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Preface
From a legend of the Oceti Shakowin of the Lakota

A young man skilled in hunting one day eft the village in search of meat. He spotted an ek. Hehad a
new bow with aquiver full of straight arrows, yet the elk managed to stay just out of range. Degp in the
woods, the tracks and elk disappeared.

Night cameto the thick forest and there was no moon. The young man redized he was lost. He came
upon acool, clear stream. Refreshed from the water, he ate his pack food. Curling up in hisfur robe he
tried to deep, but the forest was full of strange sounds. The cries of the night animals, the hooting of the
owls, the rustling of the trees al sounded new and different.

Suddenly, there was anew sound. It was something neither he nor any other living cresture had heard

before. Afraid, the man pulled the robe close about him. Clutching hisbow in one hand and hisknifein
another, the young man listened. The mournful sound became a song both beautiful and sad. The song

wasfull of love and yearning.

Theyoung man fdll adeep. In his dreams, the redheaded woodpecker came. He sang the beautiful song
and said, “Follow me and | will teach the song to you."



When the young man woke, the sun was aready high in the sky. In the tree, above him tapped a
redheaded woodpecker. When he got to hisfeet, the bird fluttered to the next tree and waited. The
young man followed. The woodpecker flew to another tree and then another. For the rest of the morning,
the bird led the man through the forest. Findly, the young man heard the song again. Walking past the last
line of trees, he heard the drumming of the woodpecker and saw the bobbing of the red head in acedar
tree. Ashe got closer, he saw the bird was beating on a branch filled with holesthat it had made. A
breeze blew through the forest and the woods were filled again with the music.

The young man watched and listened and discovered that the hollow branch was making the beautiful
music. He climbed the tree and broke off the branch the wind was singing through. He called the
watching woodpecker afriend. He thanked the redheaded bird for the gift he had made.

When the young man got back to hisvillage, he hid in histipi and tried to make the branch sing. He blew
hard on the branch and then soft. He held it in one hand and then the other. He swung it through the air,
but no sound came.

The young man then went to the swest lodge. After, he climbed alonedly hill. For four days and four
nights without food or water, he cried for avision, which would show him how to make the song. With
his head resting on alarge rock during the last night of his quest, the redheaded woodpecker cameto him
in the night breeze. The woodpecker turned himsdf into aman. Cautioning the youth to watch carefully,
the redheaded man showed him how to make the branch sing.

Awaking the next day from the vision, the young man found a cedar tree. Bresking off abranch the length
of hisforearm, he used his bow-drill and knife to whittle the cedar wood branch. The shape he whittled
was of abird with along neck and open beak. He painted the bird's head sacred red. He smoked the
branch with sage, cedar, and sweet grasses. He put his mouth to the flute calling his bride and his destiny
in the beautiful melancholy music. And the redheaded bird watched.

* % % %
Fromthe Kalevala

Vainamoinen was born an old man from the seg, the ageless singer and harpist. His mother was
ar-daughter and hisfather the foam raised by the strong east wind. VVanamoinen's song brought the small
man from the seawho chopped down the evil old oak. VVainamoinen had a sharp axe made, cleared the
land and sowed the seven seeds he found. He left one birch tree stlanding in the cleared fields. The eagle
stopped and rested there. Curious, the eagle asked Vainamoinen why heleft the birch in the middle of the
fields. “So you will have aplaceto rest,” he replied. The cuckoo stopped and rested on the birch.
Curious, he asked VVainamoinen why he lft the birch in the middle of the fields. “ So you will have aplace
torest,” hereplied. All the creatures of the air stopped and rested on the birch tree. They watched and
listened to VVainamoinen sing the eterna magica songs and play his enchanting harp.

When the Day-god rises over the land of Kaevaand the heat of midday comes, the birds till rest in the
birch trees. The leaves of the birch still whisper the melody of the harp and the echo of the songs of the
man of quiet water, the knower eterna, Vainamoinen. And the birds till watch.

Chapter 1
Watching

| spent the morning being watched by an eagle. Thiswasthe day of the week | did outside work. It was
early fdl. Theleaveswerejust beginning to change. Thelight frost had melted and the grass had dried
enough for meto start mowing the lawn. 1 had just finished mowing one track around the lawn when he
flewin.

Hecameinlow from the dight risein the west. | saw the dark shape crest the tree line and started



immediately to reject the shapesit wasn't. Not acrow ... too big. Not aheron ... wrong neck. Not a
hawk ... An eagle! Heflew right in front of me and landed in the tdlest tree in the yard. As he spread his
wingsin landing, | saw the white head and asmall white spot. He was a young bird then; maybe that was
why helanded?

Helooked at me mowing. | knew how good the eagl€'s eyes were. He could have watched me from
acrossthe farmer'sfield to the east. Why did he come here? | cut the grass watching the bird as he
watched me. He tracked my movements with his eyes, across and up and down the yard. As| mowed
under the tree waiting for him to take flight, the minutes stretched to an hour and sill he watched. Every
time my back wastoward him, | could fed hiseyes. When | couldn't stand the prickly sensation on the
back of my neck, | would twist around and there he watched with his head canted to one side.

| turned a corner with the mower and looked. He was gone! | scanned the empty sky, the far treeline
looking for the familiar shape. Why had he come? Why had he chosen me to watch? The back of my
neck tingled; | looked and saw nothing. But | felt the eyes, the eyes of an eagle watching. Inmy mind |
saw theraptor cock his head and fluff his feathers as he watched. What was he thinking when he
watched? Did he think me strange for staying on the ground? Or did he envy theway | easly covered the
yard? Or was there something €l se? Somehow | knew there was something el se to those watching eyes.

* k k %

The Chameleon was a scout infiltrator. He worked for a group known to themselves asthe Users.
Referring to the Chameleon, as ahe, could be wrong. The only onewho sill might know the gender of
the Chame eon isthe Chame eon. Depending on the infiltration, the Chameleon could beamae, femae,
neutral or somewhere in-between.

The Userswould move into acommunity. After living in the neighborhood for possibly years, they would
leave, stripping it of everything they could take. Thiswould be more than just the materia wedlth of the
community. The Userswould scavenge the intellectual and socia fabric of the society. Loca companies
would be taken over and sold. Copyrights, plans, the very soul of the community would be copied and
destroyed. When the Users were done with a neighborhood, it would be ahollow shell of what it had
been. It would take decades, if ever, for the community to recover. By then the Users, richer than before,
would have sucked dry thelife of other communities. Stronger, they would wait for the chanceto return
to harvest the strength of the region again.

The Chame eon waited and watched learning all he could about the new objective before becoming a
member of the community. The Chameleon was alegend among the Users. He, in his various disguises,
had infiltrated dozens of communities planning their rape. The Chameleon was the only scout never to run
afoul of thelocal authorities. The Chameleon's existence was alondly one. Thelittle pleasure he took was
from the theft of the hgppiness of the individuads living in the community, hisgod, the success of his
family, theUsers,

He watched. Which gender would give him the most access to the community? Which disguise would
give him the most pleasure? Which local community was the richest?

* k% k %

| am living on the old family farm. Until last year, | lived in Chicago. My father had died five years earlier
and just last year my mother had joined him. My brother livesin New Y ork and madeit plain to my dad
that he never wanted to come back to the farm. Dad had always wanted to keep the farm in the family so
when heretired from farming he signed the land over to me with the agreement that | wouldn't movein
until both my parents were both gone.

My job is checking technica accuracy of submitted articles and manuscripts for amgjor



textbook/magazine publishing housein Chicago. | likemy job. | like Chicago, but | couldn't stand living
there. | had worked for the company for twelve years, right out of college. | would only meet my boss
twice ayear, the Christmas party and the summer Fourth of July picnic. Most of my time, | spent on the
computersor at thelibraries. | wastheir fastest proofreader so when | suggested that | would like to
work a homethey let me. I've been at the farm for eleven months and I'm not sure if my bossyet redlizes
that ‘home isin adifferent State.

Before | moved back home, | completely re-wired the old farmhouse. But it till feelslike home. All the
changes occurred within the wals. My brother's and my old bedrooms are converted into my workroom.
| have asmall library on the shelves, one top of theline PC, one used PC linked permanently to the
Internet, alaptop, and three phone lines. Because of the high cogt of living in town, my workroom till
costs the company less then my downtown Chicago office space.

Thefarm itself conssts of 160 acres of land, haf of which are wooded. The old barn had burned down in
an electrical storm ten years ago and had been replaced with a metal equipment shed. My father had
changed, during the last few years he had worked the farm, from dairy and beef cattle to planting seed
crops and hadn't been forced to replace the barn when it burned. The insurance money from the barn

had been a Godsend being that both my father and mother had started to have failing hedlth. Theold
brick milk house still stood, but most of the equipment inside had either been sold or rusted away. There
isatwo-stall garage next to the house. One door isthe Size of an average car while the other islarge
enough to accommodate asmal truck. The houseisasmal cozy two story salt box with afull basement.
The north corner of the basement has our sauna. Firewood is brought down through a chute that opened
from the sde of the house just above ground level.

As| stepped into the house from the cool fal air, | could smell the warm moist essence of home. With a
little bit of trying | could find the smell left from my mother's cooking, the hint of pipe tobacco from
before my father quit smoking, the spilled soap from the laundry in the basement, and the mustiness of the
household animals.

| entered the workroom. Lying on the warm computer chassis my cat, Move-over, dept. Hewasa
longhaired mottled gray, white, and black anima of about fifteen pounds. When he ngpped during the
day, he would drape himsdlf over the Internet computer. Hislegs and tail would dangleinthe air while his
head rested directly above the chassis fan. For some reason, the cat liked the hum of thefan. | jiggled
the computer mouse enough to get the screen to come out of deep mode. As| waited for the screen to
come up with any email messages, the cat raised his hoary scared head and looked at me. Cats dways
seem to know more than any anima should when they look at you. The doof stare reminded me of a
scientist studying an experiment with me being the subject. After the eagle, the stare bothered me. |
scratched the cat's belly knowing he would go to deep. A rumble came from the anima and hishead
went down, but when | looked his lids were not closed. The ditted yellow eyes still watched.

In my inbox was an angry message from a scientist, a Nobel-laureste. He had submitted an article for
one of my company's magazines. The article was on the dynamics of ecosystems. He had tried to prove
that species die-out was caused because ecosystems are inherently unstable and degenerating. | had
recommended that the magazine not print the article. It was not up to his previous sandards. The scientist
had not had anything printed for awhile. | felt he had just thrown something together to get hisnamein
print again. | had sent the scientist my review pointing out aseriesof flawsin hissatistica anayssand
referencing anumber of sources using Chaos math that showed the system would have an inherited
complexity not degeneration. | finished with anotethat if the concerns about the article were addressed |
would recommend it be printed.

It was agood thing for the scientist that the blistering letter was sent email. If it had been sent through the



regular mail, it would have been violated anumber of laws. | copied it to my cranksfile. Someday | will
have to go through thefile. I'm sure | will soon have enough materia to write my own book. | nearly put
my computer back into deep mode, but | noticed that Internet connection was il active and | was
having alot of hard disk accessing. A virus? Thiswaswhy | had the old computer as my Internet access.
All my sengitive fileswere kept on my other computer. | ran my anti-virus programs and found nothing. |
then did afile check with my backup disks. Nothing. | gave up, thinking it was just aquirk in the system.

| wastired by thetime I finished my system checks. | went to bed. As| dozed off, | felt the cat climb on
top of my chest. | scratched him behind his ears and under his chin. His front paws moved as he kneaded
my chest. | had to go to deep. Tomorrow | would be taking suppliesto my uncle. Hisrumbling purr
lulled meto oblivion. Somehow | knew before| drifted off that his eyes were open, watching.

When | woke up, Move-over was gone. | never saw the cat leave. He would just disappear for afew
hours or afew daysif aloca female wasin heat. Every so often, he would come back with anew scar or
two. He would then stand in front of me and yow! until 1 would pick him up. A scratch under the chinand
acompliment about hisfighting prowess, he would jump down and walk away with histall highintheair
for abanner.

Today | didn't think much about the cat. | had to get the canoe on the pickup and my uncl€'s supplies
packed. My uncle was ahermit. He had gone to Vietnam when he was eighteen and served two tours of
duty before coming home. When | was younger, | could remember him coming hometo the farm every
time helost ajob. Oneday | helped my father and uncle load a canoe with supplies. We drove north to a
river that flowed through anumber of different state and nationd forests before entering the Rainy Lake
flowage. From the river's edge, we watched my uncle paddle away. We didn't hear from him for two
years. He had findly found aplace he could live.

He had discovered a pocket of dry land surrounded by northern peat bogs. During the winter months,
you could get in by snowshoes. During the other seasons, you could only get in by canoe. He built a
shack on the high ground. Every so often, the forestry department would try to force him out. They never
tried too hard. To my knowledge, they never saw him except by air. The one time they tried to take apart
his shack my uncle stole their canoes. They were taken out of the swampstwo days later by helicopter.
Their canoes showed up a alanding by Ely aweek after that.

Over the years my uncle had aharder and harder time leaving the woods. Dad had started to bring
suppliesto him three times each year. He would load a canoe and drift down theriver. His brother would
show up within amatter of hours and they would head for his shack.

| loved my crazy uncle. It was nice having atruly eccentric relativein the family to talk about. He was not
amean or violent man. It wasjust that no one had helped him come back from Vietnam. When we
talked, you could tell therewas apart of him not there. He had become a part of his hideaway. Anything
that happened around his retreat, he knew about. Without leaving his shack, he knew if one of his snares
had been sprung or an anima wasin atrap. He seemed to know about the tracks | eft by the animals
traveling though the bogs before he walked up to see them.

Today was abeautiful fal day. | drifted down theriver enjoying the clean air and the river sounds. Inthe
years | had spent in Chicago, | could never remember atime without traffic sounds. | never got used to it.
| heard the loud deep call of aPilested Woodpecker followed by the hammering as he searched for
food. As| drifted past abend in theriver, | saw atree on the bank. It had a series of large holes nearly
tearing itstrunk in haf. The base of the tree was covered with large white splinters. The big black and
white woodpecker dowly fluttered to the tree. Instead of hammering &t the tree or sending acal, thered
crested bird turned his head and watched me drift past. The hammering didn't sart till | was out of sight.



“That wasinteresting,” said a soft voice from the shore. | jerked so fast | nearly tipped the canoe.

“Ben! | wish you wouldn't sneak up on me.” | nosed the canoe into the bank. My uncle pulled hisold
scarred canoe out from behind some brush and we paddied off in slence. Heled me off theriver up a
gmall stream. The stream cut itsway through afloating bog. Every year the channe through the bog
would change, as the floating vegetation would drift to new locations. Findly we came to asection of
land that looked like dl the rest of the bog, but instead of being just afew inches of dirt and roots floating
on water it was abar of sand and rock. Ben's shack lay just behind a screen of brush a couple of dozen
feet from the stream.

My uncle never taked till after the supplies were unloaded and stored away. One of thefirst things he did
was open acan of coffee. He set it brewing in apot on the old rusty barrel stove he had in the shack.
When we finished, he poured me a cup of the scalding hot brew. | had the only cup in the place. Ben
poured his own coffeein an old Campbdl's soup can. | couldn't help but notice he had awhole rabbit,
fur and al, Smmering in apot next to the coffee. | knew | wouldn't be staying for supper.

Aswedrank, | felt eyes upon me. | started to search the shack. | found the watching eyes. In the corner
under an old wood crate, amouse sat watching me. Hislittle paws groomed hiswhiskers. His eyes never
left my face.

A whisper came from my uncle. “Y ou know, Dan. It was my third time as point man before they started
watching me."

“Point Man?'

“When our squad went on patrol, there had to be aman out front. He was the eyes of the squad. If the
point man wasn't good, he would get either himsdlf or the squad killed. He had to see the enemy before
they saw him. He had to evade the booby traps and mark them for the rest of the squad to avoid.

“Thefirst timel worked the point | nearly got everyonekilled in an ambush, but | learned. | liked the
point. It was just me and thejungle. It was my third time at point. | was maybe a hundred meters ahead
of the rest of the squad. | noticed that the birds had stopped making aruckus when | walked past. They
would watch me pass. Later when the squad followed, they complained but with me they just watched.

“It happened during my second tour ... During that patrol, | walked out of the jungle and started across a
rice paddy. | felt eyes. The eyes came from my left. | turned and looked back at the edge of the jungle.
Findly, | saw the eyes. A VC sniper was watching the paddy. | locked onto his eyes. We must have
dtared at each other for ten minutes. | could hear the squad coming out of the jungle behind me. The
sniper just backed away into the trees.

“The only one of the squad who ever learned about the watching was the sergeant. Hewas aNisai from
San Francisco. He saw the birds watching me at point halfway through my last tour. He called the birds,
Y osa, Japanesefairies. | fill remember him whispering, “ Don't tell the rest of the squad.” A mortar
round got the sarge aweek later. Blew himin haf."

Old Ben took another swallow of coffee. That wasthe longest he had ever spoken to me at onetime. He
looked so sad sipping the coffee. The mouse still watched.

Ben got up and rummaged around under the pile of old clothes and tree boughs he called hisbed. |
always conddered it more of anest than abed. He came back with aleather sheathed knife. He handed
itto me. “Thisisyour Grest Grandfather Ilmari's puukko. He brought it with him when he emigrated from
Finland. He gave it to me when | wasten. He said that | would need to know how to use aknife. He was
right..."



He drank another swallow of coffee. | could seethe pain of old memoriesin hisface. With eyesfilled
with sadness, he said, “It isyours now."

The old lesther sheath was scuffed and blackened with age. The varnish on the wood hilt was worn off in
places. | pulled the knife from the shesth. In my hand the old knife felt lighter than the knives | had in my
kitchen athough the blade was nearly twice asthick. The clip blade was a dark rippled gray—the color
high-grade hand-forged carbon stedl fades to with age. The edge was honed bright. | turned the blade
up. The sharpened edge disappeared. | knew if | just touched the blade with my thumb blood would
flow. | turned.

The mouse il watched.

Chapter 2
Waiting
The Chameleon had decided on acommunity. Asfar ashe could tell, it was the richest and strongest in
the whole area. His next decision would be whereto infiltrate. The economic heart had alarge turnover
of individuas. A new face would easily belost in the crowds. But the economic center also had grester
security. The outlying areahad |ess new people moving in but also much less security. Where would be
the best placeto infiltrate?

Females seemed to have nearly as much access to sengitive materia s with less security questions. Males
had the most access. Gays were in the minority but would they have the benefit of both the sexes? Which
would help the group the most, greater access or less questions?

The Chameeon had time. He waited and watched.

* * * %

When | got home, Move-over was on the computer again. | could fed hiseyeson my back as|
proofread portions of a college agebratextbook. For some reason, | couldn't concentrate on the
reading. | kept remembering back to when | waslittle. It was summer. | recdled seeing a Disney type
Davy Crockett movie or show; | don't remember which. In the show, Davy wasin some contest where
he threw aknife and an axe at atarget. | had an old pocketknife and was trying to throw it at atree. Dad
came up tome.

“Son. Y ou are using the wrong kind of knifefor throwing."

He went into the house and came back with an old straight-backed paring knife. We threw the knife for
what seemed like hours. He stuck it in the tree every time he threw. At theend, | got it to stick in the tree
threetimesin arow. | vaguely remember keeping up the practice for the rest of the summer but | could
only clearly remember that first time with Dad. It was one of the few times we were aone and not

aguing.

| got the puukko. In the backyard, the stump of the tree | used for practice so many years ago stood by
the foundetions of the old burned barn. Thefirst throw—the knife bounced off the ssump. The second
stuck. | threw again and again. The blade was starting to sink a haf-inch into the wood, three quarters, a
full inch.

| suddenly felt eyes. | turned and looked. A crow sat on afence post his black eye watching. The crow
had only one good eye; the other was frosted over. | yelled. He didn't budge but two more crowsflew in
tojoin him on the fenceline. I notice my arm was sore and | was drenched in sweet. | went inside
wondering about Ben, the knife and those watching animals,

As| was making supper, Move-over showed up. For thefirst timein days, eyes watching me did not



give methewillies. Move-over dwayswatched me whenever food wasinvolved. The only movement
out of the cat as he watched was the twitching of histail. It started to snap back and forth when | dished
out thefood on my plate. As| sat down to est, the cat gave amournful yowl. When | didn't
acknowledge him, he climbed up on my lap and went to deep. For some reason, catsfed that they can
absorb food directly from someone's somach if they arelying oniit during esting. | don't know. They may
be right. With Move-over on my lap, | never fed quite asfull after amesdl.

The familiarity of the animal's actions had finaly permitted me to forget about being watched. | was able
to finish my work for the week with only the continua problem of Net ng on my Internet
computer.

* * * %

Tabithaloved her morning runs. The autumn and spring air was the best. She liked running at home better
than when shewas a college. The air a school had atinge of automobile fumes, which clogged her
snuses and at times made her eyeswater. Thiswas her fifth year a school trying to get afour-year
college degree. Two things were keeping her in school for so long. Her track scholarship wasforcing her
to keep her spring and fall classeslight. Also, the recent budget cuts required that some courses were
offered every other year. Even some full-time students had to work five and six yearsfor astandard
four-year degree.

Thisfal none of the courses she needed for her Bachelor of Artsin eectrical engineering were being
offered. She decided to stay home for the semester and work at her family's business. Most of her track
eventswere in the spring so even without fall classes her scholarship would stay intact. Sheloved
working at the family video store during the summer and semester bresks. It was an easy job. She could
watch videos or do her homework with only an occasiona disturbance during most of the day. Problems
only occurred during the after work or beginning of the weekend rush.

Over the summer and into the fall she had gotten to know most of theregulars. Sheliked al except for a
couple of drunkswho would stop in between bars and one mean woman who complained about
everything. Sure some of them were troublemakers, like the group of high school boyswho would hang
out out-front after school or the couple going through adivorce. But basically she considered them okay.

Sheliked to classify the people that cameinto the store, the retired, the teachers, the students, the
workers, the homemakers, and the others. Thiswas Thursday. She wondered if the new man was
coming into the store. He was too young to beretired. He didn't work regular hours. He drove aclean
pickup and was aways dressed well so he wasn't afarmer or someone who worked in the woods. He
was articulate. He loved to take histime examining the tapes reading the back of the cases carefully. He
didn't match up with her classifications, which made her al the more curious.

Tabithadid her after run stretch and showered. She picked up her backpack filled with school books and
supplies and walked the six blocks to the video store. Her brother had opened the store earlier and had a
musi ¢ video blaring from the screen over the counter. Tabitha turned the volume down on her hearing
aids and took over the front counter. She got a paperback to read while her brother finished re-stocking
the overnight returns. He would leave when he finished and she would then replace the music video with
the Alfred Hitchcock movie she started yesterday.

* * % %

Maybe it was the staring, maybe it was the extra hours | took to finish the a gebratextbook, but for the
first timein months | thought about Hanna. We had been living together for five years and dating the
previoustwo. | brokeit off with her just afew months before | left Chicago for home. Hannawas a
lovely girl, friendly, astute, self-assured, and loving. She had one problem, sex.



Hannagrew up in afamily asthelittle princess. She believed the fairy tales about the princessin danger
saved by the prince who took care of her forever more. The books she liked. The movies she watched.
The family she was from. They were dl the same. The woman was a prize that was taken care of. And
the man had better appreciate the prize! Hannain bed was passive. She was the prize that had to be
honored, cherished, and served. Afterwards, she ingsted on gratitude. Throughout the day, she would
inggt that she be honored for giving you the prize of her body the night before. She believed that anything
that happened was subservient to her great gift of sex. It was frustrating having an argument with her and
having her say, “Why are you complaining?Y ou had sex last night.”

| started to tell her she had a Prince Charming syndrome. She became mad at my complaining and
started to withhold sex. When we did have sex, she would stop after she was satisfied leaving me even
more frustrated. The next day she till indsted that | thank her for her gift the night before.

When | left Chicago, we had not made love for four months. For some reason, she till felt we were
together. She still considered hersdlf aprizethat | had to honor. As| left her, | could seein her face that
she dtill didn't understand how | could let her go.

The eleven months | had been home had been filled with work. The only friends till living around the
farm were my parents friends. Oncein awhile, they would try to fix me up with aniece or another
relative but | gill had memories of Hanna so nothing interested me until thisfall.

| had goneto town to rent avideo for the night. Theloca TV is sometime pretty bad. During the play-off
season, al you might find are loca high school and college games. When theloca grocery store was out
of tapes | wasinterested in, | went to the video rental store in town. Behind the counter was acute girl. |
asked her where the new releases were. When she answered, | did adouble take. Her words were
dightly durred and the vowe s were not quite right. | then saw the smdl hearing aid in her ear. | redized
she had to be partidly deaf. Not wanting to embarrass her, | went straight to the tapes.

| hadn't gotten out much so | took my time reading the backs of the tapes—trying to find avideo that |
hadn't heard of before, which still looked interesting. The girl came up behind me asking if she could help.
Startled, | jumped and knocked a dozen video boxes off the shelf. Aswe put the boxes back on the
shelves, | noticed that she had ahearing aid in her other ear and the brightest eyes| had ever seen. They
were so sparkly that | never noticed their color that day. | was so flustered after the accident that |
picked up thefirst tape on the shelf and tried to checkout without further embarrassment.

As| gavethegirl the two dollars and change for the video, | saw the college textbook on the counter. |
had proofread the text three years earlier. Trying to redeem my deflated ego, | asked if she wastaking
classesfor engineering or eectronics. | never forgot how her eyeslocked onto my face in a penetrating
sare.

“Both. How did you know?’ she demanded.

Flustered again | fumbled out the words, “ Laplacian transforms ... Aren't they used in engineering and
electronics?’ | pointed to the text, which had the words Laplace and transforms prominently displayed. |
escaped the store asfast as | could.

It took me three weeksto get the nerve to go back to the store. Luckily a young man was behind the
counter. As| checked out the tapes, | heard the bell on the front door ring. Turning, | saw thegirl jogin
with a swesat stained athletic shorts and top on. She was built! | could see the bundles of musclesripple
as shemoved.

The boy said, “ Tabby, could you comein an hour early thisevening? I've got adate.”



“Okay Joey but you owe me one already. How about trading my Friday shift?1 don't like the weekend
rush.”

“Fine. Butif | do trade, you will have to comein two hours early today."
“Ded?"
“Ded.”

She turned and saw me staring. She seemed to know what | was looking at. She gave measlent smile.
Turning, shejogged out of the store. Totally embarrassed, | |eft the store asfast as| could. After that
day, | would stop at the video store on Thursdays just to see her. | had learned my lessonsfrom the first
two timesthat | met her. | et her lead the conversations and only opened my mouth the minimum. She
wasin her twenties. | wasin my thirties. | wanted to ask her out but | knew this being asmall town the
gossip would be hard to take. Instead, we talked about movies and her college classesfor fifteen, twenty
minutes every timel camein. That was enough for me after my problemswith Hanna, girlswere
unfathomable.

Today | had to see Tabitha just to get Hanna out of my mind.

Chapter 3
Teding
Move-over watched as | got the pickup keys and billfold from my dresser. He gave ayowl as he turned

his back. Histail held high, he turned strutting to the front of the house. | knew, when | pulled out of the
yard, he would be in the front window watching.

The reason why | was going to town was to see a pretty girl. A couple years back | was proofreading an
article by afeminist psychologist about men and girl watching. She ranted and raved about how bad men
were and used amumbo jumbo of big termsto support her ideas. The article was printed. After dl, it
wasjust afiller editoria. | knew then what waswrong with her ideas. As| was just aproofreader at that
time, no onewould listen to me. A basic biologica drive of al speciesisto procreete. It isthe only way a
gpecieswill survive. Itsimportance, a least in men, isthat for an ingtant of time only onething isin your
mind, the beauty of awoman—i.e. How capableis her potentia to reproduce? Whenever aman seesa
woman for thefirg time, he biologicaly hasto classfy her with the unconscious programming in hisbrain
on her fertility. Old women trigger one set of responses, young girls another. The biologica response
flushesthe clutter of thoughts about work, relationships, or watching eyes from the mind for the few
seconds you first see the pretty girl. When the clutter comes back, the short break makesit manageable
again. Likedl thingsthat create brief interludes of happiness, some become addicted. | might be. | don't
know. All | do know isthat after thislast week | need my mind cleaned by a pretty girl. | need an
emotiond fix caused by the male physiology.

| entered the store with the accompanying clang of the entrance bell. She looked up fromthe TV playing
over the counter and smiled. | nodded and went to the back of the store. The smile worked. | forgot the
eyeswatching me. | took my time checking the video boxes. | wanted the emotional fix to last aslong as
possible. | kndlt to examine the boxes of aselection of ‘B’ moviesthat were kept near thefloor. The
doorbell clanged and something changed in the store.

A voicesad, “All clear. Only the dummy bitch behind the counter.”
After aperiod of slence, another voice said, “Listen Bitch. You just stand il or I'll cut you."

Staying down next to the floor, | eased around the video shelves until | could see the front desk. Two
punks with knives were at the counter. One was at the front of the desk waving aswitchbladeintheair in



front of Tabithasface. The second kid was standing next to Tabitharummaging in the cash regigter, a
knife blade and bills oozing out of hisfids.

The punk in front of the counter said, “The Bitch ain't bad. Let'stake her with us.”
The one behind the counter answered, “Hell. Robbery is one thing. Snatching abitch?'
“Surewhy not. Y ou've heard her talk. She'sadummy. We just say shewanted it."

The second kid looked her over and dowly asick grin cameto hisface. He jabbed Tabithain the back
and shoved her out from behind the counter. From the flinch of pain on Tabithasface, | knew he had cut
her with the knife. The punks started to snicker and give each other congratulatory shoves. Tabitha had
walked one step away from the kids while they were busy flattering themsalves. | knew | had to do
something. From the back of the store, | started to sprint at the boys. Two steps away from them | threw
myself into the back of their legs. Wedl camedowninatangle. | yelled, “Run!” just before my head
dammed into thefloor.

The next thing | knew | was laying on the floor with groans coming from either sde of me. | looked up.
Tabithastood there with the knivesin her hand. For an ingtant, | held my breeth. She was beautiful. Face
carved in sone. Her hair swept back. A Vakyrie cometo life. | turned to the boys next to me on the
floor. Both were curled into fetal positions with the hands between their legswithering in pain. Theoneon
my right seemed to be bleeding from the ears.

| backed away from the boys and Tabitha. “I'll call the police,” | whispered. At the phone behind the
counter, | dialed 911. One of the boys seemed to recover alittle and tried to get up. Tabithakicked him
in the somach so hard he dide a couple of feet acrossthe floor. The boys stayed on the floor until the
sheriff's deputy showed up.

When | droveinto the yard, Move-over watched as | pulled past the windows of the house. His ditted
eyestracked meto the garage. | went into my workroom. Move-over was aready there lying on the old
computer his head above the cooling fan.

| got to work on an article by aphysicist on anew attempt at a Grand Unification Theory. My hands
shook as | touched the keys. At first, my mind wouldn't leave the assault and the police questioning. But
one thing about Quantum Mechanicsisthat you have to concentrate to follow the mathematics.
Something about the equations fluttered at the edge of thought. The e ectromagnetic wave equations
looked good. The predicted wave pattern with the addition of agravity pulselooked interesting ...
Something about the nuclear binding forces? What wasimplied by the equations?If | summarizethe
garting premises using fuzzy logic agorithms, what would change with...

| woke to knocking at the front door. My head throbbed from lying againgt the computer chassis. |
staggered to my feet. Touching my head, | felt the welt caused by the edge of the computer. Through a
window, | saw alarge man standing by the door. Living in Chicago for twelve years, makes you cautious.
| dipped awedge under the door when | opened it so it would only move afew inches.

“Hdlo."

“Migter Danidl Karpinen?’ came the stranger's voice.
“Yes” | answered starting to get alittle worried.
“Mr. Blythewould liketo know if you aredright.”
“Mr. Blythe? Who ishe?"



“Hisson wasinvolved in theincident at the video store today. He requested that | stop and seeif you
needed anything. Heis sorry if his son caused you any problems or misunderstandings. Hewould like
you to know that if you need any help to get over thisincident you can contact me.” He then handed me
acard and left. The smple card read * John W. Jones Attorney at Law’ with aphone number at the
bottom.

| dropped the card on the table and stumbled into bed. The recoil of my body coming down from the
adrenaline rush of the assault at the store had made me groggy. As| fell adeep, | felt safe. | knew that
Move-over's eyes were watching.

| woke to the sun streaming through the bedroom window and the force of Move-over jumping on my
belly. He purred loudly as he worked his paws back and forth. His needle sharp claws penetrated the
blankets, just touching the bare skin between my ribs. Move-over was hungry.

| just finished feeding the cat and pouring mysdlf aglass of orange juice when afaded blue Buick pulled
up. A large older man lumbered out of the car and to my door. | waited till he knocked before opening it.
Hewaswrinkled with aday's growth of facia hair. His eyes were puffy from lack of deep. He reached
out hishand and in atired voice said, “Name's Earl Czeminski. Thank you for hel ping my daughter.”

Still half adeep, | hesitantly shook his hand saying, “Y our welcome sir.” | flashed back in yearsto dl the
times my father formally shook my hands, graduation, grandmasfunerd ... | couldn't understand how this
man reminded me of my father. My father was askinny dark man with whipcord speed. This man was
large and soft looking with alumbering movement. By my eighteenth birthday, | could ook over my
father's head. Thisman was at |east twelve inchestdler than me. Then | heard hisvoice again. My father
and this man had grown up here, educated in theloca schoals, living their livesinthissame area. If |
closed my eyes, the voice could have been my Dad's.

“Sorry sr. Could you repegt that? | wasn't listening. Y esterday and last night ... well I'm still not awake."

He mumbled alittle and tried to start his speech afew times before saying, “Y ou heed something you

ask. Ahhh. And no charge when you cometo the store.” Hewas my father. Dad would seldom talk. He
would leave that to Ma, but when hedid it would burst out of him. If something interrupted him, hewould
stammer and stutter until he got out just enough to understand what he was saying and then he stopped.

He stayed for awhile hemming and hawing, not realy knowing what to do or say. We shifted back and
forth from one foot to another as his confusion and embarrassment transferred to me. | have never been
able to remember what we said to each other for those awkward minutes. Finally, we shook hands again
and hel€ft.

With Earl gone, | wasaone. | sat drinking my juice. Inmy mind | saw yesterday again. Tabithastanding
over those two boys, chest rising and falling in deep breethes, vitd, and dive. And then Earl'svoice
brokein and changed her into my sigter!

| had to do something! Ah yes. Last week | received apaper on the Grand Unification Theory. Redlly
tough math should keep me from thinking. It had been the god of scientists throughout the agesto find
one equation or asingle st of related agorithmsthat would summarize dl of physica science. The
Unification Theory seemed so closein the 1950's. Electromagnetic waves were summarized inasingle
equation. Eingtein had quantified gravity. Nuclear forces were being examined. And then advancement
dowed to acrawl as problemswith it continued to plague every new attempt at unification. | could barely
understand the simplified versions of the equationsthe physicist had been using. | knew any stray
thoughtsin my mind would be forced to leave.

To realy work through equations, | would need music. My CD player had atray that would hold five



CD's. | started by putting in something light to get started, Copland. The next three CD'swould haveto
have math music, selections of Mozart, Haydn, Handd, Bach, Pachelbdl, and Telemann. Thelast CD
would have to pull me out of the intense math induced trance. Which oneto put on? Ah, Bon Jovi.

Fanfare of the Common Man blasted from the stereo speakersas| tried to understand the first set of
equationsthe physcist wasusing.

One of the problemsthat any unification theory needed to answer was whether a neutrino had mass and
how much. Neutrinos are leftovers. When anuclear reaction occurs, you have pieces of the atoms and
energy released. Some of the energy seemed to disappear. In the 1930's Pauli hypothesized that the
missing energy went into aparticle. The particle waslater caled aneutrino by Fermi. It took till 1956
before the first type of neutrino was discovered coming from anuclear reactor. Neutrinos are so small
that they can travel through the earth between atoms never hitting anything. Neutrino detectors are
normaly put in deep minesjust to diminate the background noise of everyday energy sources. Neutrinos
arevery very strange.

The problem with neutrinos and massisthat if they haveit then dl current theorieswould have to be
changed. And the current theories seem to work! If they don't have mass, we don't know where they are
going because we seem to be losing them. The detectors are not finding the numbers of certain types of
neutrinos we know should be there. If they have mass, we know that the neutrinos are changing to atau
type neutrino, which we can't detect at thistime thus explaining the low numbers.

The physicist had taken the current information from both the Super-Kamiokande Experiment and the
Sudbury Neutrino Observatory and refined his equations. He had written two equations that were used
for two of the types of neutrinos. The equations wereidentical except for having different constants. The
one congtant wasjust alittle more than 4.5 times greater than the first. The equations used imaginary
numbersin such away that the neutrinos would disappear from our plane of existence when they had
mass. Imaginary numbers are just atechnique of math that mimics how real things sometimesturn
themselves on and off.

| looked at those equations. They seemed so familiar. The 4.5 times greater and imaginary numbers. 4.5
and imaginary numbers. 4.5 and imaginary numbers. 4.66 and imaginary numberst Chaos math and
Feigenbaum'’s constant!

This brought to mind three aspects of chaos math. One, al chaos equations with single hump curves
bifurcate or split at intervasthat are 4.66 apart. Two, chaos type equations are usualy written using
imaginary numbers because they are easer to solve on computers. And three, there can be relationships
between totaly different problemsif the underlying patterns are the same. In this case, | remember
reading in amolecular biology paper, something about types of proteins that would disappear a one Site
inthe cell and reappear asapartid mirror image.

| hurriedly checked the hard drive on my computer and found the biology paper. There sat nearly
identical equations. The proteins were doing the same thing as the neutrinos. In this case though the
biologist was able to track what had happened and had found a set of ideal conditions. Some of the
conditions were found in cells and some were not.

Bach was now playing in the background. On the computer screen | placed both papers side by side.
The eguations, the music, a pattern, arhythm, something was there in those sets of equations. My mind
blurred as| tried to grasp what | waslooking at. Slowly the pounding sounds of Bon Jovi brought me
back to now. My head ached. Five hours of math, | needed a break! Just then Move-over yowled for
attention.

* * % %



The Chameeon had aplan. Staking out asmdl rurd highway at night, The Chameleon waited for alone
woman to drive by. A specialy made focused flashlight rested in the Chameleon's hands.

The prey sang with her radio as she hurried home through the dark night. She had driven for hours and
was nearly home. Her thoughts were of family not seen in months. The trap was sprung. A hundred
thousand lumens of light hit her dilated eyes. Hands went up trying to shield her from the blinding light.
The car swerved. The front tires dropped off the edge of the tarred road. She grabbed the whedl and
tried to turn it back on the road. Thetires caught on the lip of tar at the edge of the road stopping the
front end of the car. The momentum from the back flipped the car into the air. Five timesthe car turned
end over end. The prey had her seatbelt on. She survived but barely conscious. Then the Chameleon
came.

The Chameleon had the best technology the Users could provide. Within minutes of searching the prey's
purse, the Chameleon had copies of al the documentsthe prey had. Back at the base, the Chameleon,
now ashe, made perfect forgeries of the prey's driver license and other papers and photos. She changed
everything to reflect her current facade. The forgeries added two inchesto her height and subtracted
fifteen pounds from her weight. The picture on the driver'slicense now was hers. With vaid identity
numbers and proofs, she was ready to infiltrate.

Later that week, she used the prey's credit to purchase acar. On the last day of the week, she entered
Chicago from the south. Her first objective would be to find ajob.

Chapter 4
Leaning

The day was ruined. The arraignment for the two punks took until 5:00. The prosecutor seemed to be
just going through the motions. The lawyer for Jordan Blythe and his friend John Jorgenson grilled mefor
hours trying to get me to make mistakes and correct myself. | finally got fed up with the harassment and
cdled himanidiot, apeabrain. | asked him if the reason he couldn't remember what | said about who
had the knife to Tabitha's back was because his elevator didn't go al theway up. That finally got a
response from the prosecutor and the judge. | was threatened with contempt. The prosecutor even
wanted my comments stricken from the record. | then lectured the lawyer about how he could remember
by making amnemonic out of the letters. Thejudge in exasperation finaly told mel could go. As| left the
courtroom, the spectators started to clap. The judge was throwing another hissy fit as| |eft the room.

The drive home was even worse than the testifying. My brain and body weretired. | swerved onto the
shoulder of the road when alarge dark shape flashed in front of the windshield. Gulping for air, | looked
in the rear view mirror and saw three crows picking at the carcass of some dead animal. | felt
picked-over likethat animal. | then noticed abird circling above the road about a hundred yards ahead
of the pickup. The hawk stayed circling until I got home and entered the house. There Move-over took
over thewatching.

“Mr. Blythe?"
“YesJohn."

“Both the Czeminski girl and Karpinen testified againgt your son. | did get both the prosecutor and the
judgeto agreeto a pleabargain. Since both your son and hisfriend are seventeen, they will have clean
records next year. Jorgensen will get Sixty daysin county jail with probation until heis eighteen and your
son will have probation until hiseghteenth birthday.”

“I thought you said you could makeit dl go away?'



“I could haveif Karpinen and Czeminski hadn't testified.”
“No one messes with my family and gets away with it. Hurt them. Hurt them bad. Start with the banks.”

“I think the girl hasacollegeloan out. I'll start by having theloan cdledin. | think it isafederd loan so
wewill haveto haveit first transferred to another bank."

“ Stop bothering me with the details. Y ou know your job Mister Jones. Just tell me when they are
hurting.”

* k k %

Thiswas abad day for the Chameleon. A supervisor just returned from vacation. He was deef. The
Chamel eon's di sguise worked because she overpowered dl the senses. She was an average female
secretary. Y our nose said she smdlled like awoman. Y our eyeswould say the same. She looked, tasted,
walked, talked, and sounded like dl the other women in the office. But being an imposter she wasn't
quite perfect. The dightly different scent she gave off was offset by her voice. The throaty whisper in her
voice could be ignored when contrasted with the popular make-up on her face.

In other words, the supervisor without his sense of hearing to interfere had started watching her with a
quizzica look to hisface. She knew she had to disappear from thisidentity and start anew one. She
liked the access she had gained by being female. She aso noticed that the so-called security that wasin
place was more interested in her femaleness than in what she did. The Chameleon had heard talk about a
leshian bar downtown. She would go there. It should be easy to attract anew prey to exchange identities
with. A new prey to destroy and place her current identification with. A new prey to be used to
camouflage her infiltration.

Her change of identity was easier than she imagined. She had dressed the prey with her clothing and
purse, destroyed her face and hands by leaving her body on the train tracks. The changes the Chameleon
had to maketo fit the new prey'sidentity were minor, dightly different shade of skin tone and hair color.
This prey had a better education than the last. The Chameleon could infiltrate the community at ahigher
leve.

* * * %

Air on a G-Sring by Bach was playing in the background and | waslooking again at the Grand
Unification equations. | had proofed the article and sent it back to the office the day before but | couldn't
stop thinking about the €l ectromagnetic equations.

| had decided to put the equations away but something made melook at them again using fuzzy logic.
Fuzzy logic assumesthat you don't have accurate information. A strange thing happens when you assume
inaccuracy. Y ou can process more information with more accuracy than with common math, but it only
works better on red life problems. I could still remember the first fuzzy math problem | proofed.

A college math professor had his class write out the problem of when he would get to his officeif heleft
homeat 7:10 in the morning. The class spent 3 weekstiming the traffic lights and examining hismorning
route. They then wrote out the problem using standard mathematical methods and fuzzy logic. Using
gtandard math, he would arrive a his office a 7:44 plus or minus 8.5 minutes. Using fuzzy logic, he would
arive a his office a approximately 7:48. The rest of the semester the class recorded the arrival time of
the professor. Except for 3 arrivals, the professor walked into his office within the 8.5 minutes of 7:44 but
for 3/4ths of the arrival times he arrived within 2 minutes of 7:48.

Fuzzy logic had the more accurate answer because it accepts the fact that the things are never exact. The
professor might leave home at 7:11 one day but the traffic lightswill average the later time of that
one-day s0 he till arrivesa 7:44. Fuzzy logic baances the inaccuracies by acknowledging that they are



there. The more variationsin a problem the gregter the accuracy using fuzzy logic.

A Japanese mathematician had taken aset of algorithms designed by alogician by the name of Kosko
and applied them to radio transmissons. | had run across hisarticlein Scientific American while
proofing astory from IBM Labs on anew system of transmitting information between computers without
using cables. Since radio waves are e ectromagnetic, | used the mathematician's algorithms on the
Unification equations. And then it happened! Right there on the computer screen! The equations showed
that just like the neutrinos e ectromagnetic radiation could convert to mass with gravity. Y ou could use
radio wavesto make gravity!

The converson to gravity was so smdl that it was unnoticeable, but it wasthere in the equations. | started
playing with the numbers on the screen. The equations stayed the same. | tried different combinations.
Stll the conversion to gravity was so smdl you couldn't even find it let done useit. Suddenly aspike
appeared in the numbers. Harmonics of different frequencies could add up to make noticeable gravity.

| stared at the computer screen. Silence. | don't know how long | watched the same string of numbers.
But Move-over stretched up my leg, inserted his claws through the fabric of my pants, and yowled. It
was morning. He wanted food. | had worked through the night.

| suddenly had to empty my bladder. The twelve hours sitting in front of acomputer screen had made
inroadsin the balance between my kidney output and my bladder capacity. | ran to the bathroom to the
accompaniment of my growling somach and Move-over's hungry cries. During the long minutes standing
infront of thetoilet, | wondered if | actudly found away of making artificid gravity. Then | started to
laugh. | laughed so hard | missed the stool. Wiping up the smal puddle next to thetoilet, | kept hearing
the comment from an imaginary reporter that sarted my laughter. “ Sir, what was the first thing you did
after you redlized you discovered artificid gravity?'

The musclesin my lower abdomen hurt from the pressure of my over extended bladder and laughter. |
dowly finished cleaning and limped to the kitchen. | needed to replace my fluids! | was on my second
glassof orangejuicewhen | fell adeep.

Bang, bang, bang. | didn't want to move but the pounding continued. | tried to wake, but failed. | tried
again and succeeded in lifting my head. | watched the warm glass of orangejuice for awhile. Then | saw
Move-over staring at me from the other side of the kitchen table. Finally, | focused on the front door and
the knocking coming fromiit. | started to answer the door but had to turn back to set the glass back on
the kitchen table. When | got to the door, it had turned quiet. For an ingtant, | stopped to wonder why
the door had stopped making noise. Opening the door, | saw afigure walking away.

“Yes' | croaked out.

Thefigure turned. It was Tabitha. “Hi, | thought no one was home.” Shewalked closer. A grin cameto
her face. “Y ou must keep late hours.” Before | could say anything, her face turned serious and she
continued, “With the cops, lawyers, and everything else | never got achanceto thank you.” After a
pause, “ Thank you."

“Comein. I'm gill haf-adeep. I'll make coffee.”

When she hesitated, | said, “Come on. | need to wake-up and the coffeg's not going to get made
gtanding out here."

The grin came back to her face. “If you don't mind me saying so ... You look like hell."

“I've been busy."



“Withwhat?'

| had to tell someone about what | had found, someone who would understand. “I think | just discovered
away to make atificid gravity."

“Sureyou did ... You're serious!”

The next hourswere more fun than | had in years. | explained what | had done and showed her the
equations and computer predictions. The computer room is crowded when two chairs are put in front of
the screen. | could fedl her excitement, her movement, and smell her scent. It was stimulating. It was
erotic.

Suddenly sheturned. Her facewas dive. “Let'sbuild it and seeif it works?"
“Let'd"

She grabbed me and hugged. For thefirg timein my life | meted into another'sarms. | held her till she
stopped moving. | finaly forced mysdlf away. | looked at her face. It was soft now with ahint of
moistness around her eyes. | finaly took a deep breath. “Let's make alist. We need to span as much of
the e ectromagnetic spectrum as we can. The equations show that we need a broad band of frequencies
for it towork."

“Yesalig."

Chapter 5
Experimenting
| needed to get outside after spending the last few weeks' proofreading and working on artificia gravity.
Thisisnorthern Minnesotaso | loaded number 7 birdshot in my father's old Harrington single-shot
shotgun to carry. | wasn't planning on using the gun, but for walking through the woodsit is expected to
carry something—a saw, an axe, agun, or acamera.

The morning was beautiful. 1ce fog covered theland. Thetrees, grasses, and buildings were frosted. The
morning light penetrated the low-lying clouds reflecting off the frosted ground in sparkles of pink and
blue. The ground was dightly warmer than the ice fog so the mist stopped about five feet from any
objects. If | squatted down, | could see clearly the forest line acrossthe field. The frosted grass crunched
with every step. Every bregth | took was fresh and clean. Frost formed on my eye lashes and nose hairs.
By thetime | reached the logging road at the end of the field, | wasin heaven.

The farm'swoods were crisscrossed with trails wide enough for atractor pulling awood cart. | entered
the maze grateful to belost for awhile. In the corner of the woods, ared oak had blown over afew
years back during astorm. My father and | had cut the broken tree into firewood but we had |eft the
shattered stump. When | had moved back home this last summer, | had taken my chainsaw and carved
the ssump into achair. That was my first god for the day. | sat on the cold wood. Closed my eyes. And
listened to the soft sounds of the forest.

When Tabithaand | started the project, we knew we would need a base to build the contraption on. My
father, like dl old time farmers, had an equipment graveyard behind the fields in the woods. There were
three cars, two Alice-Chamerstractors, and a 1953 Ford truck stripped and rusting in between the
trees. The vehicles had given their partsto keep the other farm equipment working. We pulled the empty
transmission case from an old Dodge and mounted it on blocksin the garage.

We needed to concentrate the waves so the first thing we did was buy a satdllite dish and mount it on the
face of the transmisson. We would have trouble adjusting frequenciesin the light range so we began by



buying four identical laser pointers. Mounting them on the edge of the transmission case with boltsand
clampswe lined them up so their beams met at the focus of the dish.

If you throw two rocksin apond, you will seethat the waves on the surface will interfere with each

other. They will build up in spots and disappear in others. We wanted the € ectromagnetic wavesto build
at the focus until they collapsed and became gravity. From my work, | knew that certain frequency ratios
like3:1,5:2,4:1, 2.1, and 7:2 were ungtable. | dso knew that other ratios like 1:1 and 3:2 combinations
were stable. Using the frequency of the lasers as astarting point, we mounted radio transmittersin the
stable frequencies that would broadcast into the dish. | talked the local phone-company into salling an
outdated microwave transmitter to me and Tabitha borrowed an infrared unit from the college. Before we
could gstart testing, we needed at least one more microwave transmitter and two more in the radio
broadcast range.

Tabithahad gone to see what else she could get from her college and to clear up some problems she had
with her financial aid so | had taken the day off. When | opened my eyes, | knew what | would see.
Three feet away ared squirrel stood on his haunches watching. In anear by tree, two nuthatches hunted
for food. They took turns. One watched while the other fed.

Theair became warmer, but the fog didn't lift. It thickened and settled closer to the ground. Without the
frost, the damp leaves made no noise when | walked. In asilent blanket, | wondered through the woods.
The only sounds | heard were the rustling of the small animasthat watched. From memory, | threaded
my way back home. Nearing the edge of the woods, | stopped. The nuthatches fluttered in front of me,
They settled on anear by tree. One looked off to the edge of the woods and the other glanced back and
forth between his mate and me. | followed the bird's gaze. Slowly out of the mist, | made out the back of
aman. He was watching the farm buildings.

“Isthere something | can help you with?"

The man jumped. Dropping his binoculars, he stood nervoudly looking at me. Ashetried to clear his
throat to make areply, | could see him glance at the old shotgun | had in my hands.

“Just walking in thewoods ... | got turned around in thefog.” He turned sideways to me and pointed past
the buildings. “Isthat county road 267"

1] Yall
“Thanks"

He headed off acrossthe fields. | walked over to where he had been standing. The grass and leaves
were dry. He had to have been standing there for hours watching the farm. What was going on?

* k% k %

The Chameleon loved this planet. Unlike most intelligent species the one here had very little herd or
family organization. This species conssted of individuaswith only avisage left of family unitsand the herd
had fragmented into strange overlapping groupings. Regiona herds were fragmented by nationa, which
were then fragmented by state and various local communities. Then overlapping herds made up of
religious and socia groups spread acrossthe large territoria groupings, making a mesh of competing
loyalties. That meant the Chameleon only had to dedl with oneindividud at atime. Shewas morethan a
match for anyone she had encountered.

She did to the people she encountered what her Users did to the worlds they savaged. She learned
everything she could about the person. Swindled what she could from them and stole the rest. She used
five people since she took her last prey. Her bank account now numbered in the millions of dollars. There



again she thought, “What awonderful planet!” Money was such an anonymous way to ca culate success
here.

The Chameeon would start her new job today, executive vice president. The old vice president had been
her lover until she doctored the books and told his wife about the affair. Her new office had just been
refurbished. After dl, you can't just scrub clean brains, blood and bullet a hole after asuicide. Great
Userd Sheloved this planet. Maybe she would retire here. It was so fun.

Chapter 6
Response
Leena had trouble deeping. The bed was cold. She had sent her husband Fred to deep on the couch
after she heard about his helping Blythe and Jones mess with the Czeminskis bank accounts.

Leenahad had a crush on Earl Czeminski in high school. Hewas so tal and hislegslooked so good in
his basketball shorts. Marthawas a cheerleader and had the inside track with Earl but Leenajust couldn't
help fantasi zing about Earl's long legs and butt during each basketbal game. She never regretted marrying
Fred but she aways had a soft spot for Earl. She was furious with Fred for helping those out-of-towners,
Blythe and Jones, hurt Earl and hisfamily. Fred was the president of the bank. He should have stood up
to Blythe and Jones even if Blythe had the most money in the bank. Fred knew that he persondly would
take care of Earl'sfinancia problems or he wasn't going to get back into bed anytime soon.

Leena decided shewould cal Olgain the morning before the first soaps started. Oggie would know how
to handle outsiders.

“Oggie?
“Leena. Did you catch the end of Hospital ?1 think Julieis going to leave Spencer.”
“You're, kidding. Is she going after Carlos?’

“I think s0."

“Oggie, do you remember Earl Czeminski?'

“Oh, yes. He had grest legs. | loved the way his ass|ooked when he bent over bouncing the ball before a
freethrow."

“Wéll, that rich guy Friedrick Blythe and hislawyer Johnny Jones haveit infor Earl."
“Yourekidding! Why?'

“Y ou know about those kids trying to rob the video store a couple of weeks ago.”
“ya"

“Thegirl that stopped them was Earl's daughter Tabitha and the boy that helped was Danny Karpinen,
Hazd's boy. Wdllll, it was Blythe's son, Jordan, with the Jorgenson brat who tried to rob the place.
Blythe wantsto get back at Tabithaand Danny.

“My Fred told methat Blythe and Jones said they would pull their money out of the bank unless he called
inal theloansthe Czeminskis had. Fred pulled theloans but | told him he had to fix things or he would
be deeping on the couch for the next year."

“Good for you. My Tom better not be hel ping Blythe or he won't be doing any sheriffing in my bedroom.



I'll make sure that Tom will spread the news to the other deputies to keep an eye out for any dirty tricks
by Blythe or Jones."

“Ya... Uknow, Oggie. | think Julieis pregnant with Mitch's child."

“Damnit. | knew | should have taped Days yesterday..."

* * * %

“Erma?
“Syvia?"

“Yes. Just got off the phone with Oggie. Did you hear Mitch got Julie pregnant?'
“You're kidding, Mitch?1 thought it would have been Bruce."

“And did you know about Blythe making trouble for Earl?"

“Not Legs Czeminski!"

“Yup, Legs. And heisaso going after Hazel's son, Dan."

“Goddamnit, Syl. We godda do something about thet..."

* k% k %

“Emma, thisis Betty again. | just got off the phone with Eleanor. She talked to Zoe, Stella, and Fran.
With Helga, Johanna, Marta, and Grettawe will have enough votesto pull the investments of our Coffee
Klutch Club from Blythe's company. Gertrude said her Al will take care of placing the new investments.

“Did you hear what Margrete did when she heard about Jeff helping Blythe?!
“What?'

“She grabbed him by the nuts and hauled his ass outside. She yelled at him for twenty minutes. Someone
called the cops because Leenas Tom showed up. Tom got things settled down.”

“That soundslike Marg. Do you remember the time in tenth grade when she found out David was seeing
Sylviaonthesde?’

“Oh, yes. David couldn't walk straight for aweek and Syl till doesn't talk to Marg.”
“Jdulie left Spencer and moved in with Carlos.™

“Damn. Blythe made me miss Hospital . HE's going to pay for that..."

* * % %

John W. Joneswas worried. Friedrick Blythe was not aman to take bad news lightly. By now Earl
Czeminski should have been trying to sl hisassets. The video store closed. The smdl laundromat should
havea‘for sde sgninthewindow. And he should have been laid off hisjob at the eectric co-opertive.

Thiswas crazy. Fred at the bank was putting off talking to him. Jeff at the co-operative stopped
accepting hiscals. And hisloca contact in the prosecutor's office had said that she wasn't going to be
giving him any more information. He till had the local prosecutor in his pocket but the judge was starting
to act hinky. Plus, it seemed that Blythe's companies had become atake-over target for some Wall

Street investor. Jones was trying to stem the losses while finding out which investment firm was organizing



theraid. But the biggest stock sale hadn't come from New Y ork. It was some small Midwest company
he couldn't track down that was incorporated under the strange name of Coffee Klutch Club.

God. It was only ahdf-hour before his next meeting with Blythe. He couldn't even give Blythe something
on Daniel Karpinen. Hisemployer was in Chicago and the company was large enough that Jones hadn't
found any leverage that would work with the company to get him fired.

Chapter 7
FHzzde

It was the Christmas holidays and Tabithaand | werefinally ready to test out our contraption. We
worked for hoursin the old garage so we could finish testing the setup before she had to leave for the
dart of the next semester in January. Tabithasaid her financid problemswerefindly straightened ot.

The old garage was cold so | dragged in an old propane salamander to keep the edge off while we were
working. The sdlamander was able to hold the temperature just warm enough so we could work without
our gloves and jackets. The old cement floor never got warm from the heater. | layered a dozen old
gunnysacks around the Dodge transmission to cushion the concrete and keep the cold back. My legsjust
couldn't handle the hours of knedling on the cement without the layers of burlap.

The sdlamander had been running for an hour. Our breath stopped making steam and we started to
swest. Taking off my jacket, | snatched aquick ook at Tabby while she shrugged off hers. The fabric of
her shirt pulled tight as she wiggled free. God was she built!

Wertriple checked the connections. The satdllite dish was bolted firmly to the Dodge transmission. The
four laser pointers were as close as we could get to the focus of the dish. We had five radio transmitters
placed around the outside of the dish using the dish to reflect the sgnasto the focus. The two microwave
and one infrared tranamitters were balanced between the other units along the edge of the dish. We
backed away, shaded our eyes and turned the switch on.

Nothing happened.
| rocked the switch back and forth afew times. Still nothing happened.

| looked at Tabitha. Shelooked at me. A smileformed on her face. Giggles started and full belly laughs
followed. We hung on to each other, sides hurting, legs waobbling, trying to keep from peeing.

Through the laughter | felt Tabby's muscles move. Still laughing, | wanted to fed more. My hands went
beneath her flannd shirt. Her hands unbuckled my pants. We rolled onto the gunnysacks, clothes pulled
gpart, laughing. Our skin felt so warm compared to the cold of the garage. We pressed ourselves
together reveling in the warmth. The course weave of burlap rubbed the skin where her warm flesh didn't
touch. The laughter stopped as the burlap rubbed my knees raw and started again when we finished.

We pulled our clothestogether, turned the sdlamander off, and ran to my bedroom. Clothes went flying
again but thistime there was no laughter. | watched every move her body made aswe rolled and moved
intime with each other. It was much later. Tabithawas adeep. | waswatching smal droplets of sweat
roll down her body around her breasts. Every droplet took a different path. | blew on her bare chest
watching the goosebumps change the direction of the droplets. That wasit! The equations showed that
every dectromagnetic transmission had to be at an exact frequency and a an exact nexus. Our
contraption couldn't be exact. Just the changesin air temperature would sift the transmissions. | would
have to fuzz the transmitters so they would cover asmall band of frequencies close to what we needed.
That way they would combine when, by chance or chaos, everything matched the frequencieswe
wanted.



| blew again on her bare skin. Thistime not only did goosebumps form but her nipples hardened. A pair
of arms grabbed me and pulled mein.

| woke first and dipped out of bed. | started to tiptoe out of the bedroom until | saw the two hearing aids
on the headboard. | felt eyes on my naked body. | looked at deeping Tabitha Eyes shut. Move-over
was on adresser top lying upside down and stretched out. His ditted eyes glowed from under hisnose
and between his dangling front paws.

“Move-over, you old voyeur. Did you get an eyeful ?'

| dressed and went to the garage. | had an idea about running the output from an old boombox into the
transmittersto fuzzy the dgnds. | wasjust bolting the boombox to the Dodge transmission when the door

opened.
“Thereyou are? | was wondering where you ran off to."
“I had an ideaabout the sgnals. | think we need to fuzz them alittle”

“I get it. The frequencies aren't matching but since we can't increase the accuracy we fuzz the frequencies
s0 they will occasionaly match up.

“What would you like meto do?'

“I need anumber 8 bolt with anut that is about oneinch long. There should be afew in the box over
there”

| started to hear humming and the tinkling of bolts and nuts. | looked over to Tabitha. The box was on
the floor. She was bent at the waist, hands deep in the box with her legs spread wide. Her asswas
rotating in time with the tune she was humming. God did she have awell-built set of legsand ass. |
walked up behind her dowly touching her moving body with mine. We never got back to finishing our
contraption before she left for school.

Tabithawas back in schoal. | have my work. | have the contraption we were making. And | have
Move-over. But the house il felt empty. Looking out the window, | saw the clear sunlit cold of sub zero
wegther. Putting on my wools, | got the green wax tin and my skis from the back entryway. The waxing
took just aminute and | was out the door heading across the snow to the woods across the fields.

One hundred yards from the house the coordinated hand leg movements of cross-country skiing broke
through the feding of loneliness. | was dert and ready to see the woods. By seeing, | meant more than
seeing. | was ready to become, like my Uncle Ben, apart of the woods not just aviewer of the woods.
Winter was the only time | could become part of the woods. During the other seasons, there was just too
much life. | could only blend in. Halfway to the forest, | stopped and closed my eyes. | listened to the
wind and rustling of the few dry leavesthat hadn't fallen off the trees. My breathing dowed matching that
of the forest. | headed on.

It had been aweek sincethelast snow and | could see dl of the activity that had happened since then.
Mice, deer, dogs, rabbits, wolves. Just insdethetreeline | came upon three depressions with the flaring
marks of wings. Three partridges had dept last night within sight of the farmhouse. Rabbit tracks were
just adozen yardsfarther. | stopped to look for the rabbit's black eye. | found it thirty feet to theright.
Squinting in the bright sun, | made out the white outline of the rabbit againgt the snow. In the winter the
woods are thick with life. And the tracks tell you the patterns of the living.

| got to the stump chair. Brushing off the snow, | thought about the change in the pattern of my life



Tabithamade. There was athrobbing in my hand. The puukko Ben had given mewasthere. | didn't
remember taking it out but the rocking of the balanced blade between my fingers gave the knife the fed
of aheartbest. | looked. A nuthatch and two chickadees were watching. | put the knife away and
warmed my frozen fingers between my legs. What did the watching mean?

* k k %

The Chameleon had a pleasant surprise with the new position. Shewasin charge of the corporate spies
that the company used. Most of the spies worked for the magazines run by the company. It was strange
but some of the companies seemed to expect and even work with the spies. One of the magazineswould
have spy pictures of the newest automobile designs with written articles that included quotes from the
spied upon automohbile company executives. This place was so much like the Users; she might just have
to recommend that a permanent colony be placed here.

* * * %

Jonesfindly had something for Blythe. He hired atrack student to injure the Czeminski girl. The student
wasto foul the girl during next track meet so Blythe could watch it happen. The detective he hired to find
something on Karpinen was still having trouble. There was no easy way to observe the farmhouse he
lived in. There wasjust too much open space in the country. The phone taps were not hel ping. There
were few callsbeing made and except for afew odd email messages the Internet access was encrypted.
The detective was able to break the codes but they were difficult enough that they were broken after the
materias Karpinen was working on were publicly published. Jones knew he needed to make more
happen to the Czeminskis and Karpinen soon or he would be looking for anew job.

* * * %

Tabitharushed for the bus. There were twenty other athletes aready aboard. It was arecord for the
college. Twenty invited to the pre-season invitationd track meet in the Twin Cities. It wasthethird time
Tabithamadeit to theinvitationa. She settled back into the seat to deep the hoursto the arena. The
noise from the firgt-timers was just afaint background hum to soother her to dumber.

* k x %

Thelimo pulled up to the arena fifteen minutes before the start of the meet. Jones had made sure that
prime seets were saved for him and Blythein the hdf full athletic center. Blythe had been occupied with
financial reports during the flight down and had said only a dozen words to Jones. Nervous, Jones led
Blytheto their seats. Praying that everything would go well, he told Blythe that the 3000-meter race was
scheduled seventh in the line-up.

“Thisisyour lagt chance Jones. If this doesn't work, you will belooking for anew job. Anything on
Karpinen yet?

“Have you found leverage?'
“No, but I have arranged for afireto take place at Czeminski's laundromat this weekend."
“Why haven't you got something on Karpinen?'

“The company he works for istoo big and heistoo important to their operations for an attack on that
front. He spends mogt of histime a home and with this being winter | can't get someone closeto thefarm
he lives on without the possibility of being seen. Y ou told me you wanted whatever happened to him to
occur without someone tracing it back to us. To do that in the winter, we would have to go out-of-house
and hireaprofessond fixer. Y ou said you wanted to keep things in-house for now.

“Sir, the 3000 metersis about to start. The dark hair girl running next to Czeminski isthe one | hired from
her schoal. To play it safe, | aso hired the blonde two lanes over. They weretold to take her out on the



second lap on the curveright in front of us.”

They watched in silence as the race started. Czeminski was third through the first lgp. On the backstretch
of the second lap, the blond pulled dong side her. The corner came. The blonde stumbled and fell into
Czeminski. They both fell on the track with the blonde's legs tangled with Czeminski's. The brunette was
running right behind the two. She clumslly tried to jump the tangle but landed on Czeminski'slegs. They
could hear the crack of the bone breaking from the stands.

“Good. You findly did something right, Jones.”

Thetwo men |eft the meet and got into the waiting limo for the drive to the airport for the flight back.

Chapter 8
Pop

| was making the finishing touches to the contraption under Move-over's watchful eyes. The cat had
climbed up into the rafters of the garage. Every so often, | would hear soft feet rustling the junk stored
between the rafters or see dust dropping to the garage floor. | would look up to see Move-over's eyes
glowing from overhead. The cat seemed to have away of dropping dust so it would get into my nose.
Other than the old boombox, the most noticeable change | made to the contraption was writing
CONTRAPTION on the side of the transmission using a can of Alice Chamers orange spray paint.

| heard the door open behind me.
“| seeyou decided to nameit."
“Tabhithal What are you doing here? | was going to drive up and see you thisweekend."

She stepped into the garage. | could see the split trouser leg and the walking cast that went up to her
knee. “| had alittle accident and took the rest of the week off."

“What happened?'

“Not much. During the 3,000 meter invitational arunner from St. Cloud State tripped into me on acorner
and ateammeate ran into both of us."

“Sit down ... Doesit hurt ... Do you need anything ... What can | do?"
Thelaughter came. Gasp. “Yes.” Gasp. “ Stop making meeelaugh.”

Shewas okay. And even with the cast she was sexy. She knew immediately what | was thinking. It could
have been the memory of what happened the firgt time we laughed together or the bulgein my pants.

“Youjust hold it there buddy. | want to see this contraption work before | let you scratch under my cast
or anyplacedse”

It only took afew more minutesto finish checking the circuits. | lifted Tabby on the workbench and
climbed up to sit beside her. We had alittle countdown before flipping the switch. At firgt, nothing
happened except for giggles, but then | saw adight ripple near the focus of the reflector dish.

“Did you seethat?'
“It looks sort of like the ripplesfrom a stove burner. | wonder if it ishot.”

Meow. There was Move-over waking along the two by six rafter. A large dust bunny fell from his feet.



Sowly it drifted to the Contraption.
Pop.

The circuit breskers blew. The garage plunged to dark with the only light coming from asmall north
window. | ran to the dectrical box and flipped the lights back on. The contraption wasin pieces. The
bolts holding the transmittersin place were pulled loose. The dish was pulled off the Dodge transmission.
Most of the pieces were dangling from their wires. The rest were lying on the garage floor.

“I'll be damned. It worked."

The only incident to mar the day happened much later. Tabithawas lying naked on my bed after having
me scratch her toes and the flesh around the top of the cast. I, of course, took the opportunity to scratch
the rest of her body numeroustimes. After scratching for the tenth time the skin under the top edge of the
cadt, | was running my fingers up theinside of her thigh.

“That tickles.” She jerked her leg up. Since my head was between her knees at the time, the cast
connected with my nose.

Later, | wasin the bathroom pulling dried red toilet paper from my nose watching my eyes raccoon up
from the bruiseswhen | started to laugh.

“Dan, what's so funny?"
“Tabby, do you remember metelling you about when | figured out the equations?*

“Yes. You said that you had been working ten hours straight so you ran to the bathroom. Y ou Started
laughing because if areporter asked...” She hit me. “Y ou are not going to tell anyone about what
happened.”

* * % %

Jones yawned. It was 3:00 am. He couldn't leave his office until he knew everything happened as
planned. He jerked spilling the cold cup of coffee he had in hishands. His office was only three blocks
from thefire sation. The fire sren was|loud enough to wake deeping volunteers at the outskirts of town.
It was nearly deafening at three blocks. Waking to the window, he saw the orange glow from the
location of the laundromat. Satisfied he left for home and bed.

Tuesday morning and things were not well. Thefire gutted the laundromat but Jones wasn't ableto get
suspicion for the arson to be placed on Earl Czeminski. On Monday, He had tried alittle pressure on the
DA to look into thefire but the DA came back with the news that the police were sure that Czeminski
wasn't involved and that they had suspects that they were looking into. When Jones asked the DA who
the suspect was, the DA refused to tell him.

The investment drain in Blythe's companies had gained the notice of at least two Wall Street take-over
gpecidists and the work to keep control of the companies had turned into afree-for-all. It wastimeto go
outside for help. He had contacted a shady investigating firm known for their dirty tricks. He had to
convince Blytheto go with the firm. Jones needed deniability if things went wrong and professond helpin
finding out who wasraiding their companies.

Jones|eft hisoffice. Walked down the hal to Blythe's.
“Sherry, | need to speak to the boss.”

“Sorry, Mr. Jones but he said not to let anyonein until he finished thiscal."



“I'l wait."

Ten minutes later. “Heis off the phone.” Sherry picked up the phone and pressed the intercom. “Mr.
Jonesishere... Okay dr. Wait one more minute and then goin."

“Mr. Blythe. | need help. I'm alawyer. | know how to handle things after they happened. It isthis setting
up of things before that is giving me problems. We have this detective firm looking into Karpinen. | would
liketo expand their duties to include Czeminski and the other work."

“We can't control an outsde firm."

“Sir, | thought of that. | can funnel everything through athird party. | will hirealawyer friend and use
attorney/client privilege to block the connection between us and the detective firm."

“Don't you mean you and the detective firm?”

“Yes, me. Thiswill dso hdp with our financia problems. | haven't had thetimeto redly look into
stopping these corporate raiders while working on Czeminski and Karpinen.”

“How much..."

Jones made it through with hisjob till intact. It was the toughest sdll job he had with Blythe. He decided
that it wastimeto start looking for anew job. He was flying out to New Y ork tomorrow. He would just
float his resume while he worked on saving Blythe's companies. People were dways|ooking for good
corporate lawyerswho didn't mind getting their hands alittle dirty. The only problem wasthat you didn't
have job security. But Jones decided that dl he needed was another five more yearsin the trenches and
he would have enough in his Swiss bank accountsto retire and live off theinterest.

* * % %

Tabitha continued crying in my arms. My shirt was soaked through. It was both scary and comforting to
hold her. | stroked her back dowly. There was no sexua desirein my hands but there still was athrill of
touching her warmth. Through gaps between the tears, she told how the family's laundromat had been
torched and the loan and banking problemsthat were started by Blythe and Jones. My mind went back
to the man watching my home. Could he have been working for Blythe? | looked up and saw
Move-over'seyes. | slently whispered, “Y ou need to watch her.”

“Meowwwerrr.” Somehow | knew Move-over understood and had accepted the task.

Tabithaleft my armsto wash her face. The whole side of my shirt was wet and cold. | went to the
bedroom to put on anew shirt. Talking through the walls and doorsto Tabitha, “Y ou don't haveto go
back to school. Y ou can stay here.”

“I am going to school. Blytheisn't going to sop me from finishing my degree.”

“Y ou need to be careful. If Blythe had the laundromat burned, your broken leg might not have been an
accident."

“I thought of that mysdif. | will find out what happened.”

She came out of the bathroom. Her face was the same one | saw those weeks earlier in the video store. |
knew she would find out what had happened. But | was till afraid. | spent the remaining hours of the
weekend trying to talk her into letting me protect her or to play it safe and stay home. She refused both
choices.



| was again Sitting on the stump in thewoods. The knife blade throbbing in my hand and the birds
watching. Thistimewhen | had skied into the woods, | had taken a step further in the transformation. |
had become a predator. | felt the forest bresthing and the life but this time my senseswent out to find the
lifeand my body relaxed to attack. At fird, | couldn't understand why the tension left my limbsand my
skiing rhythm changed to aliquid flow. But there was aclatter astwo tree limbs connected in the breeze.
My body flowed into readiness before my senses could classify the sound. | had not realized the body
had to relax beforeit could fight.

| had to protect Tabitha. | had to protect myself. Damnit. | needed to learn how to do both. The puukko
flew from my hands and stuck oneinch into atreetrunk equal distance between two nuthatches who
were watching me. The nuthatches didn't fly away or stop their watching. | skied to the tree and pulled
the knife from thewood. The birdsfindly flew to the next tree when | got within arm's reach.

* * * %

Jones had spent two days with the bankers. Jones knew his actions had given them a breathing spell of at
least afew months. His next meeting was with Finkelstien, Bradly and Associates. It wasasmall
investment firm that Jones had worked with before. He had gone to college with Harry O'Bradly.

“Harry O. You redly should put the O back in your name."

“Johnny, you know how Wall Street is. | had to leave Finkel stien's name on the company just so | could
stay in business. No one except you would hire afirm named O'Bradly to do their investing.

“Enough small talk. Y ou look worried Johnny. What do you need?’

“Ralders are going after my bosss companies. | think | might be a casualty of the take over attempt. |
need to get my investmentsliquid enough so | can pull out without oosing too much money. Plus| would
liketo find out who is going after Blythe."

“Okay, Johnny. There are some short terms bondswe can use..."
“Now that isfinished, what can you tell me about Coffee Klutch?!
“CoffeeKlutch? How are they involved?'

“They started the problems by pulling out their investments in mass. Blythe's market value dropped 30
pointsin one day."

“You'rein trouble. The Coffee Klutch sarted investing in the early 80s. They are a private investment
firm but dl the big boys started watching them closdly in the 90s. They have never had anegative year.
They are damn good. If they have lost faith in Blythe, there is a better than 50/50 chance that nothing you
try will saveyou."

“Just who is Coffee Klutch?I've never heard of them and | can't find any details about them.”

“They are aprivate investment club so not much isknown. I do know that they started out with 10,000
dollars and their current portfolio is over 375 million. For years | thought the Coffee Klutch was agroup
of lvy League graduates. Y ou know what I'm talking about. A group of friendsjust graduating from
college put up 1,000 dollars each and go into the market. But afew years back | was drinking with a
friend | havein the FCC. A news program about investing on Wall Street come onthe bar's TV and this
being the financia district no one turned it off. The reporters had amonkey picking stocks. The monkey
out performed most of the big firms. The monkey even outperformed me for three-quarters. The news
show went on to agroup of little old ladies investing in the market. That iswhen my friend whispered,



“The Coffee Klutch isthe samething.""

That iswhen everything fell into place for Jones. The downtown dinner with the name the Coffee Clutch.
The side room reserved every Tuesday night for the ladies of the town. The town had turned against
Blythe. With 375 million in the stock market, they could do what they wanted. It now made sense. The
banker not following ingtructions. The problems getting the DA and police to do what he wanted. It was
timeto get out.

“Harry, Blythe is going down. He has maybe six months before he looses his companies. | want you to
pull al of my stocks out of his companies. But | need it done dowly and quietly so he doesn't know that |
am quitting. How long do you think it will teke?"

“How much money are you willing to losein the ded?"
“Aslittleaspossble”

“Give me four months. To make thiswork you will need to make sure he doesn't suspect you are
leaving.”

“Hewont."

Chapter 9
Eyes

| finished an article on the affect of deforestation on local water tables. | encrypted the story and emailed
it to the home office. Move-over was watching me from the top of the computer case. Since he had to
have his head on the computer's cooling fan and the fan wasin back of the case, he wastrying anew
method of lying on the computer. He was on his back with his head coming out from under his shoulder. |
scratched his chin. The cat's rumbling was three times louder than the old muffin fan on the computer. Just
audible over the purring was the thrashing of the computer's hard drive.

| wondered if Blythe had someone trying to hack into my files. What about my work on gravity? The best
wal to protect something isnot to protect it. | decided to send copies of my equationsto every college
and lab that | had email addressesto. If everyone had it with my name on it, no one could stedl the
informetion.

The sending of the emailstook the rest of the morning. | needed to get away from the computers. | had
work to do on the Contraption. | bought anew reflector dish. The dish was the only thing that seemed to
be broken beyond repair. To protect the dish during the next test, | waswelding stedl strapsto the
Dodge transmission case. The straps were long enough to reach the dish. | would bend each strap to
form a harness around the outside edge of the dish. | lost mysdlf in the blue arch of the eectric welder.
Tomorrow | would start assembling aframe to mount the e ectromagnetic transmitters on. | was going to
useinch and aquarter galvanized sted water pipes. The pipes were overkill for the frame but my dad had
agtack of them left from the waterlines we had for the stock tanks.

All thework | was doing didn't stop the worries about Tabitha. Would she be dright?

* * % %

It took al week but Tabithafindly got Sue aone. “ Suzie, | noticed something strange when you ran into
me. You did it on purpose. | want to know why."

“You're paranoid. | never meant to hurt you. Let me go!”

Tabithawaked Suzie into the corner of the dead end hdlway. “Tak to me."



“Get away. You're crazy."

“Maybe, but you are going to tell me what happened.”
“Please. Pleaselet me go."

“Tak."

Tabitha pressed into Suzie holding her againgt thewall. After afew minutes something broke within and
Suzie's shoulders dropped, tears came. “So much money. | needed the money. | didn't think. | didn't ...
not until | felt your leg break. God, why did | do it?"

“Who gave you the money?"

“Some guy. | don't know. He seemed to know | was broke. He gave me five hundred dollarsin cash. A
week later he came with another five hundred and said he wanted you hurt, bad enough so you would be
out for the season. A thousand dallars. More than enough money to finish the year. But then he said he
wanted it done during amest. | said no way. But he showed me another five hundred. He left. He said he
would come back in aweek.

“When he came back, he told me the plan. How you would be knocked down and | would fall on top. It
didn't seemred. | didn't want it to bered. He was willing to give me athousand dollars more. | wanted
that money..."

Tabithaleft Suzie standing at the end of the hall.

* k% k %

Ever since Jones got back from New Y ork, hefelt peoples eyes on him. The older waitress at the dinner
seemed to glare as shefilled his coffee cup. Two sheriff's deputies camein and took a corner booth.
Between sips of coffee, they would look acrossthe dinner at him. Fred from the bank camein and sat at
atable near the cops. Jones overheard the waitress say to Fred, “Leenawould be proud of you standing
up to them.”

Jones had to protect himsdlf. He had to do Blythe's bidding until he got as much of his money as he could
out of Blythe's companies. But he had to aso keep up the dirty tricks on Czeminski and Karpinen. How
was he going to do both with everyone watching?

“Excuseme. Mr. Jones."
“What? Sorry, | was thinking about some work back at the office. What can | do for you officer?!

“Oh nothing, | saw you studying your coffee so intently. | thought that something might be bothering you.
Something you might want to tell me. But if it isjust officework, | will leaveyoutoit. Y ou can't believe
how much paperwork we haveto do every day."

The waitress came and topped off his coffee. “Tom. Say hi to Oggiefor me."
“I will. Good coffeetoday Fran.”
“Mr. Jones, do you want anything el se?"

“No. Just coffee. Thanks."

* * * %

Late Friday afternoon, | put out the automeatic feeder and water bowl for Move-over, made sure hislitter



box was clean, and put the lights and radio on timers so anyone looking in would think someone was
home. | got into my pickup and drove to Tabitha's college. It was aready dark when | got there. She met
me at the lounge next to the main entrance to her dorm.

| pulled her inand held her. Therelief of seeing her okay was so grest. | don't know how long we stood
there in each others arms but everyone was staring by the time we moved apart.

“We need to talk. Private. Let's go up to my room."

She swung around. Using the single crutch she needed to walk and with her cast asa prod, she pushed
through the studentsin the lobby to the elevators. She already had the doors closing on the elevator car
when | got there.

“Sow poke."

“If | had astick | could use for crowd control, | would have gotten here a the sametime you did.” We
just held hands until we got inside her room. | wanted to hold her again but she pushed me away and told
me about what she found out from Suzie. Sheinssted on metelling her everything | had done during the
week before she let me pull her to the bed.

| was struggling with her bra straps before | thought to ask, “Where is your roommate?”
“She went homefor the weekend."

We stopped talking for the rest of the night. | woke up in the morning to the metallic sound of clawson a
window screen. It was something | was very familiar with, after dl my family aways had cets. | have
expected acat hanging from the window even if we were four stories up but it turned out to be alittle
nuthatch hanging upside down and watching.

“Ever sincel got back to schooal, those birds have been hanging on that screen. | don't know why. There
isno food out there and the trees are on the other side of the dorm.”

“Tabby, | need to tell you the story that my Uncle Ben told be about Vietnam...

“I don't know how it fits but I somehow fed that we are now point men. Ever since the day those punks
tried to take you, | have felt the danger building. Every day | fed myself become more attuned to what is
around me. | wish | knew what those, those ... Yose arethinking..."

Chapter 10
Teding

Spring was melting the snow. | wished | could be outside more but those pesky emails | sent to the
colleges and labs had started a series of responses that took at least three hours every day to answer.
Therebuilding of the Contraption was finished and | was starting measurements. | had hung a
sixteen-pound bowling ball from the rafters and was measuring the strength of the gravity field by marking
the deflection of the ball from the perpendicular. | learned my lesson from the first experiment and set the
transmitter sirengthsto their lowest settings. The ball still moved more than ahalf ameter to the focus
from apoint one and ahaf metersaway. | had set the bl closer but the gravity field had pulled the ball
into the focus and it reflected the lasers causing thefield to collapse.

| was counting the days to when Tabithawould be home during Easter break with both anticipation and
worry. | wanted to show her the Contraption and bring her to see Uncle Ben if the weather held. But |
also noticed that the numbers of watchers had increased. | was hoping that it was just because the
warmer temperatures had brought more animals out and not that they were waiting for something to see.



* * % %

The Chameleon had just organi zed the take-over of asmdler publishing firm. She ripped the pieces of
the company apart and fired most of the workers. It resulted in anet gain of two million dollarsto the
company. Most of the money came from the retirement accounts of the workers. The smaler company
had banked most of the retirement accountsinto its own coffers. With the company in pieces, the
Chameleon had been able to liquidate the accounts and substitute the cheapest retirement plan she could
find. This place was dready boring her. It wasjust apaeimitation of the Users. Thejoy she felt when
shefirgt discovering theintricacies of this society had faded to contempt with the ease of her infiltration.
She decided that she would collect dl the information the Users needed in afew more months.

* * % %
“Wow! Have you been busy. Okay, no coaching. Let'sseeif | can figure out everything you have done."

Tabitha spent the next hour looking over the changes | made to the Contraption. It wasthree times larger
than when she left for school. Most of the size was accounted for with the inch and a quarter pipethat |
used as aframe for mounting the trangmitters.

“Okay, | understand the harness around the dish. | can see how you used the pipes to mount the
transmitters. Did | ask why o large pipes? Wait, | seem to remember you saying something about having
them aready. | understand the bowling ball pendulum for measuring the gravitationa strength. Could you
tell me again why you have the transmitters mounted away from the dish?"

“Remember that gravitationa strength decreases with the square of the distance?’

“Right, right. The extra distance lowers the force enough so the gravity doesn't affect the tranamitters. |
got everything but what the hell isthat copper pipe and rubber hosefor."

“Remember that al we got was a distortion when wefirgt turned on the Contraption until Move-over
dropped the dust bunny?*

“Yup."

“Wadl it took me awhileto figure out what might have happened. | decided that the gravitationd field was
forming and the energy of the air molecules being accd erated around the forming field caused the
distortion we saw. The combination of moving air and forming field caused the gravity field to fluctuate as
well. A strong field couldn't form because everything was rippling until the concentrated mass of the dust
bunny made contact with the energy. | was going to drop small pieces of dirt into the field to get things
started but | realized that the lasers would bounce off the dust so | decided to minimize the bounce by
injecting an air stream.”

“Turniton. | got to seethis”

There was a humming and the boombox vibrated with the Mozart piece | put in the player. The distortion
fiddd formed and | blew into the rubber hose. Air streamed out the small copper tube and thefield
formed. A smdl blue bdl of light glowed from where the focus of the dish was and a soft whistling sound
came from the copper tube as air swirled around the blue ball. The bowling ball moved dowly to the
focus. The blue ball faded and dissolved into adistortion field again. | blew into the hose and the
gravitation ball formed once more.

“Thefield bresks down so | haveto periodically blow anew concentrated air flow into the system. The
blue glow I think comes from the near by air molecules collgpsing in on themsdves. | think..."

| never got achanceto finish. Tabithajumped me. Wewrestled in the garage for awhile, hands snesking



between layers of clothing. Findly, | ran and she hopped with her haf cast leg into the house and the
warmth of the bedroom.

The spring floods had come. | could never figure out where my uncle went when his cabin was flooded
out. There was gtill snow on the north side of the treesand anip to the air. Tabitha had hel ped pack the
supplies and canoe into the pickup. It took an extra hour to pack but it was the most fun | had ever had
loading-up.

Tabitha couldn't get comfortable with her cast sitting in the prow so | had her St as cargo in the middle of
the canoe. We were dowly drifting downstream. We floated past abend and | saw the hollowed out
woodpecker tree. The Pileated Woodpecker wasn't there but an eagle watched from the top of the tree.

| caught awhiff of wood smoke, the ditinctive smdll of cedar with the pungent mix of birch. I knew that
Ben was near. Just past the next bend, Ben waved usto shore. The near bank was heavily flooded so we
had to wade the supplies to Ben's canoe and oursalves to shore. Tabitha didn't want to get her cast wet
and asked Ben for alift. He was laughing so hard he nearly dropped her into the river. At the campfire,
he had opened a can of coffee and started brewing. | don't know how he knew but he had three birch
bark cups made and ready for usto drink from.

We drank the coffee dowly just making small talk about the early spring. Ben disappeared behind some
trees and came back with a beautiful four-foot walking stick. It was made from twisted white ash and
had been oiled to a bright sheen. Handing it to Tabitha, “ Thisfor you. Much better than crutches. Can |
show you?'

Tabitha handed it back. Ben took it. Suddenly the stick was spinning, flying through the air. Bendid a
series of smacksto asmal tree, head height, ssomach, and feet ending with the point of the stick
smashing into the heart of the imaginary tree man. He handed the walking stick back.

“Y ou have puukko?’ | pulled the knife from where | hung in under my left arm. “ Good. Shewill need a
knife too. Take her today and buy her agood one.”

Turning to Tabitha, “He told you about being at point. But remember being at point is more than just you
and everything ese. There are those following.” He stopped talking and refilled our bark cups.

He carried Tabitha back to the canoe. Before he could back away, she grabbed him by his scraggly
beard and kissed him. Ben fell on hisass, waist deep in the water. He sarted laughing, splashing water at
Tabithaand me. “Dan you better take good care of her. | recommend a good spanking when you get
home.” Tabitha flushed to abright red. But when she turned back to look a me her eyes had a bright

sparkle.
The eagle watched us as we paddled upstream.

When we got into town, | bought Tabithatwo knives. | couldn't find a puukko so | bought aMarine
Kabar and a balanced throwing knife. We were very sober by the time we got back home until Tabitha
dropped her pants and reminded me that | was suppose to give her a spanking.

It was May and the emails were becoming areal problem. Finaly, | decided that the easiest thing to do
was to schedule ademongiration. Tabithasaid that she would be done with her classes by the
twenty-eighth. | decided to give the demondtration on the thirtieth. After checking the date with Tabitha, |
sent emailsto everyone giving the date and location. | put in for two weeks vacation at the end of May
and got back to proofreading.

* * % %



The Chame eon was mad at hersalf. She had been so busy playing gameswith her new identity that she
forgot to keep up with the scientific news. Her neglect was brought to her attention when she reviewed
travel expensesfor her company's science magazine. The physics reporter was asking for expensesto go
to Northern Minnesota. When she questioned him, he showed her a dozen pages of equations and
experiments that were being done al over the world. All of thework was based on an origina set of
equations from aDanid Karpinen. Everyone was questioning if Karpinen actualy did the origina work.
He was a proofreader for acompeting publisher and not aknown research scientist. The speculation had
become atopic between dl of the science/mathemati cs magazines and had increased the interest in
Karpinen and his equations. Karpinen was set to run an experiment based on his equations for anyone
interested on May 30". After aquick check, the Chameeon found that most of the scientific publishing
world and many of the scientific |abs were sending people to Minnesota.

The Chameleon had to stop the demonstration. She was not an expert in physics but shewas skilled
enough to recognize a quantum leap in technology. Some aspects of gravitationd control showed by the
equationswould put this human race at close to equa footing with the Users. She had to find out what
Karpinen knew and who he told. She then had to destroy the work in such away asto givethe
impression that the whole thing was a scam.

Thefirg thing she did wastell her reportersto be very careful with the story. Reminding them of the cold
fusion fiasco of afew years ago, shetold them they had to be supercritical of the event. Therewasonly a
week and a hdlf left before the demongtration. She had her aff detectives make an emergency physica
review of Karpinen'shome. Whilewaiting for the report, shewould travel north preparing for the
sabotage.

May 27". The Chameleon findly received the detective's reports. She was staying ahdf aday'sdrive
from Karpinen's home. The farm looked isolated. The phone and power lines seemed easy to
compromise.

* * % %

Jones was nearly finished with Blythe. He had tried to stop the takeover of Blythe's companies but after
the Coffee Klutch drew first blood, the Wall Street sharks chewed apart his companies. Hislast act for
Blythe was to arrange some physicd act againgt Karpinen. He had put it off until now knowing that the
police would zero in on both him and Blythe. His thoughts were interrupted by the conversation at the
booth behind him.

“Themotd isdready full. | counted stringersfrom Scientific American, Nature, and Popular Science.
| glanced over the check-in-counter at the motel and the last room was reserved for Professor Schmitt
from Argon Nationa Labs"

“I interviewed Professor Manning at JPL last week. | asked him about Karpinen. He didn't say anything
... But you know Manning. He was interested.”

“Thisisgoing to be the biggest scientific event of the decade and no one in the mainstream media has
come out with it yet. Evenif Karpinenisafraud, there hasto be something there. Otherwise, Manning,
Schmitt, and al those others would be tearing him apart by now.”

“| think that might be the reason the networks haven't broken the news yet. No one knows for sure yet
sowe aredl holding our breaths until we know..."

Jones thought, “ To-hdll-with-Blythe.” He paid his check, got into his car and drove away. Later that
night, Blythe put a9 millimeter Glock to the sde of his head and pulled the trigger.

* k k %



Tabitha came over at daybreak. Some juice and toast and we started setting up. | jacked the main body
of the Contraption onto adolly. Wewereralling it to the corner of the yard so it would be easier for
everyoneto seeit work.

A car pulled up and thisdinky brunette dide out. “Hello. | am Jennifer Cosgrove from the Benton
Publishing Group Internationd.”

“| am sorry but the demongtration is scheduled for the day after tomorrow.”
“I am not herefor the demongtration. | want to talk to you."

Suddenly, I noticed that the crows on the fence line were watching the woman. From the corner of my
eye, | saw aquizzica look come on Tabitha'sface. | watched the woman closdly and started to notice
things. “I am sorry but | redly don't havetimeto talk now. We are setting up.”

| took afew steps away from the Contraption. She moved aswell to stay facing me. Her body swayed
sexily but something was not right. It was asif her joints didn't bend the same as everyonedse. In high
schooal, | had afriend with severe arthritis. She didn't move the same as everyone else. Thiswoman
reminded me of her.

“It will only take afew minutes. We need a proofreader of your caliber at Benton.”

“I am sorry but you will just have to come back after the demonstration.” Faster than | would have
thought possible, the woman took a gun out of her bag. | rolled to the ground. When | stopped, | threw
the puukko. Before my knife hit, the woman stood with an astonished look on her face and gun dangling
from her fingers. Tabitha's throwing knife was sticking out of her |eft chest. My knifetook her in the
throdt.

* * * %

The Chame eon struggled to live. The genetically engineered body could have handled one piece of meta
penetrating her body but two were too much. She should have skipped regulations and brought a User
wegpon ingtead of this primitive planet's gun. This planet wasjust ... The biomechanicd chip insdethe
Chameleon's body registered the fact that her body had stopped functioning. A message was sent to the
Chameleon's ship. The automatic destruction sequence started. A thousand message pods were sent
expdled in random directions with the details of everything the Chameleon did and the ship plunged itsalf
into the surface of the sun.

The message pods traveled until they sensed a ship belonging to the Users near. Out of the thousand
pods twenty made it to User ships. The datawas analyzed and sent to the regiona control ship.

The Chameleon gone! What could have happened? Thiswas a primitive planet. A sanitation squad
needed to be sent. All linksto the Users the Chameleon |eft had to be severed and revenge taken.

* k k %

| looked at Tabitha. “How did you know?"

“Shedidn't ook right. | don't know ... Something about her didn't add up. | had my hand on the knife
before she reached for the gun.”

| looked back at the woman. Something was definitely wrong. The blood coming from the wounds was
not the right shade of red. Her body seemed to be deflating. | reached down and touched her arm. It was
too limp. | picked it up. The bonesin the arm were deflating. “ God, the woman's bones are not bones.” |
continued feding thearm. “| think they are some kind of tough inflatable skin. An organ in the body must



pump fluid in and the skin/bones become rigid and take form. Look at how the outer skinisloosing form.
Thiscreature ... thiswoman isacregture...”

“What are we going to do?"'

“I don't know. No onewill believe what has happened.”
“Weve got to hide the body."

“I'll check the car. Y ou check the purse.”

| found apiece of paper with the letterhead of anear by Holiday Inn. Tabithafound adoor card key in
the purse.

“Let'sput her in the car and park it a the hotel. We will leave the body in the car and let the authorities
try to figure everything out.”

“Good. But wewill need to not leave fingerprints.”

| looked at the body. It had become a puddle of flesh on the ground. A brunette wig was lying next to
where the head had once been. “Tabitha. Can you drive her car? If you put the wig on, people might
think it was her behind thewhed "

We had trouble moving the creature's body into the car. It waslike trying to move a40-gallon plastic bag
half filled with water. Y ou would get your hands under an edge and lift. All of theinternd fluid would flow
to the end of the bag and you would be lifting just the flexible outer layer. Every timewe lifted a section
away from the two knife wounds blood, or whatever it was, would gush from the openings. Wefinaly
0ozed the creature into the passenger seat where she flowed to the floor.

The driveto the Holiday Inn parking lot was uneventful. Tabithaleft the car at the far end of thelot and
limped acrossthe Street to where | waited with the pickup. | drove to a payphone. Dided 911. “ Thereis
something strange in the parking lot at the Holiday.” | hung up and drove home without saying athing.

Two hundred people showed up for the demonstration. We watched the crowd for anything unusual.

Chapter 11
Government

There are two types of government officialsin Washington, the political appointees and professonal
bureaucrats. Thomas Riley was a professond. He started in the State Department five administrations
ago. Over the years he had served in the Justice Department, the CIA and the NSA. When the last
Presdent was dected, he was in the Security Council. The President had tried to get agood palitician in
the job of Nationa Security Advisor but hisorigind candidate had ayouthful discretion that was
discovered by the tabloids. When the appointee was seventeen years old, he was picked up by the
police with two other boys and three girls. The cops found open beer cans, two joints of marijuana, and
three amphetaminesin the car. With the origina gppointee out, the President had decided on using asafe
but dumb palitician for the job. With apolitica figurehead in the top position, atrue Nationa Security
Advisor had to be found. Asaresult, Riley had become the de facto National Security Advisor and had
not had afull night'sdeep in thelast two years.

The current problem was a nightmare. A month ago local policein rura Minnesotawere caled to a
suspicious car. Thelocal crime lab took one look at what had been found and called the FBI. The FBI
forendic team's preliminary report went al the way to the President's desk. A team of scientistsfrom
NASA, Department of Defense, FBI, and afew well-vetted biology professors were assigned the job of



andyzing the remains. Thefirg interim report from the whole team had made it to Riley's desk this
morning. The report stated without qualms that the remains were not terrestrial. The genetic code of the
cresture was not dependent on earth type chromosomes but aunique DNA/RNA mix of small molecular
chainswithin acdl's nucleus. The creature's physica structure was even more extreme. The creature had
been smilar in structure to asquid or an octopus with skeleton rigidity coming from fluid inflatable bones.
There was evidence of suturestying muscles and bones together indicating that the cresture was
aurgically congtructed to have asimilar appearance to humans.

Earlier that week a second team from the FBI and CIA had sent in an andysis of the circumstances
around the timing and location of the alien remains. The only thing that made sense was that the cregture
had successfully took over thelife of one, Jennifer Cosgrove, an executive with Benton Publishing. She,
or it, was going to see the demonstration of gravitational control scheduled two days later at the Danidl
Karpinen farm. Someone or something decided to kill the aien. Since the consensus of the FBI/CIA
team was that Karpinen was important, it was recommended that everything that could be doneto help
Karpinen in hiswork should be done and that he should be protected.

For thelast few hours, Riley was struggling on the wording of the sealed Executive ordersthat the
President had asked him to write. Every time Riley started on the draft, he got lost with the ideaof diens
actudly being on earth. He kept expecting to wake up any minute in his old battered armchair with
X-files and Outer Limits reruns playing on the TV. Damn, he wished he knew how to write these things
but the President had ordered him not to contact anyone about the orders. After printing out the orders,
the proscribed procedure was to use ascrubbing utility on the computer to diminate any information still
on the hard drive. Damn secrecy, how was he suppose to make sure hiswording was legd ? Findly after
hours of work, the drafts were ready.

By order of the President of the United Statesthe following proceduresareto beimmediately
implemented:

The Nationa Security Council will coordinate and devel op new screening methods to protect al strategic
stesfrom infiltration by non-humans.

The Department of Defense will develop new survelllance procedures and weapons to protect the earth
from intrusion from non-terrestrial sources.

Updates of the new security arrangementswill be given to the Select Committee of Congress and the
President monthly through the National Security Council.

The cover sory of “anincreased threat by terrorist groups with access to missile/biologica technology”
will be given to any questions about the changesin security, funding priorities, and Defense changes.
Information not cleared for public dissemination through the Select Committee and the President will be
consdered high treason.

President of the United States
Dae

By order of the President of the United States the FBI, CIA, and the Department of Defense will set up a
surveillance of the Danid Karpinen and hisfarm. Karpinen will not be interfered with but observed and
protected. All recordings and information collected will be sent by courier to the Security Council for
andyss. Summaries of theinformation will be given directly to the President every month.

The Department of Defense and NASA will fund and place an office within the Security Council that will
process the information gathered and supply money and help for Daniel Karpinen'swork. Thishelp must



be screened so no one outside the Security Council will know that it is being done.
Information not cleared for public dissemination by the President will be considered high treason.
Presdent of the United States

Date

* * * %

Felix Abercrombie drove up to the farm. Before he could get to the door, an agent got out and told him
to park the car in the large equipment shed. Insde, Felix saw two large SUV s and three other tan
sedans. When he got back to the house, he was told he was late and to go into the living room where the
briefing was about to start. There were no empty chairsleft so he stood by the back wall. A man stood

up.

“My nameis Harry Zimmerman. | will bein charge of this operation. Y ou should have been informed by
now that thiswill be along-term undercover operation. Because of the rurd nature of the location, you
will be rotated out to a Twin Cities hotel for one week off every month. While here, you will be required
to keep out of sight and work cover chores on the farm. The location is unique plus we don't want the
target to know we are here so we will be depending mostly on remote sensors and field intelligence
through local law enforcement. The locals do not know about us but have been given a heads-up about
the target and their frequencies are being monitored for pertinent information.

“Our target isliving on afarm three quarters of amile away. Y ou are to observe and protect the target.
We have taps on the phone lines into the farm but we have yet to place surveillance equipment in the
house. One of thefirst dutieswe have will beto insert listening devices and recorders on the target's

property.

“Thisisajoint project and | will not tolerate any inter-agency rivaries. | expect you to follow your orders
and work as ateam.

“Our military liaison isMgor Stanley Burrows. Mgor, please stand and introduce yourself. And tell the
daff what your dutieswill be"

“I an Mgor Burrows. | will coordinate dl information from the Pentagon. | will be commanding al
military personnel at thissite. | am aso authorized to cdl in either a Deltateam or arapid-deployment
company stationed at Fort Ripley."

“Next is John Smith coordinating with the CIA."

“Hello. My nameisredly John Smith so no jokes. | will have access to background information and
anaysisfor dl non-US contacts that the target makes. If you need information outside FBI channdls,
cometo me.”

“I am leading the FBI team here aswdll so | will make theintroductionsfor the rest of the FBI persondl.
Jeremiah Francisco grew up only ahundred miles from here. He will be acting asthe owner of thefarm
and will be the mgor contact with thelocals.

“Stand up Jeremiah.”

“The three man close-up team has worked together for the last year. Todd Rittmiller specidizesin
electronics. Sam Aizawais crosstraining. And Felix Abercrombieislong range surveillance and sniper.

“Okay, guys stand up.



“The close up team will immediately start reconnaissance of the target farm and work on placement of
surveillance equipment. The rest of uswill start working on support procedures. The remoteswill be
recorded and andlyzed off-site. There are duplicate receivers and recorders in the communication room
at the head of the airs. | expect everyone to spend timein the room familiarizing yoursaves with the
target and other civilianswho might be at the site. Y ou will be expected to distinguish the good guysfrom
the bad. If headquarters determinesthat intervention is need, thisred light/sren will come on with details
broadcast in the communication room.”

Fdix took the lead. He was the best in the woods. The team had spent an hour going over aeria
photographs and topographica maps of the areaaround the target's farm. Felix immediately went into
stalking mode. Todd's and Sam's stumbling and noise pushing through the brush were an annoyance. He
was having trouble scanning the near by woods. “Be quiet. The information we haveisthat the target
goesinto the woods frequently.” There was a snort in reply but the noise lessened.

They just waded through amuddy low spot when Fdlix felt eyeswatching his every move. Heraised his
hand to stop the rest of the team and tried to find the source of his uneasiness. He found nothing but the
sense of being watched finaly quieted the rest of the team and in silence they made it to the edge of the
field surrounding the target's farm. The team settled down to watch the farm trying to recognize any
patterns that they could use to get close enough to plant their surveillance devices. Felix used aparabolic
mike and his riflescope to examine the farm buildings while Sam used binoculars and Todd aspecialy
designed long-range video camera.

Therewasalot of activity a the farm. Five people were going in and out of ameta building. There were
sounds of metal-working and aboombox playing rock. It was midmorning when the target Daniel
Karpinen and hisgirl friend Tabitha Czeminski came out of the main house. They were hafway to the
meta building when they stopped and looked right at the team. Thelr conversation had been muffled by
thewind until they turned. Felix froze hearing, “Two or three?"

“Three"

“What do you think?"

“Harmless so far but we will have to keep an eye out for them.”

“Right"

They turned and continued to the building.

Felix hissed, “What the hell happened. How did they know?"

“What are you talking about?'

“They knew we were here. | picked them up talking about us on the mike."
“God."

“Todd. Sam. Check and seeif we tripped any sensors. | will keep an eye on thefarm.” It was fifteen
minutes later when the others reported that there was nothing. The team moved to the other side of the
field carefully searching the areafor sensors or other watchers. Settling in the new location, Felix had
Sam keep an eye at the surrounding woods while Todd and he watched the farm.

It waslate in the day and the five other people at the farm had gotten into cars and driven away.
Karpinen and hisgirlfriend paused to look at their new location before going into the farmhouse.



Sam, anxiousto get the job done, * Should we go close and plant the bugs?’
“No, they know we are here. | don't know how they know but they know. We're leaving for now.
“The woods are going to be hard going in the dark. | will take point. Watch my steps.”

They were crossing the marsh again. Todd and Sam had become stuck in the mud and were splashing
when avoice came out of the darkness. “Y ou will haveto do better than that if you are going to help my
nephew. Y ou need to step back and just follow their point.” The team pulled their weapons and donned
their night vison goggles but found nothing.

When Fdix reported in to Zimmerman, he recommended that they have one of the people working at the
farm plant the bugs. Zimmerman told him that one of the workers at the farm was an agent but that they
hadn't been able to get abug operationa in the house just in the metd building. Felix's team had to
control accessto the farm from the woods and try to get a device into the farmhouse. Felix agreed to try
again at three in the morning to plant devices at the house.

The team was dropped off near the farm from the road. They crept up to the house. Tonight they would
try to place button microphones on afew of the windows. Felix wasjust placing the mike. He glanced
into the home and nearly screamed. A cat had its face up against the window watching. They finished
planting the mikes and rushed back to the base.

Fdix, Todd and Sam sat together in the communications room while Todd fiddled with the gain on the
microphones. There were five monitors recording the night sounds at the farm—bedroom, computer
room, kitchen, dining room, and living room. They hardly had an hour of tape before they heard aheavy
rumbling and a crunch. The bedroom mike stopped. “ The god-damn cat must have ate the mike. That
rumbling had to be acat's purr.” By eight o'clock, al the microphones were dead. Todd screamed and
pulled the headphones he was using off when the kitchen mike was destroyed. Todd had increased the
gain on the last microphone to maximum trying to catch the sounds of Karpinen waking up in the back of
the house when a chickadee announced its presence at the window followed by the silence of abroken
mike.

Chapter 12
Submarine
| am usualy alittle maudlin in the mornings esting breekfast. | couldn't believe what happened over the
last few months since we were forced to kill that creature. The demonstration of the Contraption went
too well. Everyone wanted more. Even my company told me to take aleave of absence and work on
converting eectromagnetic energy into gravity. Requestsfor information and offers of help and grants
pouredin.

It was two weeks after the demonstration and Tabitha had finaly had her cast removed. We were
parked in my pickup next to the video store. “ Tabby, what should | do?"

“If you think you can handle the scrutiny of everyonelooking over your shoulder at what you are doing,
you should go for it. They are offering you anything you need. Why not see what will happen? No matter
what happens, you till have shaken the scientific world.”

“Tabby."
13 YS"

“Could you handle staying with me through dl of this?'



Sheleaned into melaying her head on my shoulder. “Yes."

Tap. Tap. Tap. “Kids, not in front of the store. Y ou will drive away customers.” Earl was smiling through
the window he had just rapped.

We drove back to my home. | printed the research offers and spread them across the living room floor.
Move-over immediately started to swat at the paper. The offersto work theoretical mathematics were
thefirst to be wadded into balls and rolled to Move-over for attack. The energy and particle proposals
werethe next to go to the cat. We werefindly left with two. Thefirst wasfrom the University of
Minnesotaand NASA. The U of M would supply graduate students and technical support for exploring
the use of artificid gravity in space/trangportation. Thelist of questionsthat they wanted answversto
ranged from artificia gravity in Spacecraft to the feasbility of using gravity in high speed trains. NASA
would aso supply monetary and technica help to the project. The second was from the Jet Propulsion
Lab. They were offering an actud position at thelab to work on atificial gravity to counter the affects of
low gravity on the physiology of astronauts.

“Dan. Takethe U of M and NASA. We could work here.”
“Okay. Give me the phone number off the proposal and | will call them.”
Tabby smiled and stuck the paper down her blouse. “Why don't you just come and get it."

| shook my head. Tabby and | had so little timeto play since then. The half a dozen grad students were
always around during the day. The original Contraption was relegated to the corner of the garage. Nearly
immediately we received atungsten stee sphere for the new experiments. The sphere made it possible to
completely control what was occurring with the EM, electromagnetic, conversion to gravity but it also
meant we needed an indudtria drill press, diamond drill bits, and other industrial grade equipment. We
received new trangmitters from NASA specialy made to withstand high stress forces. They had been
originaly designed for shuttle/satdllite use. Thefirst timewetried out the sphere we found two things. The
gravity being produced was a hundred times stronger than with the original contraption and thet the air
being injected into the sphere to start the reaction was super heated and could blow out any weak point
in the sphere. A transducer was blown through the wall of the garage and into the side of one of the grad
student's car fender. We decided to move the sphere to the metal shed, which was farther from the
house.

The next thing to happen with the new sphere came straight out of a Road Runner and Coyote cartoon.
Just after the whistling of the exhaust vent started, things started to fly into the sphere asthe gravity
became great enough to pull smal itemsthat were lying higher than the sphere. The cartoon type
attraction got me scared. | decided to stop experimenting until | could check out the possibility that we
might create asingularity or mini black holein the shed. A few weeks|later, Argon laboratories verified
that we couldn't mistakenly destroy the world so we got back to playing with different frequenciesand
combinationstrying to calibrate the combinations of electromagnetic energy that could be converted to

gravity.

We couldn't decide what to do next after the calibrations until we got a dozen baseball size spheresfrom
the Jet Propulsion Labs. The people a JPL noticed that everything we had been using was aready
miniaturized for commerciad use somewherein theworld. There were LED lasersfor fiber opticsand
even color displays. Micro-transmitters of al kindswere built for everything from toysto watches. They
decided to make small enough spheresthat you could place them under the floor or bulkhead on the
Space Station. Y ou could have aroom with awhole floor layered with artificia gravity devices. Thefirst
time | heard the dozen different notes from the exhaust ports on the miniature spheres | remembered how
everything seemed to start after seeing those birds. And that got me thinking about flight.



Tabby refused to stay nights with me. She would come early in the morning leaving late in the evening. |
wanted her with me dl thetime but she inssted on staying at her home for now. | could hear the grad
students starting to arrive and knew she would be coming through the front door soon.

Sheblew inwith asmile on her face. | could tell she had gonefor amorning run. She always|ooked
excited after running and the full natural musk of exercisefilled theair around her. “Hi, Move-over. Been
giving your master trouble?"

“Meerrroow.”

“Good boy.” Turning to me, “Have you been agood boy while I've been gone?’

“No. What are you going to do about it?"

Shedived in close. Bit my ear. Grabbing my crotch, she whispered, “Good, | like bad little boys."
“I loveyou.”

She stopped. Her face suddenly serious. “1 know.” She smiled and was again her playful sdf. “But you
aregoing to have to suffer alittle more before | will let you do anything about it."

The mood was broken. “1've got an idea about handling the venting of the air from the large sphere.”
“Great. What?'

“| am thinking about asking NASA for amovable contral jet. If we attach the sphere to a plane we could
pull the plane forward and use the movablejet to control the motion. Of course, nothing would work with
just thelarge sphere. But if you put the smal spheresin the wings and trigger them in sequence we could
get arflow and lift."

“Wait asec ... Would an airframe hold up to the stress..."

We left the house an hour later with more ingtructions for the grad students. | flt eyes. Intelligent eyes.
We looked to the edge of the woods. | didn't fedl the uneasiness of danger so we went back to work.

The next morning Tabby found mein my workroom. | was sending email and talking on the phone. “Here
you are. Do you think you could use ahand?’ Tabby looked over the pile of post-it-notes and printouts.

“Byenow, I'll talk to you later.” | pressed the off switch on the headset. “Tabby, could you hang up the
phone?"

“Sure. What's the rush?”

“I think | have found an answer to the stress problem on the airframe. | found a submarine.”

“What?'

“The U of M Limnology Department wanted asmall submarine to study Lake Superior and afew other
lakesin the state. They didn't have the money for purchasing one so the engineering school started to
make one. They got the main structure built and the power plant ingtalled when an alumnus donated a
submarine to the school. The sub was never finished. | am just finishing arrangementsto haveit sent up.”

“Wdl asubmarine would be strong enough for the gravitational forces but it surewill be ungainly looking.
What are you thinking of using for thewings."



“| decided to call the Air Guard base in Duluth. For some reason, the Colonel in charge talked to me.
Widll, | found out a C130 Hercules caught fire and burned in Grand Forks afew months back. The
elevators of the plane should work for our test so | got NASA to take possession of the elevators. They
should be here about the same time as the submarine.”

“A submarine with left over cargo plane parts? It can't be safe.”
“We can gart by checking the lift on the ground.”
| finished sending the last email and submarined under Tabby's shirt.

* * * %

Fdix was frugtrated. Zimmerman was pushing hard to get onsite surveillance but everything they tried
faled. It waslike the animals were helping Karpinen. When he tried to explain about the cat and the birds
wrecking the bugs, Zimmerman said nonsense. Karpinen had to be feeding the animals near hishouse
and that was why they destroyed the bugs. When Felix got back to histeam, he overheard Sam telling
Todd something about Y osal.

“What'sY o8 ?'
“Y ou don't want to know."
“Tdl."

“My grandmother would tell me bedtime stories. She had afew favorites about Yosal. Yosal are
sort-alike fairies but not. Birds can be Y osai. My grandmother would say that Y osel are protecting
Karpinen and that we better respect them or we will bein trouble.”

“Waell thereareno Y osa. | am more worried about who talked to usthefirst night we were out. Harry
findly let lose with someinformation. It turns out the Karpinen has an uncle. He served two toursin Nam.
| saw some of hisrecords. He specialized at point on recon teams. That must have been him out there.
We need to watch out for him. He is one mean mother. He took out fifteen VC when his camp was
over-run during something caled the Quang Tri Offensve. Thelast five he used hisknifeon.”

* * * %

Ole Swenson started with Lockheed Martin ten years ago. Histransfer to Palmdale and the Skunk
Works had been agoa since hisfirst modd airplane, a SR-71. When he got to the Skunk Works, it was
adisappointment. There were no secret projects or impossible deadlines. That was until afew weeks

ago.

It dl started with aphone cal telling him to fly to Washington. When he arrived at NASA headquarters
he was discretely taken out the backdoor and driven to an underground garage. A walk down along hall
followed by an devator ride and he arrived at the office of Thomas Riley the Assistant Nationa Security
Advisor. Sincethen, Ol€slife had become aliving hell of impossible schedules coordinating the tasks of
dozens of scientists and engineers while a the same time trying to placate the military and business
bureaucrats who thought he was usurping their jobs. Heloved it.

The intercom buzzed. “ Sir. Y our cal to Dryden Fight Center ison line 3. The report from JPL just came
in and when you have time you can check the letter | typed to Sanders. If you could finish it before 2
o'clock | can get it on the company shuttle to Nashua."

“Thank you, Nancy.” The amile on Ol€sface broadened. He could kiss Danid Karpinen for making his
aeronautic dreams come true.



“Hello Sam. Ole here. What did you find out about the airfoil design?Huh ... huh...”

Chapter 13
YS1

| could fed the crigp bitein the air of fall. The days and weeks of working with computers, grad sudents
and power tools had taken their toll. | needed to go for awalk in the woods before the big event
tomorrow. | grabbed Tabby when she camein and we crossed the frosted field to the trees.

The woods were silent after the power drills and grinders but only for afew seconds. The sounds of
birds made themsdlvesfirst known, followed by the wind and the rustling of the small creaturesin the
falen leaves. | eased my feet between the dry leaves. The soft swoosh of Tabby's stepsfollowed me
deeper into the woods. Occasionally, | would point out abird or animal that was seldom seen, agreat
gray owl, rose-breasted grosbeak, alynx...

Wetwisted back and forth through the woods watching and breathing the fresh air. A noise softer than
the rustle of amouse through the leaves but louder than the steps of a deer drifted from ahead. The small
birds near by started glancing towards the new sounds. | signaed Tabby and we hid behind adeadfall. A
few minutes later three men dressed in camouflage, armed, and packing cameras and sound equipment
walked past. Just after they Ieft, “| think they are FBI but they might be military.”

“Ben. What are you doing here?'

“Kegping an eye on you. Those men have been watching you for months.”

“I know."

“Good boy. You arelearning.”

“Let'sfind out how good these guys are. Why don't you bring me my supplies next week?'
“Okay. But if you have been staying near wouldn't it be easier if | just canoe down theriver here”
“I don't want them to know how close | am.

“Becareful. | fed trouble coming.”

Before Ben could leave, Tabby gave him akiss. Giggling, he picked up hisrifle and disappeared into the
woods. That scared me. | seldom saw Ben carrying arifle.

“Something isvery bad if Benis carrying the 30-30."
“It doesn't look in good shape. Do you think we should buy him anew rifle?*

“My father gave him that Winchester carbine when he stopped hunting about ten years ago. Ben loves
therifle becauseit isfrom dad. I've seen him bark asquirrel at 150 feet with it."

“Bark asquirrd?'

“You hit asguirrel with a30-30 and thereis nothing left of it to eat S0 you shoot next to the squirrdl. The
bark and splinters from the tree getting hit will kill the squirre.”

“Remind meto ask what'sfor dinner before | accept any food from him."

“Y ou should-n-of-said that. Now we will have something different to eat the next timewe seehim.”
From Tabby's smile, | knew she expected that. She was just teasing Ben and me.



Tabby turned serious. “How did you know those men were coming?’

“Smdl animals have to go through fal leaves so they are noisy. Deer, bear, wolves.... dl large animaslift
their feet above the leaves so they are quieter than the smal animals. Those men were making lessnoise
than asquirrel or amouse but more than adeer. The sound was aso without asmple rhythm so it had to
be coming from more than one source. Large animals seldom travel in tight groupsthat left men asthe
source of the sound.”

“I've got to remember that."

We made it back to the farm without anything else strange happening. We stopped at the shed to seethe
Y dlow Submarine. The submarine was along cigar shape with thick glass portholes and a hatch attached
to the top. There was a beach bal size lump just above the midline on both the nose and tail of the cigar.
Each lump had swiveling nozzles on their top and bottom. The C130 Hercules elevators were massive
stubby wingsthat bardly fit on the cigar. Everything was painted the yellow/green florescent color that
you find on some fire engines. On the Sde was painted in red outline the words ‘Y elow Submarine and
near the back werethe call letters Y S1.

Y S1 looked like it couldn't move on the three stubby whedls that we had welded to the bottom—I et
aonefly. But the ground tests had the mongtrosity lifting off the ground within ahundred yards. To play it
safe, Tabby caled the airplane manufacturer in Duluth to design and ingtdl a parachute for Y S1.

It took hours of explanation before the NASA test pilot sent up from Edwards Airbase would even get
into Y S1. We had to show him the gravity balsinsde the wings and the computer software that would
turn the gravity on in sequence pulling air over thewings. After thefirst flight, we had trouble keeping the
pilot out of Y S1.

Sincethe Y dlow Submarine didn't need air to fly, we were going to try anear space entry tomorrow. In
the upper atmosphere, the gravity balsin the wings were turned off and the power wasfed into thelarge
bal infront pulling Y S1 higher and higher. The result was Y S1 dowly going to ever gregter dtitudes. At
first, no one believed the sedate speed Y S1 used asit climbed. After | sent thefirst flight reportsto the U
of M and NASA, | had adozen officials asking to view the next test.

The big event started before dawn with lawn chairs set out by the metal shed. A Dr. Scott from the
Marshall Space FHlight Center in Huntsville arrived at five o'clock with agenera from Edwards Air Force
Base by the name of Holcum. Generd Holcum's mouth fell open when he saw the pilot and the technician
climbinto the Y elow Submarine wearing space suits. The generd's mouth dropped even farther when he
saw the sedate speed Y S1 used crossing the open farm field before it became airborne.

The genera waked up to our lawn chairs. “How long will thetest last?!

“Dr. Scott was given acomplete break down of today's testing. But you might aswell relax. It will be
awhile. Y S1 will gart climbing in large circles around the farm. The bettery life on board is about twelve
hours so the pilot will climb for five hours before coming back down. Thiswill give usatwo-hour cushion
if aproblem occurs and the pilot hasto land at adifferent field.” | backed away from the general and got
out an old book of my father'sthat | found in abox in the attic. Louis L'Amour's The Lonesome Gods
kept me company for most of the morning. Tabitha sat next to me reading a Cornwell murder mystery.
After an hour, both the Dr. Scott and General Holcum grabbed a couple of lawn chairs and moved next
to the radio where they could hear the pilot calling out speed and atitude numbers.

| looked a my watch. 10:59, nearly 5 hours after the six o'clock take off. | walked over to the radio.
“What isthe dtitude?"



“Hejust radioed an dtitude of 755,103 feet with a speed of 237 miles per hour.”

“Let'ssee... divide by 5,280 feet in amile. My calculator tells methat is about 143 miles. Isthat right?”
“Yes, 143iswhat | makeit."

“Cdl him up and tell him to head back down."

“YS1. YSL. Thisisbase cdling. Timeto turn around and come home."

“Base. Thisis Y S1. Roger. Heading home."

| headed back to my lawn chair and the Lonesome Gods. Behind me, | could hear the generd stuttering
to Dr. Scott. “He just went back to his book. They madeit into space and al he doesis reads awestern.
My God doesn't he know what this means..."

* * * %

Thomas Riley cdled the meeting to order. There were fifteen experts ranging from psychologists to
physicists. Chairing the group was Dr. Schmitt form Argon National Labs and co-chairing was Dr.
Manning from JPL.

“I haveread over your summary. It tellsmethat Danid Karpinenisafairly inteligent individud with
dightly above average skillsin physics and mathematics. He is astable persondity with avery strong
individudigtic streak. But this doesn't tell me why an aien creature would try to contact him or how heis
ableto continualy make new discoveries.”

Schmitt felt it was his place to answer. “ After looking over Karpinen'swork, we found that hisideas
were not beyond the possibilities of any reasonably skilled scientist or engineer except for hisfirst
discovery of EM conversion to gravity. That first discovery was a unique step that took an unusual
intellect tofind."

Helooked to Dr. Jorge, the lead psychologist, and received anod of agreement before continuing.
“Science and engineering are as much an art as painting, music, or prose. Y ou can have people very
skilled in the technical aspects of science who can never develop aunique thought. But another individud,
with limited training, can see a pattern in equations the same way a musician can see a pattern in notes.
Karpinen'swork as a proofreader has brought him the details of most of the different branches of
science. He has been able to see, using his knack for patterns, how the sciences relate. Our best
explanation isthat heisan artist in science and heis such aunique artist that even beings outside of our
solar system have recognized histaent.”

“Okay. | guess| will have to accept that. No one el se has given me a better idea. But how about bringing
himinto work directly with us?'

Dr. Jorge took over. “We have done as much testing and analyss that we can without actually working
with the subject but we arein agreement. Even if you were able to convince Karpinen to work for the
government, the smple fact that he was hired in agovernment job would gtifle his creativity. We have
even gone astep further and andyzed how hisworks affect on the scientific community asawhole. Using
the super computers at JPL, we ran a chaotic system andysis of the scientific community's work since
Karpinen'sfirs announcement. Working independent of the forma scientific community's environment,
Karpinen has exponentially accelerated the advancements of the community asawhole.

“Inlayman'sterms, he does more for everyone aslong as he stays doing what he is doing now."

“Damn. Isthere any way your data could be wrong?”



“Nothing is one hundred percent certain but | am willing to bet my doctorate that we need to give
Karpinen as much independence as possible.”

Riley didn't enjoy the arguments with the other bureaucrats but he would ask for an increase in funding to
protect and keep supporting Karpinen'swork. Bureaucrats were the same everywhere. They wanted
control. Riley had to convince everyone that aslittle control as possible was the only course thet they
could take.

Chapter 14
Revenge

Ship Captain Ree and Mission Commander Zblot planned.

“The Regiond Command has limited our response to just your ship but this misson worriesme. | want as
much equipment and personnd that | can get.”

“With the remotes that you want to bring, | can only supply one landing vessdl and one high cover
protector. We have the standard crew of six for the main ship and the four needed on the landing and
protector vessels that leaves room for only nine more individuas. With afive man assault team, science
pecidig, xenohiologist, and yoursdlf, you are left with just one moreindividud.”

“I' know. | know. More equipment or another specidist...”

Assault leeder Ed hated the two infiltratorsin his squad. He was dways queasy working with individuas
who would disappear in the infirmary for aday or two and comeback looking completely different. The
infiltrators new four-limb arrangement of this planet was unusua but not overly. Most creatures had pairs
of gppendages. Four was the basic starting pair of limbs. But what was strange was the use of only two
for movement and two for manipulation. The limbs just made Ed queasy. Maybe it was hislove of his
own six multi-use limb arrangement or maybe it was the knowledge that the legendary Chameleon had
been killed on this planet, but Ed was worried and drove his team endlesdy through assault exercisesand
technica details of the planet they wereto land on.

Grup, the heavy weapons specialist was easily the most intelligent member of the team. Ed could tell he
was worried about the assgnment as well. Grup spent dl of hiswake cycles reading up on the planet or
cleaning the weapons that would be taken planet side. The sound of Grup's Six strong limbs taking apart
and putting together the team's blasters and needlers gave the quarters the only familiar sound.
Commander Zblot had started playing during al wake cycles video and sound recordings from the
strange planet they were heading for. The team had been on enough planetary landings to know that
recordings seldom had anything to do with the redlity they would find but the videos seemed to have an
inordinately large number of killing and maiming between members of the dominate species. Thisdid not
bode well for the success of the mission.

Trreee, the team clown, came in complaining about the lack of information about wind conditions on the
planet. Trreeg'swingswould normally bein continua motion but they now barely fluttered. If hewas
nervous, the team wasin trouble. Maybe if Ed talked to Commander Zblot, they could replace the planet
videoswith Fleetec Lives or the finds of the inter-quadrant disk ball matches.

Uubee was glad that Commander Zblot had included a second science specidist to the team. From the
Chameeon's last communiqué, they knew that the inhabitants of planet H14-D102, or earthlings, had
discovered away to control gravity. Currently star travel was accomplished by using the gravity and
energy fidds near sarsto form small tearsin the fabric of space. This meant that space travel required
heavily armored and expensive shipstraveling from anear obit of one star to anear orbit of another. A
solar system could easily be blocked from access just by surrounding their star with afew wegpons



platforms. The Users needed this new technology. Unfortunately for them, al they had from the
Chameleon was the formula that the earthlings had discovered, the fact that earth used a base ten
numbering system, and the cultural recordings needed for the next infiltrator to use to blend in with the
locds.

The number problem wasfairly easy. Being ascientist, required the ability to trandate numbers from any
known baseto the idedl base eighteen, six limbsthree fingers per limb. But the equations were a different
matter. They werefilled with symbols that were not numbers. It was easy to discover that ‘=" meant that
the information matched and that * +,-', ‘X', and (division) were Smple operations on the numbers but
what in The Hell of the Lost of Debon were (Greek alpha), (Greek beta), (Greek delta), (Greek pi),
(Greek sigma) ... And were | etters sometimes used for what appeared to be variable names and at other
times used for something se?

No physicd artifacts from H14-D102 made it back. And the recordings showed little of the interna
workings of the technology and science on the planet. The video used to transmit information around the
planet was not compatible with the standard recorders so the Chameleon just recorded the transmitted
pictures. If only, the Chameleon had taken apart afew devices and recorded what wasinside. They had
sorted through recording after recording trying to find enough matches between the local science and rea
science. Debon! The earthling science didn't even use a consstent grouping like theidedl three.

The klaxon sounded. Timeto sedl up for the dimensiona jump to the next star. Only three more shiftsto
planet H14-D102. Maybe, he could talk Commander Zblot into staying hidden on the near by planetary
satdlite until they were ableto fully trandate the equations. But Zblot had madeit clear early on that she
would only permit data collection during thetime it took to eiminate any evidence of the Chameleon's
stay and to serve revenge on those who killed the famed infiltrator. The Users code for salf-preservation
required revenge for killing one of their own. The code wasimportant. The Users had outlasted hundreds
of other interstelar civilizations by following it.

It wasjust possible that Zblot would finish the cycle change between femae and male before the mission
started. Civilized people were dways more agreeabl e after the standard seven year gender change. If
Uubee timed the next request for observation to just before the last planet jump, maybe Commander
Zblot might be finished with the sex transformation and put science before revenge. Uubee hoped o,
because until they got akey to trandating the equations he suspected thet artificia gravity would stay with
the inhabitants of H14-D102.

* * % %

We had told everyone that they would be on their own for the day so it was no surprise when the dark
full-sze SUV followed usfrom thefarm. Since | didn't see acanoe on the vehicle, | assumed they would
try to follow with an inflatable. Pulling into the landing, | pulled the stern of the canoe out of the pickup
box and Tabby grabbed the prow when it cameto the end of the tailgate.

“Ligten carefully. Since they didn't cometo the landing, they are going to have to go through the woods to
theriver. Everything near by but this campground is scrub second growth woods. It will be abitch just
walking through let done carry anything.”

Tabby swung the prow into the water. “ They must be getting better. | can't hear anything.” Just then a
gmall flock of duckstook off from theriver one bend upstream.

| dropped the stern in and tied aline from the gunnel to anear by tree. “1 guessthey made it to theriver's
edge.” Wefinished loading the canoe, untied and paddled downstream. We could hear an occasional
splash of water coming from behind. When we got to the woodpecker tree, | was not surprised to see
Benin hisold canoe floating in abackwater eddy. We drifted down behind him and followed him to the



inlet of hissmall floating bog. | don't know how hedid it but the mouth of the stream that Ben's cabin was
on was now hidden with asmall idand of floating marsh grass. We dipped behind the idand and waited.

The same three-man team we had seen before appeared on theriver in adark green inflatable raft. They
were not paddling but were using asmall eectric motor. Ten minutes after they passed, we paddied up
stream to Ben's cabin and unloaded his supplies.

Tabby's first comment about the cabin was, “How cozy."

Fighting back laughter, “Itis, isn'tit.” | couldn't tell what was cooking in the pot because Ben had it
covered. But whatever it wasit smelled greet. Thistime Tabby got the coffee cup while Ben and | drank
ours out of soup cans.

Ben announced, “Lunch isready. We can have more coffee when wefinish eating.”

| don't know where Ben pulled the carved wooden bowls from but before we had a chance to speak he
pulled something from the pot and gave abow! full to each of us. It looked like a stew of somekind.
Dark white, green, and brown lumps were sitting in athick gravy.

“Do you have spoons?'
“Just use your knivesto poke the chunks out and you can drink the broth from the bowl. Bon appetite.”

| started laughing so hard my sides hurt. | stabbed a chunk of meat with my puukko and plopped itin my
mouth. It melted with savory richness. There were at least three different kinds of mest in the stew and
four vegetables. The only itemsin the stew | think | recognized were amushroom and acattail root. All
three of us ended the meal by durping up the remaining dredges of the stew from the side of our bowls.

It was time to head back. We had |et the surveillance team spend about three hours looking for us on the
river. | got up and on cue we al went back to the canoes. Laughing Tabby said, “Great mea Uncle Ben.
| will make the next one.” She then planted abig wet kiss on Ben and climbed into the canoe.

We paddled back to the hidden stream mouth with Ben following in his canoe. We waited behind the
floating idand for an hour, until we heard splashing from down stream. The rubber raft soon appeared
with the three men awkwardly trying to paddle it against the current.

After waiting for ten minutes, we said goodbye to Ben and paddled up stream ourselves. We soon
caught up to the raft.

| hadtorubitin. “Nice day? Isnt it great being out on the water on abeautiful fall day like today?*
“Oh...Hi.Ya ltisaniceday."

“Beenfishing?'

“No, just ... ah ... checking out theriver ... ah ... for ... ah ... hunting?"'

“Okay, seeyou."

We soon got to the landing and pulled the canoe from the water. We had no trouble turning our backs on
the men because we knew Ben would be watching. Theraft just made it to the landing by the timewe
werefinished.

* * * %

Felix confronted Zimmerman. “Harry, it isn't working. Karpinen knowswe are watching. Heisplaying



withus"
“QOrders are to observe from adistance and not to contact. Y ou have to do better.”

“How? Hisuncleishelping him. Y ouveread hisfile. Heisjust about the best thereisin the woods. We
can't get close without them knowing."

“Orders. Just follow orders.”

Felix left for histeam. Todd and Sam were waiting. “Harry wouldn't budge.”

“Damn. Well a least we get alot of fresh air,” said Sam.

“Thefreshair | dont mind. It iswhen it comeswith rain that | have aproblem,” replied Todd.
Fdix brokein, “Why did you have to remind methat the forecast for tomorrow isfor rain?'

Wet and miserable the day of watching the house cameto a close asthe grad students piled into their
carsand left. Felix stood, brushing the branch he had been sitting under. Water spilled off the remaining
leaves and dribbled between his neck and collar. Asthe cold water sent wet chills down his back, Felix
repeated, “Damn, damn, damn, damn.”

Stamping his cold numb feet, Felix said, “ That'sit.” He headed across the open field to the house. Todd
and Sam followed only in adightly better mood. When he got to the front door of the house, he
knocked. The door opened.

“Findly decided to introduce yourselves."
“Look, Mr. Karpinen. Y ou know we are here and we know you know. Can't we work something out?'
“Want to comein?'

“Can't. | ‘m dready disobeying orders by talking to you. If | comeinside and my bossfindsout, | will be
gone.”

“Okay. How about you spread atarp and set up asmall camp just inside of the treeline? That will make
thingsalittle more comfortable.”

“Thanks. That will help.”

After the men left, | snuggled into the living room couch with Tabby. “I think it istime | caled someone
about those men watching us. Do you have any ideas on who to contact?"

“Ben was pretty sure they were FBI. Why don't you just call them? But can't you do that tomorrow?’
Tabby dipped her hand between the buttons on my shit. Little chillswent up and down my body.

“Tomorrow will be soon enough.”

* k% k %

Riley got the transcribed phone conversation that the FBI director had with Karpinen the next day. He
reviewed the analyss of Karpinen from the salect committee and decided that it was time to make limited
contact. He buzzed his secretary. “ Get me Danid Karpinen on the phone.”

“Helo. Mr. Karpinen."



“YS"

“Thisis ThomasRiley from the Nationa Security Council. We have been observing you for the last few
months because we have information that assets outsde of the United States might have an interest in you
and your work.

“I am sorry if this hasinconvenienced you and | hope you will cooperate with our continued observation.
Wewill be as discrete as possible.”

“Look Mr. Riley, | can't stop you from watching but before you get cooperation you will haveto give me
moreinformation.”

“I am sorry Danid but | can not give you any more information.”

“ItisMr. Karpinen until or if you are straight enough with meto prove | can trust you Thomas.”
“Mindif | get back to you alittle later?!

“Take your time. Maybe you should come out here so we can meet face to face."

“I will think about it. Goodbye Mr. Karpinen."

“Goodbye Mr. Riley."

“Tabby. That wasaMr. Riley from the Nationa Security Council. | think it istimeto take abreak from
our gravity work and take alook at what is going on around us."

“Makes sense. Why don't | go to the shed and use the workstation there to start poking around and you
use your computer to find out about this Riley? We can meet back here for supper. | will send the grad
students home for the next few days.”

“Good idea. We are nearly done with the Y S1 testing. We can give them aweek off. Tdl themwe are
exploring anew subject for the next project.”

After Tabby l€ft, | decided | needed some concentration music. | placed in the CD player Mozart's
Symphony 29 followed by Handdl's Water Music and Bach. To pull me out from the computer |
decided to go with some femae hard rock, Scandal, Pat Benatar, and Joan Jett.

By the end of Mozart, | knew that Thomas Riley wasthe real Nationa Security Advisor to the President.
By the time Bach finished, | knew about something major happening with NASA, the Air Force, and the
Lockheed Martin Skunk Works. Tabby was rubbing my back and Joan Jett was singing about hating
hersalf when something clicked.

“Tabby, | got anidea.” | pushed my chair to my work computer and started searching through old files. |
heard Tabby put anew batch of CDsin the player before| got lost in the words scrolling down the
screen. Then | found it, an article by Dr. Jorge on the dynamics of changein asocid system.

Chapter 15
Mesting
“Mr. President. | think it istime for ameeting with Karpinen. He has known about our survelllance for
months.”

“Okay. Why don't you meet at NASA headquarters? It would be reasonable that he will show up there.
We can sneak you past the press easy enough.”



“I'm sorry sir but we did afull psychologica review of Karpinen. Everyone agreesthat it would be best
to meet him on his own ground. We need his expertise and he knowsit."

“Can you makeit out of Washington without being spotted by the press?

“I have worked out aplan. | will be going to Dulles where two planeswill be waiting. One planewill go
to Edwards and the other will go to Grand Forks. A car will meet the plane at Edwards taking my double
to the Dryden Flight Center. Another car will meet me at Grand Forks and drive me to Karpinen'sfarm.
Tothrow the press off | will return two dayslater by way of the Airbasein Duluth. Thetwo planeswill
meet again at Wright Patterson and | will fly back to Washington.”

“Int that alittle complex?”

“We have more than the pressto midead. The Russians and everyone elsein the world are still spying on
[B"

“Okay but bring a couple of experts with you. | want nothing to go wrong. According to your reports,
Dr. Jorge seemsto have the best handle on Karpinen and Dr. Schmitt from Argon isthe only scientist
that | can understand.”

“I can make the arrangements.”

* * % %

The three crows were back sitting on the power lines. Move-over had found a nice spot on the
bookshelf and was watching me from the living room. A car pulled up with four meninit.

“Tabby. They are here. It looks like three will be coming in. Any questions about the plan?”

“Go soak your head. I'm ready. Make sureyou are.”

| pulled open the door before they could knock. “Comein. Have a seat.”

“Thank you Mr. Karpinen. | am..."

“Nointros. Now just sit and get comfortable. Anyone want something to drink? It has been along drive.”
“How do you know about the drive?"

“Comeon Mr. Riley. The nearest airport that will land a plane large enough to fly you from Washington
and isaso large enough not to attract undo attention istwo hoursaway. And | bet you landed in either
Minneapolis or Grand Forks, both of which are even farther.”

Schmitt asked for some coffee. | could tell Riley was not happy about it but there was nothing he could
do. “Tabby, would you keep these gentlemen company while | make some coffee?’ Tabby started in
with small talk keeping them busy and off balanced. The coffee was soon finished. Therewasn't atable
near any of the men so they had to ba ance the cups and saucers on their laps while | passed out sugar
and creamers. | fdt it wastime for my first move when Riley tentatively balanced the cup and saucer on
thearm of hischar.

“Mr. Riley. What have you found out about the dien?’ Dr. Jorge must not have known about the
creature because he spilled some coffee on hislap. The disturbance gave Riley afew extraminutesto
plan an answer.

“Whet dien?'



“Comeon Mr. Riley. How can we even gart if you won't answer the Smplest questions?”
“I don't know what you are talking about."

| switched to Dr. Jorge. “ Doctor, what do you think? Mr. Riley here was caught in alieand heinsstson
holding ontoit. Y ou seedoctor ... A few months ago they found abody of an dien creature just down
the road from here. And | am not talking about an aien who crossed the Canadian border. | am talking
about a creature with abiologica structure that was not formed on this planet.

“Aml| right Mr. Riley?'
“Okay. You areright."
“Findly. How do the genetics differ?”

“No chromosomes but the creature did have DNA and RNA. Most of the gross features were surgically
constructed. How did you know about it?*

It wastimeto give them something. “Who do you think killed it? It came here wanting to eliminate me
before the big demondtration. | objected to being killed most strenuoudly.”

Riley seemed to go into a state of shock as hetried to coordinate the new information. | let him sit and
talked to Jorge about socia dynamics. Tabby took on Schmitt with a discussion about our experiments.
Riley brokeinto our talk, “Excuse me."

“Yall
“Do you know why it tried to kill you?'

“Itis pretty obvious. The creature didn't want usto learn about gravity control at thistime. Mr. Riley, you
arethe acting Nationa Security Advisor. Y ou need to do better than that.”

“Arethey going to try tokill you agan?'

“That | don't know. My gut fedlingisyes. A more important question for you is, ‘ Arethey going to try do
something about the whole planet since the gravity cat isout of the bag, so to speak?” At that

Move-over decided to put in his own comment with aloud meow. Dr. Jorge again spilt his coffee but this
timeit wascold.

“Why didn't you tell usright away?"
“Would you have believed me? Besides | bet you are dready putting up a space defense.”
“How do you know?"

“Dr. Jorge should be able to explain. Everything you need to know is out there. The increased work at
the Skunk Works, Edwards, Dryden, and so on. All of the changes over the last few months add up.”
Wefinaly got down to agive and take discussion.

It wasawarm latefal day so | went outside to grill some sausages for lunch. The nice thing about living
in the country isthat you can get the best farm products. These sausages came from aloca processor.
They were both very tasty and juicy. Hot juices burning the chin and splattering the face will keep the
men off balance and telling more than they wanted to. The crowswere il there. | fed the driver before
bringing the rest of the sausagesin.



Tabby had Schmitt in an gpron dicing onions and Jorge setting the table. Riley had been gandingina
corner until Tabby shoved a pitcher into his hands and told him to pour theiced tea. When we sat down,
the suits from Washington didn't ook like suits anymore. Schmitt was till tearing from the onions. Jorge
had two big coffee stains on his shirt and Riley just looked crumpled. Move-over, sensing an opportunity,
jumped on Riley'slgp and tried to take a bite out of his sausage.

“Move-over. Y ou know better. Come over hereand | will giveyou apiece.” The purring started before
he got down from the lap. “Be careful. It's hot.”

“Meowwwerow."
After lunch, Tabby had them doing dishes. Riley waswiping.
“Can we put some guardsin your home?"

“No. If the diens do come back, the guards would be killed. Keep them where they are now. That way
they will have achanceto survive

“But how can you handleit done?"
“Y ou ever hear the military term, point man?”'
“No."

“When a patrol goes out in enemy territory they send out a point man. He isthe eyes of the patrol. He
findswhat isout there. A point man can't do hisjob if heis surrounded by the rest of the patrol. He has
to be out in front or € se both he and the patrol will not makeit. I've been walking point for the last year.
| can handle mysdlf if that isdl | haveto look after.”

Riley looked a me, hisface wide with shock. Slowly, he nodded and changed the topic.

* % % %
“Mr. President.”
“YesThomas."

“Danid Karpinen is smarter than we thought. He has known about what we were doing al along. He has
been contralling us™

“Damn. | hate being used. Do we have options?’

“Not redly, gr. Infact, hetold usthat we might just be facing either araid by dienstrying to kill himor a
full-scale attack.

“We need to contact the Russians, Chinese, and our alies because if we are attacked we can't have a
local war garting by mistake.

“God. What have we cometo, thinking of global conflict asaloca war? How much time do we have?'

“I don't know and | don't think Karpinen does. But he did start direct talkswith us. | think something has
to start soon."

“Cdl General Holcum and | want amesting of thejoint chiefs as soon aswe can quietly arrangeit. Oh
yes. | want Holcum and Scott to go to the War College and have them start setting up scenarios for war

games"



“Yesgr."
“Tom, have you thought about what will hgppen if thisisdl amistake?"

“Yes. But what if it isnt?"

Chapter 16
Preparations

“Captain Ree. When do you think you can place the remotes?’

“Our long range sensorsindicate that as long as we don't draw attention to our shipswe can makethe
deliveries unnoticed. Which remotes do you want to send Commander?”

“I would like to start with the 30 millimeter creepers. We can add the larger remotes after we get thefirst
information back from the creepers.”

“I will send the high protector and the landing vehicle to near orbit on the planet as soon asthe 30
millimeters are loaded. Thelanding vehicle will make alow pass over the Site just before dawn planet
time. The satdllite that we are on will have set in the night sky by then and the lander should be virtudly
invisbleto theinhabitants.”

Science speciaist Uubee was able to lock on to thousands of electromagnetic sources. The computers
were working on trandating the sgnasinto the User didect but so far only patterns were being

catal oged. It would take a section of known trandation to find the key. Uubee had again begged
Commander Zblot to send ateam to obtain one of the remote sensing devicesthat the recordings talked
about. A TV, aradio, even the object called a phone could be enough to provide the key to trandating
the eectromagnetic Sgnds.

The members of the assault team were Sitting in front of viewers linked to cameras on the high protector.
Grup kept grunting and pointing to the large vehicles traveling on continent spanning pathways. Trreeg's
mouth would open and close whenever anew variety of flying object would appear. Ed soon stopped
watching and started to worry. Nothing at first on the view screens bothered him. Everything seemed so
normd, until ... Ed noticed the chaos. Large sections of the planet had few if any artificid vehicleswhile
others had enormous pathways built just for vehicle use. It would be normal for the empty sectionsto be
filled with the harvesting of food substances. But that did not seem the case on this planet. There were
just large sections of the planet that were at adifferent technologica level than the others. The climate
was extreme. Temperatures easily varied from 100 degrees above the freezing point of water to 100
degrees below. Large expanses of water were interrupted by an assortment of landmasses. Thousands of
kilometers of the landmass seemed to be ringed with volcanoes. Huge storms turned up the oceans. This
was a planet of extremes.

Ed sad, “Boys. Look carefully at the planet. What doesit remind you of ?*

After along pause Grup replied, “By The Hell of the Lost of Debon! It lookslike amilitary training
planet. This place couldn't have been terra-formed could it?"

“I looked at the original planet surveys. There was no indication of planet manipulation. It never occurred
to meuntil 1 saw the actud planet that awhole population of inteligent life could evolve on aplanet this
extreme.

“I need to talk to Commander Zblot a once. This place is going to be dangerous.”

It took four time cycles before the commander had timeto talk to Ed.



“Team Leader Ed, | understand your worry but don't you think that the Chamel eon would have noted the
smilarity of the planet to amilitary base."

“Sir. Only military planets have dl of these extremesin onelocation. Infiltrators such asthe Chameleon
train on aplanet, go to acommand ship, and are debriefed while traveling to another planet. Military
training planets are of two types. Thefirgt are badic training camps and the second are specialized training
fecilities. Thisisabasic training type planet. An example of most usable planet types can be found on one
planet. Only thoseinfiltrators that are assgned to military commands set foot on training planets. |
checked the Chame eon's records. The Chameleon went straight from initid training into second and first
contact infiltration.”

A large dark object sped through the night sky. The only noise was the rushing of the wind as the object
cut through it. Over alonely section of woods, doors on the object opened and thousands of
30-millimeter pdlletsfel free. A tota of 5,832 pelletsfel from the sky over 10 square kilometers of
woods. 1,234 of the objects hit the earth and remained till. The 4,598 remaining objects unfolded tiny
legs. 357 were unableto unfold dl six of their legs. 238 of the objects crept away from the landing Sitein
random directions. But 4,003 turned southeast for the 10 kilometer walk to the isolated farmhouse. The
gx tiny legs moved the 30-millimeter objects southeast using 1-millimeter steps.

Things started to go wrong immediately for the 4,003 tiny remotes. 987 were washed away two hours
into the trek when a spillway a aloca beaver dam flooded an empty streambed. A small herd of
frolicking deer tore though the marching machines leaving 456 crushed little bodies. When the full
morning sun lighted the foret floor, the smadler creatures atacked the marching throng. A swallow would
swoop down snatching aremote climbing afallen tree. A raccoon sat for hours grabbing a cregping
remote, pulling itslegs off, washing it and trying to eat the metd tidbit. Squirrels would grab aremote and
gack it in ahollow with the rest of their nuts.

228 of the origind 4,003 made it to the edge of the field next to the farmhouse after afull day of walking.
97 madeit acrossthefield. A car pulled in front of the farm crushing 20 creepers. Hurried steps
accounted for 5 more. And then came the crows. The last small creeper climbed atree next to the
farmhouse. It anchored itself to the tree and raised the back of its shell making a perfect parabolic
transmitting dish. The first image of the farmhouse made it to the Users ship before it was replaced by a
large yellow ditted eye followed by ameow and acrunching of metd.

Captain Ree sad, “1 think we will have to try tomorrow night with the 25-centimeter drones.”

* * * %

Captain Sam McHenry loved the Air Guard. The Air Force was okay but with the Guard he flew civilian
planes every day and was till ableto take an F-16 for ajoy ride at least once aweek. The guard unit he
wasin, the 148" in Duluth, was one of the best. The 148" had a history of beating regular Air Force units
inwar games. To top it off sncethe 148" was part of the Air Force rapid deployment group to Europe;
he had a chance for an dl expense paid three-week vacation in Germany and England next year.
McHenry just hoped he wouldn't be in a deployment to the Middle East. He had been in the Gulf before
and didn't have any fond memories of the place.

McHenry knew something big was up. The 148" was ordered to have two ready planes fueled, weapons
loaded and pilots suited prepared for immediate take-off, twenty-four seven. The briefing that just
finished had astory about Colombian drug dealers using stedlth aircraft purchased from the Chinese
based on an origind Russian design being used for deliveriesin Minnesota. But why was a squadron of
F-22 Raptors just moved to Grand Forks? And why were they installing those super secret missiles,
AIM-X12Cs, under the wings of his Falcon? The AIM-X12C was an intelligent missile with opticdl,
radar, and heat sensors onboard and guidance feed from the F-16's radar or an AWAC:s. It was ahuge



missilethat rivaled the AIM-54C Phoenix in size. All that firepower couldn't be for some two-bit
Colombians. And why the specid heads up for that private experimentd aircraft, Y S1? Something
definitely wasn't kosher.

Wl at least he would be able to do some flying against the F-22s. The squadron was scheduled to start
atraining rotation with the F-22 squadron thisweek. Most of the dogfights were to take place over Lake
Superior. The Big Lake was a deceptive hunting ground, which he had used to his advantage in past war
gameswith other fighter groups.

The engineers from Sandia L abs finished thefind checklist on the six-meter rail gun they congtructed at
the White Sands Missilerange. The part of theingtdlation that took the longest was getting the huge
power supply required for charging therail's capacitors to work without blowing transformers or relays.
Therail gun project had languished since the late 1980s. It had been part of Regan's Star Wars plans
until it became obvious to even Congress that no one had the money to congtruct the system. The orders
to finish the gun and ingtal it a White Sands had surprised everyone at Sandia. The project had never
completely stopped over the years. NASA had kept aminimum research funding on the project with an
eyetowardsusing arail gun to shoot micro satellitesinto orbit. The Sandia engineers were surprised that
nearly immediately the Air Force personal manning the gun started test firing at atarget down range.

Two Boeing 747s started flying between the Dryden Flight Center in Cdiforniaand the Marshal Center
in Huntsville. The planes would take lazy circuitous routes across the country. Hidden insde the planes
were the most powerful portable lasers ever devel oped.

All US military unitswere placed on DEFCON IV. A smal select group of Air Force, nava, and army
unitswere placed at DEFCON I11. A few reporters caught wind of the increased readiness of the
military. But alow level Pentagon briefing told of joint exerciseswith NATO, Jgpan, and the Russans.
The news servicesin those countries received smilar reports. The small handful of reporters who were
gill digging into the increased military readiness were brought to the Pentagon. They weretold they could
view the war games from unitsins de the exercise but they would have to movein with the unitsand
maintain a complete communications blackout until after the exercises. Only three reporters accepted.
One reporter was sent to White Sands, another to Camp Ripley, and the last to Grand Forks. There they
sat inisolation through most of June wishing they had never accepted the Pentagon'sinvitation to the
eXercises.

* * * %

The 25-centimeter drones faired no better than the 30-millimeter. Commander Zblot complained to
Science Speciadist Uubee, “What is happening to the drones?

“We till don't have enough information on the planet or itsinhabitants but Smilar incidents have been
reported on other planets. It was discovered, after the fact, that an oil used or a sound made by the
mechanicals attracted the local fauna. Y ou could send in the drones large enough to discourage attacks
from theloca wildlife or send in the assault team. Either choice hasrisks. Do we even know if the
Chamdeon'slast target is il at the Site?”

“No we don't...

“Wewill have to send in the assault team. The Chameleon was able to integrate into the loca planet so
the team'sinfiltrators should be able to do the same. Thiswill be dangerous so | want you to spend the
next few cyclesgoing over every detail of the insertion with the assault team members. Make sure they
understand the parameters of the foray. They areto grab al humans at the site for interrogation on board
the ship. If that is not possible, they areto kill everyone there and destroy the building. And yes Uubee. I
there istime and room, they can bring back your scientific trinkets.”



“Thank you Commander. We need those trinkets to finish the trandation of the equations.”

Chapter 17
Rad

| saw more birds today on the power lines. Since we talked to Nationa Security Advisor Riley, asmadl
flock of birdstook up the watching of the house from the power linesthat followed the country road. We
had finished Y Sl tests afew months back. The grad students had | eft at the end of the spring semester.
For the last month | had spent time every day trying to talk Tabby into staying a her home. During the
last few days, Move-over and all the other creatures around the farm seemed more on edge. Their
unesase transferred to me.

Tabby left for home hours ago. | tossed in bed until Move-over climbed on top of me and started
kneading. His clawsjust touched my skin through the blankets. | got dressed and went outside. It wasa
crisp dark night. The stars seemed bright enough to read by. On the northern horizon aribbon of pae
blue green light danced from east to west and back again. The northern lights were bright and thin tonight.
The thickness of the ribbon only reached athird of the way up from the northern horizon. | ssood and
watched the dancing lights.

| felt Move-over weave between my feet rumbling atune as he rubbed his shoulders and chin againgt my
ankles. Move-over stopped hisweave. A smal black dot appeared between the Borealisand me. The
dot skittered acrossthe light, dipped down to the dark horizon. A few minutes later the dark dot
regppeared in front of the pale blue green light and shot traight up into the night sky. An orange glow
dtarted in the eastern sky. The dark night faded in ared glow asthe sun dowly rosein the east.

Tabby and | spent the day combing the woods north of the farm. The anima s still watched but something
was wrong with them. The whole forest seemed on the move. Deer were prancing down their trails.
Squirrelswere chattering larm in every quarter of the forest.

During the day, the air became warmer and heavier. The sounds became muffled. A dark stillness settled
across the woods. Dusk was starting to fall when we headed back to the house for supper. We hurriedly
ae. | couldn't stay put in one place so Tabby and | walked out into the night. Muffled explosons drifted
across the open field from the woods. There was a gunfight happening in the dark.

* k% k %

Ed went over the plan one last time with Commander Zblot. The landing ship will place theteam 17
kilometers away from thefarm in the most isolated areawithin aday'swak from the last Ste the
Chameleon was known to be heading to. The team will spend the day getting acclimated to the new
planet and working their way closer to the farm. After dark, the team will capture or kill everyone at the
targeted farm. They will then use the dark to make it back to the landing site and removal to the
command vessdl. Captain Ree and the crews of the landing ship and high protector agreed upon
emergency codes and proceduresin case things went wrong with the original plan. Ed triple checked
everyone's understanding of the codes and procedures. The one thing dl of Ed'slong years of training
had ingtilled was that nothing worked as planned.

The insertion was flawless. The two scout/infiltrators disappeared into the woods at opposite ends of the
drop Site. Trreee went up into the highest nearby growth. Grup limbered up the heavy weapons. Ed
stepped back into the woods using along viewer. Grup and Trreee were nearly invisible. The two scouts
were invisble. The camouflage suits were correctly adjusted to the planet. The team easily acclimated
themselves to the sounds and creatures of this new planet. The experience of dozens of planetary
insertions made the acceptance of the shades of colors, smdlls, textures and tastes of the new planet
immediate. Within minutes, the team was able to sart isolating the movement and actions of the stray
animasthat passed by.



By late afternoon, the team moved closer to the farm.

* k% k %

All day Felix sensed the change in the woods. He had seen Karpinen and his girlfriend fade into the
woods that morning. The caution they used walking into the woods was what first set his nerves on edge.
But it was the actions of the smdll forest anima s later in the day that made him check the action on his
sniper'srifle. Todd and Sam for the first time noticing the changesin Felix checked their weapons as well.

Felix didn't relax when he saw Karpinen come back from the woods with his girlfriend. Instead of
crossing thefied from the woods, they walked dong afence line. He did not know how the two did it
but they seemed to fade into the few scraggily pieces of brush that marked the property line. Suddenly,
the observation post seemed too exposed. Using hand signdls, Felix indicated to Todd and Sam to follow
as he walked deeper into the cover of the forest.

Fdix wasfollowing alogging road. In the quiet evening, their footsteps crackling the undergrowth were
the only sounds they heard. Felix stepped around a tree and before him stood an old man with a30-30
rifle. He knew immediatdly it was Karpinen's Uncle Ben.

“Shhhh. They are coming. Follow me. | will placeyou.”

Fdix took ten secondsto think it over. Even if he never saw the old man before, he somehow knew that
he had to trust him. He got on hisradio.

“Look-out to Base. Look-out to Base."
“Base to Look-out, what do you need L ook-out?"

“Base. We have trouble. There are unknowns advancing on target through the woods. We are moving to
intercept the unknowns. Suggest full support.”

“Look-out. Can you give detalls?'
“Not now, Base. Intercept imminent.”

The old man moved Felix off thetrail behind the roots of afalen tree. The old man then placed Todd and
Sam farther up the road. He hurried back.

“Y ou've got agood field of fire here. | told your boyswhat to do. There will be apoint man leading.
When he gets across from you, Todd will cal for them to halt. If they don't, you will haveto take out the
point and help Todd and Sam with the middle. | will take out the last man in the column.”

Before Felix could offer acomment, the old man was gone. Felix looked over hismen and thetrail. The
old man had made a perfect placement for an ambush. Todd was hidden behind atangle of treesthat had
falenin mass. Although he was close to the logging road, the mass of tree trunks made afrontal move on
his position virtudly impossible. Sam was farther dong the road and only had alarge treein front of his
position but he had asmall pocket in the ground that was degp enough to protect him. Every one of his
men could support the others with open lines of fire. And they had a clear view, even in the dusk, of
nearly one hundred yards of road.

Thefirst man Felix saw had some sort of camouflage suit on. It was the best suit Felix had ever seen. The
only way he was able to follow the man was when he moved. The man stopped for abrief insgtant in front
of Todd's position and Fdlix lost him in the background until he moved again. The man came closer and
Feix findly heard his soft steps through the undergrowth.



Three more followed but they were not men. All three had on the same camouflage suits as the point but
there the resemblance ended. Thelead in the following group was large with six limbs. The second
person, thing, or whatever was huge. It was about the size of an upright walking six-legged Kodiak bear.
Thefind creaturein the group adso had six limbs but in addition it had wings. Although the last cresture
seemed too largeto fly with itswings, it did glide from tree to tree. Two sets of legswould grasp the
trunk of the tree while the creature surveyed the surrounding woods holding aletha looking deviceinits
last st of limbs. All the creatures were clutching devices that were obvioudy weapons.

Todd yelled, “ Stop. Police. Put down your weapons.” And al hell broke loose.

Felix was so astounded by what he had seen he had lost track of the point. He tried to find the creature
amid the sounds of gunfire, smdl explosons, and somewild ripping sounds. Findly, Felix heard arustle
of leaves and found the point creature. It wastrying to circle behind Todd's position. Felix pressed the
trigger on hisrifleand emptied the clipinto it.

He looked back down thetrail and at first saw nothing. The ripping sound came again and atrail of torn
vegetation traveled from a point near where he last saw the creatures to where Todd was hidden. Felix
loaded anew clip into hisrifle and placed scattered shots around the origin of the ripping sound. A
staccato blast of sound came from somewhere overhead followed by a scream of pain from Sam. Felix
lost in the horror emptied hisclip into the trees. A scream that could never have been made by a creature
living on earth today echoed through the woods from the trees beyond. Felix knew that the old man had
gruck. Something hit him hard in the sde. Fdlix put another clip in hisrifle. There was nothing. Nothing
moved. No sound drifted through the woods. Just the smell of smoke, ozone, and blood.

The radio message from Felix caused an organized chaosto occur. Harry Zimmerman and Mg or Stanley
Burrows got on secure phones and started calling for help. John Smith, the CIA man, got the remaining
personnel together. They suited up with flak jackets and weapons, piled into two cars, and headed
towards the farm.

Magor Burrows callswereto a Deltateam waiting a ahotel in atown 15 miles away. Both the Grand
Forks and Duluth Airbases had ready planeswaiting for apossible call from the Mgor. The two F-16s
got arrborne firgt with the F-22s only minutes behind. Thefirst three calls were just aertsto the ready
teams but with the Camp Ripley cal Burrowsingsted on telling the captain in command of the Marines,
good luck.

Zimmerman's cals activated the national space defense network that Riley and the Joint Chiefs had
designed over the last few months. From Ellsworth Air Force Base, Rapid City, South Dakota two B-1
B Lancer bombers and an AWAC plane were launched. The B-1 B's flew to maximum dtitude and
launched four orbita rockets each. Each rocket housed three satdllites. Twelve of the twenty-four
satelliteswere designed to aim lasers sent from the Boeing 747's and anew military satellite |launched four
weeks earlier. The remaining twelve satellites were kinetic kill wegpons powered by gravity spheres.
They rested in orbit waiting for NASA space control in Houston to give them atarget.

The most unusua occurrences from Zimmerman's cal weren't the military activations but a secret
program that Riley and the NSA had pushed past the Joint Chiefs of Staff. Riley knew that the military
was greset finding known enemies and destroying them. But in this case they werelooking for the
unknown. With histimein the NSA, Riley noticed that everyone aways had problems with the SETI,
Search for Extra Terrestrid Intelligence, programs and the big radio telescopes. Those radio telescopes
seemed to find every secure Signa the NSA used. Riley decided that they needed the brainpower and the
technica ability of the nation's radio tel escopes behind them in acrisis Stuation. He recruited personnd at
Ohio State Universgity's Big Ear Project, Corndl's Arecibo, MIT's Haystack near Westford,
Massachusetts, the NRAO at Green Bank, West Virginiaand Tucson, Arizona, Caltech's projectsin



MaunaKeg, and the AST/RO at the Amundsen-Scott South Pole Station. Funding for new
communication linksto NASA and, in turn, to the US military was given in the disguise of modernization
grants. And funding was found to bring all the radio telescopes back into service with the addition of a
few new Argus Arrays.

With the knowledge that araid in Northern Minnesota had to be supported by craft in near earth orbit
overhead, the telescopes got into action. MIT's Haystack Observatory got the first indications. The aliens
were using focused radio transmissonsto minimize the ability for being found but even focused Sgnals
will scatter when hitting atmospheric and other free floating moleculesin space. Haystack caught lines of
scattered radio signas going from a point in space to aSite closer to the earth surface and another fainter
line of sgnasgoing into space. The Green Bank and Tucson telescopes zeroed in on the radio source
giving atriangulation for aprecise location of the near earth sgnal's and the deeper space Signd source.
Using the location, the AWAC, now flying over North Dakota, was able to plot were the low flying
stedth craft was and guide the four interceptorsto it. The AWAC was also able to bring the White
Sandsrail gun into action to handle the near earth orbiting craft.

The other end of the radio signal was plotted to a crater shadow on the surface of the moon. Thedry air
of the South Pole permitted AST/RO at Amundsen-Scott to get the first locational fix. MaunaKeaand
Arecibo soon followed. The next step waited till the laser aming and kinetic satdllitesfrom the B-1 B's
received coordinates from Houston.

Captain Sam McHenry flew his F-16 as close to the ground as possible. His wingman Lieutenant
Jamison was alittle dow following hislead. McHenry had started flying with A-10 Warthogs. Warthogs
survived modern electronic warfare's faster more maneuverable foes by getting lost in the ground clutter.
McHenry inginctively sought the safety of the ground. It saved hislifetoday. A flash of light and Jamison
was gone. The IFF signas—Identification Friend or Foe—in hisHUD display told him that two F-22s
were coming in from Grand Forks but he had nothing showing on the plane that took out Jamison.

Suddenly, there was an infrared source followed by a series of explosions on the ground. McHenry
launched the AIM-X12C and jinked to theright. Three explosions happened in the air near where the
infrared source had been. McHenry's radar suddenly showed alarge object falling from the sky. Another
series of explosions. The |FF signals showed that both of the F-22's were gone. McHenry dropped
lower to the ground clipping the top of alarge white pine. What the hell was happening?

A five man Detateam driving from anearby town to the farm saw the explosonsin the sky and thought
the same thing. A company of Marines and one scared reporter took off from Camp Ripley in astring of
helicopters. The lead chopper saw the explosions. The pilot swallowed hard and picked up speed.

In White Sands the rail gun was loaded and ready. The AWAC, now between Bismarck and Grand
Forks, wasfeeding in target information to therail gun. The high orbit ship that took out the F-22'swith
what looked like alaser was 235 kilometers above the earth. The craft was holding stationary above
wherethefirg craft had been destroyed by missles. When the orbiting enemy craft firing started, it
became visible to the heat and energy sensors on the AWAC, which was able to make fine course
correctionsfor therail gun.

Therail gun fired a2.75-kilogram block of metd with amuzzle velocity of nearly 10 kilometers per
second. The outer shdll of the meta projectile was duminum composite. Lineswere etched in the outer
shell letting the duminum fal away when the air friction melted the metd. Insgdethe shell wasa
2-kilogram tungsten rocket steerable dart. Thefirst projectile wasfired. Forty seconds later the projectile
was in outer space with avelocity of 6.31 kilometers per second. Three seconds | ater the projectile
reached apogee and Sarted its acceleration to the dlien craft. Therail gun had arecharge rate on its
capacitors of 30 seconds. In the next five minutes, it fired avolley of ten rounds. The first dart missed the



craft but the craft's onboard sensors told the pilot they were being attacked. The pilot jerked his ship up
from the planet. The second and third darts missed. But the fourth hit the craft. The trgectories of both
the craft and the projectile resulted in acombined release of 75.63 megawetts of energy. Thefifth, sixth,
and eighth darts passed through the debris field turning up the residue of the aready destroyed vessd.

The guidance satdllites had finally climbed into position. Both Boeing 747swere now in theair. Thetwo
lasers on the 747s and the one laser on the laser platform satellite fired. The three beams bounced off
three satellites and hit the crater shadow on the moon. Before the next laser beamswerefired a
responding energy beam legpt into space destroying thefirst three satellites. The lasers now fully
recharged bounced off three other satdllites. Thistime there was no response. A third volley into the
crater's shadow and no following response. The lasers held fire waiting to seeif the target moved before
the kinetic satdllites could arrive.

The kinetic satdllites had the strongest spheres made by man but the limiting factor was the battery life on
the spheres and not the force. NASA's computers started their calculations. The computers said an
acceleration of 9.873 gravities was needed to start the trgjectory to the moon. The twelve kinetic
satellites hit the edge of the crater 53.754 minutes after the last laser volley. They al missed the
gpacecraft. The twelve penetrated into the moon's crust to its core vaporizing and melting kilometers of
rock. Twelve lava plumes erupted from the impact stes. The plumeslasted for 29 seconds before ahuge
volcanic explosion blew out the Sde of the crater. Millions of metric tons of molten rock filled the edge of
the crater.

* k x %

Ed was caught by surprise by the ambush. He had expected trouble by the tree line and not inside the
woods. Grup got thefirst shot off. There had been many attempts to create energy weapons for troopsin
thefidd but nothing was ever found to replace the killing power of the smple projectile weapon. Grup's
heavy wespon fired hundreds of explosive dartsin short burstswith aripsaw sound. Grup's bust torea
holein the bulwark in front of the voice that told them to stop. There was ablast from behind and Grup
went down. The tattletale monitor that hung next to Ed's eyes showed that Grup was seriousy wounded
and that the lead scout was dead. Ed heard Trreee's weapon firing from overhead. Herolled over to the
wounded Grup and took his heavy weapon from him and started firing at the bulwark. Projectiles
dammed into Grup's body and one hit Ed hard passing through his body between the second and third
setsof limbs

A loud scream echoed through the woods and the tattl etal e told him that only he and Trreee were left
dive. Ed whigpered into the communicator for Trreee to back away from the fight and circle around
behind the bulwark of trees. Ed kept adow covering fire over the positions of the attackers trying to give
Trreeetime to swing behind. He felt lightheaded as the blood | oss started to weaken his body. Something
about the turned up dirt penetrated the battle haze that ruled his mind. The smell. What about the smell?
Thedirt sndled like thefield that he played disk ball on before he went into military training. Something
hit himagain.

Thelanding ship flew in close to the ground when the telemetry on the assault team showed them taking
casudties. It flew over the conflict area but the undergrowth masked the fighting. It became obvious that
assault team was logt. Thelanding ship circled high and armed three chemical bombs. The copilot saw a
fast gpproaching plane. He used a chemical laser to destroy the plane and ran a sensor sweep for any
other approaching craft. The copilot had to cut the sweep short as the pilot swooped down to launch the
rocket guided bombs on the farm buildings. The pilot saw avehicle pull up to the buildingsjust before the
house, garage, and shed disappeared in an explosive haze of dust and fire. The copilot started his sensor
sweep again. Hewasjust in time to see the three antiaircraft missiles before they impacted the ship.



The high protector observed the destruction of the landing ship. Its sensors pinpointed the position of two
of the three attackers, which were destroyed instantly. The other attacker would only appear for second
on his screens before being lost in the folds of the planet's surface. The high protector started to lower its
orbit trying to lock on to the attacker who got away when the firt rail gun projectile passed by. The
ground assault was forgotten asthe pilot fought for hislife.

Commander Zblot and Captain Ree watched the raid dissolve into disaster. Uubee and his assistant
watched what was happening from the secondary monitorsin the crew quarters. They sat in sunned
slence asfirgt the assault team, the landing ship and the high protector all were destroyed in sequence.
Their first indication that they were under attack occurred with the lasers smashing into the open viewing
and remote sensing ports, burning out al outside communications. The ship's automatics fired aresponse
but the armored doors on three of the eighteen ports refused to close. The second laser volley hit the
ship. Then athird.

“Captain Ree. What hit us?'

“According to the readoutsiit is some sort of phased energy beam. They can't damage the hull of the ship
but they wasted the sensing ports.”

“Can they befixed?"

“I am getting damage control reportsnow ... It will takejust alittle over three standard time unitsto finish
the repairs. The sensors can be replaced in just under one time unit but the three jammed doorswill take
the bulk of thework."

“Good. Before light returnsto the landing Site we can avenge our comrades by blasting the entire region
with plasmabombs.”

All members of the crew were conscripted to repair the ship or load the bombs in their launch tubes. The
last door was being repaired and the last bomb was being loaded when the ship was rocked with an
exploson.

“How did they hit us? What did they use? We are days away from their planet with their best
technology.”

“They must have found out how to usetheir gravity control.”
“Wheét did they use?"

“Thereisno radiation ... It must be akinetic weapon. We should be safe. Debon! We are being covered
inlaval"

“So what. We are exposed to higher temperatures when we go near astar to travel between space.”

“Wearein flight then. We shed the energy build up through exhaust ports. We can't shed the energy. The
portsarefilled with lava."

“Cantwe..."

* * % %

Tabby and | were about to run into the woods but Move-over yowled and started scratching at the metal
shed that had the flying submarineinit. We looked at each other and thought why not. We climbed into
the submarine with Move-over right behind us. | had spent the most time during the Y S1'strialswith the
flight controls while Tabby had worked mostly with the engineers. | climbed into the pilot seet. We



weren't planning on being in the air for long so | pushed the power controls as high as they would work
near the ground. We were airborne within 50 feet of the main doors of the shed. | somehow knew that if
| climbed wewould die s0 | steered the craft into the valley in the treetops that marked the logging roads
that crisscrossed the countryside. Thewings of the Y S1 brushed the treetops while the body of the plane
road between them.

| wasjust about to ask Tabby where we should go when an owl flew acrossthe front of the plane
following acrossroad that headed towards where the sounds of the firing we had heard earlier.

“Tabby, do you think we should follow?"
| heerd afaint“Yes"

The owl suddenly banked away and ahead of uswas another flying creature. Streaks of light erupted
from the cresture. What were they? Muzzle flashes?| suddenly knew it wastrying to kill something in the
woods. Uncle Ben? | jammed the controlsto full power while aming at the creature. The computer read
the control settings and adjusted the power to the gravity spheres at the front of the planeto full power
and turned off the secondary systems a ong the surface of the wings. The night became darker and the
gravity spheres started to whistle. The creature turned in midair. | could seeit trying to bring up what
looked like agun. Just before impact everything to the side of creature faded into black. There was
crashing and tumbling and finaly we were on the ground.

| climbed out of the planefirst. The night was silent. | heard my Uncl€svoice. “ Dan. There are no bad
guys left in the woods. We have some wounded men. Come out and help.” | followed Ben up thelogging
road. The leader of the FBI surveillance team was sitting up next to atree trunk, binding awound on his
side and arm. He looked up. “What about Sam and Todd?"

Benreplied, “Samisgone. | haven't looked for Todd yet."
| said to the man, “Can you wak?'

He shook hishead yes. “Up theroad alittle waysis aydlow submarine. Tabithais there. We will meet
you therewith Todd.” The man stared with ablank look on hisface. | pointed, “Go up theroad.” |
helped him up. When | turned, Ben was dready making hisway over amass of broken trees. Ben was
bending over something by thetime | caught up to him. It wasaman. Half of hisface was burnt away
and hisleft arm was missing at the shoulder.

Flashes of light and arumble through the ground followed by aroar inthe air. Ben looked up. “ Thefarm
isgone”

The man was dive. Something had burned the stub of his arm keeping the bleeding under control. Ben
finished checking him over. “We can move him. | will take the shouldersyou lift the feet.” We picked our

way around the dead fdl. We had barely started when there were flashes in the sky followed by more
explosons.

The FBI man was Sitting in the same position but now his back was leaning againgt the submarine when
we arrived with the wounded man. Tabby was|ooking over what was | €ft of the flying sub. The front
spherelooked like it was crushed from the inside and the wings were just broken stubs. “ Tabby. We
need to get the men out of the woods. Can we use the sub?”

“The back sphereisworking and we have two wing spheres eft on each side. If we put the wounded on
top of the wings and power up the spheres, we should be able to push everything out of the woods
backwards."



“Let'sget themon.”

Tabby was climbing into the submarine to turn the power on to the spheres when we heard the
helicopters. Ben listened. “Marines. We should be safe heading back to the house."”

| was pushing on the wing next to the man without the arm. Tabby was on the other sdewhile Ben
pushed from in back. The yellow submarine moved easily. The vents on the wing spheres started to
whigtle. Blood from the wounded man dripped down the wing to the vent. Red strings of bloody air
vibrated into the night sky. The melancholy sound from the whistling vents brought back amemory from
my childhood. My grandmother would visit and tell stories and legends from Finland. One of the stories
was about amythica man who knew everything but was never ableto find awife or have afamily. This
man, VVainamoinen, would play and sing beautiful sad songsfor the godsand dl of the cregtures of the
earth. Inmy child'smind, | had dways thought of the strings on the Vainamoinen's harp being asad red in
color. The harp Vanamoinen used was caled akantde. | knew | would call the gravity spheres kantele
from now on.

We were coming close to the edge of thewoods. Ben yelled, “Y 0. Marines. Coming in with wounded.”
“Who areyou?"

“Thewounded are FBI. Therest of usused to live at the farm.”

“Come out into the open and stop.”

We stepped out of the woods and into hell. There was an orange glow coming from where the buildings
used to be. Red flares were marking the road and alanding site for the helicopters. Flashing lights from
police cars and ambulances strobed just past the next dip in theroad. Dark silhouettesran acrossthe
orange, red, and flashing lights disappearing into the darkness of the surrounding fields.

Chapter 18
Rebuilding
| don't know what woke me. It could have been the throbbing headache or the hard ground. | woke
trying to figure out where | was. Soft puffs of warm moist air touched my neck and | knew the warmth
coming from my sde was Tabitha | moved, the throbbing increased, and claws sunk into my chest.
Move-over had been lying on top of me. | opened my eyes and Move-over stared back. | remembered.
| left the tent with Tabby and Move-over ill lying together.

Outside | could smell the wet burn of what was left of my farm buildings. It was midday. | looked across
the farm. The missing buildings made everything look larger. The army trucks parked around the field
gavethefeding of being on alow budget movie sat. A single crow was Stting on a power line watching.
Therewas|ess noise than | thought there would be. Men were moving around. Some were examining the
destruction, others were moving back and forth with a seeming purpose, and afew stood around on
obvious guard duty. | got afew steps from the tent and a young man in green stepped in front of me.

“Sorry, Sr. You haveto stay here.”

| smiled at the young man trying to stand straight and look soldierly. “Kid. | am not asir. Why don't we
just find someone that we can talk to?’ | looked at the kid. | hurt too much to push around him but | was
cranky enough not to give up.

“I'm Mgjor Burrows. Corporal. Y ou can stand guard. | will talk to Mr. Karpinen.”

“Y&, S'r.ll



| started to walk past the Mgjor. “I am sorry Sir but you will haveto say heretill we are sureit issafe”

“Magor. We would be dead or fighting for our livesif it wasn't over. Don't you get it? We just won our
firgtinterstellar battle. And like | told thekid. Don't call mesir.

“I need aphone. Y ou ether find me oneor | will walk to my neighbors."

“Mr. Karpinen you just cant..."

“I cant what?” While the poor Mgor tried to figure out what to say and do, another man walked up.
“Mr. Karpinen. | am Harry Zimmerman, FBI."

“Good for you. Do you have a phone?!

“Y es. But we would like you to be discreet with who you talk to.”

| stood with my hand out until Zimmerman gave me his phone. | dided Tabby'shome. Whilel was
waiting for one of her parentsto pick up, | asked Zimmerman, “How is Felix and the other man?”’

“They arestable...” | raised my hand stopping the conversation.

“Earl. Danid here. Tabithaisaright. Sheisdesping now ... Yes, there was abit of aproblem ... Do you
know agood contractor for some fill work and a basement and septic?... Redly ... I'll have Tabby call
when shewakesup ... Sure ... Bye"

| looked up and saw the Mg or and Zimmerman watching me. “What's your problem? | got to get things
fixed up before winter. Summers are short around here.” | saw Tabby climb out of thetent. | smiled. |
knew the two men wouldn't have a chance now that she was awake.

A month later | wastrying to make anew trailer house livable when Gertrude, afriend of my mother,
came to the door with a casserole. By then everybody knew most of what had happened. Gerti said,
“Dan you need to patent your work. | know you are busy here but the Coffee Klutch can handleit for
you."

“Gerti. What do you know about what 1've been doing?”’

“Well when you had your demonstration Oggie decided that aerospace would be a place to put some of
our investmentsin. Well we bought into Lockheed Martin and got control of some proxies... Anyway
we know possibly more about what is being done with your discoveries than you do.”

“Okay, Gerti. If | have you take care of my patent rights and business, how much isthe Coffee Klutch
going to ask for?"'

“Ten percent.”

Gerti convinced meto let the Coffee Klutch handle my business. | wasjust about broke. It seemsthat
insurance companies don't payout for acts of war. The U of M till wanted me to work on their research
project so they did foot the bill for anew meta shed. This one wasinsulated and fully wired for
telecommunications and industrial power requirements. But the rest of the billsleft me with just enough
for aused trailer house. It was going to be acold winter except for the warmth of Tabby and
Move-over.

* * * %

Spring was my favorite time of year. It was muddy and frequently cold and wet but it was also spring. |



just finished blocking into firewood one of the trees downed in the firefight from last year with my new
chainsaw. | sat on one of the blocks absorbing the warm spring sunlight and the smdll noises of the forest
cregtures. | sat until the sweet evaporating caused ashiver to travel up my arms. | got out the six-pound
maul and started splitting the green wood. | sensed Tabithawalking to me.

She amiled as she swayed into my arms. She buried her face into the base of my neck and inhaled
deeply. “What are you doing?'

“I am smdling your swedt."
“What for?'
“Dont you likethe smdl of mewhen | sweet?"

| had never thought of it that way before. She wasright. Thereisan eroticism with the aroma of fresh
swest dripping off aclean body. Before | had the time to think more, we were rolling around on the only
dry spot of ground. Unfortunately for us, it was also the spot where | had finished blocking thetree. It is
funralling around in fresh sawdust but you will spend the rest of the day fighting thelittle wood chipsin
your clothes and clinging to most unusuad crevices of the body.

We were walking back to my trailer pulling at theirritationsin both our shortswhen | asked, “1 am going
to start the cabin next month. | want you to look over the plans. Y ou need to make sure everything is
there that you want."

“Danid. Areyou asking something of me?"
“I suream. | just asked you to make sure the cabin has everything you want in it."
“Danid!” Shefollowed that by reaching behind my back and pulling up on the back of my shorts.

“Okay. Okay. No more violence. | want to marry you. And if you don't want to marry me, | want you to
livewithme. | just want you."

Laughing shereplied, “That's better. | will think about it. But | want to see the plansfirst. Where did you
Say you were going to put this cabin?’

| told her about putting the cabin deep into the woods on asmall rise. The road back to the cabin would
travel past the current trailer and lab buildings. The cabin was going to be on the smdl size with large
windows looking in every direction. But underneath the cabin there was going to be alarge complex, a
full computer lab, aresearch lab, library, etc.

Tabby wanted to know how | could afford everything. When | told her that since my patents were
granted, | was making over amillion dollars aday, her mouth dropped. “ Aren't you afraid | might marry
you just for your money?"

“Sowhat. | want you any way | can haveyou.”
The rest of the afternoon was spent in the pleasant task of picking little pieces of sawdust off our bodies.

It was much later and we were standing together in the field watching the gtar filled sky. My hand had
wormed itsway past Tabby's clothes and was resting on the warm curve of her thigh. Move-over had
followed us out to the field and was weaving a pattern between our legs. Small clouds movedin
darkening the stars but not blotting them out completely.



“Do you remember how things darkened when | jammed the controls on the sub to ram that flying aien?’

“| wasn't looking out but | remember something happening to the lights. Could it have been the battery
drain under full power?'

“Think back. Was there something unusua about the way the darkness happened?’
“I think your right. It seemed darker when we got off the axis of motion.”
“Let'sgoto thelab. | need some serious computer time.”

Since my stereo was destroyed with the farmhouse, al | had for music was aboombox and adozen CDs
that | had purchased over the last few months. Tabby kept the music playing while | waded through the
information that | had backed up on secure servers before the attack.

| knew back in high school about Eingtein's rubber sheet theory of the universe and gravity. He explained
that the universe was like a rubber sheet and every object in the universe was like someone underneeth
the sheet pulling it down. A planet would make asmadll dimplein the sheet, agtar alarger one. A gdaxy
would make alarge section of the sheet lower than the rest. Anything traveling through the universe
would act like amarble being rolled on the sheet. If the marble wasfar enough away fromadimple, it
would travel nearly in astraight line. If the marble was closer, the dimple would bend the motion so it
would bend off course. If the marble cametoo closg, it would circle the dimplein orbit and eventudly fall
into the hole caused by the body making the dimple. Einstein dso said that the combined forces of dl the
objectsin the universe would bend the whole universe around itself in amassive curve. Making it possible
to goin onedirection until you came back to where you started.

Why Eingtein's rubber sheet theory got to be so interesting to me in high school was Star Trek. Asdl
nerdy kidsin school did, we talked about the latest science fiction TV shows and al those things that
madeinterstellar travel possible, things such as wormholes and tearsin the universe. Because the rubber
sheet that was the universe was pulled so much by the large gravitationa bodies such as stars, the theory
goes—if the bent sheet came close to touching another portion of the bent sheet, you could make a
wormhole or even atear in the sheet and go from one point to another in the universe. An obvious choice
to find awormhole or atear would be to look for them near large gravitational bodies such as stars or
black holes. It isknown that black holes have enough gravity to pull even light into them. The gravity we
were producing in my kantele was not anywhere near the strength of ablack hole but the gradient or the
shape of the bent rubber sheet might be smilar to being near ablack hole. If that wastrue, the darkening
of light we saw might have been because we were on the very edge of making amoving wormholein
space.

| started the process by making pictures of the gravitationa gradients near the surface of planetsand
gars. | then compared the gradient caused by the kantele. Although the total force generated by the mass
of the planet was amillion times greater than the force of the kantele, the gradient for the planet was
different. It wasjust afactor of the planet taking up so much space. The interesting thing | found was that
the gradient near alarge object like our sun was close to the gradient caused by the power | fed into the
kantele. How could | find out if the gradient was enough to make awormhole possible?

| ran pardld lines of research. One was with string theories and generdized Big Bang expangon theories.
The other was with topography. | was looking for when the points of dichotomy in the equations matched
with regions where the topography of amultidimensiona universe overlapped.

Nothing was happening. Nothing matched.

Every few hours, Tabby would put on the boombox arock song and pull me away from the computer



for food or rest. She would then shove me back online. | vaguely remember that the kids from U of M
were back. Thisregistered to my consciousness when some of the labor intensive sorting of information
was completed by them between the times Tabby would drag me away and when | can back.

| was about ready to give up until | realized that what | was looking for were chaos dichotomies. | then
had the kids map the equations visualy on the computer screens. About aweek later, | found it. Sitting in
the corner of one of the new string theory equations was aMandel brot curve. | had found a dichotomy
between spatid dimensions. | continued looking and found two more Mandel brot curves within another
possible string theory and two more Julia setsin a Quantum representation of the Big Bang Theory.

| examined the parameters of when the dichotomies would occur. They al appeared within the same part
of the gravitationa gradient curve. One of the Mandelbrot curves and one of the Julia setsrequired a
high-energy plasma source to produce the dichotomy. The remaining Julia set needed an extreme
velocity. But the two remaining Mandelbrot curves occurred when a constant was varied and there was
no way to find out if anything other than the gravitational gradient was required to induce the dichotomy.

Tabby must have bought anew CD because | heard the guitars and voice of Jonny Lang coming from the
speakers. | suddenly redized how long | had been stting in front of the computer as my full bladder
started to hurt. Not again! | ran to the bathroom.

* * % %

The quadrant mesting of the Userswas called to order. The problem with planet H14-D102 was seventh
onthelist. The death of theinfiltrator known as the Chameleon was noted. But the complete
disappearance of the clean-up team after the standard notification of arriva on the uninhabited satdllite of
H14-D102 was very disturbing. The destruction of the mother ship, the two short range space craft, and
al life pods had to have happened nearly smultaneoudly in order to have dl contact severed without a
report to regional command. Planet H14-D102 was clearly dangerous despite the early reports from the
Chameleon. The Users had survived hundreds of thousands of years of spacetravel by never fighting an
opponent they could not guarantee winning against. Some of the other races they had met in space had
considered them cowards but the Users till survived while most of the detractors were now gone. Inthis
quadrant, there were eight planets and five space traveling cultures under quarantine. No travel to those
eight planets and contact limited to authorized persond with any of the five space cultures. H14-D102
became the ninth planet and an advisory concerning contact with the natives of H14-D102 was
broadcast to al User colonies and spacecraft.

Chapter 19
TheCabin

The cabin was hidden in agrove of pine and fir trees. The road was a narrow track following the old
logging trails through the woods in back of the farm. It looked like asmall retirement cabin but it cost
nearly four million dollarsto build. The money had goneinto what you couldn't see. The basement of the
cabin was four timesthe sze of the cabin itself. The basement was afull research and communications
center plus at the ingstence of the government afortified bunker, which the government paid for. The
cabin was dso where Tabby and | were going to start our honeymaoon in three days, six hours, and
twenty-three minutes.

| had aload of firewood in thetrailer behind my small John Deeretractor. | unloaded the wood in the
little shed behind the cabin. | took off my boots and jacket in the mud room across from the woodshed.
The cabin smelled new. The kitchen gleamed. The great room tinkled. Wintersin northern Minnesotaare
S0 cold the air isdryer than the Saharadesart. A few years ago my old publishing company had abig
meeting in Portland that | had to attend. Between meetings, | went site-seeing to the formal Chinese
garden there. Two things | remembered, the quiet tranquility of the garden and the rich humid air. Inthe



corner of the great room, | took a seven by five-foot spot and had constructed aforma Orienta garden
with water trickling off rocks and asmall pool surrounded by ahandful of smdl plants. This cabin will
never have dry air. Over mogt of the great room was an open celling. The second floor was one large
bedroom with a bal cony overlooking the great room and pool below.

| sat on the couch listening to the tinkling water. | must have dozed off because it was dark when my eyes
opened again. | |eft the tractor by the cabin and walked back to thetrailer | was till living in. The moon
was strong but it was till possible to see the stars. An owl flew silently overhead blocking out the stars
and moon. | knew something more was out there that | had to find. It was now two days, twenty-two
hours, and eleven minutes before the wedding.

* * * %

Thomas Riley didnt like the way the meeting was going. Genera Holcum, Dr. Schmitt, and Dr. Manning
were handling the bulk of the discusson. The two main items of contention were why did Karpinen's
gpace drive keep collapsing and why were the fragments of the dien ship found on the moon made out of
aceramic material stronger than titanium stedl and able to withstand the temperatures of a plasmatorch.
Thiswas the third such meeting that degenerated into an argument.

“Okay, gentlemen. We need to be ready if these aliens come back. What do we need that we haven't
tried dready?’ The sllence was a shock after the angry words.

Schmitt finaly voiced areply, “We need Danid Karpinen hereto look over every bit of information we
have. And we need him to tell uswhereto go next."

Holcum, “We can't. We will have no control on him. He has shown us before he just tolerates us.”

Major Burrows had been standing at the back of the room. He had been brought in as aliaison between
the research work at Karpinen'sfarm and the current project. “ Karpinen might just tolerate us but he has
aways been willing to help. What would be worse, the aliens coming back before we areready or
Karpinen telling the world about afew of the secretsthey don't already know? We al know that the
press has printed most of the information we have discussed.”

Riley made adecison. “Get me Harry Zimmerman on theline. | want the FBI to bring Karpinen ...
Whereis the nearest base that we can secure for ameeting of most of the researchers?!

Holcum replied, “ Grand Forksis large enough.”

“Bring Karpinen to Grand Forks. | aso want Ole Swenson there. We need a strong applied engineering
presence at the meeting.”

* * * %

The small church was packed. My oldest friend from Chicago couldn't make it so Tabitha's brother was
my best man. There were afew college friends for Tabitha but the rest of the church wasfilled with
friends of both Tabby's and my parents. Ermaand her husband sat up front next to Oggie and her
husband Tom. Ermawas my mother's best friend and Tom was my father's. Both couples had decided
that | needed a parent today so they had kept me busy al morning giving me advice. | am till not sure
what they said to me but they did keep me from worrying.

Themusic started and | saw Tabithafor thefirst time today. She was beautiful. She gave me the sauciest
smile coming down theide. Her dresswas hot. Most brides dress for themsalves or their mothersin
white lace and frills. Tabby had on asmple white satin full-length dress that clung to her figure. She was
fully covered but she would have had only dightly less of her figure reveded if she had worn abathing
uit.



| don't remember much about the ceremony. | do remember that my voice cracked every timel tried to
answer the minister. And Tabby waslaughing & me every timel stumbled.

The reception was dso ablur except for our first dance together. | felt every move Tabitha made through
the thin materia of her dress. Sheleaned in closeto meand | discover for surewhat | had suspected
earlier. She had on nothing underneeth her dress.

Findly, we were able to leave. We had come in separate vehicles. | parked my pickup away from the
church and Tabby parked her car next to the church. Her car was covered in shaving cream and
streamers but my truck had been left done. We took my pickup. We had an escort of one FBI car. The
car stopped at the entrance to the farm. Just as soon as we got into the woods, Tabby did acrossthe
seat next to me. When | stopped by the cabin, | pulled her close and ran my hands over her body. She
leaned into me and | felt something hard between her legs. Curious, | bunched her dressand did my
hands between her legs. Attached, to the inside of her leg with agarter belt, was athrowing knife. Her
hands had found my puukko hanging undernesth my arm. We laughed and ran to the bedroom. We
made love. Sated for atime, | traced her curves using the cold sted! of the knife. After leaving atrail of
goose bumps down her back with the hard blade, she pushed me away and we had sex. Thereisa
difference between making love and sex. | am usualy exhausted after sex so | fell adeep.

| woke later to the smell of food cooking. | found Tabby in the kitchen. She was wearing my wedding
present to her. It was alarge dark red silk robe. When she moved, awhite limb would flash out from
under the darkness. We burnt the food while we had sex on the kitchen counter. Much later, we watched
the sky grow light listening to the water tinkling in the great room of the cabin.

Knock, knock, knock.

Tabby had her throwing knifein her hand. She stood to the side of the front door while | opened it.
“Fdix. Niceto see you've recovered. But what are you doing here?

“Sorry Mr. Karpinen."

“Danid."

“Sorry Mr. Danidl ... Dan. But | have been ordered to bring you to ameeting.”
“| see the hand of Zimmerman here. Wéll, was he the one?’

“Mr. Zimmerman was the one who ordered me to come here but he just passed along the orders that
camefromtheNSA."

“Thisismy honeymoon. Y ou go back and have Harry tdll Riley to cal mein an hour and to ask me
politely to come to the meeting.” Felix nodded and closed the door.

“What do you think?"
“Youwill haveto go. They will not let usbe until they get what they want."
“Itisnot just megoing. Y ou are going with me."

“I am? Well just how are you going to convince methat | should come?’ | had just dipped my hand
between the folds on her robe when Move-over announced that he was hungry. He had to wait twenty
minutes for hisfood.

There were threelarge dark SUVsin the convoy that drove usto Grand Forks. Felix wasin the middle



SUV with us.

“How areyou feding?"

“l amfine"

“Tdkative aren't you."

“Dan, stop teasing the poor man. Heisjust a peon. He doesn't know anything about what isgoing on."
“Thank you maam."

“Now don't you call me maam. My nameis Tabby."

“Yesmaa... Tabby."

“Now | packed just one dress. Do you know if | need to buy another for thisthing we are going to?"

| let Felix suffer as Tabby pumped all the information she could out of him. | had seen her do it before.
Thelisp in her voice and her hearing aids made the person talk more the he should. Thiswas followed by
her sex gppedl if shewastaking to a man. Before we were an hour into the drive, we knew that the
meeting would be with scientists, engineers, and the military. The presswould be kept out aswell as most
of thepaliticians.

A hanger had been cleared out at the airbase. Riley greeted us at the door and introduced us to the 50 or
so0 men in the conference and explained about the support personal and computer connections. Riley had
just started explaining the basic problemswhen | interrupted.

“We haven't discussed my sdary yet."

“What?'

“I am not going to do thisfor free. And you will need to pay my wifeaswell.”

“Y our wife?'

“My wife. She has helped me with most of thework | have done.”

| could see Riley hadn't stopped to think what my price would be to help. “How much do you want?"
“| want aspaceship.”

“What?'

“I want—a—space—ship. After | fix things up here, | want you to build a spaceship to my
specifications. Before you go crazy, think about it. Y ou are going to need to build acompletely new line
of spacecraft. My ship will be aperfect way to test new designs. It isano lose Situation for the
government. My ship will be aperfect foil to hide your own spacecraft development.” | could see hewas
thinking.

“And you Mrs. Karpinen. What isit you want?"

“Call me Tabby. | want the ground and personal support required to take the spacecraft for aspin or
two across the solar system and beyond.”

“Good going dear. | didn't think about the support.”



“I know. Should we set up while they aretalking?’ Riley had walked to the corner of the hanger with
Genera Holcum and afew other men.

“Sure. Let'sget our laptopson line. I'll have Felix bring in the boombox and our luggage.”

| was humming aong with Fleetwood Mac when Riley came back with an agreement. A John Williams
sound track was playing when | dived into the analysis of the remains of the alien spacecraft. L ater,
Johnny Horton was put on the box so | knew it wastime for lunch. | saw Tabby in an animated
discussion with an older fellow.

“Who isyour friend?'

“Dear, thisis Ole Swenson.”

“Of the Skunk Works."

“How did you know?"

“Didn't you know dear? We own agood size chunk of Lockheed Martin.”

Ole seemed alittle dazed. “How are you doing Ole?’ | reached out my hand. We shook and | continued,
“Let'seat.”

“OhFdix...” | waited till helooked a me, “Would you tell Riley or whoever isin charge now thet there
will be ameeting of everyone after lunch.”

About twenty were at the meeting. | recognized Schmitt, Manning, Holcum, Scott, and afew others
whose names| never learned. | got up while Tabby, using aworkstation, put up on four large screensthe
computerized information | wasworking from.

“I looked over the forensic datafrom the alien ship. Now | can't tell you for sure what everything means
but | do have afew guesses. First off, | think | know why they attacked.”

| waited until the mumbling stopped.

“Most of you have not been working with all of the datathat | collected on possibleinterstellar travel.
What seems to have been disseminated isthe set of equationsthat | thought had the best chance of
working. There are anumber of other possible ways of constructing awormhole or tear in the structure
of the universe. One of them would include using the gravity and energy of astar to construct wormholes
between stars. For thisto work the spacecraft would need to get very close to the sun. | haven't worked
out the possible numbers but my best guesswould be less than 25 million kilometers from the sun. For
carbon based creaturesto live during the transfer between stars you would have to have aheavily
armored and hesat res stant spacecraft. | believe that these diens use star hopping for travel between
gars. And from theion residue found by the anadlysis of the radio telescope data after the attack, anion
drivewithin asolar system.

“What | think the diens wanted to do was control the artificia gravity theory that | developed. With the
theory they would be able to travel without using ion drives or star hopping. For atime, | think, we can
monitor space travel to our solar system by placing monitorsin orbit around our sun.”

Dr. Manning interrupted. “But that can't be right. We know that we disabled the craft with our laser fire.
With travel that close to the sun their ship should not have been affected by our lasers at that distance.”

“Do we know if we disabled the ship or just the observation and communication sensors? Both the



observation and communication arrays would have to be sengtive to the e ectromagnetic spectrum. After
all, we know they were using the spectrum because the radio tel escopes spotted the craft. Y ou would
not want to fly a craft for any distance without sensors. If they were destroyed by the lasers, the ship
would be crippled until they were replaced. Asfor the star hopping, sensors could be stored behind
armored doors during the phase of the hop where the ship was too close to the sun.

Holcum said, “Okay we think we know how they traveled here. But how would we stop a ship that
heavily armored if we needed to?"

“The same way we did thistime, kinetic weagpons. We could even easily use nuclear weapons near the
sun. The radiation would have anegligible affect on the rest of the solar system and the kinetic energy of
the explosion should either destroy the ship or throw it into the sun.”

Holcum replied, “Good. Now we have a defense.”

“Hold it. Thisisatheory. What we need to do isto try to tear it apart. We need to find out if there are
any other explanations of the facts."

Schmitt took over the meeting. “Thank you Mr. Karpinen. We now have anew set of theories to work
with. Manning, | want you to try to punch holesin Karpinen's theories. Scott, why don't you try to put
preliminary plansfor adetection sphere around the sun..."

| nodded to Tabby and we waked away. “Why don't we go for awak before we start working on why
the kantele space drive isn't working?” We hooked our armstogether. “Felix?"

“Yes Danid."
“Wearegoing for awalk."

| saw Felix talk to the military policeman at the door. Outside, | saw aspot of brown green grassin the
distance. We walked to it. When we got there, a big four-engine plane was revving on the runway. We
sat on the brown grass.

“Tabby, why did you help mewith getting the spaceship?’

“I've noticed the same thing you have. Something doesn't fed complete yet. | have seen you watching the
darsat night..."

“Y ou know Ben talks about the responsibility of being at point. | somehow fed responsible. If | hadn't
discovered that gravity could be made, | could let it go. But | somehow think it is my task to seethis
through. I've got to wak point again.”

The arplane took off drowning out all talk. During the quiet after the takeoff, we sat next to each other,
enjoying thefed of just being together, until the next plane started warming up its engines. Back & the
hanger we got to work on what was happening with the kantele when they tried to form awormhole. The
remote test ships had torn themselves apart. Most of the pieces of one of the ships werein the hanger
with aduplicate of the origina construction. The ship was about two and ahdf meterslong with alarge
spherical kantelein front. The cylindrical body of the craft housed alarge computer and sensor package
and in the tail was asmall maneuvering rocket. The largest piece of the destroyed test ship was about 50
centimeters long and about 15 centimeters wide. Tabby looked over the pieceswhile | reviewed the data
tapes from the test runs. After two Mozart CDs and one Bach, she came over to my workstation.

“I want to show you something.”



“Good. | am getting nowhere with the data.”

She brought me to the pieces of the kantele sphere first. She handed me amagnifying glass. “Look
carefully at the edges. Now look at the edges of the pieces from the body cylinder.” | knew she had
found something but | couldn't seeit at first. | went back and forth between the two groups of pieces.
Findly, | saw it. Mogt of the pieces on the broken sphere were bent inward while the meta from the
cylinder was bent in every direction.

“Let's check the datarecord again.” | smiled at Tabby and pinched her bottom. From the corner of my
eyel saw Felix smiling & us.

Back at the workstation we carefully followed the pressure and gravity readings off the kantele sphere.
On paper they were dl within the tolerances of the construction. But | noticed that there was aflutter in
the numbersway down in thefifth decimal place. | highlighted the block of numberswith the cursor.

“Do you seewhat | see?'

“l suredo.”

“Why don't wedegp onit?"

“Sounds good to me."

“Felix. We are ready to go to our hotel room."

“I'msorry gr ... sorry Danidl. But | wastold you would be staying on the base.”

“I am not spending anight on an Air Force base, especialy not on my honeymoon. We called and made
reservations at the Best Western before we left home. All we need isaride to the motel. And before you
ask, | reserved aroom acrossthe hal for your men.”

It was two days later when we had a solution to the star travel problem. Thistime the meeting had thirty
peopleinit.

“Okay, | assume everyone has gone over the basic data.” | waited until most of the heads nodded. “The
kantele sphereis not strong enough for the forces generated with using it asa star drive. The origina
specifications overlooked a problem with the production of the space drive. The gravity field that is
generated hasadight vibration to it. Under most conditionsit will not cause a problem until thousand
hours or more of run time but under the extreme conditions the vibrations will weaken the sphere enough
to permit the gravitationd force to crush the sphere.

“The solution isto go back to the original design. Remember the sphere was used to diminate the
contamination of the gravitationd field with moleculesfound in the air and on the nearby surfaces. In
space we will not have those problems. We have the added benefit of being able to adjust the parabolic
reflector to project the field farther away from the dish so the structural strain will beless.

“Asfor injecting the field generation with air or some other gas, that might not be necessary with the open
design. Oncethe gravity field is started with aninitid push of gastheincreased strength of thefield
generation will pull the scattered moleculesin spaceinto thefied. If it is not enough we can work on
sometype of gasinjectionin afollowing test.

"The next problem will be the actua generation of the wormhole or tear. Thereisachancethat at a
aufficient velocity the tear will be generated spontaneoudy. | am hoping that thiswill work. But we do
have the backup with the suspected way the dienstraveled. We can try to inject a plasmaflow into the



gravitationd fied.

“Tabby and | have made copies of our notes and working theories. We will be heading home now. |
request that data from the next tests be sent to our lab at the farm and that we start working in adjunct
with the rest of the groups on the project.”

Tabby and | cuddled for the whole trip home much to the discomfort of Felix and the other man inthe
SUV with us. | was surprised when we got to the cabin. It ft like home.

| woke to the sun peeking through the windows. Tabby was curled up against my side. From the great
room, the sound of trickling water drifted over the balcony. | waswarm. | traced the curve on Tabby's
back and counted her vertebrae.

“What are you doing? | am il tired. If you want sex, you need to do more than tickle my back.”
“I'mthinking. And | just wanted to touch you."
“Wachathinking about?'

“A few yearsago | worked in an office and avoided my boss. | didn't stand up to anyone. | even would
run away before confronting someone. How the hell was | able to talk back to those people? How in the
world do | havethe gutsto tell al those PhDsthey were wrong? Why did | drive the sub into the flying
alien? How was| ableto help those wounded FBI men? A few years ago | would have driven past an
accident and called an ambulance. How could | have changed so much?’

“I remember reading agtory. | can't remember the exact words but it said, ‘ The difference between a
man down the street and ahero iswhat has happened to him? 'Y ou never know what you will do until
you faceit. But after facing it, you change.

“Do you remember those old re-run western movies and the bit about seeing the el ephant?”
“Yup. You never could tell what aman would do until he saw the € ephant.”
“Y ou now know what happens after seeing that eephant.”

| stroked her back softly until she went back to deep. | watched the sun finish rising through half closed
eyeslisening to the tinkling water and the soft bresths coming from Tabby.

Chapter 20
Congtruction Begins

There were amillion and one thingsto do. We never had the chance to finish the two weeks we had
scheduled for our honeymoon. The day after we got back Ole cdled with a problem with the new design.
We were forced to open up the U of M lab by the county road and start working on the space drive
problems. Tabby was best with the engineering questions while | worked on the theory and idess.

Four months later thefirst new kantele star drive was tested. They moved in anew satellite optica
telescope just to watch the test. The government had started work on the tel escope last year with the
ideaof using it as aguidance system for their new space weapons. Thetest cylinder moved like the
proverbia bat-out-of-hell. The tracking system on the new telescope nearly didn't follow the probe. As
the speed of the cylinder approached 200,000,000 meters per second, the optical telescope lost the
image of the cylinder and just tracked adigtortion line. Theinterna clock on the cylinder wastimed for
one second of travel after the onboard computer sensors decided that the probe had entered a
wormhole. After thetest, they found the cylinder out past the orbit of Jupiter. The onboard computer had



aready started the probe's deceleration and its return to earth using its standard gravity drive.

It took another six months before al the details about the test were fully andlyzed. Manning, at JPL,
proved that the kantele drive was not producing awormhole but atear in the fabric of the universe. The
digtortion line |eft by the test was because the tear was incomplete leaving the test probe partialy in our
four-dimensiona universe aswell asout of it. Thiswas an enormous help with the guidance and
measurements of the test probes’ flights. Plus there was a good chance that enough of the 4-D universe
would get through to the probe that it could be used for inboard guidance of acraft whilein thetear.

Tabby took the time after the successful test flight to go over the datathat had been compiled by NASA
over the years on designing long distance spacecraft. The habitat problem was her greatest concern.
Even with auseable star drive, we are till talking of possibly yearsin space. Food, air, water, and most
of al alivable environment had to be constructed. There had to be room for exercise and methods to
relax between tasks. Early on, Tabby decided that there would have to be animals on board for both
company and adistraction. This added awhole second line of problemswith the feeding and
maintenance of the animals. She cornered me with questions after a three-hour conference call between
Manning, Schmitt, and me on guidance problems. | was happy for the bresk.

“I need to talk to you about the spaceship.”

“Okay, let's get out of hereand go for awalk.” Thetrailer that | had lived in now housed asmall security
team for the lab and the farm. | saw acouple of men leave thetrailer and it in lawn chairswatching us
head into the woods.

| waited until 1 got into the movement of the forest. A deep breath and | was cam. “What did you want
to talk about?” My hand crept around her back and found aresting-place riding on her swaying hips.

“On the spaceship we need to recycle air, water, food which means green plants, dirt, insects,
bacteria—a small ecosystem. Plus| felt we needed some animalsfor companionship if for nothing else.

“Am | right and do we have the room?'

“You areright. We will need at least one cat. In the pagt, sailing ships had some of the same problems. A
cat or even adog was common on those ships. They even had goats and other farm animals for milk and
fresh meat. We will just have to make the room.

“Y ou know we are going to have more room than you might think."
“WW?I

“We can use dl of thewallsas ground. If we had aten-meter diameter cylinder that istwenty meters
long, we would have over 1,500 square meters of ground. Or ... about athird of an acre.”

“I want it large enough to take awalk through the trees.”
“Let's plant some apple, plum, and cherry trees.”
“Nice. Food plusvisud enjoyment.”

We walked to the cabin and decided to cdll it aday. After making love next to the trickling pool, we
decided to add that to the plans.

Three weeks later while walking from the cabin to the lab, | notice the animaslooking both & meand a
specific pot ahead. | felt Tabithatense. She dipped behind and to the side while | stopped to move



some fallen branches off the accessroad. My puukko wasin my hand. Tabby was easing around atree
with her throwing knife out and ready. Two men came out from behind sometrees. Onehad a
microphone and the other had avideo camera.

“Mr. Karpinen. | am Tony James from News First. We have been trying for weeks to get a comment
from you about dl the desths that have occurred worldwide using your artificid gravity machine.”

“Cameraand sound off."
“Don't you want your response known to the public?’

“Cameraand sound off.” The TV face on the man changed and he nodded to the cameraman to stop
taping. Before either knew what was happening, Tabby came up behind them and double-checked that
the equipment was turned off.

“Two questions before you get to ask anything. What deaths are you talking about? And what is this bull
about trying to contact me?"

“Ever snce you released the information on your artificia gravity devices people have been making them.
Over the last two years there have been 35,000 deaths and 80,000 injuries world wide from people
using your devices. They range from the spectacular crash of ahomebuilt gravity planeinto the Chryder
building in New Y ork to the decapitation of an experimenter in New Deli when he turned the power up
too high on the gravity device he had built in his garage and asickle was pulled off thewall. Do you think
the courts should hold you libel for these events?"

“Answer my other question. What isthisbull about trying to contact me?"

“We called your corporate lawyer about the possiblefiling of asuit by the builder of the plane that ran
into the Chryder building."

“Redlly, what isthis possble suit all about?"

“The pilot of the planeis claiming that there should have been adisclaimer that you had to be atrained
pilot before using your gravity device to power aplane.”

“So you are here asking for comments on a suit that hasn't been filed. | bet you were contacted by the
lawyer of thispilot. Weren't you?'

“What are your comments about al the desths and injuries caused by your device?'
“Comewithme."

| walked them out of the woods. Felix and his men pulled the reporter and his cameraman aside. While
they kept the reporter busy, | cdled the sheriff's office and asked for Tom. | explained how | had found a
reporter and cameraman trespassing on the farm. Tom showed up in twenty minutes.

The FBI men had the two men surrounded. Tom nodded to them and said, “ Are these the ones caught
tregpassing?’

“Yall

Tom gave meawink. “I'll take care of it.” He got out cuffs and put the men in the back of the car and
their equipment in the trunk. “What do you want meto do with them?"

“Just make sureif they want acomment they cometo the lab and ask. | don't want them hanging around



insde the property line. It might pay to remind them that people died here less than two years ago.

“How's Oggi€? It hasjust been so crazy out here | haven't had much of achance to keep up with local
events”

“Oggi€sfine. She and the other gal's are making money. | hear them talking on the phone between the
sogps about it. They are talking about throwing abig picnic a the State Park. How about coming?’

“Givemeacdl with atime and date. Tabby and | will show up.”

“What was that? Did you just volunteer me for something?’ asked Tabby.
“Jugt apicnic med with the Coffee Klutch gas”

“Mom wastdling me about that."

“Well bye Tom. | appreciateit.”

“No trouble."

* * % %

No one knew how old the Cell was. Records were never kept. But Mikhail Bakunin's 'the passion for
destruction is also a creative urge’ and Enrico Mdatesta's 'propaganda of the deed' were both
quoted during the indoctrination of anew member using both the origind Russian and Itaian languages.
The rumor wasthat at least one of those men was persondly involved with the forming of the Cell.

The current leader of the Cell used the name Santa. He looked like Saint Nick but he was atrueterrorist.
That jolly bearded face had watched the pieces of a hundred bodies picked up after the bombsthat he
had made exploded. All members of the Cell used noms de plume during al meetings and
communications. The history of the Cell was peppered with incongruous statements such as Olive Ol
drowned the ambassador or Peter Piper blew up the building.

“We need to find anew target. Our actions have been marginaized by the news media over the last few
months. The bombing at the economic summit only made the nationa newsfor two days. And we were
unableto stop the ecumenical peace conference after Juliet was caught poisoning the food.”

Hamlet said, “I till think that we should supply equipment and intelligence to eco-groups. With the
building evidence of manmade globd disaster, everything they do will be reported.”

Santareplied, “The Cdl has survived because we have chosen to do only one act of terrorism every six
months and have done everything oursaves. If we do more, we will become atarget of the establishment
and every person who knows about us outside the group adds for the chance of betraya .”

Snow White said, “Why don't we do an nation? We have been concentrating on the big
conferences and meetings because of al the media news organizations covering the events. But awell
chosen murder will bring the mediato us.”

Romeo said, “Why not? We have stuck too long with the same events. We need some variety to bring
back our creative urge.”

Santa cleared histhroat. “ Okay. Does anyone have an ideafor next passon?’ And looked to Snow
White,

“I think the best way isto gtrike at the current darling of industry, government, and science. We need to



kill Daniel Karpinen. And we need to do it in aspectacular way. The 'propaganda of the deed' hasto
be worthy of the target.”

With the formd language from the past, the group agreed to the new target.

Chapter 21
Building the Ship

The picnic wasjust what we needed. Felix and his men looked out of place with their attempt to blend in
with civilian clothes. They just couldn't hide the guns and redios. They al insisted on wearing dark glasses
50 they could observe people without them seeing were they were being looked at.

| didn't fed that old but |ately everyone| seemed to be talking to was over fifty. Manning, Schmitt, Ole ...
the ladies from the Coffee Klutch were my daily business contacts. The U of M college students never
wanted to socidize ... For thefirst timein months there were kids and young adults. Tabby was gone just
as soon aswe got out of the carstalking to her high school friends. | remembered afew from my high
school days but | had |eft school too many years ago to need to talk to them.

There was one thing about the state park that made it the place to be in the summer. It had a great
swvimming beach. | had my swimsuit under my clothes. The water was cold enough to send chillsthrough
your body but warm enough that you could stay in for an hour at atime.

Kidswere splashing. From adock next to the swimming beach, agroup of adults were pulling skiers
amid yellsand splashes. | got sand in my hair and water up my nose. | felt young again. Tabby came out
to join me. We splashed and groped each other under the water. Chilled, we climbed out and laid on our
towels absorbing the sun.

| noticed the gulls flying overhead. | followed their motions and saw asmal boat ahundred yards up the
shordine. There was afishing line off the Sde of the boat. But something didn't feel right. | looked straight
at Felix and then gtraight at the boat. | saw him talk into hisradio mike. At the sametime| heard Tabby,
“Theboat isleaving.”

Therest of the picnic wasfilled with food, casseroles, salads, barbecued chicken, and ribs. Stuffed,
dightly sun burned, and totaly exhausted everyone piled into their cars when the evening mosquitoes
came out and headed for home.

My first Sght of the ship wasn't impressive. The gravity shuttle approached the construction from below.
With no reference pointsit wasimpossible to visualize the Sze of the ship. From the distance, it looked
like achild's building toy. The ship was dominated by two features, the front of the ship with its
twenty-one-meter parabolic dish and main body, which conssted of afive-meter by twenty-meter
cylinder surrounded by six other five by twenty cylinders. Behind the dish and before the cylinderswas a
partidly constructed rectangular box of fifteen meters by ten meters. Aft of the cylinders was another
rectangular box but this one was finished. Behind the box was acluster of spheresand alarge
maneuvering rocket engine.

Aswe got closer, | was able to spot the space-suited workers assembling the box by the dish. Inside, |
could make out the form of the nuclear reactor and dectrica power station for the ship. We circled the
ship and cameto acylinder with its end open. With itswings folded againgt its Sdes, the shuttle just fit
into the five-meter opening. | listened to the huge air lock swing shut and the bay fill with air. Tabby met
me when the shuttle door opened. She had been coming up to the ship every day for the last two months.

“Hi, Hon. Ready for the tour of the habitation portion of the ship?’

“Sure but | want to see the control room and look at the exterior bracing after.”



“Wdl thefront haf of thiscylinder isashuttle bay with the other half used for storage of oxygen, water,
and fud. The cylinder opposite thisoneisidentica.”

“How did you decide on the amount of storage?’

“You know that NASA has never been able to test a complete recycle system and every time the shuttle
bay doors open or an air lock we would lose air and water. Well we took the estimated |oss that NASA
had computed for afive year trip and tripled the numbers. We have the two main storage cylinders plus
every section has abalanced storage supply. We should have &t least asixty day supply within the ship
even if therecyclersgo offline.”

“Let'sgo to the center cylinder?”

The center cylinder had afive-meter tank filled with abacteriamix for making oxygen and purifying water
in the center. Both ends had small gardenslaid out around the curved wall. | felt like ahamster walking in
awhed. The front garden was dominated by dwarf fruit treesand asmal fountain. We sat on asmall
bench by the fountain while Tabby told me about the plants. It was the strangest thing looking up and
seeing grow lightsinstead of blue sky. The back garden was dl vegetables.

The four remaining cylinders were an exercise/cafeteria unit, secondary crew quarters and equipment
storage, afull laboratory and manufacturing shop, and one cylinder for unknown needs. Our living
quarterswerein haf of the aft rectangle. The other half wasthe bridge of the ship.

The ship wasfilled with workers. Tabby hel ped me suit up for the space walk. Three men were assigned
to keep me safe while | examined the outside of the ship. | could see the military emblems on their suits
50 | didn't bother protesting having to be babysat.

“When you finish, | will meet you in our quarters. That'sthe only placethat is currently not under
congtruction. | have al the blueprints and specificationslaid out there.”

| gave her akiss, locked down my helmet, and left the ship with Tom, Dick, and Harry. | got tired of al
the sirs being uttered a me five minutesinto the walk. To retdiate | began actudly calling them Tom,
Dick, and Harry. The examining of the structural supports, welds, and placement took two hours. The
only thing that kept it from being boring was the view of the blue white earth.

Before heading back indde, | took out a haf dollar. | tossed it out into space and said, “May this ship be
aslight asan autumn leaf blown about by a gentle breeze and Nakki be as heavy asthis coin pulled to the
earth below.”

“What wasthat al about Sr?"

“Areyou Dick or Harry? Never mind. My grandmother told me storieswhen | was little about our family
history. Some were ship builders and some were sailors. But it was always a custom to spesk a
protection charm before you sailed. Nakki isan old old name for amalicious and mischievous spirit, a
gremlin. Y ou give the spirit, the gremlin, acoin and he follows it down to the bottom of the sea or the
planet below while you float away like aledf."

The matching military triplets shook their heads behind their hemets and followed meto the airlock.

When | got back to the quarters, | found al of the blueprints and spec sheetsin our quarters. But | also
found Tabby completely naked except for aportion of the blueprints, which she had somehow traced
onto her body. | found the gravity control knob for the room and adjusted it for just enough force so
everything would eventualy make it back to the floor. | did have an interesting time making correctionsto



the blueprints.

The lab work was dowing down and the construction of the spacecraft was speeding up. Tabby wasthe
engineer S0 she was busy every day. | took to walking through the woods for hoursat atime. | listened
to the sounds and felt the breathing of the forest. For some reason my grandmother's stories came back
to me stronger than before. | could understand the mythical Finnish hero, Vainamoinen, the singer and
knower eternd, the man of quiet waters. The woods, air, water, animas al seemed to form amusic of
sound. It was asif you could just copy the notes you could become what you heard. | found myself at
those times playing with the puukko in my hands, my Great Grandfather [Imari's sted puukko. Gresat
grandfather was named after the smith llmarinen who hammered out the lid of the heavens and the great
Sampo. IImarinen and Vainamoinen were the best of friends, a poet and an engineer...

“Thereyou are. It is getting dark. Aren't you hungry?!

“Tabby. Do you think it isstrange that | am sitting in the woods?"

“No. If | didn't have to work on the spacecraft, | would be sitting here with you."
“Did you ever hear aout VVanamoinen and limarinen?”’

“No."

“In Finnish mythology they were two friends and heroes. Vainamoinen was a poet who knew too much
and lImarinen was a builder of theimpossible. Y ou know | named the gravity device after Vainamoinen's
kantele. | sometimesfed like | know too much.”

Shetickled meintheside. “You are not Vainamoinen. Y ou are not smart enough.” We walked back to
the cabin in the falling dusk. | knew there was something more that | had to learn. | seemed to understand
science but | now needed to know about the life around me.

* * * %

Santa opened the meeting. “What have you found out about Karpinen?'

Snow White answered, “We have been following him aswell aswe can with his government guards all
around him. We have found no pattern to his movements. We thought about blowing up the spaceship he
isbuilding but there isadanger of being discovered by the security measures and it might look like an
accident, after dl it isthefirgt of itskind. The same seemsto be true with dl of hismovements. Heistoo
private of aman to bein public regularly.”

Hamlet interrupted, “ Could we grab someone he loves and pull him away from his protection?"
“Other than his wife we have no ideawho would work and sheisaswell protected asheis.”
Santabrokein, “Thereisawaysaway. Wejust haveto look harder.”

Romeo coughed and everyone turned to look. “1've got anidea...”

* k k %

Tabby needed to talk with Ole face to face and go over plans. We decided to go to LA and the Skunk
Works. After telling Felix about the plans, | got invitations for Edwards Air Force Base, JPL, and
Dryden Hight Center.

Move-over was shoulder dropping my feet when Felix came back with the list of placesthat | was
supposed to visit. During the day, Move-over usudly doesn't like to be held but today he molded into my



armswhen | picked him up. | was upset with the government trying to organize my time so | wasalittle
sharp with Felix.

“We are going to have to have someone feed and water Move-over while we are gone, abowl of water
and scoop of food here and the same at the cabin.” Move-over looked at Felix and growled.

“I will take care of it."
“Areyou coming or areyou staying here."
“Zimmerman has put me on permanent duty as your persona bodyguard.”

That was something | had not expected. “ Do you want meto talk to him? Tabby's mother Marthawas
telling me that you were dating Ermas granddaughter Gail."

“How did you know?"

“Youreinasmal town. Everyone knows everything about everyone.”

“Ya Don't tak to Zimmerman. Y a He's not the best when it comes to anyone questioning his authority.”
“Well you do need adose of LA to get rid of the Midwest rural dang you picked up.”

Thetrip was different. Manning at JPL. had anumber of Catech studentsfor alast minute seminar thet |
was suppose to speak at. Instead of talking, | brought them to acomputer lab and we got to work
playing around with equations. Holcum wanted to show off some of the new military equipment a
Edwards and Scott and Dr. Jorge were a Dreyden. | wanted to be with Tabby and Ole going over the
gpaceship plansbut | knew | had to put in my time with the others before | could bresk free.

To passthetimel tried to blend in with dl of the people around me the sameway | did in theforest. At
firgt, they would try to get me involved with their conversations but my non-committal grunts and ah-ha's
dowly stopped them and they soon got to arguing among themsalves. It was much harder than
understanding the flow in the forest but | eventually seemed to get the fed of the interactions between the
people. | got asurprise a Dreyden with Dr. Jorge. He was Sitting back and watching the interactions
himsdlf. Soon we were Sitting together watching the others.

“Why are you watching?'
“What better way to learn about the people around you?"
“Okay, Danidl. Can you tell me the pecking order of the people here?!

“Sinceyou are not participating, | would like to wait before placing you. But Scott is the top dog here.
Although, Holcum has agood size following and that man over there has some aswell.

“ Scott is pretty much ignoring the action and leaving hisfollowersto handle the discussion. Holcum s
basicdly lost. Holcum'saids are trying to insulate him from direct conversation while till trying to affect
the superior calm of the military.

“That other man isadifferent maiter. Heis challenging Scott for leadership and his people know it. They
aretrying hard to score points.

“There are about a dozen others who are here either because they need to be or were ordered to be
here. They aretrying so hard not to beinvolved that they stand out.”



“Interesting observations Danid. Who isthe strongest here?!

| looked him straight intheeye. “I am.” | held him with my eyesfor afive count and turned back to
watching the others.

“Soyou are Danid."
“Using my firs nameisnot going to win you any points.”

“I know but it isaweakness. | haveto try. We are after all people and every socia group of animals has
ahierarchy. If | can get you to accept my use of your first name, | will be higher on the hierarchy.”

“How would you place me?"

“Y ou have natura control over stuations but you don't want to be aleader. Y ou aretoo strong to bea
follower. Y ou are along wolf, an El Lobo. Others can follow where you lead but you are not really a
member of the pack. Y ou belong with the pack but are not part of it.

“I've done some reading up on your ethnic heritage and | read areport about your visit to the spaceship.
Do you redly think that amodern crew can be controlled by a shaman using asmple charm?Inthe
Bdtic the Finnsare fill known aswind wizards but here there is no ethnic history to support using
supertition to control people who are not under your immediate command.”

Jorge left it there waiting for meto respond. | wasn't going to tell him | did the charm in memory of my
grandmother so | just looked at him. After abit he swallowed hard and turned back to the gathering. |

got up.
“Interesting. Good bye Dr. Jorge. | will beleaving now."

Oggie gave us akitten before we left for our spaceship. Move-over couldn't decide if he liked thelittle
thing. And he definitely put the kitten inits place when it tried to nurse on him. We had trouble finding a
name for the kitten until hefell down the stairs. Tumble and Move-over were going to bethe first animads
to travel to the outer planets.

Chapter 21
Test Hight

Romeo's plan would take time but Santathought it was brilliant. It would give the Cell the exact event
that they wanted. The 'propaganda of the deed' would be remembered for centuries. Nothing would go
wrong. Hamlet had begged for permission to be the artist for the deed. He knew he would not survive
but he also knew his name would be recorded in the history books. Freud, the psychologist for the Cell,
started the weeks of hypnotic controls that would be used to protect the Cell if Hamlet was caught still
dive. Even the old spy nove trick of hollowing out atooth for acyanide pill was done.

Santa was happy. There was so much to do. There was so much passion in the artistic details of the
deed. Every member of the Cell felt the excitement. Planning the death of another person was the second
most powerful force uniting the Cell. Thefirst wastaking part in the killing. For those few people who
have the psychological twist that permits murder, thereis no greater joy than the killing after asuccesstul
hunt.

Hamlet had awife and children a home but the hard-eyed angular beauty, Snow White screwed him and
used him every chance she had until he was exhausted. The sex pushed his dready overloaded psycheto
the point that dl that mattered waskilling Danid Karpinen.

* * * %



Theloading of the shuttle was amess. The last few items of belongings took up most of the spareroomin
back. The two cats had to be caught ahalf a dozen times. Whenever the shuttle door was opened, one
or the other cat would make abreak for it. My greatest surprise during the loading was that Felix would
be coming with us. The door was finaly shut and we took off with our stocked and ready space shuttle.

The cats decided that this was the best timeto play pounce-your-it. We were able to keep them off the
pilot but both Tabby and | got scratched and Felix was bitten by the kitten. There was no pressing need
for speed so the trip to where the spaceship was orbiting took six hours. The catsfinaly settled down an
hour into the trip. The kitten decided to fall adeep draped over my shoulder. Move-over went belly up
on Tabby's|ap. Tabby was scratching Move-over in hisarmpits; his rumbling purr was the loudest sound
on the shuttle.

Finaly through the porthole, | caught my first Sght of the completed ship. The outside surface was
covered with ayellow Teflon-polymer film. Thefilm wasablend of resnsand carbon fibersresultingina
finished coat that was stronger than tungsten sted and able to shed most micro meteorites. The call letters
Y S2 were printed in black on the large spherica fud tanks for the maneuvering rockets.

We entered the cylindrical docking bay and opened the doors. The two catstook off with the dinking
motion of feline exploration. Thefirst thing Tabby did when we got on board was to announce on the
intercom that the christening of the ship would occur in one hour.

| hadn't been active with the find preparations on board for the test run. | knew we were going to be
stopping by each of the outer planetsin turn and deploying anumber of satellites and probes a each
planet. NASA had conducted a contest in the schools for projects on each of the planets. Along with the
scientific research, there would be red time Internet feedback to the schools on ther projects.

“What isthefind count on scientists and technicians that we will be taking?'

“Twenty-one. Schmitt, Manning, and Jorge dl inssted on coming. We got afully trained five man NASA
shuttle crew, six of the most skilled members of the congtruction crew, and four of Holcum's military boys
... Let'ssee ... that makes elghteen and with the three of us twenty-one. Y up that'sthe crew."

“On our next trip we will get rid of mogt if not dl of the others.”
“Oh redly? Just what do you have in mind that we need that much privacy?'
“I was planning on ingpecting the blue prints again.” Tabby's grin was worth the verba word play.

The ship's christening was broadcast worldwide. Only four of uswent out of the ship, Tabby, two of the
NASA crew, and me. The NASA crew videotaped the event. Tabby broke a bottle of water on the side
of the ship and pulled the tape off the name.

She had worked on the speech for the last two days after learning that everyone had decided she would
be the one doing the christening. After afew false starts, “ The Wright brothers took man from walking on
the ground to flight within the atmosphere of the earth. In the nineteen-sixties, Russaand NASA took
man from our planet into flight within our solar system. This ship will take man and woman from our solar
system into flight to the stars beyond. | christen you Raptor .

| switched my mike to private conversation. * Short but sweet.” | was surprised when | heard tears. “It
wasfine"

“I couldntt think of anything e'seto say."

“It was enough. You will see” It was enough. We got selected network TV sent up to usfrom earth. The



public and mediafell over each other repeating the short phrase sensing Tabby's emotion in those few
words.

We got on board and started to Mars. We were purposefully taking the planetsin order from the sun and
not traveling the most economica path. Part of thistest flight was to show the versatility of the kantele
pace/star drive. The main gravity dish started up with Holst's Planets playing to fuzzy the
electromagnetic waves. | had ingsted that we use real music for scrambling the waves with the music
being audiblein at least the ship'sbridge. Mogt of the artificid gravity spheresin thewalswere turned off
asthe force of gravity from the main dish started to orientate usto down being wherethe dish was. A
tug-of-war between the main kantele dish and the smaller gravity spheresinthe ‘now’ celling of the
bridge started. Sometimes we fdt lighter and at other times heavier. A few of the crew's somachs
couldn't handle the changes but we were prepared with upchuck bags. Sowly, the forces balanced until it
was just bearably more than normal g-forcesin theliving quarters.

It took nine monthsto deliver dl the satellites and probes. The Raptor was fast and we didn't stop long
at each planet. The gravity gradient produced by the larger dish in the Raptor was nearer the needed part
of the gravity curve, cutting the velocity required to obtain atear in the universe'sfabric to less than half of
the origina 200,000,000 meters per second. And by balancing the smaller gravity kantelesin thewalls
with the main kantele drive, it was possble to accelerate at over 4 g'swhile only experiencing 1.5 g'sin
theliving quarters.

| did not take aleading role during thistrip. | let the NASA pilots make al the decisonswith the
scientigts. | watched and learned. | learned about my new ship and how it runs but mostly | learned about
people. People were something | had little experience with. But with twenty-one of usin the small
confined space of the Raptor, | had the perfect way to learn about them.

Everyone else on board was kept busy. During the stops orbiting the planets, the crews were busy
tweaking the ship's design and running experiments. Schmitt became a mediafigure as he handled most of
the scientific briefings that we broadcast to the world. Tabby wasin engineering heaven. Oh yes, Tumble
became a teenage cat. Move-over resented the changing gravity. Move-over rarely went to the cylinders
nearest the main kantele dish with the strongest gravity. But Tumble loved the different forces. With the
higher gravity near the drive dish, Tumble could jump across a cylinder with acrobatic displays that
looked impossible. Both cats spent most of thelir rest timein our quarters, the farthest from the drive
kantele.

It is hard to describe the outer planets. The colors and views are nowhere as vivid as those produced by
the movie studios. But occasionally the redl universe can surprise you. In close orbit to Jupiter, it was
possible to see the swirling storms and huge atmospheric displays. Some of the dancing colorswere
reminiscent of the boredlis of earth and others seemed to be ectrical and plasma bursts of energy. The
rings of Saturn were generdly blah. There was no color to them except for one brief ingtant when we
passed out of orbit and the nearby light reflected off them in weak rainbow colors.

| should have noticed more about the rest of the planets but it was during the flight to Uranusthat |
noticed something odd about the ship's flight. The NASA pilots handled the seconds of multidimensiona
flight with ease and a minimum of midcourse corrections. But | was watching both the pilots and the
computer readouts. There was something not planned in the midcourse corrections before dimensiona
flight. I took to gitting with algptop by the fountain playing with the tracking information from the flight

paths.

Wewere a Neptune before | got my first hint at what was causing the midcourse corrections. It was
smple when the answer came to me. Since man can not make anything uniform, we expected midcourse
corrections but the ones | saw were not random and they were larger than the computer projections



indicated. We were using gravity asasource in making adimplein our four dimensiona space. The
dimples or creases were easier to make when there were hel ping gravitationa forces and harder to make
when there were not. The gravitational power of the large gas planets made the dimpling easier near them
and if there was an overlapping of gravitationd forcesfrom two or more planets even if they were distant,
the crease would have atendency to migrate with their lines of force.

| talked my findings over with Tabby and we made corrections to the computer guidance programs. The
corrections the pilot made in the flight to Pluto and earth were less but they were dtill there. 1t isjust
impossible to have a computer caculate the interactions of multiple gravitationa bodies without redl time
feedback. The three body gravitational problem isone of the classic impossibilities of physics, whichis
probably why no one thought about the near gravity problem with the kantele drivein thefirst place.

Tabby came up with the idea of using aforce feedback joystick for pilot control with the feedback
coming from the course deviation from the planned trgjectory. She felt the midcourse corrections would
be easier using the joystick. We decided to make the joystick change when we got hometo earth.

Onawhim, | talked to the two NASA pilots about the control changes. They both acted professional
about the information but | was able to see hand and foot movements from one pilot and a degpening of
breathing by the other. It was easy to tell that they needed more feedback connection with the controls.
And | think they were happy knowing that skill was required to find the best route between two planets. |
made amenta note to talk with Tabby about placing some of the control feedback into afoot pedal.

Onthelast night on board before taking the shuttle down to earth, | closed our cabin door. And adjusted
the gravity spheres so there was just enough force in the room to keep us from bouncing off thewalls but
ill low enough that we would sometime drift in the air. It was aglorious end to atrip so full of events|
needed the videotapes the crew made to remember details.

NASA and Riley had a huge press event scheduled. Instead of heading for the farm, the landing shuttle
trangported usto Duluth. We | eft the cats on board until we could bring them back to our cabin. We
landed at the Air Guard Base and convoyed down to the Bay Front Park. Under the tent was araised
daiswith along table. Schmitt, Manning, and the NASA shuttle crew werein the middle. On the left
were the four congtruction crew members. And on the right were Tabby, Jorge, and me. The military
men were not to be found and Felix joined the security men on the perimeter of the dais.

Schmitt handled most of the questions and introductions. It was ten minutes into the reporters questioning
before Schmitt asked Tabby to answer aquestion. A reporter had asked why we had cylinders asthe
main body of the ship and why were they placed sideways and not length wise with the kantele dish.

“We wanted to make as many components of the ship aswe could on earth. It isjust smpler and
cheaper to bring up completed sections and assemble them in space. The best shaped pieces that could
be transported into space are rectangular or circular cylinders. The circular ones are stronger. We sent
out specification sheets to manufacturers and the five-meter by twenty-meter cylinders from aWinnipeg
pipe manufacturer matched what we wanted.

“Wedidn't want to cut large bay doorsinto the sides of the cylinders so we put access doorsin the ends.
The cylinders had to be mounted |engthwise so we could use the doors."

“Mrs. Karpinen, why was the ship painted yellow?'
“We decided we needed a coating...”

My mind drifted from the talk. Thiswas my first chance to watch so many people a onetimein nine
months



* * % %

Santawatched everything unfold according to plans. Hamlet wasin position. The sage was s&t. All they
needed wastheright timing.

* * * %

The reportersin the front rowsfidgeted, each struggling to get their questions answered. Some were
science reporters and they seemed confident that they would be heard. The nationa network reporters
were commenting from the back waiting for the smal one-to-one news segments after the panel
discussion ended. The most fun to watch were the locals. They struggled to keep from jumping up or
were intimidated by the network people. Behind and to the sides of the news people were the loca
politicians and afew otherswith enough pull or money to makeit close. And in the back were the
masses. The unruly delicioudy varied masses. Small children were fighting at the feet of their parents
bored with al the talking. | soon spotted the FBI, state police, and Secret Service men watching the
crowds. The Secret Service men were here because of the senators and cabinet members sitting to the
Sde and the state police were for the governor. The security men were more interesting than the
politiciansto watch. They were at least paying attention to what was happening.

* k% k %

Romeo was ecstatic. Haml et passed the security personnel with ease. Romeo was the only other member
of the Cell to be near the park. Santaand the others were watching live on CNN. Romeo had to watch
everything happen in person. It was his plan. The rest of the world will remember Hamlet asthe killer but
al in the Cell would know that the real anarchist was Romeo. He smiled and watched.

* * * %

All theriotest variety of people, each different, each with their own set of unique actions; | was awash
with sensory overload. It wasthefirst timein my memory that | was happy in acrowd.

A little thing tugged at my mind. Too many people too much action. What was that? Schmitt was saying
something about a presentation to me. The Brule Sioux from South Dakota was going to give me aflute.
What was that tugging for my attention? It was over near the politicians. No it was next to the politicians.
It was aman looking not at the dais or boredly watching the rest of the crowd. There was hunger with his
watching. | followed his gaze. He was watching a cameraman.

| turned to Felix and stared at him. | couldn't see his eyeswith the dark glasses he had on but | saw him
tense. | turned and looked at the watching man. Felix talked into asmall mike attached to hislapel.
Secret Service moved closer to the man. | knew | could depend on Felix.

The Sioux medicine man walked up to the dais holding a beautiful wooden flute with ared woodpecker
head panted on it. | got up and waked around the end of the table watching both the Sioux and the
cameraman. The cameraman moved closer aswell positioning himself to film the exchange of theflute. |
reached out my left hand for the flute. The cameraman tensed asif to brace himsalf and | saw afinger
shake asit stretched to pull asmall black lever.

The cameraman was down. My puukko was sticking out of hisarm. The man scrambled for the camera
with hisleft hand. Hetried to bring the heavy cameraback up. Tabby's throwing knife went into his
throat and he stopped moving.

| had pushed the Sioux medicine man to the ground, turned and looked at the man who was watching.
Behind me, | heard a security man say, “ Therésagun in the camera.” People were screaming and
running. | saw the watching man's face drop in surprise. | started to him. A gulp and he turned to leave
but was stopped by a Secret Service man. He turned and another grabbed him. He started to struggle
and they took him to the ground.



| was standing over the man. | felt Felix by my side. One of the Secret Service men put hisarm up to
push me back but Felix stopped him. The handcuffed man had the wide-eyed look of adeer caught in
car headlights. | never knew why | did it or how | did it but | started to chant. Chantslike the onesmy
grandmother would tell me about when | waslittle. | started with Finnish. Finnish seemed to give my
words strength. But | somehow | switch the words to English. The chant started so soft no one heard it at
fird.

“...Kunndla, kunndla

Ligten, ligen.

Listen to the cadence

Listen to the tone

Seemy eyes

Katse sninen

See the shades of blue

Look deep and see your soul
Tel mewhy

Tell mehow

Tdl mewho

Listen to the quiet waters speak
Hear the sound of the quiet waters
Seethewater's blue

Tak before you drown
Vanamoinensng

Kantele bresthes

Flute whispers

The man of quiet waterssings
Thewaters of the earth demand an answer
Tak, tak, tak...

Kunndla, kunndla.."

The man was near a catatonic state but he started to talk. “The Cell ... | belong to the Cell ... We change
history by deed...” | |&ft.

Fdlix whispered, “What did you do?'



“| just asked himwhy?'

“Y ou know what | mean. Y ou hypnotized him into talking. How the hdll did you do that?'
“Doyou redly want to know?"

| saw him hesitate. He shook his head yes.

“When | waslittle my grandmother told me about Snging runos. In Finland if you knew the right chant or
runo and sang it correctly, you could make magic. | don't know if | made magic but | think | understood
enough of the man'srhythm to put himin atrance.” | didn't want to talk anymore. My words seemed to
satisfy him for now. | grabbed Tabithaand said, “1 want to go home. | fed older than dirt.”

Tabby replied, “Y oure actualy five minutes younger.”
“What do you mean?"'

“We synchronized an atomic clock on board with one on earth before we took off. It was five minutes
twenty-seven seconds and some change dower than the earth clock when we got back.”

“Okay, | am five minutes twenty-seven seconds and some change younger than dirt. | don't know about
you but that till soundsold to me.” She hit me.

We were |eft alone after what had happened. | caught on the newslater in the week that adozen
members of an anarchist group call the Cell had been arrested. The TV showed a heavy-set man with a
Santa Claus beard being lead away in handcuffs.

Tabby took the shuttle to the Raptor and brought down the two cats. Move-over sauntered out of the
shuttle with his norma nonchalance but Tumble was scared of the wide-open sky. When we got to our
cabin, Move-over would lie just outside the door teasing the trembling Tumble to come out.

“Move-over you are pathetic teasing the kitten that way."

Hisonly reply was ayowl! and atwitch of thetail. Tabby and | |&ft the cats to work out their problems,
went inside and held each other by thetrickling pool.

| had hired Oggi€'s son, Harold, to ddliver suppliesto Uncle Ben when we were gone. He had just made
addivery but we till loaded up a canoe and drifted down the river. We knew he was close when we
smelled awood fire, cedar, birch, maple with the fragrance of roasting meet. Ben met us on the riverbank
across from his cabin. He had a campfire with avenison roast cooking on aspit. We atein silence
listening to the trickling water and the crackling of the fire. We never said more than three wordsin arow
to each other but it was till the best homecoming we had.

Aswe packed up to leave, Ben said, “Bring some salt salmon when you get back from space next time.
It goes good with venison.”

“How do you know we will leave again so soon?"
“I know. Whatever got you started isn't done with you yet.”
Tabby hugged him redl hard and gave him abig wet kiss. He turned pink.

Wewerein the canoe. “Hold it. | forgot to give you this.” He ran into the woods and came back with
something wrapped in an old gunnysack. It was an ash walking stick like the one he gave Tabby except
that it was sized for me. “ Remember to bring both your sticks with you when you go thistime.”



On the woodpecker tree there sat an eagle. His eyes tracked our every move as we paddled up stream
to the boat landing.

Tumble started to run after Move-over when he walked outside under the sky so we knew it wastimeto
go again. Weloaded up the Raptor . In the bridge | had the display screen run through aloop of the
various congdlationsin the sky.

“Okay, where should we go?"
Move-over jumped up and swatted at Orion.

“Gotcha Orionitis” | put on Holst's Planets for the kantele fuzzier. And started down the checklist
before our actud leaving earth's orbit. Venus wasjust starting to play when | engaged the kantele drive.

“Tabby, | wonder what music God played when he made the universe?*
“Now don't get philosophical on me. Remember thisisjust ajoy ride."
“What do you want to hear next after Holst isfinished?'

“Rachmaninov Piano Concerto number 2 in C minor "

“Thinking about alittle romance are we?'

“Of course.” She had asaucy smile. “Let's put Grieg on after that. | alwayswanted to be bounced
during Hall of the Mountain King."

“You'retwisted. Maybe that'swhy | love you.”

| moved the power setting to full and set the automeatic collision warnings and the alarm for just before we
got to dimensiond travel.

“Hello out there. Y ou better watch out! The Terrans are about to crash the party.”

| heard agrowl. Move-over was growling a Tumble who was crouched down, shifting hishind legs.
Suddenly therewas a blur of speed and they were gone into the depths of the ship.

On anear by planet aUser infiltrator felt aflutter deep insde. Indigestion? He looked around and saw no
one. Hedill fdt achill. “What in the damned of the Chameleon wasthat?"

Epilog
Shewas skilled for her age. The fakers of Indiaand the mystics of the Orient didn't come closeto her
abilities. The mystics only knew hints of the skillsthat she had dready attained. \When she concentrated,
she could sense every beet of her heart, every changein her body. She had felt her body fighting against
itself asthe hormones of adolescence surged through her to bring her past puberty to adulthood.

During her daily meditation, she felt the virus enter her body. Using her skills, she sensed the possible
problems the disease could inflict upon her. She selected acouple of T cells and the accompanying
antibodiesto ded with theinfection. The T cdllsin her body were independent entities. They had to be to
handle the changing tasks of war with theforeign invader. Non-intelligent entities, although useful, were
just too hard to control to fight an infectious virus. To activate the cells, her body released a set of
hormonesto prepare the T'sfor the battle ahead.

When she was only afew years younger, she had tried to directly contact her T cellsabout aproblemin



her body. But she found out that direct contact changed the cells and made them lessflexible in the fight
againgt infections. Her body took what seemed forever to recover from the break down that resulted
within her body 65 million interna cycles ago. She il used that method of control for the fight againgt
her own internal problemswith the ever-present struggle against cancer and the other degenerative
disease's. But shewas very careful to keep the contact minima. A small spiritua avakening andthe T
cdlls developed a control group geared to stabilize her metabolism. But with externd infectionsthe T cells
had to keep their own ability to think creatively. Direct contact with T cells created T cell religions,
philosophies, and countries. Those methods frequently stifled growth and flexibility. T cdlls had to grow
and expand to deal with externd threats. That was why she had to communicate with them using the
intermediaries of the antibodies. Antibodies were smpler creatures, semi-intelligent organic or mechanica
things, easy to control and manipulate. They could dso communicate with the T cells by their physica
presence.

Her sdection of T cellswas easy to make. She tweaked the curiosity of the primary T cdll in such away
asto attract the attention of the virus. Shegavethe T cell afull compliment of antibodiesto help with the
job and then to play it safe sheintroduced the cell to another T who had anatura sengtivity to the virus.
Her next step wasto activate their defensive structure by introducing avaccine created by loca group of
T cellsthat had been damaged. The destruction of the damaged cells proved to her that her choice of
defense was sound. But she was surprised at how easily the newly tested group of cells destroyed the
virus

She was getting older and had started noticing the neighborhood boys eons ago. She had been watching
the young man who lived in the neighborhood her T cells called the Orion congtdlation. Maybe it was
timeto formaly introduce hersdlf to him? Thislast group of T cedlls showed themsdvesto be
exceptionally adept at surviva. They needed only afew more exposuresto other internal cancersto get
them ready. They should make thetrip easily to his body. She would have to make sure her cells used
her proper name, Terra. She dways hated the nickname the family hung on her of Earth.

When thisgroup of T cells came back from introducing her, she would haveto give them areward.
Maybe some time off to regroup and multiply. She had afedling that those viruses were still around.

THE END
PAGETURNER EDITIONS

AWARD WINNING & NOMINEE STORIESAND AUTHORS

People of the Darkness-Rass Rocklynne (Nebul as nominee author)
When They Come From Space-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)
What Thin Partitions-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)

Eight Keysto Eden-Mark Clifton (Hugo winning author)

The Toymaker & Other SF Stories-Raymond F. Jones

The Alien-Raymond F. Jones

Thisdand Earth-Raymond F. Jones (Hugo nominee author)

Renai ssance-Raymond F. Jones

Rat Race & Other SF Noveettes and Short Novels-Raymond F. Jones (Hugo nominee author)



Rat in the Skull & Other Off-Trail Science Fiction-Rog Phillips (Hugo nominee author)
The Involuntary Immortals-Rog Phillips (Hugo nominee authaor)

Insde Man & Other Science Fictions-H. L. Gold (Hugo winner, Nebula nominee)
The Saga of Logt Earths-Emil Petgja (Nebulanominee)

Women of the Wood and Other Stories-A. Merritt (Science Fiction and Fantasy Hall of Fame award)
A Martian Odyssey-Stanley G. Weinbaum (SFWA Hal of Fame)

Dawn of Hame-Stanley G. Weinbaum (SFWA Hall of Fame)

Scout-Octavio Ramos, Jr. (Best Origind Fiction)

Smoke Signads-Octavio Ramoas, J. (Best Origind Fiction winning author)

The City at World's End-Edmond Hamilton

The Star Kings-Edmond Hamilton (Sense of Wonder Award winning author)

A Yank at Vahdla-Edmond Hamilton (Sense of Wonder Award winning author)
STEFAN VUCAK'S EPPIE NOMINEE SPACE OPERA “THE SHADOW GODS SAGA"
In the Shadow of Death

Against the Gods of Shadow

A Whisper from Shadow, Sequdl (2002 EPPIE Award finalist)

With Shadow and Thunder

Through the Valey of Shadow, Sequel

THE AGENT OF TERRA

#1 The Flying Saucer Gambit

#2 The Emerdd Elephant Gambit

#3 The Golden Goddess Gambit

#4 The Time Trap Gambit

NEMESS: THE NEW MAGAZINE OF PULPTHRILLS

#1. Festuring Gun Moll, the 1920s Undercover Nemesisof Crimein “Tentacles of Evil,” an dl-new,
complete book-length nove; plusaNick Bancroft mystery by Bob Liter, “The Greensox Murders’ by
Jean Marie Stine, and a classic mystery short reprinted from the heyday of the pulps.

#2 Featuring Rachel Rocket, the 1930s Winged Nemesis of Foreign Terror in “Hell Wings Over
Manhattan,” an al-new, complete book-length nove, plus spine-tingling sciencefiction sories, including
EPPIE nominee Stefan Vucak's “Hunger,” author J. D. Craynesdisturbing “ Point of View,” Hugo
Award winner Larry Niven's“No Exit,” written with Jean Marie Stine, and a classic novelette of space



ship mystery by the king of space opera, Edmond Hamilton. lllustrated. (Illustrations not availablein
Pdm).

#3 Featuring Victory Rose, the 1940s Nemesis of Axis Tyranny, in Hitler's Find Trumpet,” an al-new,
complete book-length nove, plus classic jungle pulp tales, including a complete Ki-Gor novel.

# 4 Featuring Femme Noir, the 1950s Nemesis of Hell's Restless Spirits, in an al new, book length
novel, plusal new and classic pulp shudder taes, including “ The Summons from Beyond” the legendary
round-robin novelette of cosmic horror by H.P. Lovecraft, Robert E. Howard, C.L. Moore, A. Merritt,
and Frank Belknap Long.

OTHER FINE CONTEMPORARY & CLASSIC SFH/F/H

A Million Y earsto Conquer-Henry Kuttner

Arcadia—Tabitha Bradley

Backdoor to Heaven—Vicki McElfresh

Buck Rogers#1: Armageddon 2419 A.D.-Philip Francis Nowlan
Chaka: Zulu King-Book I. The Curse of Baleka-H. R. Haggard
Chaka: Zulu King-Book I1. Umpsopogass Revenge-H. R. Haggard
Claimed!-Francis Stevens

Darby O'Gill: The Classic Irish Fantasy-Hermine Templeton
Draculas Daughters-Ed. Jean Marie Stine

Dweéllersinthe Mirage-A. Merritt

From Beyond & 16 Other Macabre Masterpieces-H. P. Lovecraft
Future Eves: Classc Science Fiction about WWomen by Women-(ed) Jean Marie Stine

Ghost Hunters and Psychic Detectives: 8 Classic Tales of Seeuthing and the Supernatura-(ed.) J. M.
Sine

Horrors: Rardly Reprinted Classic Terror Taes-(ed.) J. M. Stine. J.L. Hill
House on the Borderland-William Hope Hodgson

Invisible Encounter and Other SF Stories—J. D. Crayne

Ki-Gor, Lord of the Jungle-John Peter Drummond

Logt Stars: Forgotten SF from the “ Best of Anthologies'-(ed.) J. M. Stine
Metropolis-Theavon Harbou

Mistress of the Djinn-Geoff S. Reynard

Nightmarel -Francis Stevens



Possessed! -Francis Stevens

Raph 124c41+ Hugo Gernsback

The Cosmic Whed-J. D. Crayne

The Forbidden Garden-John Taine

The City a World's End-Edmond Hamilton

The Ghost PiratesW. H. Hodgson

TheGirl in the Golden Atom—Ray Cummings

The House on the Borderland-William Hope Hodgson

The Ingdious Fu Manchu-Sax Rohmer

The Interplanetary Huntress-Arthur K. Barnes

The Interplanetary Huntress Returns-Arthur K. Barnes

The Interplanetary Huntress Last Case-Arthur K. Barnes

The Lightning Witch, or The Metd Mongter-A. Merritt

The Thief of Bagdad-Achmed Abdullah

Women of the Wood and Other Stories-A. Merritt

BARGAIN SF/F EBOOKSIN OMNIBUS EDITIONS

(Complete & Unabridged)

The Firgt Lord Dunsany Omnibus. 5 Complete Books—L ord Dunsany

The Firgt William Morris Omnibus. 4 Complete Classic Fantasy Books

The Barsoom Omnibus: A Princess of Mars; The Gods of Mars, The Warlord of Mars-Burroughs
The Second Barsoom Omnibus. Thuvia, Mad of Mars, The Chessmen of Mars-Burroughs
The Third Barsoom Omnibus. The Mastermind of Mars; A Fighting Man of Mars-Burroughs
The Firgt Tarzan Omnibus. Tarzan of the Apes, The Return of Tarzan; Jungle Taes of Tarzan-Burroughs

The Second Tarzan Omnibus; The Beasts of Tarzan; The Son of Tarzan; Tarzan and the Jawd s of
Opar-Burroughs

The Third Tarzan Omnibus, Tarzan the Untamed; Tarzan the Terrible Tarzan and the Golden
Lion-Burroughs

The Pdlucidar Omnibus: At the Earth's Core; Pellucidar-Burroughs

The Caspak Omnibus. The Land that Time Forgot; The People that Time Forgot; Out of Time's
Abyss-Burroughs



TheFirsg H. G. Wdls Omnibus; The Invisbhle Man: War of the Worlds, The ldand of Dr. Moreau

The Second H. G. Wdls Omnibus. The Time Machine; The First Men in the Moon; When the Segper
Wakes

The Third H. G. Wdls Omnibus: The Food of the Gods,; Shape of Thingsto Come; In the Days of the
Comet

The Firgt JulesVerne Omnibus. Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea; The Mysterious Idand; From
the Earth to the Moon

The Homer Eon Hint: All 4 of the Clasic “Dr. Kenney” Novels: The Lord of Degth; The Queen of Life;
The Devolutionist; The Emancipatrix

The Second Jules Verne Omnibus: Around the World in 80 Days; A Journey to the Center of the Earth;
Off on a Comet

Three Great Horror Novels: Dracula; Frankengtein; Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
The Darkness and Dawn Omnibus: The Classic Science Fiction Trilogy-George Allan England
The Garrett P. Serviss Omnibus: The Second Deluge; The Moon Metd; A Columbus of Space

ADDITIONAL TITLESIN PREPARATION
Vidtusa
renebooks.com

Visit www.renebooks.com for information on additional titles by this and other great
authors.




