnetic fields to
those that were sensitive to gravity changes were
arrayed around Adam and the weights he was to
supposed to lift. The boy himself was clad in just his
under shorts to allow for the many electrical contact
patches and sensor wires that were stuck to himin a
grid pattern from head to toe. He balked when they
had wanted to continue the pattern on the areas of
his body one would consider ‘private’. Adam
consoled himself; at least they weren’t actually

sticking needles into him.

“All right Adam, were ready now. Let’s start with
having you lift the feather.” This was a Dr. Scribner
who was in charge of this phase.

“Okay, here goes.” Adam secretly thought this

was all a tad loopy.

The small white feather jumped up and hovered
about a foot above the sensitive electronic scale it

had been resting on. None of the sensors or
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instruments registered anything. Adam’s brain
waves were normal, no unusual electrical activity
anywhere on his body. The scientist’s rechecked all
of their connections and tried the next weight, a golf
ball. Same results.

“We're still not registering anything, lets just go to

the last weight.” Scribner decided.

This was harder. Adam had to concentrate fully
on the heavy bowling ball; it was about at the limits
of what he could lift. As the heavy ball wobbled and
slowly lifted off the scale, the only thing that the
scientist’'s detected was a very slight rise in the
boy’s brain activity. The session ended with the
scientist’s having Adam stand on a scale himself to
see if he could move himself or affect his weight.
His weight dropped from his runty sixty-two pounds

to a really puny forty-one.

That afternoon, with the boy again wired from
head to toe, his ability to alter metals was put to the
test. The lab setup was similar, only this time there

were lengths of various types of metals in thickness
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that ranged from fine wires to heavy construction
beams. The results were fairly spectacular, Adam
could deform or melt all of the samples, the really

heavy pieces just took a while longer.

That evening after the sun had relented, there
was one simple test that was conducted outside on
a patch of desert that had been recently plowed and
smoothed over. Adam stood next to General Curtis
as they surveyed the one-acre plot; the boy was
holding a cardboard box full of bright yellow tennis

balls.

“Okay kid, this is a mine field. Don’t worry, the
mines are fakes. If you can, start walking and put a
ball on top of every mine you can see or sense or
whatever the heck it is you do.”

“Yes sir, no sweat.”

There were twenty-five balls in the box and
twenty-five ‘mines’ in the small field. After ten
minutes all of the balls were on top of all of the

mines. It took a while for the technicians to dig up
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the mines and confirm the boy’s accuracy but Curtis
knew before they even began digging that Adam

had been spot on with all of their locations.

The next morning found Adam at a makeshift
firing range. Paper targets had been set up at
ranges from ten yards to one thousand yards. A
long table held an assortment of firearms, small
caliber target pistols up to a .308 HK sniper rifle.

“Ever fire a gun before, Adam?” Curtis asked.

“No sir, they won't let me do that at Quantico.”

“That’s all right. This test may come to nothing,
we just want to see if you can somehow use any of
your abilities to accurately fire these weapons.”

“What do we do first?” Adam was very uneasy
about holding and shooting an actual gun.

“Put on these ear protectors,” Curtis handed him
a pair of plastic headphone-like protectors, “and

we'll try one of these small .22’s first.”

Curtis handed Adam a Colt target automatic with
the caution to keep it pointed down range at all

times. “With your finger away from trigger, pull back
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the slide and let it snap forward by itself, then it's
ready to fire.”

“Yes sir.” Adam was still a bit nervous but he
managed to do as instructed.

“Real good. Now take aim at the nearest target
and gently squeeze off a round, it will jump just a
little, don’t worry.”

The pistol made a sharp snapping sound and a
small hole appeared in the white at about ten o’clock
on the target.

“Not very good, sir.” Adam was disappointed with
his first shot.

“That’s fine for a first shot. Don’t tense up, try
and relax and focus in on the target and your pistol,

get the feel for putting the next round in the black.”

Adam thought for a moment and took a deep
breath, as he exhaled and relaxed he closed his
eyes and raised the pistol. Snap! Dead center.

“Bulls eye kid!” Curtis was ready for what came
next. “Finish off the clip now, take your time.”
Seven more snaps, just one slightly larger hole at

dead center. All of the rounds had gone through the
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same hole.

“Cool.” Adam had opened his eyes by now. “I did
better after | closed my eyes.”
Curtis had been standing behind the boy. “You had
your eyes closed?”

“Yes sir, | could see things better that way.”

Curtis took the pistol from Adam and laid it gently
on the table, shaking his head at all of the hours he
had spent in his life just to become a mediocre shot.

“Let’s try the rifle at the far target. It will make a
lot of noise and kick some, but don't let that scare

you.
“All right sir, show me how.”

Adam only fired the sniper rifle twice; the kick hurt
his small shoulder too much. He didn’t bother with
the powerful telescopic sight; he just closed his eyes
and fired. One of the range technicians jumped in a
jeep and drove off to collect the distant 1,000-yard
target. When he returned the paper had one hole
punched dead center where both bullets had gone

through.
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“Call me Adam Oakley!” The boy was obviously
the best shot on the planet, not that he could ever

bring himself to shoot anything that breathed.

Adam only rebelled at one of the tests.

In one of the labs was a white rabbit in a cage; it's
head and body wired for sound. One of the lab
coats gave the boy his instructions.

“Just put the rabbit to sleep like you did to that
bomber in Atlanta.”

“Well, okay.” Replied a somewhat reluctant Adam.
The rabbit twitched its pink nose a few more times
and then fell over on its side. The boy immediately
released the light pressure and the rabbit sat up and
resumed its nose twitching.

“Now we want you to hold the pressure until the
rabbit is dead.”

“What!”

“Just hold the pressure till it dies son.”

“Forget it!”” Adam was in total rebellion mode. “I'm
not murdering a bunny!”

“It's just a lab rabbit son.”

All of the wires fell away from the rabbit (bunny),
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and the metal cage proceeded to fly apart. Adam
scooped up the silly white fur ball and they both

made their escape down the hallway.

General Curtis found the boy and rabbit sitting on
the bed in his room.

“What's wrong Adam? They said you just ran out
of the lab.”

“They wanted me to kill this bunny. | didn’t sign
on to kill bunnies!” Adam still thought of rabbits as
‘bunnies’. He always would.

“l see. It bothers you to hurt animals or people,
doesn’t it?”

“Yes sir it does. I'm sorry.”

“No need to apologize son, it might be a better
world if more people had your attitude. I'll go talk to
the nitwits who sat up that test. The rabbit won’t be
harmed, ever.”

“All right sir. Thanks.”

General Curtis was as good as his word. The
term “ass reaming” is totally inadequate to describe

the conversation he had with the scientist involved.
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“You're off of this project! You've pretty well
managed to totally alienate that boy! What the hell
we're you thinking of, you've read the psych profiles
on him, he wouldn’t hurt a hyena if it were chewing
off his Goddamn foot! (It gets really loud and

obscene about here) Get out!”

The scientist involved was put on the next aircraft
off the base with a warning never to speak to
anyone about the nature of any of the tests at
Groom Lake. He had the sense to follow those
instructions. Adam calmed down. Curtis calmed
down. The bunny calmed down.

The next small experiment involved an H-bomb.

On the third day at the base, Adam and General
Curtis drove to one of the more remote buildings on
the base. He led the boy into a large darkened
room and flicked on the lights. There was nothing in
the room except for one cone shaped object resting
on a wooden support, it was about four feet high

and maybe two feet across its rounded bottom.
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“Have a look at this son. Do you know what it is?”
Asked Curtis.

Adam slowly approached the object and lightly
touched it with one hand. He drew back his fingers
quickly, as if bitten by something.

“Yes. It's an atomic bomb, isn’t it?”

“Close enough. It's a double stage thermonuclear
device, an H-bomb actually. The casing is a MIRV
re-entry module. This one was built in Russia, don’t
ask me to tell you how we got our hands on it.”

“Why are you showing it to me?”

“l want you to use your abilities to look all through
it,” explained Curtis, “get to be completely familiar
with what it feels like to you.”

“So I can find one if | have to, right?”

“It may come to that someday. These things are
beginning to fall into the hands of people who
shouldn’t be trusted with sharp scissors. We may
need you to track one down.”

“Lord!”

“l agree, son.”

Adam sat on the floor up against one wall studying

the awful thing for almost an hour. Finally he got up
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and asked, “I have it now. Can we go now? This
place gives me the creeps.”
“It gives me the creeps too, son. Let’s go do

something that’s fun.”

The ‘fun’ was a side trip to Fort Irwin, where the
Army and assorted hard cases conduct war games.
Realistic war games. Adam was going to play

commando.

A team of six Army Special Forces personnel had
been briefed on their unusual assignment. The
usual head shaking and doubts about the sanity of
whoever dreamed this up followed this. Adam
landed by helicopter at the makeshift command post
and was introduced to the team and its leader,
Captain Ross. The initial personal reactions of the
team members were normal. “This is just a little kid,

for Chrissake!”

The mission objective was simple. During the
upcoming exercises, Spooky Team, as they would

be called, was to infiltrate the Blue Forces command
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center, render its communications inoperative, and if
possible take prisoner the commanding officer.
Adam was to be the key to any success they might
have. The boy gave a demonstration of how he
could render firearms inoperative (they would only
be firing blanks in any case) and how easy it was to
short out electronic equipment by causing small bits
of copper and solder to shift their positions.
Vehicles didn’t run well with inoperative fuel pumps
or disconnected batteries either. One of the team
members volunteered to be ‘put to sleep’. Adam’s
abilities to do reconnaissance without moving an

inch pretty well shut up any remaining doubters.

During the preplanning for the operation someone
was thinking ahead and had come up with a kid
sized black jogging suit, lightweight boots, and a cap
to conceal Adam’s blond hair. Adam, of course,
thought that this was all entirely too cool. The boy
would carry a small light pack that would contain
water, a pair of night vision binoculars, and a bundle
of plastic crowd control type handcuffs for tying up

people who were ‘asleep’.

161



A classified sound suppressed helicopter would
insert the Spooky Team five miles from Blue Forces’
headquarters. They would have to hike on foot
through the heavily patrolled desert area. Everyone,
including Adam, was fitted with a Miles laser
system. Instead of live bullets, their weapons and
the enemies weapons fired an infrared laser beam
that registered on the detectors worn by each team
member, if you were hit, a light and beeper would go
off and you would be ‘dead’. Adam wouldn’t be
carrying any weapons, but he did have the detectors

on his pack harness.

Just before boarding the quiet chopper Captain
Ross took Adam aside for a short talk.

“Adam, are you really up to this? We’ll be moving
pretty fast by foot over several miles of rough
ground, you can keep up?”

“l think so. Just try and remember that my legs
are only about half as long as yours are. I'll do my
best.”

“That’s all I can ask son, just do your best. If you
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need a rest say so, don'’t kill yourself trying to keep

up.
“Will do, Captain Ross.”

“l want you to stay close to me, let me know when
you sense something ahead as we move along.”
“Yes sir.”

“Time to go kid.”

The team boarded the sound suppressed
helicopter and lifted into the cool night air. Adam
was stuffed in between two of the large soldiers and
away from the open door, they all had instructions to
keep the boy as safe as possible, they would have
done so anyway. The flight to the drop-off site only
took about fifteen minutes. The helicopter touched
down quickly and everyone tumbled out and lay flat
as the aircraft lifted off and disappeared into the
night. Adam had been carried bodily out of the
chopper and thumped down beside the Captain.

“Ouch!”

“What's wrong kid?” Asked Ross.

“Banged my knee, no sweat.”

“Take a look around kid,” said Ross, “tell me
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what's out there.”

“All right. Be quite for a minute, sir.”

Adam scanned the surrounding area and found it
empty, he did detect people somewhere far up
ahead of them.

“It's clear around here, Captain. There’s some
one way up ahead, maybe a mile or two.”

“Good. Let's move out. Stay close kid.”

“Yes sir.”

The small team moved out at a fast walk, for Adam
it was a medium jog. All of the swimming and
horsing around on the obstacle course back at
Quantico had helped the boy’s endurance and he
was mostly able to keep up. His knee stung a bit

but was not a real hindrance.

Adam grabbed Captain Ross’ sleeve and
signaled a halt.

“Tired, kid?” He asked.

“Shhh. Quite. I'm okay. There are two guys up
ahead, over that far hill. | think it's some sort of

sentry thing,” whispered Adam, “they have a radio
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too.

“Can you take out the radio?”

“Yes sir.”

“Doit.”

After a moment, “Done. | took out their rifles
too.”

“Get out two of those plastic ties, when we get up
close you can put them to sleep and we’ll tie them
up, okay?”

“Okay.”

The team spread out and moved quietly up the
small hill until they could look down on the two
bored sentries. Adam gave the plastic ties to two of
the team members. When Ross gave the signal the
two sentries sort of wobbled down to the ground and
passed out. They were bound hand and foot before
they woke up. Duct tape would silence any yell for
help. The team moved off before the awakening
sentries could make much sense out of what had

happened to them.

At about mile three Adam called another halt.
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“What is it kid?”

“l could use a break,” the boy gasped, “five
minutes?”

“No problem kid, you're doing great.” Replied
Ross. “ Take ten, we have plenty of time.” Actually,

everyone appreciated the break.

Adam used the time to look ahead and scout out
the terrain. When his breathing had slowed to
normal, he spoke to Ross.

“The command center is up ahead, maybe a half
mile. There are some sentries around, but not very
many. | don’t think they’re expecting any visitors. If |
can get in fairly close | can take out all of their radios
and stuff.”

“Great! We’'ll take out enough of the sentries to
give us a free path to the center,” replied Ross,

“then you can go to work.”

The team moved slowly and quietly towards the
collection of tents and communications vans. Along
the way a total of six sentries took naps. Hidden

behind some rocks and scrub brush Adam began
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working on the center’s electronics.
“Doesn’t all of that stuff cost a lot of money?”
Adam asked.
“Don’t worry kid,” said Ross, “just waste it.”
“O-kay.”

The first things to go were the thick cables
leading to all of the antennas, then the generators
supplying power to the center began making awful
grinding noises and seized up. Darkness. Next,
Adam began locating and shorting out all of the
battery powered portable radios he could find,
several cell phones began smoking alarmingly. The
boy finished up by disabling all of the vehicles
parked around the center and by freezing up all of
the weapons he detected. The center was now
blind, dumb, deaf, and defenseless. Time to grab

the General.

The General in question was having a hissing fit.
The place was in the dark; he had no
communications at all, his attempts to send

messengers failed when their vehicles wouldn’t
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start. It was almost an anticlimax when the black
clad team of soldiers burst in and ‘shot’ everyone in
the center except himself. Every Miles unit on every
one of his staff was blinking and beeping, so they
had to play dead. Adam kept hidden in the rocks
until the team returned with the very pissed off
general officer. The hike back to the pickup point
was tiring for the boy but he smiled almost
constantly at the sight of the hand cuffed and
cursing officer. The General couldn’t get anyone to
explain to him what a small boy was doing in the

midst of a war game.

Adam wasn’t of much use in the debriefing, since
he was curled tightly into a ball, snoring softly.
Captain Ross told the assembled officers and
civilians that if we had a half dozen Adams’ working
for us most of the Army would be out of a job. Back
at Groom Lake the dusty and still sleepy Adam was
fed, hosed off, bandaged, and put to bed, tomorrow

he could go home (if they ever got him awake).

All of the tests were deemed a success. The
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incident with the bunny didn’t make it into the final
report quite as it occurred, it was said that the boy
probably wouldn’t ever be of much use in any ‘wet’
work the CIA or anyone else might have in mind, too
gentle you see. The one injury during the
commando raid was to the boy; the mission

summary listed it as “abrasion, right kneecap”.

The next morning after Adam had been mostly
awakened and then fed, he had a final meeting with
General Curtis.

“Adam, | want you to know how much we all
appreciate the effort you put into making these tests
successful, especially the raid at Fort Irwin.”

“I had a lot of fun General. | hope | can be useful
to you sometime.”

“You already are useful, son. We need to talk a
bit about security now. The things that you did here
are highly classified, we would like your word that
you won’t discuss any of the things that you did
here. That means not even with the FBI people that
you work with, the fewer people who know what you

can do the better. This is very important son, do you
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understand?”

“Yes sir. I'll keep my lips zipped, you have my
word. | won’t even mention the flying saucer.”

“Flying saucer? What are you talking about?”

“The flying saucer over there in the underground
hanger, you know, by the hills.”

“There are no flying saucers here, son.”

“But...”

“No flying saucers.”

“Oh. Right. My mistake, Sorry.”

“Who told you about flying saucers?”

“Well, no one actually, | was sort of looking
around the other night before | went to sleep and
found it. But | didn’t find it, must have been a dream
or something. Never mind.”

“You forget it son, understand?”

“Forget what sir?”

“That’s the spirit.”

“On second thought, wait here a few minutes.”
Said Curtis. “I need to talk to some people.”

“Okay, sir.”

Adam had practically dozed off by the time Curtis

finally returned.
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“Change of plans. We need you for one more day.
Let’s go look at the flying saucer.”

“That doesn’t exist,” grinned Adam.

“That’s right.”

General Curtis and the boy were driven across
the installation to the base of the hills. A piece of
the hillside lifted up just enough to allow the car to
pass underneath the massive door.

“Cool!"” Was Adam’s wide-eyed observation.

“The rocks and dirt are actually aluminum and
fiberglass,” explained Curtis, “they did a good paint

job.

Adam’s attention was on the spacecraft. It
resembled two Frisbee’s stuck together edge to
edge, except it was about one hundred feet across.
It seemed to be sitting on the smooth concrete floor;
in reality it floated about six inches above the floor.
There were no doors visible, no seams, nothing. It
appeared to be one solid piece of shimmering silver

metal.
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The car stopped about twenty yards from the
massive object. Adam was the first out of the car.
He just stood and stared.

“This thing was dug out of the side of a clay
riverbank in Alaska fifty-five years ago. The
geologist’s say that it was probably buried there in a
flood about forty-five thousand years ago. Bringing it
here undetected was a major miracle of security
measures and misinformation. Some sort of field it
generates has kept us from getting closer than six
Inches since it was first brought here. The
eggheads call it a ‘stasis field’ for lack of a better
name,” Curtis explained. “Can you tell us what'’s
inside?”

“Yes.” Adam replied softly, “It's really weird.”

“Is anyone, or anything in there, alive or dead?”

“No, there’s just a lot of goofy looking machinery
and things. | think | can make it open, should 1?”

“Jesus! Don’t do anything!” Curtis didn’t quite
scream.

“Okay.” Adam cringed at the man’s reaction.

There was a delay of three hours while the
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scientist’s and lab nerds scurried around setting up
cameras and sensing equipment. Finally things
seemed as ready as they would ever be and the
word was given.

“All right Adam,” asked Curtis, “what are you
going to do?”

“There’s a sort of control panel thing in front of
some silly looking chairs. It feels like the knobby
gizmo on the right might control the stasis field.
Shall I turn it?”

“Okay. Go really slow, turn it back if we say so.”
“Here goes nothing.”

Nothing was what happened.

“What's wrong son,” Curtis frowned, “Didn’t it
work?”

“It doesn’t turn. Wait a sec, you have to squeeze
it!”

The giant Frisbee settled to the floor with a
muffled rumble. The surface of the spacecraft lost
the rippling shimmer that it had. Several of the
white lab coats rushed up with instruments and

proclaimed that there was no radiation. There was
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still no indication of a door or portal on the seamless
surface.

“Now what?” Asked Curtis.

“Just a sec, you have to squeeze all of the
controls.” Said Adam, trying to concentrate amidst
all of the hubbub.

With a distinct hiss worthy of the worst science
fiction film an oval section of the spacecraft pulled
itself in and upwards. At the same time a black
surfaced metal ramp slid out and lightly touched the
concrete.

“Shall we go for a spin?” Asked an entirely too
smug Adam.

“Not just yet. Maybe in a year or twelve,”
answered a very wide-eyed General Curtis.

“Come on, let’s go inside!”

“No. Not until we have had a long time to study
that thing. Sorry, son.”

“Well, Geez!

And that was that. At least for the time being.

Adam flew back to Quantico that evening. He
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was still a lot put out that he never made it into the
spacecraft, but he did manage a nice goodbye to
General Curtis and the assembled lab coats. There
was just himself and the crew on the return flight, so
he curled himself into the usual ball and slept his
way through flyover country. It was just becoming
light when the Lear jet’s tires smoked onto the
runway at Quantico. Agent’'s Parker and Harper

drew the welcoming committee duty.

A yawning Adam, made his way down the small
jet’s stairs, Agent Harper caught him unaware and
gave him a serious hug and Kiss.

“Welcome back Adam, how was Nevada?” She
asked.

“Hot. I'm starved.”

“I'll fix you some breakfast. What did you do out
there, anyway?”

“Oh, stuff.”

“Stuff?”

“Yeah. You've done something to your hair.” He
observed, changing the subject.

“I had it cut. You're not talking, are you?”
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“Nice weather today, Nevada was way too hot.”

Adam had Saturday to sleep till noon and
generally goof off as he saw fit. He went to mass
with Agent Harper Sunday morning; afterwards he
even spoke with the priest about what was involved
in joining the Catholic Church. This didn’t really
surprise Agent Harper; the boy seemed to draw
some real strength from the religious services that
they attended. He still wouldn’t talk about anything
he did in Nevada, it finally came to Agent Harper

that the boy had strict instructions to zip it.

Monday morning found the as usual bleary-eyed
Adam in Monroe’s office.

“Welcome back, son. Agent Harper tells me that
you didn’t have much to say about what you did out
west. Anything you’d care to talk to me about?”

“Well sir, they asked me not to discuss the things
| did, and | told them | wouldn’t.”

“Fair enough | guess. I'd give a month’s pay to
know just what went on out there, but if you aren’t

supposed to say anything, then you shouldn't.
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Harper said your knee was bandaged, any
comment?”
“Banged my knee on a flying saucer.”

Silly grin.
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A Friend Indeed

Adam had been with the Special Team for more
than six months. A working routine had evolved that
averaged one case assignment a week. This left
plenty of spare time for his music, tutoring, computer
nerding, and generally messing around. Some
members of the team had voiced concerns from
time to time that the boy still hadn’t found a friend
his own age. Introductions had been made, but
none of the children that Adam had met really
seemed comfortable being around the very famous
and sometimes strange boy. It was hoped that
Adam would meet some one on his own, instead of
the artificial meetings the staff tried to arrange.
Friendships cannot be arranged they just have to
happen.

Eventually a friendship did happen.

Adam had recently taken up the sport of roller

blading; he enjoyed the effort and balance it
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required to move smoothly from point A to point B.
The agents made him wear a helmet and pads so
as to not leave his skin and senses on the
pavement. His escort usually rode along on bikes,
although Agent Harper was still gamely trying to

master the sport.

On a rare sunny, and almost warm Saturday in
February, Adam was tearing along the paved bicycle
path that ringed much of the base. Frederick W.
Richter Jr. was similarly equipped and skating along
in the opposite direction. As both skaters rounded a
fairly sharp curve zigs and zags were attempted, but
the boys managed to pretty well collide head on.
The helmets and pads paid for themselves at that

moment.

“Oww! Geez!” Were the comments that Adam
came up with as he tried to untangle himself from
whatever lunatic he had collided with.

“You stupid little dork!” Frederick was trying to
examine his protesting behind as he got to his feet.

“Why don’t you go practice on the runway!”
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By this time alarmed FBI agents looking for
broken bones or missing pieces surrounded both
boys. Frederick’s eyes widened as he took in the
firearms showing under their jogging clothes, he
decided to hold his tongue for just a bit.

“Are you okay, Adam?” Agent Steinmetz could
see a mountain of paperwork falling on him if the
boy was really hurt.

“Yeah, I'm all right. What about that loud
mouthed doofus?” Referring to Frederick.

Harper asked the other boy, “How about you child,
are you all right?”

“l guess so, | think | need a new butt though!”
Snapped Frederick.

“You both need to be more careful. Now cool off
and shake hands, make nice!” Her tone left no room

for delay or disobedience.

Both boys rather distastefully took each other’s
hand for a quick shake and a muttered “sorry.”
“You're that weird FBI kid, Adam, aren’t you?”

Asked Frederick, “l guess I'm in dutch now, | just
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knocked America’s little darling on his cute little
butt.”

Adam managed a slight grin and replied, “l guess it
was a mutual butt knocking. | suppose | won't have
you shot, maybe just slapped around for a while.”
This seemed the beginning of peace between the
two boys.

“Let’s skate down to the snack bar,” Frederick
suggested.

“Okay, Freddie. You lead.”

“How did you know my name?”

“Lucky guess.”

Adam glanced back at the agents as if to ask if it
was all right to go, they nodded and motioned him
on.

“I do believe they're hitting it off. Two minutes
ago | thought we might have to break up a fist fight.”
Observed Steinmetz.

“Typical boys,” said Harper, “I hope Adam can

actually make a friend.”

After swooping into the small snack

bar/hamburger shop, the two boys sat at a table
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outside sucking up slurpees. The agents sat some
distance away so as to give Adam and his new
acquaintance some space. They observed both
boys break out into a fit of giggles over something
that Adam said.

“I wonder what's so funny,” asked Harper, “they

seem to be hitting it off pretty good?”

“So what'’s it like, you know, being famous and
everything?” Asked Freddie.

“I don't feel famous, | feel like a nine year old kid.
| like working with the FBI people though, they've
been really nice.”

“I'll be ten in a few months, you seem sort of puny
for your age.”

“Gee, thanks. You seem sort of overgrown for
your age.”

“l see your ugly face on the TV just about every
week. Some of those stories are pretty weird.”

“Sometime | can be pretty weird. A lot of the stuff
on TV about me is just totally silly though.”

“You don't look like a space alien, more like your

average dork.”
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“Look who's talking? What's your family like?”

“My dad’s in the Marines. Lieutenant Colonel
Frederick Richter.”

“Sounds sort of grim.”

“Sometimes. He’s why I'm the biggest guy in my
class, you don’t disobey any of his orders, and | can
tell you that. | have a sister; she’s thirteen and
probably brain dead. My mom is the best cook on
the planet. Wanna have dinner at my place? We
always have enough to feed half the base.”

“Gee, | don’t know. Would your folks mind?”

“My sister won'’t even notice, my dad will probably
tell you to get a haircut and my mom will tell you to
eat more, you need to grow.”

“Sounds cool.”

“Neat. Come over about five. | have to get back
now and get the leaves raked and stuff before my
dad gets home, or else.”

“I thought all the leaves on the trees fell off by this
time of year?” Adam asked.

“l think we have mutant trees or something, | rake
leaves all the damn time.”

“It sounds like you had better do a good job!”
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Freddie gave Adam directions to his house (not that
Adam would need them) and zoomed away to his
obligations.

“See ya!” Shouted Freddie. Adam waved in

return. Geez, a real family to have dinner with!

The agent’s were a bit disappointed when the
new boy darted off in a hurry; they assumed that he
was spooked, as was the usual case.

“So Adam, where’s he off to in such a hurry, |
thought you two might hit it off?” Asked Ms. Harper.
“He has to get the yard raked before his father

gets home.”

“Oh. What's his name?”

“Freddie Richter, his dad’s in the Marines here. |
got invited to dinner later, can | go?”

“Well sure! Great!” Harper seemed about to bust.
“By the way, what were you two laughing so hard
about?”

“Oh that, | was just telling him about your part
time job as an exotic dancer.”

Adam was very glad that he still had on his helmet

and wished that he owned some butt pads. Geez.
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After the rolling procession of agents and boy
returned to the Operations Center some discreet
inquiries were made about Freddie Richter and his
family. A quick review of records made it clear that
there didn’t seem to be even the remotest security
problem with Adam spending time with the Richter’s.
Needless to say these inquiries were never

mentioned to Adam.

“What do | wear?” Adam asked, “I haven't really
done this sort of thing before?”

“Just wash your face and put on a clean shirt.
You don't need to get all dressed up just to have
dinner with a friend.” Instructed Ms. Harper.

“Oh. Okay. Can't| just go alone, | mean...?”

“Don’t worry, we’ll just drop you off and hide in the
bushes or something. A house full of armed FBI
types sort of puts a damper on things.”

“Thanks.”

“Take your cell phone along. When you're ready
to come home or they throw you out give us a buzz

and we’ll pick you up.”
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“Okay, will do. Thanks.”

During this interlude, Freddie casually asked his
mom, “Is it okay if | asked this new friend | met
today to come over for dinner tonight?”

“Well, | suppose so. You tell me sooner next time
though, so | can fix something nice.”

“You always fix something nice, mom.”

Freddie always knew how to get to Mrs. Richter.

Promptly at five, an FBI staff car let Adam out in
front of the Richter’s two-story home. The house
would be under surveillance for the length of the
boy’s visit. Adam went up the front walk and rang
the doorbell, noting that the lawn seemed well raked
and clipped. A cross between Thor the God of
Thunder and Erik the Red in a Marine uniform
answered the door and stared down at the small boy
from a great height.

“Uh, hello sir, my name’s Adam. Freddie asked
me to come by for dinner.”

“You look familiar boy, have we met before?”

“No sir. I'm pleased to meet you.” Adam offered

186



his hand to the Marine; it was like shaking hands
with a redwood tree.

“Well, pleased to meet you. Come on in,
Freddie’s up in his room, | think.”

“Thank you.”

“What's your last name, son?”

“Valentine, sir.”

Colonel Richter looked down at the small boy again
and then noticed the two ‘suits’ standing by a car
across the street. They smiled and waved.

“I'm a little dense sometimes. Honored to have
you in my home, son.”

“Honored to be here sir.”

“Gretal Come see who Freddie invited to dinner!”
Even the brain dead sister (Hanna) seemed pleased
by the celebrity in their midst. Adam thought the girl
was very beautiful but knew better than to ever say

anything like that to Freddie.

If this was a simple meal Adam wondered what
Freddie’s mom would come up with given a weeks
notice. Good Lord, even the broccoli tasted good!

He knew that it was polite to leave a little something
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on your plate when you finished, but this evening he
decided to throw etiquette aside and polished his
plate to a shine.

“Mrs. Richter, that was the best meal ever!” Said
the stuffed boy, “I'm available for adoption you
know.”

“Thank you Adam. Perhaps we could move
Freddie into the garage or maybe the shed out
back.” Mrs. Richter was beaming.

“Mom!” Freddie hoped she was kidding.

“Great idea, mom!” Hanna said with a wicked

smile directed at her pesky sibling.

Colonel Richter had a question. More than just
one.

“Tell me Adam, there’s been a rumor floating
around that you were spotted out at Fort Irwin a
while back, any truth in that?”

“I'm supposed to say “no comment” sir.”

“Ah. | see. End of questions.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“What's at Fort Irwin, dad?” Freddie was missing

something here.
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“Never mind, son.” The look in his father’s eyes
told Freddie to do just that.

“Sir, would it be all right if Freddie came by my
place once and a while?” Asked Adam, “There’s a
neat pool at the academy, it's indoors and
everything.”

“Well, | suppose so. Your people wouldn’'t mind?”

“No sir. They cut me quite a bit of slack.”

“All right then. You have him thrown out on his
butt if he gets too rowdy.”

“Yes sir.”

“Neat-O!” Freddie’s day was made.

“Adam, | have one more question, then I'll stop
pestering you. There’s been a lot of talk about
some of the things you can do. Can you show us, |

mean...? “

Adam answered the Colonel’s awkward and
unfinished question when the saltshaker lifted
quietly off the table and drifted around the dining
room. The Richter family just sat wide-eyed and
silent during the shaker’s excursion. Freddie’s

mouth was open.
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“I hope | haven't totally spooked everyone, I'll go
now if you want me to.”

“No son don'’t be silly,” said the Colonel, “you’re
always welcome here. That just takes a bit of
getting used to.”

“Yes sir, | know is does, thanks.”

There was an awkward pause for a few moments
before the Colonel changed the subject. “Everyone
at this table always helps with the clearing and
cleaning up after dinner, company’s no exception.
Adam, you're on garbage detail.”

“Yes sir.” Adam smiled; one didn’t dare disobey

the Colonel.

After the kitchen was put in order for the evening,
the two boys took off upstairs to Freddie’s room for
an inspection of the boy’s computer. Colonel and
Mrs. Richter sat down in the living room and shared
a very rare shot of brandy to calm their nerves.
Hanna telephoned every girl within a one hundred
mile radius.  “You're just not going to believe who

had dinner with us tonight!”
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Around eight o’clock, Adam decided that he
shouldn’t overstay and make a pest of himself so he
thanked everyone for the nice meal and visit. He
impressed Freddie to no length when he pulled out
the smallest cell phone the boy had ever seen and
pressed two buttons.

“Hi. Yeah, I'm ready to go now. Okay.” Adam
said into the tiny telephone.

About thirty seconds later the doorbell rang and that

impressed the Colonel.

Monday afternoon Colonel Richter received a
phone call in his office.

“Good day Colonel, I'm Special Agent Monroe, |
work with Adam.”

“Nice to talk with you. Any problems?” The
Colonel was a little worried that he may have asked
one question too many of the boy the other night.

“No, none at all. | just wanted to tell you how
pleased we all are here that Adam has finally made
a friend his own age. | can tell that it means a lot to

the boy. How are things on your end?”
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“Good. | have to tell you when he came to the
door Saturday | didn’t even realize who he was at
first. My son didn’t tell us just who he had invited to
dinner.”

“Adam seems to think your wife should get the
Nobel Prize for cooking.” Monroe added.

“He’s a good kid. | asked him for a small
‘demonstration’ while we were at the dinner table,
perhaps | shouldn’t have been so nosy. | still have
trouble believing what | saw. It shook us up a bit,
but | think we’ve gotten past it.”

“A normal reaction, Colonel. Your son is welcome
to visit with Adam here whenever the two of them
want to get together. They can use the facilities at
the Academy, the pool and so forth. They can just
be couch potatoes in Adam’s quarters if that suits
them. Security is very tight here, your son will be
looked out for.”

“That’s good to hear. Adam is welcome at our
house anytime. If the two of them get out of line,
they’ll be dealing with me.”

“I think we have an agreement, Colonel. When

you have the time let’s set up a visit, you can take a
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look at this place for yourself.”

“I'd like that.”
Colonel Richter was almost mellow with his staff for
the rest of the day, he only administered one minor

chewing out and two medium butt kicking’s.

Adam’s case assignments and Freddie’s grade
school occupied the two boy’s time until the next
Saturday. Phone calls were shared during the

week, big plans were made for the weekend.

Around ten o’clock in the morning Freddie
wheeled his bicycle up to the imposing guard post at
the Special Operations building. The razor wire and
armed guards gave the boy some serious second
thoughts about his new friend.

“Er, hi. I'm Frederick Richter. Adam said | could
visit with him today.”

“Good morning Mr. Richter,” answered the very
large and scary looking guard, “we’ve been
expecting you. Let me call Adam, he’ll come down
and escort you inside.”

The guy sounded like the Terminator.
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Freddie felt like he had just successfully passed
counterfeit money or something. While he was
waiting the guard clipped a yellow badge to his shirt
that said “LIMITED ACCESS-ESCORT REQUIRED”
and then had him sign some sort of form with a lot of
fine print on it. Freddie started breathing again
when Adam dashed out to the guard post and high-
fived the now smiling guard.

“Morning Freddie. | see they haven’t caught onto
you yet.”

“Not yet. Uh, this is pretty cool here, sort of.”

“Follow me. Try to look like you should actually
be here.”

“Oh sure. What about my bike?”

“I don’t think anyone will be bothering it.”

“l guess not!”

Freddie followed Adam into the glass and chrome
building where they crossed the small lobby under
the eye of yet another armed guard. The elevator
took them to the top floor; of course they met still

another guard.
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“There are places here where you aren’t
supposed to go. My place is down this hall, don’t
wander off and start exploring things.” Explained
Adam. “That sounds sort of grim, no one will
actually shoot you or anything, they’ll just chain you
up in the basement for the rest of your life.”

“Well that’s nice of them.” Freddie hadn't really

planned on wandering anywhere.

After the sterile hallway, Adam’s quarters seemed
like another planet.

“Whoa! Check out that TV and stereo!” Freddie
was very impressed.

“There’s a DSS satellite dish on the roof. | get
about nine million channels.”

“Even the Playboy Channel?”

“Well, no. They don’t let me order pay per view
either.”

“That sucks.”

The boy’s wound up in the small kitchen area

where Freddie immediately checked out the food

supply.
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“Who does your shopping and stuff?”

“We order it by phone and the store delivers it
downstairs. Mostly | just eat over at the academy.”

“Man, you've got everything here!”

“Yeah, even indoor plumbing.”

“I'm moving in here, you don’t have to mow lawns
or rake leaves do you?”

“No. [ just have to save the world about once a
week.”

“What are those big buttons on the walls?”

“Panic buttons. Don’t press one unless Godzilla
IS coming in through the roof.”

“What happens if you do press one?”

“A whole bunch of overly excited people with
large guns will come charging in here and you're the
person wearing a visitor’s badge.”

“Oh.” Freddie replied very softly.

“Come on I'll show you my computer.” Said
Adam.

As the two boys were about to leave Adam’s
living quarters, Agent Harper knocked on the open
door.

“Good morning Adam, Freddie.”
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“Hi Ms. Harper.” Adam replied. “Freddie, this is
Agent Harper, she’s sort of nosey and pushy, but
mostly nice.”

“Hello, Ma'am, | remember you from last weekend
when we collided.”

“What are you two plotting this morning?” She
asked.

“l was just showing Freddie around,” explained
Adam, “later | thought we might go swimming and
then maybe set fire to the building or something.”

“That’s nice, start the fire in my office, it's a total
mess.”

“No problem.”

Freddie was pretty sure they were just kidding.
Adam then led him down the hall to the
piano/computer/school room.

“I remember you said you had a Mac,” asked
Freddie, “how are these things?”

“I like them better than Windows machines.
Things are simpler to get done, less baloney in the
way. They run my graphics programs better too.”

“How much RAM do you have in it?”

“Three hundred eighty four megs right now,

197



maybe more later. It's running the new 1.2
gigahertz processor,” bragged Adam, “this sucker
flies.”

“Criminently! What do you do with it?”

“Mostly 3-D graphics and animation, stuff like
that.”

“Any games?” Freddie’s IQ was more towards the
norm.

“Not really, most games seem pretty boring after
the first five minutes. There is a chess program.”

“l have a chess program, it always wins though.”

“What setting do you have it on?”

“Novice or Idiot Mode,” replied Freddie.

“Well, that seems about right.”

Adam's last remark was rewarded with a solid
punch to his arm. He was also reminded that his
new friend, while close to his age, was almost a
head taller and a whole lot stronger.

“Geez! I'm going to press a panic button!”
Freddie looked a bit panicked himself until he
realized that his friend was kidding (he hoped).

“Want to go for a swim? They have a great pool

over at the Academy,” suggested Adam.
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“Sure! Oh wait, | didn’t bring any swim trunks.”

“I've got some Speedos, a couple are way too big
for me, they ought to fit you though. Sports
companies are always sending free stuff for me to
wear or use. We can change over at the locker
room.”

“Okay, great!”

Adam took the other boy into his bedroom and
rooted around in the chest of drawers for the right
size racing trunks, one pair seemed about right as
he held them up to estimate the size of his new
friend. Freddie looked somewhat askance at the
skimpy blue racing trunks.

“Let’s go,” said Adam, “they have towels over
there.”

Adam stopped a moment to call the security detail to
tell them where they were going. They were met in
the lobby by two casually dressed agents who then
trailed after them on the walk to the pool.

“Doesn’t it bug you to have those guys always
following you around?” Asked Freddie.

“Sometimes. They have to do their job though,
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no point in getting mad at them.”
“l guess the odds on you getting mugged are
pretty slim.”

“True.”

The two boys entered the Academy athletics
complex and made their way to the locker room by
the pool. One of the agents followed them inside,
while the other checked out the pool area.

“We're supposed to take a shower before using
the pool, some sort of rule.” Explained Adam, “This

Is my locker, we can both use it.”

As the boys zipped out of their clothes and
dashed into the showers to rinse off, Adam took one
look at the solid body of the other boy and decided
that any sort of physical fight with his new friend
would be very one sided. When they put on the
nylon racing trunks Freddie complained about how
thin they were. “Man! There’s not too much to these
things, you can see your dick and everything
through them?!”

“I know, don’t sweat it, everyone wears them here
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when they do laps. You can go faster in them, less
drag than big and baggy trunks.”

“Anything will help me, | swim like a drowning
cow!” Said Freddie.

“I've gotten better, Agent Harper gave me some

pointers. Grab a towel on the way out.”

The two wet boys went out into the pool area,
there were just a few people swimming laps, no
classes were in session. Adam dived right in,
Freddie stuck a toe in the water first, he had
experienced jumping into an unheated pool once.
The water was nice and warm so Adam’s friend took
the plunge also. Soon the boys were engaged in a
game of drown your friend while the security agent
kept a very close eye on them. After about twenty
minutes of senseless horseplay the boys took a
break and sat on the side of the pool. A group of
people had entered the far door being led by a

lecturing agent.

“Uh-o0. Tourists.” Adam did not sound happy; their

escape route to the locker room was cut off.
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“Tourists, here?” Asked Freddie.

“Well, they give VIP’s and certain groups of
people tours of the Academy on Saturdays. Try to
look inconspicuous.”

The group consisted of two congressmen and
their families. The agent in charge of the group
motioned the boy’s security escort over.

“Looks like we have to grin and be polite unless
you can hold your breath for a half hour.” Adam
knew the routine by now.

“| feel silly in these skimpy swim trunks!” Freddie
even looked a bit silly...

“Do like me, wrap a towel around yourself. Here
they come.”

The groups of adults, along with some giggling
young girls, were introduced to the famous boy and
his friend. The congressmen and their wives shook
hands with Adam and uttered the usual smooth lines
that were their stock and trade. The girls produced
autograph books that Adam had to sign, and with
some effort he wrote nice things. One of the girls
got carried away and gave Adam a quick kiss on the

cheek and a hug. Blush. Geez! After an eternity
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the tour guide managed to herd his sheep away

from the boys and out the door.

“Well, that sucked rocks.” Observed Freddie.

“Well spoken. Old ladies are the worst though,
they always pinch my cheeks.”

“Your ugly face or your butt?”

“Hardy har. Let’s do a couple of laps and head
out, I'm starved.”

After rinsing off the chlorine and dressing, Adam
and Freddie had to decide on lunch. The staff
dining room, make sandwiches in Adam’s quarters,
the snack bar, Mrs. Richter’s kitchen? Easy choice.

“Let’s just ride our bikes over to your place.”
Suggested Adam, hoping for more good things to
eat.

“You have a bike?”

“Yeah. | keep it in the janitor’s closet on the

ground floor.”

Adam talked to the security team for a few
minutes and they gave the nod to the bike trip. The

agents would trail along in a staff car. The
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operations center was dutifully notified.

When the two boys arrived back at the
Operations center, Adam fetched his bicycle from
the storage room and wheeled it out to his waiting
friend.

“Man! Cool bike! What is that thing?” Exclaimed
Freddie.

“A custom bike builder made it for me, no one
even asked him to. It's got a carbon fiber frame,
active suspension on both wheels, and about twelve
hundred gears. | phoned the guy who donated it to
thank him, he seemed like a real nice guy.”

“l guess so!”

“Want to ride it? I'll ride yours

“Is the Pope Irish?”

Mrs. Richter could even make ham sandwiches
taste like five star cuisine (in Adam’s opinion). The
lady had a gift. Some people have green thumbs;
Greta had a golden brown, glazed thumb.

“Great lunch, Mrs. Richter, thanks.” Adam meant

“You're very welcome, Adam. What are you two
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up to now?”

“Come on Adam,” interrupted Freddie, “dad’s out
in the garage working on the Sprite, let's go get in
the way.”

“Sprite?”

“Yeah, it's an old British sports car he picked up
when we were stationed in England, he’s been
tinkering with it for three years now. It's about the
size of a skateboard.”

“Cool.”

Freddie led his friend out into the garage where his
intimidating father was having colorful words with

the small auto’s starter motor casing.

“Hi, dad. How’s it going?” Asked Freddie.

“Oh. Hi son, hello Adam. This motor’s cracked,
must have been a bad casting. | don’t know where
I'll find another one, maybe | can get this one
welded up or something.”

“Hi Colonel Richter,” replied Adam, “maybe | can
help fix the crack.”

“Well, | don’t think you can do much son, but

thanks anyway.”
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“Could | look at it a minute? There’s a thing | can
do with metal.”

“Well, okay. You can see where the crack is, it
won’t hold together very long if | use it. Just what is
the ‘thing’ you can do with metal?”

Adam didn’t answer right away. He took the
heavy motor and sat it down on the garage floor to
examine it.

“What are you doing, son?” Asked the Colonel,
totally puzzled.

“Just a sec sir.”

The silvery metal on both sides of the flaw moved
together slightly and the crack simply disappeared.
The casting was now once more a solid piece of
steel. Adam then handed the motor back to the
stunned officer.

“Piece-O-Cake.” Smiled Adam.

“How did you do that?” Richter was failing to
cope.

“Molecular cohesiveness. | can affect metallic
things that way. Don’t ask me how, | sure don’t
know.”

“I won’t. Thank you Adam.” Richter once more
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had thoughts about a shot of brandy.

“Do you mind if me and Freddie ride over to the
flight line, I want to show him the bat plane?”

“The bat plane?”

“The C-17, that's what we call it at Operations.”

“Sure, why not. Stay off the runway.” The Colonel
was more than a little distracted by know.

“Thanks sir, and thanks for lunch!”

Freddie managed to close his mouth and followed
his odd friend outside.

“You were getting really weird again.”

“Sorry. It slips out now and then.”

“That’s okay. At least you're not boring. Can we
really get in to see the bat plane?”

“If the flight crew or maintenance people are

around. It's a nice ride over there anyway.”

Adam spoke once more to the security people
before starting off for the flight operations area. The
agents gave the go ahead and made a few more
phone calls. After about ten minutes of moderate
pedaling the boys found themselves at the guarded

gate to the flight center. They were expected and
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the Marine on duty gave the boys a snappy salute
and waved them through. He made the FBI security

team show their identification, as if to make a point.

“This is so cool.” Said Freddie as they pedaled
past helicopter gun ships and assorted flying bad
boys.

Their destination was the hulking green monster
with the drooping wings. The back cargo ramp was
open.

“There’s Sergeant Hooper. We're in!”

Sergeant Hooper had been in the maintenance
hanger taking a nap when the call came that his
favorite kid was coming by. He went out and
dropped the rear ramp on the aircraft (it lets in more
light, you see) and sat down to wait. The boys
pulled up to the ramp and parked their bikes; they
seemed very small next to the enormous cargo
plane.

“Hi, Sergeant Hooper. This is Freddie Richter.
Can | show him around?” Asked Adam.

“Sure thing, kiddo. Don't start the engines

though.”
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“No problem. Thanks!”

Adam led his amazed friend up the sloping ramp
and into the belly of the aircraft. The FBI vehicles
sat shackled to the cargo deck, there was still plenty
of room to walk past them considering that this
aircraft could carry an M1 battle tank.

“These are the vehicles and stuff that we take out
on the cases we get. They keep them loaded all the
time so if there’s a big rush on all we have to do is
jump in the plane and go.”

“This thing is huge! Where do you ride?” Asked
Freddie.

“Up there,” Adam pointed toward the front of the

aircraft, “there’s seats and stuff up front.”

Sergeant Hooper was trailing along at a distance,
aware that if anything happened to either child he
would be repairing snow plows in Alaska. Adam
showed his friend the passenger seat that he
usually occupied as the crew chief caught up with
them.

“Sergeant Hooper,” asked Adam, “can we go up
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to the flight deck?”
“Sure son, let me tag along so you don’t press the
wrong buttons.”
“We’re not going to press any buttons, Sergeant.”
“Good.”

Adam and his friend spent half an hour sitting in
the pilot’s and co-pilot’s seats while Sergeant
Hooper explained the various controls and switches
to the boys. Adam knew most of them already, but
he also knew that Freddie was eating this all up.

“We better get back now Freddie, before
Sergeant Hooper gets fed up and tosses us out.”
Adam said.

“Anytime, son. | was half asleep until you two
showed up.”

The Sergeant and the two boys made their way to
the rear of the aircraft and down the ramp. Adam
and Freddie shook the Sergeant’s hand and both

boys thanked him for the tour.

They were very welcome and ride those bikes

safely.
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On the way back to the Richter’'s home the small
cell phone in Adam'’s jeans pocket started chirping,
Adam pulled up to answer the insistent thing. The
security detail also received a call and stopped just
behind the boys. Another car of agents came
screeching up in front of them. Freddie thought he
was in some sort of cop movie.

“Yes sir. All right. Now? On my way, bye.” Adam
folded away the telephone.

“I have to split Freddie. Something’s come up.
Do you want someone to drop you off at your
place?”

“‘Nah. I'm halfway there now, take off. Thanks for
the neat time today.”

“Okay. I'll call you when things calm down.”

“See ya.” Freddie said as he rode off. He thought

to himself, “Man! Never a dull moment!”
The agents tossed Adam'’s bicycle into the trunk

and took off for the FBI Center. The United States
Navy had a big problem.
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Messing About in Boats

SSN-690, the USS Philadelphia, a Los
Angeles class

nuclear attack submarine had gone missing. The
Philadelphia was conducting “oceanographic
research” off the coast of The Peoples Republic of
China. The research in question was to test the
effectiveness of the Chinese Navy’s anti-submarine
force. During the many years of the Cold War the
U.S. Navy had developed submarine warfare to
more than a fine art, they were simply the best. The
Chinese military are pragmatists; they know their
limitations and make adjustments accordingly. The
Chinese knew the American submarine was
snooping around, actually goading them to test their
responses. After a week of failed attempts at
cornering the American sub, the Chinese got fed up

and played their hole card.

Anti-shipping mines are a very cost-effective way

of disrupting your enemy’s operations. Anti-
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submarine mines are more costly and sophisticated,
but still are a bargain as far as weapon systems go.
For several years the Chinese Navy had been
quietly laying down multiple lines of passive listening
mines designed to be activated remotely when
enemy submarines were thought to be in the area.
These mines could sit quietly on the sea bottom for
years, patiently awaiting their orders. The mines
had practically no metal parts aside from their small
electronics package and lithium power supply. They

were for all intents and purposes undetectable.

The Chinese Navy had finally had enough of the
American submarine’s probing and testing. They
withdrew all of their own submarines from the area
in question and activated the minefield. A Los
Angeles class submarine is very quiet, but it is not
totally silent. The simple brain in one of the mines
detected a noise source approaching on a heading
that was within its preprogrammed specifications for
activation. After computing the speed of the
approaching object and its approximate depth, a

circuit closed that tripped the hold-down solenoid.
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The mine drifted upwards, its prey approaching

unaware.

The mine’s calculations were off just a little,
instead of detonating the massive shaped charge
under the middle of the submarine it succeeded only
in mangling the stern section. The submarine’s
rudder and propeller ceased to be recognizable.
The reduction gear spaces began instantly to flood,
only the actions of the crew in closing the watertight
hatch prevented the immediate loss of the boat.
Several of the crewmen, however, were on the
wrong side of that hatch. The explosion also
ruptured fittings on two of the high-pressure air
tanks used in blowing ballast water overboard. The
submarine sank stern down in nine hundred feet of
water, driving itself deeply into the soft mud bottom.
Naturally, the emergency locator beacon had
jammed in its tube and decided not to eject. The
submarine’s reactor had shut itself down, but a
restart was accomplished after only thirty minutes.
The ship’s surviving crew had power, they had air,

but they weren’t moving, ever.
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Word of the missing submarine filtered quickly
through the military’s intelligence community. The
submarine’s exact position was unknown due to the
covert nature of its mission. It needed to be found,
considering the fact that it was probably in Chinese
territorial waters, locating it might be a bit dicey.
Word of the submarine’s predicament reached a
certain General Curtis, who then made several

phone calls.

The White House.

The Chief of Naval Operations didn’t have any of
the answers that the President and his advisors
were looking for.

“Are you telling me that we have no way of
locating that submarine?” POTUS was not amused.

“Not without having half of China shooting at us.
We would have to put P-3's overhead at the least, a
surface search is what's really needed and that’s
clearly out of the question, Mr. President.” Explained

the perspiring admiral.
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“Is there any chance that the crew might still be
alive?”

“A slim chance sir, the water in that general area
Is shallow enough, assuming the boat wasn’t
destroyed outright.”

“If we knew where they were, could they be
rescued?” Asked the President.

“We could piggyback a DSRV on another sub and
do an underwater transfer, assuming the Chinese
Navy is otherwise occupied.”

“DSRV? That's that small rescue submersible?”

“That’s right, Mr. President.”

Everyone at the table turned to General Curtis,
they were out of options.

“Do you think the boy could actually locate that

sub, General?” Asked the President.

“As you know sir, | spoke with Adam this morning
in person. He thinks he might be able to find the
sub. He’s an honest kid, he said he really didn’t
know for sure but he was willing to try. If we put him
on one of the search submarines and got him in

close enough, | think he would have a good shot at
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it. I've seen him do some incredible things.”

“What would be the danger to the boy, Admiral?”
Asked the President.

“If the sub he’s on can stay outside of their
territorial waters, | would say the danger is minimal.
| wouldn’t feel at all comfortable sending him in
close sir, it could get pretty hot in a big hurry.”

“How soon could we have our vessels in position
to begin an operation like this?”

“Three days. Mr. President. I've already taken the
liberty of repositioning the support craft, the Carl
Vinson is off the Philippines right now.”

“How would we get the boy onto the search
submarine?”

“We fly him out to the Vinson, it rendezvous with
the sub and transfers him on board, Mr. President.”

“Hell of a trip for a young kid.”

“Yes sir. It's a hell of a trip for anyone.”

“If I might interrupt Mr. President,” Curtis
continued, “the boy is a pretty tough little cookie.
His performance at Fort Irwin proved that.”

“Yes, | know. But if anything happens to that child

we'll all be testifying before congress for the next ten
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years, if we're out on bail.”
“The Philadelphia has over one hundred men on
board. They may still be alive. How much are our

careers worth?” Asked Curtis.

No one said anything for a few moments. The
thought of a long slow death under the sea could
move even a politician.

The President rolled the dice.

“All right. It's my decision. We’ll go ahead with
using the boy. He’ll supplement whatever
conventional search methods we can come up with.
Get him out to the carrier and if things hold together
we’ll go from there. Anyone leaking any of this will
become fertilizer for the Rose Garden. Keep that

boy safe above all else!”

Was the President wrong to put at some risk the
life of one boy in exchange for the lives of over one

hundred men? What would you do?

The Chinese Navy had detected the distant
explosion that sank the Philadelphia; they did a
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careful search of the area but narrowly missed
locating the American submarine. Eventually they
moved off and deactivated the minefield defense
system; perhaps the foreign devils had learned their

lesson.

General Curtis had met privately at Quantico with
Adam on the day of the White House meeting.
When Agent Monroe had asked what they had
discussed the boy had just smiled and said he might
have to go on a trip for a few days. That evening an
Air Force KC-10 tanker picked the boy up at
Quantico and flew nonstop all the way to Anderson
Air Force Base, Guam. None of the agents were
allowed to accompany Adam on the flight or even
knew where he was going. General Curtis was on
board for the flight; fly-fishing was once more
discussed for a time. By this point in his short FBI
career Adam had learned that the best thing you
could do on a long flight is to just sleep. When the
plane touched down in the warm humid air of Guam

Adam had his usual question: “What’s to eat?”
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The giant KC-10 was parked at a remote fueling
ramp for the boy’s transfer to the Navy S-3 Viking.
The compact twin jet anti-submarine aircraft didn’t
have very much free space inside. For this flight the
ASW officer had been left behind on the Carl
Vinson, Adam got his seat. General Curtis got left

behind on Guam.

“Son, | know you have a lot of good sense so |
guess | don’t have to tell you not to fiddle around
with any of the switches and stuff?” Asked
Lieutenant Washington, the S-3’s co-pilot.

“No sir,” replied Adam, “I brought a magazine to
read, not as dangerous.”

“Good thinking. Stay buckled in, sometimes it
gets bumpy.”

“Yes sir. What'’s the in-flight movie?”

“The Hunt For Red October.”

“Cool.”

There was of course no in-flight movie. No bags of

stale peanuts either.

It got ‘bumpy’ during the night landing on the
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aircraft carrier. Twenty minutes out from the carrier
Lieutenant Washington came back to check on the
boy.

“We’ll be landing shortly, it gets pretty exciting
sometimes. Let’s get you cinched down and

puckered up.”

Adam had on a life jacket that supposedly inflated
automatically, and a flight helmet that was way too
big. He was sitting on an ejection seat that could be
fired by the pilot; his parachute was part of the
upholstery.

Needless to say, the boy didn’t exactly feel in control
of the situation.

“You guys do this all the time, | suppose?” Asked
Adam.

“Nah. This is only our second landing.”

“Uh huh. What happened the first time?”

“We all had to eject, hit the stern, very messy.”

“I've changed my mind, let’s go to Tahiti.” Adam
grinned.

“Too late, not enough fuel.” Washington liked this

kid. “Hold on to your buttocks. Don’t unbuckle until
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the engines stop.”

“I'm not ever unbuckling, Lieutenant!”

From Adam’s seat in the aircraft outside vision
was practically nonexistent. He used his other
senses to look outward, he didn’t care too much for

what he found. This was truly scary.

Landing on an aircraft carrier is basically a
controlled crash, a night landing is something to
avoid if possible. Adam finally figured out what
Lieutenant Washington meant when he said, “get
puckered up.” On the approach, the pilot is
constantly playing with the throttles, the aircraft is
moving in about four directions at once, there is a
tremendous screech and thud, the engines roar.
This is followed by the feeling that your body is
going to continue on out through the bulkhead and
windshield. After a while the engines shut down and

you remember to breathe.

“You okay kid?” Asked an entirely too calm

Lieutenant Washington.

223



“Well, I'm glad | brought extra underwear.”

“Ha! Welcome to Naval Aviation, kid!”
Adam hadn’t actually needed dry underwear, but he
had the feeling that he had come close. These

people were nuts!

After clambering out of the S-3, the boy was
steered into the island of the giant aircraft carrier
where crewmen relieved him of his helmet and life
jacket. Whenever safety allowed, the eyes of the
flight deck crew had glanced toward the small figure
being shepherded inside. After a confusing series
of turns and stairways (ladders?) Adam found

himself being ushered into the Captain’s wardroom.

“Welcome aboard the Vinson, son.” Said Captain
Abrams, "How was your landing?”

“Thank you sir, it’'s nice to be anywhere. | nearly
wet my pants.”

“Then you did better than some do.”
There were several senior officers in the room. The
ship’s captain introduced them to the boy, and then

an awkward silence lasted for a moment.
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“We've all heard about your good work with the
FBI, we know you have very special abilities, but |
have to tell you most of us have some real doubts
about bringing you out here to look for a missing
submarine, it's a hell of a big ocean.” Abrams said.

“I know sir. | hope | can locate them, I'll do my
best.”

“That’s all any of us can do son. I'm afraid you
won't get too much rest for a while, the Houston is
due alongside in two hours.”

“I'm all right sir, | slept most of the way to Guam.”

“Good. Anything you need right now?”

“Well, a bathroom and maybe something to eat
would be nice.”

“They’re called ‘heads’ on board a vessel son,
right through that door over there.” Captain Abrams
directed, “We’ll get something in here for you to

eat.

“Heads. Thank you, sir.”

A white jacketed steward served Adam his
favorite, hamburger and a shake. The chief steward

seemed to enjoy waiting on the boy; he had three
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sons of his own. Captain Abrams and his executive
officer let him finish his meal in peace and then sat
down to ask a few pointed questions.

“Adam, are you bothered any by being cooped up
in closed spaces? A submarine can bring out
claustrophobia in just about anyone.”

“I spent a little while in a car’s trunk once. That
didn’t bother me any.”

“What were you doing in a trunk, son?”

“Sneaking into the British Embassy in
Washington, sir.”

“Ah, the IRA kidnapping. | read about that.”

“We had to be pretty low key, | even had to wear
a disguise for part of the time. It was
embarrassing.”

“What sort of disguise?” Abrams was smiling by
now.

“Well... A dress and wig.” Adam mumbled, “l was
supposed to be a girl.”

Abrams managed not to laugh too loudly. “That took
some guts son, | think you'll be able to handle most
anything after that!”

Adam blushed and just nodded his head.
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The two officers talked with Adam for a while
longer, they asked for the usual ‘demonstration’.
This time a model of an F-14 took off from its stand
and did a nice barrel roll on its way around the
wardroom. Adam heard some words that he would

never think of using himself.

The Pacific Ocean north of the Philippines was
calm and at times almost glassy smooth; there was
a half moon on the horizon. When the Submarine
Houston surfaced near the carrier it was decided
that a surface transfer would be safer for the boy
than a helicopter trip. The aircraft carrier and the
submarine performed an unusual mid-ocean
maneuver; they both came to a dead stop. A small
Zodiac was lowered and moored to the boarding
ramp. Adam'’s flight bag was tossed into the
inflatable, followed by the boy who was wearing a
life jacket nearly as large as he was. As the small
craft began to skim it's way to the waiting
submarine, Adam turned and waved goodbye to his

new friends on board the giant vessel.
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As the Zodiac approached the submarine,
Captain Hector Ramirez turned to the officer next to
him on the sub’s conning tower and said: “I've been
In every cat house in the Pacific and this is the
strangest thing I've ever done.”

“Well put, Captain.” Replied his executive officer.

“ A nine year old kid on a submarine! | hope he’s

housebroken.”

The Zodiac ran up onto the curving bow of the
submarine where four seamen were standing by.
The boy’s bag was tossed to one of the men and
then the boy himself was lifted bodily onto the
rubbery sonar absorbing deck. Adam shouted
goodbye to the departing Zodiac crewmen as he
was herded towards an open hatch in the
submarine. Two of the seamen had iron grips on
the boy’s life jacket, they had orders that if the boy
fell overboard they would both be swimming back to

port.

Below deck, about a dozen pair of eyes were
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watching the open hatch as first a black flight bag
dropped down, followed by a small pair of non-
regulation sneakers as the boy carefully climbed
down the ladder. Two seamen were ready to help
but Adam made the descent unaided. The boy
turned and looked around the cramped area, he felt
like he had green skin and antenna sprouting from
his head.
Finally, the Chief of The Boat extended a large hand
and broke the silence, “Welcome aboard son. Let’s
get that vest off of you and go see the Captain.”

“Thank you sir. Nice to be here.”

“Just call me Chief Rolly, or Chief. I'm not an
officer.”

“Yes, Chief.”

When Adam finally got rid of the life vest he
trailed Rolly aft toward the center of the submarine.
Along the way he shook a couple of hands and
received one head rubbing, after all this kid was

famous. Very.

Chief Rolly introduced the boy. “Adam, this is
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Captain Ramirez. If he says hop you jump just as
high as you can.”

“Hello Adam, welcome aboard the Houston,” said
Ramirez as he shook the boy’s hand.

“Thank you sir. I'm pleased to meet you.”
Ramirez thought to himself. “At least he’s polite and
respectful, not like most smart Alec kids these
days.”

“How was your trip, you must be pretty tired by
now?”

“It's been a really long trip. The night landing on
the carrier pretty well woke me up though.”

“Those people are completely nuts. Give me a
nice safe submarine anytime.”

“l thought they were nuts too, but | didn’t say that
to any of them.”

“Heck son, if you had they would have agreed
with you!”

“Yes sir. They were all real nice to me though.”

“Were making a high speed run to the search
area, we should be there in about forty-eight hours.
For now why don’t you go with Chief Rolly and get a

hot shower and a bunk. We’ll talk after you’ve had
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some rest. Are you hungry?”
“No sir. | ate a little while ago on board the
Vinson.”

“All right then son, we’ll see you in the morning.”

Adam followed Chief Rolly further aft past the
mess area and galley.

“You got lucky, we have an extra bunk this trip.
You won’t have to sleep in one of the torpedo
tubes.” Explained Rolly.

“Gee, and | was looking forward to that!” Adam
grinned.

Rolly decided he had another kidder on his hands;
the damned boat was already full of them.
Submarines are referred to as boats, not ships,
boats.

“Here’s your bunk, you're on the top. Seaman
Bronson has the bottom rack. If he snores too much,

stuff a sock in his mouth.”

Rolly continued, “The mattress swings up, you
keep your personal stuff underneath in the storage

space. You can pull this curtain to shut out the light
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and have a little privacy. There’s some towels and
stuff under the mattress already. This is where you
change your clothes, when you go to the shower
you can wear a towel. Bronson will help you get
squared away later, ask him lots of questions, better
safe than sorry.”
“Yes, Chief.”
Chief Rolly lifted up the mattress and retrieved a
towel and a bar of soap in a plastic container.
“Come on kid, let's get you hosed off and into

your bunk.”

Adam quickly took off his shoes and socks and
then skinned out of his clothes, he wrapped the
large white towel around himself and followed the
Chief to the shower area. Along the way some
comedian made some comment about “dear old
Momma Rolly” that was instantly and painfully
regretted. The Chief steered the boy into one of the
conventional looking showers and asked him if he
needed anything else.

“There’s no rubber ducky in here.”

Damned kidders.
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After a while, a tired and clean Adam was in
his bunk and dead to the world. Seaman Bronson
came off duty an hour later and peeked inside the
curtains of the top bunk. The boy was curled into a
ball and softly snoring.

Bronson made an effort to keep quite as he turned

in, not that it would have mattered in the least.

Morning on board a submarine is a relative thing.
There is no sunrise, only the passage of time and
routine signaled the new day. True to form, Adam
was reluctant to acknowledge the ‘morning’.

“Come on kid, we've been torpedoed! Abandon
ship!” Yelled Seaman Bronson.

“Mmph. G'way.”

Words were not working. Plan B was initiated.
Bronson pulled off the blanket and sheet and
scooped up the boy, placing him mostly feet first on
the deck.

“Geez!” This was almost always Adam’s first
remark of the day.

“It's alive! Good morning kid. Time for breakfast,
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get dressed. Big meeting with the Captain and
officers in one hour.”

“You must be Seaman Bronson.” Mumbled the
boy.

“Call me Ted.”

“Good morning Theodore, | need to go pee.”

Adam bumbled his way through dressing and
using the head. He managed to splash some cold
water on his face and became partially awake.
Seaman Bronson escorted him to the crew’s mess
room where he had his usual cereal and juice. He
was acutely aware of the curiosity of the crewman
who shared his table. It was like eating breakfast in

Macy’s display window.

Several of the men edged over to the boy, they
had a wager to settle.

“Adam, I've made a bet with these morons that
you could bend this spoon, like that Uri
whatsisname.” Said Seaman Clarke.

“What's the bet?” Adam sensed money to be

made.
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“I'm down five bucks apiece to these guys.”

“What's my cut if | can do it?”
This produced a general uproar in the mess. Finally
Clarke said, “You get a third, how’s that?”

“Half.”

“All right then, half,” agreed Clarke.

“Okay. Put the spoon on the table.”

“Don’t you have to touch it or something?” Asked
Clarke.

“No.”

Seaman Clarke placed the spoon on the table in
front of the boy. With a small grin on his face, Adam
looked carefully at the spoon for a moment and then
up at the men. It became very, very quiet in the
mess area as the spoon floated up off the table and
seemed to melt into a very good imitation of a large
ball bearing. Several of the men took a step
backwards and just stared. When the ball dropped
to the table and bounced it got very noisy.

“Pay up!” Adam demanded with his hand out.

Fifteen bucks. Easy money.
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Captain Ramirez and several of the submarine’s
senior officers were seated around the table in the
wardroom which was located just forward of the
crews mess. Seaman Bronson knocked on the
open door and produced the subject of the meeting.

“Good morning Adam, come sit down.” Said
Captain Ramirez.

“Good morning sir.”

The captain introduced the other officers at the table
and each shook the boy’s hand. Adam was getting
used to meetings like this; still, all of the questioning
eyes looking at you could still be daunting.

“What was all of the racket in the mess room just
now?” Asked the Captain. Most of the boat had
heard it.

“Just earning some pocket money sir, | won half
of a bet.”

“I don’t think | really want to know the details son.
How are you feeling, all rested?”

“I'm fine sir, Seaman Bronson has been keeping
me out of trouble.”

“It sounded like he was getting you into trouble.”

“Well...”
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“Let’s get down to business. We rendezvous with
the Miami in about six hours; they’re carrying the
DSRYV, the rescue submersible. We need to know
what kind of distances you can do your remote
viewing thing at.”

“l can do it pretty reliably out to about twenty-five
miles, | have done it out to almost fifty miles a

couple of times.”

This produced a number of raised eyebrows
around the table.

“What do you need from us when you do
this...viewing?” Asked Ramirez.

“Well, | need a quiet place if possible, and | need
any people around me to be as still and quiet as
possible, it helps me concentrate. | guess that may
be a little hard on a submarine.”

“What if we pull everyone out of the torpedo
spaces and go to a quiet routine?” Suggested the
Executive Officer.

“How does that sound to you, Adam?” Asked
Ramirez.

“That should help, I'll need something to sketch
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on, a writing tablet or something. | usually try to
make a drawing of the search target if there’s time.”

“You can visualize things well enough to draw a
picture?”

“Yes sir.”

“What if you come up dry, if you can’t find them?”

“Then I'll tell you, sir. | won't waste your time, |
know how serious this is.”

“How long do you usually take to find something,
or someone?” Asked the Exec.

“Sometimes just a few minutes, once it took me
three hours, but that was in a big city, Houston.
There were a lot of distractions.”

“How many times have you actually failed to find
what you were looking for?” Asked the Captain.

“Well...never, actually.”

“How do you direct your people at the FBI to the
search target?”

“l just point in the direction of the target and they
follow my finger.”

“You can't pick out a spot on a chart, or map?”

“Not very well, | just know the direction to go in,

distances are sort of tough.”
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The Captain then spoke to the other officers. “If
he finds the Philly we’ll need some way to guide
Miami to the right location. We can go shallow and
send burst transmissions to CINCPAC, they can
relay directions to the Miami with the E.L.F. system.
In the meantime Adam, why don’t you spend some
time in sonar? You can practice trying to locate
surface shipping, the guys in sonar can verify if
you're getting good results.”

“All right sir.”

The boy was led up one deck and forward a ways
to the sonar room where he was introduced to the
supervisor. An extra chair was crowded in beside
the senior sonar operator. When Adam sat down
the technician was looking intently at the device
called the waterfall display, there was one bright line

on the left side of the screen.

“Okay kid, tell me what you see out there.” Asked
Chief Ricardo.

“Give me a few minutes, it's sort of hard to
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concentrate in here.”

“All right, we’ll shut up for a while, go for it.”

Adam closed his eyes and covered his ears for a
couple of minutes.

“There’s some sort of really big ship off in that
direction.” The boy pointed to the northwest. | think
it's one of those big oil tankers, it’s really big.”

“How far do you think it is, son?” Asked Ricardo.

“I'm not too good with distances, maybe fifteen or

twenty miles.”

The technician picked up a telephone handset
and asked the Executive officer to please come up
to sonar. When the officer arrived a couple of
minutes later, the technician gave him a report.

“Sir, a few minutes ago | asked the boy to see
what he could find in the area. He reported a large
vessel, possibly an oil tanker, and then pointed to
the northwest. He gave the range at fifteen to
twenty miles. | now have a contact on the waterfall
at three hundred and sixteen degrees, range
seventeen miles, classified as a very large cargo

vessel or oil tanker. | would say that Adam was
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pretty well dead on, sir.”

“Christ. How long did it take you to do that,
Adam?”

“Just a few minutes, | think | could do better in a
less crowded place.”

“You did pretty well here. I'll tell the Captain what
you've done, keep practicing here for a while. We’'ll
set up a place below and forward where it will be
quiet and isolated for you.”

“Yes sir, thank you.”

Adam spent the next two hours in the sonar room;
he located three more cargo vessels, five fishing
boats, and the USS Miami approaching from the

east.

The two submarines rendezvoused at a depth of
five hundred feet and forty miles from the last
estimated position of the Philadelphia, well outside
of Chinese territorial limits. The Houston began a
slow approach to the search area, the Miami trailing

one thousand yards astern.

Adam was alone in the torpedo space; he sat
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cross-legged on one of the crewmen’s bunks that
were crowded even into this unsettling place. The
boy was surrounded by several thousand pounds of
high explosive warheads. A headset and
microphone had been rigged so he could talk
directly to the Captain; he had a large tablet of lined
paper in his lap to sketch on.

“Adam, this is Captain Ramirez, can you hear me
okay?”

“Yes sir, I'm going to start looking now, if that’s all
right.”

“Go ahead son. Just talk to me when you know
something.”

“Will do.”

Adam left a small part of himself in the submarine
and began a sweeping search of the vast spaces
around him. The distances were greater than he
was used to working with but the emptiness made
spotting things much easier. As the Houston slowly
paralleled the Chinese coastline, its crew
maintained a quite routine, no unnecessary

movement, and no noise. For nearly an hour the
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boy sat still, his breathing slow, his eyes closed.
Captain Ramirez sent the Exec below to quietly
check on the boy.

“He’s just sitting there Captain, no movement at
all.”
“I wonder how long we should keep this up?”

Asked Ramirez.

Not too long.

“Captain Ramirez?”

“Yes Adam. Go ahead.”

“I have them now sir, most of them are alive.”

“Jesus! Talk to me son.”

“They’re quite a ways off, maybe fifty miles or so,
ahead of us. Sort of to the right... to the starboard of
the direction we're heading. Most of them are alive,
I’m afraid there’s some dead men in the back... the
stern of the boat.”

“You’re sure about this, son?”

“Yes sir, absolutely. If you could please come
down here | have a sketch I’'m working on.”

“‘On my way.”
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Captain Ramirez touched the deck in about three
places on his way forward. Adam was still sitting
cross-legged on the bunk adding some final touches
to his simple drawing.

“Show me what you have, Adam.” Ramirez
thought he was in some sort of a dream at this point.
“This is us here, the Miami is over here.” Adam

showed the sketch to the Captain. “The
Philadelphia is off to the right of where we’re
heading now, if we change course this much we’ll be
heading straight for them.”

Ramirez studied the drawing for a moment and
asked. “What can you tell me about the shape
they’re in?”

“Well, the stern is all smashed up, that’'s where
the dead men are. It's sitting mostly upright, the
back... the stern is pushed down into the mud. The
bow is pointing up a ways.”

“Is the area forward of the conning tower clear?
Can the DSRYV get in there?”

“Yes sir, there’s nothing in the way. Piece of
cake.”

“All right, I'm going to contact the Miami. You sit
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there and keep an eye out. Let me know if any
other surface ships or submarines come into the
area, okay?”

“No problem sir.”
The officer turned and started to make his way
quickly back to the control center, he stopped for a
moment, turning to speak to the boy. “Damned fine
job, son. Well done.” Adam’s wide grin signaled his

pleasure at the man’s words.

Captain Ramirez ordered all stop on propulsion.
The Miami was contacted on the Gertrude system
and apprised of the situation. While Miami
continued on the approximate course that Adam had
indicated, Houston went shallow and contacted

CINCPAC via an encrypted burst transmission.

“Adam, how are we doing?” Asked Ramirez on
the headset.

“All right sir. The Miami is about halfway there,
they need to go left, to port just a few degrees.”

“Real good. I'll relay the course change. Anything

else in the area?”
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“No. Just a couple of small boats, they're just
fishing.”

“Keep at it son.”

“Yes sir. Could | maybe get something to eat
down here, a sandwich or something?”

“On it’'s way.”
The seaman delivering the sandwich and milk was
given orders by the Exec to just quietly set it down
by the boy and to then get the hell out. The
crewman disobeyed orders just a little and gave
Adam a squeeze on the shoulder as the boy smiled

at him.

Adam sat munching his bologna sandwich as the
Miami descended toward the sea floor and reduced
speed to slow ahead. The rescue submarine could
only receive the E.L.F. transmissions from
CINCPAC, it's progress was known only to the small
boy sitting in the amidst the torpedoes of the
Houston.

“It's there. It's found the Philly.” Adam announced
into the headset.

“What'’s it doing?” Asked Ramirez, “Describe it to
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me, son.”

“The Miami is stopped on the bottom next to the
Philly, they’re talking to one another on their
Gertrude things.”

Ramirez sent another burst transmission advising
CINCPAC and started chewing on a fresh pencil.
Thirty minutes passed.

“The DSRYV is moving over to the Philly now. |
need to go to the head really bad.”

“Take a break son, but not too long.”

“Yes sir.”

For the next three hours the DSRV shuttled back
and forth between the stricken Philadelphia and the
Miami with Adam doing a play by play. A total of
eighty-nine crewmen and officers were rescued, the
disabled submarine’s reactor had been brought to a
cold shutdown and time delayed charges were set
to destroy classified material and equipment. As
Adam kept Captain Ramirez up to date on the
progress of the rescue, Ramirez kept CINCPAC
informed, CINCPAC then kept the White House

informed.
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“They’re starting back now sir. The Miami is
moving up and turning around.” Adam yawned.

“Hot Damn! Anything else in the area?”

“No sir, just those same fishing boats and they're
not catching much.”

“How are you doing?”

“Sort of tired, I'll be okay though.”

“Hang on for a while longer if you can, until Miami
can get within range of the Gertrude.”

“No problemo, Captain.”

The Miami put on as much speed as was possible
with the burden of the DSRYV attached to its hull. In
two hours both submarines were once more
alongside one another and on a course for Guam.
CINCPAC radioed a well done to all concerned from
the President. Captain Ramirez went forward to
collect Adam who by his time was sound asleep on
the bunk.

The decision was made for Adam to stay on
board Houston until the submarine reached the

naval base on Guam, no point in risking him in
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another transfer at sea and then a carrier takeoff.

The White House.

During the Houston’s voyage to Guam, the
President and his national security advisors met to
decide how best to handle the incident involving the
Philadelphia.

The President:

“Obviously we can’t keep the sinking of one of our
submarines a secret. What's going to be our story
on this?”

The President’s Chief of staff replied. “The
submarine wandered off course and into an
unmarked Chinese mine field. It's emergency
beacon signaled it's position and we were able to
mount a successful rescue mission despite a lack of
cooperation from the Chinese government. We
lodge an official protest with China, demand
compensation for the dead seamen and for the loss
of the submarine.”

“What about the boy?” Asked the President.
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“He was never there. Anyone having contact with
Adam signs a non- disclosure form. Top Secret, you
talk, you go to jail.”

“It seems a shame that he can’t get the credit he
deserves on this. The Navy says they may never
have found those men in time without his help.”

“For his own safety it's better that certain nations
and organizations around the globe don’t appreciate
the extent of his abilities,” replied General Curtis,
“we shouldn’t make him more of target than he may
already be.”

“You think he’s already in some danger?” Asked
POTUS.

“He’s very high profile, he’s been responsible for
putting a lot of bad guys out of business. He doesn’t
need another bulls eye painted on his chest.”

“Very well. Adam was never there, but let’s
arrange some sort of thank you for him, we owe him

more than a lot for this.”

The Houston’s run to Guam took the better part of
three days. Despite his exotic surroundings things

got a bit tedious for Adam until he discovered The
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Poker Game. Technically, gambling on board a
naval vessel is strictly against regulations. Anyone
ever serving in the military will tell you that certain
regulations are often loosely enforced. The Captain
and Chief Rolly had an understanding. If a poker
game was restricted to nickel/dime/quarter
dimensions, then it didn’t exist. Rolly enforced that
agreement by confiscating any poker pots that he
deemed too large, and then donating the proceeds
to charity. The games were often held in the Goat

Locker, the Chief’s quarters on board.

On the second day of the return voyage and after
the evening meal, Adam had wandered forward in
search of something, anything, to do. People were
playing cards, cool. He stuck his head in the
partially open door.

“Hi guys. What's the game?”

Bronson answered. “Yo, Adam! The name of the
game is five card draw, you know how to play?”

“Of course, | work for the FBI. What kind of
stakes?”

“Just nickel dime quarter.”
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“Got change for a five?” Adam asked with a grin.
“Pull up a chair kid.”

“l have to tell you, | cheat.”

“That’s good, kid. So do we.”

Adam made the fifth player at the small,
improvised table, Chief Rolly was watching from his
small desk. After the boy’s crumpled five had been
transformed into coins he was given the deck to
deal the next hand.

“Jacks to open, trips’ to win, deuces wild.”
Proclaimed Adam rather matter-of-factly.

“Jesus, | think we've been suckered here!”
Observed Seaman O’Bannion.

Adam did a very neat job of dealing each player five
cards.

“Any openers?” The boy asked with an innocent
grin.

What Adam didn’t say was that he knew exactly
what cards everyone held. After all, he had told

them that he cheated.

Six hands later Adam was four dollars ahead,
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Chief Rolly had caught the boy’s wink early on in the
game.

“Who taught you to play poker, son?” Asked
Bronson.

“Mr. Hoyle knows all of the rules, Sea-Man
Bronson.”

“Very funny. I'm beginning to smell a fat rat.”

“Beg pardon?” Asked Adam with his most angelic
and innocent expression, perhaps a bit overdone.

“I think you know what cards we’re holding.”

“Now how could | possibly know that? Poker
lessons are always expensive, Sea-Man Bronson.”

“Anyone who can find a lost submarine in a zillion
square miles of ocean probably knows what a poker
hand is three feet from his face.”

“They’re on to you kid, better cut and run.”
Advised Chief Rolly.

“Oh man! And | thought you were my friend!”

“Grab him!” O'Bannion shouted.

Adam had been discreetly trying to stuff his
winnings into his jeans during the course of the

game, to no avail. As he began his move toward
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the door Seaman Seward, who stood six foot one,
snagged the boy’s T-shirt and quickly up ended him,
holding the boy by his ankles. Adam’s winnings
were soon scattered on the deck beneath him, his
pockets having been turned inside out.

“Oww, child abuse! Let me down! Criminy
sakes!”

No one was really mad and Adam hadn’t actually
thought he could pull it off; still it had been worth a
shot. For a while the next day the boy was six
dollars ahead on a game of darts, but in the end that
venture just got him thrown into a cold shower with

his clothes on. Geez!

In all truth by the end of the voyage there wasn't a
man aboard the submarine who wasn’t more than
proud to have served with Adam. Scraps of paper
with his neatly written autograph would be framed,

kept for children and grand children to puzzle over.

The news of the Philadelphia’s sinking and the
subsequent rescue of most of its crew broke twelve

hours before the two submarines docked at the
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naval base on Guam. Television crews recorded the
Philly’s survivors coming ashore from the Miami and
the short dockside memorial service for the
crewman left behind. The Houston was moored
some distance away; its role in the rescue was
described as being one of standby support. Adam
had to wait on board Houston until nearly midnight;
he went ashore in a large duffel bag carried over the

shoulder of Seaman Bronson. Welcome home.

The boy wasn’t totally ignored. At Quantico the
President, the JCS, and the Secretary of the Navy
met his KC-10. Of course there were no press on
hand and the ceremony took place in a closely
guarded hanger. The FBI didn’t even know he was
back until he was dropped off at the Operations
Center. He did, however, get a nice civilian medal

that he wasn’t supposed to show to anyone. Ever.
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A Bloody M ess

The remainder of Adam’s ninth year settled into
a relatively mundane routine (if dashing around the
country nabbing nuts and criminals was ever
mundane) of the usual one or two case trips per
week. Tutoring, piano practice and computer
nerding filled in the off days. Weekends were

usually open for goofing off with Freddie.

Rumors of the boy’s involvement in the
submarine rescue surfaced from time to time. No
comment. Agent Monroe had asked him point blank
If he had been a part of the naval operation, the boy
replied that he had just been out messing around in
some boats and stuff. Agent Harper often helped
Adam pack and prepare for their trips, once while
burrowing through his dresser for socks she came
upon what appeared to be a flat jewelry case.

Adam was in the bathroom showering at the time so
she decided to snoop just a little. The case

contained The Medal of Freedom, the highest
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civilian award the country bestows on a person.
There was also a gold dolphin insignia worn by
submariners. She debated telling Monroe, finally

decided that he should know also.

“They don’t pass those out for best personality
and perfect attendance!” Said Harper.

“This pretty well cinches it. Lord, I'd give anything
to hear him tell that story,” replied Agent Monroe.
But they never did. Adam knew how to keep his lips

together.

Adam made five million dollars. Actually he
earned five million dollars and quietly signed the
entire check over to The Sisters of Charity, his
favorite cause since recently joining the Catholic
Church.

All he had to do was pose for a certain athletic
shoe company for one afternoon. The shoe
company knew a good deal, their sales increased
two hundred and seventy-three percent on their

smaller models. The FBI couldn’t really come up

257



with any rule or regulation that said he couldn’t earn
the money, he was listed on their books as an
unpaid civilian consultant and it was after all for
charity. All of the agents agreed that the
photography team the ad agency sent were the
strangest collection of human beings they had ever
worked with, but they apparently knew what they
were doing. Every small girl in the country now had
one or more posters of Adam on their wall; the one
of him sitting on the loading ramp of the C-17 in his
black jump suit was the best seller (it was free if you

bought some of the grossly overpriced shoes).

Adam turned down his first case. He had always
been offered the final say on whether he took an
assignment or not. When he actually refused one
everyone was pulled up a bit short. He actually said

no? Adam?

There had been a long string of abortion clinics
being torched. The arsonist’s had always been very
careful to avoid any loss of life and were even

careful about adjoining property. Still the law is the
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law, and the FBI was called in.

“Adam, why don’t you want to take on this case?”
Asked Monroe.

“I guess | sound like some sort of religious nut,
but | think that killing babies is just awful.”

“But the law is being broken, buildings are being
burned down.”

“l know that, but no one’s been hurt or anything.”

“That’s beside the point, son. Arson is a felony,
we can't selectively enforce the laws to suit
ourselves”

“l know that too, sir. | don’t know which way to
think or feel sometimes.”

“The law say’s that abortion is a legal procedure.”

“On several cases we’ve been out on, we've
passed by some of those places that do lots of
abortions. | can feel what's been happening in
them, it makes me feel awful.”

“You've never said anything about this Adam, you
should have.”

“I guess | should have sir. Do | have to do this
assignment?”

“No. The sun will still come up tomorrow if you
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don’t”

“Thank you Agent Monroe. I'm sorry if this is
going to cause you a lot trouble.”

“Don’t worry son, the whole country is pretty well
torn up on this issue. What if the arsonist’s had hurt
or killed some one, would you have said no then?”

“No sir, then they wouldn’t be any better than the
people killing the babies.”

“All right then, we’ll consider the subject closed.”

The Director wanted to know why Special team
had refused an assignment.

“We've always had an understanding with Adam
that if he didn’t feel right about an assignment, he
had the final veto,” explained Monroe.

“This seems very out of character for the boy, is
there some sort of problem going on with him?”
Asked the Director.

“No sir. It's not really out of character for him
either. He’s always been concerned on all of the
cases we’'ve had that no one, not even the worst
sort of scum we're after, ever gets hurt. He’'s just a

very gentle soul, and he’s one of those people who
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see abortion as killing a person. He didn’'t say so
but I think he would just as soon see every abortion
clinic in the country burned down.”

“Well, just about everyone is on one side of the
fence or the other on this issue, | suppose he’s

entitled to his own opinion too.”

That June when school was out for Freddie
both boys got packed off to Maui for two weeks of
intensive goofing off. A Hollywood director who was
in tight with the President loaned the FBI the use of
his vacation home near the town of Hana. The large
estate was fairly remote, it had a small white sand
beach that could be sealed off to the public, and
there was a cove for swimming and snorkeling.
Perfect. Armed Marines tended to perimeter
security around the estate. Offshore various naval
frigates and destroyers took turns at anchor, this
tended to discourage the average pleasure boater,
or any bad guys for that matter. Word of the boy’s
role in the rescue of the Philly’s crew had been
illegally whispered and passed on; the Navy had

become very protective where Adam was

261



concerned.

Agents Harper and Parker got lucky and drew the
‘job’ of escorting the two boys. Before the vacation
was over Parker had popped the question (finally)
and Ms. Harper accepted. They would be married in
September.

Adam got to sleep as late as he wanted to for a
change. As it turned out he was usually up and
bumbling by nine, this was too neat of a place to

waste time sleeping all day.

Adam and Freddie spent most of their time
swimming and snorkeling in the clear warm water of
the cove. There were coral formations and all
manner of bright tropical fish. Freddie had to
constantly keep himself covered with sun block to
protect his fair skin, Adam just turned a shade
darker each day, by vacation’s end his body was
almost mahogany save for the area covered by his

Speedos.

On the second day both boys were horsing
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around in the light surf when Adam stood up and
stared out to sea.

“What is it Adam?” Asked Ms. Harper who was
sitting close by on the beach.

“Friends.” Replied a distracted Adam, who then
began to swim out into the cove.

“What's he talking about, Freddie?”

“I dunno, I think he’s getting weird again.”

The ‘friends’ turned out to be six porpoises; they
arrowed straight for Adam like warm-blooded
torpedoes. For the people on shore things got very
tense for a few minutes, guns were even drawn. |t
was soon apparent that the porpoises were just
happy to be with Adam. There was some sort of
communication going on between the two species.
The porpoises maneuvered to be closest to the boy,
to have him touch their skin. Adam waved at
Freddie to come join him, when he did the porpoises
tolerated his presence but it was Adam that they
were interested in. After a while Freddie swam back
to the beach, the porpoises had arrayed themselves

around Adam like spokes on a wheel, the boy at the
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hub.

“This is very strange.” Commented Agent Parker
who had joined the people on the beach.

“This is very wonderful.” Replied Ms. Harper.

After a few minutes the porpoises wheeled as one
and returned to the deep blue from where they had
come. Adam bobbed in the water for a while longer
and then slowly swam back to the beach. By now a
crowd of FBI, Marines, and naval personnel stood
watching the spectacle.

“Adam? What was going on out there?” Asked
Ms. Harper.

“Just making friends, they said they'd be back
tomorrow.”

“They said that, did they?”

“Well.... sort of. They're really nice people.”

“Yes, | guess they are at that.”

“I'm hungry. What's for lunch?”

“Child, when are you not ever hungry?”

“Tuesdays, four o’clock.”
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The porpoises came back every single day of
Adam’s vacation; they still do till this day.

Every day.

There was one other incident that at the time
alarmed everyone. Two nights before they were to
return to Quantico Adam wandered down to the
beach and sat down in the sand to look at the stars
for a while. Freddie found him an hour later just
sitting there with his face tilted upward, his eyes
closed. Freddie couldn’t get any response out of his

friend despite shaking and yelling at him.

It was almost one in the morning when Adam
finally blinked and looked around. Everyone was
there; they had almost decided to have the naval
doctor administer some sort of stimulant.

“Hi, what's going on?” Adam was clueless as to
why a crowd of FBI and naval personnel surrounded
him.

“What was wrong with you?” Mother Harper
demanded.

“Huh?”
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“You've been sitting there like a stump for almost

five hours!”
“Oh. I'm sorry.”
“Well...Why?”

“l guess | was just doing some exploring, out
there. Maybe | went too far.” Adam pointed to the
myriad of stars above them.

“Out there? Where out there?”

“A nice place. Sort of like here, cool beaches.

No people though.”

Where had he gone?

In between a bank hostage situation and a serial
rapist hunt Agents Harper and Parker got married.
Adam was designated as the ring boy, he was heard
to remark that his tuxedo made him feel like a darn
penguin. The boy was also very happy for his two
good friends. They tactfully declined his most
generous offer to go along on the honeymoon to

keep them company. To avoid confusion, people
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would still call the female agent “Harper.”

Adam spent Christmas with the Richter's. This
was about the first time in his life that he felt like he
really belonged and was welcome with a ‘normal’
family. Presents were exchanged. From Adam,
Colonel Richter got a speedometer for his Sprite, it
was original in the box and unused, the Marine
almost wept. He gave Mrs. Richter a perfect
recreation of the Nobel Prize medal; it read “For
Achievement in The Culinary Arts.” Hanna got some
absurdly expensive perfume and a prepaid cell
phone, good for unlimited use for one year. Freddie
got a mountain bike that should have had NASA
printed on its frame. It seems that the shoe
company had made so much money on the ad
campaign featuring Adam that they had actually felt
some corporate guilt. They gave him an additional
one million dollars, and this time he was taken firmly

aside and advised to keep it for a rainy day, he did.

Adam received from Colonel Richter a sweatshirt
with the globe and anchor of the USMC on it. At
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Adam'’s special request to Santa Mrs. Richter gave
him four-dozen of her chocolate chip cookies (woe
be unto those who even looked sideways at them).
Hanna gave the boy a too large hand knitted
sweater (her first), and best of all a big wet kiss.
Freddie gave his friend a subscription to Nerd World
magazine (he had raked a lot of extra leaves). Best
of all they gave him some love on which no price

can be placed.

The week before Adam’s tenth birthday someone
dusted a schoolyard in Los Angeles with anthrax
spores, twenty-seven luckless children eventually
succumbed to the disease. The school in question
was primarily Latino and the inevitable charges of
racism quickly had the city on the edge of another

terrible riot.

Local and national police agencies feared that the
attack on the school was merely a test; things could

get much worse very soon. There were no
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substantial leads, or reliable witnesses. The special

team got the call and birthday parties could wait.

The schoolyard and the surrounding
neighborhoods had been sprayed with a strong
chemical solution and were declared safe. Large
cities always posed the boy a problem, so many
distractions, so many people. Adam, clad in a full
body protective suit and mask to play it safe, spent
nearly two hours at the school before he finally

came up with a target, it was only four miles away.

“The big house up ahead, on the other side of the
street.” Said a somewhat muffled Adam from inside
the cut down protective garment.

“What'’s inside?” Asked Monroe.

“Two men, one woman. The anthrax stuff is
upstairs in the back bedroom.”

It was one o’clock in the morning; the residential
neighborhood was quiet and mostly dark.

“Talk to us Adam.” Said Monroe.

“I've taken out their guns, | don’t see any bombs

or explosives anywhere. The germ stuff is in metal
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cylinders, | think these creeps are from outside the
country.”

“Probably trying to start a nice little race war.”
Said Parker.

“This is probably a bad time to bring this up, but |
really need to go to the bathroom.” Adam was in a
bit of distress from too much liquid intake during the
mission.

“Hold it for a while, let’'s grab these nitwits, then
we’ll find you a john.” Monroe answered.

“Cool.”

Monroe gave the word for the agents to preposition
themselves front and rear at the house.

“Put ‘em to sleep, Adam.”

“Hold on, wait.” Thirty seconds passed. “Okay,

go!”

The door kicking and handcuffing took about sixty
seconds. Within a few minutes the flashing lights of
several dozen patrol cars lighted up the
neighborhood. Every front yard was filled with
curious people. Adam was allowed out of his

‘spacesuit’. Time to head back to the bat plane.
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“I'm not gonna make it that long!” The poor boy
was almost in tears. “Maybe these people here
would let me use their john!” Adam pointed to the
house directly adjacent to their vehicle.

“Damn! All right, scope out the house first,
Adam.” Monroe was ticked off. Sometimes he
needed to be reminded that the core of the Special
Team was still just a kid.

“It's cool. These people are nice!”

“Parker! See if they’ll let us borrow their john!”

“Right.”

Parker got out of the black Suburban and went up to
the people standing on their front porch where he

flashed his identification.

“Evening, folks. The young man in that vehicle
over there is Adam Valentine and he really needs to
use a bathroom, could he possibly use yours?”

Mr. and Mrs. Mendoza’s eyes went very wide.

“Of course! Our pleasure. It will cost him an

autograph though.” Said Mr. Mendoza.

“Fair enough, thanks.”
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Parker waved for Adam to come ahead, three
agents surrounded him and moved him quickly into
the small house. Mrs. Mendoza led the distressed
boy to the immaculate bathroom. Relief!

When Adam finally emerged from the bathroom he
shook hands with the Mendoza'’s and signed his
name inside the family’s bible. He got the usual kiss

from Mrs. Mendoza.

As the boy and the agents emerged from the
house they heard a rapid series of popping sounds
that sounded like firecrackers from somewhere
down the block. Then more popping sounds as one
of the flowerpots on the Mendoza’s front porch
shattered, as did one of their front windows.
Everyone, including Adam, hit the ground. The boy
was then grabbed by Agent Monroe and almost
thrown into the open door of the Suburban. Once
inside, the order was given to get out of Dodge as
several more rounds impacted the bulletproof glass

of the vehicles.

Adam was in the back seat with Monroe to his
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left, Parker was on the right. The boy felt that
something was decidedly wrong; his right leg was
starting to really sting and his ribs on the right side
hurt. After a while he realized that he must have
been shot or something.

“Ouch! Shit! Criminently!” This rare profanity got
everyone’s attention.

“What's wrong, son?” Asked Monroe, who was
occupied with looking over his shoulder to see if
anyone followed them.

As Adam pulled his hand away from his right thigh it
felt all wet and sticky.

“Can you turn on the light just a sec?” Adam
asked, not really wanting to see what he already
knew was there.

Monroe reached up and flipped on the dome light.
Adam was looking at his right hand, it was covered

with blood and so was his pants leg.

“Oh Christ! Get us to the nearest hospital, now!”
Monroe shouted to Agent Harper who was driving.
“What is it?” Demanded Harper, trying to look in

two directions at once.
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“Adam’s been hit! His leg’s bleeding bad! Haul
ass dammit!”
Parker produced a very non-regulation switchblade
and slit open the boy’s soaked pants leg. Blood was
spurting out of the small wound midway between his
crotch and knee in time with his rapid pulse. The
agent placed his hand over the little geyser and
pressed firmly.

“It looks like an artery was hit, how soon to the
hospital?” demanded Parker.
Ms. Harper had been on the radio requesting
directions and escorts. “Maybe ten minutes!”

“Fuck! Make it less! A lot less!”

Adam seemed to be taking recent events slightly
better than the rest of his friends. “l suppose this
would be a bad time to mention my ribs?”

Agent Monroe pulled up the boy’s black sweatshirt
to reveal that his white T-shirt was now a wet red
color on his right side.

“My God! He’s been hit there too!” Monroe was
getting totally rattled by now.

“Stay cool Agent Monroe, a little duct tape and I'll
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be fine.” Adam was doing his best to calm things
down just a little.

Parker and Monroe did some fast maneuvering and
managed to get the boy lying down on the seat. His
leg seemed by far the worse of his two wounds.

“How much longer?” Demanded Parker.

“Five minutes, we have about a dozen LAPD
running interference for us, the hospital knows we’re
coming!” The female agent had been on the radio
non-stop all the while, to her great credit she
remained calm enough to coordinate with the local
police dispatcher while maneuvering the heavy
vehicle at high speeds through downtown Los

Angeles.

The pressure that Parker was applying to the
boy’s leg greatly slowed the bleeding but did not
completely stop it. The wound to his rib cage only
oozed slowly and didn’t seem life threatening. After
what seemed an eternity of turns and traffic the
armada of police and FBI vehicles screeched to a
halt in front of the emergency entrance to the

hospital. It appeared that about half of the trauma
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facilities staff was waiting for them on the curb.

Agent Monroe quickly lifted the somewhat dazed
Adam out of the back seat and placed him on the
gurney while Parker kept his hand pressed against
the boy’s blood soaked thigh for the trip to the
treatment room. By now Adam seemed somewhat
detached and confused, looking about at the many
strange faces who stared down at him. About two-
dozen cops and FBI agents tried to crowd into the
confined treatment area, this would not do at all.
The resident in charge, a Dr. Morton, ordered
everyone out except Agent Harper and she had to
promise to stay back and out of the way. While a
nurse took over from Parker and kept pressure on
the boy’s thigh, two others began cutting away his
soaked clothing, tossing the bloody mess onto the
floor.

“How are you doing, Adam? Asked Dr. Morton.
Tell me how you feel?”

“Okay | guess. My ribs really hurt.”

“Are you having any trouble breathing?”

“No, it hurts to take a deep breath though.”

276



“Then don’t take a deep breath.”
“That’s a big help, Doctor. Geez!”

By this time Adam was totally naked and exposed
in a room with Agent Harper and about eight
strangers who were working over him, if he could
have spared the blood and really cared enough he
would have blushed from head to toe.

“| feel sort of cold, doctor.” Adam shivered some,
he was moving into shock.

One of the nurses took notice and spread a warmed
blanket over most of him, leaving his leg and ribs
exposed.

“Thank you. Geez.”

Doctor Morton made a quick phone call to alert the
surgical staff to prepare for action. He then gave
more instructions to the trauma staff.

“Get a line in him and a blood type. He goes right
up to surgery, we need to find that bleeder pretty
fast.” He turned to Agent Harper. “Any health
problems or allergies that we should know about?”

“He’s always been as healthy as a horse, no

allergies that we know of, his blood type is O-
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Positive. He really hates needles.”
Harpers' last words were punctuated by Adam’s yelp
as one of the nurses inserted a garden hose into his

left arm. Geez!

“Too late about the needles,” answered Dr.
Morton. “Why don’t you hold onto his hand for a
while till we get him into the O.R.”

“Thanks doc.” Harper said quietly.

The female agent moved quickly to the boy’s side
and took his free hand; it was still sticky with his
blood. She then leaned over and kissed him gently
on the forehead.

“Agent Harper, you're married now, people will
talk.”

“Sometimes | get carried away, twerp. How are
you doing?”

“It seems | have some extra openings.”

“Well, now you have spares.”

“| feel really cold.” The boy seemed to be losing a
lot of his self-assurance.

“That’s sort of normal,” Harper explained, “you’ve

had a big shock.”
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“Try to avoid getting shot,” Adam replied. “this really
sucks out loud.”

“l can see that, I'll do my best to avoid it.”
Adam weakened for just a few moments, he didn’t
quite cry but felt like it. “This is pretty scary... please
don’t go away yet.”

“We all love you kid, no one’s going anywhere,
and you're going to be fine.” Harper prayed she was

going to be right.

The scene in the hallway outside the treatment
room was grim. There were seven FBI agents, four
of them with MP-5 submachine guns, plus
uniformed and plain clothes LAPD personnel for as
far as the eye could see. Television crews were
beginning to arrive in waves, one of the more
insistent reporters was fed his own microphone.
The admitting desk had already fielded one
telephone call from the White House. By now the
news of the shooting was being carried live by all of

the news services and networks.

As Adam was being wheeled up to the operating
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room Agent Monroe was able to talk to him along
the way.

“Adam, | am so sorry | let this happen to you.”

“You're being pretty silly, Agent Monroe, | was the
one pitching a fit to go to the bathroom.”

“We should have moved you out of that area
first.”

“l would have peed in my pants.”

“Better than being shot. Twice.”
Adam turned to Agent Harper. “When you get a
spare minute would you please slap some sense
into Agent Monroe?”

“My pleasure, can | leave bruises and cuts?”

HYeS . ”

The boy was separated from his friends at the
operating room door. He managed a semblance of
a smile and a wave as the door closed, although at
this point he wasn’t feeling all that chipper. There
was a waiting room down the hall but that seemed
too far way so everyone just stood with their backs
to the wall and stared at the closed door. Agent

Harper just stared at her hand that still had Adam’s
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blood on it.

She wept.

The operation on the boy’s leg was fairly
straightforward; the surgeon enlarged the small
wound and followed the bullet’s path to the partially
severed artery. Adam was lucky in having a very
skilled vascular surgeon on his side, the artery was
neatly repaired and the bleeding stopped. A small
.22 caliber bullet was plucked out of the muscle
tissue just beyond the damaged blood vessel. The
9mm bullet that clipped Adam'’s rib had entered and
exited cleanly, an incision was made and a bone
chip from his rib was removed. The surgeons were
finished in ninety minutes; the closely monitored boy
seemed to tolerate the procedure quite well. There
was one moment of excitement when the operation
began, a small metal bowl on one of the tables
started vibrating violently and then took off and hit
the wall hard enough to chip the ceramic tile. After
the operation Dr. Morton and the surgeons spoke
with the FBI Agents.
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“Adam’s going to be fine. He’s being moved into
the recovery area right now. We repaired the cut
artery in his leg and pulled out a .22 slug. The chest
wound was fairly superficial, the bullet chipped a rib,
and we fixed that. He was in moderate shock from
the blood loss. We think he lost about a pint and a
half of blood, quite a bit for his small body size. We
transfused one pint. Adam will be very
uncomfortable for a few days but we’ll give him
something for the pain if needed. Barring any
infections or nerve damage in his leg he’s going to
be okay, so stop worrying.” Explained Dr. Davies,
the vascular surgeon.

“Thank God, when can we see him?” Everyone
asked at once.

“Right now but he’s still pretty much out of it, don’t

expect any sparkling conversations, if any.”

The agents were shown into the surgical recovery
room. Adam seemed to be asleep; tubes ran from
his left arm and other places.

“He looks so small and pale, of all people why did

he have to be the one to get hit?” Harper was teary
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eyed again.

Adam stirred a little; his eyelids opened enough to
see his friends standing around him. He smiled
slightly when he found Agent Harper’s hand and

drifted back into a deep sleep.

The hospital officials held a news conference
after Adam was out of surgery, it had to take place
outside in a parking lot due to the size of the crowd.
The news media provided the usual endless
speculations and interviews throughout the night.
Around seven o’clock in the morning the boy was
wheeled into a private room, by this time Dr.
Simmons had arrived from Virginia to see about her

star patient.

Adam awoke with a small groan around nine in
the morning; someone seemed to be beating on his
leg with a hammer. Dr. Simmons was sitting in a
chair next to his bed reading his chart; she had
earlier ordered the exhausted FBI agents off to get
some rest.

“Good morning Adam. How are you feeling?”
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“Hi, Dr. Needles. My leg really, really hurts and |
could use a drink of water!”
The lady doctor pushed the call button and gave
Adam some water through a straw, making him stop
before he wanted to.

“Not too much right away. We’ll give you
something for your leg. How are the ribs?”

“They’re okay. Oh shit, my leg really hurts!”

The resident and a nurse appeared and after a
quick consultation Dr. Simmons ordered a hypo of
Demerol for the boy, she knew that he must be
hurting; she had never heard him swear before.

“You really like needles too much.” Adam tried to
put on a brave front.

“It will make you stop hurting, which will it be, the
needle or the pain?”

“Gimme the needle, please!” The boy was close
to tears.

“Thought so.”

When the nurse returned they rolled Adam to his left
side a bit and before he could mount a suitable

protest the nurse jabbed the needle into his exposed

284



behind.

“Ouch! Geez.”

"You never fail to say that.” Observed Dr.
Simmons.

“It's traditional when you puncture me.”

“l see your wit is unaffected by your injuries, how
about a little Jell-O for breakfast?”

“Maybe later. How long does that stuff you
stabbed me with take to work?”

“Pretty quick, be patient.”

“I am a patient. Now that you mention it | do feel
a little better, sort of dreamy.”
The doctor managed to get a little of the cherry
gelatin into the boy before he drifted off to sleep for

a while longer, the painkiller worked just fine.

The flowers began arriving early in the morning,
every florist in the LA basin was working overtime
and soon the hospital had flowers in every room,
even the prison ward. Eventually, the floral
arrangements began to pile up outside the building,
a plea went out not to send any more. The flowers

that made it into Adam’s room were from the Mayor
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of Los Angeles, The Governor of California, The
President of The United States, the JCS, the British

Ambassador, and of course, the Richter’s.

With the news of the FBI's success in finding the
terrorists responsible for the anthrax attack, tensions
in Los Angeles and the nation relaxed. The
shooting attack on the team, and the wounding of
Adam Valentine, prompted certain elements of the

community to move into action.

The would-be gang members responsible for the
shooting thought that they would be making a name
for themselves by attacking the FBI. When it turned
out that they had shot the boy responsible for
solving the anthrax attack on the schoolyard things
did not go quite as they had planned. The leaders
of the area’s real gangs held an almost
unprecedented face-to-face meeting, an agreement
was quickly reached, inquiries were made, butts
kicked. A call to the LAPD took place. The
shooters were in custody before the sun went down;

they were not especially well treated by anyone.
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The press coverage of the terrorist attack and the
shooting of Adam had moved well beyond what
might be described as a frenzy. As was usually the
case when denied access to the principle figures of
a story the reporters began interviewing one
another. In Washington, several Senators and
Congressmen called for an immediate special
hearing and investigation of the events in Los
Angeles, the opportunity for free ‘face time’ on
national television was too good to pass up. The
ACLU and several children's rights advocates talked
about legal proceedings to place Adam in some sort
of foster home or institution for his own protection.
Pending an internal FBI investigation Agent Monroe
was relieved of his duties as head of the Special

Team, a scapegoat was required.

By Adam’s second morning in the hospital the
pain had subsided to a dull ache and further
injections of painkiller were not required. Agent’s
Parker and his wife, Agent Harper, came to visit with

the boy around ten that morning, Monroe had been
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ordered to return to FBI headquarters in

Washington.

“Morning, kid!” Parker’s greeting seemed much
too cheery to the boy.

“Hi, Mr. and Mrs.” Replied Adam.

“Feeling a little better today?” Asked Harper.

“Yeah, I'm okay. Where’s Agent Monroe?”

The two married agents looked at one another for a
moment.

“What's wrong?” Adam demanded. “Something's
happened to Agent Monroe, hasn't it?”

“They’ve called him back to Washington. He’s
been relieved of his duties as the head of the team.”
Parker felt like dog shit telling the boy that.

“That’s crazy! It's not his fault | got shot!”

“We agree Adam, but there’s been an enormously
big flap about this. | think they just want someone to
blame.”

“Then blame me! | was the one pitching a fit
about going to the john!”

“Monroe was in charge, he was responsible for

your safety. The heat gets put on him.”
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“That’s not fair! He’s always looking out for me,
and for everyone else too. Who took him off the
team?”

“The Director himself, Adam.” Replied Harper.

“Will you help me phone the Director? | need to
put him straight about what happened!”

“Maybe you should wait, Adam, let things settle
down some.”

“Bullshit!”

Adam said bullshit?

“Now calm down, son.” Pleaded Parker.

“I'm not working for some chickenshit outfit that
would treat one of its best people like that! Tell the
Director to find himself some other weird kid!”

“All right, now you just cool off, this isn’'t good for
you. We'll call the Director and see if he’ll talk to
you, okay?”

“Fine. Sorry | yelled at you like that, I'm not mad
at you.”

“l know that kid, we all feel the same way you do.”

Agent Parker finally managed to get through to the

Director.
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“Sir, | don’t think you fully appreciate how upset
the boy is over this thing, he’s really dug his heels
in.” Explained Parker.

“l understand that but | can’t let him dictate policy,
there will have to be a hearing. I'm taking a lot of
heat over this.”

“With all respect sir, you'll be taking a lot more
heat if Adam flat out refuses to work with us
anymore.”

“All right then, I'll talk to him. He’s intelligent, he’ll
see how things have to be.”

“I've never seen him this mad sir, he even used
profanity.”

“l said | would call him.” (click)

The phone beside Adam’s bed rang at about one-
thirty that afternoon.

“Good afternoon Adam, how are you feeling?”
Asked the Director.

“I'm fine sir, thank you for calling me.”

“Agent Parker tells me that you are quite upset

about Agent Monroe being relieved.”
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“It wasn’t his fault | got shot sir, he shouldn’t be
punished for something that | was to blame for.”

“Now son, he was the agent in charge, someone
has to be called to account for what happened to
you. You could have bled to death.”

“If a plane fell on my head right now, who would
be to blame?”

“Well, no one son, but...”

“There you have it. Agent Monroe can’t anticipate
everything, no one can.”

“I'm sorry Adam but the hearing will have to go
ahead.”

“Then I quit. Send me back to Idaho, I'll get a
paper route!” (click)
Adam hung up on The Director of The Federal
Bureau of Investigation. The Director called back

but Adam just let the damned phone ring.

Doctor Simmons was upset that her patient was
upset.

“Adam, you need to eat something. Your body
requires fuel to heal and get well.”

“Sorry, I'm really not very hungry.” This was
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almost unheard of. Actually it was completely
unheard of.

“If Agent Monroe were here he would tell you to
shape up and eat your dinner.”

“Well, he’s not here. They won’t even let me talk
to him.”

“Would you eat something for me then, please?
Things will work out.”

“I suppose if | don’t you'll start with the needles
again?”

“I have a really dull one all lined up.”

“‘Geez.”

He ate.

The President was on the telephone with the FBI
Director.

“Bill, | suggest you get things ironed out with
Adam and Agent Monroe. I've just spoken with
Adam'’s doctor, she say’s that nobody has ever seen
him so worked up about anything. As far as the boy
Is concerned Monroe is family and you’re about to
sack daddy.”

“Mister President, we can't let a ten-year-old boy
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dictate Bureau policy.”

“He’s not trying to dictate anything, he’s just being
loyal to his family.”

“Adam will get over it, | have a new man lined up
for the job, and he has kids of his own and knows
how to lay down the law. The boy will be back at the
Operations Center in a few days, he’ll cool off.”

“And if he doesn’t get over it what do we do,
ground him? What about the hearings that are
coming up, there are things he could talk about that
would have us all out on the street.”

“Let me try it my way sir, | think it will work out.”

“Okay. Give it a shot, but I'm telling you if the boy
balks put Monroe back in. No arguments.”

“Yes Mister President.”

Doctor Simmons had Adam up on crutches by his
third day in the hospital. The wound in his leg had
ceased to drain and was healing nicely, as was the
Injury to his chest and rib. A pool photographer was
allowed to take some video of the boy as he
practiced using his crutches. If the cameraman was

looking for a cute smile he didn’t get one. No
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interviews were allowed, which of course led to

endless speculation amongst the talking heads.

Adam talked to Freddie and his family on the
telephone every day. His friend could tell that he
was really upset about Agent Monroe’s absence and
tried to cheer him up, but nothing really seemed to

help much.

The day before Adam was to fly back to Quantico
his new would be boss came to visit. Agent Harper
introduced them, not relishing the job.

“Adam, this is Special Agent Kincaid. He’s been
placed in charge of the Special Team.”

“Hello Adam, it looks like you’re up and around.”
Kincaid extended his hand.

“Nice to meet you sir.” Adam was polite and
shook the man’s hand.

“I'm looking forward to working with you, | have a
son about your age.”

“Nothing personal sir, but | don’t work for the FBI
anymore.”

Kincaid exchanged a long look with Harper; she just
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shrugged her shoulders and said nothing.

“I know you’ve been really upset by things, but we
need to get on with business.”

“I'm sorry sir, but you’ll have to get on with
business without me. | quit. I'm not some sort of
slave, at least | hope I'm not.”

This was not a good beginning.

“Adam, we all have to do things we don’t want to.
| didn’t request this job but | intend to do my best
now that | have it.”

“l understand that sir and | didn’t request my job.
| guess you think | must be some sort of spoiled
brat, but Agent Monroe is the best there is. | won’t
work for the FBI if this is how it treats its people. |
know you're a good person and I’'m sorry to talk to
you like this, but it's like | said before, I quit, find
someone else.”

“Well, I hope that you’'ll change your mind. |
understand your loyalty to Agent Monroe, he’s a
good man but | have to do my job the best way |

can.

“I won’t make any big dramatic scenes in front of
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people,” Adam explained, “I know you're on the
spot, but tell the Director I'm out of the crime busting
business.”

“All right son, | guess we understand each other.
No hard feelings?”

“No sir. | know this makes things tough for you, |
wish it didn't.”

“Don’t worry about me, | have a very thick skin.”

One week after the shooting incident Adam was
released from the hospital and flown back to
Quantico. His progress from the hospital to the
airport was covered live as if it were the inaugural
procession of a president. The same C-17 that had
brought him to Los Angeles was the aircraft that
returned him to Virginia. During the flight Adam
hobbled up to the cockpit to visit with his favorite
pilot, she gave him a kiss and an oversized brass
medal that read “Purple Fart.”

Ah, with friends like these!

The Richter family was on the tarmac waiting for

their number two son. Everyone got a hug and the

296



ladies got kisses.

“Welcome back son, try to duck next time, you
gave us a hell of a scare.” Colonel Richter didn’t
quite crack the boy’s sore ribs.

“It's good to see you all. Sorry about all of the
excitement.”

“How are you feeling? How’s your leg?” Asked
Mrs. Richter.

“Stiff and sore, but it'll be fine with some intensive
chocolate chip therapy.”

“I'll bake them tonight.”

“Bless you, Mrs. Richter.”

“Nice to see you again, dork.” Freddie was going
to punch his friend in the arm, but decided on a light
rap to the head instead.

“Nice to see you doofus, mind if | sleep in your
garage?”

“No room, we’ll find you a cardboard box, you can
sleep in the backyard.”

“Cool.”

At Dr. Simmons suggestion, Adam moved in with

the Richter’s for a few days. She felt that the
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situation at the Operations Center was too tense,
and besides, he could use some of Mrs. Richter’s
cooking. The boy enjoyed being with his ‘family’,
but clouded up whenever the FBI and Agent Monroe
were mentioned. Agent Kincaid made it very clear
to the Director that he was up against a stonewall as

far as the boy was concerned.

The day after arriving at Quantico, Adam began a
closely supervised program of physical therapy.
Walking was somewhat painful but the boy
managed several circuits around the Richter’s back
yard after breakfast. Doctor Simmons made sure
that things began slowly; bullet wounds are not

skinned knees.

Agent Monroe was in limbo, he had been ordered
to appear before a review panel that was to have
convened five days ago. The review had been
postponed with no word of explanation. Agent
Monroe found it particularly hurtful that he had been
expressly forbidden to have any contact with Adam,

he had to rely on the television news coverage and
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calls to the Parker’s to keep track of the boy’s
condition. Monroe had never married but he
considered Adam to be a part of him, his loyalty to
the FBI was strained to the breaking point. Finally,
something seemed to be happening, he was

summoned to the Directors office.

“Have a seat Monroe.” Said the Director.

“Thank you sir.”

“l suppose you are aware of the shitstorm that's
been going on about Adam?”

“Yes sir. | wish | could talk to him, | don’t think
that would be asking too much.”

“I'll get right to the point. The boy has it in his
head that if you aren’t reinstated as head of the
Special Team he won’t have anything to do with the
FBI. The President has made his wishes on this
matter crystal clear, therefore you are as of now
back on duty as head of the team.” The Director
continued, “Is this acceptable to you?”

“Yes sir it is. Thank you.”

“Thank the boy, he seems to think very highly of

you. There will be no review, | think there should be

299



but I've been overruled.”
“l understand.”
“Get on back to Quantico, let’'s not have a repeat

of this God damned mess, Agent Monroe.”

While the Richter children attended school and
the Colonel was on duty, Adam and Mrs. Richter
had the house to themselves. Dr. Simmons came
by twice a day to supervise the boy’s exercise
program; in a few days she would have him start
swimming again. Mrs. Richter and Adam were in
the kitchen peeling some carrots and potatoes for
the evening meal when the boy looked up, a big
smile on his face.

“What is it, Adam?”

“It's Agent Monroe, he's back! He’s coming here!”

“But how do you know, child?”

“Trust me, he’s back!”

Adam got down from the kitchen stool he was
sitting on and made his way to the front door as
quickly as his stiff leg would allow. When he opened

the front door, Agent Monroe was just pulling up to
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the curb in front if the house. The two of them met
about halfway and Adam launched himself into the
tall agent’'s arms. Monroe was afraid he might hurt
the boy’s leg or ribs as he caught him, not to worry
though, the tears on the boy’s face were from
happiness, not pain.

“Geez, I'm glad you're back!” Cried Adam.

“I'm really glad to be back, son. | hear you just
about mutinied.”

“I did mutiny. | think the Director is a total jerk!”

“Just between the two of us, so do I. Don't tell
anyone | said that.”

“Okay. Come say hi to Mrs. Richter, she’s been

stuffing me full of everything for the past few days.”

Monroe sat the boy down on the walkway and the
two of them went up to greet Mrs. Richter who was
dabbing something from the corners of her eyes.

“Hello Mr. Monroe, you must stay for dinner,
Adam and myself have been hard at work in the
kitchen.”

“Well, thank you Ma’am, a home cooked meal

does sound good.”
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“Mrs. Richter is light years beyond good, be
prepared to gain weight.”
Adam had recently suggested that she write a

cookbook.

It was a very happy dinner table that evening, the
Richter’s were happy that Adam was again his old
self, Monroe was happy to be back on the job
(thanks to Adam), and Adam was just plain happy.
The only down note of the evening was from
Freddie, he confessed to blowing a history test and
got a C-minus. The Colonel would have some terse

words with him later that evening.

Adam returned to his quarters in the Operations
Center the next day, the mood there was definitely
upbeat after the previous dismal period.

The boy was back and happy, Monroe was back
and giving orders, things were as they should be.
Agent Kincaid returned to his previous assignment

more than a little relieved to be off the hot seat.

It was announced that a Senate Committee would
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convene the following Monday to investigate the
events in Los Angeles. The local child welfare
people filed suit to have Adam placed under their

protection.
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The Big House

Dr. Simmons continued to closely monitor
Adam’s progress, his right leg would eventually
regain it’s full strength and mobility, in the mean time
it would ache when he was tired and did not have
the strength that it should. His ribs ceased to be a
problem beyond some lingering tenderness.
Swimming seemed the best therapy and the boy
spent as much time in the Academy pool as was

possible.

Agent Monroe began a series of meetings to
revise security procedures during field operations.
Adam would wear a Kevlar vest whenever he left
the armored Suburban, he would not leave the
vehicle at all in any potentially dangerous areas.
Two fully qualified emergency medical technicians
would accompany the team on all assignments,
along with a fully equipped medical vehicle; there

was plenty of room in the C-17.
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The Senate committee began its hearings into the
incident in Los Angeles. The proceedings were
carried live by all of the networks, with strangely
enough, no commercial interruptions. Among the
witnesses called were Agents Parker and Harper,
Agent Monroe was given the lengthiest questioning;
he stated that the danger should have been
anticipated and that he took full responsibility for the

incident. Then it was Adam’s turn to testify.

The Committee Chairman began the session.
“We appreciate you being here today, Adam. Are
you feeling up to some questions?”

“I'm fine Senator, thank you.”

“Adam, let me begin by telling you how much this
nation appreciates the work that you've done with
the FBI. You have proved to be invaluable in
solving some of the most intractable criminal cases
and have without question saved many lives in the
process.”

“Thank you sir, the people on the Special Team

make it all work, | just tag along.”
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“You're too modest, son. You are the Special
Team.”

“Hardly, sir.”

“Adam, are you happy where you are, would you
rather be leading a more normal life somewhere?”

“I don’t think I could ever have a ‘normal’ life sir.
Until | began working with the FBI | was in so many
foster homes and group homes that I've lost count
of them all. | don't really fit in with most families, |
give most people the creeps.”

“l understand that you’'ve made friends with a
military family at Quantico, you seem to fit in there.”

“Well, they're very special people. | spend a lot of
time with them... | love them. If | were to become a
permanent part of their lives though, things would
become very complicated and difficult for them.”

“Are you happy?”

“Yes sir, I'm doing useful things, I’'m with good
people, I've made real friends for the first time. I'm

very happy, sir.”

The Senator continued. “There are more than a

few people who say that a young person like
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yourself should not be subjected to the dangers and
risks that you have faced. You were very nearly
killed in Los Angeles.”

“Sir, twenty-seven kids were killed by the people
that | helped to find. They tell me that there were
enough anthrax spores in that house we raided to
wipe out most of the city of Los Angeles. Should |
have just stayed home and watched cartoons?”
The Senator was silent for a time. “No son, |
suppose not. We just don’t want any harm to come
to you.”

“Neither do I sir. Special Team takes very good
care of me but they're not superhuman. | could fall

out of bed and break my neck.”

The senator from Virginia had some questions.
“Son, there are some persistent rumors that you
were involved in the naval operation that rescued
the survivors of the submarine Philadelphia, that you
were in fact the one who located them. Is that
true?”

“Sir, there are rumors that I'm Jesus or the son of

space aliens.”
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The packed room erupted into laughter but the
senator from Virginia didn’t join in.

“But did you help on that operation?”

“Why are you asking me this, Senator?”

“The American people have a right to know son.”

“Sir, I'm only ten, but I've read the constitution, all
of it. There’s nothing in there about a right to know.”

“Son, | really must insist that you answer my
guestion.”

“No sir | didn’t locate that submarine, I'm afraid of
water.”
More laughter.

“Now we know that’s not quite the truth, don’t we
son?”
The Committee chairman interrupted, “We are not
here to give this brave child the fifth degree. Adam
has shed his blood for this country and has stepped
up to the bat whenever he has been called. He has
the everlasting gratitude of this republic. These

proceedings are now adjourned.”

In the end it came down to two simple choices.

Did the country need the abilities of Adam Valentine,
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or should he be playing little league baseball and
video games. As Adam would say, “Piece-O-cake.”
The child welfare people and the good Senator from

Virginia had of course, other ideas.

Three weeks after the shooting, Special Team
was ready to resume limited operations. Adam was
walking well without crutches and was getting a bit
antsy with all of the inactivity. His leg still ached
some when exercised, but good progress was being
made.

A nasty bank hostage situation that was occurring
in Washington, D.C. was only a short helicopter
flight away. Monroe thought that a brief operation
would get things back in the groove for everyone

while not being too tiring for Adam.

Three heavily armed men had entered a Federal
Credit Union building hoping for a quick in and out
money grab. The robbery attempt went immediately
bad when a bystander with a cell phone called 911
almost as soon as the trio entered the bank. The

bystander was then promptly shot dead for his
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trouble. By the time the robbers attempted to leave
the building was totally surrounded by the
Washington D.C. Police Department. There were
fifty hysterical people on the credit union floor and
the bad guys were threatening to shoot one of them
every ten minutes unless their demands for an

escape vehicle and non-pursuit were met.

The Special Team arrived ten minutes before the
first deadline was set. A Brinks armored transport
was pressed into service to hide and protect the flak
jacketed Adam. Unless the robbers had anti-tank
weapons the boy would be perfectly safe. Agent
Monroe coordinated with the senior police official at
the scene, it was agreed that Special Team would
make the initial entry after Adam had rendered the
bad guys inert. All of the entry team wore radio

headsets so that Adam could talk to them directly.

“We're set when you are, Adam.” Said Monroe.
“Okay, here’s what I'll do. I'll freeze up their guns
first, open the front door locks, and then put the bad

guys to sleep. Don’t move in until | give the word.”
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“Sounds fine to us, do it.”
Everyone shut up and remained still while Adam
went to work. The robbers assault rifles ceased to
have any moving parts, likewise their handguns.
The metal slide bolts in the heavy front door
liquefied and ceased to be of any use. Time for a
nap.

“Okay, get ready guys.” Said Adam.
In quick succession, the three hooded figures
dropped abruptly to the floor inside the credit union.

“Go! They're down!”

The entry team was up the steps and inside
within twenty seconds, Adam gave them directions
to all of the robbers, within ninety seconds the three
miscreants were cuffed hand and foot and began to
slowly regain consciousness. Word was passed for
the D.C. Police to enter and take charge of the
situation. The Special Team quickly departed, no

one had even seen Adam during the operation.

Adam thought that the Kevlar vest he had to wear

was hot and uncomfortable but he kept his
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comments to himself, he knew what Monroe would
have to say. The team was back at Quantico in time
for a swim before dinner. Most of the team decided
to join Adam in the Academy pool to relax and cool
off for a bit. The sight of the boy’s scars caused
some black thoughts about what should happen to
the shooters, still the boy seemed to be his old

happy self. That wasn't to last for long however.

As Adam and the two married agents sat on the
edge of the pool talking about the credit union bust
the boy noticed a group of people enter the pool
building.

“Uh oh, trouble.” Adam whispered.

“What is it?” Asked a somewhat alarmed Parker
as he pulled off the towel covering his service pistol.

“Do gooders. Shooting them won’t help any.”

An agent was escorting two Deputy Sheriffs and two
civilians; they all had on visitor badges.

“Guess | better pack my bag again.” Sighed
Adam.

The female civilian introduced herself and her
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companion.  “Hello, my name is Patricia Long,
this is my associate Ralph Beeker, were with the
county child protection agency.”

“What is it we can do for you, Ms. Long?” Asked
Parker with a sinking feeling shared by all.

“I'll come right to the point, we have a court order
to take Adam Valentine into protective custody
pending a court hearing about his safety and well
being with the FBI. Recent events seem to suggest
that the boy’s best interests and safety are not being
adequately seen to. You may verify the authenticity
of these documents if you like.”

“This is crazy! When does this order take effect?”
Demanded Harper.

“Immediately, the boy is to accompany us to the
central facility today. He needs to get dressed and
to pack a few clothes. | might add, if you do not
cooperate with this court order you can and will be
held in contempt.”

“Shit! We're going to get dressed, and then you
can follow us back to the Operations Center. We'll
sort things out there.” Parker would have preferred

to simply shoot the snotty twit.
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“Very well.” Sniffed Ms. Long.

Agent Monroe was undergoing a true conniption
fit.

“There was a federal ruling making Adam a
special ward of the government, specifically the
FBI”

“I'm sorry, but this court order supersedes that
ruling on the basis that the child is in imminent
danger and has indeed been seriously injured while
here.” Replied an overly smug Ms. Long.

“I need to make some phone calls, you'll have to
wait for a while.”

“Go right ahead, Agent Monroe.”

Monroe made inquiries as far as the White
House, but to no avail. For the time being Adam
would have to accompany the county officials and
remain in their custody until the legal battles were
fought. It was agreed by all that this question of
custody was politically motivated, if you controlled

the boy, you controlled power.
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“What sort of security arrangements have you
made for the boy?” Asked Monroe.

“He’ll be placed in our maximum security juvenile
facility for the time being, he’ll be quite safe there.”
Replied Beeker.

“That’s a jail for juvenile offenders for Christ’s
sake! Adam’s certainly no criminal!”

“We don’t use the term ‘jail’, Agent Monroe, and
it's for his own safety until more suitable
arrangements can be made.”

“How very correct of you! If you let anything
happen to that boy, if he so much as gets a
hangnail, you’ll be looking me in the face, is that
clear?”

“Threats aren’t helpful in this matter, Agent
Monroe, and besides, he was shot and nearly bled
to death under your tender care.”

Monroe just turned and stalked out of the room.
Now he had to tell the boy he had to go with these
cold fish.

Adam was sitting on his bed; he had a small

knapsack packed with some clean clothes and a few
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personal items. He remembered the routine.

“I'm ready to go. I'm taking my cell phone, maybe
| can sneak it in.”

Monroe was at a loss. “Adam, | just don’t know
what to say, this is totally insane!”

“Don’t worry about me, Agent Monroe, | think
they’ll find out that having me there might be, shall
we say, a tad disruptive?”

Monroe smiled a bit, he knew what disruptive could
mean.

“Try not to burn the place down, son. We’'ll all be
working overtime to get you back here.”

“I'll leave it standing. | guess we’d better go now.”
Adam gave the large agent a hug and together they

went to meet the ‘welfare creeps’.

“Hello Adam, I'm Patricia Long, it's nice to meet
you.” She extended her hand toward the boy.

“Hi.” No handshake. No smile.

“This is Ralph Beeker, we work together.”
Not even a “Hi” this time.

“Well, we should get going, it's getting late in the

day and we still have a lot to do.” Said Ms.

316



Horseface.

Adam gave each of the agents a hug, or a hug and
a kiss, as the case might be. The two civilians and
the uncomfortable looking deputies who seemed to
have little stomach for their assignment then
escorted him out. Adam rode in the deputy’s
cruiser, the civilians led the way. The trip was not

without a number of incidents.

About a mile outside the Marine base the welfare
worker’s sedan began to shed various components.
The hubcaps went first, popping off one at a time
and clattering to the roadside. The side rear view
mirrors then fell off, bouncing and shattering on the
pavement. Chrome strips and assorted trim pieces
joined their fallen companions. Finally both the
trunk and hood of the car flew up and the civilians
had to pull over.

“What the hell is the matter with that car?” Asked

the passenger side deputy.

Steam and smoke began rising from the stricken

vehicle. Long and Beeker walked back to the
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deputy’s car and requested to ride with them.
Adam didn’t want to ride next to them, he insisted on
riding up front with the deputies who were only too
happy to oblige.

“l can’t understand what went wrong with that car!
It was in perfect condition this morning!” Exclaimed
Beeker.

“Must be the nuts behind the wheel.” Mumbled
Adam.

As the journey continued, things began to happen
to the deputy’s cruiser. Eventually the vehicle lost
all electrical power, one wheel fell completely off,
even the deputy’s portable radios and cell phones
ceased to function. The five people had to walk the
last mile to the juvenile facility, all the while Adam
loudly and pitifully complained that his leg was
hurting him terribly. It eventually dawned on the
rather dim welfare types that the boy had caused
their misfortune and they confronted him about it.

“You did those things, didn’t you?” Demanded Ms.
Long.

“What things? My leg hurts!” Adam whimpered
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as he limped along.

“You ruined those cars!”

“How could | do that?”

“Those weird abilities you have! We won'’t
tolerate that sort of behavior, you could be charged
with vandalism!”

“You could be charged with impersonating a
person!” Adam was getting rather worked up too.

“Be quite! No more impertinence out of you!”

“Bite me!” Adam’s usual standards of decorum
had slipped more than a little in recent weeks.

“Things can be made very difficult for you if you
don’t cooperate and do as you're told, am | getting
through to you?” Ms. Long was quite red in the face.

“No you're not. I'm feeling faint from the pain in

my leg!”

The deputies were doing their very best not to fall
on the ground laughing. After a noisy eternity, they
all finally arrived at the juvenile facility.

“This place looks like Alcatraz!” Exclaimed Adam
as he collapsed pitifully onto the sidewalk.

“Be quite and get up! Some of the children here
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just have a few behavioral problems.” Snapped Ms.
Long.

“Yeah, like murder and rape. Nice razor wire on
top of the fences, real homey.” Adam made a major
production of struggling to his feet.

“Shut up!”

“No. Will I have my own leg shackles, or will |
have to share?”

“You need to learn some discipline, you're a
spoiled brat. All of that fame has turned you into a
little monster!”

“Will I have my own wooden bowl for the gruel?
What about the guards? I've heard they’'re mostly
child molesters in places like this!”

“Will you SHUT UP?”

“No. Will I get a blanket, or does everyone sort of
huddle together naked for warmth at night?”

Ms. Long appeared about ready to physically attack
the boy when one of the deputies placed himself
between them.

“Ma’am, let’s just go inside and get the paperwork
done.” Suggested the deputy.

“Yes, of coursel!”
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The guard at the facility’s front entrance inquired
about why they were all on foot, Ms. Long just
glared at him and stomped on past. Adam shook
the man’s hand and said he was pleased to meet
him. Once inside the two welfare workers led Adam
into the administrator’s office. The two deputies

went off to telephone for a working vehicle.

Like Ms. Long and Mr. Beeker, Senator Brimley of
Virginia had promised the administrator of the facility
a rosy future. All they had to do was keep Adam
under their control, or rather the Senator’s control.

“Hello Adam, my name is Mr. Hawthorne. I'm the
administrator of this facility.”

“Charmed, I'm sure.” Adam mumbled.

“How are you feeling, your leg and everything?”

“They made me walk for over a mile on my
wounded leg, it really hurts. She kept yelling at me
too!”

Hawthorne glared at Ms. Long.

“That little monster ruined both vehicles, don’t ask
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me how, they just fell apart on the way over here.
He’s been giving us nothing but lip and trouble the
entire trip!” She explained.

“Is that true, Adam?”

“Of course not, she hates me! Why am | being
putin a jail?”

“This isn’t a jail Adam, it's a juvenile facility. You'll
be safe here until permanent arrangements can be
made.”

“What's my crime?”

“You haven’'t committed any crimes son, the
nation is very proud of your work.”

“Then why am | in a jail?”

“This isn’t a jail!”

“Will I be locked up?”

“This is a secure facility. The doors are kept
locked for your safety.”

“Then it is a jail. Will the guards beat me a lot?”

“No! And this is not a jail.”

“Do | get a phone call?”

“No you do not. Who do you want to call?”

“The Marines.”

“Very funny, you like to kid people don’t you?”
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“l wasn't kidding. You're not one of those guys
who likes boys are you?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know, a peda..peda... a sex pervert.”

“You mind your mouth! | will not tolerate that sort
of talk from any of the inma.. any of the boys at this
facility, no matter how famous they may be. Is that
understood?”

“You almost said ‘inmate’, didn’'t you?”

The administrator whirled and snatched up the
telephone.

“Washington! Get in here and start this boy
through in processing. | want it done by the book
with no exceptions, and | mean no exceptions!” He
turned and faced Adam. “You won'’t be quite the
little smart ass when she’s through with you.”

“Golly jeepers!” Exclaimed Adam.

Mrs. Alesha Washington stood five foot eight and
weighed about two hundred and five pounds. She
entered the administrator’s office, put one hand on
the boy’s shoulder and then led him outside and

down the hall.
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“Come on boy, let’'s get this done. Rule number
one around here is whatever | say it is.”

“What's rule number two?”

“There is no rule number two.”

“Oh.” Adam sensed that this person was cut from

sterner material than his most recent acquaintances.

“What's in that back pack?”

“Just some extra clothes and stuff.”

“You give that to me, you won't be needing it
here, we supply what you wear.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“l swear, | can’t figure out why in the world they
sent you of all people to a hard place like this.”

“l think someone is playing political football and
I’m the football.”
Mrs. Washington led the boy into a large tiled room
that had one large table in the middle of it; there
were shower nozzles along one wall plus the ever-
present observation camera.

“Uh oh,” thought Adam, “this looks like really bad
news.”

“Take off all of your clothes and jewelry, put them
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on the table, then take a shower over there, use the
green shampoo on your hair.”
Adam hesitated a moment, there seemed no way
out of this short of a jailbreak.

“What's the matter, boy? Don't tell me you're
bashful or something?”

“Well, sort of. You're a lady.”

“l ain’t no lady and you ain’t got nothing | never
seen before, now stop dawdlin.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

The mortified boy slowly took off his watch,
shoes, and socks and put them on the table.
Resigning himself to his fate, he even more slowly
undressed under the watchful and all seeing eyes of
Mrs. Washington and the observation camera.

“Lord child, just look at them bullet holes in you!
I’d sure like to get my hands on those homeboys
that did that to you. That leg bother you much?”

“Some, it's getting better though.” Adam
attempted to cover his male parts with his hands.

“Well, get on with your shower, mind you do a

good job too.”
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“Yes Ma’am.”

Adam got under the strong spray and did as he
was told while keeping his back to he guard. The
green shampoo smelled like some sort of medicine.
When he had finished and rinsed off, Mrs.
Washington tossed him a white towel. She spoke to
him as he dried off.

“I'm supposed to do a cavity search now.”

“Oh, okay. My teeth are fine anyway, | don’'t have
any cavities.”

Mrs. Washington explained what a cavity search
entailed. “We have to check to see if you have
anything hidden up your butt.”

“Oh Geez, that's gross!”

The lady guard leaned close and spoke in a low
whisper. “l know it's silly putting you through such a
thing, but if | don't do it then that fat slob in the front
office will have the excuse he needs to get me fired,
| got a daughter to support.”

“But lady! Why...” Adam knew he was wasting his
breath.

“Toss your towel in that bin and bend over the
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table, this won’t take but just a minute.”
Adam felt helpless and exposed; he almost put the
lady guard to ‘sleep’ but slowly did as she asked.
The woman put on a latex exam glove and smeared
some sort of clear jelly stuff on her index finger.

“Just relax son, it goes easier if you don’t clinch
up and resist.”

“Oh Geez lady, do you have to do this?” Adam
pleaded, almost in tears.
His answer was a firm pressure on his anus, then a
quick thrust into him to explore and feel for
something that shouldn’t be there. Adam sucked in
his breath at this uncomfortable invasion of his most
private place, in a few seconds the intrusion ceased
as the woman withdrew her finger and tossed the
glove in a trashcan.

“I'm sorry son, but | have to follow the rules here,
those surveillance cameras don't allow for no rule

bending. Hope you don’t hold it against me.”

Adam stood up, feeling violated and beyond
humiliation. He did manage a civil reply to the

woman.
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“l understand. Why am | being treated like a
criminal, | didn’t do anything wrong?”

“I know son, I'm sorry about all of this.”

“I'm naked, can’t | please get dressed?”

“We supply your clothes here. Come on with
me.”

“What about my watch?”

“You get it back when you leave.”

Feeling like a germ on a microscope slide, the
totally bare boy tried to cover himself as he followed
the woman out into the hall and down two doors to
the clothing issue room, thankfully they didn’t
encounter anyone else along the way. Everything
was of course too large by several sizes. By rolling
up his sleeves and pants legs, Adam managed to
look only somewhat ridiculous. The cheapo
sneakers felt like clown shoes.

“Boy, you'll need to grow some if you're every
going to do time.”

“Yes Ma’am, it would appear so. When'’s dinner?”

“Afraid you're too late, dinner’s over. Breakfast's

at seven in the morning.”
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‘Rats.”
“We got them here, t00.”

“Geez!”

Adam collected some sheets and a blanket, along
with a rubbery toothbrush and comb. Mrs.
Washington led him down a corridor lined with
heavy metal doors. Not quite barred cells but
almost.

“This is the isolation section. You'll have a room
to yourself in here, it's safer. You won’'t be mixing
with the general population. Your meals will be
brought to you here. You’'ll get to go outside to the
special yard every day.”

“l can only wonder where | would be if | had
actually committed a crime.”

“Ain’t that the truth? Here’s your room, make up
your bed, the lights go out at nine o’clock. Sleep
tight, son.”

“Yes Ma’am, thank you.” Adam walked into the
tiny room.

Mrs. Washington then closed and locked the door
behind him.
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“Well this totally sucks.” He said to the four bare

walls.

During Adam’s unpleasant introduction to the
penal system the Agents at Quantico began making
numerous telephone calls, the majority of them were
to the news media to inform them of the boys’ new
address. When the President was first informed of
the end run done by Senator Brimley he threw a
very expensive Remington bronze at an equally
expensive antique mirror. The crude term
“shitstorm” can only describe the uproar and the
outrage that resulted when the networks broke the
news to the nation. It would seem that the good
Senator from Virginia had made a miscalculation of

biblical proportions.

Adam’s room consisted of a metal-framed cot that
was bolted to the floor. The decor was accented
with a stainless steel toilet/sink combination. A
single fluorescent fixture was built in flush with the
ceiling. There was a small, wire-covered window

high up on the wall opposite the door. The boy
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made up his bed and lay down to consider his next
action. Might as well go ‘exploring’. Now where did

she put that backpack?

Adam left a part of himself in his room and moved
out to locate his backpack that contained his cell
phone. He quickly found the wire enclosed storage
room where personal possessions were kept. There
it was! The zippered side compartment opened and
out popped his phone. At least they hadn’t stolen it.
The small device floated over to the security wire,
several strands distorted and allowed the phone to
pass through. Adam kept the cell phone up against
the ceiling on its trip back to his room. Along the
way, a security camera was made to go out of focus,
permanently. Once at his room the phone dropped
down to floor level and slid through the small arch
that had formed along the bottom of the steel door.

Time to make a phone call.

“Special Ops, Agent Matthews speaking.”
“Hi, this is Adam. Is Agent Monroe still around, or

should | call him at home?”

331



“Adam! Where are you? We’ve been going
crazy!”

“Just sitting here in stony lonesome. | managed
to retrieve my cell phone.”

“Great! Hang on, I'll put you through to Monroe.”
During the brief pause Adam checked the battery
indicator on the phone, about three-quarters full.

“Hello Adam! Are you okay?” Asked a frazzled
Monroe.

“Hi. I'm all right. | missed dinner. They have me
In an isolation room, they said it would be safer.”

“How have they been treating you?”

“Well, I had to undress and take a shower with
this lady guard watching, she was nice but it was
still pretty embarrassing. No beatings or torture.
They gave me some clothes that would fit you. This
place is a jail, | don’t care what they call it.” Adam
didn’t want to make any mention of the mortifying
cavity search.

“We’'re working very hard to get you out of there.
The President went on national television and
absolutely flayed the child welfare services here for

playing politics with you. He also called for the
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iImpeachment of Senator Brimley, who's behind this
whole mess. There have been demonstrations in
Los Angeles, San Francisco, and New York, all
calling for your release. The one in LA was almost a
riot.”

“Oh man! Was anybody hurt?”

“Nothing serious, the police were almost on the
side of the rioters. | understand the facility where
you're at is pretty well surrounded by news crews
and demonstrators right now. They may need to call
out some national guard to protect the place.”

“Good Lord. | didn't look out that far. You can’t
hear anything in here where I'm at. | don’t have a
radio or anything.”

“Hang in there son, things are happening, we’ll
get you out.”

“Okay. | better hang up and save the battery in
the phone, | don’t have any way to recharge it.”

“All right. Call if anything happens, get some
sleep for now.”

“Will do. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight son.”
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Promptly at six-thirty the next morning the light
came on in Adam’s room and a loud bell rang in the
hallway outside. True to form the boy just curled up
tighter and pulled the blanket over his head. He
was supposed to get up, make his bed and be ready
for the guard’s inspection before breakfast at seven,
naturally none of this occurred. The morning guard
unlocked his door and walked in, it was not Mrs.

Washington.

“What the hell do you think you're doing? The
bell rang a half hour ago!” Screamed Mr. Johnson,
the morning shift guard.

“Mmph. Huh?” Adam still wasn’t a morning
person.

“Get out of that rack! | don’t care who you are,
when you’re in my section you toe the line!”
Johnson yanked the covers off the boy and grabbed
his T-shirt, yanking him to his feet on the cold floor.

“‘Geez!”

“Shut up and get dressed! You just missed
breakfast. Maybe next time you’ll get the message

when that bell goes off!” Mr. Johnson was not a very
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nice person at all.

The guard turned and slammed the door shut on
the slightly dazed but awake boy. He was going to
yell after the guard that he hadn’'t had any dinner
either but decided that he’d better not. He made his
bed and performed his morning routine as best he
could in the bare room. His stomach was becoming
audible. After a time he decided to make another

phone call.

“Adam! Good morning son. How are you doing?”
Asked Monroe.

“Hi, I'm okay. Don’t you ever go home, it's only
seven thirty?”

“I came in early. What are you doing?”

“Starving to death. | missed breakfast t0o.”

“Why? They have to feed you, it's the law!”

“Apparently | didn’t get out of bed when | should
have, the morning guard is definitely Gestapo
material.”

“I'm calling the administrator! This is ridiculous!”

“Don’t do that, they don’t know | have this phone,
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they’d probably try to take it away. Any progress on
getting me sprung?”

“The President has instructed the Attorney
General to go directly to the Supreme Court for a
final ruling on your status. The court will agree to an
emergency session tomorrow morning. This hasn’t
been released to the public yet, there are some
details to be worked out, but it's going to happen.
The country is really worked up over this. Some of
the Marines at Quantico were about ready to bust
you out, come hell or high water. It wasn’t a mutiny
but it came close. Colonel Richter talked some
sense into them, they listened to him since he’s
almost like a father to you.”

“My gosh. TI'll call Colonel Richter, maybe he can
tell everybody there | said to be cool.”

“That sounds like a good idea. I'm going to come
over and see if | can bull my way in to visit you. You
hang tight, don’t make any big waves, this’ll work
out.”

“All right sir, thanks. Bye.”

“See you later kid.”
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Adam waited until the clock on the cell phone said
eight and then dialed Colonel Richter’s office at
Quantico.

“Richter here!” He didn’t sound at all happy.

“Good morning sir, it's me, Adam.”

“Adam! Am | glad to hear your voice! Are you
okay?”

“Sure. Agent Monroe said there was some
excitement at the base.”

“Just some hotheads, can’t say | really blame
them though.”

“I'm sorry this is causing so much trouble, maybe
you could tell the men that I'm okay and they should
just be cool. There’s a whole bunch of stuff in the
works to get me out of here.”

“I'll do that this morning. Is there anything | can
do for you now? Just name it.”

“Tell Mrs. Richter to bake me a cake with a file in
it. | better hang up for now, I'm using my cell phone
and | need to conserve the battery.”

“All right son, God bless you. Don’t take any crap
from anyone.”

“No sir, bye.”
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“Goodbye.”
“If they don’t get him out of that place, they’ll deal

with me and the Corp!” Richter said to himself.

Senator Brimley did a cut and run routine,
denying any connection to the child welfare
authorities. Ms. Long and Mr. Beeker were left, as
the expression goes, to twist in the wind. The judge
who signed the court orders was on a sudden
vacation and couldn’t be reached. Administrator
Hawthorne was in a blind panic by the time that

Monroe and five FBI agents barged into his office.

“My name is Monroe, I'm with the FBI. We're
here to see Adam Valentine.” Monroe thrust his ID in
front of Hawthorne’s nose.

“I'm sorry, only family members are allowed
access to the boys here.” Hawthorne seemed about
to wet himself.

“We are his family. Now unless you want us to
release the items we’ve turned up about your lack of
professional qualifications to hold this job you'll let

us see the boy, now.”
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“What do you mean, are you threatening me?”

“Your diploma is a phony and yes, we are
threatening you.”
Hawthorne seemed to wilt completely. “Very well, I'll
have the boy sent for.”

“No. You take us to him.”

“All right, come with me.”

The somewhat unsteady administrator led the six
agents through the facility to the isolation section.
People moved quickly to get out of the way; there
was something about the look in the agent’s eyes.
The morning guard, Mr. Johnson, stepped lively to
unlock the boy’s door. Adam was waiting for them
and launched himself at Monroe.

“Agent Monroe! Welcome to the big house!”

“Hi, inmate. You look like someone in a gangster
movie”

“You dirty rat!” Adam’s Cagney imitation wasn’t
very good at all.

“Have you had anything to eat yet?”

“Just a piece of my foot. | almost caught a

cockroach.”
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Monroe sat the boy down and turned to the
sweating Hawthorne.

“Could you please tell me WHY THIS BOY ISN'T
BEING FED! “?
Even Adam cringed at the volume.
Hawthorne’s eyes darted about like he was a mouse
at a cat show.

“Johnson! This is your responsibility! Why hasn’t
this boy had anything to eat?”

“He didn’t get up when he was supposed to. It's
your rule, | was just following procedures!”

Stammered Johnson.

Monroe spoke almost in a whisper. “l don’t care
what the reason is. | don’t care if Adam murdered
twelve guards and set fire to the building. If there
iIsn’t a decent meal in front of this child in ten
minutes | will personally arrest the both of you on
child abuse charges and parade you in front of
those TV cameras out front. You'll be lucky if you're
only lynched.”

Johnson nodded his head and took off down the hall

toward the kitchen area. Monroe spoke once more
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to the administrator.

“l need to speak with the boy in private, go away.”

“I'll be in my office.” Hawthorne also could move
pretty fast.

“What happens when you really get mad, Agent
Monroe?” Asked Adam.

“You're too young to hear about things like that.”

“Cool.”

Adam greeted and high-five the other agents
before he sat on the bed with Monroe to talk.

“l still can’t believe the stupidity of the people who
engineered this farce. The consensus is that
Senator Brimley wanted you under the control of the
local authorities, which would put you under his
control. People would have to come to him for your
help. It seems to have backfired totally.” Monroe
explained.

“Remind me never to vote for the good Senator.”

“It looks like you'll have to spend one more night
here at least. The Supreme Court is rushing things,
but it still takes some time.”

“I'll survive. | think the screws are afraid of you. |
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could always bust out if | had too.”
“You've seen too many cop movies. You're
starting to talk like Al Capone.”

“This place does that to you.”

Johnson zoomed up the hall with a covered tray
and gave it to one of the agents. Breakfast! The
guard outdid himself, the toast wasn’t burnt and the
eggs didn’'t bounce. There was even orange juice,
sort of. Monroe didn’t get much conversation out of

the boy until the tray was empty.

“Better?”

“Um. It's not five star, but beggars can’t be picky.”

“Here. | brought you an extra battery for your
phone. Where do you hide it anyway?” Asked
Monroe.

“Inside the door.”

“That’s a metal door.”

“Yeah.”

“Oh. | keep forgetting. | guess you really could
bust out of here at that.”

“There ain’t no joint built that'll hold me!”
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“Stop it with the Cagney, please.”

‘Sorry.”

“We should go for now. There’ll be some people
from HRT stationed just outside this dump. You
have any bad trouble, get on the phone, they’ll be in
here in sixty seconds.”

“No problem. Don’t worry. | think you put the fear
of God into the jerks here, you sure scared me.”

“I did? I'll have to remember that.”

Adam gave the agent a hug and said goodbye to the
others. As the FBI agents were walking away from
the boy’s room they heard the parting shot.

“Top of the world, ma!”

“That boy really needs to work on his Cagney.”

Monroe grinned.

Johnson dropped his keys when the metal meal
tray floated out of the room and came to rest on the
hallway floor. With Adam giving him his best smile
the guard barely managed to close and lock the
door.

“Thank God that fat bitch Washington takes over

this afternoon.” Thought Johnson.
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At eleven that morning Adam got his daily ‘outing’
in the special yard. It was actually just a small
courtyard with concrete walls on all sides. The top
was fenced over with double chain link. Johnson
escorted the boy to the door that opened into the
yard.

“Enjoy, weirdo. One hour.”

Adam stuck his head out and said, “Cool, no firing
squad.”

The boy blinked as he walked out into the bright
sun. At least it wasn’t raining. His leg had stiffened
up some from the lack of activity so he began
walking briskly around the edge of the courtyard.
The oversize shoes made walking awkward and
since the pavement was warm he took off the
sneakers and his socks and continued his excursion
bare footed. One of the more daring news
helicopters that constantly buzzed around the facility
made a lower than normal pass over the facility,
Adam looked up and waved to the noisy machine as

it came to a hover.
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The female reporter yelled to her camera
operator.

“There! In that fenced over yard! Zoom in,
dammit!”
The pictured blurred and bobbled for a second and
then the helicopter news team was rewarded with
Adam'’s face looking up at them and smiling. He
even waved at them.

“That’s him! That’s him!” Squealed the reporter,
“Go live to the network, now!”
The image of the small barefoot boy in the baggy
blue denim uniform was instantly flashed across the
country, and then around the world. Finally, they
had something to put on the screen. They certainly

had an audience.

“This is Karen Woods, we're live from the Action 5
News helicopter. As you can see we are overhead
the county juvenile facility for boys. The figure you
can see who just waved to us is definitely Adam
Valentine. He appears to be alone in that fenced
over courtyard, and he doesn’'t seem to have any

shoes on. His clothing looks far too large to fit him.
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There, he just smiled and waved again. | wish we
could talk to him. He seems to be just walking
around the perimeter of the yard. He appears to by
limping some. This must be some sort of exercise
period. You would think that they could give the

dear child some shoes.”

Hawthorne’s television had been on all morning
and when he looked up he saw the image of a small
boy limping around the special yard. He didn’t
bother using the intercom, he just yelled for Johnson
at the top of his lungs.

“Yes sir?”

“Look at that!” Hawthorne pointed at the
television.

“Shit! On my way!”

The helicopter reporter continued.

“Adam is still making his way around the yard,
wait a minute. Someone, a guard it seems, has
entered the yard and is approaching the boy.
Adam’s trying to back up, now he’s raising his arms

as if to protect himself. This is just awful! The

346



guard has him by the collar now and is pulling him
toward the door. He fell! The poor boy felll My
God! Now the guard has pulled him up again,
they’re moving near the door, Adam’s hanging onto
the edge of the doorway, they’re inside now and the
door has been shut. Ladies and gentlemen, this is
just the cruelest sort of treatment imaginable for that
young boy. Adam Valentine, a boy who is a truly
genuine American hero. A boy who was seriously
wounded just a few short weeks ago in service to
this country. This is just unforgivable!”

Emmy time.

Adam knew that the helicopter had television
equipment on board so he hammed it up a little,
actually a lot. He thought that the raised arms and
the fall were great touches. After he was returned to
his room he immediately called the Operations

Center to speak with Monroe.

“Adam! Did that bastard hurt you?” Demanded
Agent Monroe.

When the boy finished laughing he said, “Heck no, |
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thought a pitiful performance might turn up the heat
some on the jerks. I'm fine, Mr. Johnson didn’t hurt
me at all, | think he’s afraid to.”

“But we saw you fall!”

“Neat touch, huh?”

“You faked that?”

“l ought to get an Oscar.”
It was Monroe’s turn to laugh now; it took some time
to compose himself.

“Get a grip, Agent Monroe.”

“Adam, you're giving me more gray hairs every
day.”

“Makes you look distinguished.”

“I'd better pass the word around about what you
did or the next helicopters over there might be
Marine gun ships.”

“Okay, talk to you later.”

All nine Justices of The Supreme Court saw the
videotape of the courtyard incident before the day
was over, this could not hurt. Employees of the
juvenile facility had to be brought to and fro in a

National Guard armored personnel carrier. There
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was a crowd gathered around the facility estimated

at fifty thousand.

Mrs. Washington came on duty at three that
afternoon. As soon as she was able to she came by
to see Adam. While she was fumbling with her
keys, the lock clicked open and the door swung
inward.

“Hi Mrs. Washington. Nice to see you.”

“Hello boy. Wasn't that door locked?”

“Yes Ma’am, | saw you coming and opened it for
you.”

“What do you mean?”

Adam pointed at the lock, the bolt clicked in and out
several times.

“Like that. Easy.”

“Good Lord in heaven! All them weird stories
about you must be true then!”

“Well, not all of them. I'm not a space alien.”

“Maybe not. You ought to see the crowd of
people around this place. | had to ride to work in
one of them damned tank things!”

“Cool.”
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“Cool my butt! | thought I was gonna suffocate in
that noisy thing!”

“Sorry. What'’s for dinner?”

“I don’'t know and you probably don’'t want to
know either.”

“Oh. Lunch sort of sucked. | didn’t know
lunchmeat came in those colors. Can | order a
pizza from outside?”

“Any pizza delivery guy would have to drop in by
parachute.”

“Just a thought.”

“l was watching some TV before | came to work,
seems like Mr. Johnson would be safer on some
other planet.”

“l can’t say I'm really sad about that.”

“Me either, boy. I've got some rounds to make,
you stay put. I'll bring you supper in an hour or so,
we can talk some more.”

“Thanks, you're the only nice person I've met in
here.”

“You ain’t seen me mad then, have you?”

“Well, no.”

Mrs. Washington chuckled and closed the door but
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before she could lock it she heard the bolt click into
place.
“He’s a nice boy,” she thought, “sure gives me the

creeps though.”

Dinner was ‘meat loaf’, which Adam liked,
especially if Mrs. Richter fixed it, but the brown slab
on his meal tray looked liked some sort building
material. The mashed potatoes looked all right until
you actually tasted them. The peas had no taste at
all. The bread and butter were okay. The Cool-Aide

was purple, sort of.

“Do any of the kids here make it out alive?” Adam
asked.

“Most do. The ones who eat the meat loaf usually
don’t”

“You’re a source of valuable information, Mrs.
Washington.”

“You ought to have some of my barbecue. You
need to grow some.”

“I'll give you ten thousand dollars to sneak out

and get me a hamburger.”
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“That’s right, you made a pile of money on them
shoe company pictures. | heard you gave it all to
some charity or something.”

“Not all of it. Easy money, Mrs. Washington.”

“You'’re tempting me, boy. | don’t know how |
would get in and out of here or I'd take you up on
your offer.”

“Maybe when | get out of here | can take you up
on your barbecue offer.”

“I'd like that. I've got a daughter about your age,
she’s got two of them shoe company pictures on her
wall. She’d have a fit if she got to meet you.”

“‘Janet.”

“How’d you know her name?”

“I'm weird, remember.”

“Yeah, but you're okay anyway.”

In light of the rising domestic tensions and the
amazing amount of heat that just about every
politician in the nation was getting, the Supreme
Court agreed to a late night emergency session. In
the space of five minutes the court order placing

Adam under the authority of the child protection
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services was rescinded. A separate ruling clarifying
the boy’s status was issued: “The unique and
valuable abilities of Adam Valentine requires, that in
the national interest, he be made a permanent ward
of The Government of The United States of
America. The Federal Bureau of Investigation shall
be appointed guardian and be held responsible for

his care and safety.”

It had to be one of the strangest rulings in the
history of the court and the nation. Word was
immediately passed to all of the news media in
hopes of avoiding violence in the larger cities. As it
turned out, the celebrations that followed the good

news were just happier riots.

Around one in the morning Mrs. Washington
rapped on Adam’s door and unlocked it.

“Wake up son! You've been cut loose!”

“‘“Ummmph. Huh?”

“Sit up child, I've got your clothes here. Get
dressed, you're getting out of here.”

“Oh. Okay. Geez.”
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“Your people are on the way over here now. Get
your own clothes on now, you don’t want to walk out
of here in those baggy things do you?”

Adam became partially awake and quickly
changed into his street clothes, by this time his
sense of modesty had became a good deal less
modest.

“Oh, my phone! Hold on a sec.”

“You have a phone in here?”

“Yeah it's in the door, I'll get it.”

The boy bent down to the base of the metal door,
the heavy sheet metal puckered and formed an oval
opening, out popped the cell phone. Adam
smoothed the metal back into place and stood up.
Mrs. Washington just stood very still; her eyes could
not possibly get any bigger.

“Okay, | guess I'm all set.” Adam said.

“Child, you scare the bejesus out of me
sometimes.”

“No need to be scared, Mrs. Washington, | hardly
ever turn people into frogs.”

“Let’s go before | lock you back up.” smiled Mrs.

Washington.
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By the time Adam and the guard reached the
administrator’s office the Special Asset Team was
entering the front door of the building. Hawthorne
was still in his office, afraid to venture outside where
the mob awaited. The boy and the FBI team met in
the hallway and much backslapping, hugging, and
head rubbing took place. Adam introduced Mrs.
Washington to the agents. Monroe then called
Hawthorne out into the hall and thrust a paper under

his nose.

“Sign this, it's court order for custody of the boy.”
Hawthorne’s eyes bugged out at the letterhead of
the court involved as he scribbled his name quickly
on the line.

Monroe continued. “The results of our investigation
into your background have been sent to the County
Prosecutors Office, | wouldn’t make any long range
plans if | were you, or even any short range one’s”

Hawthorne paled and scrabbled back into his office

and slammed the door.
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“Come on kid, put this vest on under your coat
and let’'s make tracks. We’d like you to say
something to the press outside so people around
the country will calm down, will you do that?” asked
Monroe, “I know you despise reporters.”

“Can Mrs. Washington come out with us, she’s
been really nice to me?”

“Of course.”

“What should | say to the reporters?”

“Whatever you like. Maybe a few calming words
of some sort.”

“Okay.”

Adam, the agents, and Mrs. Washington,
proceeded to the front entrance. Before opening the
door Monroe again spoke to the boy.

“Scope out the crowd for a few minutes, look for
any kook, especially kooks with guns.”

“All right. Give me a sec.”

Everyone stood quite and still.
“It's cool. Just a bunch of nutty people.”

“Great. Let’s go smile at the cameras.”

The FBI Agents surrounded Adam as they
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emerged into the blinding glare of the television
lights. A tremendous roaring cheer went up from
the crowd when they spotted the boy. A bank of
microphones had been set up and Agent Monroe
spoke first.

“As you can see, | have just served The Supreme
Court’s ruling to the administrator of this facility.
Adam has been returned to his home with the
Special Team at Quantico. | can tell you that | for
one am very relieved that this whole sorry episode is
over. I've persuaded Adam to say a few words to
you. Adam?”

Someone had thought to provide a plastic milk crate

for the boy to stand on.

“Hello. I'm not very good at public speaking but |
would like to thank everyone who worked to get me
released and back to where | belong. I'm fine,
although | am looking forward to some actual food.”
This produced a big laugh from the crowd. “I would
especially like to thank Mrs. Washington here, she’s
one of the guards. She was very nice to me and

helped me a lot. She's invited me over for barbecue
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sometime. | understand that there have been
disturbances in some places about me, | hope there
won’t be any more, it’s silly. Please go on home and
get some rest, that's what I'm going to do. Making
trouble is pretty pointless, especially now, there’s
been enough crazy things happening as it is. Good

night, thanks for all of your help.”

A hundred reporters shouted questions at the boy
but he just waved and got down off the milk crate.
Two Marine helicopters were waiting for the FBI
personnel; an auto trip would have been impossible

with the crowd situation.

It was nearly three in the morning before Adam
finally made it into his own bed and people went
home for some rest. Freddie came by the next
afternoon and after a heroic struggle managed to
shove his comatose friend into a cold shower. The
weekend was going to waste, for Pete’s sakes! The
weekend was sort of a waste anyway; all Adam

wanted to do was eat.
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Library Books

Agent Harper was on one of her “clean up this
mess” crusades. The building custodial staff did
part of the cleaning in Adam’s quarters, he was
responsible for the rest. It wasn't that the boy was a
slob, like most young males neatness just wasn't too
high up on his list of priorities.

“Your bedroom is a disaster! The janitor was
complaining again that they couldn’t even vacuum in
there. You can kiss off going over to Freddie’s this
weekend if you don’t clear a path in there.”

“Yes, mother.” He knew this really peeved Harper
to call her that.

“Twerp!” She knew this really peeved Adam.

“You win, no rest for poor wounded little Adam,
America’s heroic son.”

Agent Harper did her best to look stern, a hopeless
task, so she just pointed at the boy’s bedroom and
turned to leave.

“Wait a sec!” Adam exclaimed.
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“What is it?”
Adam came over to where the female Agent was
standing and looked at her curiously, and then a
smile came over his face. He then placed his hand
lightly on the woman’s abdomen.

“What in the world do you think you’re doing,
young man?” Harper asked indignantly.

“It's a girl.” He said.

“What's a girl, have you blown your hard drive or
something?”

“No, really. It's a girl, your baby.”

“My what?”

“You're a mommy, didn’t you know?”

“If this is one of your silly practical jokes, you're in
big trouble.”

“l thought that ladies knew when they were
pregnant.”

“This is nuts, we use... never mind. | need to sit
down.”
The totally flustered Harper sat down on the couch,
Adam could see and feel that she was quite upset.

“I'm sorry, | didn't mean to make you feel bad, |

thought you knew.”
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“How can you tell? She asked.

“Well, it's sort of hard to explain. | just know
there’s another person in there somewhere and
she’s a qgirl.”

“My God. This can’'t be happening, we wanted to
wait a while before having kids.”

“Kids are great, Agent Harper, look at how
wonderful I've turned out!”

“Oh my Lord.”

Adam ran and fetched her a cold washcloth.

When Agent Harper had regained her composure
somewhat she went off in a daze to call her
physician’s office to make an appointment, she
didn’t trust those home pregnancy tests. Three
days later she knew that Adam hadn’t been pulling
one of his silly practical jokes. Now she had to tell
her husband, Agent Parker. During a mission

briefing, Adam bailed her out.

“All right then, we leave in three hours, any
qguestions?” Monroe was wrapping up the meeting.

“Oh, just one thing sir. | have this for Agent
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Parker.” Adam slid a small wrapped parcel across
the table to the agent.

Everyone looked at the package and Agent Parker,
who was at a complete loss.

“Well open it, Parker!” Said an impatient Monroe.
Knowing Adam'’s tastes in practical jokes Parker
gingerly tore off the paper wrapping as if diffusing a
bomb. It was just a book.

“What is this?” Asked Parker as he held up “The
Handbook For New Fathers.”

“You're a daddy, dummy.” Adam announced to
one and all.

Harper had turned a beet red as she nodded her
head yes at her husband. The meeting
degenerated into applause and rude remarks;
everyone had big silly grins on their faces.

“When did you find out?” Parker asked his wife.

“Adam told me a few days ago. My doctor
confirmed his diagnosis.”

Now it was Adam’s turn to redden some.
Parker looked at the boy. “I hate to even ask, how
did you know?”

Adam just gave him one of his patented shrugs.
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How indeed did he know?

Three weeks later, the White House.

“Mister President, ladies and gentlemen,” began
the Director of the CIA, “three hours ago one of our
oldest and most reliable assets inside Iraq passed
us some very grave and urgent information. Itis
almost a certainty that there are now two nuclear
devices in place in the United States, timed to
explode at noon eastern time, twenty-three hours

from now.”

The room erupted into shouts of disbelief and
outrage. Finally the President was able to restore
some order.

“How is this possible?” Demanded the President.
“Are you sure of your source?”

The CIA Director continued. “The devices were
almost certainly brought across the border at El

Paso in a motor home, from there one was to be
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sent to the San Francisco bay area, the other is in or
near New York City. Our source for this information
IS very high up in the Iragi intelligence community,
he has always provided completely accurate
information to us.”

“God in heaven! Can we find them?” Asked the
President.

“We don’t have any exact locations. If the
devices have been properly shielded they will be
almost impossible to find by conventional means.
I've asked General Curtis here today to offer one
possible solution.”

“Mr. President, as you may know when Adam was
out at Groom Lake for evaluation he was made
familiar with what a nuclear weapon looks like, and
to him, what it ‘feels’ like. | think he may have a
shot at finding them. We shouldn’t put all of our
eggs in this one basket, but | think we should put
him on it, right now.”

“It seems like every time the shit hits the fan we
turn to that boy. Do you really think he can find
them?” Asked the President.

“I honestly don’t know sir, but we don’t have a lot
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of hole cards to play here.”

“All right. Get him moving on it at once, we’ll
begin whatever other search operations possible.”

“Then if you will excuse me sir, | have things to
do.”

“Go. Any resources you need, you have.”

“Yes sir. Thank you.”

As General Curtis was leaving the room, the
possibility of evacuations was brought up. Not
knowing the exact locations of the devices would
entail moving tens of millions of people in a very
short time to where? The loss of life and property
damage due to the panic, looting, and confusion that
would follow such an evacuation order would
probably exceed that caused by the nuclear
detonations. A contingency plan was initiated in the
event the devices detonated, part of it involved

turning Iraq into a slagheap.

When Adam’s phone rang at Special Operations
in Quantico Mr. Terwilliger was struggling to keep his

student focused on the great poets of Victorian
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England. The boy lunged for the telephone as if it
were a life raft in a sea full of sharks.

“Adam here.”

It was Monroe. “Make tracks for my office son,
something’s hit the fan.”

“‘On my way.”

Mr. Terwilliger was vexed. “What is it now, how
can | do my job under these conditions?”

“Sorry Mr. T, my country calls.”
As the boy vanished through the door his tutor just
sighed and sat down on the piano bench. “I deserve

a raise,” he thought.

Adam skidded to a halt and knocked on Monroe’s
open door. The agent motioned him in and handed
him the secure telephone.

“It's General Curtis.”

The boy raised his eyebrows at Monroe as he took
the receiver.

“Hello sir, this is Adam.”

“Hello son, how are you doing?” Asked Curtis.

“I'm fine sir, something's wrong, isn’t it?”
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“Very wrong. You remember when | took you to
have a look at that nuclear warhead out at Groom?”
“It still gives me the creeps. | have to find one,

don’t I?”

“Two of them I'm afraid, are you up to some fast
moving?”

“Yes sir, what should | pack?”

“Very little, there isn’'t very much of a stowage
area in an F-15. Wear something warm.”

“Geez. Allright sir.”

“Get yourself ready, by the time you get out to the
flight line there your transportation should have
landed.”

“Yes sir, will do.”

“Let me talk to Agent Monroe before you hang
up.”

Adam handed the phone to Monroe and took off
to change and pack his knapsack. Curtis had a few
words more for the AIC.

“This is an end of the world situation. Get that
boy over to flight operations as quick as you can,

there will be two F-15’s landing there at any
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moment, one is just a back up. All that the pilots
know is that they are authorized to bust windows all
the way to JFK in New York to deliver the boy.”

“What's the panic for Chrissakes?”

“I'll tell you. You tell no one else. There are two
nuclear devices, one in the New York area, the other
In or near San Francisco. They go off in less than
twenty-two hours. Any more questions.”

“Sweet Jesus. How will Adam know what to look
for?”

“He’s been acquainted with the beast.”

“Groom Lake?”

“That’s right. Keep this to yourself, we intend to
pull him out of the search areas if he comes up dry,
we’ll do our best to keep him safe, but | have to tell
you everyone is considered expendable if it means
stopping those things from detonating.”

“l understand, | don't like it, but | understand.”

“None of us like it, it's a shitty world sometimes.”

Adam had changed into jeans and a sweatshirt by
the time that Monroe and Harper charged into his

bedroom.
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“What should | take along?”

“Where are you going?” Asked Harper, sounding
very much like the mother she would soon be.

No answer to that. “It all has to fit in my
knapsack.”

“Take your cell phone and an extra battery, a
warm jacket, those wool gloves. A change of
underwear, socks, toothbrush.” Agent Harper was
going to make an excellent mother.

“How about my blanky?”

“Don’t be cute. Be careful! We don’t want to
have to break in another weird kid.” Harper said.

“Will do, keep baby safe, Mother Harper.”

At the Quantico flight ops center the NCO in
charge of flight equipment and personal gear was
scratching his head, things didn’t come in sizes this
small.

“This is the smallest helmet we have, I've added
some extra padding to take up the slack. He’ll have
to wear what he has on, flight suits don’t come in
sizes anywhere near small enough.”

The F-15 pilot, Captain Kirk (yes he took a lot of
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ribbing) looked askance at his undersized
passenger.
“It will have to do. | have to get him to JFK in a

half hour if he has to wear a chicken suit. Let's go.”

Adam gave Monroe and Harper the hugs that
they had come to expect and jogged trailing behind
the Air Force pilot out to the waiting fighter. Along
the way the pilot talked to the boy.

“You've flown a lot before, | understand?”

“Yes sir. Not in anything like an F-15 though.”

“You ever get airsick?”

“No sir. | did a carrier landing once, | kept my
cookies.”

“What the hell were you doing on a carrier..? Oh,
the sub thing.”

“No comment.”

“Yeah, right.”

As they walked up to the side of the two-seat
version of the F-15, the pilot stopped and took the
boy by the shoulder.

“They haven'’t told me why I'm flying you to New
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York in such a damned big hurry, | don’t suppose
you would know?”

“l do know and you really don’t want to know,
Captain Kirk, trust me.”

“l could be flying tourists to Hawaii, and look at
me. Up the ladder kid, step into the seat when you
get to the top.”

“Yes sir.”

Adam scampered up the flimsy looking boarding
ladder and did as the pilot said. His small knapsack
was stowed in an equally small compartment in the

side of the aircraft.

“All right, here’s the drill.” The pilot said.
“Needless to say, don’t touch any of the switches or
controls. Especially do not touch the yellow and
black striped ejection handle, the one that’s down
between your legs. These seats will be armed.
You're sitting on a small rocket. Keep your belts
fastened at all times. If something goes haywire
and we have to punch out, | will do it all from my
seat up front. Any questions?”

“Let’s go before | change my mind.”
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“Good idea kid.”

The pilot plugged in the boy’s headset cord and
oxygen line. He gave Adam instructions on how to
lower his face shield and how to brace his body in
case of ejection. Adam gave him a thumbs up and
Captain Kirk got in the front seat. With a signal to
his wingman, the two fighter’s engines began to

wind up and howl as the canopies lowered.

Monroe and Harper felt very helpless as the two
fighters began to taxi toward takeoff.

“l don’t suppose you can tell me what the hell
General Curtis had to say to you?” Asked Harper.

“Adam always jokes about ‘saving humanity’, this
time he may well have to.”

“Just what the f.. heck has he got himself into this
time?”

Monroe wouldn’t answer.

“Pray for him. For all of us,” he finally said.

During the taxi to the runway the pilot further

briefed Adam. “This will be just a short hop, maybe
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twenty minutes. We’ve been told to refuel at JFK
and standby for a longer trip after that, any idea
where?”
“San Francisco probably, if it's still there.”
“What was that?”

“Nothing, sorry.”

Conversation was cut short as the two fighters
turned onto the runway and were given immediate
permission to depart.

“Hold on to your nuts kid, here we go.” Said Kirk.
Both F-15’s went to full afterburners about halfway
into their takeoff run; Adam was mashed back into
his not too soft seat. By the time the aircraft had
passed through five thousand feet they had already
gone supersonic, much to the chagrin of anyone on
the ground trying to take a nap. Some windows
were broken, a large number of chickens seized up
and refused to lay eggs for several days, complaints
were filed. Tough. The flight profile resembled the
parabolic arc of a missile. As soon as the aircraft
reached it's most efficient high speed cruising

altitude they began their descent into the New York
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area, still at supersonic speed.

“How ya doin back there, kid?” Asked Kirk.
“I'm not sure I'm still back here.”
“You must be, | didn’t hear you eject.”

“Then | guess I'm fine.”

The entire New York metropolitan area heard two
thunderous booms that had police switchboards
jammed for two hours. Air controllers at JFK had
orders to divert all traffic that might be in the path of
the two fighters; this caused numerous delays in
airline schedules.

Again, tough.

“Air Force flight of two, you are cleared for a
straight in approach, meet the ‘follow me’ vehicle at
the end of the runway.” The JFK tower personnel
wondered what two Air Force fighters were doing
landing here, and with such a God Almighty high
federal priority.

“Roger tower, over the outer marker, thank you for
your help.”

The controller turned to the person next to him and
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said. “Now just what in the hell is this all about?”

The ‘follow me’ truck led the two aircraft to an
emptied cargo hanger where ground personnel
directed them to taxi straight inside and shutdown.
Three Air National Guard Black Hawk helicopters
sat nearby beside the hanger. Ladders were placed
against the fighter as the canopy finished lifting. A
ground crewman climbed up and helped Adam
untangle himself from all of the belts and hoses and
then made sure of the boy’s safe descent down the
ladder. One of the civilians in the group waiting

came forward and introduced himself to the boy.

“Hello Adam, my name is Tom Meyers, I'm with
CIA, this guy beside me is Fred Kurtz, and he’s with
the Department of Energy.”

“Hello, nice to meet you both.” Adam politely
shook their hands, wondering what was next.

“Let’s go over to that office where we can talk,”

said Meyers.

Adam had yet to be in a hanger that didn’t have
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some sort of cluttered office in it. Meyers and Kurtz
led the boy into the room and motioned him to sit
down at the table, the rest of the assembled group
waited outside.

“Let’s get right to it, the clock is ticking. What do
you think would be the best way for you to look for
this thing, surface or air?” Asked Kurtz.

“Well, I think we can cover more area faster in a
helicopter. Since I'll be looking for a ‘thing’ and not
a person it should be easier for me to concentrate
from the air, less distractions.”

“That was mostly our line of thought too. Good.
How close do you think you will have to be to find
it?”

“There’s so many people and stuff in a big city, as
close as possible, maybe a mile at the most.”

“Okay. We'll start at the center of the city and
work outwards in a spiral pattern, how does that
sound?”

“Okay. Let me use the john real quick and then
let’s get going.”

“‘Right in there.” Meyers pointed to a door at the

rear of the office.
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While Adam was in the bathroom, Kurtz issued
orders for the helicopters to start their engines and
to get ready for an immediate takeoftf.

When Adam emerged, Meyers asked him where
would it be best for him to sit in the helicopter.

“Up front, next to the pilot if | can. | can see more
from up there.”

“You've got it.”

“When we start the search can you ask everyone
to keep conversation and radio talk to a minimum, it
sort of distracts me? Adam asked. “Sorry to sound
S0 bossy.”

“You're not being bossy. Whatever you need to
make you’re job easier, just speak up.”

“Yes sir, thanks.”

“Let’'s do it then.”

At the helicopter, Adam was fitted with a headset
and buckled into the right-hand front seat. As soon
as the other helicopters were loaded they took off in
a vee formation with the boy’s craft in the lead. The

formation headed for the central part of Manhattan
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Island, there to begin an outward spiral search
pattern.

They got lucky.

Adam'’s attention was caught by something
almost dead ahead. He recognized the famous
shape of the building; everyone has seen the movie
King Kong.

“Up ahead!”

“What is it son?” Asked Meyers over the headset.

“That’s the Empire State building up ahead, isn’'t
it?”

“Yeah, that’s right. This is no time for sightseeing,
though.”

“I'm not sightseeing, that's where the bomb is, up
near the top.”

“Holy shit! Are you sure?”

“Yeah! Move us in close, on the far side of the
building.”

The helicopters flew in a wide arc around the
building and came to a hover near the top floors.
Adam focused in on every detail of the empty office

where the device sat.
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“There’s no one in the office it's in. It's inside of
some sort of big copy machine or something. Let

me look at it for a while.”

The three military helicopters hovered in place
while the boy studied the device. People in the
building where coming to the windows to watch the
spectacle. Since the destruction of the Trade
Center towers it didn’t take a lot to spook people in

high-rise buildings, in any building for that matter.

“Uh oh.” Adam said.

“What is it, what's wrong?” Meyers seemed about
to burst.

“It's booby trapped, a lot.”

“How?”

“It's in some sort of pressurized case, if you open
it will go off. There’s a motion sensor, if you move it,
it goes off. Shall | go on?”

“Damnation! Are you saying it can't be
disarmed?”

“No. | can doit, but | need to get close to it, with

no distractions.”
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“How in the world can you disarm it?”

“Did you get any sort of briefing on my abilities?”

“A short one, there wasn’t much time.”

“Anything about my ability to affect metals?”

“Yeah. Oh, | think | see.”

“I'll just sever the wires that lead from the firing
module to the squibs in the shaped charges around
the core. Simple.”

“How close do you need to be?”

“Put me in the office with it.”

Meyers grabbed the pilot’'s shoulder and said.
“Put this thing on the ground, now!”

“Where? That's New York City down there!” The
pilot wasn’t quite screaming.

“On the street in front of the building, West Thirty-
Fifth | think it is!”

“There’s a zillion fucking cars down there!”

“Then they’ll just have to move.” Said Meyers.
“Kurtz, tell the command center to notify the NYPD,
tell them to roll everything they have to clear the

street.”
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New Yorkers are accustomed to bizarre sights
and catastrophes of all sorts, but three large military
helicopters descending into the urban canyons of
their city caught even their jaded attention. The
three helicopters had to hover at about two hundred
feet while the first patrol cars on the scene struggled
to open a space in the traffic. The noise and air
blast from the helicopters helped persuade the more
reluctant drivers to be elsewhere. Finally, Adam’s
helicopter was on the pavement and the doors were
slid open. Several hundred astonished onlookers
caught sight of the famous boy as he and several
men in civilian clothing dashed for the front entrance

of the Empire State Building.

“What floor, Adam?” Asked Meyers.

“How would I know? The boy replied. “Up high,
let’s just get in an elevator and go.”

The group of six weapons and intelligence
personnel, one undersized ten year old, and four of
New York’s finest crowded into the closest elevator.
Sorry people, but you'll have to get out.

“Let’s try sixty-five,” suggested Adam.
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“Why not?” Mayer pushed the button.

After several stops where waiting passengers had
to be told to take the next elevator, the group
approached the sixty-fifth floor.

“Two more! Up two more floors.” Adam said.

The doors opened onto the sixty-seventh floor
and discharged its load. Adam had it locked in by
Now.

“Come on, follow me.”

Adam took off at a dead run down the hallway
and around a corner, Meyers and crew at his heels.
The boy pulled up sharply at a door, it read
“O’Bannion and Chivers, Attorneys.”

“Thisis it. It's in here.”

“Anybody in there?” Asked Meyers.

“No, | think this is a phony office.”

“Shall we go in?”

“NO! Jesus! There’s one of those infrared
motion detectors hooked up to it, open that door and

we’re all fallout.” Adam was all but shouting.
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Meyers and Kurtz seemed about to faint. The
four policemen demanded to know just what the hell
was in that office?

“You officers keep this hallway empty. We need
some quite here for a while.” Ordered Meyers.

“Okay Adam, what now?” Asked Kurtz.

“Well, if it’s all right with you guys, I’'m going to
disconnect all of the firing squibs around the core,
once that’'s done it won’t matter if you throw the
thing out of the window.”

“Okay. But | have to know, where did you learn
about disarming nukes?”

“Popular Science magazine and Area 51. Let's

all be really quite for a few minutes.”

Adam sat cross-legged on the floor, seemingly
just looking at the door in front of him. The
intelligence types just stood there, afraid to breathe.

“All done.” Adam said quietly after about five
minutes.

“That’s it?” Kurtz was a bit incredulous.

“We can go in now. The firing circuits will still

trigger, but there’s no where for the current to go to.”
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Showing off just a little (maybe a lot), Adam
pointed at the door. There was a click as the lock
opened, then the door swung inward.

“Good God.” Was about all that Meyers could
come up with,

Across the nearly empty office stood a large Xerox
machine, which Adam pointed to. He then pointed
to a motion detector mounted on the ceiling above
the door, a wire led over to the Xerox machine.
Before anyone could stop him, Adam walked into
the office. A very faint snapping noise came from

the Xerox machine.

“There went the firing capacitor, obviously we're
still alive and New York is still here. Now | think |
better get out to California.”

One of the weapons experts started throwing up out
in the hallway.
There were less than seventeen hours left on the

clock.

When the device was later analyzed it was
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determined that it was a rather outdated
thermonuclear device of Russian origin. Still, one
megaton is one megaton; New York would have
been only a memory. Instead of two skyscrapers
obliterated all of Manhattan would have ceased to
exist, a big chunk of America’s heart would have

died too.

The same helicopter that had brought Adam to
Manhattan departed from Thirty-Fifth Street twenty
minutes after the device had been disarmed.
Meyers accompanied the boy to JFK where the F-
15’s were already preparing for a quick departure.
During the helicopter flight, Meyers had a chance
few minutes to talk with Adam.

“How are you holding up?”

“I'm okay, | could use something to eat though.
Actually I'm starved.”

“I'll radio ahead, maybe they can round up
something for you to chew on during the flight.”

“Thanks, I'm not very picky.”

After Meyers got off the radio he asked the boy:

“You just saved about ten million lives, how does
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that make you feel?”
“Just call me sire, and bow respectfully.”
“No problem, sire.”
“You didn’t bow.”
“Bad back.”
“Oh.”

The White House.

When the news came through that the bomb in
New York had been located and disarmed, the
Secretary of Defense fainted dead away and several
senior military officers were seen to be saying a

silent prayer. The President finally found his voice.

“Ladies and gentlemen, let us reflect for just a
moment upon the great gift we have just received.
Let us pray that Adam can repeat this miracle he
has already performed once today.”

There was total silence for several minutes before

the President spoke again.
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“Where is the boy now?”
The Chairman of The Joint Chiefs answered: “He
should be arriving at JFK about now. The F-15s are
fueled and ready to go. There are tankers in position
for refueling them, they can haul balls coast to
coast, pardon my French.”

“See if you can get me in touch with the boy
before they take off.”

“Yes Mr. President.”

The helicopter with Adam on board had just
touched down when the pilot relayed a message
that the White House was waiting on the land line
phone in the hanger, they wanted to speak to Adam.
Once inside, Adam was hustled over to the same
office he had been in earlier in the day. Captain Kirk
was holding the telephone out to the boy as he
came in.

“It's the White House, son.”

“Thanks,” said Adam as he took the phone.

“Hello, this is Adam.”
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“Standby one.” Said a female voice.

“Hello Adam, God bless you boy, you did it!”
POTUS was a happy man.

“Hello sir. Thank you, | had a whole lot of help.”

“The entire country owes you so very much, how
are you doing?”

“I'm all right sir, just hungry. They said they would
get me something to eat pretty soon.”

“Are you up to the flight to California?”

“Of course sir, not to be rude sir, but we’re
burning time here.”

“You're very right. | won't keep you, just
remember that we are all truly praying for you.”

“Thank you very much sir, I've been saying a few
prayers myself.”

“Then I'll say Godspeed and good luck to you.”

“Thank you sir, goodbye.”

Adam turned to Captain Kirk and said. “Let me
use the john for a minute, then let's go to warp
nine.”

“You know, | never did like that stupid TV show.”

Kirk replied.

389



The Air Force captain saw to it that his very
Important passenger was properly helmeted,
plugged in, and belted down before handing him a
small paper bag with assorted snacks and candy
bars in it.

“This is all we could come up with on such short
notice. There’s a water bottle down by your right
leg. We have to haul butt now, any last requests.”

“Can | fire the plane’s cannon?”

“It's not loaded.”

“Well, never mind then, let’'s go.”

As the two fighters spun up their engines, Captain
Kirk contacted the tower.

“Tower this is Air Force Special, flight of two,
Initiate emergency clearance procedures, we're
rolling.”

“Air Force Special, roger. Proceed prearranged
taxi route, holding all departing traffic for you.”

“Thank you tower, sorry for all the trouble.”

“No problem, what are you guys up to anyway?”

“Pizza run, tower.”

“Pizza run my ass!” Said the controller to the

390



other tower personnel. “Somebody is pulling some

very long strings.”

The two F-15's taxied through a line of heavy
commercial jets and onto the main runway. A
United pilot and co-pilot got the closest look at the
two fighters.

“Did you see the rear-seater in that thing?” Asked
the pilot.

“Yeah, it looked like a little kid.”

“Must have been a trick of the light or something.

“Or something.”

The fighters rolled onto the runway and the pilots
shoved their throttle controls all the way forward.
The pilots of the waiting airliners watched in envy as
the two jets pulled into an almost vertical climb on
full afterburners, they were out of sight in seconds.

During the crushing climb out, Captain Kirk asked
Adam how he was doing.

“Capin, | dinno how much more the warp engines
can take, the dilithium crystals are a startin ta

crack!”
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“Hold 'em together Scotty, the Klingon’s are
closing on us!”
“Aye, Capin.”

“I'm going to change my name.” Thought Kirk.

At thirty-five thousand feet, and about one
thousand knots, things smoothed out a lot. It was
time for lunch/dinner. Adam fished through the stuff
in the paper bag. There were two granola bars, two
Snickers, and chewing gum. All of the basic food
groups.

“Captain Kirk, want something to chew on?”
Asked Adam.

“No, | got to eat lunch while you were off playing
games.”

“You’re missing some real gourmet stuff back
here.”

“No I'm not, I'm the one who bought that crap.”

“This is going in my report,” Adam said.

“You have a report to make?”

“I do now.”

Somewhere near Cincinnati the two F-15’s linked
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up with a KC-135 tanker. Adam was enjoying the
show immensely as their wingman hoo