
THE TEMPLE OF ZEUS 

The temple of Zeus stands 
Judged: beneath blue eyes of sky, 
Knife-edge light cuts your columns, 
Fragments of some lost arguement cut, 
Strewn like white hair on the earth's brown shoulders. 

The temple of Zeus stands 
Huge stones once shuddered apart, 
Lightning ripped what slaves died to build. 
Birds sing sweetly in the calm of old catastrophe. 

She - the moon is always female - 
Rises every night to celebrate the death of Zeus. 
Her horns he stole, stole for his bull-mask, mock him. 
His brazen light is muted, pale 
As the women he raped and banished, 
As the men who, raping, banishing, killing, 
Fell with him, struck stone dead. 

Humans evolved. 
And patriarchy, its war against 
Nature, women, and itself, 
was a story told in the calm of remembered evil 

by its survivors. 

steven mentor 
24 Dec. 1981 
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CHAPTER ONE 

The revolution as myth is the definitive revolution. -- Camus 

There is no generation without corruption. -- Alchemist Aphorism 

"Cops," the driver says without inflection, as he notices a Kansas 
state trooper pull onto Interstate 80 a little ahead of them. 

"I see him," Kelly says, carefully holding the smoldering joint 
out of sight. After the statie drifts ahead a few hundred more 
yards Kelly pulls the doobie, as the driver called it, to his lips, 
carefully avoiding the long heavy coils of brown hair that frame his 
sensitive, sharp-featured face. He looks younger than his twenty-
four years. Gratefully he inhales the drug and then hands it to 
the driver. Suddenly, the full effect of a half hour of smoking 
the best weed Iowa can grow becomes apparent to Kelly as he real-
izes he is paralyzed. 

"This is absurd," he thinks. "I'm so fucking stoned, I can't even 
lift my arm. If the sun weren't setting right in front of me 
I'd miss it...too stoned to turn my head...heads are heavy though... 
one sixth body weight or something...let's see...150 divided by 
6...more like 135 since that last action and on the road so long... 
but pretty tough, pretty rangy. What a conceited jerk you are... 
and in Kansas! I don't even really believe in Kansas...certainly 

not w en I'm this stoned...yet...let's see. One sixth of 150 or 135: 
23 pounds maybe. Big head. Mainly bone no doubt...and look at that sunset! 
See, I can move my head. Something incredible I must say...all these 
colors. Some dope this dude has...some Kansas...some sunset." 

With a tremendous effort Kelly lowers the 23 infinite pounds of his 
head a few degrees to look at the kitten sitting on his lap. He looks 
like a miniaturized tiger. It's a strange cat, but what cat isn't? 
Kelly wouldn't swear to it, but sometimes it seems like the kitten is 
talking to him. Wouldn't swear that it isn't happening either. Kelly 
talks to it though, no doubt about that. 

"So, Little Tiger, how do you like Kansas? Do you miss Laurel? Too 
bad you couldn't fly with her but, small as you are, you can be expensive. 
This isn't too bad, is it? How many kittens have hitched the U.S. with 
an anarchist? But you are an extra-ordinary kitten. Whuup, whuup... 
don't go crawling down there. Laurel will turn me into a toad or 
something, if anything happens to you." 
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So, reader---what's this? Anarchists? Witches? Kansas? You aren't 
expected to believe this are you? Next you'll read about thousands of 
nuclear weapons. Can you believe submarines, sleek, black, gigantic, 
quiet as no tomorrow, cruising at 60-plus knots an hour a mile down, 
ready to launch enough Mirved and Marved missiles to vaporize a hundred 
million people and who can comprehend how much other life? Well, if you 
can't believe that, you certainly can't believe in witches. Witches make 
more sense than even one nuclear weapon...and talking cats? How does one 
talking cat, a kitten really, compare to 460 B-52 bombers, each one carrying 
nuclear weapons worth hundreds of Hiroshimas? 

Does Kelly believe it? Let us say he's open-minded. It seems possible 
enough. Real enough to Kelly in the middle of a three-thousand-mile hitch 
across the dying Empire that dominates the end of the 20th century. The 
Tower has been raised and now it must fall. It's an old myth. Everyone 
knows it in some part of their being, even the men who control the silent 
submarines, the missiles like standing stones, and the ever-circling 
bombers, nuclear vultures waiting to feed. 

Kelly, lucky for him, is not reproducing any of these unpleasant thoughts 
right now. To the extent he is able to think at all (he's been up since 
Illinois and this dope is incredible), he is chewing the hitch over in his 
mind. So full of wonders. He's sure he's going to beat The Pieman to 
Boulder. Hitching out of DC just two days ago, three actually, powering 
through West Virginia and most of Kentucky. Then a tough day getting past 
Louisville. Only made it to Illinois that night. Finally, a slashing 
drive through humid Missouri and right in the middle of the show-me state 
a solidly built, stoned to the bone, hippie/vet/farmer has picked him up 
and it's 800 miles to Denver. The night will eat Kansas. 

"My my, hey hey," Neil Young moans from the van's stereo for the eighth 
time. The driver only has two tapes. The other one is John Prine. "Rust 
never sleeps," Neil whines on reassuringly. 

"Thanks, Neil," Kelly thinks. 
"What you say?" the driver asks. Apparently Kelly is thinking out loud. 
"Great tape, Bo," Kelly tells the driver over the death throes of 

several electric guitars. This red-neck hippie driving the van is a nice 
enough guy but he's no anarcha-feminist. Actually, he's more than a little 
racist and his work is spraying poison on farm lands with a gigantic 
machine built by International Harvester. Kelly likes him anyway. Bo hates 
the government at least, he learned something with the 101st in Vietnam. Sure 
he's mixed up about women, but what man isn't? Just can't get it straight 
with the Goddess. Kelly watches the waning moon for a hundred miles. Then Bo 
yells a question over Neil Young's persistent vocals. 

"What's it like hitchhiking all over?" 
"It's hard, but it's worth it. Like the poet said, 'All things beautiful 

are as difficult as they are rare.' A hundred cars will pass before the 
right one. A thousand sometimes. But you know when a ride comes, and a 
ride always comes if you wait long enough, it will be beautiful." 

Bo mulls this over as he sips on a beer. "Seems like a pain-in-the-ass 
standing around all the time, but I guess it's cheap." 

"Cheap all right. All you've got to give is yourself." Kelly smiles 
at the kitten. "Did he say that or me? Or Neil Young? See that sun go 
down, Little Tiger of mine? That sun is shining on California and we'll be 
there soon. Just a few days in Boulder, a few days on the road, and next 
thing you know it'll be San Francisco." Little Tiger looks back at him 
dubiously. 

Tirelessly Bo sucks beers and tirelessly Neil Young warns of decay 
as the night melts away taking with it Kansas and the last of the Great 
Plains. The morning finds Kelly and Little Tiger in Boulder, Colorado, 
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in the foothills of the Rocky Mountains, a full thirteen hours behind 
the accursed Pieman. 

"You call that a race?" The Pieman is bouncing around like a young 
Santa Claus. "Did you go to Florida for a little orange juice?" Kelly 
is disgruntled, even miffed. Once he was the greatest hitchhiker in 
the world. 

"Hitching is a young man's game," he says, unconvinced of it himself. 
"Anyway, what's with this competition thing? You're just in a good mood 
because you're out of jail after a month." 

"Of course I'm in a good mood." The Pieman proves it with a little 
jig. Blue eyes glint from a hairy red face. "Why shouldn't I be in a 
good mood? 30 days in Annapolis jail for sitting in the Senate Space 
War Hearings was better than I expected. Had a good time in jail. Met 
lots of nice people. Got out of jail which was good too. Hitched here 
which was better, I am here, which is better still. So, clearly, I'm 
in a good mood and you will be too, soon as we get some breakfast. 
Let's go over to Myrnna's and see if she's back yet." 

It's hard for Kelly to stay in a bad mood, after all he is in 
Colorado on the sunny first day of June. They find Myrnna, a roly-poly 
girl-woman of seventeen years with brown hair, brown eyes, and pink 
cheeks. With much hilarity the three of them make a gigantic breakfast 
of eggs, potatoes, and tofu sausage washed down with coffee and 
champagne. And of course, pie for dessert. 

"Eat, drink, and be merry for tomorrow we may be 
in jail," says The Pieman as he finishes the cham-
pagne 

"Not me," The Pieman responds. "I'm going to be 
"Or the grave," Kelly adds. 

cremated." They both laugh. 
Myrnna motions for their attention. "I hate to 

get serious, guys, but something's come up that I 
have to talk to you about." 

"Life!" Kelly shouts out. 
"Death?" adds The Pieman. 
"This is serious!" Myrnna says somewhat loudly. 

The two slightly drunk young men exchange glances. 
She sighs apologetically. "I'm sorry. It's so good to see you two, 
but we just can't party. Something has come up and we've got to talk 
about it." 

"Okay," Kelly agrees. "Let's get this together and have a little 
meeting. Here, Myrnna, hold Little Tiger.  He'll help you calm down." 

He hands her a slightly vibrating ball of orange fur. The kitten 
wakes up briefly then settles down on Myrnna's lap after kneading it 
seriously with his front paws. Kelly and The Pieman are very attentive 
now. Myrnna is a little nervous. "I wish Mali was here. I wasn't 
suppossed to tell anyone but I'm sure it's okay to tell you. I don't 
know it all. Mali's the one who understands all this occult stuff." 

"Just tell us Myrnna," The Pieman tries to be reassuring. "Mali 
can add anything she wants when she gets back tomorrow. Try starting 
at the'beginning." 

She scratches the kitten behind the ears and Little Tiger commences 
to purr. "It started with a letter we got at the Truth Force Office. 
It was from a worker at the Rocky Flats plant, or so he said. Called 
himself Hermes Trismegistus, but there Aren't any workers by that name 
at Rocky Flats. It is a pretty weird nano. Anyway, the letter said 
something like, 'Oh noble youths, you must fight fire with fire, if 
you are sincere about stopping nuclear conflagration you must give the 
public a taste.' It was the whole Backfire garbage in strange language. 
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Very confusing. It ended with some really garbled stuff...let me see... 
I've got it right here..." 

She reaches behind herself and takes out an album from the record 
rack. AC/DC's Greatest Hits. "I figured no one would play this," she 
explains. Out of the album she pulls a piece of paper and sets it in 
front of Kelly and The Pieman. 

Little Tiger wakes up tensely. He clenches. Then, hissing and spit-
ting, he arches his small back. Kitten fur radiates from the taut body 
in orange spikes. Two tiny ears flatten, flecks of foam appear on the 
sharp, delicate teeth as his miniature claws dig deeply into Myrnna's 
pink thighs. 

"What the fuck?" Myrnna leaps up sending the kitten flying. Little 
Tiger lands on the table and rolls to his feet right next to the paper. 
He growls in a comically low voice. 

Chuckling, Kelly scoops the kitten up. "You little flea farm, what 
in the name of the Triple Goddess are you doing? I guess we better put 
you in another room." Carefully he puts the angry little animal in the 
bedroom. 

"Has he ever acted like this before, Kelly?" Myrnna asks, rubbing 
her leg. 

"Well...yes. In West Virginia a car stopped with a couple of young 
guys in it. Drunk, but they seemed friendly. Little Tiger freaked. 
Just like that. I didn't take the ride. There was a strange vibe 
around the whole thing. As they drove off the guy in the passenger seat 
flashed a knife at me and said, 'Got a smart cat there, long-hair." 

"How's your leg?" The Pieman asks Myrnna. 
"It's okay." She squeezes one white slash and red blood oozes out 

to color it scarlet. "That little demon just scared the shit out of 
me, as if I'm not scared already. This whole thing is making me very 
nervous. Here, look at the note. It doesn't make much sense to me, but 
Mali understood part of it and got so excited she went in to Denver to 
do some research." 

The Great Work is salvation. The King and Queen are mated. 
The stars have turned the nigredo to the dawn. The White Stone 
and the Red King have come. It is now time for the Philosopher's 
stone incarnate as the Dragon Nagari. Join us. Mors Justi. 

"Join them? How?" puzzles The Pieman. 
"On the back it asks for a meeting. At night out on the tracks. 

Mali and I went." 
"And?" 
"Let's go for a walk," she says suddenly. Kelly picks up the 

letter and then he follows Myrnna and The Pieman outside into the thick 
summer air. Quietly they stroll down the street. Just as suddenly as she 
stopped, Myrnna starts talking again. 

"We found a dead body. A guard from the plant. It's been hushed up 
but we've heard that he was killed trying to stop a plutonium theft. He 
failed apparently. None of our usual sources in the plant will come 
straight with us. They just say we wouldn't believe them if they told us." 

"How much plutonium was taken?" The Pieman asks. 
"Not enough fora bomb the rumor is. It's more the way the theft 

happened that has them so freaked out. You know they lose plutonium all 
the time, but usually they can just pretend it's stuck in a pipe somewhere. 
But this time there's the dead guard and a missing worker who never was, 
and 'all that weird stuff' as one guy said." 

"There's a worker missing too?" The Pieman shakes his head. 
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"Yes, and yet he was never on their payroll. From what 
we could find out, he started showing up in the plutonium 
facility about a year ago. All the right clearances. But 
now they realize he never got a paycheck, never a real 
worker at all." 

"What was his name? Hermes?" 
"No, John Fredrick." 
"But you think they're the same?" 
Myrnna shrugs. "Mali does." 
Kelly asks his first question. "What does Mali think   

happened to him?" 
"She's sure he's recruited somebody else."  -,- 

q 
They walk awhile in silence. Then Kelly asks another 

 "You both remember Serramonte, don't you?" 
Myrnna nods. The Pieman asks, "You mean that Italian 

autonomista who was at the first attempted occupation of   
the Green Mountain nuke?" 

"Yeah," Kelly frowns, "he was back for this last try too. He was 
pretty bummed out. Had a lot of questions about mass nonviolent action. 
He could see that we didn't have a real chance of getting through the 
fences and taking that nuke down. His affinity group tried like hell 
anyway. Got the shit beat out of them by Rhode Island cops. After the 
action he told me that he was considering a 'new type' of action. Very 
vague. Kept almost telling me. He'd ask me a question and then clam 
up. Asked me if I knew what a backfire was for. Also asked me if I 
believed in High Magic." 

"What did he mean by that?" The Pieman asks. 
Kelly smiles up into the sky. His hands draw a tentative circle 

about him. "Well, I'm no expert, but I've read a few things. You 
know there are lots of different types of magic, and twice as much 
confusion. Like that great Magus Alister Crowley said, 'Natick is a 
science in which we never know what we're talking about, nor if what 
we are saying is true.' Crowley was into High Magic himself, as you 
probably know. Some say that's what killed him. High Magic is con-
cerned with power: power over matter, power over others. The first 
step is power over yourself. But instead of using self-knowledge 
to understand nature and to build community, like Laurel and the witches 
do, High Magic goes the other way. Magician over everything. 'Male 
Magic,' I call it." 

"Making a nuclear weapon would certainly be High Magic," The Pieman 
remarks. 
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"The unusual aspect of their plan is this mailing of plutonium hither 
and yon across the country. Bit cheeky and damn difficult to keep it 
out of the media. Rotten idea all around. For us, of course, not them... 
Uhhh the typewriter is one of the most common brands made...ink is 
unremarkable, envelope...non...nondescript. The paper is interesting. 
A high-rag bond with a watermark of the eye of Osiris, the 
Egyptian God of the Dead, I believe. Couldn't be very 
common. So far that's all we have. But in my openion it 
is too much already. This is the most serious threat the 
Nuclear Emergency Search Team has faced." 

The assembled members of the Nuclear Emergency Search Team (NEST) 
look at each other furtively. Each time they mobilize to deal with 
a nuclear extortion threat the whole bureaucracy, from its two billion 
dollar budget to its flanneled troopers, grows more frenzied and 
desperate. Almost everyone has come to realize that it is just a matter 
of time before they have to deal with extortionists who really have a 
nuclear device. Tensely the meeting drones on, an uncomfortable com-
bination of logistical information and unconvincing pep talks by senior 
officials. Finally, it is over. 

"At least this bunch isn't political, Mercedes," says a big man 
covered by a few square yards of expensive material. Mercedes nods. 
The laughing man, sitting on her other side, smiles pleasantly and 
acidly remarks, "I wouldn't bet my life on that. 'Forces of Order' it 
was addressed to, not NEST. Doesn't sound like the type of label that 
would be used by your typical greedy nuclear terrorist." 

"Oh, it is probably a libertarian gang," Mercedes says, her '(sky 
voice burnished with a vague European accent, "opposed to the State on 
principle but really just wanting the money. Golden bugs as you say." 

"I resent that remark," the laugher says, smiling even more pleasantly, 
"they couldn't be real libertarians then," 

Mercedes smiles back. "I would not know. I have never met one, 
except for you, and you only admit to being a sympathizer." 

"Of course, I can only sympathize. If I were a true libertarian I 
certainly couldn't be a member of the forces of order." 

Mercedes and the man get up. They form a little knot in the aisle. 
Mercedes pats his arm and continues, "At home, in CataluBa there are 
libertarians, but they are more like your anarchists. My father was 
one 

The young man who opened the meeting has quietly come up behind 
them and is eavesdropping. He interrupts. "I thought you were Spanish?" 

"No, Mr. Secretary, I am a Catalan. Now my country is governed by 
Spain, but that does not make me Spanish." 

Mr. Secretary looks at her blankly, his thin face devoid of interest. 
"Well, that's very interesting, I'm sure. Now, of course, you are no 
doubt completely loyal to the government of the United States." It is 
almost a question. "But here we are chatting about nationalities while 
a nuclear terrorist is loose. I'm here to give you and Mr. Blake your 
assignment," 

"I am to work with the famous Edward Blake?" Mercedes smiles at 
the man with her. 

"Not famous, old. It will be my pleasure, Mercedes." He smiles back. 
"Yes," the Secretary reclaims the thread of conversation," you two 

will be looking into the possibility that this is a political case, 
despite the strong smell of gold. It's good to keep tabs on the radical 
fringe anyway." 



8 

"If you don't think there's a political angle to this case, why 
waste us on it?" Edward Blake murmurs just loudly enough so that it must 
be answered. 

"Let's just say," the Secretary says softly, leaning forward bringing 
them into a tight, breathy circle, "we want you do do this just in case. 
Just in case, in the future, we need the... the insight... into the thinking 
of these antinuclear groups. We can't know too much about potential 
nuclear terrorists. We guard a sacred public trust." 

Mercedes and. Edward Blake look at each other. There is no laughter 
in their eyes, but they smile. 

Mercedes withdraws. "Sacred, Mr. Secretary, is a very powerful 
word." 

"We'll start in Palo Alto, California, Mr. Secretary," Edward Blake 
adds, heading after her up the aisle. "I've a good source there." 

"I know of some nuclear terrorists, Dad." Edward Blake's shaggy 
son, Cliff, leans forward, drawing Mercedes and his father in toward 
his head as his voice drops. The joint in his hand sends a stream 
of smoke, heavy with resin, spiraling between them. "I know these 
terrorists that have an amazing quantity of weapons, both conventional 
and nuclear. If anyone tries to intervene in their monopoly of terror 
and violence, they kill these people, or capture them and put them into 
closed, dark rooms and hold them for years and years like captive beasts." 

"Now, Cliff, this sounds like one of your conspiracy theories. Is 
it the Illuminati again?" 

"No, Dad. You know these people exist. They've used these weapons 
already. I'm talking about the United States government, the criminal 
gang that you work for." 

Mercedes bursts out laughing, so does the young Blake. Edward Blake 
just smiles with his eyes. He shakes his head like a sleepy carnivore. 

"So sorry," Mercedes apologizes to no one in particular, "this joke 
was not so funny, but I am so stoned." 

Edward Blake nods in understanding. He is too stoned to want to talk. 
Looking around his son's room he wonders, "Is it still called a pad? 
Looks typical enough. All the shit on the walls. I must be stoned. 
I haven't been stoned since that case in Chinatown back in '76. It's 
interesting. Hope Cliff gets high enough to tell me what he really 
knows. Feels like'I'm a little man talking in my head. Feels good though, 
maybe I should do this more often." 

Seeing his father zone out, Cliff decides to talk to Mercedes. "Dad 
says your father was an anarchist. Why are you a member of the secret 
police now?" Cliff offers her a genuine smile with the question. Waiting 
for her answer, he sits back on his heels and begins to rock. He is 
folded in on himself with his legs pulled up to his chest. 

Mercedes pauses and looks about the room at the candles. Slowly 
she admits, "The candles make it easier to talk about him. I last saw 
him in candlelight. I was ten. He was arrested the next morning at 
the factory. The government killed him in prison. After his death 
my mother, who was not an anarchist but was rather a Catalan nationalist, 
brought me here to live with her brother. Anarchism is a nice dream, 
but it is only that. To answer your question, 'I am an investigator, 
not a secret policeman, because...it is interesting, and I do not approve 
of people running around setting off nuclear weapons. Like your father, 
I probably would not work for one of the other security services, 
the CIA or the FBI, but NEST is different." 

"That's only true up to a certain point. If you're really concerned 
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about the dangers of nuclear weapons, it's the governments, especially 
the one you work for, that threaten our survival. Anyone can see that 
they are the makers, the owners, and the users of nukes. Without all 
the research and processing of nuclear material that only the governments 
do, especially the one you work for, nuclear technology would be out of 
the reach of everyone except those who can handle it." 

What do you mean by that?" Edward Blake has drifted out of a 
reverie of one of those funny Escher prints to hear his son off on 
another of his radical tirades...that was typical enough...except for 
that last point. 

"Listening, Dad? Always an ear for the curious 
detail but never a glance at the whole picture. 
Sooner or later you'll become illuminated...or in-
cinerated." 

"Perhaps," father patronizes son, "but what about 
these people who will have access to nuclear tech-
nology even if the governments get out of the field?" 

The son is nervous. "Now I don't know if it's true or not, but I've 
read in a few books that the alchemists in the Middle Ages had techniques 
that made it possible to use nuclear energy for their work." 

"The transformation of metals?" Mercedes asks. 
Cliff is very serious now. He has decided. "No, the transmutation of 

self. But you'll learn of this, I think, now that you've started." 
"Why are you telling me this, son?" Edward Blake is quite aware of 

Cliff's unease. 
"I usually don't give information to the cops, but I can't be part 

of some mass murder no matter how clever. That's why I oppose your 
government. But I don't know much. If you want to know more about this 
you should go see my friends, Myrnna and Mali, in Colorado. They've 
been checking it out." 

Mercedes is dubious. "As interesting as this is I do not think it 
is a very real lead to finding any terrorists. There are thousands of 
pounds of weapons-grade plutonium that have been lost in the US, in the 
last twenty years. Any physics student or clever journalist can figure 
out how to make the bomb, and any good metal shop could machine it. It 
does not have to be ancient secrets." 

"You're probably right," young Blake agrees doubtfully. "But I haven't 
told you all of it. The same place I heard talk of this...alchemist 
connection, I heard the justification for nuclear terrorism. Totally pc." 

"PC?" Mercedes frowns with puzzlement. "Partido Communista?" 
"Not exactly," Cliff replies. He can't surpress his grin. "It means 

politically correct. Now, I don't think anyone is politically correct 
enough to nuke a city, but some of my comrades in the movement disagree... 
theoretically only, I hope." 

"And what is this politically correct theory on why it is all right 
to destroy a city?" Mercedes asks. 

Cliff thinks for a moment and then he says very precisely, "There will 
be the use of nuclear weapons. That is inevitable because of their growing 
number, their distribution, and certain present, if not immutable, 
qualities of homo terminus, us, the last men. 'Men' is the right word too, 
I might add. Anyway, there will be use. The question is therefore: what 
kind of first use is most likely to lead to the type of social and 
political changes that might make it possible for the human race, or at 
least some part of it, to survive? The answer? First, certainly not an 
exchange involving the great powers. The mere swish of the nuclear dragon's 
tail and a hundred million people are dead." 
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Cliff pauses to take a drag on the marijuana. "Such a war might 
provoke the necessary changes but it is unlikely. Anything near a 
thousand warheads going off will destroy all higher life on earth. 
Another possible scenario is the use of nuclear weapons by one of 
the little powers. Most likely would be Israel, South Africa, India 
or Pakistan. Or someone new. The chances of such a conflict escalating 
to a superpower exchange are clear. Look at history. A limited 
regional nuclear war is possible, however, and it would certainly be 
better than a world nuclear war. But it isn't the safest way to have 
nuclear weapons used. I don't use 'safest' ironically. Under this 
theory safest just means the best chance of survival for humanity. 
What we have left is the last option, first use by a private group. 
Ideally it wouldn't be a radical one, but a criminal gang out for 
the bucks. A capitalist gang, if you will, operating for a change 
without the protection of a government. The actual users would be 
leftists, of course, just pretending to be in it for the money. The 
real motivation would be the best of all possible excuses for murder--
the desire to save lives." 

"Why? Who would it save?" Edward Blake isn't smiling for once. 
Mercedes raises one dark eyebrow. "The premise must be that seeing 

a weapon used would force people to recognize the danger we are in." 
"So they say," Cliff says as he crawls over to the ashtry, "but I 

don't agree. Things are horrible enough already. Millions don't have 
to die. People are waking up. The whole idea is elitist. My friends 
in Boulder are checking it out. Maybe they'll talk to you. That's 
their decision. I've made mine. You'll like Boulder anyway. It's 
America for you--beautiful mountains, a nuclear weapons factory, the 
rich, the middle class, and the anarchists. It's all there but the 
poor, and they live nearby." 

The discussion meanders into the night...seeking some sea of 
understanding, but dawn comes before the delta. Mercedes and Edward 
Blake leave in the morning twilight to catch a plane to Colorado. From 
room to car to lounge to plane, it doesn't seem like much has changed, 
yet now they are thousands of feet over the Rocky Mountains. 

It is wild and beautiful. The snow is a hundred feet thick in 
some places. The two agents sit in first class. Edward Blake is 
slumped. His grey worsted suit fits perfectly over his large frame. 
He is immaculate from his sunlamped face to his polished black 
oxfords with special vibram soles. Mercedes is just as tall as he 
is. Since she sits on the seat, as opposed to in it, she's a full 
six inches over his head. Her legs are tucked, cat-like, under 
herself. She studies her notebook carefully, without seeing it. 

"Maybe your son is right. I found him quite likeable. I have had 
doubts about working for NEST." 

"Mercedes, I have no need to know about your doubts, I've plenty of 
my own. And I know my son is very likeable, in that he takes after 
his mother. He's also more intelligent than his theories might indicate.  
If you have such doubts how did you come to be working for NEST?" 

"I was recruited by my favorite professor at college. An old trick. 
He also seduced me. An older trick. I grew disinterested in studies 
and decided to take the agency up on their offer. Ideals are very nice, 
I do like anarchism, but it did not get my father a great deal. It is 
a hard world and I take it as it comes." 

"You sound like a character in a movie." 
"Of course, it is a cliche." Mercedes shows her irritation. "Cliches 

are boring because they are used often. That is because they are true. I 
do not feel bad about tracking down terrorists who want to blow up cities." 
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"And on whose behalf are you doing this tracking, Mercedes? At whose 
behest?" 

"You are doing it, too. Who are you doing it for?" 
"I don't know...maybe it's for the Illuminati, like my son was 

saying last year, or the Trilateral Commission, like he was saying the 
year before, or the capitalist class, as he was saying back when he was 
a fourteen-year-old Marxist. Some Fascist insects no doubt. But also 
the people of the target city. At least, I like to think so. I saw 
this as a step up from being a private eye, but I don't know now. 
Working for the government has proven more corrupting to me than a 
lifetime of shady living and fast friends." 

"They sure picked a strange team," Mercedes remarks. 
Blake nods. "Maybe they figured my son and your father would give 

us an in." 
"So in We Wo.Ve. How are we going to use it?" 
"Well, if these kids are anything like my son, they'll have some 

pretty strange ideas, but they're good kids. And totally dedicated 
to being nonviolent. I think we'll get a lot more out of them if 
we're pretty straight. We hardly know anything, so what've we got to 
lose?" 

Mercedes looks at him. "Not very much I think, Senor Blake." 

CHAPTER THREE 

All dancers are not necessarily damned. -- Saint Tomas Aquinas 

Now what is this power? If you ask them they say it is Magic; 
if you ask them what they mean by Magic they say they don't 
know but that it is something that works. 

-- Gerald Gardner in Witchcraft Today  

"Just call me Spread Eagle." He is tall and lanky in a western way. 
Moves with the sway of a cowboy, faked perhaps, but just maybe it's 
from thousands of hours on the back of a horse watching cattle wander. 
On his rodeo shirt he has an orange button that says, Witches heal. 
There are hawk feathers in his hair. 

Mercedes is a bit taken aback. "Spread Eagle?" 
The young man produces a crooked smile that reveals two tight rows 

of yellowish teeth. "Call me Ian if you'd rather, ma'am. Spread 
Eagle is my nom de guerre, as they say in that French talic." 

"Well my name is Mercedes de Puig Atocha and this is my associate, 
Mr. Edward Blake. We are looking for a young woman called Mali or her 
friend, Myrnna." 

He gives them a long look. "Now just what are you and Mr. Blake 
associating on? Sounds pretty damn official." 

"My son is Cliff Blake of Stanford. Maybe you know him? Ms. Atocha 
and I are looking into a very serious problem and my son thought Ms. Mali 
or Ms. Myrnna might be able to help." Edward Blake is calm and smiling 
but he clearly is trying to intimidate the younger man. 

Ian's features blossom into a full grin. He is relaxed and alert. 
"I rekon I know why you two are here. You might as well come in and 
cool your trotters, it'll be a couple of hours until M&M, that's what 
we call Myrnna and Mali, get here. Fact is, they're meeting with Kelly 
and The Pieman. So come on in and have a few frosty boys. We're having 
a party tonight so we've got three cases of the finest generic beer 
you've ever tasted." 
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He leads them into the disheveled living room and hands each a can 
of beer which is indeed labeled Generic. Their host doesn't talk fast, 
just incessantly. "Ya know, I was just reading this book by Ambrose 
Pierce, ever hear of him? Said that 'War is the health of the State.' 
Now doesn't that just say it all? It's like one of them there Zen things..." 

"A koan?" Mercedes guesses. 
Ian claps his hand,  "Yup, that's it. A koan." 
"Very interesting, young man," Edward Blake says, "but please, 

could you tell us how long we'll have to wait?" 
"Couldn't tell ya. Like I said, they're having a meeting. Got 

to decide how we're going to deal with you. Consensus, you know? It 
might take a while." 

Mercedes sips her beer. "Why are you not meeting too?" she asks Ian. 
"I don't cotton to meetings. When Cliff called and told us you'd 

be coming, I volunteered to babysit. Figured it couldn't be much harder 
than watching cows. No offense." 

Mercedes smiles. "No offense taken. 
Their conversation veers into a rambling discussion:of broken 

arrows, the nuclear fuel cycle, the inevitability of war, ecocide, 
genocide, suicide. Edward Blake drifts out of the discussion while 
the other two debate the role of rnvIA~vsakion8A9  in the political 
system. He studies the room, noting the similarities with his own 
son's room. 

The most noticeable aspect of both rooms is books, literally 
hundreds of books. There are radical books on every subject: subversive 
physics, catastrophic geology, Lamarkian biology, feminist economics, 
wholistic health, Chomskian linguistics, alternative technology, free 
schooling, radical therapy, rank and file organizing, Black consciousness, 
Chicanismo, sexual liberation, Native American spirituality, home-
birthing, liberation theology, natural farming, Third World revolution, 
nonviolent direct action, new games, the old religion, and twice as 
much fiction. 

"When did these books come out?" Edward Blake wonders to himself as 
he starts taking some down. There are more older ones than he thought 
there would be: radical feminists from two hundred years ago, anarchist 
tracts from the mid-1800s, and a surprising number of early history 
books. But most of the books are new. From the titles it seems that 
most major disciplines are undergoing revolutionary transitions if not 
total collapse. He picks up a pamphlet that claims to bring together, 

Chomsky's Linguistics, Godel's 
Theorem, Meta-ethics and 
Anarchism in reply to the 
New Constructionalist 
Feminism. 

Ian looks over Edward 
Blake's shoulders and snorts 
with contempt. "Students! 
They wouldn't know which end 
of the cow to milk." 

"What about these other 
books?" Blake waves at the 
cluttered walls. "What do 
you think of them?" 

Ian shrugs. "I read 'em. 
Nothing nicer you can do to 
a book. Lotta good folks put 
their thoughts in these books. 
Teach ya everything you need. 
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If you want to learn. Can't sing psalms to a dead horse." 
Edward Blake can't help liking Ian. He feels an ache that he re-

cognizes as the love he has for his own son. The confusing 
emotions that evokes makes him shy and nervous. 

"So," he says, controlling himselS.,maybe I'll look at a few 
of your books. What would you recommend in the area of the occult?" 

"Ahhhh, the mysterious occult. Let me recollect some thoughts on 
that. Maybe the Illuminati Trilogy! But that's pretty serious to start 
out with. This fella Colin Wilson is probably more your type. He's a 
big one for getting things done and that's probably one of your hang-ups. 
He hates being bored, too. Can't stand it. Just like those punks they 
have over in Denver. You probably don't like being bored either, huh?" 
Ian throws a fat paperback in Edward Blake's direction. He,catches it. 
Settling into an obese chair he begins to read. In the background 
Mercedes and Ian continue talking. 

Mercedes looks at Ian in exasperation. "You are so naive with your 
ideas about revolution. The United States is about the least revolutionary 
society in the world. You talk as if revolution was inevitable here 
instead of nearly impossible." 

"Impossible? Impossible?" Ian cannot help but sputter, "Just blow 
me over with a donkey's sweet breath. Ma'am revolution is inevitable. 
I.may just poke cows for a living but I know a little history. These 
damn city cultures we have now don't have_any staying power. They're 
cut off.from the land. They're always having revolutions. You've got 
to go back to before civilization...before cities that is...to find 
humans living sensibly. Civilization means living in cities you know." 

"You are crazy. We cannot live without cities. How could we survive 
without civilization?" 

"Well, I may be loco, I won't deny it, but it seems to me the question 
makes more sense inside out. How can we survive with civilization? Ya 
know, the first really big things city-folk built were tombs for their 
rulers. Of course, we're crazier than that. We don't worship dead 
Pharaohs. Our death cult is around the machines that can kill every 
living critter on earth." 

Mercedes sighs. "I agree there are serious problems, but you are 
just too extreme." 

Ian shrugs and goes into the kitchen to get himself another beer. 
Coming back he smiles. "What do I know? I'm just a dumb cowboy who 
recycles trash in the summer and babysits cows in the winter. I just 
wantcha to think through what you're doing. Revolutions will happen, 
like Emma said. They're natural, like thunderstorms and earthquakes. 
The question is: whose revolution will it be? I just want as many 
folks in on it as possible." 

They hear cars pulling up in front of the house. Ian goes to the 
window. "Looks like the whole herd got here at once," he tells his 
guests. "I'm afraid you'll have to wait awhile to have the big powwow. 
We're going to have a hoedown first." 

Suddenly the house fills with people. The Pieman capers in, a large 
leprechaun in blue jeans. Kelly sails straight to the record player and 
puts on some music that sounds half-African and half-lunar. Scooping up 
Little Tiger, who is attacking Mercedes's ankles, he begins dancing in 
and out of the growing crowd. Myrnna comes in, too, her arm around a 
big Black woman who laughs like an earthquake. Between laughs she booms 
out an introduction. "So, you're the Feds. And you must be Mercedes? 
And you're Cliffie's father, the famous detective, Edward Blake. My 
name is Mali. We've got a lot to talk about." 
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Mercedes and Edward Blake try to start a conversation but the music 
is too loud and most of the people are dancing anyway. Other people 
are coming in the doors and even the windows. "It looks like the 
yakking will have to be later," Ian yells to Mercedes. 

"But you know there are nuclear terrorists loose, we cannot have a 
party!" she yells back over the music, but Ian is dancing now. The 
music is so loud and rhythmical that she notices she's starting to 
sway too, despite herself. Kelly dances up, hands her a beer, and 
shouts, "That's exactly why we have to have a party." 

The music reaches the first of many crescendos. People howl like 
the animals they are and many join the taped music with drums and 
cooking untensils. Smiling blissfully and flirtatiously, Kelly hands 
Little Tiger to Mercedes, looking first into the kitten's golden eyes 
and then into her dark green ones. "Why was I so lucky, born a dancer?" 
he asks her, and he is gone into the crowd. It is several hours before 
the dancing stops. 

Around ten most of the people suddenly leave. The Pieman makes 
some coffee as the others who are left clean up the worst of the 
party debris. In just a few minutes they sit together sipping 
coffee or tea and smiling. Kelly and Mercedes are the last to 
stop dancing. They sit next to each other. Ian sits behind The 
Pieman giving him a scalp massage and Myrnna sits at Mali's feet 
accepting a sensual backrub. Edward Blake sits alone. 

Mali seems to be the person with the clearest sense of what should 
happen next. "Laurel will be here soon," she announces and all the 
young people explode with questions and exclamations: "Why didn't you 
tell us?", "All right!", "You're kidding.", "I don't believe it!" 
"How's she coming?" Little Tiger runs around the room and then leaps 
out the open front window. 

"This must be her now," Mali declares. Just then a woman's voice 
drifts in from the front yard. 

"There you are my Little Tiger. Did you have a good trip?" The 
next moment the front door opens and a woman in her mid-twenties 
sweeps into the room. She has a body like one of Botticelli's models 
would have had if she had played hours of soccer every day. Brownish-
black hair that matches her eyes falls to her shoulders. She swings 
when she walks as if she's sliding her way through a bead curtain. 
Her strong nose makes her's one of those faces that is only beautiful 
when she isn't smiling. When she smiles, the impresssion is one of 
strength and happiness, almost ruthlessness. It is more attractive 
than beauty. She is the difference between an ornamental garden 
and one planted for herbs and food. 

After a brief commotion, they settle into a circle again. Laurel 
explains that she has come because 'of the need.' That stills the 
questions, although Kelly keeps muttering about practical jokes by 
witches. "We must be totally honest with each other," Laurel says. 
"Perhaps we should start with what we know." 

Myrnna tells of the notes and the meeting with the dead man. When 
the actual note is taken out again, Little Tiger reacts like he did 
before, but Laurel anticipates him and gathers him up into a spitting 
golden ball. She whispers something into the kitten's ear and he settles 
down again with a few growls. Edward Blake is almost as excited by 
the note as Little Tiger. He grabs it and holds it up to the light. 

"Just as I expected. It's the same watermark," he Says. 
"Maybe now you better tell us what you know," Mali suggests. 
Blake and Mercedes exchange a look. He nods and so she describes 
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the threat NEST received. Then Kelly goes over what he learned at the 
attempted occupation of Green Mountain. Laurel is about to make a 
suggestion when the phone rings. 

Ian answers it. With a little surprise he hands it to Edward Blake. 
The NEST agent listens for a minute and then says quietly, "I can't 
believe you called me here." He hangs up. After a grim glance at the 
expectant circle, he tells them. "That was NEST. SF CIA got a packet 
of plutonium in the mail today. Typically, the Post Office damaged 
the parcel so a number of people were exposed." 

"That was to be expected," Laurel remarks. "We all know that this 
is a serious situation. But the phone call brought us other information 
too. Mr. Blake, Ms. Atocha, are you two by any chance under surveillance 
by your own people? It would seem the more we trust you, the more 
reason they have not to trust you. Or is our trust misplaced?" 

"Well, the agency doesn't take chances," Edward Blake replies 
judiciously. "I'm not surprised they've had us followed. We should 
have expected it. They gave us the story that this wasn't a priority 
investigation, as we told you. Maybe that was a mistaken estimate. 
They could be using us. Our...unreliability to them...is what makes 
us effective with you." 

Everyone takes NEST's surveillance differently. Mercedes is angry 
and angry with herself for being angry. Kelly's face is hard. The 
Pieman clucks a few times and shakes his head. Mali and Myrnna continue 
their backrub. Ian smiles. Laurel says, "This was also expected. 
It was in the cards, if I may make a pun. But we can't let NEST's 
interest in us distract us from what we have to do. Mali has told me 
that the decision is to work with you if you decide to resign from 
NEST or if you'll permit us to do a test...a truth test." 

"A truth test?" Mercedes asks. 
"Yes." Laurel is gracious. "We need some assurance of your good 

faith. We can do a ritual...magic you might call it...to see if we 
can trust you. It won't hurt, I promise." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Magic is secretive and foul and horrible; usually practiced 
at night and shrouded in darkness.  Apuleius 

The tao that can be described is not the Tao. -- Lao Tzu 

Laurel looks at the assembled company. They seem awake but the 
evening is clearly taking its toll. "Are we ready?" 

Edward Blake climbs shakily to his feet. "Now just a minute. 
It's past midnight already. Perhaps we could think better after a little 
sleep. Please, if anything, do it for the sake of an aging man. 
I can't keep the hours I used to." 

Laurel gives him a long appraising look. "You look more than ready 
to do your part, Edward. You are in your prime. Of course, we're all 
tired, but time is of the essence. I promise it will be interesting 
enough to keep even the weariest dancer awake." 

Without saying anything more they shamble into a rough circle in 
the middle of the floor. Casually they hold hands. Mali speaks first, 
"Let's have a check-in. Since we've been together all evening we 
don't have to tell each other how we're feeling...maybe instead we 
could do something about what we believe. Like we could say what we 
think of magic." 
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"Huh?" says Edward Blake. 
"Just tell us what you believe about magic. It's a way of starting 

our ritual. A way to focus on listening to each other more." 
Blake isn't sure which of the women is talking. "What the hell?" 

he thinks, "it couldn't hurt anything. Maybe it will help them trust 
us." "Okay," he says aloud. 

"So who'll go first?" Laurel asks, smiling beatifically. 
After a short silence, Ian starts, "One winter I camped out alone, 

a bit south of here in the high desert. Colder than a banker's heart. 
Colder than summer is hot. It was strong medicine living alone so long. 
I had a lot of dreams. Some not so good. But even my worst night- 
mares were just blown away by the hard edge of that wind and the crashing 
of those damn tumbleweeds. I was wintering with some bulls so I 
had a few chores to do. Well, one morning after the chores I set 
out on a walk and started watching the clouds. I did that all 
day until Venus went down that night. It was like that." He snaps 
his fingers. "During the whole day I never even thought of a word 
except when I had to take a leak. It was like before people. It 
was right after I saw Venus that I started using words again. I 
saw Orion and I thought, 'That's Orion.' Suddenly my mind was 
filled with words again. That's what I think is magic. While I 
sat there I was like the rock my ass was on or the coyote I heard 
howl when the moon first rose. Then Orion reminded me of words, and 
I was a human again, like it or not." 

The Pieman's hands start moving nervously, warning his friends that 
he is about to start speaking. Knitting his forehead he says, "That's 
magical, Ian, but we need a broader definition of magic. Isn't magic 
many different things?" As The Pieman talks he makes little chopping 
motions with his hands. "There are many differegi ways to look at 
this. It isn't only political power that grows out of the barrel of 
the gun, it's a whole definition of reality. Look at modern physics. 
They've proven that there isn't any matter, it's all waves. Anything 
is possible, walking through walls, flying, it's just getting the waves 
in synch. Reality is always being created. It's on the edges between 
the different definitions of reality that magic is found. More is 
possible than we know..." As these ideas rush out and stumble on 
top of each other, his hands meet in a flurry of sharp, dry jabs. 

Kelly laughs, interrupting The Pieman. "More is impossible than 
we know, Mr. Pieman, " Kelly says in a friendly way. "I'm sorry, are 
you done?" 

The Pieman smiles sheepishly. "I guess it's a little late for a 
lecture on metaphysics. Yeah, I'm done." 

"I want to put forward a slightly more moderate view," Kelly says, 
slipping easily into the academic mode. "maybe Man is not the measure 
of all things. After all, it is the Universe that is subtle, not 
man. Humans are not such hot stuff. We don't create reality. Sure, 
a few people can fly, like the good friar Joseph of Cupertino, but the 
airline companies are not seriously threatened. Certain unusual 
things happen, but what is more significant is the norm. That's why 
I'm more comfortable with Ian's Native American spiritual trip than 
I am with your intellectual anarchy, Pieman, or High Magic's lust for 
power. Everyone is so sure of themselves. That's what worries me. 
If I may show off my year as a graduate student of literature I 
will quote the philosopher, Le Barre, who said it quite well: 'Man is 
unique among animals in his practiced ability to know things that are 
not so." 
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Several people whistle and Ian says, "I block on you showing off 
your fancy education any more. I may have gone to a little college 
myself but at least I'm properly ashamed." There's polite laughter 
around the room. 

Mali beams at Kelly. "My, my, we did pick an exciting subject. I 
can't disagree with anything anyone has said so far, but I would 
like to make my own emphasis. You know the word magic originally came 
from the Mages, the priestly caste of Persia, around the time of 
Zoraster over twenty-five hundred years ago. The Mages officiated 
over a decentralized fire and nature type religion until Zoraster, 
the first of a long line of male messiahs who have plagued western 
civilization, changed its focus from the here and now to the later on. 
Almost all early human cultures worshipped the Great Goddess for most of 
their existence, as did the Persians and their Mages. The rise of the 
male gods came with the rise of the cities and their death cults. 
Each male messiah has represented an escalation in the war on the Goddess 
and nature. Outside the prison of civilization, magic is the birthright 
of every human being. It is only within the last few thousand years 
that whole societies have come into being where people live magicless 
lives. But magic is real because it's based on nature. Nature is much 
more than we can understand because we're only a part of it.' The part 
cannot consciously apprehend the whole, it can only express it. Finding 
that expression is what magic is. It seems to make you powerful, but you 
must go with it. You go where you must to find that which is attained 
at the end of desire." 

"I disagree," says Edward Blake. 
"No doubt," Mali agrees dryly. "You are like Mr. Colin Wilson, the 

famous advocate of High Magic. Don't keep fooling yourselves. You 
do not ride, you are ridden. It is your lust for power that threatens 
us. It is no accident that we find alchemist signs all over this 
mystery. More High Magic, just like Rocky Flats." 

Blake is defensive. "I think you're being unfair to Colin Wilson. 
I just read part of his book and he seems to be open-minded. He has 
remarkable evidence that people have more power than they know they have." 
He glances about the circle. People seem to be listening. 

"I'd like to speak personally, if I may. I've 
lived an...active life, making my living on the streets 

" as a detective and now as an... investigator. I've al-
most been killed several times. I have killed twice. 
At those times of extreme stress...of survival...my 
abilities expand greatly. I live up to my potential. 
That's what friavaic is, to me. Being in control of that. 

_ Let's see, I have a quote here myself. You kids are 
always quoting someone it seems. This is from Alister Crowley: 'Magic 
is the art and science of causing change to occur in conformity with 
will.' Now sure, the misuse of power can be bad, but having power 
isn't bad. It's what you do with it." 

"Magic doesn't kill people, magicians kill people. Is that it?" 
Myrnna cannot keep a note of distaste out of her voice. "Why not 
say instead, as Dion Fortune did, that, 'Magic is the art of changing 
consciousness at will?" 

"That's advertising," interjects Kelly. 
"Please, be serious," Myrnna asks. "Let me finish. It is a 

question of consciousness. Most of us don't notice but there are 
magical spells being cast all around us. The thing is many of the 
spells don't come off, or if they do, it isn't clean and clear. You 
can see simple magic working between people and animals, especially dogs, 
all the time. Dogs are pretty easy to cast a spell on. 'Sit down.' 
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'Do this.' 'Do that.' And they do it. Look at my dog, Baron Rothschild, 
that goofy black Labrador asleep on the front steps. Why does it work? 
Magic. Conditioning, some say, but what does that mean? Might as well 
call it magic. It's communication between your will, your consciousness, 
and the animal's." 

Myrnna flashes a sincere smile and continues, "Dogs are easy to enchant. 
Especially if you have food. Lovers too. Think about the last time 
you saw two people in love. Of course, they're enchanting each other; 
Look around. It's happening all the time. What is inspiration? 
What's charisma" What's creativity? What is love? What's telepathy 
and precognition? All are connected with consciousness...consciousness 
extending beyond the senses." 

Again there is a short silence. Laurel looks around the room. "Is 
there anyone who hasn't spoken? Mercedes, you really didn't give 
your openion. What do you believe?" 

"Yo no creo en brujas, pero hay. I do not believe in witches, but 
they exist. Put me down as undecided. I have experienced many things 
I cannot explain. I have lived a life like Senor Blake in many ways. 
Yet I am waiting before I come to conclusions. Let me say for now, 
I am a skeptic who expects miracles." 

"Skeptics make the best magicians," Kelly says. 
"Certainly you hope so, don't you Kelly?" Laurel teases. Before 

there is time for more repartee Laurel continues, "I will skip my turn. 
After all,I will lead the ritual and you can consider it my statement 
on magic. Now I think it's time we prepared more food for thought. 
Let's go outside and see what we can invoke. Edward, could you get the 
wine? Mali, are you ready?" 

In answer Mali starts singing quietly, "The earth, the water, the 
fire, the air, returns, returns, returns, returns,..." and they coil 
out into the night behind her. 

What happens next has happened again 
and again for tens of thousands of years. 
Certain forms are followed. The stars 
glisten almost within reach. As the 
waking moon sets, her two horns dip great 
drinks of the night. Call it what you 
will--a religious experience, a mass 
hallusination, a drunken debauch, the 
invokation of the Goddess, an immortal 
sin, none of your business, or even 
magic--it washes over them like the warm 
night and leaves them changed. Each of 
them will remember it differently, which 
is only right. For each of them it is 
different. And the same. Like waves 
washing onto a beach; the variations 
are as subtle and significant as the 
effect. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

All witchcraft comes from carnal lust, which is in women, 
insatiable. -- Malleus Maleficarum (The Hammer of the Witches) 

Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live. -- Exodus 22;18 

Love is an angel, disguised as lust.  Patti Smith 

"Are you really a witch?" he asks. 
"Edward," Laurel replies, touching his cheek softly, "every woman is 

at heart a witch." They are standing next to the living room window. 
Nightlight pours in. "In a day she'll be gone," Laurel says, gesturing 
to the white-gold moon that is setting into the pine trees. "These are 
powerful days." She moves next to him. 

He feels her leg through her skirt. The memory of her naked body 
cannot be repressed. He remembers the end of the ritual. The night was 
so bright with stars. At first he thought she was a deer in the shadow, 
then she stepped flush into the starlight. Perhaps she was a deer, but 
she was Laurel, too, and every woman who ever-lived.. He could damned 
well believe the religion was ten thousand_years old. Or maybe they're 
just trying to blow his mind like Crowley used to use suggestion, sex, 
and a few tricks on students to test them. Doesn't feel that way 
though, and Edward Blake is a man who trusts his instincts. His mind 
drifts to the case he's on and the weapon being planned right now in 
an unsuspecting city. '1It's like a cheap TV movie,"Ile- th1043... 

"Edward," Laurel interrupts, "it's all. real. Us, our radical ideas, 
our quaint, if disquieting, rituals. The nuclear device you seek is 
real, too. So are you. So am I." 

Blake feels like she's reading his mind. "Woman, you have a new 
idea every minute," he exclaims outloud. 

"Yes," Laurel nods, "so do you. Everyone does, until death. Now, 
relax Eduardo. Can I call you that? I can't call you Edward Blake 
like everyone else does. Eduardo is what you would be called in Mexico." 

"Sure, Eduardo's all right," he says, 
secretly pleased. "It doesn't make a bit  CONIVNCTIO SIVE 
of difference to me," he lies. 

Laurel seems restless but is strangly 
formal in her words. "Eduardo, for me 
the ritual is not complete. Come outside 
into the garden and let us make love 
under the falling moon." 

He isn't surprised by the offer. He 
can feel the...what?...magic?...between 
them. Inexplicable as always, but 
filling every part of his body with the 
insistent electricity of desire. But 
there seem to be many good reasons not 
to let nature take her course. 

He takes both her hands. "Laurel, 
you are a very beautiful woman, but we 
are pretty different. I'm much older 
than you, I'm an agent for the U.S. 
'government; an organization you are 

Comm 
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trying to destroy. I'm tracking a nuclear device that may soon murder 
a million people." 

"I'm tracking that device too, Eduardo, have you forgotten? Besides, 
you are too hard on yourself. Basically you are a seeker of truth. You 
can't stop...searching...any more than a shark can stop swimming. You'll 
die. You may not be one of us, like Cliff is, but at least you're still 
open to changing. I find that very attractive in you. It is a man-
ifestation of the Goddess if you will. Yes, you are an agent for NEST, 
but you are many other things, too. I'm very close to Cliff, you know. 
He has told me all about your life. There seems to be something of the 
gypsy in you." 

Her eyes twinkle and she slips her arm around his waist. He feels 
her firm body and a vision of it naked lights his mind. 

"Your body has already decided, Eduardo. You shall not deny me nor 
the Horny cod." 

She leads him gently outside. Somehow they are naked and it isn't 
cold. He feels the rich black of the earth on his back. The night is 
light, moon-bright. She rides him until they both die, a little bit more. 

Myrnna and Mali are in bed together. Mali lies on her side and the 
smaller woman  is nestled like a spoon up against her back. 

"Isn't Mercedes wonderful?" Myrnna whispers. 
"I think your friend Kelly is more attractive." 
"But you're a lesbian." 
"Let go of the cliches Myrnna. I prefer women but I can love men, I 

can't live in a little lesbian box. I'm not dogmatic about sex. You 
know, Myrnna, sometimes I get a paranoia that you love me just because 
I'm a woman, a Black women. Women loving women doesn't mean there won't 
be problems." 

"Problems we choose," Myrnna interjects. 
"Yes, problems we choose. That's true. Well, here's a problem I've 

chosen..." 
"Yes? 
"I think I'm going to move to California to study with Laurel after 

this is over." 
"Oh, no, Mali! Don't you love me? How can you do this? Why tell 

me now while we're in the middle of this insane crisis?" 
Mali frowns. "More cliche's. Look Myrnna, just cause we've slept 

together doesn't mean you own me. I love you, but love changes. I'll 
do anything for you I can, but that doesn't include living here with 
you. I can't do it. I must go on learning. Laurel can teach me a lot, 
and I can teach her." 

"Are you and Laurel going to be lovers? Are you lovers already?" 
Myrnna is crying and her tears drip onto Mali's smooth ebony shoulder. 

"Lover, jealousy doesn't become you. I don't love a possesive little 
girl, I fell in love with a young witch with a will of iron. Where's 
the brave Myrnna?" 

"I'm the same, Mali. I'm just not perfect. Why can't you love me 
the way you did?" 

"Once you've loved somebody, you can do anything for them but love 
them that way again." Mali has tears in her eyes too. She shifts around 
to bring the sobbing Myrnna into her arms. "It's all part of our dance. 
I told you I'm not the settling-down type. If I was I'd still be in 
Haiti doing Voodoo at my grandmother's knee. Erzilie has other things 
in mind for me I think." 

"Sometimes I think you're a slave to your Voodoo Goddess." 
"How can I be a slave to myself? When I hear her I hear myself. 

Her service is perfect freedom. Don't be bitter. Our love is real even 
if it doesn't fit into a box. We can be close. Don't you remember?" 
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She pulls Myrnna closer and gently starts to caress her. "I'm sorry it 
has to be like this. Sorry you have to feel hurt." 

"I hoped that getting away from men lovers would spare me this kind 
of pain." 

"Being a dyke doesn't mean never having to say you're sorry," 
Mali sayssmiling. Myrnna smiles too, through her tears. 

They lie quietly for awhile. Mali draws soft lines on the curves 
of Myrnna's body. She traces the borders between tanned skin and 
pink-white. She etches out her mountains and valleys until 
Myrnna starts to respond. 

"Have you decided for sure?" 
"I always reserve the right to change my mind, Myrnna, you  1'1 

know that. But I'm pretty sure. I don't want you to hold 
any false hopes." 

"Mali, I only want to hold you." 
They use no more words, but with their bodies they talk almost to the 

dawn. 

Mercedes and Kelly sit on the front porch watching the starry night. 
Little Tiger is on Kelly's lap, asleep. A black Labrador, getting along 
in years, sits next to Mercedes and she scratches his ears. 

"What is the name of this sweet dog?" Mercedes asks. 
"Baron. Rothschild. He thinks the world revolves around his pleasures. 

But he's a. good dog, as dogs go, That dog can beg in twenty languages." 
"Whhhuuuuh," says the Baron. 
"It is because he knows how to accept pleasure that he is so popular. 

That is the key to sharing pleasure." Mercedes glances at Kelly to 
see how he takes this. 

If it's her way of beginning a flirtation, he decides not to 
aknowledge it. 

"Yes, the Baron knows how to enjoy. What did you think of the ritual? 
Do you think we're out of our minds?" 

"No, Kelly, not at all. I do not understand it all but I found it 
powerful and alive. Like the Masses of the Basques. Now, can I ask 
you a question?" 

"Sure." 
"How can you trust us? Even if you know Cliff and have met us and 

everything, how can you trust two government agents?" 
He smiles and sits forward in his chair. It's the hard questions he 

likes best. "First, our trust isn't absolute. I don't trust anyone 
absolutely. It's a matter of degree and it always involves taking risks. 
We're working with you. We're trusting you a lot, but don't think we 
trust you completely. Anyone who says they do is a liar. But we have 
good reasons to think that you and Cliff's father are sincere in your 
confusion." He pauses to shift Little Tiger. 

"You know when a Russian agent of the KGB or.a British secret agent 
defects they'go over' to the other side. Russians come here, British go 
to Russia or Eastern Europe. But when American agents grow disillusioned, 
like Philip Agee, an operative for the CIA in Latin America, or Stockwell, 
the head of the CIA operation in Angola, or that guy who was the head of 
analysis in Saigon right before it had its name changed to Ho Chi Minh City,..a 

"Schepp." 
"Right, Frank Schepp. Anyway, when they decided that they were on 

the wrong side they didn't join the Russians, they joined us. They went 
public and told the people of America that their government was lying to 
them. You're joining a long tradition that includes these men and others, 
like Daniel Ellsberg. This is a strange country, patriots even come out 
of the government." 
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"I never saw it that way, but it makes sense. Can I ask you another 
question?" 

"If it's interesting." 
"It is for me. How do you people support yourselves? Ian is a 

cowboy, he says, but what about the rest? Are you all students like 
Cliff?" 

"Most of us have been students. Most young Americans have been to 
junior college some, or university. But now we have different careers. 
I make a little money doing magic tricks at parties and in the street. 
I'm something of an illusionist. I also am a cafe worker. Laurel, the 
witch, is also a carpenter. Sort of surprising, huh? Myrnna is an 
aide in a daycare center and studying part-time. Mali cleans hotel 
rooms and pulls weeds. The Pieman is an office worker." 

"What about welfare? Food stamps?" 
"We get unemployment when we're entitled. Some of us get food 

stamps as a matter of principle, since the government is not only 
robbing us every day to build weapons, but it's taking us to apocalypse 
as well. Others refuse to get food stamps on principle, since to get 
food stamps from the government is to legitimize it. It's a matter 
of choice. I think it's fair to say that we can all make it without 
the government. We're survivors. All of us could have had professional 
careers if we couldstomach the idea, but we can't. Some of our friends 
do it--radical doctors, lawyers, engineers. They can't be as fluid as 
we are. We're more driven by our perception that there is a world 
threatening crisis." 

Kelly sighs and sits quietly for a moment. Suddenly he snaps, "I 
hate politics! I'd like to settle down, go body-surfing in the morning, 
work with my hands in the afternoon, read my old magic books at night 
with my children on my knee. But such a life is crazy if any minute 
one of these governments might destroy the planet. I want to live, 
that's why I risk so much. It's our only chance." 

Mercedes touches his arm softly and nods sympathetically. "Of course, 
you feel the pain of others very clearly and you insist on your freedom 
just as would any healthy animal, but, Kelly, admit that you are also a 
revolutionary because it is so exhilarating." 

He laughs. Their eyes meet. "We aren't so unalike are we?" 
"No, Kelly, we are not." 
There is an  and silence. Finally Kelly says, "We should think 

about finding this bomb. I've got a proposal." 
Mercedes smiles again. "Let me guess. You and I will go to New 

England to talk to your friend, Serramonte, right?" 
"How'd you guess?" 
"We are not so unalike, remember? With this plan Blake and the 

others can go to the Rocky Flats headquarters to see what information 
they have on the missing worker and the missing plutonium. Is that it?" 

"Yes, am I so transparent?" 
"It makes sense. If we are to work with you people we should really 

do it. And I think you and I can work together. Most people should 
stay here though, this is where the trail is the hottest. We can't 
count on NEST totally now. I feel our interests and NEST's are 
starting to diverge." 

"And your interests and ours?" Again their eyes meet. "Are we con-
verging?" 

"Perhaps," she answers. 

The Pieman and Ian are taking an early morning walk. They haven't 
been to sleep yet. The Pieman speaks first, "I don't know how those 
people can go to sleep. My mind is fried. Nuclear bombs, Laurel here, 
government agents..." 
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"What makes you think anyone is sleeping?" Ian asks. "They're 
probably all fucking like bunnies." 

"You think so?" 
"I rekon so. M&M aren't exactly cold-blooded. And I could see 

the sparks 'tween Laurel and Cliff's dad. Kelly's got .a hankering 
for that Mercedes, but Kelly is the cautious type. Hear tell ya 
have to lasso him to get his pants off. But once he's going, they 
say he's going. With so much death around, it only makes sense 
critters want to make love. Got to try and keep ahead." 

"I guess you're right. I wouldn't mind a lover now, but it's 
most important just to be with someone." He puts his arm around Ian. 

"Well, Pieman, I'll hit the hay for a tumble with you, if ya like 
queer cowboys, but I hafta warn ya, I'll be seeing Cliff in my 
dreams." 

The Pieman smiles a little nervously, "Thanks, Ian, but no thanks. 
I'm just a little too woman-identified, I guess." 

"They walk on a little longer. Then The Pieman asks, "Do you 
miss Cliff much? Especially with all the couples around?" 

"I miss him. We got our separate lives though. I got me a few 
other boyfriends. I'm not monogamous like a wolf. More like a 
dog. Couples seem natural to some folks and breaking up seems 
natural to almost all-couples. A thousand miles of mountains keep 
Cliff and I from trying to own each other. Sometimes being in love 
is a hell of a lot like being loco." 

"Sounds pretty depressing." 
Ian grins. "Depressing? Shucks, 

it's the best thing you can do. If 
it didn't hurt we wouldn't know 
we're alive. Now don't think I'm 
getting like Kelly, but I'm going 
to quote a little something. In 
Hamlet, by that guy Shakespere, 
he has the Prince say, 'To be or not 
to be, that is the question,' right? 
Every dumb donkey knows that. But 
did you know in the first version 
he says, 'To be or not to be, that 
is the point.' Pretty good. I 
don't know why he had to go and ruin 
it. Ain't no question 'bout nothing. 
That's where we're going." 

The Pieman chuckles. "I don't 
know why,your raw existentialism 
is so cheering, but it is." 

Ian laughs. "Raw what?" 
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CHAPTER SIX 

I rebel, therefore we exist. -- Camus 

When you are the anvil, endure. When you are the hammer, 
strike. -- Greek Proverb 

Cold still and it's already June. Serramonte looks down New England 
Route One. No doubt the dead body at the edge of the road makes it seem 
colder. Once the life engine goes off, a body can cool down rapidly. 
To Serramonte the corpse appears frozen already, but it isn't that cold. 
Only a thin brush of dew will freeze tonight, making an icy veneer for 
the large blue sign that says: Green Mountain Nuclear Power Station. 

Serramonte was in Bologna when the Fascists """--":- 
blew up the train station. So he knows what 
bodies look like. But each one seems different 
to him. He knows he's supposed to think that 
they are all the same, but everyone has a dif-
ferent body, they should have a different 
corpse. Everyone has a different life and so 
to them must come their own death. Everyone 
has a death. Eleanor met her's suddenly as 
she walked from the Codfish Alliance meeting. 

There was only one witness. Serramonte 
inches forward so he can listen to the inter- 
view between the State Trooper and a weatherworn New England farmer. 

"It wern't one of those littl' forurn jobs, that's all I can tell ya. 
To dak to make out much. It wern't a white ca':' 

"Anything else?" yawns the State Trooper. He stops writing to look 
at the streetlight reflecting off his black jack boots. 

Eighty years of New England winters glance at the policeman sharply. 
"Son, that ca' dinna slow down the slight'st bit." 
Serramonte feels considerably colder. He starts walking. 
"Why would anyone want to kill her?" he wonders bitterly. "Certainly 

not the authorities. She was so paranoid...seeing cops behind every 
disagreement. But even paranoiacs have real enemies. Could be an 
accident, drunks on the road, a random swerve by an anti-antinuker that 
got too close? Then again maybe it wasn't supposed to be her. 
usually leave our caucus meetings first. Real Action Caucus, Paranoid 
Caucus the liberal Codfish heavies sneer. Well, that doesn't fit so 
well anymore." 

It seems very, very cold to Serramonte. He ritualistically curses 
the frigid world of New England, but stops short. It's not the cold. 
"I've got to get off this I'm a hot-blooded Italian act," he thinks. 
"The cold comes from within me." 

When hope leaves all that remains is bitterness and cold exhaustion, 
nerves rubbed raw and screaming at the horror. "Eleanor is dead. A 
nice person. A confused person." They had slept together a few times 
but they didn't know each other really. She wanted comfort and he 
wanted sex so a civilized balance was struck. "All deals are off now." 

"You look terrible, man! Where the fuck" have you been? Did you hear 
about Eleanor?" Kelly has jumped to his feet as Serramonte walks in the 
door of the Codfish office. Mercedes sits in a tattered easy chair 
surrounded by boxes of papers precariously stacked. 
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Serramonte looks up dully. He could pass for a young wino; a little 
drunk, a lot hung over, dirty like someone who slept last night in the 
street. 

"I've been walking all night. I thought you were in California?" 
"Something came up. That's why we're here." 
Serramonte notices Mercedes for the first time. 
Kelly introduces her.  "This is Mercedes de Puig Atocha." 
"I've heard a lot about you Mr. Serramonte." Mercedes gets up and 

shakes his hand. 
"You have the advantage then," he says abruptly. He turns back to 

Kelly. "Yes, I know about Eleanor. I was there. She just left the 
meeting and I left right after her. It was deliberate." 

"Who do you think did it?" Mercedes asks. 
"How the hell should I know?" Serramonte is suddenly angry. 

"Utility thugs? State Police? FBI? CIA? Lots of people could have 
done it. Take your pick." 

"Do you think it's connected to Backfire?" Kelly's question takes 
Serramonte by surprise. Mercedes sees this and frowns. 

"Now Kelly, dear comrade, what is this Backfire? Have you come 
all the way from California to ask me about this Backfire idea? With 
a friend? Exactly who is this...Mercedes? Who does she work for? 
Is she some sort of lawyer or a reporter?" 

Kelly sees that Serramonte is rapidly becoming uncooperative. 
"Look, let's go somewhere and talk about this. This isn't the place 

for a private conversation. We know this office is bugged." 
Serramonte thinks a minute. His features reveal nothing. He has a 

round face, powerful shoulders, stocky build. He looks like the long-
shoreman his father was in Genoa. An image of his father shimmers 
across Serramonte's consciousness. A taste of betrayal. His father, 
resistance hero, young militant, now a Communist Party hack trying to 
help that sell-out collection of opportunists worm their way into the 
government with those Christian Democratic Fascists. You get old, you 
get desperate, or you get bought off. Whatever the road, it's a dead 
end. 

"Sure...let's walk to my place. I could use a shower." 
It is evening. Serramonte looks at the gathering dark and thinks, 

"Eleanor hasn't been dead a day yet. Her hair and her fingernails 
are still growing, but the rot has begun. Her body is sinking back 
into the mud...dissolving back. Not dust to dust though...mud to mud." 

"You're thinking of her, aren't you?" Kelly catches Serramonte's eye. 
"You know we all have to die. At least she died for something. We all 
have to die." 

"I know, Kelly, I was just thinking of that. Now, this is a good 
place to talk, no listeners here." 

They are walking down the tacky coastal strip road that runs right 
past the Green Mountain Facility. Green Mountain (really just a hill), 
is long gone, ploughed down so the controversial and still uncompleted 
nuclear power plant can take its place and squat down on the Atlantic 
shore to drink the ocean's cooling water. Cars zoom by. Each one 
reminds Mercedes of the murder of Eleanor. She walks way out on the 
shoulder, almost in the litter-filled drainage ditch. 

“Mr. Serramonte," Mercedes says, stumbling over an old tire, 
"I should tell you who I work for." 

Serramonte doesn't take it well. 
"A cop? A Fed? You brought a cop to speak to me? Are you crazy, 

Kelly?" 
"We trust her. She works with Cliff's father. Remember, you met 

Cliff October sixth, he was in Venus Rising affinity group from California." 
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"I met him. He seemed okay. But his father works for NEST and she 
does too. I don't trust my own father and at least he pretends to be 
a revolutionary. Look, you New Age pacifist types don't_understand ' 
the real world. Who do you think killed Eleanor? It could have been 
Feds. It could have been NEST agents!" 

Mercedes stops and looks at Serramonte grimly. "So you do not trust 
me? I do not trust you. What are we going to do about it? There could 
be a terrorist group ready right now to blow up a major city and_kill 
millions of people. You can help us. It would be better for your cause, 
and it will prevent a great crime, a mass murder like there has never 
been." 

"Basta! Bullshit! Mass murder is an everday occurence. Have you 
not heard of El Salvador or Afghanistan? How about East Timor or 
Cambodia? I will tell you nothing. I know nothing." 

Kelly is mad now, too. "You're so holy Serramonte. You can decide 
not to help, but you owe it to the movement to at least give her a hearing. 
You'd think me and the others in Colorado would have earned a little 
trust from you after what we've been through together. Don't you re-
member the batch plant? Or what about the north woods on the eighth, 
when the helicopters dropped those staties behind us?" 

Serramonte's face grows calm until he's expressionless. Then the 
muscles around his eyes harden slightly. "Okay, come on to my house. 
We'll have some wine and I'll give you a chance to convince me that 
this sexy cop friend of yours has seen the light." 

They trudge the rest of the way in silence. A few hundred yards 
down the road they turn off and follow a dirt path to a little building 
set behind a small shopping center. The house is a converted.shed, 
surprisingly neat considering Serramonte's appearance. Without a word 
they walk up to it and Serramonte goes to open the door. As he reaches 
for it, it swings open violently and a large Black man holding a hand-
gun steps out. He aims at them. 

"Don't move or you'll be dead." 
A smaller white man comes loping around the side. He, too, is armed 

with a pistol. 
"Get inside. Come on. Hands above the head." 
They are ushered inside. The Black man retreats to the doorway 

that leads into the tiny kitchen. The white man looks out the window, 
peering melodramatically through the curtains. 

"Who are you?" Serramonte asks. 
"We're with the government," the Black man says. 
"Figures," says Kelly. "Are we under arrest?" 
"No," the white man answers carefully, "we'd just like to ask you 

a few questions." 
"At gunpoint?" Mercedes asks acidly. "Let us see your identification. 

What government agency are you with? Why are you in this house? Do you 
have a warrant?" 

"Whoa, whoa, little lady." The Black man points the gun at Mercedes 
as she takes a few steps toward him. "You just calm down and answer 
some of our questions." 

"I will not. My name is Mercedes de Puig Atocha and I am an agent 
for NEST, working on a case of the highest priority. Here is my 
identification." 

She throws her black purse to him and he catches it instinctively, 
fumbling his gun in the process. 

Meanwhile the white man begins to sputter nervously, "Oh fuck! I 
knew they'd call the Feds in. Look lady, it was just an accident. It 
was a tail." 
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"Shut-up!" the Black man shouts. "All of you!" he adds when Kelly 
tries to say something. He digs through the purse and carefully studies 
Mercedes's ID. 

"Looks real enough. What do you want Mrs. Atocah?" 
"Ms. Atocha.. First, I want you to put those guns down, and then I 

want you to tell me who you are, and then I want you to tell me about 
the accident." 

The Black man considers for a moment. "Let's just skip number one 
for now. Okay? As for number two, my name is Bill Simpson, I'm a lead 
operative for Research East. Used to work for the Oakland Police 
Department Intelligence Section. We work closely with a number of the 
national security agencies as you know." 

He waves his gun disdainfully at the white man who is shakily trying 
to light a cigarette. "That's Rob Healer. He's with Research East, too." 

"And the accident?" 
"Let's say that that comes under official business. Doesn't it, 

Mr. Nesler?" 
Mercedes steps toward the Black gunman and says, "Mr. Simpson, 

perhaps we should converse privately about..." 
Before she can finish, tne room is filled with a bright blinding light. 

The white man drops his gun and Serramonte picks it up. Simpson, re-
covering from his temporary blindness, turns to fire at the Italian who 
is trying to flick the safety off. Mercedes steps forward, grabs the 
Black man's gun arm, and throws him to the ground. His gun skids loose. 
She starts after it. 

"Don't pick that up or I'll shoot you," Serramonte says aiming at 
her. 

"What happened?" Mercedes asks. 
"Flash powder on the white guy's match," Kelly explains. 

"I told you I was something of an illusionist. I always 
carry a few tricks." 

"We could have been killed," Mercedes says angrily. 
"Your back was turned. They were looking right at the 

flash. It worked perfectly." 
"Perfectly for me, Kelly," says Serramonte. "Get over 

there with her. You too, pig." He shoves the still 
blinded white man over towards the others. 

Serramonte nods at the nervous Rob Nesler. "So you killed her." 
face is as emotionless as the gun in his hand. 

"It was an accident. We were tailing her for Atlantic Gas and Electric .  

I hit a bump..." 
"I'm going to kill you." 
Kelly is horrified. "Serramonte, get a hold of yourself! They've 

admitted it. This will put nuclear power back years. It's like the 
killing of Karen Silkwood, but they've been caught in the act." 

"And look at the Silkwood case. Who went to jail? Kerr-McGee will 
never pay a cent. Nobody will be punished for her murder. It's a joke. 
I have had it with good process, I want justice. Perhaps I should kill 
your lady cop friend too." He tries to think about it. 

"No, I'll just take these two out." 
He shoots the white man first. That's what saves Bill Simpson's life. 

The big Black man rolls away from Serramonte and brings a 
small table down on top of himself. Kelly is paralyzed. He 
sees the white man's shirt turn red and a dark hole appear in 
his chest. The gun is a 38. Rob Nesler is dead before his 

body hits the floor. Serramonte's second shot drills a big, rough hole 
through Bill Simpson's left calf. Mercedes has picked up Simpson's gun. 
Serramonte fires at her. The shot rips a hole in the refrigerator. 

His 
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Kelly jumps into the center of the room. "Stop shooting or kill me!" 
He is crying uncontrollably. 

Serramonte lifts his gun. "Don't follow," he tells them. He runs. 
Mercedes rushes to the window and breaks a pane. Serramonte Shoots 

from outside and the bullet rips through the center of the window shattering 
it like an explosion. Kelly jumps on Mercedes, screaming, "I won't let you 
kill him!" 

"Do not worry, companero." Mercedes is very calm. "I want him to get away." 
It is quiet. Not like the night usually is. The shooting has scared 

the birds and the insects into silence. Only the highway,a hundred yards 
away continues its moaning. Kelly is crying as Mercedes bandages Bill 
Simpson's calf. A sheet has been thrown over Rob Nesler's body, but 
there is still blood visible. A heart shot leaves a lot of blood. 

"You let that murderer get away." This is the first thing the Black 
man has said since the shooting. 

"I am after nuclear bombs, not murderers, Mr. Simpson. Besides, it 
seems I have two murderers here now." She nods at Simpson and his dead 
partner. 

"He was driving, that jerk. Then he was afraid to go to the police. 
It wouldn't be that hard to explain." 

She looks at him. "You will get your chance. I am going public with 
this. First, I must report in. Is there a phone here?" 

Kelly's sobbing has stopped. "No," he answers. 
She frowns. "Come outside a moment." They step out into the night. 

A small animal rustles in the underbrush. Insects buzz in a hundred 
different tones. The quiet is over. 

"Kelly, I hid a listening device on Serramonte when we were walking 
out here. But we need equipment to track him. I did not want it to 
happen like this. I was going to make a deal with the Research East 
men before you did your magic trick...well that is that. You have been 
very brave." He starts crying again and she puts her arms around him. 
After a moment she fishes in her purse for a handkerChief. "Here, dry 
your eyes." She watches him for a moment. "Kelly, I must get in touch 
with NEST for that equipment. Can you guard that man in there?" 

"Yes, I think so." 
"Good. I will be back soon. I will bring the police." She hands 

him the gun. He turns it over in his hand carefully as she strides 
quickly off. 

It is over two hours before she returns in a small van. Several 
men are with her. They hustle Bill Simpson out and load the remains 
of Rob Nesler into a body bag. Mercedes leads Kelly outside and they 
walk silently toward the highway. Behind them Serramonte's house starts 
to burn. 

"What's going on, Mercedes?" 
She is grim and angry. "I could not convince them. Bill Simpson 

will go free. The other one will be disposed of." 
"What about the murder of Eleanor?" 
"My boss says it is even now. Eleanor for the man from Research East." 
"But that's not right..." 
"Look, Kelly, I cannot do anything about it. Do you understand? 

We are expendable, you know. If they did not trust me and consider 
you harmless we would be in danger. We might be dead already. So 
just stop it will you? I am sure Serramonte is involved in Backfire. 
If we can pick up his trace electronically we may be able to stop 
them from setting off the nuclear device. It could mean millions of 
people's lives. Now, we have lost him locally, but NEST thinks the 
satellites might pick up his signal...let me see.," she looks at 
her watch, "in twelve hours." 
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"You're amazing. What a professional. I'm ready to collapse and 
you're talking about fucking satellites! I don't see that many people 
gunned down. Doesn't it effect you?" Kelly is shaking again. Tears 
run down his face, past his beautiful nose and the high cheek bones. 
He holds his dark beret in his hands and he twists it slowly with the 
same rhythm as his sobs. 

"Come, come, my young here," Mercedes says, putting her arm around 
him and leading him back toward their rent-a-car. "I might feel like 
crying, you know, but I try to turn the pain into something useful. I 
watched my mother cry for years. It never got her anything and it was 
tedious." 

Kelly continues to cry, and, despite herself and the memory of her 
mother's futile grief, a few tears soon streak Mercedes's cheeks. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

Those who dare nothing need hope for nothing. -- Schiller 

Every intentional act is a magical act. -- Richard Miller 

The Pieman offers Myrnna some tofu sausage. 
"I don't want any of your fake meat," she snaps. 
Ian and The Pieman exchange glances. Mali comes in sleepy and red-

eyed. Myrnna is up and slamming out the door within s econds. 
Ian goes up to Mali who has started crying softly. "Jeeze, Louise, 

Mali, what are you and Myrnna feuding about?" He puts his arm lightly 
around her shoulders. 

She sighs and plops her 200-plus pounds down onto a kitchen chair. 
Ian's arm flaps uselessly. "She can't accept me going to California. 
Well, fuck her! I'm not her property. Damn white girl thinks I'm her 
pet nigger." 

The Pieman blanches as he hears her. "I can't deal with this," he 
announces, as he follows Myrnna without the slamming. 

"For a pet nigger you're pretty mean," Ian says. 
Mali grins. "Damn right, cowboy." More seriously she says, "Soon 

as some crisis comes up this affinity group falls apart. It's a hell 
of a time for Myrnna to freak out because I don't plan to be her love 
slave." 

"Seems to me these are dangerous times. Too dangerous to worry about 
property," Ian agrees diplomatically. 

"She'll get over it," Mali predicts confidently. "She's young." 
Before Ian can think of a suitable reply, Mali changes the subject. 
"What's the news from our spy-witch team?" 

"Which one? Mercedes and Kelly or Laurel and Blake?" 
"Laurel and her helper." 
"They went out to the plant yesterday and down to Denver in the 

afternoon. Rockwell wouldn't give them doodlyshit even though Blake 
waved six feet of identification at every cop and secretary he could 
corral. They're due here pretty soon from a morning powwow with the 
Denver FBI." 

Mali serves herself some tofu sausage and toast. "01' Pieman left 
his breakfast here," she grunts. Soon she is eating with deep seriousness. 
Ian washes a few dishes with one eye on the front walk. 

"Here they come," he announces. "They've lassoed The Pieman and 
Myrnna, too. Looks like we're going to have a regula' rondevouz." 
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No one has to ask what the news is. Edward Blake is boiling as he 
walks in. Laurel even has an irritated expression. Myrnna is as angry 
as when she left, but her focus seems to have shifted. 

"Let's sit in!" Myrnna shouts, punching a fist into the air. 
Several people try to speak. The result is audio confusion. 
"EVERYBODY TALK AT ONCE!" The Pieman shouts. A roar erupts. 

Everyone but Edward Blake (who is so stunned by the noise that he stops 
cursing under his breath for the first time since he left Denver) starts 
screaming, shouting, laughing. They quickly reach a crescendo that is 
followed by pure silence. 

"That's better," Laurel declares. "Let's sit down and consider 
Myrnna's proposal." 

They shuffle into a rough circle around the table. The Pieman 
retrieves the frying pan with the remains of the tofu sausage in it 
and starts sopping it up with a piece of bread. The others supply 
themselves with tea, coffee, and toast. 

"I think we should have a check-in," Myrnna says. 
"Makes sense," Ian agrees shortly. "But no psychodrama se vou play." 
People nod in agreement. 
"I'll start," Myrnna goes on. "I'm pretty upset that Mali's leaving, 

as some of you know." She looks at Ian and The Pieman. "But I'm not 
mad at her, honest...just hurt." There's a strained silence. "Maybe 
a little mad. Anyway, I know the bomb is the important thing so I'm 
concentrating on it now." 

"That sounds like a good idea," The Pieman says, reaching over to 
squeeze Myrnna's leg. He smiles at her and goes on to his own check-in. 
"I'm okay, except most of my tofu sausage disappeared. But I'm sure 
whoever ate them needed it more than I did. It's just that I'm still 
hungry. I'm angry about the bomb, too. More angry than hungry, so I 
guess I'm ready to do something." 

There is a pause until Laurel says briskly, "I've been up since the 
dawn. I'm still full of energy. If we focus, I think we can get the 
information we want." 

Edward Blake is encouraged by their optimisi, but he can't figure 
out what the hell they have in mind. "It's great you young people 
want to help, but I don't know what you can do. I've been given the 
run-around by Military Intelligence, Rockwell Security, the. FBI, and 
the Denver Police. I even have a suspicion that NEST has put out the 
word to cut me out of the information flow. So, short of going in and 
taking over the Rockwell Personnel Office, I don't know what we can do." 

"That's exactly what we should do!" Myrnna blurts out. In emphasis 
she slams her fat-fingered pink hand onto the table knocking over Laurel's 
tea. "Oh, gosh, I'm-so sorry." 

"Here's a towel." Ian politely hands Laurel a dry dishcloth. He 
looks around the circle appraisingly, before going on. "Before we get 
on to the main event, I'd like to check-in with ya'all. I feel good, 
pretty good. Had a great breakfast: a few sausages, a little coffee, a 
little melodrama. I'm ready for some action." 

Mali looks around the circle. "Guess I'm last. Things have been 
going too fast for me, I guess. I've been dumping some of it on Myrnna 
and I'm sorry. But mainly what's on my mind now is this bomb we're 
supposed to be after. I'm sort of worried about Kelly and Mercedes, 
too. They should have gotten to New Hampshire today. I'm the type who 
worries and gets tense. Sorry, but that's the way I am. I deal with it 
by acting, so I'm more than ready." 

There is another moment of silence. Laurel takes Edward Blake's hand 
and Mali's. The others join hands until the circle is closed by The 
Pieman, who snatches up Edward Blake's free hand after stuffing the last 
bite of bread into his mouth. 
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"It seems straightforward to me," Laurel begins. "We have tried 
every legal means to get the files Rockwell has on this case. We think 
that, with what we know, these files might help us develop some clues 
on the location of this bomb, but they won't cooperate. This is a 
matter of life and death. I think we are totally justified in taking 
nonviolent direct action. I support Myrnna's proposal that we sit-in 
the Rockwell International Personnel offices in Denver. That's where 
the files we want are." 

"You just want to go there and sit?" Edward Blake almost snorts 
in disbelief. "What do you expect to happen?" 

Mali leans forward, slightly annoyed. "Mister Blake, we won't know 
that until we go and make it happen." 

"Laurel and I have been to those offices." 
"We went, Eduardo," Laurel agrees, "but we went your way. Now let 

us go our way." 
"Why should Rockewell turn over its files to you when they wouldn't 

even give them to me, a NEST agent?" 
Ian lets go of the hands he's holding to stir his coffee, and the 

circle grows ambrphous again. "Let me try and explain it, sir." 
Ian waves the wet spoon at Edward Blake. "You are dependent on the 
government for your power, but they're not backing you all the way. 
We run on our own power and the power of the truth. 'Speak truth to 
power' Martin Luther used to say. We aim to do that. It does work 
tho' I can't 'lczactly tellya how." 

Laurel smoothly takes over from Ian. "These corporations are very 
afraid of confrontation and publicity. We are adepts of both. Illegally, 
perhaps with unofficial sanction, they are obstructing your investigation. 
They've lost plutonium, had a worker killed, and generally made a mess 
of things. We just need to focus some of this energy on them. They 
aren't going to shut down Rocky Flats, but if we ask them nicely one 
more time for the files that we need, I think we might get them." 

"Are you going to get arrested?" 
"You mean are we going to get arrested?" She smiles at him flirt-

atiously, and then goes on to answer her own question. "We should be 
ready to risk arrest, but it shouldn't come to that. Not if we make 
enough of an impact." 

"Let's bring some press with us," Myrnna suggests. 
"Do we want them there?" The Pieman cautions. "What if we just have 

some call into the office while we're there to ask if there's a problem?" 
"That should do it," Laurel agrees. "Do you have some people in mind?" 
"I think Myrnna and I can arrange a few calls. Want to, Myrnna?" The 

Pieman holds out his hand to her. 
"Yes." They both start giggling. Myrnna says something to him and 

The Pieman agrees loudly. 
"Yes, Yes, we must choose a name." 
"A Name!" Myrnna yells. 
"They can hear you in Salt Lake," Ian complains. 
"So sorry," she says slightly softer, "but we've got to choose a name." 
"A name?" Edward Blake has decided to just see what happens, but 

it's almost impossible to follow what these kids are talking about. 
He is dubious, but not without hope. "Bizarre kids," he thinks, "but no 
stranger than Cliff." 

"A name, a name," Myrnna answers. "We choose a new name for every 
action. We need one for this bomb hunt." 

"I've got a name," Lave& announces. "It came to me after the meeting 
this morning when Eduardo was too mad to even talk." 

"What is it?" Mali asks. 
"Apoplexy," Laurel smiles. "I want us to be the Apoplexy Affinity Group." 
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"Apoplexy?" Edward Blake sputters. "What kind of a name for a group 
is that?" 

Several people laugh. On some subliminal cue everyone gets up and throws 
themselves into preparation for the action. An hour later they are leaving 
the house and loading the plain white '63 Dodge van that is parked in the 
driveway. In blue letters it says Generic Transportation on-the_side. 

Ian stands beside Edward Blake and tells him, "This is a good a.g." 
A.g.?" 

"Affinity group." 
"Just what is an affinity group, Ian?" 
"Well sir, there's them that say the idea comes from Spain. In the late 

eighteen hundreds the anarchists started organizing grupos de afinidad among 
the working people struggling for freedom there. Among themselves, that is. 
But if you ask me, it's an older idea than that. It's friends getting to-
gether, with no one the boss, everyone pitching in what they can, trying to 
survive. An extended family of choice. They're spreading over the country 
like tumbleweeds, rolling along, dropping seed." 

They climb into the van and continue talking. "You use some strange 
images, Ian," Blake remarks. "Are you really a cowboy?" 

"Depends on who you ask. The cows listen to me. So does my horse. The 
other cowboys mend fence and drink beer with me, most of them, that is. I 
spent three years on a ranch up in Alberta when I was nothing but a little 
fella, but originally I'm from New Hampshire. Went to UNH even. Got 
rad-i-cal-ized when some flickers built a nuclear power plant in my 
favorite swamp. Ended up out here 'cause I got to like cows. Nice 
critters. Always know where they're at. Got to like these crazies too, 
but they ain't nearly as predictable as cows." 

Ian waves at the other four, who huddle in the front of the van talking. 
Laurel is in the driver's seat. Despite a morning chilled by cold air 
washed down from the Rockies, she's only wearing a white blouse and a 
thick green peasant skirt. The shawl over her should doesn't obscure 
the fact that she is bra-less. Blake can see that her nipples are erect 
from the cold. 

Mali leans over to her and whispers into her ear. "Laurel, you're a 
witch's witch." 

Laurel starts the van and looks back to make sure Myrnna isn't watch-
ing. Myrnna is occupied with The Pieman, reviewing the press Contacts 
they made in the rushed minutes before the affinity group had moved out. 

"These two will call," The Pieman predicts, pointing at the list. 
Laurel kisses Mali and tells her, "You're my witch, Mali, and very kind." 

Glancing up, Laurel sees that Edward Blake has been watching. She catches 
his eye. "How are you doing, Eduardo?" 

He feels foolish. He had been surprised by the kiss between. Mali 
and Laurel that looked more than friendly. Even more surprising is 
the wave of jealousy that has washed over him. And now, that witch 
turns around and looks him right in the eye. "Fine, Laurel. Fine. 
You still want to drive?" 

"Yes," she replies firmly, "I'm into it. Just relax. Before you know 
it we'll be there." She eases the van into gear and they slide out into the 
street. 

The Rockwell complex inhabits a typical cluster of sky scrapers in 
downtown Denver. The offices they want are in a dark-blue glass tower 
of 40 stories, owned by an insurance company based in Connecticut. 

The Apoplectics pour out of their van onto a busy sidewalk. The 
Pieman feeds the meter. Laurel gives Ian the keys and a brief lecture, 
"You better not get busted now, Ian, no matter how tempting. We need our 
transport." 
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Myrnna opens a compartment under the back seat and starts taking out 
signs that denounce Rockwell: B-1 plus MX = WWIII, Rockwell International--
Merchant of Death, War profits in '89--$699.million, First in military 
aircraft and top ten in war profits. They array the signs in front of 
the building. Blake takes one that has.a quote on it from the founder 
of Rockwell, Col. Willard F. Rockwell, Senior, "By 1990, 200 companies 
will control 60 to 75% of the world's gross national product, and we 
intend to be one of them." and sticks it in a flower basin by the front door. 

Mali gets out a small daypack and goes into a store nearby. "Where's 
she going?" Blake asks Laurel. 

"Food," is the cryptic reply. 
"Be prepared," The Pieman tells him seriously. Everyone is wired to 

the gills. Danger, 'action' they call it, is a potent _drug. Every 
Apoplectic is totally awake, totally alive. Edward Blake isn't surprised 
by the sensation, it has held sway in his life ever since he said his 
first word, "zoom", but he hadn't expected to find these young people 
addicted to the same rush. 

A businessman, showing the ravages of a life on the capitalist 
battleground, comes up and reads one of the signs. "Hippie faggots," 
he mumbles under his breath. He starts to say something more. 

"Why don't you go back to Russia?" The Pieman challenges him. 
"Whuuu?" he replies. 
"We don't need authoritarians here in America! You're also probably 

a materialist into money and power. Running other people's lives just 
like those Communist officials in Russia. You probably don't really 
support the Polish workers taking over their own factories, do you? Get 
out of America if you don't like freedom. Go to Russia to repress workers. 
America's a revolutionary land. We don't need Tories like you." 

"Go to Canada," Laurel adds. 
Mali comes out of the store and without another word they sweep 

into the building lobby leaving the executive slack-jawed. 
Ian holds the door for Edward Blake and says, "I don't know how 

anybody can not believe in magic after we found that parking place 
right in front of their building." 

Up in front the security guard appears. Before he says anything 
Mali asks him loudly, "Can you help us?" 

He pauses in front of them and smiles uncertainly. He's a fussy pink 
man in his fifties with a friendly little pot belly. "Why, yes, I 
think so," he tells them. 

"Good," Laurel says sincerely. "We're going up to Personnel to talk 
to some people there about something very important." Meanwhile someone 
has called an elevator and it gets there before the guard can disengage 
politely from Mali and Laurel. Apoplectics start getting in. Mali takes 
his fluttering right hand and pumps it. "Thank you so much for your 
help," she tells him. She releases him and gets on the elevator as 
Laurel takes the same hand and starts to thank the guard, too. 

"Do you have an appointment?" he asks hesitantly. 
"They're expecting us," Laurel reassures him. "Now, if any press 

comes, or the rest of the protesters, just help them on up to the sixth 
floor, could you?" 

"Protesters?" 
"Thank you so much." She finally lets go of his hand and steps into 

the elevator. Like the rest of the Apoplectics she turns around and 
watches the guard. He is watching them, too, and they all stand silent 
and contemplative for the long moment it takes before the doors start 
to hiss shut. 

"Blessed Be!" Laurel cries as the doors shuffle closed and the elevator 
shudders into ascent. 
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"He doesn't know what hit him," Edward Blake says with admiration. 
"It just didn't feel like a demonstration to him," Laurel explains. 

"By the time he figures it out we'll be in the office." 
The door slides open and they find themselves in a plush reception room. 

The secretary's desk is empty. "Look at this!" The Pieman points to a 
series of pictures on the wall. "It's sickening. The B-1, the MX, the 
Space Shuttle--every obscenity they build." 

"I thought you people were here before?" Blake asks uneasily. 
Laurel goes over to him. "Not to this particular office, Eduardo. 

We've been to their PR offices and their executive suites and once, 
for a moment, into Engineering, but this is a new one." 

A blonde woman, precariously balanced on high heels, clickity-clacks 
into the room. Her hands are full of pastries and coffee. 

"Good morning," she says. "Do you have an appointment?" 
"Where's the Manager?" Mali asks. 
"Right there." She points to a blank door across the room. "But 

you can't go in there." 
"Can we get coffee?" The Pieman asks. 
"I guess so. Let me see. She starts to set down her own cup. "I'll 

get you some." 
"Please," The Pieman interrupts quickly, "we'll get our own." He 

and Myrnna disappear down the corridor. 
"Let's go," Laurel says clearly and she leads Mali and Edward Blake 

into the inner office. 
"You can't go in there!" the secretary protests. 
"They already have, ma'am," Ian tells her gently. "Why don't you 

let them have a little talk with him?" 
"I'm going to call security." 
"You sure you want to do that?" he asks her seriously, looking into 

her eyes. "I'm not shitting you lady, you do have a choice." 
"I do?" she asks, looking back into his eyes. She can't look away. 

The first thing Laurel and Mali see when they walk into the manager's 
sanctum is a big desk with a bald man sitting behind it. His back is 
to the door. His chair is tilted back at least 45°   and his feet are 
up on the window's fake frame. Through the permanently sealed glass 
there is a magnificent view of downtown Denver. The second thing they 
see is a cardboard sign hanging above the window, "Any sufficiently 
advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic. -- Arthur Clarke" 

Mali and Laurel burst out laughing. When Edward Blake 
sees the sign he smiles, too. At the sound of the laughter 
the bald man swings around. "Who are you?" he demands. 

Laurel looks surprised. "Who are you?" she asks in 
return, "and what are you doing in this office?" 

"What am I doing? I work here. I'm Elmer Razor-
back, Personnel Manager for Rocky Flats." 

"Then you're just the man we want to see. My 
name is Laurel. This is Mali and this is Edward 

U.S. agent and you're part of a conspiracy to 
Blake. Perhaps you've heard of him? He is a 

illegally deny him information for an important 
investigation. That's why we're here to arrest you." 

"Arrest me? What for?" 
Edward Blake decides to get involved. "Obstruction of 

justice, conspiracy to obstruct justice, interference with a Federal 
Officer. Try those on for size." He goes up and sits on Razorback's desk. 

"How do I know you're this Blake?" 



Man and the dn.t..—■ 

35 

Blake pulls out his wallet and flashes his ID and credit cards. "You 
know it's me. I've been getting the run-around from you guys for the 
last 24 hours. That's 23 hours and 59 minutes too long." 

"I'm very sorry, Mr. Blake. If there's been any problem, I'm sure 
we can work it out." 

Mali agrees forcefully, "I'm sure we can." 
RINGGGGGG! 
Razorback gratefully answers the phone. "The press? Tell them 

no comment." He slams down the phone and looks back at his guests. 
"Some reporters just called. Did you talk to them?" 

"Not yet," Blake answers, "but perhaps we'll give them an interview 
when we take you down to the jail." 

"Let's not be hasty now. Let me just step out to the reception room 
and talk to my secretary." Razorback gets up and walks around the side 
of the desk farthest from Edward Blake.and slips out the door. Blake 
gets up and follows him. 

Mali turns to Laurel, "We better escalate, get to the files. Security 
will be coming soon." 

Razorback scuttles into the reception area and sees Ian sitting on 
the desk, sharing a cup of coffee with the secretary. 

"Patricia! What are you doing? Have you called Security?" 
The blonde woman is only moderately flustered. "Elmer," she says 

scolding, "don't forget your blood pressure. I called Security and told 
them there wasn't any problem,' but Mr. Johnston is coming anyway, just 
to be sure." 

A disagreeable look passes over Razorback's 
cramped face, but he thinks twice about getting mad 
at his secretary now. "Well, I'm glad he's coming." 
He turns to Ian and asks, "What are you people doing 
here? What are you rebelling against this time?" 

Ian looks at him blankly. "Whatcha got?" 
The Pieman and Myrnna inconspicuously slip into 

the room again and quickly talk to Mali. Just as. 
Razorback notices them, the front door opens and a 
big Black man in a security uniform comes in. 

"What's happening here, Mr. Razorback?" he booms. 
"What's happening, ere" Mali booms back. 
"Thank God you're here, Johnston. Could you have_these people leave?" 
Laurel sits heavily in a chair by the door. "I was hoping it wouldn't 

come to this," she announces gravely. 
"Come to what?" Razorback asks nervously. 
Mali answers his question. "We came here to get Mr. Blake's files or 

to arrest you, Mr..Razorback. Or anyone else who joins in this crime," 
she adds throwing a-look at the Black security officer. 

"Am I going to have to arrest you folks?" he asks. 
"Yon caet arrest us," Laurel replies logically, "we'll arrest you. 

We started arresting first and you can't jump '-to the- head.of the line." 
Johnston shakes his head in confusion. Almost reflexively he pulls 

out a little black.book from his jacket and starts to read, "Under the 
authority of Colorado Penal Code number 565656 and in the name of the 
people of Colorado..." 

"You show me the people of Colorado!" Laurel interrupts angrily. 
"EnOugh of this bullshit! You aren't .even a real cop! Look, Razorback," 
She looks directly at.him, her hands are gripping the arms of her chair, 
"either you give us those_files or we're going. to take them." She points 
down the hall where Myrnna and The Pieman went. "And if you think you're 
going to arrest us, you're going to need a lot more cops. Especially once 
our friends get here. And you better call up the PR department to send 
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out a dozen clones to talk to the press...let's see there's the_missing 
plutonium, the NEST alert, the obstruction of the NEST investigation, the 
dead guard...I think there's more than enough for a press conference." 

Mr. Razorback sits down in a hard-backed little chair designed to 
make prospective employees uncomfortable. "It's so confusing. I've 
read the regulations and it does seem Mr. Blake is entitled to the 
documents..." Blake starts to say something, but Laurel silences him 
with a look. Razorback rubs his temple. "Patricia? Could you get the 
John Fredrick file from the file room and copy it for Mr. Blake?" 

She gets up and goes down the hall. Ian goes with her, carrying the 
coffee they're sharing. 

Mali turns to the security guard, "What's a nice guy like you doing 
in a dump like this?" 

He smiles. "These hard times, Sister. 'Know what I mean?" 
"Ain't that the truth," she answers. 

In just a few minutes they are back in their Generic Transportation. 
As The Pieman drives them back to Boulder, Blake leafs through the file, 
mumbling. "Not much here on Fredrick. Look, they tried to trace that 
watermark on his paper but no luck. No Eye of Osiris paper, just Eye 
of Horus." 

Mali overhears him. "What's this Eye of Osiris? The famous Eye is 
the Eye of Horus. Horus was Osiris's son. He fought his evil uncle, Set, 
and lost his left eye. It's one of the most potent of Egyptian magical 
signs." 

"There isn't an Eye of Osiris?" 
"I'm no expert, but he was supposed to have two eyes. Despite getting 

cut up into 14 parts by brother Set it seems Osiris kept his eyes in his 
head. The eye in the watermark is the Eye of Horus. In some versions 
Horus gives it to Osiris. Is it important?" 

"Damn right it's important. Those fools at NEST didn't even have the 
right name. If it was an accident. Investigation couldn't find any 
distributers of Eye of Osiris paper, but they did find someone who sells 
paper with the Eye of Horus watermark." 

"Where are they?" Laurel asks. 
"Let's see..." he rumages through the file, "it's a store in San 

Francisco called Great Beast Books. It's on Conquistador Street, south of 
Market." 

"I was afraid of that," Laurel says, frowing. 
"You know the place?" Mali asks. 
"Yes, I've been there. I was hoping I'd never have to return." 
"What are we going to do next?" Myrnna interrupts. 
"We all can't go to San Francisco," Mali reasons. 
"I think Eduardo and I should go," Laurel decides. "We make a pretty 

good team and we can have NEST pay for one extra flight, can't we?" 
"Sure," Blake agrees expansively, "Kelly got a trip to New England. 

We can leave this afternoon." 
"The four of you can stay here and be the base," Laurel continues. 

"Maybe you can call around the country and see if anyone has heard from 
Serramonte or any talk of this Backfire idea. Also try and get hold 
of Kelly and Mercedes." 

Mali leans forward and takes Laurel's hand. "Are you sure you want 
to do this?" 

Laurel smiles, allowing a trace of her weariness to show. "I'm sure 
I don't, but I have to." 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

The most important sex organ is the mind. 
-- pick-up line from the sixties 

The mind is the greatest instrument of magic. 
-- Doreen Valiente 

Mercedes and Kelly do not drive far from Serramonte's burning house 
before they decide to stop. They choose a spot just a few miles from 
the Green. Mountain Nuke, near the Massachusett State line when, in 
a malled valley, they see a squat pink structure that looks like a dead 
twinkee. 

"What is this, Kelly?" 
"Dunkin' Donuts. It's one of the few places around here that's open 

this time of night. Let's go." He pulls into the parking lot. A 
moment later they are walking into cheap, brightly lit, pink building. 

"Sure is cold for summer," Kelly says, shivering. 
"I am cold, too," Mercedes affirms. The pink and white doughnut girl 

looks up. "Whatcha wantahaf?" she asks. 
"Give me a chocolate French and a coffee," Kelly orders. 
Mercedes chooses three for herself. 
"You Americans eat so much sugar," she accuses as they sit down. 
"It's our revolutionary duty. Keeps the world sugar price higher 

which is better for Cuba so they have less dependence on the Soviet Union 
which is better all around, breaking up the Empires. So every doughnut 
we eat...and I see you are very, very revolutionary with three doughnuts 
there, yes, every doughnut we eat is a blow for the Cuban revolution." 

"You never give up do you, Kelly?" 
"I felt like giving up back in that room when Serramonte shot that guy." 
"But you were very brave. You made him stop shooting." 
"Perhaps. Maybe he was ready to stop. It didn't matter, I felt like 

I just didn't want to see anyone else die. Serramonte died there, too." 
"He runs swiftly for a dead man." 
Kelly grins. "Okay, I'm too serious. I shouldn't lay Serramonte to 

rest quite yet. Two dead is enough." 
"Three. You forget the guard back at Rocky Flats." 
Kelly looks down at his doughnut. "Yeah, you're right. Three so far." 

He looks up. "So what are we going to do now?" 
"Do?" Mercedes is puzzled. "We wait for the satellite report. Then 

we pursue Serramonte." 
"What about the danger we're in? We know too much. Maybe you're used 

to being in such a position, but I'm not. I want some insurance." 
"What insurance can we get?" 
"We can go to the press." 
"What protection is that?" 
"The best we can get unless we run far, far away. Now remember I 

didn't say guaranteed protection, I said insurance. We can make it 
much more expensive for them to kill us." 

"The press will never believe us." 
"Some of them will believe enough. I think we can get them sniffing 

around this, if they aren't already." 
"I don't know Kelly. The government controls the press, at least the 

part that has any intelligence. The French have a saying, 'Freedom of 
the press belongs to those who own one.'" 

Kelly shakes his head. "How can you be both so cynical and naive?" 
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He bites his doughnut. "How can you complain about Americans eating sugar 
when you probably went down to Las Ramblas every morning for chocolate con 
churros?" 

"How did you know that?" 
"That's what I did when I was in Barcelona." 
"That is very touching, Kelly, but you changed the subject." 
He looks at her. "Yes, I'm tired and I got mad. Maybe I shouldn't 

be, but I'm frustrated. What you said was so naive. Superficially cynical 
but basically just not based on the real world. What do you know about 
the press? Have you worked with them? Have you been a journalist? The 
press is still a wild card as far as I'm concerned. Sure it's owned by 
capitalists and shot through with corruption, but it's as honest as it 
is corrupt and, anyway, scandal sells papers. I only argue from my 
experience." He looks at her seriously. "Do you have a better idea?" 

She is surprised by Kelly's anger. She cannot decide what she thinks 
of him. He seems to get emotional so easily and yet he ends up doing 
the right thing. He is perceptive. Her main concern with the media has 
been how to stay out of its sight. "This will be a step away from NEST," 
she says to herself, and then, "Step? I'm being pushed." She smiles 
cockily at Kelly. "Okay, Kelly, We will go public." 

"Good," he says softly. "I think we should go to Boston. It should 
be a good place for a little press conference. I know some people." 

Mercedes puts her last doughnut, carefully wrapped in a napkin, into 
her purse. "Okay." As they walk quickly back to the car, Mercedes turns 
to Kelly. "You know this will have to be off the record. I still work 
for NEST. I am not allowed interviews." 

"That's good anyway. I figured on it. That will keep it all down 
to a low boil. But I'm hoping to get my name smeared all the way to the 
San Diego Evening Tribune." 

Rose McDermott of WAKKO Radio, Boston, is the last one to arrive. Her 
fuzzy head sports racin3 stripes in green, yellow, and red. Kelly leads 
her to the room he has reserved in the back. They collect more than a 
few stares from the many lunchtime diners, unaccustumed to seeing tall 
blonde punks in North Boston so early in the afternoon. The spurs on 
her boots clink. 

"Quite a place here," she remarks peering through black sunglasses 
at the dark dining room. They wind their way past hundreds of pounds 
of pasta, chicken, fish, tomatoes, and wine turning into prosperous and 
semi-prosperous Italian-Americans. Finally, they get to a small room. 

"We took the liberty of ordering for you, Ms. McDermott," Kelly informs 
her as he ushers her in. She takes the empty seat and Kelly goes over 
to the head of the table and picks up a glass. From the air he produces a 
fork. Only Mercedes notices. She's so startled she almost spills her wine. 

KLINK, KLINK, KLINK. "Attention!" Kelly hits his glass again. KLINK. 
"Let's do this press conference, okay? This has been organized on very 
short notice, I know, so I feel we owe it to you to take as little of 
your time as possible." 

The feeding reporters look up expectantly. Several take out notebooks. 
"First, the introductions. My name is Kelly. I'm an antinuclear 

activist from California. Several of you know me." He nods at a few 
of the reporters. Pointing at the oldest person there, a distinguished 
looking man in his late forties, Kelly continues. "In order of arrival 
we have Mr. Bill Gray, Boston World, who interviewed me before the attempted 
Green Mountain occupation. And, ahh, Elsbeth Lightfeather from the 
Planetery News service, over 200 underground and 200 semi-straight subscribers. 
Mr. Van De Bourg, freelancer from Holland. Finally, Ms. Rose McDermott, 
otherwise known as Ms. McD from WAKKO Radio, Boston." 
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Indicating Mercedes he adds, "She'll be introduced later if things 
work out." 

Everyone looks at each other with various degrees of cool and 
amusement. Kelly is having difficulty containing himself. Things have 
been going too well. Quite a good catch of press fish for just ten 
hours work. Add a few glasses of red wine and a pipeful of Erik Van 
'the man' De Bourg's hash...black afghanie bought in Amsterdam just 
last week...well, Kelly is very relaxed. 

"I'll be brief. The U.S. NEST is in full alert over a nuclear 
extortion threat. It is connected to the recent killing in Colorado 
at the Rockly Flats Facility and the deaths in the last two days at 
Green Mountain." 

Two of the reporters cannot hide their interest in this announcement. 
The other two are blase'. One of each pair already knows about the 
NEST alert. One of the two seemingly surprised reporters even has heard 
about the deaths. 

Kelly again nods at Mercedes. "If you want to hear what this woman 
can tell you, you'll have to promise to keep her completely off the 
record." 

"Do you have any more details Kelly?" Ms. McD rasps. 
"Yes, I'll try to be concise. Eleanor Demont was killed two nights 

ago. She was run down on purpose by two employees of the Research 
East Company. They are under contract to Atlantic Gas & Electric, the 
builders of Green Mountain. The two Research East men are named Bill 
Simpson and Rob Nesler. Nesler was killed in self-defense by an un-
identified antinuclear activist he assaulted. I witnessed all these 
events or confessions to them. The police now have Bill Simpson. This 
whole thing is being hushed up because it is connected to the Nuclear 
Emergency Search Team alert and the killing of the guard at Rocky Flats." 

"What can the woman tell us?" Bill Gray points at Mercedes with his pen. 
"Do you promise not to reveal her as a source?" Kelly counters. 
Grumbling, the reporters agree. 
Mercedes looks at them, unintentionally dramatic. She really didn't 

expect this meeting to happen. She has been watching the reporters and 
she's now sure that several of them were onto the story already. The 
rest would be by the time this lunch ended. Sharply she realizes that 
events have developed a momentum of their own. 

"My name is Mercedes de Puig Atocha.. I am an agent for NEST. I 
corroborate everything Kelly has said." 

"What proof do you have?' blonde, shaggy, mustachioed Eric Van De 
Bourg asks her politely. 

"Here is my idellification. You should have no trouble confirming it. 
Our identities are riot very secret." 

"Can you tell us anything else?" De Bourg asks in his soft European 
accent. 

"No, I am sorry. I am on this case. You understand if the government 
confirms I have spoken to you I will be fired and perhaps prosecuted. 
Kelly has assured me you are all profession4journalists." 

"We keep our promises, if that's what you mean," the quiet Amerindian 
woman from the news service says, speaking for the first time. 

"Are either of you going to answer any more questions?" Bill Gray asks. 
"No, Bill," Kelly tells him. "But you four are now ahead of all your 

colleques on what may be the biggest story of the decade." 
Ms. McD raises a glass of Chianti to him. "Don't kid yourself, this 

decade has barely begun." 
Mercedes leans over and whispers in Kelly's ear, "If we stay they 

will just try to pump us out, right? So let us go back to the hotel 
and see if there is word of Serramonte." 

"Okay," he agrees. 
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"We can use your name, can't we Kelly?" the Dutchman asks. 
"Please do," he replies. "If you don't I'll probably be killed." 

He slips out before he can be questioned more. Mercedes is caught by 
surprise by his quick exit. She gets up and grabs her coat. 

Ms. McD catches her arm. "You corroborate that too, sister?" she barks. 
"Yes, I am afraid I do," she answers slipping away after Kelly. 

Kelly sits beside Mercedes on the bed in the room they've rented to 
set-up the press converence. 

"Can I tell you something, Mercedes?" 
She smiles at him and says, "Please, 

I am one big ear." 
"You mean you are all ears." 
She laughs. "What a funny expression." 
He laughs and takes both her hands in his. "Mercedes, you are amazing. 

I think you are very beautiful," he adds lamely. 
Neither one speaks. In the silence their eyes find each other. 

Their nervousness melts and as it does they both realize that soon they 
will be making love. Kelly is no longer frozen by fear of rejection. 
Now he is frozen with anticipation. Mercedes isn't frozen at all. 

"I think you are beautiful too, Kelly." She proves it by gently leaning 
forward to kiss his immobile lips. He finds his arms around her and 
suddenly realizes the wet warmth on his mouth is her. He has shut his 
eyes, now he opens them. He becomes very aware of every detail of her 
face. Her lips are rose quartz, sculptured, warm but firm. Her skin 
is dusky like the dark side of an olive leaf; her hair a Mack night with 
stars. She has pastel yellow teeth that are hard and sharp. She kisses 
him a second time, harder. Her teeth explore his lips, her tongue his 
mouth. 

He responds instinctively. His hands search her back, remembering 
what they-have never touched before. He feels her strength and is a 
little afraid. "This woman has killed. She is very strong.". It is 
impossible for him to think more clearly, nor does he want to. He 
wants her too much. 

She kisses his face again and asks, "Why do I have to go after all my 
kisses?" Before he can reply she continues. "Shall we undress ourselves 
or each other?" 

To answer he slips his hands off her and starts unbuttoning her 
blouse. At the same time she reaches behind herself and undoes her 
bra. As the blouse swings open the bra falls down around her belly. 
Her breasts slip free to bounce gently, full and round, tipped with 
large brown nipples which are garnished by tufts of black hair, thick-
silk wires. Kelly is very clear and focused. The world is a beautiful 
breast. The only other thing in reality is the faint impression that 
somewhere there is another breast, equally dark, equally perfect. 
Mercedes lies calmly on her back as Kelly's mouth seeks. Her nipples 
grow erect under his kisses. They are not sweet, they are almost 
astringent, like sweat. But it is an elusive taste so he pursues it. 
The shapes of the breasts are elusive too, so with his hands and 
mouth he seeks them as well. But they are never fixed, never just 
material, except for the nipples, bobbing erratically under his 
attentions, growing larger and harder. 

Mercedes slips her hands under his shirt to feel his cool bony back. 
"He is tense like a live wire. He is quivering like one big penis," 
She thinks to herself. 

The thought is parent. She slips her hands down?lower until they 
find Kelly's jeans. Smoothly she undoes his belt and then undoes the 
button. The zipper slides down easily. Mercedes looks down to See the 
engorged pink face of Kelly's manhood peering hungrily from the slot 
of his white briefs. She giggles. 
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"What's this?" Kelly asks confused. He raises his head from his 
breast-world. 

"I thought we were going to undress each other," Mercedes replies 
innocently as she slides his pants and underwear down around his thights. 
His organ stands out red from his slim white body, garishly. Kelly 
returns to something resembling normal consciousness. He kicks off 
his shoes and pulls off his pants taking the socks with them. He rips 
his shirt and sweater off over his head. Completely naked now he seems 
more at ease. 

"Let me help you," he offers, slipping her shoes off. Then her socks. 
"Do you wear these flat shoes for fighting?" 

"I could not wear high heels. I wear sensible shoes." 
"And are your pants sensible, too?" 
"Many skirts and dresses are unsuitible for street fighting it is true." 
He unsnaps her black slacks and pulls them down. She arches her back 

so that they can clear her ass. He slides them all the way off. She has 
black lace panties. 

"Now these aren't sensible." She smiles back at him. 
He slips the panties off. Her mons is black, but not like her hair. 

It is like the hair around her breasts and in her armpits, soft and curly. 
It is jet black and it explodes from between her legs, a clump of strange 
dark grass that might grow on the far side of the moon. He sits back 
on the bed breathless. She lies across it naked except for her open 
blouse. They admire each other. After a reverent silence she becomes 
ironic. 

"Yes, we are good looking, but we are still young. It is easy to 
be beautiful when one is young. Come, Kelly, let us get into the bed." 
She climbs under the covers and takes off her blouse. He crawls in 
and joins her. 

"Boy, if those reporters could see us now they'd sure have a story," 
he tells her. 

"No story yet, as far as I can see," she replies archly. 
"My, my...It's still a little early in the afternoon," he mumbles 

Shyly they shift a little toward each other. Less shyly their hands 
snake out to continue exploring. 

At the same moment they discover each other's hips. Again they 
shift toward each other. Mercedes brushes up Kelly's leg on over 
one small knotted adolescent cheek. Kelly's hand traces her ample 
curves. She has the body of a Mediterranean goddess, powerful like the 
huntress Artemis, fertile like the great sea itself. Her hand finds 
the small of his back and his finds the smooth cleft between her buttocks. 
They pull themselves together. 

They each notice the heat of the other with pleasure. 
They kiss thoughtlessly. Their bodies mesh; two objects in space 

drawn together by their own gravity, their own mass. Slowly Mercedes 
slides over on top of him. His leg rides up.between hers until his 
knee nestles in her damp crotch. She moans and shakes herself against 
him. He shakes too. Horrified he realizes that he is very close to 
coming. To keep from coming he must think about something other than her; 
Mercedes de Puig Atocha, raven-haired government spy; naked foreign woman 
climbing,_rubbing, kissing, licking and biting him. But there is nothing 
else he wants to think about. Fortunately, just worrying about it is 
enough to delay his ejaculation, for at least a short while. 

Mercifully she slows down and stops. "Kelly, I want to fuck. I will 
put in my diaphragm, okay?" 

He thinks a minute. "Right now I want to fuck you more than anything 
else in the world. But first, can I eat you?" Kelly is almost coy by 
the end of his request. Mercedes is touched, then enthused. 
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"Yes," she says savagely. "I will like that." Instead of climbing off him 
to lie calmly for his pleasure, she crawls up toward his face until 
she straddles his head. She shoves the pillows out of the 
way. "Now take your fill,"'she orders and she lowers 
herself onto his face. 

Kelly is thrown into a jungle. He reaches behind 
her and grabs flesh to keep from drowning. Looking 
up he can see both her breasts jiggling beyond the 
easy swelling of her belly. Delicately, with tongue, 
lips, and teeth, he explores the details of her. 
All he hears is the swish of her thighs as they rub 
across his ears. All he can taste or smell is her. 
But he doesn't just feel her. As he strives upward, 
driving his tongue deeper into her, he feels the whole 
curve of the earth behind him, suporting him, backstopping 
her passion. She slides across his face again and again. 

One of his hands slips down the inside of her ass. She moans and 
reaches behind herself. "Yes, that would be nice," she says and she shakes 
her whole pelvis in gratitude. Her hand finds his and guides it to the 
center. "It is not wet enough," she says and she wets her hand and then 
her asshole. He slides his finger inside her and she moans again, clearly, 
involuntairily. "Not so fast," she warns, shaking her lower body again. 
"Ahhhh," she tells him he's doing better. 

His finger goes deeper as she moves against him in sharper, almost 
brutal thrusts. Mercedes grabs the headboard to get more leverage and she 
grinds her teeth in concentration. The orgasm seems to start in her 
throat. With effort it crawls out of her mouth in a low growl- Then 
her body shakes at its roots and Kelly's mouth feels her vagina gasp, 
gasp again, grit its teeth...moan, and relax. She falls off him onto 
the bed and pants happily. He swims his own way back to consciousness. 
The first thing he does is remove several pubic hairs from his mouth. 
They seem less like silk now. 

"If you don't want to make love more I'll be okay," he lies 
chivalrously. 

"Are you kidding me?" She grins and then crawls to the side of the 
bed and picks up her bag. "Let me get the little flying saucer in and 
we can go on.M 

She takes the round diaphragm from its clam-like container and squirts 
mucous-colored jelly into it. Kelly moves up behind her and gently 
strokes her. She shifts onto her back and expertly slips the folded 
disk into herself. "Goes4n easy now," she says with satisfaction. Kelly 
bites her shoulder. "You know, I have never put one of these in in 
front of a man before." 

"You're kidding," Kelly says uninterested. He is desperately hungry 
for her now. 

"Latin men, American men, most men I should say, They don't want 
to know about the messy details," Mercedes continues, but Kelly's 
kisses and nibbles are distracting her. "S00000," she says from her 
throat, "you want to take a little ride yourself, yes? Come herethen." 
She shifts under him and spreads her legs in invitation. He slides 
into her in a second. They both pause, to savor. 

"I feel very close to you, Mercedes," he tells her in a low voice. 
"You should," she teases him. "You will not get much closer." She 

moves a little under him, shifting him higher so the base of his cock is 
against her clitoris. 

Tentatively he moves against her but stops. "I'm sorry Mercedes, 
but I'm very close to coming." 

She laughs. "You are so polite! I should hope you are close to 
coming. Come. Fuck me. I may come again and I may not, but you 
should not worry about it now. Come." 



43 

He does not need more encouragement. He starts sliding in and out. 
He searches out her breasts with his mouth and kisses them, chews them, 
rubs them, Mercedes arches her back. Kelly sees her chest turn white 
and then a pink blush spreads over it. The same thing happens to him, 
but neither of them notice. Mercedes lifts her legs and holds them open 
with her hands, allowing Kelly deeper inside her. She feels him swell 
again and knows he is close. 

He is incapable of doing anything but fucking. He hands are now under 
her. She folds her legs over his back and suddenly slides her right 
index finger down his back and to his ass. 

A moment before the world had stopped. He had felt like he could go 
on forever. He seemed to remember every simple pleasure he had ever 
experienced; a drink of water after running, the feel of the ocean on 
a September day, every time he had ever made love, the beauty of a 
soccer ball skidding'into a goal. Orgasm seems to always trail right 
after infinity for Kelly...this occasion is no exception. 

His whole body arches, riven with a tremendous energy. Spasms sweep 
his torso and pelvis and then he lies still in her arms and in her cunt. 
She kisses his forhead. 

"You make love like a poet, you know." 
He looks at her sleepily. "It's my religion." 
RINNNNGGGGG. The hotel phone demands their attention. Mercedes 

answers. She says nothing but, "Thank you," and then hangs up. "That 
was NEST," she tells Kelly. A satellite has picked up Serramonte in 
Denver, of all places. We have to follow him. 

"Can't we rest?" he asks. 
She agrees. "Yes, let us sleep for a while. Maybe he will keep moving. 

I will set my watch for two hours." 

CHAPTER NINE 

Reactionary concepts plus revolutionary emotions results in 
fascist mentality. -- Whelhelm Reich 

Magic should make life easier. -- Madeline Montalban 

"On a plane again," Edward Blake grumbles as their jet takes off 
for San Francisco. 

"I like flying," Laurel remarks. 
"No doubt. Tell me, what happened the last time you went to this 

bookstore?" 
"No, I won't tell you." 
"Why?" 
"It would just frighten you and condition your reactions. It was 

different then anyway." 
"How was it different?" 
"One of the owners, Marinette, was my teacher up until then. Now, 

because of that last visit, I'm my own person." 
"I can't imagine you belonging to anyone but yourself." 
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"I couldn't either, until it happened." Laurel stares out the window at 
the receding ground. She is obviously trying to discourage Edward Blake 
from asking more questions. He admires her sharp profile. Features like 
hers have graced a thousand pagan idols. But Blake is too nervous about the 
coming confrontation to be content with Laurel's desire not to be communicative. 

"Can you tell me anything about the store then?" he prods. 
She sighs. "you're right, Eduardo. Some things I know will be helpful 

to you. I shouldn't just be preoccupied with my past." She pauses. Then 
she says, "The house is a very powerful and evil place." 

"Evil?" 
"I don't use the term lightly. It is at the nodal point of a number of 

natural leys. These are natural force lines that are found everywhere in 
the world. The old religions were very aware of them. In China they are 
called lung-mei, I think, dragon paths. Anyway, such intersections are 
especially sensitive. I've heard there is even an underground spring there 
That would fit. Many nodal points have springs. Everywhere around the world 
such places are known and are considered holy and powerful. That's why 
churches have been built on the sites of ancient temples. The Ohlone Indians 
knew of this spot and to them it was holy. So holy that several of the last 
'wild' Ohlone fled there during a mission revolt against the Spanish. That's 
where they were murdered by the conquistadores and the priests. It is a very 
evil place now." She is silent for a moment in memory of that still fresh 
crime. 

"It is also evil because there are many evil things there. The Great Beast 
is a term for the Devil. Urbain Grandier, Marinette's partner, is a Satanist. 
I have nothing but disgust for that perverted Christian sect. They have 
nothing in common with the craft. Marinette is not a Satanist. I don't know 
what she is, just that I could not follow her." Laurel picks at one of her 
nails nervously. "The house itself is a Queen Anne. A classic. I don't know 
how it survived the Great Fire. That whole area was burned, I think. Now, 
since I've been so kind to you, could you do me a favor?" 

"Sure, Laurel." 
"Ask the attendant there to check on Little Tiger." 
He frowns. "I don't know why you insisted on bringing him." 
Laurel looks at him seriously. "Asit:me that again when this visit is over." 

With that she turns over and pretends to sleep. 

Laurel doesn't lose her uncommunicative aura until their taxi pulls up to 
a wooden yellow house in a dirty industrial district of San Francisco. 
As Edward Blake pays the driver, she holds Little Tiger up toward the house, 
and then behind her and to both sides. 

"Thanks, sweetie," she whispers to the kitten. Then more loudly, "Here 
we are. Lucky us in the belly of the beast. Come on, Eduardo, we're ready." 

"Well at least you're talking to me now," he says to her back as he follows 
her up the stairs and through one of the double doors marked simply, The Great 
Beast 565656. 

"I was expecting you." The speaker is a cheerful pretty woman who appears 
to be the same age as Laurel. She has the chubby features that usually turn 
to geniality with age. Her full body will probably follow her features into 
stoutness. 

"No you weren't," Laurel disagrees. 
"I see you brought a friend," Marinette says, indicating not Edward Blake 

but- Little Tiger who is still in Laurel's arms. Laurel lets the kitten go. 
"Go play," she says. Smoothly she nods at her companion. "Let me introduce 

my friend, Mr. Edward Blake. Eduardo, meet Marinette." 
They exchange greetings. 
The shallow ritual over, Marinette folds her hands in front of herself and 

asks, "How can I help you? The latest in Goddess paraphenalia perhaps? Tantric 
sex manuals?" She raises an eyebrow. 
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"What do you have in the way of writing paper?" Laurel asks. 
"Maybe you have something with the Eye of Horus on it?" Blake adds 

bluntly. 
Marinette remains solicitous. "Perhaps. Let me ring for Urbain." 

She motions in the air and a great gong sounds once, shaking the house. 
GONG! 
"Same old tricks, I see," Laurel says, smiling sweetly. 
"Oh, I've learned a few new things. But do tell me, how is my 

favorite pagan saint?" 
"I'm doing fine, if that's who you mean. That reminds me though of 

a Lithuanian story my grandmother told me about a wolf that becomes a 
saint. One day a goose going by decides to have some fun and hisses 
at the wolf. The wolf eats it. 'But saints shouldn't eat geese,' 
another goose says. 'Yes,' the saintly wolf replies, 'but geese shouldn't 
hiss at saints.'" 

Marinette claps her hands and gives a tinkly little laugh. "How 
amusing. You must tell Urbain. Here he is now." 

A large, clean-cut man wearing elaborate, vaguely Christian, robes, 
enters. He sports a big rugged jaw that could be used to shovel coal 
and a physique that could do the digging, big shoulders and big hands. 
A thick hank of brown hair hangs over his placid, almost stupidel  face. 
The only thing that is disturbing about him is his eyes. They are lifeless. 
He may laugh or smile but his eyes never flicker. They see but they show 
no feeling. 

More meaningless introductions. 
"They are interested in our Eye-of Horus paper," Marinette informs 

her partner. He seems pleased. 
"Good, good. Very spiritual." 
Laurel strolls around the front room of the shop. She picks up some 

black candles from a display table. "Actually we were more interested 
in who else has bought that type of paper." 

Urbain professes shock. "All our records are secret. It wasn't so 
long ago that people like us were being persecuted." 

"Don't be a hypocrite," Laurel snaps. "It was people like you who 
Set those fires. I haven't forgotten the burnings." 

"My namesake went to the stake," he protests. 
She looks at him with disgust. "I said people like you lit those fires." 
Marinette intervenes. "Let's not argue about history, darlings." 

She steps between them and resumes her helpful manner. Laurel steps 
back. She seems afraid to get too close to her. "But Urbain is right. 
We do keep our records confidential so I'm afraid we can't help you. 
It's the law." 
_ "I'm the law, lady," Blake says. He pulls out his identification. "I'm 
a Federal Agent with the Nuclear Emergency Search Team." - 

Marinette looks at Laurel sardonically. "Strange 
company for an anarchist and a feminist to keep. And 

_ I thought your politics were so pure." 
"You don't understand any politics except your 

own power," Laurel snaps back. 
Marinette tenses. "Laurel, darling, you always 

did judge me harshly. I only seek knowledge." 
"You're greedy, Marinette. You want it all." 
The older woman colors slightly. "As the alchemists 

say, 'If you have not All, All is nothing.'" 
"It'_s not a principle with you, it's an appetite." 
"What do you know of my principles?" rages Marinette. She seems 

quite different now that Laurel has angered her. Hatred takes her 
ample features and transforms them into a demonic mask. "I was expecting 
you to visit our little...cat...trap. You'll not find the alchemist's 



46 

bomb and you'll not leave here. ABRAHADABRA!" She begins an incantation... 
"AHHHHHHHH!!!!" Laurel puts out her hands palm open and screams so 

loudly that Urbain and Blake have to actually cover their ears. Marinette's 
words are drowned out, so she stops trying to chant her spell and steps 
quickly behind a display case. 

"Stop her!" Laurel cries. Blake automatically drawahis gun, but he finds 
his movements are slowing down. As Marinette raises something in her hand, 
Little Tiger leaps from above in an orange waterfall and tumbles right onto 
her. There's the sound of glass breaking. 

Urbain steps forward and Laurel steps to meet him. She holds up her hand. 
He grabs it. A bright spark arcs out. Convulsed, he collapses on the floor. 

"We must be quick," she tells Blake who only now gets his gun out. "Put 
that useless thing away and follow Little Tiger." She points at the orange 
kitten who is running into the back room. 

"Where did Marinette go?" he asks as he steps over the fallen Satanic priest. 
"How the hell should I know?" Laurel replies irritably. "Get going." 
Blake goes in and comes out a few seconds later with Little Tiger and a 

bunch of papers in his hands. "Your cat was sitting on this list of orders. 
All for Horus paper." 

"Hurry, Eduardo, she'll be back." Laurel pulls some chalk from a pouch 
around her neck and makes some signs on the floor. Backing up, she makes marks 
all the way to the door. On the door she draws the Eye of Horus. She steps out 
behind Blake and the kitten and shuts the door. As she does, the room is 
filled with a blinding flash of scarlet light. "That should hold her for a 
second," she tells an awed Blake. "And for insurance..." She slips a bike 
lock through the double door handles and snaps it shut. Blake hands her 
Little Tiger and they run down the stairs as the doors start shaking. The 
hinges on one of them pops half out. 

"What's doing that?" Blake wonders aloud. 
"She is, of course." Laurel grabs him and they rush down the street. 
At the corner two white men come running up. They're young men in very 

nice three-piece suits. The blonde one pulls a gun a few feet in front of 
them. Edward Blake doesn't pause. He lowers his head and drives his shoulder 
into the man's groin before he can aim. They hit the ground, Blake rolls, and 
he's up with the gun in his hand. The blonde man lies still. It's so smooth it 
looks rehearsed. Blake whirls as his thumb finds the safety and Switches it off. 
Laurel needs no assistance. Scornfully, she throws Little Tiger into the dark-
haired man's face. As he holds his eyes, Blake steps up behind him and puts the 
fat little gun he's taken from the blonde man right behind his ear. 

"Who you with?" 
"NEST." 
"Like hell." 
"Honest." 
"So am I." 
"Then give us the list." 
"Maybe later." Blake knocks him unconscious. 
Laurel grabs his arm and drags him down the street. "Come on, Eduardo." 

They follow Little Tiger to the corner and around. 

"On a plane again," Blake complains. "We were only here a few hours." 
"You don't like flying do you?" Laurel asks, knowing the answer. 
"Just done too much of it. You know, I didn't think that Marinette 

was so bad. You sure egged her on." 
"Eduardo, you don't know what you are talking about," Laurel says with 

conviction. "She came very close to destroying us. I'm afraid all wicked 
witches were not invented by frightened men." 

"I never said they were," he protests. 
"Just a turn of phrase, Eduardo," she reassures him. 
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"Where did you learn to scream like that?" 
"Yoga." 
"And the light? The shock?" 
"Trade secrets." She smiles and pats his arm. "We did all right, I 

think. You certainly handled those men. Do you really think they were 
NEST agents?" 

He blushes a little at the compliment. "I don't know. It's possible. 
It's a big organization. We're often stepping on each other's toes. 
Can you tell me something else?" 

"I'll try." 
"I felt like I was in molassas there for awhile, in the store. Did you 

feel it?" 
"No, but I had protective spells up. I tried to protect you, too, but 

from that kind of thing it is very difficult. Time is so relative." 
Blake looks bemused. "Relative. Right." They ride along in silence. 

Miles pass in seconds, but it's hard to be aware of it. Blake pulls out 
some books from his leather briefcase. "You know these books I got at 
that other bookstore are very interesting." 

Laurel takes one. "Really, what did you get?" 
"Suggestive Inquiry into the Hermetic Mystery by Mary South, The Secret 

of the Golden Flower by Jung, The Philosopher's Stone by Israel Regardie, 
and The Alchemist's Handbook by Frater Albertus. There is some very 

Interesting information in them. For one thing, though it's 

1  
441 L!  the note to NEST in context.. .. the nigredo, the king, etc. But 

were both alchemists. Then there's lots of stuff that puts 

no great surprise, Hermes Trismegistus and John Fredrick 
are sometimes claimed to be the same person. At least they 

a few things are sort of disturbing." 
"Like what?" 7,4 

e  "The massacre of the innocents." 
"What's that?" 

"The symbolic name for the extraction of gold from mercury. It's a 
key stage of The Great Work, but what if it's not a metaphor? What's 
plutonium but a transmuted metal?" 

"You look worried?" 
"Damn right I'm worried. It's not just this case either, but that's a 

whole other story. Or the same story. Anyway, it's a pisser to find that 
the stage of The Great. Work right before the massacre of the innocents is 
a futile search by blind men. I hate to think that we might be playing 
that role." 

"You know, Eduardo, we have ways of helping find clarity in troubled 
times. Perhaps we could convince Kelly to read the Tarot for you.. You 
could learn a lot about your options. At the worst it is interesting." 

"I don't know. I'm pretty skeptical about that kind of thing." 
"The Tarot is influenced by alchemy, you know. It might help with the case." 
"Maybe you're right." 
Laurel pounces. "Good. Mercedes and Kelly should be back before us. 

Kelly can give you a reading. You won't regret it." After a pause, Laurel 
looks at Blake sideways. "Eduardo?" 

"Yes?" 
"I wonder if you'd do me a favor?" 
"What?" 
"Could you ask the..." 
"...stewardess to check on Little Tiger," he finishes the sentence 

for her. He gets up. "Sure. I want to buy a drink anyway. Do you 
want something?" 

"No, thank you. Aren't you going to ask me if bringing him was 
such a good idea?" 

"No." He goes on down the aisle. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

Your future is in good hands with the Tarot. -- JC Penny Catalogue 

All my life I have been a prisoner under the Tower. 
-- Marge Piercy in the 
poem, The Matter: THE TOWER 
STRUCK BY LIGHTENING REVERSED: 
Also the matter is THE OVER-
TURNING OF THE TOWER. 

Mercedes looks around the room. She still finds America strange; cheap 
houses neatly painted with cheap paint. Cheap Colorado houses. In the 
Barcelona she remembered, things had more permanence. The great houses of 
the rich--massive, ornate. The solid stone houses of the middle-class and 
landed peasants. The houses of the poor, melting eternally back into the earth--
stone, cement, and plaster. Through the sliding glass doors she can see it 
is getting dark quickly. Usually summer days die so slowly, but not lately. 
She returns to studying the room. In the growing dark it seems to get more 
comfortable. The floor is covered with pillows, the low table has several 
little brass lamps on it, burning scented oil. Kelly has taken out a wooden 
box and he's removing three or four packs of cards from it. Edward Blake is 
across from him, but he's not watching Kelly. Instead he looks out the sliding 
glass door at the last violet rays of the set sun. He looks more than tired.- 
beyond tired—pursued. 

Mercedes is shocked. "He's old," she thinks clearly. She compares him to 
Kelly who has unwrapped the various Tarot decks from their silk, velvet, and 
leather coverings. Kelly is smiling calmly. His sinewy body hunches over 
the cards, weaving in tune to the reggae music coming in from the living room. 
Edward Blake's body, heavier, thicker than Kelly's, lies unconscious under 
the table. Only Edward Blake's face is awake, looking out the sliding door, 
mirroring the coming night. 

"So what is this alchemy about?" Mercedes asks him. 
Blake sits up a little. "I've only read a few books Pon the plane and since 

we got here. Seems they had a rule about never saying anything clearly, so 
you can imagine that doesn't make it easier," 

"Is it very old?" 
"Older than I thought. It was practiced in ancient China for sure and by 

the earliest Greeks, maybe earlier. From the beginning there have been two 
major tendencies: the spiritual alchemists who saw it as some kind of religion, 
and the labmatory alchemists who said you could really do things like change 
lead into gold or make a universal medicine, the elixer of life." 

"That seems clear enough." 
"I wish. Actually those categories overlap a great deal. And it 

appears that the only alchemists who were successful in changing lead- into 
gold or whatever, were alchemists who did both philosophy and chemistry." 

"What about all these strange words: nigredo, Red King, Dragon Nagari, 
Philosopher's Stone..." 

"They're hard to explain._ The way they did the actual lab work is very 
secret, much of it only explained in these complex symbola. You've got to 
understand that alchemy is a mix of all sorts of old systems; Platonist, 
Egyptian, Hermetic, Gnostic, Islamic, Hebraic, Chinese... It's almost impossible 
to sort out. There are three principles, four elements, and scores of processes 
like calcination, sublimation, condensation, crystallization, albification, 
distillation, solidification and so on. As it happens to what the alchemist 
is working an, the Materia Confusa,it's called, it happens to the alchemist's 
soul as well." 
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"I do not understand." 
"Well, take the instruction, 'solve et coagula...dissolve and 

coagulate'. The spiritual alchemist would say, 'solvite corpora et 
coagulate spiritumi ." 

"Dissolve the body and coagulate the spirit," Mercedes translates. 
"Right, and some of them took this pretty seriously. They were 

always drinking stuff from their labs or getting high 
on fumes. In China this became the-main focus. A 

t number of Chinese alchemists, and even Chinese emperors,
' died drinking alchemist brew which was usually spiked 

with quicksilver. Still, they did invent alcohol." 
"What about the purely spiritual ones?" 
"Jung wrote about them. He claimed alchemy picked 

up on the basic arch:type system. But that cuts both 
ways. Maybe alchemy was plugged into the basic archtypes. 
Maybe it works much better than the scientists say. The 
first explorer of this connection was a guy named Silberer, 
he wrote a book called Probleme der Mystik and Inher 
Symbolik. Killed himself shortly afterwards. Lots of 
alchemists suicide." 

"What do you think?" 
"I don't know. One thing struck me; some of the 

alchemist ideas are more like modern physics than anything 
MERCURY  else. Newton was an alchemist, after all. But alchemist 

physics isn't Newtonian, it's post-Einsteinian." 
"How does this fit in with nuclear weapons?" 
"It's hard to say. It's all pretty vague. There's a lot about dragons, 

for example. They are talking about changing matter from one element to 
another and that means fission and fusion. This is the most secret part 
of alchemy, so there are only hints, of course." 

"I think it is some sort of cover." 
Blake smiles. "You're probably right...but it is definately part of 

the case." 
She studies him seriously. "You like this, do you?" 
"I enjoy studying it. It's hard to tell where alchemy stops and 

modern science begins." 
"They are both fakes," she says firmly. 
"There you go," he laughs, "you are an anarchist." 
Kelly looks over at them. "Don't jump to any hasty conclusions," 

he warns Blake. He gets up and hands him the cards. "Here, look at 
these Tarots and see which one you like the most." 

"Why, thank you. Can you tell me anything about them?" 
"Yes, I guess I should. I only have a few decks. This one, the 

Tarot de Marseilles, is supposed to be the most faithful to the first 
known decks." He points to a small deck of cards in front of Edward 
Blake. Mercedes moves so she can look over Blake's shoulder. 

"Why they are charming," she exclaims as she takes half the deck from 
him. On the cards are bright simple pictures of people and objects from 
the Renaissance. Kelly slips easily into a smooth patter. 

"Some claim the Tarot is from ancient Egypt, but the first mention 
of cards isn't until 1377 when they were banned in Brefeld, Switzerland. 
Much of the history of Tarot cards comes from the attempts to surpress 
them. You may not believe it, but as recently as 1975 a woman was 
arrested and convicted in Los Angeles for using Tarot cards." 

"Since the Tarot appeared in Europe about the same time as the Rom, 
the Gypsies, and since some Gypsies use them, they are often associated, 
but _the cards not only have Gypsy symbols but also Babylonian, Greek, 
Pagan, Judaic, Christian, and Gnostic, In the last two hundred years 
people have added Egyptian, Eastern, and feminist symbols. Of course, 
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many symbols are shared by more than one culture or cult. Most are shared in 
fact. All sorts of people have been credited with inventing the .cards: Moses, 
Hermes Trismegistus, King Mathias of Hungary, Queen Isabella, and others, but 
actually nobody knows where they came from." 

Edward Blake looks up interested, but it's hard to tell if he's been 
attentive to Kelly or to the pictures on the cards. He reaches out for 
another deck. "How do they work?" he asks. 

Kelly seems uncomfortable. "I don't know how they work. I don't do this 
very often. Laurel and Mali asked me to give you a reading. There are lots 
of theories. The best ones involve a heavy use of Jungian stuff, poetry, and 
ESP. The use of the cards is very conditional. They may mean what will happen, 
or what might happen unless you do something, or even what won't happen unless 
you act on what the cards reveal. All the best theories explain quite 
beautifully how the cards can work on intuitive, almost subliminal, and emotional 
levels, but what I find disconcerting is that the cards are often unambiguous 
and accurate." 

Kelly shifts uncomfortably again. "He is uneasy with what he does not 
understand," Mercedes realizes. 

"The other three decks we have here are the Waite deck, the Crowley deck, 
and the Aquarian deck. The Waite deck is the smaller one there, full of 
sexless cherubs and the pastels of Victorians _on holiday. Waite was a member 
of the Order of the Golden Dawn along with Yeats and Crowley-He added the 
pictures to the Minor Arcana, the suit cards. You can see you have the Major 
Arcana there, 22 cards with labels like: The Fool, The Papass, The Lovers, 
Justice, and so on. Then there are the suits of Swords, Cups, Rods or 
Wands, and Pentagrams or Coins. They correspond to the modern four suits, 
of course, but the Major Arcana are unique. Some fortune tellers only use 
the Major Arcana, but I figure once you've bought the whole deck you might 
as well use it." 

Edward Blake rumages through the different piles of cards. "Which one 
is the Crowley deck?" .  . 

"The big one, of course," Kelly answers. "There you have the darker 
side of the Victorians. Almost surreal, certainly passionate. The last_ 
one; with the amazing colors, is the Aquarian deck. Full of New Age symbols, 
but very modern in its starkness and its seriousness." 

"So what am I supposed to do?" Edward-Blake asks, feigning befuddlement. 
Mercedes can sense that her partner is waking up. "Whenever he gets 
interested in something-he starts to live again. Maybe it is his curiosity 
that has made him such a great detective. Still, he is not a young man." 
She wonders what Laurel sees in him. "Probably she slept with him for the 
ritual," Mercedes decides. "The death of the Old King. The Old King detective. 
The man who solved the case of_the thrice-murdered. Governor and that one about 
the Teamsters framed in Watsonville for the cannery fires. I hope he has one 
more case in him at least," she thinks grimly. She has never felt totally at 
ease with him. He reminds her too-much of her father. 

"You've got to pick the deck you want and then from it the card you want 
to represent youself, the Significator. I'm going to get some wine while 
you think. Want any?" 

"No, thank you," he mumbles peering closely-at the cards, 
Kelly turns to Mercedes shyly. He is only a little nervous.. Life-i 

too real right now to start getting blown away just because a beautiful 
government spy is his lover. "Do you want any Mercedes?" 

"Yes, please, Kelly." 

"I want this one." To Kelly's surprise Blake choosea the Aquarian deck. 
"And this card." Edward Blake lays it on the low table. Mercedes strains 
forward and sees that it's a-picture of an expressionless man hung- from a cross 
by his left leg. His hands are behind him and his right leg is cocked, 
awkwardly behind the one which is tied to the cross. XTI it says at the top, 
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swords are suspended over him and one lies beneath him. Four of Swords. 
"This position represents forces that have been important but have 

faded or are fading away. The card means retreat, recuperation, exile. 
The reverse is careful activity, administration. The Swords mean 
struggle, logic, even war. The whole image is one of preparatION as 
if for a quest." 

"Hummmmm," Edward Blake says noncommittally. "Let's go on." Kelly 
takes another card and puts it to the right of the cluster that holds 
the Significator. Now there is a cross with its center on the first two 
cards and the Significator. 

"This is before him," Kelly announces. 
It is another Sword. A young man looks to the left. He has a pink 

helmet with blue trim. A sword is slung on his shoulder. He's The Knight 
of Swords. 

"This knight represents the forces that are coming into greater 
influence. The Knight of Swords is a military man, skilled and determined 
but susceptible to rash action, hasty revenge. It could mean war and 
destruction. The reverse indicates foolishness." 

"Why, Edward, it sort of looks like Mr. Secretary," Mercedes jokes. 
"More like the head of operations for Military Intelligence, if 

you ask me," Blake replies. 
"It's just symbolic," Kelly interrupts lamely. 

"Let me continue. Now we'll start a column over 
here to the right of this Celtic Cross. The first 
card here at the bottom of the column, card number 
seven, represents you and your relationship to the 
question." Kelly takes yet another card from the 
deck. "The attitude of the subject on the matter," 
he says ritualistically. 

It is The Moon. A waning crescent within a blue 
circle. The face on the moon is sad and asexual. 

"The souls of the just are purified in the moon, 
whilst their bodies return to earth and their spirit 
to the sun,"' Edward Blake quotes. "That's Plutarch 
the Jesuits taught me a long time ago in their 
futile campaign to teach me Latin. I haven't 
thought of it in years." 

Kelly pauses a moment before speaking. "The Moon 
is another card of the Major Arcana. In most decks 
there are a dog and a wolf baying at her, symbolic 
of man's alientation from nature. The Aquarian pack 
does away with that. It is the card of dreams, a 
yearning for fulfillment. The reverse is peace 
coming after hard times. The Crone, the aspect of 
the Goddess who is represented by the waning moon, 
is death and wisdom, the fates, the closing of the 
circle of life." 

"Do you think all this means anything?" Mercedes is barely able to 
conceal her annoyance. Edward Blake looks at her curiously. Kelly 
doesn't even try to hide his irritation. 

"Look, Mercedes, you asked to be here. You're free to leave. You 
shouldn't stay here just to disrupt the reading." 

She considers a moment. "I am Sorry, Kelly, Edward. Something 
bothers me. I will try and relax." To prove it she takes a big gulp 
of her wine and almost chokes. 

This makes Blake chuckle, but Kelly grows more nervous. "If she's 
nervous then I'm scared shitless," he calculates. But he can't think 
of anything to do but continue the reading. It seems straightforward 
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enough to him. "Blake is going to dump the spy game and come over. It should 
make me happier," Kelly thinks, but it seems too inevitable for celebration. 
"Perhaps it's just a small victory in a lost cause," he sadly tells himself. 

"The next card describes the subject's environment, and the influences of 
those he knows." Kelly lays the card above the last one. "This influences 
him." The card. is yet another Sword. The Page of Swords is a young man in 
a soft pink cap, The handle of his sword dominates the foreground. Kelly 
moans inwardly. "I've never seen so many swords," he mumbles. Louder he 
says, "The Page of Swords represents spying, watchfulness. The reverse is 
unforeseen danger or illness. The number of Swords in this reading is very 
significant. Just swords and cups it seems, air and water. I guess it fits." 

"I would say so," Blake agrees politely. 
"The next card represents the hopes and fears of the subject in particular 

about the matter. Does that make sense? I'm getting pretty tired." 
Indeed, Mercedes notices that during the reading Blake has seemed to grow 

younger, while Kelly looks exhausted and almost grey. The older man has 
achieved some distance from his problems, using the cards as an intermediary. 
For Kelly, the opposite has happened as he knew it would. The reality of 
Edward Blake's life has permeated his entire being as the reading has pro-
gressed. The symbols pull from him the realization that Blake's life is 
not some story or abstraction. It is as real as his own life. In fact, 
except for details, it is his own life. The differences melt to insignificance 
in the face of what they share: born of woman, live under The Tower, destined 
to die. 

"His hopes and fears," Kelly says wearily as he turns over a card and puts 
it above the Page of Swords. "The Seven of Cups," Kelly announces as they 
look at the seven cups on the card. The first has fruit and a butterfly in 
it, the second is filled with a viper. A rainbow springs fromone and a 
boy's face from another. A sunflower blossoms from the fifth and a hand 
ascends from the sixth, holding a flower stem. It looks like an unbloomed 
iris. The last cup holds a space helmet or an air force helmet. Tubes and 
wires run from it off the top of the card. 

"This indicates the seeker has a_strong imagination, strong desires, but 
perhaps lacks the tenacity to achieve them. The reverse is having that 
necessary determination. It's the realization of progress. It can also 
mean megalomania or mystical visions." 

Kelly looks at Blake and Mercedes and takes a big drink of his wine. 
They are quietly studying the cards. Their faces reveal nothing but 
interest. "One more to go," Kelly thinks with relief. 

"The last card is the culmination of the matter. It doesn't mean 
literally the outcome, but it represents a completion, or a key to completion. 
It could mean what will come or just what might come." He pauses, and then 
says formally, "The culmination of the matter." 

He turns over the last card. it is the last card of the Major Arcana, 
number twenty-one. A woman holding a bloomed iris in the middle of a circle. 
On her brow is the red mark of spirituality and a triangle hangs from her 
neck. Around the circle are four pictures: a woman, an eagle, an antelope, 
and a lion. The World it says. 

"The World," Kelly reads unnecessarily. "The anima mundi. This card is 
the reward, cosmic consciousness. .Reversed it's the fear of change, stag-
nation, a cramped vision. it is called by the Gypsies the Major Fortune or 
Sophia. It is also called Truth or The Cosmos. The circle the Goddess is 
in represents the Cosmic Egg of the alchemist's Great Work. Completed. It 
is a card of completion,-not of ending. There is a tradition that the Goddess 
is a hemaphrodite in this card. We cannot see her sex in this version nor in 
The World's of the other decks. It is very appropriate for thiS spot." 

"They all seem rather appropriate, Blake remarks. 
"Yes," Kelly replies. "I warned you of that." 
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"Do you have an interpretation, Kelly?" Mercedes asks him. 
"Well, what do we have?" he asks rhetorically. "We go from The Hanged 

Man to The World. This reading is full of fours. The World is a card 
dominated by the number four just like The Hanged Man is. But at a 
higher level. We have The Four of Swords and The Eight of Swords too. 
Also The Seven of Cups and The Ace of Cups which together equal eight, 
divided by two and you have four again. In fact, under, some systems, 
the swords represent the fourth suit and the cups represent the second 
suit. Two cups times two equals four also." 

"Just a second, young man, what does the four mean again?" Blake asks. 
"The four means going on to a new level, the Squaring of the triangle, 

a big change. Maybe a change of career or of life orientation. Many 
cards in this reading refer to this symbolic death; The Hanged Man, Death, 
The World, The Moon, The Ace of Cups, all represent the rebirth after 
that death." 

"What about all the references to violence and real death?" Mercedes 
asks in a strained voice. "What about all the swords?" 

"It is dangerous to be too literal, Mercedes," Kelly replies, trying 
to stay calm. "This isn't some trick that can predict Edward's death. 
It's more like a session with a shrink." 

"Is that what you believe?" 
"What I believe is not important. What do you think, Edward?" Kelly 

almost pleads for help. 
Edward Blake does not disappoint him. "It's hard to say right off. 

I'm impressed though. This is very interesting. No doubt any reading 
can have many meanings. The cards don't rule my life, do they? They 
only allude to it. But it's comforting to find my problem isn't new, 
my question has probably been asked, and answered, a million times 
before. I may not be immortal but the cards seem to say that they are. 
Or at least their relationships are. I haven't felt this good since 
this case began." This last statement is said with a great deal of 
finality. Kelly is greatly relieved and he quietly takes his leave. 
Mercedes gets up and goes over to the sliding glass window to look 
into the night for the moon. 

"So, Mercedes, do you think I've been dealt a death hand like Wild 
Bill Hickock?" 

"Wild Bill Hickock? I do not know of him, Wild Edward Blake. I 
am glad you feel better. I wish I did. I just need to rest, I guess. 
But how could so many images of death and violence be comforting to 
you?" 

"The symbols are rich, Mercedes. Death is not a simple thing, 
you know that. You've seen enough of it. To name a fear is to gain 
power over it. Look at Odin. Sacrificed to himself, but able to 
name. It's worth it. I can't choose too much about my future now. 
Too many of my .past decisions are irrevocable. But I can choose how 
to deal with it and the cards have helped me with that. A nice little 
trick. Let's go join the others for that meeting." 

He leaves her looking for the moon and not finding her. 
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everyone finally got here. I think we're in touch." 
Myrnna agrees enthusiastically. "I support that. I'm tired of meetings. 

All we do is meet. Let's make this short." 
There are subdued. sounds of agreement. 
"Short_it is," Laurel announces. "Now, what do we have to talk about?" 
"Has everyone heard what happened with Serramonte?" Mercedes asks. 

People nod. "With the action at Rockwell?" More nods. "In San Francisco?" 
Still more nods and several grunts of knowledge. "Good. I suggest we 
just deal with any problems." 

Mali raises her hand and Mercedes indicates that it's her turn to 
speak. "I'd like it if one person calls on the next, like Mercedes just 
called on me," Mali proposes. .Still more agreement around the circle. 
"And I also think we should have a reality check. If the bomb is supposed 
to go off anthe thirteenth that only gives us seven days you know." 

There is a serious silence. 
Edward Blake waves his hand at Mali. She doesn't notice him, or 

she's forgotten that she's supposed to choose the next speaker. He 
speaks anyway. "I've got a concern. I think we have to wonder what 
NEST is up to." 

Ian looks up. "What'cha mean?" 
"To start with, what about those two guys who jumped us in SF? They 

said they were NEST people. Why did they come on like they did?" What 
were they doing there? If they weren't NEST how did they know we'd be 
there? And another thing, the call Mercedes got, I just don't like it." 

"They are acting confused," Mercedes admits. "But is NEST the problem?" 
"No. Or I hope not. That snafu with the Eye of Horus information has 

me worried too. A pretty significant slip." 
Laurel shifts in her chair. "It's an important question. We got 

these eighty names of Eye of Horus paper buyers for all the places John-
Hermes could have lived and still commute to Rocky Flats. Now what do 
we do? Do we check them out ourselves or do we turn them over to NEST?" 

No one is willing to speak. 
Mercedes finally breaks the impasse. "We do not have to inform them. 

We are doing fine so far in this investigation. If we can find the bomb 
with the minimum of help from NEST, all the better. I too have my concerns 
with NEST. It is not impossible that parts of NEST are not trying to 
help us." 

"Does everyone feel good about Mercedes' propoNal?" Kelly asks, slipping 
into the role of facilitator. 

Again vague noises and movements indicate consensus. 
"So how do we track these little doggies down?" Ian asks, picking his 

teeth with a twig. 
The Pieman clears his throat. "Umm. I've an idea. We can go to 

these houses pretending to be canvassers for Greenpeace. We've got some 
of their literature here. Eighty houses would be_twenty each if we went 
in teams of two. Then we can meet and see if we've found it or just 
have suspicions. Unless we confirm a site we should g6 to all eighty 
and then meet somewhere to make further plans." 

"Sounds good," someone agrees. "I support it," comes another voice. 
Ian turns to Edward Blake. "Fastest affinity group in the West," he 
says with wonderment. 

"What are the teams?" Myrnna interjects loudly. Even more loudly 
people say, "Meetings over." "Forget it." "Let's decide atdinner." 

"I'll make dinner if someone helps me," The Pieman offers. 
"I'll help," Myrnna volunteers. 
"Good," Kelly says, giving a thumbs-up sign. "Uhh...Mercedes and I 

are .going to take a nap in that bedroom, if it's all right," he points 
toward the back bedroom. 
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"Don't you love euphemisms?" Laurel whispers loudly to Mali. 
Kelly blushes and pretends he didn't hear. Mercedes gives Laurel 

and Mali a friendly wink. They laugh.  

In the room Mercedes turns to Kelly. "Are you sure we will not be 
disturbed?" 

"Don't worry, Mercedes. I think the others know why we want to be 
alone." 

She kisses him. "Good. I do not like surprises." 
Shyly they look at each other a moment and then Mercedes_puts her 

arm out to Kelly to steady herself. Reaching down she removes her 
shoes. Letting go she quicky slides her pants and blouse off. Then, 
leaning forward, she unhooks her bra, a black one this time. Her 
panties are red. 

She hides her smile behind mock seriousness. Holding the bra out 
she spins around in front of him. "Do you like it? Very pc, you know, 
black and red." 

"Very becoming," Kelly says. 
Mercedes picks up her clothes and starts hanging them up. "Come on," 

she tells Kelly, "this is not a church. Stop staring." 
"I can ' t help it. You're a manifestation of the Goddess." 
"I am an atheist. I will not be a goddess. Take your clothes off." 

she goes to the bed and climbs in. As Kelly starts removing his 
clothes she says, "Tell them to turn the music up. I like it." Kelly 
kicks his pants off and goes to the door. Leaning out he asks someone 
to turn the stereo up. 

"Those sure are ugly underwear," Mercedes comments when he turns 
around. 

"All right, I'll take them off." 
Who, Who, Who, Who is  What is it? What is it?... The stereo sings. 
Kelly takes off his briefs and his shirt and then tries to walk in a 

dignified manner with an erection. He failt3,,to the amusement of Mercedes. 
Blushing, he gets into bed beside her. 

"I'll get you, you little government spy." 
They wrestle silently and, after a few moments, without conviction. 

A hold slips and becomes a caress, a growl a kiss, and then a growl_again. 
"Ummmm." Mercedes says as Kelly slides up against her and they give 

up any pretense of wrestling with anything but desire. 
"This feels nice," he says with his hands. 

The red panties stand out on her olive skin. Her black mons glows 
through the silk. Kelly rolls the line of scarlet down over he legs. 
She lifts herself so they can come off. He crawls up next to her. 

"Could you put in your diaphragm, Mercedes?" 
"Vale...uh, okay. I am ready, I guess." 
"What's ballay mean?" 
"Vale? It is Catalan for 'okay'. That is all." 
As Mercedes breaks out the plastic disc, Kelly traces the lines of her 

body. She shifts to her back to slip it in. "Does not go in easy this 
time, Kelly...uh...maybe next time you will want to kiss me there again 
first?" 

"My pleasure," he mumbles as he presses against her. 
"You feel mortal today?" she teases him. 
He moves up against her harder. She shifts on her side presenting 

him with her ass: He slides into her from behind as he bites her gently 
on the shoulder. 

Oh the boys want to talk, would like to talk about those problems... 
and the girls, say.they're concerned, they are concerned with decisiveness... 

As they make love, Kelly examines Mercedes' back. "Only the earth is like 
this," he thinks, rubbing her skin, "only the earth could be this subtle." 
Then he feels like a wild animal running through a woody canyon. He 
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kisses her back again and again, kneading it with his fingers, feeling 
her skeleton flex and tighten. 

At- a pause between songs they shift over into the missionary position. 
Perhaps only coincidentally both Mercedes and Kelly are feeling very 
spiritual right now. Sexuality, either explicit or repressed, lies at 
the core of the religious experience. Or so it can seem sometimes, at 
least to Kelly. After some kisses and a few minutes of hypnotism by 
her breasts, Kelly starts focusing on her eyes. Mercedes is still 
entranced by chewing on his ear so it isn't until she goes to kiss his 
mouth again that he can really see both her eyes. They are so green 
his heart jumps. 

He looks deep into her eyes. Instead of her soul he seems to see 
his own, through a green window. At the same time she looks into his 
pale blue eyes and is reminded of the sea off Periiscola. "What a 
strange young man," she thinks, feeling his weight, feeling him inside. 

They continue looking at each other. They no longer think with 
words. They think with each other, using sensations. He spreads out 
his arms and lies directly on top of her, his face a few inches from 
hers. They move very slowly. Their eyes never leave each other. In 
one sense their eyes have taken over, drinking in hungrily of the other, 
and they aren't going to stop of their own accord. 

All the fears, the cautions, that haunt their consciousnesses have 
been drugged by the pleasures of their bodies. Now, conscious, without 
words, they meet. 

They move slowly enough to be affected by relativity. At the end 
of the last, almost infinite, movement, they both achieve orgasm. 
Despite the inevitable muscle spasms and the odd little jerks, they 
remain focused on each other until the last of the millions of doomed 
sperm are launched on their quest. Then it all becomes too much for 
Kelly and he collapses onto her chest. 
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Psycho Killer, ques gue se...Far better run run run run away... 
"Psycho killer? Kelly, is-that some famous murderer?" 
Kelly only reluctantly returns to the land of the living. 
"No, just a generic psycho killer I think." 
"I like to think I am perfect in English, but there is always so much 

more to learn." 
"You speak very well for a foreigner," Kelly stupidly remarks. 
"Foreigner!" I may only know three languages, instead of just .one 

like most of you clever Americans, but I speak them all better than you 
do your one." 

"Hey, I speak some Spanish." 
"Some Spanish. What does that mean? You do not even speak good English." 
"Well, at least I know what a contraction is." 
"I am not unfamiliar with contractions. It is better English not 

to use them. Did you not know that?" 
"Okay, I'm sorry. It was very rude of me. If I hadn't just gotten 

back from heaven, I'd have said what I meant to say." 
"What was that?" 
"That you speak English fantastically well. Tell me about it. I 

hardly know anything about you." 
"You just want material for your poetry. Life story of a government 

spY." 
"No, that's not true." 
"You mean you will not write poetry about me?" 
"You are never satisifed. Look, tell me how you learned to speak our 

language. 
"I learned because I had to. It really is not very interesting. 

When my mother came here, forsaking her beloved CatalAa to raise me in 
America, safe from anarchism, I had to learn. My uncle was a house painter 
in New York City. I spent six years in a crash course of English and 
city survival. I passed and got into Columbia. The hardest thing was 
avoiding that ugly New York accent." 

"What did you study at Columbia?" 
"Greek and Latin." 
"And now you're a spy?" 
"I am more like an investigator. I had some experience. I Spent 

two years as a private detective's assistent before Columbia. While I 
was in school I did special jobs. I know what I need to about the 
streets. And what I did not know, the government taught me." 

"Wkly did you study Greek and Latin?" 
"Etymology. Learning English I fell in love with languages. They 

are living things, you know. I love languages, their history, their 
subtlety, their incomprehensibility." 

"Tell me some etymology." 
"One does not tell etymology. But, okay. Did you know that... 

penis," she grabs the object in question, "comes from the Sanskrit 
'pasas' through the Latin 'penis'...the penetrator...but also a tail. 
In fact, the English word 'cunt,'" she puts his hand on hers," is directly 
descended from the Frisian word 'kunte' and the Middle English word 
'cunte'. They come from the Latin 'cunnus' and 'kun' in Hebrew, which 
means tail too." She plays with his penis-. "I forgot. The word pencil 
comes from the same roots as penis, but that doesn't apply to you, I 
promise." 

She slides her hand around to his ass. "This is the 'butt' or 
'buttocks'. In Old English 'buttuc'...end...end piece...the thicker end, 
which certainly isn't true in your case." She pinches one of his cheeks. 

"You really know how to build a guy up," he says in mock hurt. 
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"Ohhh, but I love it," she says shaking half his buttuc, "every 
precious ounce of it." 

"Okay, okay. I feel assaulted." He pushes her hand away. "Tell more." 
"Vale. 'To fondle,'" she strokes his chest, "is from the Middle 

English words 'fonned' to be silly and 'form' which meant pleasure or 
folly. Then comes that useful word, 'kiss'." She leans over and kisses 
one of his nipples until it grows erect. "This is a very popular word. 
It can be traced very far back. In Old English it was 'coss'. In 
Old Norwegian 'koss', in Greek 'kuss', and in Hebrew 'kuwass'. I like 
that. Kuwass me, Kelly, kuwass me." 

He kuwasses her and then asks, "What's fucking?" 
"It is from the German 'ficken'...to strike or copulate. Same with 

its root, the Latin 'future,' to copulate or to strike." 
BANG, BANG, The Pieman knocks on the door. "Dinner!" 
"How civilized," Mercedes complains. 
"It's the times, Mercedes. Please tell me some more." 
"Vale, two more. Orgasm, like we had, is from the Greek 'orgasma'. 

It means exactly the same thing. And one more? 'Sodomy'. She grabs 
his ass roughly. "Maybe something we will explore if we live so long. 
It is from the Bible, the town of Sodom, destroyed by God. 'Nuked' by 
God you might say." 

"The Goddess would never do something like that." 
She smiles. "You would like nothing better than to talk about some 

goddess. Sorry, religion bores me and I am hungry." A quick kiss and 
she's up, dressed, and out the door. 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

The more we are governed, the less we are free. -- Albert Parsons 

Be realistic. Dare the impossible. -- France '68 

Ian pokes his head into the kitchen. "Fish fa dinna?" 
"Hardly," The Pieman replies. 
"So what is cookin' cookie?" 
The Pieman whips a towel over his arm. "Monseiur, we have here le 

soup atomique. Soup de miso for heavy radiation days. Do not boil the 
miso, pleeze." He leads Ian over to the counter where Myrnna is cutting 
up vegetables for a salad. The little Walkman strapped to her waist 
is so loud they can hear the male voice singing through her head, "...from 
the west down to the east...anyday now, anyway now, I shall be released..." 

"I feel my life come shining..." Myrnna joins in, oblivious to her 
audience.  _ 

"Our new automated salad—maker." The Pieman nods at Myrnna. "Runs 
on music." 

"Japanese make I see." 
"Boycott GE," The Pieman explains. "But don't tell the unions, they'll 

get pissed." 
"Just keep feeding 'em that new wave." 
"Quite." He steers Ian back to the gas, stove/oven. "And here... 

The yams, lightly washed and baked in their own sweat, 
in z'oven, the broccoli with failed white sauce. Lots pardon me, pleeze." of good cheese. 

"Looks good, Frenchy. Need a waiter?" 
"Pleeze. Inform the guests, garson." 
"We , we 
Ian grabs a cook!s triangle hanging in the kitchen. Holding it above 

his head he drums out a tattoo, DINGALINGALINGALINGLINGALINGA... 



62 

The Pieman goes to the back bedroom where Mercedes and Kelly have 
just finished making love anthe knocks on the door. "Dinner!" 

In the distance he can hear Ian yelling something in fake French 
to the people in the living room. He takes out a bright blue bandana 
and mops his face. 

"I shall be released," Myrnna moans in accompaniment to the silent 
band. Silent to The Pieman. 

"We all hear different stuff," he mumbles to himself. Then he 
smiles. "Great. We all hear different stuff. We hear a lot of the 
same stuff, too... I think too much sometimes," he thinks, as Mercedes 
comes out of the bedroom. 

"Hello, Mr. Pieman," she says slowly. "I hear dinner is ready." 
"Yes, it is," he agrees. "Right this way, pleeze." They get to 

the dining room just as the others come drifting in. - Myrnna enters 
with the salad in a big wooden bowl. 

"Can we have a moment of silence?" Ian. asks. 
Mali starts serving herself. "Better be quick. I'm hungry." 
The Pieman fidgets. "The food is hot' now."-  _ 
"Quick!" Laurel barks; "The food is hot noW." She grabs two hands 

and practically drags the attached Pieman and Edward_Blake down. 
"Please sit down. Thank you." The rest of the company falls into an 
irregular circle. 

Kelly saunters in from the bathroom drying his face. He rounds 
out the circle. 

"Just one moment before we eat, okay?" Ian asks again. 
Silence for agreement. answers. - 
As the noise of the humans dies away, other sounds are revealed. 

The house is in a canyon suburb of Boulder, so the song of birds is 
not surprising. Nor is the groaning of several automobiles. But now, 
in the twilight, civilization seems far away. There is the noise of 
several cars in the distance that grows for a second, but then stops. 
At first a number of different birds can_be heard. One by one even 
they stop singing. It grows so quiet that they can hear the creek 80 
yards away down a ravine. 

"Fssssst!" Little Tiger hisses at them from the open window. 
"I don't feel so good," Laurel says. 
"Neither do I," Mali agrees. 
"Something's wrong," Edward Blake adds, as he gets up and goes to 

the window. The kitten turns around and looks with him into the 
quickening night. 

Mercedes gets up, too. "Who knows we are here?" 
"Two people I trust completely," Myrnna replies-. "What are we 

afraid of?" she asks in turn. 
"It's probably somebody we know," The Pieman hopes out loud. 
Ian gives him a disbelieving look.. "Then why did they park down there?" 
"Somebody should go see," Kelly suggests. 
Myrnna interrupts. "Where's , the Baron?" 
As if he has heard her, the rough voice of the old Labrador comes 

drifting in from the foot of the driveway, "Roughhhh! Roughhhh!" 
"That dog's riled," Mali says, springing up surprisingly quickly. 

"That's it for me." She grabs her coat. "The Professor's?" It's a 
question. 

"Yes!" Laurel shouts and everyone jumps up, grabs coats and packs, 
and heads for the back door. Laurel is the second one out, right behind 
the kitten. She follows Little Tiger sharply left toward the creek. 

"It's quicker this way!" Myrnna hisses from behind in a fear—strained 
voice. 

"Roughhh! Roughhhh!" they hear from the front of the house. 
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"Damn dog!" someone complains. "Uhhh." He falls. "RRRRRRR." 
"Fuck!" comes the voice louder. Then another thud. 

"R0000ch!" 
Laurel unfreezes. "We go with the cat!" She runs to the ravine and 

down into it behind Little Tiger. The rest follow. As they slide 
over the edge in a_cloud of dust a beam of white light shines down on 
the back of the house. A roaring and a great wind follow. 

"Fuckin' spaceship," Kelly yells over the noise. 
"Helicopter," Mercedes corrects him. 
They slide down the slope to the ravine's -narrow twisted floor. 

It is filled with stubby ten-foot pines and a four-foot wide creek. 
Laurel follows Little Tiger over the creek and left upstream, away 
from Boulder. Above_them they hear the helicopter land. 

"Bad timing," Edward Blake grins, exhilarated. 
"We're not safe yet," Laurel reminds him. 
"We ain't caught yet either," someone down the line says. "But 

we will be if we keep jawing," Ian finishes. 
They don't say anything for twenty minutes. Up the stream, up a 

tributary and past the spring, they climb over the mountain's shoulder 
to the pass of the Sisters. As they stand between the twin peaks they 
watch the helicopter searching the ravine on the Boulder side of the house. 

"Why do you think they're searching there?" Myrnna asks. 
Blake answers. "That's where they would go to hide. People should 

hide with people, they figure. They wouldn't think of hiding out here. 
Their shoes would get scuffed.". 

"Gosh, I'm hungry," Laurel_aays. 
"Have some soup," The Pieman offers, holding out the iron kettle 

full of miso soup. 
"Where did you get that?" she wonders. 
"What do you mean, where did .I get. it? I made it, I carried it, 

and I'm going to help eat it. Are you?" 
"Damn_right.". _ 
"I have the salad," Myrnna adds, holding out the wooden bowl. "But 

most of it spilled.in-the_creek." 
"Here's a few yams," Ian throws in. 
Mali opens her backpack and announces, "I've stil got food from 

this morning." She shakes her head on heating herself._ "Lord, child, 
was that this morning?" She dumps out a bag full of fruit, cheese, 
bread, and chocolate. -They huddle in some rocks off the trail, eating 
with their hands and watching the helicopter, searching for them in 
the distance. 

"Just like Diablo," someone says. 
"Damn helicopters," another agrees. 
Gradually they relax enough to notice their surroundings. The lights 

of Boulder carpet the plain below them. To the right, the vast glow is 
Denver. But beyond them, and to the left, .there is empty space broken 
only rarely by lights stronger than the_starwash. One such rarity is 
the bright light from the Rocky Flats Nuclear Facility where three 
nuclear triggers are made every day. On the other side of them, 
mountain peaks rise a thousand feet over their heads.. The name for 
one mountain with two heads, The Sisters. There was a beautiful Ute 
legend about the Sisters, but it is lost now. Only the name has survived. 
And the mountain. 
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Behind them rises the continental wall that is called the Rocky Mountains, 
a hacksaw cutting the sky in half. Above the stars put the lights of 
Boulder to shame. Between each two stars another star glimmers. The more 
one looks the more there is to see. The dark of thetnight can bearly 
restrain the starlight. 

"We'll be seeing ol' ma moon 'fore long," Ian announces. 
"Good," Mali grunts. "I could use some moon energy." 
"Where are we going?" Mercedes asks. 
"The Professor's. He's a friend of ours from the University. Has 

a self-sufficient house two valleys over." Myrnna explains. "He's in 
Tibet now, climbing, but he said we could use his house. We've kept 
it a secret for emergencies." 

The Pieman chuckles. "This certainly qualifies." 

They come to a two-lane asphalt road that snakes its way along the 
edge of the mountain. Turning left they head downhill. 

"Just one more mile," Myrnna huffs with relief. She and Mali are 
in front of the little column, followed by Edward Blake, Ian, and 
Mercedes. A little behind them is The Pieman and behind him are Laurel, 
carrying Little Tiger, and Kelly. They bring up the rear. Kelly starts 
to sing, 

On a wagon,,,bound for slaughter, 
there's a calf with a mournful eye. 
High above him there's a swallow 
winging swiftly through the sky... 

Laurel joins him in the chorus. 

How the winds are laughing. 
They laugh with all their might. 
Laugh and laugh the whole day through 
and half the summer's night... 

Kelly and Laurel are not great singers, but they can carry a tune. 
The simple folk melody rings clear in the quiet. It is a still, cloud-
less night. The thin sliver of the new moon is just one of the many 
stars in a night of a thousand lights. The hours of wordless walking 
have attuned them to the crunch of their steps and the hiss of their 
breathing. 

"Stop complaining," said the farmer, 
"Who told you a calf to be?" 
"Why don't you have wings to fly with, 
like the swallow, so proud and free?" 

Calves are easily bound and slaughtered, 
never knowing the reason why. 
But whoever treasures freedom 
like the swallow learns to fly. 

"Calves are easily bound and slaughtered..." Blake sings 
"If most people could see their choices and know how simple 
they'd sure be a lot happier," he mumbles on. He realizes 
why he is so happy at times like this. At least it's clear 
can choose without confusion. 

The song ends. Others follow, but Blake doesn't really 
He's caught up in old memories. The next thing he realizes 
is shouting something. 

"We made it!" 

to himself. 
they are, 

that that's 
now_ One 

notice. 
Myrnna 
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"Quiet!" Laurel hisses. She motions for the others to stop. 
Laurel approaches the isolated house cautiously. It is totally dark and 
there are no.cars in sight. Down at the valley's mouth the lights of 
Boulder glow. .Beyond them there's the darkness of the Great Plains, 
easily distinguishable from the_jew4-ed vault of the sky. 

Mali goes up and fumbles in a flowerpot near the door. She brushes 
off a key and inserts.it in the brass lock. The door swings open after 
a moment of jiggling, and they bUstle in. 

"No.lights,"suggests Myrnna. 
"That is even more suspicious," Mercedes says, flicking on the lights. 
It isn't a big-house, but it's beautiful and full of nice things. 

Even xadical_professors- seem to- do all right. In the_front room twenty 
55 gallon drums are stacked behind the piotection of a triple-glazed 
glass wall that faces south across-the canyon. The water-filled drums 
are still warm froth the da.y!s sun so the Apoplectics drift that way and 
lean_abOut an.them soaking up the solar heat. Mali pulls the insulated 
curtains shut. 

"Why doesn't the Prof shut these things?" she asks. 
"Laurel looks up. "Then people would know he isn't here in the daytime." 
Mali frowns. "Now they know he isn't here at night." 
"There's never a perfect solution," Kelly says with finality. 
Laurel continues the discussion-anyway. "Maybe he figures in the summer 

it's not necessary to shut the insulating curtains. It's not that cold." 
"It gets pretty cold at night up here," Mali counters. "If we hadn't 

been walking..." 
Kelly walks on into the kitchen and doesn't hear the rest. Entering 

the ultramodern cooking area he sees The Pieman and Myrnna are making 
hot chocolate. 

"I hope the Baron finds us," Myrnna worries. 
"He will,"_The Pieman reassures her. "He knowS these_hills." 
"Why do you-callhit the Baton-Rothschild?" Mercedes asks. 
Kelly grins. "Because the original Baron is such a tough, honest 

old capitalist-dog. He's the one who said, 'I like to buy when-no one 
else is buying. I like to buy when there's-blood in the street."' 

Mercedes shakes her head. "You people have strange jokes." 
"Water's.boiling,"_Blake points out. 
The Pieman pours-everyone a cup of chocolate. 
"It couldn't be as good as Spanish chocolate," Kelly predicts, looking 

at Mercedes. 
"Right now it is_the_best chocolate,  in the world," she replies. "But 

it is not the same as Madrid chocolate." 
The Pieman gives Kelly a cup and chuckles. "I hear in Spain it's 

more like pudding than chocolate." 
"It is very thick," Kelly admits. 

_ Distracted, Edward Blake looks about the kitchen,. He turns suddenly 
and derails their discussion, "Why do you think they raided us?" 

Reluctantly the others think about their recent near capture and the 
night flight. 

"Beats me," Kelly admits. 
"Maybe they think we kidnapped you two?" offers The Pieman without 

conviction. 
Mercedes pauses. "We are hot on the trail. We have a very good chance 

to solve this_case, but if we have to hide from NEST too..." She leaves 
the paranoia uncompleted. _ 

"I don't believe it,"_Blake says. 
"Let us use the Italian method of political analysis," Mercedes replies. 

"Cui bono?' Who benefits? Serramante thinks that a nuclear blast will 
lead to an-uprising, even revolution, that's the Backfire thesis. But 
what if you are a government official and you think a terrorist blast 
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would prove to be a big advantage in terms of getting .a bigger budget and 
more power? So perhaps you-do not look quite so hard. Even if the bomb 
is discovered at the very last moment_that.is better than if the case is 
solved easily. Some people in NEST have.every reason to want to slow us 
down if they think of their own careers and not the public good...or if 
they've linked the two in their minds." 

The others nod. The Pieman gets himself more chocolate and dips some 
stale French bread into it. Blake gets another cup, too. Then, after his 
first sip, he looks Mercedes in the eyes. "That's a very good theory. It 
could explain it. You knoW the logic could- be taken fUrther?". 

Mercedes meets his gaze. ."Yes, I know. But the smaller deviation is 
more likely. For now we should assume it." 

"What do you mean?" Myrnna slips into their dialogue. 
Edward Blake looks at her. "Mercedes and I think that part of NEST 

may be trying to slow us down.. because if the terrorist bomb goes off, or 
almost goes off, it would be a good_reason to make NEST more important." 

"It makes as .much sense _as the Backfire-thesis," Kelly. agrees.. 
"They are wearing the same clothes," Mercedes remarks bitterly. 
Blake looks around. "So we.go on as planned with this Greenpeace scam?" 
"Yes," several voices agree. 

Ian sits beside Laurel, Little Tiger, and Mali on the low couch that 
faces the wall of 55-gallon_thermal mass. Nervously he briefly takes 
Laurel's hand. "Ya.know, Laurel, we've known each other for two years now." 

She looks at him. "Two and a half.". 
"Yeah, I'm sure.yer right. Two and- a half.. Anyway, I want you to know. 

that I admire you...think the world of you...but no donkey's perfect...and... 
well...ya gotta pipe-down some, bossing_everyone 'round." 

She gets defensive. "What do you mean bossing?" 
"Well...telling people...you_could give them time to decide on their own." 
"In the middle of a police_raid?" She strokes the furry orange puddle 

on her lap. "I wasn't the leader, I just followed Little Tiger." 
"You decided to follow him and we followed you." 
"You all chose."  _  _  . 
"Damn it, ma'am," he says exasperated. "You did the right thing there. 

I followed ya myself, like a happy little doggie going home. I don't 
think this is the perfect example. _But, always the trailmaster? You're 
good but...what if we lose you?. You won't always be 'round." 

He squeezes her hand.and leaves. _ 
Mali looks at Laurel. "He's got a point, Sister." 
"I know, I know. He usually does when he talks serious. I've tried 

to give people room. That's why I've been going off with Eduardo so much. 
But I can't always wait. We have so little time." 

"It ain't easy, Laurel. You know that better than I. Ian just says 
you've got to hold yourself in a little." 

"I'll do what I can," she replies ambiguously. Getting up, she adds, 
"I'm going for chocolate...coming?" 

Mali follows her into the kitchen. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

What is here, is elsewhere. What is not here, is nowhere. 
Visuvasara Tantra 

Many people comment on the extraordinary tone of non-violent 
actions. It comes froth the fact that the participants are 
centered and clear about what they are doing; about what 
they-risk, and what_. they can gain. Gandhi referred to this 
as Satygraha. _Satya is truth, but the truth that implies 
love and human dignity. Agraha is firmness, the force felt 
by both the actors and opponents when truth and love are 
acted on.  -- The Diablo Blockade Handbook Collective 

Mercedes looks at Kelly dubiously. "It looks normal enough." 
"Sure, but I bet these will be right=on people. After all, look at 

their writing paper. Who would buy Eye of Horus watermarked stationary?" 
"Who, indeed?" 
"Watch me do my Greenpeace rap," he says as he rings the bell. "Even 

if we don't find what we want maybe we can pick up some spare change." 
"You are pretty high, Kelly. Maybe you should not smoke so much 

marijuana? This could be dangerous and you are stoned." 
Before he can protest, the door swings slowly open. Behind it is 

a tall man with a handsome block-like head on a powerful square body. 
He wears an expensive English bathrobe and on his right hand is a large 
ruby ring. 

"Who disturbs me?" His voice is deep and resonAnt. 
"Hello Mr..."_ Kelly quickly glances at his list, "Thelma. My name 

is Kelly O'Sullivan, and .I want to ask you if you care about the environment." 
"I am the environment." 
"Yes, well...We're with Greenpeace, you see, I'm sure you've heard of us." 
"Yes, yes I have," he says gravely. Suddenly he throws up his arms and 

roars, "SCUMBAGS! SCUMBAGS, every one. Out, out, out you petty people." 
He begins a chant as he waves his arms to drive them up the walk. "With 
hoofs of steel I race on the rocks through solstice stubborn to equinox. 
And I rave and I rape and I rip and I rend..." 

He stops herding them when they reach the sidewalk. As they walk 
back to their rental car they can still hear him chanting. "Manniken, 
maiden, maenad, man in the might of Pan. Io Pan! Pan! Pan! Io Pan!" 

"Can we assume it is not him?" Mercedes raises an eyebrow.,  
"Yes." Kelly looks back over his shoulder. "He's too spiritual." 

Mali looks at Ian as they turn up the street. "You sure you want to 
do this one?" 

Ian grins. "Now Mz. Mali. Give me a chance to catch up. You're 
five bucks ahead." 

"Okay, cowboy, you're on." They reach the pastel house laid bare in 
a treeless Denver suburb. The dead lawn attests to the Great Southwest 
Drought, now two years old and the worst one in 10,000 years. In 
Phoenix there is already water rationing. 

Ian rings the doorbell. After a moment a small Mexican man answers 
He is slightly rotund but looks sleek, like an otter. Heavy black-
rimmed reading glasses stabilize his smiling round face. 

"Good afternoon," he says. 
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"Hello, Mr. Chacon, we're collecting money for the environmental group, 
Greenpeace. Perhaps you've heard of us?" 

"Most assuredly. Yes. Seals, whales, nuclear testing originally 
wasn't it? Please come in. It is much cooler inside." He steps back 
and graciously invites them in. It is indeed almost 15 degrees cooler 
in the house. Mali notices that the walls are thick adobe. 

Sellor Chacon shuts the heavy oak door behind them, then leads the 
way into the large living room. It's full of heavy wooden furniture 
upholstered in rough, colorful fabrics. The windows at one end are 
heavily covered with thick wool serapes, but the window at the other 
side of the room is open out to a shaded veranda. The walls are lined 
to the roof with books. A library ladder stands in one corner with a 
few books on it. They sit down and Mr. Chacon brings them iced tea. 

"I will, of course, help you. Sadly, I do not have much money Ten 
dollars is all I can donate." 

"Are you sure you can afford it?" Ian asks guiltily, wondering what 
they'll do with all the money they're collecting. 

He smiles and nods.  "Yes, I work so I have money. It's just that 
my research costs so much." 

"What are you researching?" Mali asks. 
"Many things," he replies. 
"Such as?" 
"Many different mysteries. We all are part of the mysterious. We 

do not even understand ourselves. We don't know our own history. My 
history is lost, for example. What do we- know of the great cultures 
of Azatlan or the lost cities of 011antaytambo and Sascsahumjn and 
Tiahuanaco? And what of the connections between American and Egyptian 
cultures? This has led me into a study of Egypt and her many mysteries." 

Mali pulls out a pad of paper and a pencil and starts taking notes. 
"Jeesus," Ian thinks, "she's forgotten why we're here. This dude ain't 
got no bomb." 

Ian clears his throat. "Ehh, Mali, we've got to go to 16 more houses." 
She looks up. "You're right.'_' She turns to the little scholar, "Mr. 

Chacon, could we talk later? I've got to go now but I am fascinated by 
your research." 

"Certainly,- young lady, if you want.".  

He writes out a check and his phone number for Mali before Ian hustles 
her out. 

As they walk back to their borrowed car she asks him irritated, "Did 
we have to rush out like that?" 

He shuffles his feet. "Shucks Mali, I know the guy knew some good 
stuff. But we're tracking an a-tom bomb, remember?" 

She sighs. "Yes, you're right. It wasn't him. - Yon, know, cowboy, I 
try to forget sometimes what kind of world we 

"Wish we could do that, Mz. Mali, but right now it just ain't safe." 
"He was such an interesting man. There's so much I want to know. 

That's why we've got to stay awake or we'll lose it all." 
"You make me feel like an of cowpoke sometimes, you're so hungry 

for everything. Tear into ideas like a_wolf into fresh kill." 
"Thanks, cowboy. Some of us are wolves and some of us are...cows." 
They both laugh. 
"Bull," he says. "A gentle bull." They laugh again. 

"How many more?" Myrnna asks The Pieman. 
He studies a list, frowning. '"Five,:I-think." 
"Your turn." 
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He nods, tired, and knocks on the door. They hear footsteps. A 
woman in her late twenties opens it. She's pretty in a severe way. 
Her wire-rimmed glasses and economical manners give her a business like 
air. "Can I help you?" she asks without emotion. 

"Who is it?" a man yells from the back. 
She turns around and yells, "I haven't even had a chance to fucking 

ask them! Give me a minute, will ya?" she turns back to the Apoplectics. 
"We're with Greenpeace," The Pieman tells her nervously. 
"Greenpeace? You mean the baby seals and all that?" 
"Yes." 
"You probably want money?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, you aren't getting any here." 
"Oh...thank you." 
"Thanks for nothing." 
She shuts the door_and Myrnna whispers to The Pieman as they leave, 

"Maybe we should try again, check it out inside. We can't be sure it's 
not the place." 

"You can say that again," he replies, the tension and elation clear 
in his voice. "That was Serramante who yelled from inside." 

"Are you sure?" 
"Damn right I'm sure. I've heard him enough, speaking at rallies 

and meetings." 
"Do you think he could recognize your voice?" 
"Me? Nah. I'm not a heavy. I don't speak up much at big meetings, 

like him or Kelly or Laurel." 
"So the bomb's here."- Myrnna's face is very grave now. 
"Probably. Maybe not. At least it's the next stop." 
"Do we have to go to the rest of the houses?" 
"What for?  Let's go back. We've got our next target.' 

"Whew!" wheezes Edward Blake as they walk up to a fake Victorian 
in a renovated neighborhood of central Denver. "This is the last one," 
he tells Laurel as they 'climb onto the porch." 

"We've found a lot of strange people, but not the ones we wanted." 
He smiles. "We've still got this house. Besides we won't know how 

the others did until we get back." He picks up the brass knocker and 
gives it several sharp raps. CRACK! CRACK! 

"Even if we didn't have any luck, there's bound to be at least 
ten houses where no one was home. _We had two," he reminds her. 

"Rowf, Rowf!" A high pitched bark comes from inside. 
"Ratter! Ratter!"- A middle-aged woman comes bustling to the door. 

She has long blonde hair and a housedress on. She looks like she's 
up-to-date in 17 soap operas. At her feet a small dirty white terrier 
goes into a pitiful frenzy. 

"Yeoweorewouel..,." 
The woman picks the dog up and it's suddenly silent. 
"Hello, Mrs. Caldway, we're soliciting for Greenpeece," Laurel says. 

"You know, the people trying to save the seals?" 
As soon as she says 'seals,' Mrs. Caldway explodes in sputtering 

outrage, "Oh, those baby seals! Can you believe it? I've seen the 
pictures. Just horrible!- To think people wear them, the skins of 
baby seals. Everyone should be made to eat what they kill or what they 
use. I can't believe these people would actually eat a baby seal. Eat 
it raw. They should have to eat it raw." 

"That would end war too," Edward Blake remarks. 
"You are absolutely right! Send the generals out onto the battle-

field to feed after their victory. I don't know, I'm afraid some of 
them would like it. Oh, that's just too ghoulish." She shivers. 



70 

"How much would you like?" 
"Whatever is appropriate," Laurel tells her. "Think of the seals." 
"You are so right. When my husband sees how much I've given you he'll 

be furious, but he'll just have to pay it. It's all part of Mother Nature." 
Laurel takes the check and glances at it. "Thank you." 
She smiles and puts her dog down._ 
"Why do you call him Ratter?". Blake asks. 
"That's not his familiar name. -That one is a secret. I call him 

Ratter because he loves to catch rats. He's very good at it." 
Laurel looks closely at the woman.. "We must go now. Thank you much." 
"Thank you, child," she replies earnestly. "And thank you, sir," she 

says turning to Blake. "You seem like a nice man...you remind me of my dog. 
Can I give you a little bit of advice?!,  

"Of course," he says hesitantly. 
"Arstotum requirit hominen." 
"Thank you," he says. 
"Now don't mind an old batty woman. Take care and Blessed Be!" 
"Blessed Be." Laurel answers as the door shuts. 
"That's the second witch that knew who we were," Blake complains. 
"Eduardo, word gets around. What was that Latin?" 
"The art requires the whole man," Blake answers. "It's an alchemist truism." 
"I wonder what she meant by it?" 
"She was just showing off." 
"You're probably just mad because she compared you to her dog." 
"That little rat dog?" He smiles. "She likes the dog. I took it 

as a compliment." 
"It probably was. Didn't you get the idea she was trying to give us 

a message?" 
"Yes, that she knew who we were and what we're doing and that she 

is on our side. Great network you witches have, I just hope the news 
doesn't get to the alchemists." 

"I wouldn't worry." 
"You would if you wanted to reach my age." 

"Did you hear?" Myrnna is excited as she runs up to Blake and Laurel. 
"We found them." 

"I guess we better go for a visit.  Blake replies.after a pause. 
"We're going to.have a meeting first," Myrnna announces. 
Blake makes a face. "Meeting?" - 
"You know, to set our tactics,- make our nonviolence agreement, set goals." 
"Nonviolence?" He is surprised.. "This isn't_a visit to some company like 

Rockwell. These people have killed. - They're planning a mass murder." 
Laurel smiles bitterly at this. "How does that make them different from 

Rockwell?" Before he can answer, she goes inside.. 
Before he can come up with any kind. of comment, Myrnna continues. "The 

Baron came back. He knew we were-here. Isn't that amazing?" 
He smiles. "Prodigal',dog returns. That's good." 
"It's just like Walt Disney," Myrnna adds, smirking. "Come on, the 

meeting is supposed to start soon." When they walk into the house it 
does appear that a meeting is starting to form out of the confusion of 
the reunited Apoplectics. 

"Time is of the essence,".Mercedes points out loudly. 
"Let's go!" Laurel orders. 
"Do we need a facilitator?" someone asks. 
"Yes," Laurel says, "I'll do it." 
They settle down into a rough circle of chairs, bodies, and pillows. 

The Baron sits at Myrnna's feet breathing noisily as she scratches his 
dusty black head. His smile is sloppy with pleasure. Little Tiger is 
on Kelly's lap. 
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Ian leans forward, uncomfortable. "Ya know, Laurel, you've been 
holding the reins a lot lately. I'd rather someone else bossed this 
meeting." 

Laurel tries to hide her irritation. 
Mercedes agrees. "I do not know exactly your process, but it does 

seem that if someone else presided over the meeting it would balance 
things more. Laurel always has so much to say." 

The Pieman says, "I think Myrnna would be good." Mali sees Laurel 
roll her eyes. 

"I agree," Mali says forcefully. "Myrnna is a good facilitator." 
Edward Blake is bored with this. "Okay, let's have Myrnna do it. As 

long as we start before the bomb goes- off." 
Kelly looks around. "Do we have consensus?" he asks. 
After a brief silence Myrnna says, Okay! That's great. I've even 

written up an agenda." She looks around. "First, animals. Do we take 
them? Second, guns. Should Mercedes and Mr. Blake keep their guns?" 
Blake looks concerned.  Kelly notices Mercedes smile. 

She whispers to him, "I block on you taking my gun." 
Kelly whispers back, "You can't block yet." She smiles again. 
"Our goals," Myrnna continues. "Specifically. And, finally, our 

responsibilities to each other: medic, runner, and so on." 
"I'll be the runner," Ian drawls. "I run like the wind when I'm 

scared and I'm sure scared now. Feel like a Santa Ana." 
Everyone laughs. Kelly's eyes sparkle but his hand also shakes. 

"Yeah, this isn't just any action." He thinks of the dying Research 
East man and it's reflected on his face. The room becomes very somber. 

Myrnna shakes the agenda. "All right, let's lighten up. We don't 
have to choose roles until later. It's last on the agenda. Now, does 
anyone have anything else to add before we start?" 

"What's the house like?" Blake asks. 
"Typical suburban house," The Pieman replies. 
Myrnna gives them a dirty look. "This isn't on the agenda." 
"We need to know," Blake argues. 
"Okay," she agrees. "Anything else we need to know?" 
The Pieman looks around. "I've told some of you about it. There was 

a woman there, too. We couldn't see in because of a blanket at the end 
of the entryway. The woman answered the door. A tech of some sort." 
His hands caress an unseen shape in froet.of him. "Serramonte yelled 
at her from inside.".  

"And it smelled funny," Myrnna adds. 
"How?" Mercedes asks. 
"Bad," The Pieman answers. "Chemical." 
Myrnna looks at Mercedes and Blake. "Does plutonium smell?" 
Blake shrugs his shoulders. "People don't usually leave it out where 

you could tell." _ 
"Don't forget alchemy." Laurel speaks for the first time. "That's 

how they're making this bomb, the note was clear." 
"If you heard Serramonte, it must be the place?" Blake turns the 

statement into a question. . 
"We heard_him," The Pieman promises. 
"Okay," Laurel says. "Do we call NEST?" 
Mali frowns. "I'm against it. The satellite should have picked up 

Serramonte's location, but we've heard nothing. I don't trust them." 
Kelly has been thinking along the same lines. "I don't trust them 

either. This is our action, let's keep it that way." 
Mercedes asks, "What_do you want to do?" 
"Come in totally nonviolent and work it- out with them. Serramonte is 

a friend of ours. I'm sure they share some of our goals." 
"But they share my tactics," Blake growls harshly. "Serramonte has 

already killed. I'm not going in there without my gun." 
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"I don't think Serramonte would kill_me," Kelly replies. 
Mercedes looks right at him. "What about me or Mr.. Blake?" 
Myrnna raises her voice, "This is not on the agenda." 
Mali touches her arm. "Let's put this first_then, Myrnna. We 

have to decide if this is our action or NEST's and how we're going to 
do it." 

"Okay, but let's stop interrupting. I'll call on people." 
Kelly raises his hand and she calls on him. "I'm willing to 

compromise. We go in nonviolently, but you can have your weapons 
to use for your own self-defense. But no NEST." 

Blake frowns. "I don't know_if_we_can not call NEST." 
Laurel interrupts, too, "What about if we called them an hour 

after we got there?" 
Mercedes nods. "You mean have someone else call?" 
"Yes." 
Mercedes nods again. "It could even give us more control_over 

the situation." She continues. "But I still do not understand what 
you mean to actually do." 

Mali waves her hand at Myrnna. 
"Mali," she says. 
"Mercedes, you weren't there but you heard about Rockwell. We've 

done actions like this for several.years now. We ain't gonna freak out." 
Blake glances up from an examination of his hands.' "They're pretty 

spunky kids." 
Mali chuckles. "Spunky I don't know about, bat  keep thinking, 

even when we're scared shitless, if that's what you mean. We ain't 
got no choice. Can't go hide.- Things---are really too fucked up for 
that now." She looks at Blake. "I ain't blaming you but I sure don't 
want the government in on this. I_don't trust them." She pauses. 
Grudgingly she admits, "I trust you two, I guess. Got to. You can 
keep your guns as far as_I'm_concerned.. I've got my own defenses." 

Blake ignores Myrnna and answers her. "But why,, not go in there; 
get the jump on them, and then talk to them. At least we'll have the 
option of making friends or carring-thet off to jail."  - 

Laurel interrupts, "You don't see it,do you?- We'd be perpetuating 
the State's monopoly on nuclear weapons and violence. In the long 
run we have to change this whole way of .deciding things by 
brute force. We want a more sophistiCated society where truth and 
love and solidarity and magic are decisive, not violence." 

Blake looks even more dubious_ than ever. "You sound like you want 
to reason with these people. Laurel, these are not reasonable people. 
These are hurting .people." _ 

She gives him an angry glance. "It can_work, I know it can." 
Kelly shakes his hand in front of Myrnna. 
"Kelly," she says. 
"I don't know if it can work, but I know we.have to try. If we 

arrange a call to NEST after an hour, we'll have a back-up in case 
things go wrong. And you two can-take your guns for self-defense. Deal?" 

Mercedes answers quickly, "Yes." 
Blake tugs at one of his fingert. "Okay." 
Myrnna looks around the room. "Do we have a consensus on that?" 
"On what?" several people ask. - 
"Kelly?" Myrnna appeals. 
Kelly takes a deep breath. "First, we go in nonviolently and try 

and convince them to call if off. Second, Edward and Mercedes can 
take their guns and use them in self-defense. Third, we will arrange 
to have a call placed to NEST, unless we cancel it, one hour after our 
planned arrival at the house." 
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There are accepting murmurs around the circle. 
Laurel is the first to speak. "Let's get on with the agenda." 
Myrnna picks it up. "Next is animals. Do we take them?" 
Laurel raises her hand quickly and Myrnna nods at it. "No. I don't 

think it would be right for Little Tiger. It feels wrong, and the Baron 
just got back. He's pretty tired." 

Myrnna pouts a little.  "I guess you're right." She pets the Baron's 
heavy boned head and a small cloud of dust floats up from his scraggly 
black hide. "Does anyone else have anything to add? Next is guns. Oh, 
I guess we did that one.. Next is goals..." 

Ian raises his hand and she points to him. "Stop 'em and stay alive. 
Them's my goals." 

Myrnna arranges her face into a serious expression.  "Don't we have 
to get more specific?" 

Mercedes rustles impatiently.- "It seems clear to me. We must stop 
them and recover or destroy any bomb." 

Grunts of agreement sound froe the others. 
"Okay," Myrnna gives in eiksii)  "Let's go on. Next is respons- 

ibilities. Who wants to do whatt'" 
"I'll arrange the call," Laurel-  volunteers. 
"I'll get the food," Mali says. 
Myrnna writes these down dutifully and then looks up. "I'll be the 

medic. I've got a whole kit from the Vandenberg actions." 
Mercedes smiles. "When do we go?" 
"Oh yes," Myrnna flusters. 
"Three hours," Kelly proposes. "That will be about 3;30 and let's 

all go in the rented van. That way we'll be together." 
People start to get up as if it is all decided. not 
"Wait, wait," Myrnna cries out. "Does everyone alrezT 
Kelly goes over to her. "They're- voting with their feet...ah, consensing 

with their feet." He pats her shoulder. "You did a good job Myrnna." 
"Thanks." 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Evil must become the same as good. -- Basil Valentine, the Alchemist 

THE ORDINAL OF ALCHEMY 
This art must ever secret be, 
The cause whereof is this, as ye may see, 
If one evil man has thereof all his will, 
All Christian peace he might easily spill, 
And with his-pride he might pull down 
Rightful-,kings and princes of renown. 

-- Thomas NOrton of Bristol, 15th Century 

Kelly doesn't bother knocking or ringing the bell. He tries the door and 
it's locked, but only for a minute. The third skelgZon key does the trick. 
Kelly goes in first; it is his plan, after all. The rest of the Apoplectics 
and the two NEST agents are right behind him. 

It's a typical suburban house, meandering ranch-style like the scouting 
report had said. The entryway is full of boxes and packages. There's 
a blanket hung across the space that leads to the living room and kitchen. 
The hall door to the bedrooms is shut. It is quite a contrast to the 
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house's sunny facade. The air_is thick with conflicting smells, few 
of them pleasant. Kelly hesitates a moment, then he sweeps aside the 
blanket and goes into the Alchemist's laboratory. 

A skinny old man with frizzy brown hair, a thick beard, and a hook 
nose, huddles at a bench crowded with bubbling retorts. A woman in 
the far corner sits at a display terminal for a small computer. The 
machine blinks its Christmas lights in harmony with the flickers from 
the burners under the Alchemist's vessels. The woman senses their entrance 
and looks up. She has recklessly cut bangs and a long coil of rich brown 
hair falling over her square shoulders. Her balanced features are clear 
and hard. Her glasses glint as she sees the eight interlopers clustered 
in front of the swaying blanket. 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" 
Laurel is the first one to answer. "That's what we are here to ask you." 
"We're friends of Serramonte," offers Kelly. 
"Some of us," Mercedes clarifies. 
The Alchemist turns his pale face around to the confrontation. His 

reptilian eyes flicker about the room. "Perhaps introductions are in 
order?" he suggests in bell-like English with just the slightest melody 
of a Welsh :hildhood. 

The newcomers shuffle deeper into the lab. It's a weird mix of 
animal, vegetable, mineral, chemical, and electrical. An electron 
microscope is mounted next to a litavy cauldron with three burners under 
it. A majority of the foul odors in the-room seem to emanate from within 
this steaming kettle wrought of thick black iron and carved in a mosaic 
of arcane words and imaginary beings. On top of the display terminal 
are four human skulls fashioned into bowls. The computer operator puts 
down a heavy leather book with Arabic writing on it. 

"Just a moment until I punch in this_spell," she says briskly. They 
watch as her fingers race over the keys. The multicolored lights 
dance to the music of her commands. She stops and presses one last 
button that brings an end to the flashing display. 

When she finishes she reaches behind her machine and pulls out a 
small dark pistol. Before they can react coherently to the gun pointed 
in their faces, they hear a loud voice at their backs. 

"Yes, I think introductions are in order." 
They look around. 
"My name is Robert Azul," says an athletic and slender man in his 

thirties holding a Uzi machine gun. Darkly handsome, clean shaven, 
liquid dark eyes, and shimmering black hair. "Your friend, Serramonte, 
is checking the front. He'll be in soon. Now, perhaps you'll do us 
the honor?" 

Laurel drifts over to one side so the can look at both the guns 
at once. "I agree that introductions are a good idea, but I don't 
think guns are." She pauses. The guns don't go away. "My name is 
Laurel Wilderness. I'm a white witch from Santa CTUZ."  

Edward Blake nods slightly. "My name is Edward Blake. I'm an 
investigator for NEST." Hearing this, Robert Azul's eyes involuntarily 
dialate several centimeters. 

"My name is Mali," she says clearly. 
"I'm The Pieman and you should know most of us are in the Apoplectic 

affinity group." He gives a jaunty little wave. 
"Just call me Spread Eagle," Ian says slowly. 
Mercedes and Myrnna look at each other. Myrnna nods to her. 
"Mercedes de Puig Atocha, investigator for NEST." 
"Myrnna Kodelka, Apoplectic and witch-in-training." 
Kelly looks around. "Looks like I'm last of our little group. My 

name is Kelly O'Sullivan. I'm a friend of Serramonte." 
"Is that how you found us?" Azul asks quietly. 
"Maybe we should finish the introductions?" Laurel gestures at the 
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Alchemist and the computer operator. 
The Alchemist gives a little bow. "How rude of me, and introductions 

were my idea. My name is John Fredrick." 
Standing in front of her system, the computer operator gives a 

stiff bow. "Katrina de la Court." 
"So," Azul says firmly and quietly, "to what do we owe this visit?" 
"If you're doing what we think you're doing, then we're here to 

stop you," Kelly replies bluntly. 
Just then Serramonte comes in the front door. "I wish I could say 

I'm happy to find out it is you,"_he says to the assembled prisoners. 
In his hand is the same pistol that ended the life of Rob Nesler. 

"Life is full of disappointments," Mercedes says, glancing at it 
before looking up into Serramaates eyes. 

Laurel begins talking in a clear soothing voice. "We've come here 
because we feel we have the right to stop you from setting off a nuclear 
weapon, or any weapon for that matter. We are nonviolent but some of 
us will use violence-in self-defense. We want to talk about it. We 
want to hear your reasons for doing this and any possible justifications 
you might have."  - 

"You're crazy," Azul sneers. ""Typical-middle-class liberal pacifists. 
You're like  cops now...just peace pigs." 

"I'm willing to listen," Serramonte says briefly. "As long as we've 
got the guns."  -  - 

"Let's let them talk,"_Katrina agrees. 
The Alchemist gets up and rubs his dry hands together in an interested 

way. "I would love to discuss our Great Work. I feel some of these 
people might understand it._ If not...they are too late anyway. It is 
almost completed-and they are helpless to stop destiny." 

Azul glances at his confederates. "All right. I'll go along. Just 
for the spectacle.°   

There's a strained silence. Finally Myrnna goes to the center of the 
room and throws herself down on a pile of hides. "Can we at least get 
comfortable?" she asks settling in. 

The Alchemist spreads his arms, unfolding his robe to reveal a purple 
background embossed with the Milky Way.  "Please do." He motions 
toward the entryway. "There are cushions in there, too." 

Serramonte stops Kelly from going after them. "I'll do it!" he 
snaps, waving his gun back and forth like a predator might shake its 
head in warning. He returns quickly and hands the bright pillows to 
Kelly. 

"How ya doing?" Kelly ventures. 
"Oh, so-so. Been doing a lot of traveling." He looks at Kelly 

expressionlessly. 
"Now that you have been discovered, the whole Backfire thesis has 

been discredited." Mercedes tries to sound very calm and reasonable, 
but she is tense with repressed action. She also doesn't think the 
Mors Justi collective is very open to verbal persuasion. So, she isn't 
very coavincing. She looks around the room calculating to herself. 
"Katrina doesn't know that much about guns, but she'll use it. Serramonte 
is so wound up he's almost trigger-happy. Not with the other radicals, 
but with the NEST agents. Robert Azul looks dangerous. He'll kill 
anyone," she decides. "Could Blake take him? Maybe not, but I can. 
Me on Azul, Blake on the woman, and the Apoplectics grab the Alchemist 
and Serramonte." She frowns.. "Someone will get killed for sure." 

Her internal dialogue is over in the few seconds it takes Azul to 
answer smoothly. "Not correct. Even if we weren't the ones setting 
this Backfire bomb, the government would claim it was us. Now they will 
say it is us, but just as many people won't believe them. The reality 
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of the explosion is what's important. .We're creating a situation that 
the whole world will have to deal with." 

"Except the dead," Mali amends. 
"Don't you see how elitist that is?" Laurel asks. 
Azul looks at her scornfully. "Masses don't make revolutions, 

individuals do." 
"And what about the innocent?" Blake glances 'at the Uzi. 
"There are no innocent," is the reply..  

Mercedes looks at the others. "What about you three?" . 
Serramonte smiles almost imperceptibly. "I'm listening." 
Kartina de la Court looks at the gun in her lap. "I'm not convinced. 

I'm half in this for the politics and half for the Great. Work. I 
generally don't believe in killing millions of people, but revolution 
isn't a dinner party, as Big Brother Mao said, and he should know. 
Better a few million than all of us." 

The Pieman speaks up-hesitantly. "Do you agree with Robert that 
the fact that your operation is known to us and the authorities is 
irrelevant?" 

She furrows her brow. "No. It's important. It could make a dif-
ference. It definitely changes_the program." 

The Pieman is sitting on a .laboratory stool next to the Alchemist. 
"What about you, Hermes?" he asks him. 

The Alchemist smiles. "Hermes? You know one of my many names." 
He beams with pleasure. "Yes, the line is unbroken...from Hermes to 
me. I am Hermes and he is me. I'm not political, you_know. I'm part 
of an infinite mystical quest. I hunt the dragon, Nagari." 

Blake looks facinated. Nhat_exactly do you do?_ What's this dragon?" 
The Alchemist peers at Blake a second and then rumages in his 

electric brown hair for something he's forgotten. "Nagari?" He pauses 
and then remembers. "Let me quote him." The Alchemist waves one silk-
draped arm dimming the lights and stilling the chattering noises of 
the laboratory. His own voice changes completely with what Kelly 
decides is an old circus trick and Laurel assumes is a yogi technique. 
He recites the song of the dragon. 

I rise from death, I kill death, and death kills me. 
I resuscitate the bodies I have created and alive in 
death, I destroy myself. Although I carry poison in 
my head the antidote can be found in my tail, which 
I bite with rage. Whoever bites me must first bite 
himself; otherwise, if I bite him, death will bite 
him first in the head. Biting is the remedy against 
bites. 

"Now I really don't understand," 
Myrnna is exasperated. 

"It's so obvious," the Alchemist 
protests in his normal voice. 

"Nagari is the bomb," Katrina explains 
curtly. 

"How's that fit in with the Great 
Work, the finding of the Philosopher's 
Stone, the Universal Healer, giver of im- 
mortality, transformer of gold and souls?" 

Laurel asks passionately. "Have you not 
strayed along the left-hand path?" 

The AlChemist fusses with his beard. 
He replies nervously, "Oh, I hope not. I 
have just gone where I could. Let me 
explain more for you. You have studied 
the occult arts, I can see." 
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He composes himself and then speaks in a soothing mature voice that 
is his own without the tremors of insecurity. "You probably know a 
little about alchemy. It is very_old. Older than you can imagine. 
Older than language. It was probably easier before language." He 
sighs. "We do what we can. Now open your minds a little. What I say 
is true on many levels: the physical, the mystical, even the political, 
although it is the least important. We have mortified the everyday 
Mercury by the God Mercury. He died and entered the darkness for the 
first time. He was regenerated. The King massacred the innocents. 
The Serpents devour each other. The victor, the resurrected Nagari, 
is crucified. Finally the desert blooms and runs with water, from four 
fountains and four rivers. Four Serpents reign." 

Laurel nods, as she rakes her memory for alchemical lore, but Mali 
has studied it more recently so it is Mali who asks, "I didn't know 
that you used plutonium to crucify Nagari?" 

The Alchemist smiles sweetly. "Actually, he crucifies himself but 
I know what you mean. The ancients used it, I think. What else are 
the 'metallic germs' from the massacre of the innocents?" 

"Has the massacre already happened?" Blake asks, - 
"It has and it hasn't," he replies calmly. "It always is and it 

never was." 
"This guy is loco," Ian mutters under his breath to Laurel. 
"Don't underestimate him because you are too lazy for his riddles," 

she whispers back. 
"What about the millions your dragon will kill?" Mercedes is grim. 

"Are they some sort of sick human sacrifice?" 
He cocks he head like a bird and a hunting falcon flutters dorm 

from the rafters and lands on his shoulder. None of them but Laurel 
had noticed the bird before. Where the Alchemist looks the falcon 
looks. "Their energy will not be wasted if that is what concerns you. 
It will be turned into revolution. The Serpents will fight, remember. 
And the Great Work will go on." 

Blake stands against_the wall near the computer terminal and scratches 
his chin. Just hours after shaving the whiskers start brushing charcoal 
across his face. "What do you do? he asks. 

"I am the ore, I am the smelter," the Alchemist replies modestly. 
Blake feigns insight. "You mean you made the plutonium?" 
Azul interrupts. "No, we stole that. He knows a way to explode it. 

We were waiting for.him to make the plutonium, but it was taking forever." 
The Alchemist glares at his co—conspirator. "Know that this is a 

long path!" he quotes. 
"Too long," Azul replies. "So we've taken a shortcut. It will work. 

We have run a small test." 
"Was it that explosion off South Africa?" Mercedes asks. 
He smiles at here. "Maybe." 
"Why not just use a conventional explosive?" Blake asks. 
Serramonte speaks for the first time. "It's easy to make a dirty 

explosion, one that would smear plutonium all over, but to make the 
plutonium explode you have to focus the explosion more, sculpt some 
conventional explosives or something.. Alchemy is like chemistry, right? 
We'll use his explosive. The formula is old but I've seen it work." 

Laurel has been thinking hard. She now stands up and spreads her 
arms. Her shawl hangs over one arm. She plants her bare feet wide and 
flat. Her free right hand is closed at first. _Slowly she raises it 
over her head and opens her fist to release a faint green light. "Know, 
Alchemist, it is indeed a long path. Without shortcuts like stealing and 
murder. You must be pure to complete the work and you are not pure in 
a bath of innocent blood._ You are the ore, you are the innocent, you 
are the Mercury, and you are defiled." 
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The Alchemist hunches his shoulders and gropes within his dark 
silk robes for a small talisman, concealed beneath the folds. He finds 
it and, grasping it, sighs with some relief. He looks very old now. 
"Perhaps, witen ....perhaps, you are right. I am no babe in the wood, 
though, no sorcerer's apprentice. _I have been sacrificed...you need not 
fear that. We shall see if the transformation takes place." 

"Indeed, we shall," she answers firmly. "If it doesn't, your wand 
and your mind shall be broken." She casts the light upon the floor 
and it flashes about their feet and is gone..  

Azul is the first to speak. "Don't we have to get your trigger to 
the bomb, Alchemist?" 

The Alchemist looks up distracted. He waves his hand vaguely. 
"It would be better, I suppose, but if I can do it I can do it from here." 

"With her here? And the others?" Azul asks as he nervously shifts 
his hands over the Uzi. "Look, Alchemist, I know how to hook the trigger 
up. I'm taking it to the bomb. Will you help or has that witch cast 
a spell on you?" 

"Well...I...uh..." 
"What about you?" Azul asks pointing the gun at Katrina. 
"I will wait here, Robert, with these people. If we can do it 

we should be able to do it in their presence. I'm not into gunplay." 
Azul snorts in disgust. "You people are giving up and you won't 

even admit it. Either we do it or it doesn't happen. I can manage 
without help, but if one of you arm- 
chair revolutionaries wants to come 
with me that would be fine." He looks 
about and then his features soften as 
his eyes come to rest on Serramonte, 
who is still holding his gun on the 
NEST agents. 

"What about you, Comrade? Want 
to carry something through for .once?" 

Serramonte's face is unreadable. 
Only his eyes reveal his internal 
turmoil. Finally he decides, "I will 
come." 

"We can't let you go," Laurel says firmly. 
RATATATAT!!! 
Azul fires a burst of machine gun bullets into the roof... "You try 

anything, witch, the slightest move, and I'll kill you. You may stop 
me after a few seconds, but half of you will be dead." 

"That's a very effective weapon," Blake advises Laurel._ 
As Blake says this he turns his head from Azul to look at Laurel. 

Azul steps behind him and whips the stock of the machine gun onto 
his head. He falls unconscious. "Get the trigger!" Azul shouts to 
Serramonte as he covers the rest of the prisoners. Serramonte tucks 
his gun into his waistband and stoops down to reach under a work bench. 
He drags out a black metal box and lifts it with difficulty. 

"The Philosopher's Egg," The Alchemist announces proudly. 
Serramonte staggers to the door. Mali jumps up to try and block his 

way. Azul steps forward and throws a.knife-edge kick into the back of 
her knee without taking the gun off Laurel. "Get back!" he hisses at 
Mercedes, who has stepped forward behind Serramonte and is almost touching 
him. Mali falls to the floor with a muffled scream. She holds her knee 
and rocks slowly on the floor crying and reciting a prayer in her native 
Creole. Myrnna and The Pieman crawl over to her. 

Serramonte makes it to the blanket_ and slips through. 
"Honk when you've got it in the truck," Azul shouts after him. He 
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looks at his prisoners with pity. "You guys and your big demonstrations, 
your mass actions, you nonviolence crap, your celebrities...You're just 
stupid, that's the problem. I guess it's not your fault. Now, you'll 
see how a real direct action works. It'll just be a fewlours." 

"But you gave us until the 13th," The Pieman protests. 
Azul smiles. "Things have changed." 
HONKKKK 
"Pardon me, but we've got _a revolution to start. If you have any 

great ideas about following us, don't bother. I'll kill you." He backs 
out. 

As soon as he's through the blanket, Mercedes draws her gun and slides 
up to the doorway, listening carefully. 

Laurel goes over to Blake and feels his pulse. 
Mercedes goes into the hall. 
"He's all right, praise the Goddess," Laurel says as Blake starts 

moaning. "How's Mali?" 
"That fucker really did a number on my knee," she replies through 

clenched teeth. 
"Better get some comfrey on it, and some Bach remedy in her, too," 

Laurel tells Myrnna. Looking up at the Alchemist she asks, "Where 
are your herbs?" 

"Oh, yes, herbs. Over here." He shows Laurel where they are and soon 
they are discussing what to use on the two injured people. Myrnna listens. 

"What are we going to do?" The Pieman mumbles bleakly, his hands moving 
softly like dying birds. 

Laurel looks up with a bunch of dried plants in her hand. "We canstv? 
the bomb from going off, I'm sure.  have_to do a ritual." 

"I think you are mistaken," the Alchemist says politely. 
"You'll see," she answers him, smiling. "You'll be there." He blinks 

his eyes in surprise. _Mercedes comes back in. 
"We must go," she says, motioning to Kelly. 
"Go?"  -  - 

"I bugged Serramonte again." 
"Again?" 
"This time with my own personal snooper. We can follow them to the 

bomb and then turn them in to the police." 
"We're going to stay and disarm the boinb_with a ritual," Laurel says. 
mercedes nods dubiously. "If you can, may more of the powers come to 

you, as the saying goes, but I'll stick with the skills of my trade. 
Are you going to come, Kelly?" 

He stalls by asking her, "Aren't you concerned about your partner 
and Mali?" 

She frowns. "Of course, I am concerned, but I am more concerned with 
the nuclear weapon. SeWior Blake has had worse hangovers, I am sure. Mali 
may limp the rest of her life, but she is alive. I am sorry to sound cruel, 
but she could be dead. She is lucky. Are you coming?" 

He answers by springing over Mali and joining her by the doorway. 
"Do you still have the keys?" Laurel asks. 
Kelly nods. "Good luck," he wishes his friends. 
"And may it return to both of you threefold," Mali responds, her face 

pale beneath the dark skin. 
Mercedes reaches down and squeezes her hand. "Thank you," she says. 

They go out of the laboratory. From behind the blanket Mercedes shouts 
back, "And cancel that call to NEST!" 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Preparedness in Magic is as important as it is in war. 
- Perdurabo 

Even in Magick we cannot get on without the help of others. 
-- The Great Beast 

Mercedes opens the van door and climbs in. She tries the ignition. 
It's dead. She looks down at the engine cover. As Kelly gets in the 
other side, she takes it off. 

"It is the distributor," she announces after a moments examination. 
"I can fix it." She fumbles at the wires for a few minutes. Sitting 
up she turns the key. 

VRROOOMMMMM, the engine comes to life. 
Mercedes reaches back under the driver's seat and takes out a little 

black leather briefcase. Kelly can't see how she manages to open it. 
Inside there's a small computer terminal with a view—screen and several 
other displays. She flicks up the antenna and hands the apparatus to Kelly. 

"Hold that on your lap, could you?" 
He takes it reluctantly. '!Do I have to hold it above the window?" 
"No, just put it on your lap. You can navigate. Just tell me 

where the dot is." 
"The blinking dot?"  - 
"Yes." She reaches over and pats his leg. "It has pretty good range." 
"Go forward," he tells her. 
She slips the van into gear and drives down the street. 
"How far is it?" 
"I can't tell. What's the scale?" 
"The entire screen is sixty miles." 
"Looks like they're already at least ten miles away." 
"Must be on the main road," she mutters. "Airport is the other way. 

Looks like we are on our way to the mountains." 
"They seem to be veering north," Kelly reports. "It's probably 

through the park." 
"I have been there. We will probably make the summit by sunset." 
"You like using these electronic bugs, don't you, Mercedes?" 
She smiles. "It is getting to be a cliche, you mean? I have had 

some success with them, although not, as yet, with Serramonte." 
Kelly indicates the machine on his lap. "Does this thing pick up 

the signal directly?" 
"No, actually, it goes through the satellite net. This set is on 

an automatic channel. The-main computer is in California, in Sunnyvale. 
They have little stations all over, six of them I think...Livermore in 
California, Guam, Hawaii, Australia..." 

"Camp Parks in Livermore?" 
"Yes, I think so." 
"I've been there. I was in jail there." 
Mercedes smiles. "Small world, is it not?. 

It's dark early on the east slope of the fierce young mountains. A 
quick stop at a small store has produced generic beer and generic junk 
food: power bars, Oreos, bean dip, and Fritos. At nine they crawl up 
over the last ridge to the summit. From the Continental Divide they 
stare down at a moonscape bathed in the last rays of the fat spring sun. 
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Above the tree line, the earth goes naked, even fleshless. Ice and mica 
glint under the white-gold light. The washed waves of yellow bend to 
orange and red. Where they love the blue sky, violets and purples 
blossom. The waves curve on to black/blue and black/purple, breaking 
into dark. 

Mercedes turns on the lights as they slip back below the tree line 
again. The stubby evergreens flash yellow-green as they're photographed 
by the van's running lights. 

Kelly speaks for the first time since the sun started setting. 
"Looks like they're cutting down toward Rifle." 

"They do not have many. choices." Afteramoinent -of auto hum, Mercedes 
looks at him, then continues in -a different vein, a softer voice. "There 
is country like this in Cataluqa you know." 

"The Pyrenees?" 
"Yes, there especially. Other places, too, close to Tarragona. And 

not just in Cataluna, other parts of Spain look like this. It could 
almost be winter in Granada." 

"It's almost summer here," Kelly reminds her. 
"Yes." She gives him a slight smile. "I guess I am just missing 

my home. I have been here almost ten years and it does not feel like 
home... sometimes this country is so big...so inhuman. So young. My 
homeland is beautiful, but not so raw." 

Kelly scoops a Frito into the aluminum can of bean dip. "You know, 
I didn't see those mountains, but this area reminds me of Spain anyway, 
at least Barcelona. Here at the tree line, in and out of the granite, 
the bright trees and brown dirt, make me think of La Sacrada Familia 
or one of Gaudi's parks. But up there at the summit, it's the Catedral 
in Barrio Gotica. The very bones of the spirit." 

"Ah, Barcelona. I think I miss that city very much." 
"I wasn't born there but.I must love it as much as you do. I will 

never be completly happy away from there." 
"You will not be complettly happy there either, if you are _at all 

like me," she remarks sardonically. "People like you and I are only 
happy when we are in the midst of some crisis." 

"Maybe you're right. Tell me, where did you grow up exactly?" 
"What neighborhood? Barceloneta, just next to the old city itself." 
"I know the place. Very poor. It also is an old anarchist stronghold, 

isn't it?" 
"Old? Yes. Anarchist? Often. Stronghold? No. I always wanted 

to move into the center of the city to live near Las Ramblas in the 
Barrio Gotica. I spent much of my time there anyway." 

"Did you ever get to move into the center of the city?" 
"No, my mother carried me off to New York." She pauses. "Well, I 

do not mind telling you.  almost stayed, to live with my first lover. 
He was an anarchist just like my father. A factory worker who wrote poetry." 

"Is he married now?" 
Mercedes laughs. "Jaume? Married? He is an anarchist, I said. He 

and his compaaera have four children. They are very much in love, I hear." 
"Haven't you gone back since you left?" 
"No. It is almost ten years now." She shakes her head in wonderment. 

The drive on a while in silence. She breaks it. "Can I ask a question?" 
"Sure, if I can ask you one." 
"Vale, but me first. Do you remember when Laurel told John Fredrick, 

the Alchemist, that she would break his mind and his wand?" 
"Yes." 
"Was she being literal?" 
"Pretty much, I think." 
"Is that nonviolence?" 
"Well...Laurel would say that  was just turning his own magic back 

to him...threefold. But I won't deny that she's crucial to that process. 
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If the ritual happens like she's talking about, they'll all be part 
of whatever happens to the bomb and the Alchemist." 

"Still, I am surprised. I did not think Laurel was the threatening 
kind." 

'You don't know Laurel. 'A witch who can't hex can't heal,' as they 
say. And she's a young, proud witch besides." 

"Now, what is your question?" she asks him. 
"Why were you so cold back at the lab?" 
"When we left?" 
"Yes. You didn't even stay to make sure they weren't hurt." 
Mercedes bites her lower lip. "I know I seem cold. I do care about 

them, but I have seen a great deal of suffering in my life and I will 
not get upset. I am the kind of person who acts. For me, the people 
who might be killed by the Alchemist's bomb are as real as Edward Blake 
and Mali. I am a professional. I know how badly they were hurt. How 
does that compare to the million people who will cease to exist at all 
if that bomb goes off?" 

There is a longer pause, and then Mercedes changes the subject again 
"You know there is a great deal we do not know?" 

"What do you mean?" he asks, catching the seriousness in her voice. 
"It seems to me suspicious that_they penetrated Rocky Flats, and 

also that they have not been discovered yet. Why could not NEST pinpoint 
them itself by now? They must have some sort of electronic shield at 
the laboratory that screened Serramonte's first bug." 

"Can't NEST use that bug to track him again?" 
She smiles. "No, it was on his sweater, a little cocklebur. He 

left it at the lab. I am the only one with a live bug on Serramonte 
now. I think." 

"So what are you trying to tell me?" 
"I think this Mors Justi Collective has help, a great deal of help. 

Serramonte and the others probably do not know about it. _Robert Azul 
does, I would think. He has all the marks of a highly trained agent. 
I think he is a double agent for some foreign power." 

"You mean the Soviet Union?" 
"It is probably not Albania." 
"What could the Soviets want out of this mess? Revolution? Repression?" 
"Chaos." 
"Serramonte hates Communists. 'A hundred revolutions betrayed,' he 

always says. He'd be pretty upset by your theory." 
Mercedes looks speculative. "You know Azul may not even know who he 

really works for. Double, triple, multiple agents often actually lose 
touch. The famous priest who led the demonstration that started the 
1905 Revolution in Russia was a Czarist agent. There was even an agent 
for the Czar's secret police who was also head of the Black Hand, a radical 
assassination group. He not only betrayed his best friends to the police, 
he also organized the murder of several of his government superiors. 
Historians still debate whether he was a revolutionary or a government 
agent. He died mysteriously." 

"I'm not surprised." Then Kelly focuses on the display screen of the 
radar. "It looks like they4re heading into Denver." 

Mercedes frowns. "It figures. We seem to be going in circles." She 
smiles to herself. "Like the sardaias in front of the Cateldral." 

"The faradole too, don't forget the open-ringed dances." 
"You know these dances?" 
"I've seen them, even danced a little. Those Catalan dances are 

part of the whole tradition of carole dances: the maypole of England, 
contra dancing, the hora of the Jews, the various Balkan dances, all 
decended from the choros, the Dance of Dionysius, at his festival. 
Spiral dancing." 
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"Spiral dancing?" 
"Right. The Greek myth is that the dance comes from the search by 

Thesett* for the Minotaur in-the great spiral maze at Knossos. Scholars 
trace such_dances_back at least to 3400.B.C." 

Kelly catches a quick flash.of her face. in the_lights of a passing 
car. She's.smiling deeply now. "Yes, I can believe it is that old. It 
is very beautiful. .I would like to see it_again on.a crisp, clear Sunday 
morning in the Fall." Again silence overtakes them. Kelly opens a beer 
and munches a few Oreos.  - 

"Rifle is just a few miles ahead." 
"Then we go left and return to Denver on the Freeway?" 
"Yes, I can see they're on it. They're moving pretty fast." 
"They are bombing Denver," Mercedes decides. "It makes sense." 
"Why did they come Out.hete then?" 
"Maybe.to get the bomb._ It could- have been hidden in an old uranium 

mine to mask.the radioactivity. They stopped twice. _Maybe it was not 
just to piss. They_do have that threet-quarter ton truck." 

Kelly broods about it-for a-few minutes. "Maybe you're right." 
"Well, they are in for a surprise." Unconsciously Mercedes accelerates. 

They are back in a Denver Suburb. This one is on the south side of 
town. The houses are the ornamented boxes that make up most suburbs. 
Mercedes looks down a side street. 

"There it is," she says pointing at a brown truck parked in a driveway. 
"Do you think it's the same one?" 
"How close is the dot?" 
"We're almost on top of it." 
"Good." She parks the van and takes a few things out of her purse. 

She slips them into the pockets of her jacket. 
"Do not bother with the briefcase," she tells him. "Put it in back." 
"What did you put in your pocket?" he asks her. 
She gets out of the van and locks it. "Sure is cold," she remarks 

swinging her arms around. 
He puts the radar set in the back and gets out himself. "You still 

carrying your gun?" 
"Of course, I am. I also have a little Geiger counter here, too." 
"That's handy." 
She looks at him. "You wait here by the van. If I am not back in an 

hour go get the police." 
"I'm going with you." 
"I expected you would say that," she smiles ruefully. 
Mercedes heads up the street and Kelly follows. They walk a few blocks 

so as to come up to the house from the far side. Kelly points to the 
small waxing moon. 

"Just now rising," Mercedes remarks. 
"Yes, I'm glad." 
As they approach the house, they walk carefully. When they get to 

it, Mercedes breaks into a careful prancing run that is totally silent. 
She quickly opens a side gate and Kelly follows her into the. yard. She 
leans against the wall and pulls a tiny calculator out of her jacket. 
She points it at the house. 

"It is very faint," she whispers. 
"Is that the..." 
"Shhhh!" 
A light shines out of a window near the back of the house. They hear 

Robert Azul's assured voice. "Don't worry Serramonte, it's shielded 
well enough. In just a few hours we can be out of here.. 
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Mercedes points to the garage door. Kelly tries it. It's locked. 
She nods. He pulls out his pick kit.  The door soon clicks open. They 
go into the dark garage. Mercedes produces a pencil-thin flashlight. 
There's a large black crate in the middle of the garage. They go over 
to it. It's made of lead. On the far side there's a triple-glazed 
window of leaded glass. Mercedes shines the light inside and they both 
look. Inside the crate, there's a box made of light wood with handles 
extending from each side. _Looking closely, they see that the sides 
are covered with Hebrew characters. 

"That's a replica of the Arc of the Covenant," Kelly tells her. 
"Some design for a bomb." 

"We better get the police," Mercedes hisses. 
They reverse their course. As they walk back to the van, Mercedes 

explains to Kelly, "NEST will never find that bomb. Not with all that 
shielding." Then she asks, "Why was there Hebrew on it?" 

"I don't know. The Christian and Jewish alchemists use Hebrew 
because they consider it the first language, the language of God. It 
probably has to do with the trigger and connecting it to the bomb part 
and the plutonium." 

They climb into the van. Mercedes turns to Kelly. "I will be 
glad to finish this case up. This is too close for comfort." She 
starts the van and drives several blocks. Kelly sees a police car. 

"Let's tell those cops over there," he suggests. 
"Vale." 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Imagination is Power. -- Paris, France '68 

I.D. 
I am a secret agent 
of the moon 

Ex centric 
Extra ordinary 
Extra-sensory 
Extra-terrestrial 

Celestrial subversive 
Con-spiritorial 
Spirita Sancta 

Holy 
Holy 

Holy 
And then some 
And I have friends. 

-- Barbara Starrett 

"What are we going to do?" Blake asks Laurel as she examines the 
Alchemist's cauldron. 

"Like all rituals it has three parts: something is said, something 
is done, and something is revealed. We will dissolve, we will combine, 
we will coagulate." 

"Why do you always talk in riddles?" 
"Because they carry more information," she answers, tracing an embossed 

dragon with her fingers. 
"Do you really think you can convince the Alchemist to do the ritual?" 
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She takes the lid off the cauldron to look inside. He wrinkles his 
nose in disbelief and disgust_ at the smelly <vapors drifting from the 
heavy black pot. As she recovers it, Laurel smiles at Blake and says 
in a husky voice, "I will make him an offer he can't refuse." 

The Pieman comes up and tells them, "I think we can do it in the back. 
There's a nice grassy area surrounded by trees and a high fence. The 
moon will be up soon. Are we going to do it skyclad?" 

"I think so," her smile broadens. "It's a beautiful night." 
"What's skyclad?" Blake senses her amusement and it makes him uneasy. 
"Stark naked," Laurel tells him. Before he can say anything, she 

turns to The Pieman and says, "Tell Mali to get five more people here. 
She knows who to call." 

"Don't we have enough people?" Blake questions her. 
"I want thirteen." She raises her hand before he can say anything. 

"No, not another word. I'm just superstitious, okay? A witch has 
every right to be." 

"So what are we going to do?" He returns to his original question. 
"I can't explain it, Eduardo. You'll see soon enough." In frustration 

she gives him a little push toward Katrina and the Alchemist who are 
looking over a computer printout. "Why don't you go interrogate our 
friends, the mad bombers over there. It will be a while before we 
can begin." 

14e takes her advice and saunters over. They stop talking as he 
approaches. "So, Laurel tells me you may join in this ritual," he says. 

"If it's interesting," Karina admits. 
"Yes, if it seems...interesting," the Alchemist agrees carefully. 
"Well...I thought we might talk a little more about your project, 

if you don't mind?" They seem noncommittal. "So what's your training?" 
he asks lamely. 

"MIT," Katrina replies. 
The little man bobs his head like his bird. There is a pause. 

"Philosophus per ignem--through fire," he says bitterly. There's a 
longer, more awkward lull. 

"So, what was it like working with Robert Azul?" Blake tries 
speaking casually. "He seems a tense sort of guy." 

"Azul?" Katrina looks at him archly. "We had as little to do with 
him as possible. He gpt_us the money, the equipment, the power hookup, 
the access to the labs, and left us alone." 

The Alchemist rubs his hands together. "Yes, a very efficient young 
man, but a troubled man. He gains power from killing. I am afraid he 
is on the left-hand path." 

"He's a sadist," Katrina declares. "Which reminds me, how's your head?" 
Without thinking, Blake rubs it. "It's okay." 
"And the Negro woman?" the Alchemist inquires politely. 
Blake nods, still rubbing his head. "She's okay, too. I must say I'm 

surprised. I thought that knee was in for 30 hours of orthopedic surgery. 
I guess there is something to that herbal stuff." Blake tries to re-
direct the conversation. "So, this operation took a lot of logistical 
backup?" 

Katrina leans back in her chair. "I'll say it did. Why, our computer 
capability alone is very substantial." The Alchemist mutters. She looks 
at him. "All right, Fredrick. Mr. Blake, you must excuse us. We have 
much work to do. We are trying to make the homunculus here. If the 
Great Work is completed we will have the power to do many incredible things." 

"I'm sure," Blake vaguely agrees. "I'll see you later." He drifts 
back over to Laurel, who temporarily doesn't have anyone with her. "You 
know, they don't know where Azul got all their equipment and monsyfrom." 

"So?" 
"It's quite an operation." 



86 

Laurel looks at him and appears to try and focus on what he's saying. 
"I'm sure it's important, Eduardo, but I can't think about it now. I'm 
very busy." She calls out to Mali, who is limping by, "How's your knee?" 

"It's still sore...but I can walk on it." 
"That's good. Don't overdo it now. Did you get some apples and 

cheese for after the Ceremony?" 
"Got them all ready, Sister," she answers back. She smiles and 

hobbles off. 
Laurel slows down enough to really notice Blake. "Eduardo, you 

are nervous. Do not worry. This has been done a million times already. 
Before governments grew like a cancer and colonized the rituals of the 
people, we were always making our own. Before licenses and official 
priests. We are reclaiming this part of our lives, too. Just relax," 
she advices, smiling with anticipation. "It will soon come." 

Laurel stands naked except for the_flowers in her thick hair and 
the shells on the long scarf hanging around her neck. Feet wide and 
firm, pelvis locked forward to focus the chi. Her bellyjiggles slightly, 
as do her heavy breasts and the brown nipples that ride them. Sweat 
and oil paints her body, water flowing in thz candlelight. Her eyes are 
shut. In her right hand she holds the ritual knife, a bone athame, in 
the left, the burning candle she has used to light the others. It's 
green. Half the candles burning are red, the rest are green like the 
one in her hand. There is an equal number of black candles, but 
none of them have been lit yet. 

Fortunately, it is going to be a warm evening. It's twilight still, 
cobalt dying into stars and black. No one looks ridiculous naked, 
although the Alchemist's appearance_is surprising. His slight, wiry 
body looks as fragile and powerful as the Mahatma Ghandi's after a 
40-day fast. But it is not the nut brown of the Mahatma's, it's light-
white. 

Edward Blake looks at the five new people. Just what makes someone a 
'new' person is purely arbitrary. How well does he know the Alchemist 
or Katrina de la Court, except that they were planning to murder a 
million people? How well does he know these Apoplectics either? Or 
Mercedes, wherever she. is? For a moment his mind follows his body to 
sway with the quiet drumming two of the new people are doing. He 
thinks clearly to himself, "How well do I know them? Well enough to 
be dancing naked in the middle of the night with them. Well enough 
to chase nuclear weapons with them." His mind goes blank. He just 
sees for a while: the starlit night, the plump pine trees that huddle 
around like , nervous adolescents, the simple lawn, the cheap cement 
walk, the burning candles, the naked people. 

He studies the new people again. First, the drummers, a Black man 
and a Mexican-Indian woman. Myrnna is next to them with some sort of 
rasp. They're outside the circle. Inside, The Pieman is hitting a 
cowbell. Not very often. Maybe twice a minute. Then there's Laurel, 
legs spread, arms out, a human star. She seems to be concentrating. 
Next to her is another new person, a very thin and hairy guy with .a 
silver flute. The flute dances among the drums, pursued by Myrnna's 
rasp. Every small climax is punctuated by The Pieman's bell. 

Around the circle from the flute player there's another new person. 
She's a large woman with thick, 'powerful arms and rolls of fat padding 
her heavy-boned body, like Astarte, the Earth Mother, or a Goddess 
Queen from the South Pacific. Then there's Blake himself. On his 
right is the last of the newcomers, a woman with blonde hair. She 
stands next to Ian, her restrained voluptuousness in marked contrast 
to his scrawny white body, trimmed on the neck and arms with a cowboy's 
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dark suntan. Mali stands between Ian and the Alchemist. Her body twenty 
different dark shades of brown, black, and purple that turn her into a 
glistening negative of the large white woman. Then the skinny Alchemist 
stands calmly, seemingly oblivious to his surroundings. Holding his hand 
is Katrina and holding her hand, when he's not playing his bell, is 
The Pieman. 

Mali steps forward and lays a_mall green velvet cloth on the grass. 
She puts a small bowl on it and a large clay pitcher fired grey and tan. 
There is a cup of the same style next to it. 

"Wine and strange drugs," Mali says clearly. 
Nothing happens for a few minutes. Then, one by one, different people 

step forward and partake of either the the wine, the drugs (which prove 
to be various fungi), or both. -.A few people don't go up at all, but most 
do, including all the musicians. Blake decides not to take any mushrooms, 
but he does down several healthy cups of the red wine which has a strange 
licorice flavor. He also tastes stronger liqueur under the wine's burn. 
"Must be spiked," he warns_himself, as he takes another cup. 

The drumming seems to take over. No one else visits the psychoactive 
smorgasbord. The ten people in the circle start taking each other's 
hands again. When the circle is completed, Laurel begins to chant. 

Your spine is the trunk of the tree. At your pelvis it roots 
in the-earth. Your genitals are rooted in the earth. Your legs 
are deep in the earth. They drink her blood, they eat her body. 

She lets go of The Pieman and the flute player. The drums and Myrnna's 
rasp canter next to her words. She raises her arms. "Your arms and your 
head are the branches twisting into the sky, breathing her breathe. Your 
hair..." She shakes her hair, and by now many of the others in the circle 
are stretching like her, and they join her in shaking their hair. "Your 
hairs are leaves, eating the sun, marrying light with her blood to bring 
forth life." She moans and twists. Everyone but Edward_Blake joins her. 
Laurel slows her motions and the drums follow. She spreads her arms and 
the two men at her side bring their's down belatedly to reach for her hands. 

"I become strong," she shouts, "by living in the forest." Their hands 
clasp. 

"I become strong " Mali says as she takes the Alchemist's and Ian's 
hands in hers, "by s ending my roots deep." She stamps her good leg. 

"I become strong, " The Pieman says, "by sending my branches to the 
stars." He reaches, stretching, taking Katrina's and Laurel's hands high. 

"I become strong, " one of the drummers shouts, "by drinking the rain." 
"I become strong, " Myrnna yells, "by being nonviolent." 
"I become strong, " the big woman says, chuckling, "by falling on the 

woodcutter." 
"I become strong, " the blonde woman says, "by seducing the timber beasts." 
"I become strong, " the Alchemist booms out, "by learning the tree's 

secret names." 
"I become strong, " Ian says softly, "by planting a tree." 
"I become strong. ..thinking of trees- like this..." Blake adds hesitantly. 
"I become strong, by hearing the forest songs,' the flute player says. 
"I become strong, " the other drummer says, "by- taking a tree to make my 

drum. 
"I become strong," Katrina finishes, "when I run in the forest." 
They stand silently for a few minutes. Then Laurel drops her hands 

again. "We will cast the circle," she announces. 
She steps forward into the center. Mali and the big woman clear away 

the wine and mushrooms and then they join Laurel. Mali holds the chalice, 
the other woman has a small, soft leather pouch. They face to Blake's 
left. Laurel points the knife in front of her. She starts to sing. 
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The East. 
The dancing Air, 
The promise of the Morning, 
We call you to our circle. 
Gaia's hot breath, our warm blanket, 
We invoke you. 
Come! Kiss our bodies! 
Be Here Now! 

Blake notices a gentle breeze. Has it just come up, or is he noticing 
it because of Laurel's prayer? He doesn't know. 

She draws a star in the air, a pentagram, then kneels and stabs the 
knife into the ground. Mali sprinkles something from the chalice and 
cries out, "With water I purify the East!" 

The big woman dips into her pouch. "With salt I purify the East!" 
Laurel rises with a piece of burning incense in her hand. She traces 

the pentagram in the air with the white smoke.. "With fire and air I 
charge the East." She steps forward and through the circle. Stooping, 
with one hand holding the heavily smoking incense, she runs around the 
circumference, dragging her knife in the grass and across the cement 
walk. She includes the drummers and Myrnna within the boundries. She 
returns to her beginning point, and rejoins the other two priestesses. 
She looks at the Black drummer. "Asotar, do you want to call the. South?" 

Silently he leaps up and joins the three women who are facing away 
from Blake now. He takes the bone knife from Laurel. He gives a deep-
throated moan that climbs into a song. 

Hail, Spirit of the South! 
The burning Fire, 
The Flame at the Center of Life, 
The Stars, the Sun, the Earth's core 
Our own hot blood, 
Come to our circle. 
Come caress us with your flames. 
Warm us. 
We invoke you! 
Be Here Now! 

Blake feels his face flush. "It's that wine," he thinks swaying slightly, 
"and that damned liqueur." The warmth of it spreads through his limbs. 

The drummer's brown hand, ivory-tipped, sketches a star in the air and 
then hurls the knife into the ground next to his right foot. Again Mali 
steps forward and sprinkles the air. "With this water I purify the South." 

The other woman throws out the white grains and tells them, "With salt 
I purify the South." 

Laurel steps forward and traces a pentagram with the red tip of the 
lightly smoking mound. "With fire and air I charge the South." The naked 
Black man flicks the knife into the air with his foot and catches it. He 
hands it to Mali and returns to his drums. 

The three women turn and face the West. Blake can see their glistening 
profiles. Mali points the knife and chants. 

The West, The West, the West. 
The Water, the Water, the Water. 
The great Seas rolling on and on over 
Our Mother, following the fleeing Sun. 
Bringing the cloak of Night, the evening Stars. 
Oh West, I'll follow you to California. 
I'll stand by your great Ocean, her Womb. 
Come to Us! Wash to Us! Be Here Now! 
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Mali glimmers in the candle's glow, every dark surface a mirror for 
the light. "She's really sweating," Blake thinks as he feels his own 
sweat run down the sides of his nose and gather in wet clumps under his 
arms and between his legs. He tastes its saltiness on his lips. 

Mali draws a star in the air with the knife and then kneels and with 
both hands buries the blade into the earth. The big woman repeats the 
little rituals of the water and the salt. Laurel does the incense. They 
face the North. The Pieman joins them. His blue eyes glitter like ice 
between his hairy red brows and the fire-bush that is his beard. They 
turn toward Blake. Mali gives The Pieman the ivory edge. He points it 
right at Blake's face and cries out, 

Oh, Guardians of the North, 
Quiet watchers of the secrets, 
Lords of Stone and Ice, 
Powers of the Earth, cornerstones of all Power, 
Bones of the Mother, 
We need you! 
We are you! 
We invoke you! 
Our lady of the dark Night come to us, 
Ride your bull, ride your mare, ride the earthquake, 
Ride the tornado, ride the whirlpool, ride the firestorm, 
Ride to us! 
Come, come, come, to us. 
Send forth your strength! 
Be Here Now! 

The Pieman feverishly draws the pentagram with broad strokes in the air. 
When he finishes he throws himself full face onto the grass at Blake's 
feet and plants the knife not six inches from Blake's big toe. Mali steps 
forward and throws the water. Blake feels the .cool drops on his face. 
"I purify the North with this water." The big woman steps forward and 
throws the white powder. Blake hears her say something and he sees the 
salt crystals land on The Pieman's back. 

Laurel steps forward with a smoldering palm. "With fire and air by 
our Saint Helen, I charge thee, Oh North, land of the midnight sun, land 
of fire and ice." 

The smoke swirls around Blake and makes his head spin. For a few 
seconds everything goes topsy-turvy. Blake feels like he's going to fall. 
The ground appears to slant away from him at a steep angle. It slips past 
45 degrees and the ground comes up toward him, taking Laurel and Mali 
and the big woman somewhere above his head and bringing The Pieman's feet 
up into Blake's face. 

"Wohooa." Laurel catches him before he falls. "Eduardo, you are too 
full of enthusiasm. We have just begun." He looks into her face. The 
smell of her is all around him. Her skin is slick with sweat and oil. 

"I'm fine. I think the incense got to me." 
"Yes, it's very strong, and I was waving it right in your face." She 

smiles apologetically. "It's Saturn incense. I thought you'd like it." 
She says this flirtatiously and Blake feels himself relax. 

"We have cast a strong circle, Eduardo. We will do our own Great Work 
tonight." She looks over at the Alchemist defiantly, and Blake wonders 
again how she ever talked him into coming. She turns around and returns 
to the center of the circle with Mali. The big woman and The Pieman join 
the others. Mali and Laurel start humming. Soon the flute and the cowbell 
reappear to join the drums. The flute breaks into a wild solo as Mali 
sings. 
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Round, round, round, round, round, 
We dance between the bounds of time. 
We spin between birth and death, 
Joy and sorrow, night and dark, all and 
Nothing. 
Where between the Worlds we have lit the Fire. 

Mali and Laurel return to their places in the circle. Laurel says, 
"In perfect love and perfect trust," and kisses the flute player who is 
standing to her right. He kisses the big woman, andao it goes around the 
circle, woman to man to woman. Myrnna kisses the Black drummer and he 
kisses the Chicana to his left. Once the kiss has returned to Laurel 
they stand in silence for a few minutes. Blake, for one, feels just great. 
He's at that pleasant stage of intoxication when drunks want to get friendly 
with everyone and trippers fall in love with flowers. "Nice night to stand 
around naked," he remarks to himself. 

Mali steps forward into the center. The rhythm instruments start in as 
she raises the sharpened bone above her head and calls out. 

Disharmony, sterile evil, broken dreams, 
Be Not Here! Be gone! 
Leave us, leave our circle! 
Be not Here! Be gone! 
We have our own guests. 
The Goddess shall come. 
We shall call the 3mith Gods and banish them. 
Go or be melted in Her lava. 
Go or be drowned in Her water. 
Go or be burnt up in Her fire. 
Go or be twisted by Her breath. 
We banish you! We banish you! 
We banish you! We banish you! 

Everyone joins Mali in her mantra. They yell out each syllable as the 
drums pound and the bell clanks and the rasp screams and the flute shrieks. 

We banish you! We banish you! 
We banish you! We banish you! 
We banish you! We banish you! 
WE BANISH YOU! WE BANISH YOU! 
WE BANISH YOU! WE BANISH YOU! 

Finally, they jump in the air and fall down to the ground giggling and 
screaming. They lie panting on the cooling grass. The dirt is dry on their 
skin like talcum. After a while, Laurel gets up and goes into the center again. 
She faces towards Blake and folds her arms. Her hands hold the dagger at 
her breast, her legs run straight together to the earth. Like a mummy she 
stands, dagger tip to her lips. "Behold!" she shouts, and she points the 
yellow athame over Blake's shoulder. Instinctively he turns and looks. 
The virgin moon hangs low over the trees. 

"I draw down the Moon! Come be me young Goddess, take us on a journey 
tonight." 

Mali starts chanting, and then so do the rest of the women, "The Goddess 
is alive, Magic is afoot. The Goddess is alive, Magic is afoot." 

Some of the men join in. Laurel spreads her legs and lowers her arms, 
blossoming into a star again. It feels subdued in many ways, a high plateau. 
Laurel stands in the pentagram for several moments as she changes into the 
persona that will lead the next part of the ceremony. Finally, she raises 
her arms and turns. The chanting dies. "We shall invoke the Earth Mother, 
children," she says in a thick, rich voice. 
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Thee I invoke, Starborn. 
Thee that didst create the Land and the Water. 
Thee that turns the Night and the Day. 
Thee that destroys the dark with the light. 
Thee that smothers the light in dark. 
Thou are Myself made Perfect, Whom no man bath seen. 
Thou are the Truth in Matter. 
Thou are the Truth in Motion. 
Thou has distinguished between the Just and Unjust. 
You didst make the Female and the Male and all of us 
In-Between. 
Oh, Come to us, Earth Mother! 

People join her in chanting various names. 

Danu of the Druids. 
Erde of the Germans. 
Frigga of the North. 
Nuit, Egyptian Goddess. 
In Crete, the Mountain Mother. 
La Virgen de Guadalupe. 
The Black Madonna of Poland. 
Erzulie, my Goddess. 
The Cornmother. 
Uti,Elata of the Pawnee. 
Hina-alu-oka,moana of the Islands. 
The Romans called her Terra. 
The Christians call her Mary. 
Nature of the Scientists. 
Gaia for the New Age. 
Be Here Now! 
Be Here Now! 
Be Here Now! 

The drums crash into a crescendo and abruptly stop when the chant ends. 
Laurel spins around looking at the candles. "I feel you here, Mother," 
she says in the same pleasured voice. Laurel-sounds so natural as she 
talks to the idea of the Great Mother that Blake finds himself glancing 
about, expecting to see some shadow, some sign, some manifestation of 
their hope. 

"Mother," Laurel continues, "we have ..called_ you here to tell you that 
yout Smiths, your Alchemists, have betrayed you. They will kill you, 
Great Mother. Withdraw your bounty. Chastise these Smiths! Since they 
first smelt their iron and their_bronze, there has been naught but war. 
Now, they'll loose the Dragon, Nagari, on the world." She pauses and walks 
over to the Alchemist. Their eyes meet. 

"This fell serpent is at your very breast. His venom can slay, Great 
Mother!" She goes over to the nearest candle and picks it up. It's red. 
She lights the black one that stands with it, and then goes on around to 
each group lighting the black_with the red. She walks back to the center 
of the circle, reaches down, and picks up a handful of dirt. 

"Take back this bomb, oh, Mother! Take back all their bombs! Back 
to the Prima _Mata! Back to the air!" She throws some of the dirt into 
the sky. "Back to thefire!" .She throws some at a cluster of nearby candles, 
causing the flames to flicker. "Back to the_water!" and_the dirt flies off 
in the general direction of the chalice. "Back to the earth!" and the 
last of the dirt returns to where it came.- 
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By Air and Earth, 
By Water and Fire, 
So be you bound, As I desire. 
Be bound K'daai Magsin, Smith of the Takut. 
Be bound Vulcan, Roman forger of weapons. 
Be bound Boshintoj of the long swords. 
Be bound Wzeazo of the Lance. 
Be bound Hermes_Trismegistus of the Great Work. 
Be bound Faust and your miserable deals. 
Be bound Yu the Great. 
Be bound John Fredrick. 
Be bound and a curse on your bomb! 

Laurel has ended up in front of the Alchemist. She shouts in his face. "Be 
bound Alchemist, and may all your evil return_to you three times full!" She 
grabs his hand, the one that's been holding Katrina, and starts to run, 
pulling him after. She screams and he lurches forward, dragging Mali, Ian, 
the blonde woman, Blake, the big woman, the flute player, The Pieman, and 
Katrina into a writhing snake with Laurel the head. The drums pound them 
into a gallop as they start to chant. 

The Earth, the Water, the Fire, the Air, 
Returns, Returns, Returns, Returns, 
The Earth, the Water, the Fire, the. Air, 
Returns, Returns, Returns, Returns... 

Blake finds this a much more powerful ritual then the first one. It's 
probably the effect of the ouzo that spiked the wine. Or, maybe, it's 
because the first time there were too many jokes. Like many Catholics, 
lapsed or not, he likes his religion serious. - 

Laurel catches the thrashing tail of their dance, in the form of Katrina's 
free hand. Now they form a tight circle facing outward and spinning round 
like the earth on its axis. Suddenly Laurel lets go of Katrina and spirals 
in. The circle spins tighter and tighter and tighter. Blake's face is 
flushed, his heartbeat drums, his breath staggers after Myrnna's rasp. 

In the center it seems worshipers are falling down, but Laurel is still 
standing. As the spiral spins, Blake catches sight of Ian holding Mali's 
hand as Mali crawls between Laurel's legs._ Holding on to Mali and the 
blond woman behind him, Ian crawls up to Laurel and then suddenly buries 
his head between her legs. The kiss is brief. The blond woman follows 
Ian. Her kiss is much longer, and Blake is sure he sees Laurel's body 
settle deeper into her stance. Suddenly, he is faced with her inches from 
his nose and lips. He sees her; he smells her; he kisses her. It is all 
of one instant. The pull of the spiral takes him to her and from her 
without volition. He is stunned. His face is wet and salty; it smells 
of warm, moist earth. 

Somehow the Alchemist is still between Mali and Laurel when Blake is 
able to focus again. The dance doesn't stop. Laurel stands still, one 
hand holding the Alchemist and the other painting' her blade at the ground. 
As the spiral unwinds, she slowly sinks to the earth, moaning. 

"Ohhhh, Kore, I die for you now." As the spiral whips open, she settles 
her pelvis into the dirt. Finally, she slides the knife into a clump of 
grass. For a moment nothing happens, and then the Alchemist falls beside 
her, and so does the rest of the line. Only now is it noticeable that the 
drums have stopped. It is so quiet they can hear a light breeze rustle 
the tops of the tallest pine. 

Laurel lets go of the Alchemist and gets up. She walks back to the 
circle. The drummers and Myrnna join her. Everyone gets up but the Alchemist. 
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Once again Laurel assumes the star position. She casts a winter smile 
at the rest of the circle. 

Mali calls out, "Erzuile, how long will he be insane?" 
"Not long, Sister," Laurel replies uninterested. "His limitations 

keep him sane.". She looks at Mali. "He may learn from this, at least, 
not to loose dragons on_the world. His bomb will not go off. The 
Alchemist trigger is bound." Laurel looks around. "I must be gone, my 
horse grows tired. Mali, daughter, send me home." 

Mali starts to chant. 

Oh, Lady, we thank you for coming. 
We thank you for Our circle, 
For spiral in and spiral out, 
For night and change. 
We ask for-your blessing 
As you leave. 
Hail and farewell! 
Blessed- Be! 

"Blessed Be!" several_participants echo. Most of the company is still 
breathing heavily. Laurel blinks her eyes, and then bends over to touch 
the earth. 

"I've got to get grounded,".she says in her normal voice with an edge 
of nervousness melting under satiation. She stands up again. 

"We will open the-circle," she says strongly. 
She draws a pentagram in the air over to Blake's left. Her smile is 

deep and full. She chants. 

Oh, East, 
Thank you for joining. Our circle. 
Bless us as You leave. 
Let there be-peace between us, 
Now and forever. 
Blessed Be! 

She does the same for the other three directions. Then she walks 
slowly into the center of the circle and holds her ritual knife to 
the sky. She touches it to the earth. Straightening, she spreads her 
arms and says, 

The circle is open, but unbroken. 
May the peace of the Goddess 
Go in your hearts. 
Merry meet, and merry part, 
And merry meet again. 
Blessed Be! 

The crescent moon hangs high over their heads now. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

The tendency to endow with special interest institutions in 
which men become mere machines in the service of an idea, 
is fatal. Anyone who accepts this state of affairs loses 
his integrity as a result and the love of man is destroyed. 

Krishnamurti 

The alchemical symbolism of torture and death is something 
equivocal; the operation can be taken to refer either to 
man or to a mineral substance.  Mircea Eliade 

Mercedes drives to the police car and pulls up next to it. Leaning 
out the window, she tells the officer driving, "I am an agent for the 
Nuclear Emergency Search Team. We are on a top priority case. We need 
your assistance."- The cops look at each other. They both get out. 

"Did I hear you right, lady?" the driver asks_her when he gets 
close. The second cop comes up to Kelly's side and puts his gun to 
Kelly's head through the open window. -The driver pulls his gun out, 
too. "Don't try it, lady," he warns Mercedes. 

"Do you want to see my identification?" she asks. 
"No, we knew you might show up." 
"Are you real cops?" Kelly asks. 
"What's a real cop?" the uniformed man with the gun at his head asks, 

grinning. 
"Let's take them back to the house," the driver suggests, massaging 

his sagging whiskey jowls. The second officer looks down his horse nose, 
and agrees. 

"Okay, but we better take it slow. She looks like a pro." 

The moon hangs high in the night by the time they get to the house. 
Serramonte answers the door. 

"How the hack did you get here?" 
"We followed a wandering star," Mercedes says. 
"You mean a satellite?" He eyes them nervously. 
"Perhaps." Mercedessmiles without warmth. 
The alcoholic-looking cop brings in tae briefcase. "She had this, 

but we can't get the fucker open." 
Serramonte waves his gun at Mercedes. "Open it." 
The cop sets it on the kitchen counter. Mercedes goes over to it 

and fumbles at the edges. After a moment, a loud high hiss announces 
the cloud of smoke that billows from the briefcase. Mercedes is en-
gulfed and disappears. 

The noise of the confused humans is almost as distracting as the 
smoke; yet, when it clears, things seem remarkably ordered. Mercedes 
stands in a bedroom doorway with her hands over her head. Azul is in 
front of her with the stubby barrel of an Uzi held six inches from her 
belly. Their eyes are locked. Kelly_is on the floor with the driver-
cop on his back. The other cop is standing at the front door, and 
Serramonte is holding his broken nose. He takes his hand off it. The 
blood looks ruby-orange in the whitish smoke. 

"Things like that are always booby-trapped," Azul remarks scornfully. 
"How was I supposed to know?" Serramonte snaps. 
"Ever watch a James Bond movie?" Azul sneers. 
"All right, you two," the horse-faced cop says, "We've got to get 

out of here. I'm getting my ass over the horizon before that fucking 
bomb goes off." 
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"We should just kill these two," the other cop says. 
Azul smiles. "No. It's more appropriate to have them here at ground 

zero. It will help the bomb go off anyway, according to the Alchemist." 
"Let's just tie dem up," Serramonte agrees nasally. His nose has 

stopped bleeding, but now it's swelling. 
"Okay, but I'll supervise," Azul says looking at his associates. 

"There's rope in the garage, and get some wire from the bomb hoist in 
the truck." 

In a few minutes Mercedes and Kelly lie contorted and bound next to 
the lead box that is the Alchemist bomb. Azul has thoughtfully placed 
them facing the bomb window. The cops have split. 

"Do you think you can manage the gags?" Azul asks Serramonte. 
He Looks back coldly. Azul goes to the door. "I'll secure the back. 

Remember to stuff something down their throat first. Hurry, we're down 
to 23 minutes." 

As soon as Azul leaves, Mercedes starts talking. "Hey, Serramonte, 
some group you got here. Where did you get the fake cops? Are you sure 
this is a left—wing operation?" 

Serramonte appears defensive. "Azul said deyre old weader undergrond 
types. He's got a lot ob connections. You kno da Tupameros had fake 
cops."_  - 

"That was Uruguay. You know those two are not radicals. They smell 
like agents. Azul, too. They are probably Soviet operatives." 

Serramonte looks as though he's been slapped. "I smell someding," 
he admits reluctantly, "but id's not Commisars. I don dink...id's just 
a and ting to kill you two." His swollen nose starts bleeding again. 

"Serramonte," Kelly says quickly, "you really don't want to blow up 
Denver do you?"  _ 

"Denber? What's dat?" He holds up his hand as Kelly starts to speak. 
He appears completely under control again. "God to go, Kelly," he says. 
Then he quickly stuffs cotton into his friend's mouth, tying it in 
with a strip of cloth around his head. 

"Serramante," Mercedes says cooly, "as you drive to safety tonight 
look out at the streets. Look into the cars that pass and into the 
lighted houses. Remember, you are killing everyone you see for the 
first hour." 

He turns to her and gags her as he did Kelly. He picks up his gun 
and turns it nervously in his hands. He goes to the door and turns 
out the light. 

"Maybe I'll be seeing you," he says quietly before he leaves. 
He meets Azul in the hall. "Ready," he tells him. 
Azul is cheerful. "Great!" he exclaims clapping Serramonte on the 

back. "Sorry I snapped at you," he smiles brightly. "That damn NEST 
woman makes me nervous. By the way, how's your nose, she really socked 
you one, didn't she?" 

"It's okay," Serramonte mumbles. "Let's ged oud ob here." 
"I'm right behind you." 
Kelly and Mercedes listen to the front door slam and the locks 

click shut. A few minutes later they hear the truck and the police 
car leave. 

"I'll be seeing you," Kelly repeats. -"Can you believe he said that?" 
"Muumph," Mercedes answers. Kelly crawls over to her and takes off 

the gag. Then he helps her untie her hands. 
"Maybe he believes in reincarnation?" Mercedes suggests as she unties 

her feet. 
Kelly goes over and turns on the light. "Or Hell." 
Mercedes smiles. "How did you get loose so quickly?" 
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Kelly rubs his wrists unconsciously. "Probably by many of the same 
tricks you were using...a little oil, crossing my wrists and legs in 
the right way, flexing a few muscles, _dislocating a joint or two. 
Best thing, if you can manage it, is a_simple razor." _He flashes one 
in front of her eyes. "They didn't search _me as well _as they did you." 

"I am glad they did not. Do all magicians carry razors?" 
"Some. Houdini did. Never know when you might get tied up." 
Mercedes has started examining the bomb. "Look." She points next 

to the Arc. "That is the box from the Alchemist's laboratory. The 
Philosopher's Egg, he called it." 

Kelly joins her. "Yes, it's supposed to be the trigger. It does 
look like it slips right into the Arc." . 

Mercedes starts going over the whole bomb case. "Maybe if we could 
get in we could disarm it?" 

"How long do you think we have?" he asks. 
"About ten minutes. Or less." 
"Shouldn't we call someone?" 
She looks at him grimly, but with compassion. "Who could we call? 

The police? They could not even get here in ten minutes even_if they 
were real. Should we call the others? Frankly, as unlikely as it is, 
their ritual has a better chance of deactivating this bomb than we do. 
This thing is built like a tank." 

A whirring begins in the bowels of the lead and iron structure. 
The Egg and the Ark start to glow red. Mercedes and Kelly stare at 
them, transfixed. Silently they note the color deepen over the course 
of five minutes until it is bright red, overpowering the light, turning 
the garage into a scarlet chamber. 

"I wonder what it's like?" Kelly finally says. 
"What?" 
"When it goes off. We're just a few feet from where a few special 

atoms will change from matter into energy." 
"Perhaps we will see." She smiles at him. His own face is skull-

like with tension. 
"Aren't you scared?" 
"Yes," she says considering, "but not very much. I have been 

scared too many times before. It does not help. When I am really 
sure I am in a deadly situation I get very calm." 

"You seem calm now." 
She pats his arm. "Yes...I guess. I have done all I can. That 

is the best I can do." 
The glow increases and instinctively Kelly and Mercedes put their 

arms around each other. Gradually they notice a small whine. At 
first it sounds like a single mosquito over in the far corner of the 
garage, but it grows louder and louder until it is a head splitting 
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scream that precludes any possibility of Mercedes and Kelly sharing any 
memorable or touching last sentiments. The light also joins the noise in 
increasing intensity until they reach a blinding climax together in a flash. 

WHOOOSH 
It is dark and very quiet. 
"What happened?" Kelly asks slowly. He squeezes Mercedes. "You seem 

real enough. Are we dead?" 
"I do not think so." A pencil-thin flashlight beam stabs out into 

the dark. Mercedes gets up. They had fallen to the floor at some point, 
but neither of them can_remember when. The light probes into the bomb 
case, past the thick leaded glass. "Look," she tells Kelly. 

"It's all scorched in there...the lettering is gone," he notes. 
"Something went wrong with their bomb." 
"Or something went right with the ritual." 
"We should get hold of NEST and your friends," Mercedes suggests as 

she makes her way over to the light switch and futilely tries it. "Looks 
like something burned out the electric fuses, too.".  

"Let's call the press first. I don't trust NEST." 
They go inside. The little light searches out the phone. Mercedes 

tries it. "Dead," she reports.  _ 
Kelly snaps his fingers. "We can take the van. There's a key under 

the mat on the passenger's side." 
When they get to the van, Mercedes asks, "Do you know press here?" 
"Not that many," he admits, "but the other Apoplectics do. Let's call 

them first and make sure they arrange press before you contact NEST. 
If Blake's there then he can call NEST." 

Mercedes starts the engine. "Good. Then we can come back and baby-
sit the dragon." 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

When you have eliminated all other possibilities, whatever 
remains, however improbable, must be true. -- Sherlock Holmes 

And Ye Shall Know the Truth, And the Truth Shall Make You Free. 
-- John, VII:32 

(Inscribed on the marble wall of the main lobby at CIA Headquarters, 
Langley, Virginia) 

Blake is the first one Kelly lets into the house. Myrnna and The Pieman 
are right behind. Ian and Mali prowl nervously around the front before 
they slowly follow. 

"Never been whisker-close to an A-bomb before," Ian mutters. 
"Tell me 'bout it, cowboy," Mali says nervously. 
Last out of the van, Laurel scoops up Little Tiger and follows the 

others to the bomb. "Just as I saw it," Laurel says. She lets Little 
Tiger go. 

"It does look familiar," The Pieman mumbles. 
"What happened here?" Blake asks Mercedes. 
"It glowed red, there was a noise, we passed out. The electricity 

went out too. Fuses blew; we fixed them. The box in there is scorched. 
Kelly says it is like the _Arc of the Convenant, the alter of the Jews 
when they. followed Moses across the Sinai desert." 

"Hmmmm." Blake glances at her. "Do you have a time?" 
"About two hours ago." 
"That's about when we peaked." 
The two agents appraise each other. 
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"This is some case," Blake says guardedly. 
"It is more than a case," Mercedes replies. 
"I don't think it is over." 
"I have the same feeling." Mercedes sighs.  "There is more than 

enough evidence, there just is not. the time to put it together." 
"Maybe now we'll have some time." 
She looks at him sympathetically. "I do not think so." 
Laurel's voice intrudes into their dialogue. "We should have a 

quick caucus before the press or_NEST comes." 
Mali looks up from her examination of the- bomb. "What do we have 

to discuss?" 
"What do we tell NEST, for example?" Blake offers. "Do we ask them 

about that raid?" 
Mercedes shakes her head. "We.can just ignore it. Once we have 

the press here and the story is out we will have some protection." 
Kelly smiles and whispers to Mercedes., "You_learn fast." 
She smiles back. "Learning is-the key to survival." 
"Someone's here!" hisses Myrnna._ . - 
The Pieman puts his hand on her arm. "We're expecting company, 

remember? It's probably some press." . - - - 
She reaches out and gives him a hug. "Sorry, I'm just nervous." 
Mercedes goes to the door and opens it In black silk and black 

leather stands Ms. McD tapping her booted foot. The garage lights glint 
off her mirrored sun glasses. Incongruously she has a simple white 
pad of paper in one hand and a long yellow_pencil in the Other._ Beside 
her, the rumpled blond figure of_Van De-Bourg; the Dutchman, lounges in 
secondhand English .tweed. His bushy_moustache and unruly hair make 
him look vaguely familiar, like a young Samuel.Clemens. 

"Puig de Atocha," Ms. McD reminds herself out loud. She steps 
into the garage past Mercedes. The Dutchman follows-politely, nodding 
his head. "Heard there was a bomb here," McD continues, addressing 
everyone and no one. 

"Here it is," Mercedes says from behind them, trying to remember 
their names. "The Alchemist bomb." 

Kelly greets them surprised and pleased._"How did you two get here?" 
"Hello, Kelly," Van De Boug shakes_his hand. 
Ms. McD turns away from her examination -of the bomb and points her 

sunglasses at him. "Hey, Kelly my man, what did you expect. I'm on 
this story." 

Kelly glances between them. They both meet his gaze. "Are you 
two a team now?" 

McD starts walking around the bomb. "I've got the U.S. rights to 
the story and Van is publishing in Europe. My first broadcast is in 
the can and should have gotten off over National Public Radio a few 
hours ago. Our fucking rent-a-car didn't have a working radio. His 
article is in the Manchester Guardian, Liberation, and a few others. 
Hitting the streets in London and Paris in about four hours." 

"Perhaps, we could have introductions?" De Bourg asks Kelly. 
"Certainly. This.is Edward Blake, a NEST agent working with 

Mercedes. The rest are my affinity group: Myrnna, Mali, The Pieman, 
Laurel, Spread Eagle. And this is Ms. McD of WAKKO Radio, Boston, and 
Van De Bourg from Holland. They're two of the reporters we met in 
Boston." 

"Meow," Little Tiger says peering 
down from his perch on the bomb. Laurel 
smiles and points up at the fuzzy orange 
head. "That's Little Tiger." 

"Where are the bombers?" Van De Bourg 
asks softly. 

Mercedes grins. "Somewhere over the 
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horizon." 
"Who are the bombers?" Ms. McD asks sharply, thumbing through her 

pad. "Our sources say their names are Katrina de La Couut, John 
Fredrick, a Serramonte," she looks at Kelly and frowns, "and a Mr. 
Azul Andras." 

Mercedes is impressed. "You have pretty good information." 
"Where do you think the second bomb is?" De Bourg asks clearly. 
Blake's features harden. "What second bomb?" 
Ms. McD grins, seeing_their surprise. "We hear that there's a 

second bomb. Haven't you been watching the news? NEST leaked it so 
widely that even the TV idiots have got the story." 

De Bourg raises a cautioning finger. "Part of the story. The two 
notes from Mors Justi. Our sources in NEST and other security agencies 
have given us more details...like the names of the group members 
and the fact that NEST expected to find this bomb, but had less hope 
for the second one, which is supposed to be in San Diego." 

There is a sudden silence. Someone sighs. "What else do you 
know?" Mercedes asks. 

Ms. McD raises her hand. Her short silver fingernails glisten like 
little stars. "Look, Sis. I'm glad to help, but we're here to 
interview you, not vice versa. So tell me, who do you think is behind 
all this?" 

"Someone is," Mercedes admits, "but we do not know who." 
"I think it is your government," De Bourg tells them. "They want 

a nuclear Reichstag fire." 
"They won't get it now." Laurel says. 
Ms. McD peers at the blackened Arc. "Don't put up any statues for 

yourselves just yet. There's another bomb, remember?" 
De Bourg looks through the thick glass, too. "Why didn't it go off?" 
Blake scratches his bristly cheek. "You won't believe it." 
De Bourg's watery blue eyes catch Blake's hard brown ones. "As you say 

so nicely in America,Ary me." 
But before Blake can, more reporters arrive. They are quickly 

followed by a TV camera crew. On their heels, are the local FBI and 
the Denver police. After a brief look at the bomb and numerous photo-
graphs, the reporters turn on the Apoplectics and the two NEST agents 
to try to find out about the second bomb. 

Blake repeats himself, for the sixth time, to a skeptical audience. 
"We don't know about any second bomb." 
- More noise at the front of the house heralds the arrival of 
another party. It's the NEST team lead by twenty heavily armed NEST 
troops dressed in white radiation gear that makes them look like space-
age Ku Klux Klansmen. After a quick radiation check, the second half 
of the NEST team, led by the young, cold, clean Mr. Secretary, comes 
in. He's trailing an entourage of bodyguards, aides, and PR clones as 
he moves to the front of.the-bomb, which is.now closely guarded by NEST 
troops. He raises his hand and says, "My name is William Borah, 
Administrative Secretary to the Director of NEST. I am here to 
answer your questions." 

The TV reporter quickly moves forward. The minicam, on the shoulders 
of a bearded Chicano, follows her automatically. Powerful light shines 
out of the camera onto the bland features of Mr. Secretary. "Did 
NEST recover this bomb?" the reporter asks, thrusting the microphone 
into his face. 

He smiles antiseptically. "Yes,-miss, we did." 
"What about the second bomb?" another.reporter calls out. 
"The alleged second bomb?" Mr. Secretary rephrases the question. 

"We don't know if it exists and if it exists where it exists." 



A young reporter from the Boulder alternative paper waves her hand 
at the bureaucrat. When he nods to her, she asks, "Would this bomb 
have worked?" 

He looks noncommital. "We don't know yet._ "We'll have to examine 
it. We have no reason to think it wouldn't have." 

"Mr. Secretary, Mr. Secretary!" McD's gravel voice cuts through the 
other reporters' pleas. "Who do you think is really behind this? It's 
a little elaborate for extortion, don't you think?" 

Van De Bourg notices that Mr. Secretary's hands start picking nervously 
at each other. "It is very organized," he concedes, "but we don't have 
any evidence that it is a political group...but we certainly haven't 
ruled it out." 

McD interrupts. "I wasn't suggesting that this was done by the 
political fringe. It's out of their league.. I was wondering if 
you'd care to speculate if there was any involvement of agencies 
and/or individuals in the U.S. Government, like we saw with the 
Kennedy and King assasinations...or perhaps it's large corporations 
such as ITT, DuPont, GE, or United Technologies?" 

Mr. Secretary's irises expand in consternation. "You must be 
jesting, young lady...Perhaps...and I only say perhaps...there is some 
involvement of a foreign government...but there is certainly no 
irregular involvement of the_U.S. Government or U.S. corporations in 
this despicable act of nuclear terrorism. And I don't know what you 
mean by the Kennedy killings." _ 

There is a roaring cry for attention by the gathered reporters, but 
Mr. Secretary declares the press conference over and the entire area 
sealed. He instructs his aide to have the NEST troops clear the bomb 
area and he motions to Kaye a bodyguard  bring Mercedes and Blake 
into one of the garage's corners for a quick meeting. 
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As the Apoplectics and the reporters are swept out the door in a last 
flurry of pictures, the two NEST agents are ushered into the presence of 
their superior. He looks at them carefully. "Well, congratulations. 
It seems you two have been right on top of this case." Blake nods his 
head almost imperceptibly. 

"Thank you, Mr. Secretary, but perhaps you're too kind. We've heard 
nothing about this second weapon, yet every reporter here has heard." 

"Agent Blake, the second note didn't arrive until this morning and 
we made it public immediately. _We couldn't reach you." Mercedes starts 
to say something but Mr. Secretary cuts her off. "Why not put it into a 
report for me? And after you've written it up take a few weeks off. You 
two have done your share." 

"What about this-second bomb?" she blurts out. 
He gives her a hard look. "Ms. Atocha, the only evidence we have for 

a second bomb is the second note. We'll look into it. :It's no longer 
your concern. Your part of the case is•over. This is a direct order from 
the Director." 

She looks at his calm face and nervous hands. "I see," she says. 
Sure now of his control he adds, "Please try and get your report in 

within twelve hours. It will be-needed by the agents working on the wrap-up." 
Blake agrees stiffly. "Of course, Mr. Secretary." 
Mercedes' answer is a cool, "Certainly Mr. Secretary." 
The two agents- walk_oat together. In the front yard they find the 

Apoplectics huddles near the van with Ms. McD and Van De Bourg. After 
a quick meeting they decide-to go to the Professor's, using different 
routes, taking care not to be followed. 

The Pieman sinks wearily into a beanbag chair. "Just what time is it?" 
Mali checks her watch. ''After midnight." 
Ian falls on the floor in partially feigned exhaustion. "Jeeze louise, 

this is one marathon action." 
"What's with this second bomb?" Laurel asks Blake. 
Kelly looks around. "We should get this into a meeting." 
"Another fucking meeting." 
"Another fucking bomb." 
Crumbling, they focus their attention and turn the random collection 

of tired bodies into a meeting. Even Ms. McD seems tired. Little Tiger 
sleeps on Laurel's lap and the Baron lies on the couch, snoring gently. 

De Bourg says, "You promised to tell me how the bomb was prevented 
from detonating." 

The Pieman jumps up. "While someone tells him, I'm going to make coffee." 
Several people look very grateful. By the time he returns the reporters 

have heard about the raid on the. Alchemist's lab, the ritual, and the recent 
adventures of Kelly and Mercedes. - - - 

"I still don't understand how a ritual could stop a bomb from going off," 
Ms. McD declares sipping her hot coffee. 

Laurel scratches_ Little Tiger's little neck. "Alchemy involves turning 
the Alchemist into an adept, a person who can do incredible things like 
change lead into gold or loose the Dragon, Nagari...use atomic processes 
in other words. It's like yoga except focused out more. John Fredrick is 
a true adept. His trigger would have worked if he believed in it. Instead, 
he came to believe in our ritual's power to block the trigger." 

"Like if you convinced a yogi he wasn't holy he couldn't hold his breath 
for three days?" Van De Bourg asks. 

"Yes, exactly." 
"I don't know how much of this I believe," Ms. McD says, an eyebrow raised. 
Blake looks at her deadpan. "We don't know either." 
"Where's the Alchemist now?" the Dutchman asks. 
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Laurel frowns. "He sort of cracked up. He's with some radical psychologists 
we know who live up in the mountains. He should be okay in a year or so. He 
violated his own code too, in working on the bomb. He'll have to start his whole 
quest over again." 

"How did you get him and Katrina to do the ritual?" Blake asks. 
"He had to do it because if he admitted he was afraid to do it then 

his lack of faith would have disarmed the_bomb right there. His only chance 
to make it work was to go through the ritual to show it had no force. But 
since he felt guilty and because his subconscious agreed with the ritual..." 

"And Katrina?" 
Laurel looks puzzled. "I think she's a genuine ledtist, like Serramonte. 

She wasn't sure the bomb would work. She was leaving it up to fate_she 
told me. Fate intervened and, actually, she seems relieved. She said 
some of her friends had real doubts about the _Backfire thesis. Finding 
out the government is behind it pretty much makes the case." 

Erik Van De Bourg smiles shyly. "Since you have told us so much, it 
is only fair I tell you a little something. But first...would it be all 
right if I light up a little hashish?" 

"Please do," Kelly says. 
Erik pulls a vial of hash from his camera case and puts it into a 

small bone pipe. He lights it, inhales deeply, and passes it on to 
Ms. McD. His smile deepens as he feels the smoke expand in his lungs. 
"I've told Rose most of this, but not all." _He nods to Ms. McD. She 
runs her hand through her short tricolored_hair_and looks bored. 

The pipe returns to Van De Bourg. He takes another hit and holds it. 
The weariness of the night imposes a still silence on the group. He exhales. 
"Originally, I came to the States to do an investigation of a government 
project I stumbled across in Holland. It is a joint agency investigation into 
the uses of magical and occult systems for espionage, counterespionage, and 
war. I first heard about it-when U.S. agents carefully approached a number 
of occult sources in Amsterdam. They were very careful but...word travels 
fast in some circles. Coming here, I developed some good leads. One of 
them put me on the trail of the Alchemist bomb, code named Nagari. On 
that trail I met Rose." 

Myrnna sits up. "Wow! I knew the government was doing ESP research, but 
not magic too!" 

He smiles. "It is a very, very secret operation. More secret than 
the ESP research or the drug research of the early sixties. You know about 
MX-Ultra and the 'Artichoke' project to produce involuntary assassins, but 
this is really secret." 

Mercedes rocks forward from her chair. She hardly looks tired. "Do 
you know very much more?" 

He shakes his head. "Only a little. They have several projects... 
information gathering, mind control, killing, torture, and the alchemist 
angle." 

"So it is a U.S. government operation," Laurel says bitterly. 
"It could still be the Soviets," Mercedes argues. 
"Not likely," Ms. McD interjects. 
"The big question," Kelly offers, "is whether or not it's the whole 

government or just part of it." 
Blake shakes his head. "It's hard to believe our own government 

would do such a thing." 
Ms. McD laughs out loud. "Jesus H. Christ, Pops, where ya been? Who 

killed the Kennedys? Who killed King and Malcolm and Lumumba and Che? 
They've run whole secret wars, this kind of operation is right up 
their alley. It's almost like the SLA scam." 

Blake can't accept this. "What makes you think the SLA was a government 
operation?" 
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Ms. McD takes a deep toke on the pipe, and then speaks with pursed 
lips. Only a thin spiral of smoke escapes from her mouth. "Get into 
some facts, Blake. Cinque was definitely on the take. California wouldn't 
extradite him to Illinois for years, for example, even though he was on 
parole or even in custody most of that time. Ever hear about his escape? 
Left alone in a boiler room. -And what about the_time he was caught with 
a car full of stolen weapons and released right away? He had stoolie 
written all over him." 

"Those are the facts," Kelly agrees. 
Mercedes nods. "The government could be very involved. Look at what 

has happened in this case, and now we have been pulled off it. They could 
set off a second bomb, kill the Mors Justi people, and have the same effect 
as if we did not find the first bomb at all." 

'And those little piglets got plenty of bombs," Ms. McD, agrees. 
Mercedes continues, "But it could also be Russian agents. They could 

have penetrated NEST and the CIA and be doing this operation from somewhere 
in the middle of those agencies. Look at the penetration they have in 
the British, German, and French intelligence communities." 

Kelly asks her,_"You mean like the first Kennedy hit was old Cuba hands 
from the CIA, certain Mafia bosses and parts of the Secret Service and Navy--
this operation could be parts of NEST and the CIA that have been taken over 
by KGB moles?" 

"Doesn't sound very likely," Laurel objects. 
"You are right," Mercedes concedes. "We must apply Occam's razor." 
McD looks startled. _"Whose what?"  - 
"The simplest explanation is best," Kelly explains. 
"Why didn't you say so?" she complains. 
Laurel goes back to the main subject. "So how high does it go?" 
Blake shrugs. "It's hard_to say. But it's not likely that it goes 

to the very top. It's too much of a harebrained scheme." 
"It seems pretty high in NEST," Mercedes points out. 
Ms. McD gets up and paces over to the records in the bookcase and 

starts going through them. "So far it's only NEST agents I've heard about." 
The Dutchman quietly disagrees. "Actually, we must assume that this is 

connected to the bigger occult project. That_project includes representatives 
from the National Security Agency, the CIA, the. FBI, the Defense Intelligence 
Agency, the White House Council on National Security, and NEST. So we must 
assume that these other agencies are involved." 

There's reluctant agreement around the room. 
Mali speaks up for the first time. "What do we do next?" 
Mercedes whispers something to Kelly. He nods- She makes a proposal. 

"Kelly and I could go to San'Diego. If there is a bomb there Serramonte 
will be there, too, they need him on the scene of the crime. I still have 
an active snooper on him. If we take Edward's tracking case we can find 
him, if he's there." 

Blake scratches his head. "I don't know what else we can do. Maybe 
while they go to San Diego I'll do up the report, and also talk to a 
few friends at the agency about this second bomb." 

Kelly yawns. "Look, there must be more we can do, but I'm exhausted. 
Let's leave in the morning. For now, I propose it's time to crash." 

Support is active for his suggestion, and, without any formality, most 
of the group stumbles into the loft or the bedroom to render themselves 
unconscious.  A few of the others, buzzing on coffee and danger, worry 
on into the night until long after the crescent moon sets. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

The historic role of government is murder. 
-- Alexander Berkman 

It is far easier to die for one's faith, than to suffer 
for it day in and day out for long, endless years. 

-- Alexander Berkman 

The rented car is parked alone in the lot of Kate Sessions Park. 
"So this is San Diego," Mercedes says, taking a forkful of pasta 

al pesto from a little white delicatessen box. 
Kelly drinks deeply of red wine from a bottle labeled Sangre de Toro. 

He looks out over the steering wheel of the hired Camero andAown on 
the sweep of San Diego turning red and gold in the setting sun. "It's 
been a while," he says to himself. 

She takes another heaping load on her fork. "Did you come here when 
you were growing up?" she asks him. 

"Are you kidding? I used to be _here every day when I was a teen-
ager, to play tackle football. That went on for years until Mike Franks 
broke his foot and John broke his collarbone. When he got.home he -
couldn't get off his bike." Kelly grimaces at the memory.  "Later, 
when I was in high school, we would run up here some days." He points 
behind them. "A few miles up the hill is the cross.- At least once a 
week we had to- run all the way up the hill to that fucking cross and 
back down to school." 

"Can we see the school from here?" She takes a'healthy swallow of 
wine. A little black plastic bull swings helplessly on a multicolored 
ribbon tied around the green bottle's neck. 

"Down to the left," he says, pointing. "Mission Bay Senior High. 
It's right there on Mission Bay, next to that channel. Right in front 
of the trailer park. Sometimes we'd run all the way around the bay... 
11 miles. Longest I've ever run. The best runs were the ones over 
there." He points to the right where the long finger of Mission Beach 
forms a sandy break between the bay and the ocean. "TO the beach. For 
me, the only real beaches are on. the ocean. How I. love that ocean." 

They are silent for a few minutes, eating. Thoughtfully, Kelly sops 
up some red meat sauce with a crackling piece of garlic bread. "The 
best day of my life was spent at that beach. One day early in the fall 
cross-country season we ran down there around one in the afternoon. 
There were big fires inland that year, in the brush country, and the 
sky over San Diego was dark with smoke. It turned the sun_blood-red 
and it also affected the ocean. We jogged to the Pacific and then ran 
mile wind-sprints on the beach. Ten or twelve of them with a quarter-
mile jog in-between. I ran in and out of the surf and I've never run 
better." He smiles ruefully. "I was the fastest that day." 

Dubiously, she looks at him. "That was the best day of your life?" 
He eats the dripping bread and then takes another sip_of wine. 

"Everyone else ran.back to school, but I stayed to bodysurf. Our 
Coach was a nice guy. Almost sixty, a tall, thin Chicano. Built like 
a shepherd. He wasn't fast anymore, but he could run and run and never 
even sweat...like some mythical Mayan messenger from before written 
history. He politely didn't notice that I didn't , go back with the 
others, and, as they left, I ran straight into the ocean. It was warm, 
above sixty. Lots of ocean room. The tourists were all safe back in 
Ohio and Arizona, other kids in school. The falling ash_froM the fires 
in the back-country smoothed out the water like oil is supposed to. 



105 

There was pretty good storm surf coming in from Hawaii and the sets 
were flawless, the edges of the waves sharp as obsidian. I surfed for 
hours, until the sun was totally blocked out by the swells. I got out 
and put my shoes on and started running back to school. Halfway there 
I found a quarter. Believe it or not, that was enough money for an 
ice cream cone, so a few blocks from school I spent it on a scoop.: of 
JamocaAtinona Fudge and ate it on my way back to the gym." 

They sit quietly for a few minutes watching the colors of the day 
fade out into the night. The bright street lights blink on, robbing 
the scene of most of the subtle blues and purples that were left and 
washing everything in a sickly.yellow light. 

Mercedes reaches into the back seat and gets a black briefcase. It's 
the twin of the one-that destroyed itself in the Denver bomb house. 
"Let us see if Serramonte is still in town," she says, putting it on 
her lap and opening it. 

Kelly leans against his window. "You.  are such a worrier,' 
She concentrates on the display screen briefly and then shuts the 

apparatus up again. "Still southwest a few miles. Probably on that 
peninsula there," she points to the line of lights that mark the edge 
of the Pacific OCean. It is over 3,000 miles to the next continent, 
Australia. 

"Mission Beach. I had my first job down there, at Saska's Steak 
House. Ronnie lived there too." 

"Ronnie?" 
"My_best friend in high school. Our best sprinter and one of the 

six Blacks in Mission Bay. Ronnie Claypool. He's dead now." 
"Dead? How?" 
Kelly smiles bitterly. "It's a long story, but I can give you the 

outline. Jail a few times  Kid stuff, you know. Shoplifting, 
drunk in public, Ronnie was wild, there's no denying that. Once he 
beat up four Federales in a tourist bar in.TJ...Tijuana, right? While 
I was going to.college he became a Black Panther. He was set up by 
the cops-with a fake dope bust. Got four years for $15.worth of cop 
dope. Had a previous record, remember?" Kelly pauses as two tears run 
down his cheeks. 

"Ronnie was so full of life. He hated to gO to sleep. 'So much 
to do, Irishboy,' he would tell me right before he crashed." 

Carefully, she asks, "He is dead now?" 
Numbly, Kelly nods. "I haven't really dealt with it. It came down 

right before the second. big Diablo Blockade. Murdered in prison... 
fake suicide. Like a hundred prisoners in Spain or South Africa, like 
the Baader—Mienhoff folks, like Carl Harp. It's not a new trick. He 
just doesn't, seem dead." Kelly glances about briefly. "Especially 
here, back where we grew up." 

"Do you feel badly about it?" 
"Of course. When_someone is killed like Ronnie was...in prison... 

You've got to ask yourself if you did enough for them...wrote enough 
letters, organized enough protests. And you'll never know if a little 
more effort might have saved their_life." He is very quiet. 

"Are many of your old friends radicals like you are?" she asks, 
trying to change the subject. 

"No. Not like me or Ronnie. But some. And almOst all of the 
others are sympathetic. Very good people. Very open—minded. It's 
surprising in such a Navy town. This is an HQ of the Pacific Fleet 
after all...You know, it's hard to believe the government would 
really blow it up." 
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"Maybe they just want to come 
close. Or maybe they figure it 
is worth it." She shrugs. "I  11W 

do not want to talk politics. 
Tell me more about your childhood."   
She curls her legs under herself 
despite the bucket seats. 
Comfortable, she smiles at him. 

With an effort he pulls his 
mind from memories of Ronnie. 
"So, you're fascinated by my 
childhood? I read alot. That's 
my childhood. That and football 
and war games and masturbating 
and daydreaming. I went to 
elementry school a few miles 
east of here, over two canyons,  : 
at Kate Sessions Elementry. I 
lived a few miles east of there, 
in Pacifica." He points straight 
ahead. "PB Junior High. My 
first girlfriend lived near there, 
a Polish girl. She should still 
be around here. Last I heard she 
was a cop, in fact." 

"Did you sleep with her?" 
Kelly can't restrain his grin. 

"Yes, as a matter of fact, I 
did. I first made love right  encara que no ho creguis, 

here in this parking lot. This  
el teu crit pot ewer escoltat. 

I crida ! 
was the big make-out spot for 
this neighborhood." Mercedes looks at the panoramic view and the 
acres of grass surrounded by canyons that circle the little isolated 
parking lot. 

"I can see why." 
Kelly leans back, reminiscing. "It was in my parents big Monterey. 

What a car, electric seats, incredible sound system. Glo and I would 
talk, make out, talk some more. We had.been kissing for several weeks. 
She was my first girlfrierd.I was very above it for most of the time I 
was in high school. She didn't have much more experience than I did. 
But a little more." He smiles. "I had even touched her breasts...but 
this time we went further. When my hand slipped up her skirt and inside 
those silk panties to stroke her...She almost came just because I touched 
her ass and I swear I almost did, too." 

His smile fades. "She got pregnant soon after that. Damn Catholicism. 
She wouldn't use birth control and we just couldn't stop messing around." 

"What happened?" 
"Miscarriage, praise the Goddess." He glances over his shoulder. 

"You know, that car has been parked over there almost as long as we've 
been here." 

She glances discreetly into the rearview mirror. "You mean the one 
parked across the field?" 

"Yes." 
She pulls a monocular from her purse and focuses the lens at the car 

a half-mile away on the road that leads past the park. She puts it down 
and looks at Kelly. 

"What did you see?". 
"Two men with binoculars, looking at me." 
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"How'd they find us?" 
"I do not know. We must have been followed since we left Boulder. 

Or maybe they picked us up at the airport." 
Kelly starts packing the litter into a paper sack. He takes a last 

sip of wine. "Want.to finish it?" he offers. 
She does. He starts the car, she takes her gun out and checks it. 

Nervously, Kelly stares at the dull metal. Suddenly he puts the Camero 
into gear and backs up. "If I can't lose these guys in my omu home 
town, I'm going to turn in my_decoder_ring." 

"Decoder ring?" She looks at him suspiciously. 
"Just a joke," he assures her. "Flash Gordon decoder rings, you 

know...from breakfast cereal.". 
She slips a shell into the gun's chamber. It looks small and deadly. 

It makes a series of oily, satisfied sounds._ Carefully, she gets out 
a small leather holster with an elastic belt. She puts the gun in it 
and sets them next to heron the seat near the door. Kelly pulls out 
of the parking lot and_heads down the drive out of the park. As they 
reach the access road and turn left, Mercedes glances into the left-hand 
mirror. "They are coming," she tells him unnecessarily. 

"What dO they look like?" 
"It .is difficult to tell. They had binoculars in their faces." She 

peers at them again through her liftle telescope. "They are typical 
enough, I guess...muscles, young, white...blow-dried hair. Once blonde, 
one brunette." 

Kelly guides the Camero down the hill. Around one turn he suddenly 
hangs a fast right followed by a quick dip and several more turns, left, 
right, left, and left again. Kelly_Stops the-car and turns out the 
lights. They Sit quietly for several minutes. Nothing moves on the 
suburban streets. Kelly starts the car _again and takes a winding route 
down off the hill. He drives through Pacific Beach. The ranch houses 
shrink down to Cape Cod cottages and terra-cotta duplexes as they approach 
the beach. The last few blocks of North America are disfigured by an 
ugly growth of fast-qood_restaurants and cheap_apartment houses owned 
by clever dentists and lawyers. Beyond this garish strip is the well- 
lit boardwalk. Then there is lit beach, dark beach, and the black Pacfic. 

Kelly drives down Mission Boulevard while Mercedes tracks Serramonte. 
"Half a mile," she announces. 

Kelly glances nervously in the rearview mirror. "I wish I was sure 
we've lost those guys." 

- "What is down a half mile?" 
He thinks a second. "The jetty. I don't know what Serramonte would 

be doing there." 
She looks over at him, but he can't see her face because of the night. 
"Maybe he has azmeeting," she suggests. 
"Who with?" 
"Us." 
"Huh?" 
"What if they knew were Serramonte was and 

him? Then they could be waiting for us," she 
for a minute. 

"Maybe I should tell you the layOut of the 

that we were looking for 
says. They're both quiet 

Jetty," he says. 

   

The blonde man eases back into his bucket seat and lights another 
cigarette. 

"You're just killing yourself with those things," says his slightly 
smaller counterpart, who's sitting in the driver's seat. "Don't 
forget what that old guy did to you up in San Francisco." 

"Old guy nothing, that asshole's been around for 35 years; he knows 
his stuff. What about you and that cat? A girl and a cat." 



108 

"That wasn't any ordinary cat, and that girl..." 
"Shut up! There they are!" 
The dark-haired man says, "Put out that damn cigarette!" as his 

lighter-haired companion snubs out his Camel. They watch the Camero 
carefully. 

The blonde says, "I can't see it from here. Let's get out." 
They climb stiffly out of the car and stroll over to a palm tree 

closer to the jetty parking lot, to watch the Camero park. 
"The kid still driving?" the smaller man asks, tugging nervously 

at his carefully trimmed mustache. 
"Shhh," the blonde man hisses. "Be careful. These two are supposed 

to be very clever." 
"We are," Mercedes says quietly from behind them. 
"Don't move!" she says loudly as they consider it. 
PTGH00000H! 
She fires reflexively as the blonde man throws himself to the right 

and forward. A foot from a sheltering tree 32 milligrams of lead rip 
through the back of his head and out his temple. His consciousness 
is snuffed out before his heart stops pumping-blood onto the gravel. 
Mercedes takes a step back and aims the gun at the other man. "I 
am a little tense, as you can see," she says to him softly. "So 
please, cooperate." 

Kelly drives over through the empty parking lot. He parks the car 
at the curb and gets out. As he approaches them, he notices the fallen 
man. "I thought I heard something..." he starts to say. 

"My gun is pretty quiet," -she explains, and with the ocean..." 
"Why'd you kill him?" he asks harshly. "I thought you were an 

expert at this." 
"These things happen. We did not need him anyway," she adds 

professionally. Then she turns to her prisoner. "Who do you work for?" 
"I'm with the U.S. government, ma'am. The Nuclear Emergency Search 

Team." 
She smiles. "So am I. Why are you following us?" 
He shrugs. "I'm just following orders, what's your excuse?" 
She ignores his question. "What is your name?" 
He shrugs again. 
"Where's Serramonte?" Kelly asks. - 
He eyes his captors nervously. Finally he says, "Out on the jetty." 
Mercedes glances at Kelly. "Well, Mr. NEST, we are going to go 

visit Mr. Serramonte." They head off down the beach. "Just walk 
on ahead," she tells the NEST agent as she shoves him ungently with 
her free hand. "I can hit you at 50 yards," she promises. She turns 
to Kelly. "This is too easy," she says under her breath. 

He nods. 
"Will you go on ahead and get Serramonte?" she asks, pointing her 

gun at the jetty looming in front of them, etched white with breakers 
where it cuts into the ocean. 

"Okay..." He starts to leave. 
Mercedes grabs his arm. "Stay low, Kelly. They must have another 

card to play." 
Kelly jo9a past the captured agent and crosses the last hundred yards 

to the jetty, running along the surf-line. Carefully, he climbs up 
the big rocks right near the ocean and angles up the side to the path 
on the top. Mercedes moves her prisoner and herself up the beach 
to the sea wall where she has him crouch a few yards in front of her. 
"I know you will not tell me anything," she tells him, "so I have 
nothing to lose by killing you. Remember." 

Kelly slides up over the edge of the jetty. She sees him move out 
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towards the tip in a crouching run. A figure appears at the end and 
moves towards him. Suddenly, the far figure jerks spasmodically 
and falls. Kelly vaults over the side and lands indelicately between 
several rocks. He rock-crawls up the side of the jetty. As the dark-
haired man watches this, Mercedes darts forward and smashes the butt 
of her gun into his head. He accepts it, grateful that it isn't a 
bullet. She takes his gun and throws it out into the darkness. 
Taking a pair of plastic cuffs from a pocket on her jacket, she locks 
his hands roughly behind his back. She drops his unconscious face 
back onto the sand. Noticing this, she shifts his head so he can 
breathe. 

Kelly peeks over the edge of the jetty and sees Serramonte. He 
reaches out and grabs the lapel of Serramonte's bloodstained jacket. 
As he pulls the body out of the open, Mercedes gets up and climbs 
over the sea wall. She sees a rifle flash from the far side of the 
parking lot where the restrooms are. Carefully, she studies the 
area. No other signs of life. She breaks into a run. 

When she gets to the blind corner of the restroom, she slows to 
a walk. She hears a rifle yelp over the dull growl of the ocean. 
Holding her gun in both hands, she flicks off the safety and steps 
swiftly around the corner. The sniper is trotting right toward her. 

He brings the rifle up to his hip. His left hand grabs for the 
barrel to give some sort of aim as, desperately, he slides the fingers 
of his right hand around trying to get one inside the trigger guard 
so he can kill her. She feints in the direction of her momentum, 
and then stops suddenly. Drifting down into a crouch, she bobs back,an4 
as her hands rise together sine, points the pistol at the sniper. She 
settles into her crouch and squeezes the trigger at the same time, 
sending a bullet into the center of his cheat. The blow of it 
hurls him back and to the ground. His rifle skids across the black 
asphalt. 

Carefully, Mercedes runs up to him. His breathing is loud and 
irregular as he tugs at the buttons on his wool shirt. She bends over 
and helps him.. "A little armor, I see," she says,,undoing his shirt 
and vest. "You are hardly bleeding," she reassures him. 

"Broken ribs," he hisses. 
"You are, no doubt, right. Now, whom are you?" 
"You know better then that, Ms. Atocha," he tells her. He's 

dark,a Latin man, in his late forties. 
"You are one of the CIA Cubans," she guesses. 
"I have no comment, Seaorita," he says, smiling gallantly. 
"Great," she says. She rolls him over and handcuffs him, 

despite his loud painful protests. "Shut up," she orders. "You 
are lucky to be alive." She runs out to the jetty to see if Kelly 
is hurt. 

"It is me, Kelly!" she yells several times. When she gets to the 
intersection of the beach, the jetty, and the ocean, she hears him 
yell back. 

"Yes!" she replies. She sees a hand wave. It is silhouetted by 
the- light of the rising moon. It's almost the half moon now, the 
Maiden, the Mother. Mercedes and the moon look down among the rocks. 
There are two forms...one person, one body. 

"He's dead," Kelly tells her what she already knew. Kelly has been 
crying. 

"They planned to kill all three of us," she says. 
"You kill the sniper?" 
"No, he had on a bulletproof vest. He is CIA, Kelly." 
"Fuck it." 
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The silence is brief. "We better get going. Did you search him?" 
"Not yet." Reluctantly, Kelly-.starts going through Serramonte's 

clothes. Mercedes holsters her gun and goes down to help. 
"He didn't die right away," Kelly says quietly. "He said..." 

Kelly strains in concentration..."He said 'You were right, Kelly. 
Whole thing's a government operatian. It's got a new name now. 
Every time you guys catch up it gets -a new. name. Ouroboros. 

Makes sense, you know. They've 
provcro'vee(Ni(+oci‘f,40"4.' re forged the words. Ah, who cares?' 

limpourgico ago L His last words. He got hit again 
0c...,  Z --,t,  z before .I could get him covered." 
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"It would make sense. It would kill Blake and the other Apoplectics, 
too. If they would have killed us they would have been done with a lot 
of loose ends."  -  - 

They finish going over the body and then gently set it down on the. 
crumbling rocks and chunks of concrete that make up the jetty'.s skin. 
"We should call them," Mercedes says. She climbs up.to the path and 
starts walking down the jetty toward the lights of San Diego. 

Kelly follows her painfully. His pants are torn and he has been 
cut in several places. He catches up to her and says, "We can't win 
all the shoot—outs. We've got to change the game." - 

"Perhaps you are right," she replies noncomMitally. 

CHAPTER TWENTY 

I'm going to splinter the CIA into a thousand pieces and scatter 
them to the wind. -- Pres. John Kennedy, 1961 

The CIA will have to be dealt with. -- Pres. Kennedy, Nov. 1963 

Attention is the key to magic; both as deception and as real 
power.  -- Jacob Needleman 

Laurel and Blake drive up to-the Alchemist's laboratory in the.Generic 
Transportation. "I can't believe you wanted to come out here because 
of something a bird did," he says. 

"Why'd you come then?" she asks politely. 
He shrugs as he gets out. Walking up to the house he admits, "I 

don't feel good about something. It's worth checking." 
"Besides," she says, "it's not just any bird; it's the Alchemist's 

bird, his familiar. A very special animal." - 
"What kind of name is Nuit for a bird, anyway?"  _ . 
"Nuit? Egyptian Goddess of the Sky. Perfectly appropriate."-
Blake knocks on the door. A slender; tanned man answers. Blake 

shows his ID. The man looks at it and then at Blake and Laurel. 
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"I know you. You're Edward Blake. Don't you remember? I was in 
the first class you taught for NEST. Four years ago." 

Blake peers at him thoughtfully. "Right...I remember...ahh..." 
"Constant Reily," he lets Blake off the hook. 
"Right," Blake replies. He nods his head. "Doing a little guard duty?" 
Constant smiles. "More like a doorman." 
"Much happening?" Blake asks. 
"There's a whole_decon' team in there now." 
"I thought the lab was clean?" Laurel says. "There was even a 

press conference here." 
Constant looks at her. "And this is?" 
"Laurel Wilderness," she introduces herself. 
"How rude of me," Blake says. "Can we look in?" 
Constant bites his lip. "I really shouldn't let you, but...just 

a quick look." 
"That would be fine," Blake agrees. Constant lets them into 

the little entryway and they go on through the blanket curtain that 
hangs across the portal to the Alchemist's lab. It looks different 
They see rad suited techs from the decon team monitoring various 
piles of equipment stacked an lead-lined tarps. One of the figures 
notices them and waves them back with an awkward, gloved hand. 

"I guess we, better go," their guide says, ushering them back out 
the front door. 

Blake smiles and shakes his hand. "Thanks for the look, Constant. 
We might as well get going." 

"Why did you come here, Mr.. Blake?" the young NESTman asks. 
"Got to file my report today. _Needed a refresher on the layout. 

You know how these paper-pushers are, want every little detail perfect." 
Agent Reily smiles. "Do I know? I guess. You going on vacation 

after you file?" 
Blake nods. "Yeah, vacation." They shake hands again. "Be seeing 

you." He walks away from the house. 
"Nice to meet you," Laurel says _quietly as she follows Blake. 

Catching him at the sidewalk she asks, "Why did we leave so quickly, 
Eduardo?" 

"It seemed pointless to be here. It's off limits, anyway, to me, 
too. I remember that guy. He's just a run-of-the-mill NEST agent. 
He's not part of an*-conspiracy. I figure this trip was a dead end." 

Laurel fumes. "You're just afraid to admit it. He could be a dupe. 
What if he's protecting something ;there we should know about? Some 
clue to the second bomb?" 

"If there is one." 
"There is one," she says, and he knows she's right. Giving up the 

argument, she adds, "Well...let's go back and see if Mercedes and Kelly 
have called." 

They get into the van and. Laurel pulls it into the street. She 
asks, "Don't you hate_all the waiting we have to do?" 

He considers her question. "Nope. It's, part of the work. I've 
always enjoyed it. Kinda like fishing. You've got to wait." He 
looks at her a little nervously. "But you know, I do feel funny 
sometimes." 

"Funny?" 
"Not funny, hah-hah funny, funny like don't-walk-on-my-grave funny. 

Funny like nothing could surprise me." 
"Did you know Cliff and Ian are 16vers?" she asks, watching his.PaLt 

closely. 
It registers a riot of emotions. Comprehending, he nods 

with a slight smile. "It makes sense. I shouldn't be surprised. 
I'm not shocked. I have been around," he reminds Laurel and himself. 
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She takes his hand for a moment.. "I guess you have. Has it helped 
you come to terms with other things....like death? You must be comfortable 
with the idea of your death by now." 

"Comfortable? Hell of a word for death. I'm...accepting. I know 
I'm going to die, but most times it doesn't seem real. I still think 
I can somehow understand what's going on. I still fall in love, get 
jealous, get drunk." 

"Were you jealous at the ritual?" 
"No, that wasn't a jealous-type thing. A bit perverse maybe, but 

I guess no more than. I am. I found it very moving actually, like the 
Church was supposed to be. It's just got to be in perspective. One's 
death puts everything into perspective." 

"Do you think you're close to death? Did the tarot reading make 
you feel that?" 

"No. I don't think I'm going to die right away. Not on this case. 
Things are heating up, though. It'_s•getting to be like war. That's 
when I should have died...in the war. Many of my best friends did, in 
Korea. I missed Nam but I hear it was sort of like Korea. I should 
have been killed up on the Chinese border. I can't imagine having 
that kind of luck againi" 

"Everyone might be killed in the next war,'.' she reminds him. 
"I was thinking of a more limited conflict." 
Laurel steers with her left hand as she reaches out to give his 

knee a squeeze. "Maybe you'll dance on our graves." .  

He smiles broadly. "Lass, if you do leave this vale of tears ahead 
of me, I wi11 dance on your grave 'cause there's no denying that's the 
proper send-off." 

She laughs. At a stoplight she leans over and says softly, "Let's 
go home and make some dinner. Then...maybe we could make love?" 

He kisses her. "I'd like that." 

"Have you ever heard of lesbian men?" Myrnna asks, cuddling up to 
Mali's broad back. 

Mali grins. "Myrnna, did you lure me into bed to ask me political 
questions?" 

"No, I was just wondering." Myrnna runs her hand along one of 
Mali's many dark curves. "I read about it in Heresies. What do you 
know about it," 

"Lesbian men are men who have dyke lovers. Some folks are so wild 
about labels they think they can turn a man into a queer woman just 
by calling him one." Mali rolls over. "Oh, they're good people... 
just a bit intellectual for me." She rubs her breasts against Myrnna's. 
Then she lowers her head to kiss first one white breast, and then the 
other. Myrnna tangles her fingers in Mali's hair. 

Mali looks up at Myrnna. Her mouth flashes red around Myrnna's 
pink nipple. "That's why I like lesbian love," she purrs deeply, 
"The secret love...so secret that old Queen Victoria never even 
heard of it, or so she claimed." Her chuckle deepens and her kisses 
drift down Myrnna's body. She lingers on the gently vibrating belly, 
then continues on to the dark between her thighs. 

"Mhmmmmm, melt in my hands," Mali murmurs their private joke as she 
gently parts Myrnna's secret lips. Mali kisses her withftquisite care. 
After a .fkile Myrnna begins to moan loudly. She reaches down. 

Mali understands and she climbs up and around. Myrnna focuses 
briefly on her skin's dark chocolate smoothness and the red pearl 
hidden in the thick black hair, then she pulls Mali to her lips. 

Slowly they kiss. Mali dissofHes down onto Myrnna as their tongues 
trace exploring spirals. Circle within circle, infinitely, until some 
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new dimension is reached anti, briefly, a doorway blossoms into another 
world altogether. 

When they return they find their bodies lying side by side. 
"Ahhh," Mali says. 
"It's so wonderful, Mali, so powerful. Is it always like this with 

you?" 
"Not always, but give me the time and some privacy..." 
"Can it be as good when you're just with yourself?" 
"You mean masturbating? Lord alive, it's almost easier that way. 

'Cept for getting a little time alone. Living in the city you don't 
have much privacy. Exhibitionism is not my thing. And living in 
these communal houses...with no locks...one of these days someone is 
going to come barging in on me and my dildo and my rep is going to 
be shot to hell." 

"You're kidding." 
"It's not a real problem, compared to the bomb, sure, but it still 

ticks me off. People just aren't sensitive...or equally sex obsessed. 
They ignore signs. I know, I've had a few up. People think they're 
so openminded about sex if they screw without governnent permission. 
Hell, you'd have to be dead not to." 

Myrnna laughs sleepily. kali strokes her head. "Why don't you 
take a little nap, Myrnna, lover. Dinner won't be ready for an hour, 
Laurel said. I'll just read a little." As Myrnna drifts off, Mali 
slips a paperback from a pile on the bedside table and begins to read, 
frowning in concentration. 

"I wonder where The Pieman is?" Myrnna asks. 
"He's out back looking at the moon," Laurel reassures her. "I've 

saved him some dinner." 
"That was good," Mali says, scrapping her plate happily. 
"Would you mind cleaning up?" Laurel asks Myrnna and Mali. 
"Fine," Myrnna agrees for both of them. "Want to help, Ian?" 
He looks up. "No, it's not my turn. I'm going out to look at 

the moon. It should be up by now." He climbs to his feet and saunters 
out the door. 

"It's been up for almost an hour," Laurel tells his back. Glancing 
at Mali and Myrnna, she says, "The boys are nervous." 

Blake tries to take some dishes into the kitchen but Mali stops him. 
"Now, Mr.. Blake, you helped cook. Go on out and feast your eyes on 
the moon." She sees Laurel returning from the bathroom. "There's 
Laurel, get going the both of you." She gives them a friendly shove. 

Outside it's a warm night. A fair number of fat clouds ride light 
gray on the night breeze. The moon floats behind them, a bowl half 
full of silver. 

"She's just rising in California," Laurel calculates. 
"They'll call soon," Blake assures her, putting his arm out. She 

lets him slide in under her shawl. They stand quietly for several 
minutes. 

"Telephone!" Mali yells from the house 
"It's them," Laurel says as they go inside. She picks up the phone. 

She listens. By the time she hangs up, Myrnna has gathered everyone 
together, including Ian and The Pieman from the backyard. 

"Serramonte's dead," Laurel announce s. 
There is a stunned silence. "So it goes," someone says softly. 
"Any hews on another bomb?" Ian asks , barely drawling. 
"They think it's here," she answers flatly. "'Ouroboros',.Serramonte 

said, and that 'the words are reforged.. ' Kelly and Mercedes are pretty 
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sure and I think they're right," she concludes. 
"You want to go back to the bomb house?" Blake asks. 
"No, the Alchemist's lab. That's where this serpent was first 

spawned. There's more news," she adds. 
"Well?" Mali asks. 
'.Mercedes killed another NEST agent and captured one. And..." 

she pauses, "she captured a CIA agent too." 
"Van Bourg was right," Blake admits. 
Ian whistles. "O00000, Mercedes. I'm glad she's on our side." 
"What are we going to do?" Mali asks bluntly. 
There's a silence. Laurel looks around. "I don't want to be pushy." 
Ian smiles. "Thanks, Laurel, do you have a proposal?" 
"Well...yes...It's not very complicated," she apologizes, "but I 

feel it strongly. I think we should go...just call up the press and 
storm over there. Time is so short. They could blow it any minute..." 

"Any disagreement?" Mali asks. She waits a moment. "Then let's 
do it to it." 

The meeting breaks up. In the confusion Laurel goes up to Blake 
and slips her arm through his. "Can ._I have a rain check on that date?" 

"Of course. I'd like that very much." He looks out the window 
at the star-filled night. "It's going to be quite a night." 

"Yes, I think it is." 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

One must rise by that by which one falls. -- Tantric saying 

I prefer the philanthropy of Captain John Brown to that philanthropy 
which neither shoots me nor liberates me...I do not wish to kill 
nor to be killed, but I can forsee circumstances in which both 
these things would be by me unavoidable. -- Henry David Thoreau 

What sort of philosophers are we who know nothing of the origin 
and destiny of cats?  -- Henry David Thoreau 

Quietly they get out of the van. Laurel clutches Little Tiger in 
her arms. Blake reaches the front door first. Mali, Ian, and The Pieman 
follow. Myrnna, Laurel, and Little Tiger are behind them. 

"How soon until the TV crew comes?" Mali asks. 
"They'll be here in 15 minutes at the most," The Pieman replies. 
Blake rings the doorbell. "I hope we're right." 
"We're right.". Laurel says. 
The door opens. It's Blake's student, Constant. The young man 

smiles. "Hello, Mr. Blake." He looks at the small crowd of Apoplectics. 
"Who are your friends?" 

"This is the...Apoplectic Organization. They're working on this 
case with me. Can we come in?" 

Constant hesitates so Blake moves strongly forward reaching out to 
pinion his arms. The affinity group surges into the room and through 
the blanket into the laboratory area. Blake let's go of the NESTman's 
arms. "Sorry Constant." 

"Man, what are you doing? I can't let unauthorized people inhere." 
"It's here, Eduardo," Laurel calls to him. 
"Let's go see what you're protecting," Blake suggests. 
They go into the lab. It's much as it was before, a weird mix of 

high tech and horror movie. The cauldron isn't boiling anymore, though, 
and the computer terminal is protected with a plastic slip cover. In 
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the back, near a pair of sliding glass doors, there's a large shape 
partially covered with canvas. An exposed corner of the lead crate 
glints crudely. 

"It's been reconditioned," Laurel says from next to the leaded 
glass view port. 

"Look what I found," Mali says from a corner. 
A black voice comes from next to her. "My name is Bill Simpson 

and I'm a lead operative for Research West." 
Blake has drifted over against the wall in order to cover the 

door. Constant goes to the bomb. "Now come on you people," he says, 
"you've got to get out of here. This is a restricted zone." 

Azul Andras steps through the blanket holding the little Israeli 
machine gun. "Freeze!" he calls out. 

"You, too, buddy," Blake says softly, holding his gun at Azul's 
ribs. Constant whirls around and draws his revolver. He points it 
at Blake. Blake looks back at him carefully. "Constant, this guy 
is Azul Andras of the ..Mors Justi terrorist group." 

Constant's hand shakes. "This man is my superior in Project 
Ouroboros, "sir," he replies. 

Laurel interrupts. 
"These people are trying 
to set the bomb off as an 
excuse for martial law. 
Are you in favor of 
this?" 

Hesitantly, Constant 
starts to answer, "I'm 
sure there's some expla-
nation...It is official..." 

"I can set the bomb off 
from here!" Azul yells out 
melodramatically. 

"Bullshit," Laurel says. 
"The Alchemist's trigger 
will not work." 

Azul looks the situation over._ Bill Simpson, limping but erect, is 
over near Mali, but he appears unarmed. Constant has his gun on 
Blake. Blake has his on Azul._ Behind Constant, Laurel, Ian, and 
The Pieman cluster. If they talk much longer though, Constant will 
probably change sides. Years of work are about to melt away for Azul 
Andras. "You've called my bluff, so I'm going to call yours," he tells 
Laurel. Looking at Constant, he says, "Shoot Blake if he interferes, 
agent Reily." Azul steps left to get a clear shot at the Apoplectics 
behind the young NEST operative. 

Blake explodes forward and kicks the Uzi out of Azul's hands. 
Coming down with a short tiger step, he drives his left foot into 
Azul's right knee as his left hand chops into Azul's face. Settling 
into the cat stance, he holds his gun carefully against his chest as 
Azul starts to fall. 

BWANGG! BWANNG! 
Agent Constant Reily shoots agent Edward Blake through the chest 

and neck with two shots not two inches apart. His body sinks down 
beside the unconscious Azul. Blake is suddenly walking through a 
wet, wet tunnel. It's a train tunnel and the water is dripping down 
from above. He hears a train behind him and he starts to run. It 
is very muddy and the railroad ties are slippery. Run, run, run, and 
not fall.. Run, run on the mud and don't fall. Leaping gravel island 
to island. Suddenly, there is clear, almost dry, gravel. He can see 
the end of the tunnel. He comes out into the night. Behind him he 
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hears a voice. Is it behind him? It's a beautiful woman's voice... 
he can't quite make out the words. He steps forward and the voice grows 
louder, clearer... 

In the -orner Mali wrestles briefly with the Research West man as 
he goes for his gun. She says something to him and he drops the weapon 
and grabs his head in both hands, ;ailing to the floor. 

The young NEST agent who has killed him, runs up to Blake to try and 
revive him. Laurel is there too. "He saved our lives!" she yells. 
"Azul was going to kill us and he saved our lives. It was over! Why 
did you have to kill him?" 

He turns. "It was a reflex...You don't understand." 
She stands up. "You're damn right I don't understand. He didn't 

have to die." 
Azul starts to stir. Little Tiger has appeared next to him and he 

growls a warning. Laurel motions at Azul. "Hey, Constant, friend of 
Edward Blake, the press will be here any minute, national TV and so on, 
try not to let Azul kill anyone before they come to make us famous." 

He nods numbly. Laurel walks stiffly over toward the small crowd 
of Apoplectics gathered around the thrashing Bill Simpson. Mali untangles 
herself from the group and comes up and puts her arms around Laurel. 

"Is he dead?" 
Laurel nods. "What happened to this guy?" 
Mali smiles grimly. "His guard was down so I hit him with a wanga. 

Thanks be to Damballa." 
"What a mambo," Laurel says. 
"No mambo for that gros negre, just a bit of bokor work." 
Laurel nods, but she's not listening. She holds Mali closer. 

Myrnna and Ian come up for a moment, too. They take turns holding 
her as she cries. 

Ms. McD steps warily into the room, sensing the recent violence. 
She has a purple cashmere scarf on over her black silks and leathers. 
The Dutchman, dressed comfortably as usual, follows her in. The first 
thing they notice are the two bodies next to the entryway. A pool of 
blood has drained from Edward Blake. Little Tiger stands carefully 
at it's edge and laps at it fastidiously. 

"Who killed him?" McD asks agent Reily. 
He looks up at her blankly. Unconsciously, he points his gun in 

the direction of his gaze. 
"Put that thing away!" she snaps. "We are the press." 
"That's Edward. Blake," Laurel says, coming forward. 
Ms. McD looks up. "Yes...Laurel Wilderwoman." 
"Wilderness." 
"So sorry...Edward Blake...the NEST agent that was in on the bomb 

bust?" 
. "Like we explained on the phone. We think they were going to set 
off the bomb again. Looks like we were right." She motions at the lead 
block. As they walk over to it Ms. McD tries again. 

"Who killed Blake?" 
"The guy over there, but it's not important. Look at the bomb." 
"Is it the same one?" Van De Bourg asks. 
"Yes, reconditioned." 
"And that one?" The radiowoman points to Azul. "Is it the famous 

Azul Andras?" 
"Yes. How did you know?" - 
"It was really Erik who found out. Azul's the guy in charge of 

operation Nagari." 
The front doorbell-sounds. The Pieman.runs to answer. it. He comes 

back on the crest of a wave of reporters and police. Laurel settles 
down next to Blake's body and pets Little Tiger as he drinks blood. 
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"Thrice the brindled cat has mewed..." she mutters to herself. Mali 
takes this in with a glance. She grabs The Pieman. 

"Laurel is a little blown out. We've got to get this together 
ourselves." Ian comes up to make the same point. 

"We've got to give them time to check out the bomb and take some 
pictures, but let's do the actual press conference outside," Mali suggests. 

"I'll start rounding them up," The Pieman offers. "Myrnna will help." 
He gets up and goes to the nearest press, the minicam crew from Channel 
14, Denver. "Excuse me, please. Take any pictures inside you want now. 
The press conference will be outside. We can't have it in here...with 
the body and all." 

The camera crew seem disinclined to obey until he adds, "The bomb 
may be leaking radiation as well." They look over at it, startled. 

"Can we shoot it from here?" the reporter asks her cameraman. He nods. 
"Is this the same bomb?" she asks The Pieman. 
"Yes. You can see it's been reconditioned." 
"We've got to film the inside. It will only take a second." 

Gingerly she leads her crew over to the case. The soundman pulls back 
the canvas so the bright light of the lidless eye can film the repaired 
bomb. 

The Pieman and Myrnna gather up the drifting press and usher them out 
into the front yard. Several more reporters show up. Mali tells them 
they can take pictures after the press conference. 

Gradually a little anarchy emerges from the chaos of milling 
journalists. Once the majority are outside, Mali climbs up onto a 
wooden crate The Pieman has scrounged and opens the conference. 

"My name is Mali. Some of you met me 
1 when we discovered the first Alchemist 
.1! bomb with the NEST agents, Edward Blake and 
1 Mercedes de Puig Atocha. Well...here's 
the story of the second bomb. One of our 
group..." 

"What- group is that?" a reporter yells out. 
Mali squints into the bright lights. "Uh... 

the Apoplectics...We're a nonviolent affinity 
group. You know...no nukes and all that. Anyway, one of us, Kelly, went 
with Mercedes, the NEST agent right? To San Diego to look for the second 
bomb. They found Serramonte..." 

"Who's Serramonte?" another reporter asks. 
"He's a friend of Kelly's. He joined the government agents who were 

making the bomb..." 
"Why'd he do that?" Van De Bourg, very stoned, asks himself out loud. 
"How the hell should I know?" Mali explodes. She takes a few deep 

breaths. "Listen, I'll just give you the outline. The government 
renamed the project Ouroboros and reconditioned the bomb. You've seen 
it. Some of you have seen it both times." 

"How much of the government is involved?" Ms. McD asks. 
"We don't know. We got here and found the reconditioned bomb being 

guarded by a NEST agent, a member of the terrorist group, Azul Andras 
who is also a NEST agent, and a private cop from Research East. Clearly, 
some people in the government are inplicated. We don't know how high it 
goes. Personally, I think it goes all the way to the top. This is no 
different from the same old shit they're always doing." 

"Who's the dead man in there?" the woman from Channel 14 asks. The 
minicam moves in on Mali's black glistening face as the question sinks 
into her consciousness.. 

"Who can say?" she asks in return. "His name was Edward Blake. A 
famous detective and NEST agent. He stopped this guy Azul from machine-
gunning us." 
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"And what's an Apoplectic? You Apoplectic?" an older reporter asks. 
"It's a group. We work together. We pick funny names sometimes, okay? 

I'm Mali...that's The Pieman, there's Myrnna, and Laurel and Ian are inside." 
Erik Van De Bourg insinuates himself to the front. "So you are telling 

us," he asks her politely, "that the San Diego rumour was a false trail 
so they could repair this bomb and then explode it, covering all 
evidence. And that this is a conspiracy involving important people 
in a number of security agencies, if not the whole government?" 

"Yes! This conference is over... Feel free to question those 
participants willing to talk to you." Sighing, she adds, "And I'll 
go another round for 15 minutes." She's surrounded by a cloud of reporters. 

Laurel starts crying again as the ambulance takes Blake's body away.  
Mali holds her close. The NEST troops and FBI arrive and seal the 
area. Most of the press leave. The very last scribe to depart is an 
AP cub reporter still trying to figure out what an affinity group is. 

"Look," The Pieman says, maneuvering his hands with each careful 
point, "it may not make sense to you, but they work. What makes sense 
these days anyway? Magical atomic bombs?" 

Dubiously, the young man looks at him; cynicism and humanity 
wrestle in his eyes. "I guess so. Thank you_for your trouble." He 
heads off to file a garbled, if sympathetic, account. 

Myrnna is hustled out of the Alchemist's lab by a couple of NEST 
troops. She carries Little Tiger in her arms. Ian joins them. They 
go outside and stand in the street with the other Apoplectics. 

"Look at the moon," Mali tells Laurel, sighing. "Erzuilie 
Freida, my Goddess." - 

Almost involuntarily, Laurel looks up. Through the salt water 
pooling in her eyes she sees the airless whiteness of the half moon, 
riding like a fat boat on the night's tossing clouds. The light 
filters down, reflecting off the dried crystals on her cheeks, 
white as the moon. 

Spontaneously, they form a little circle with their 
holding arms. Little Tiger perches on Mali's broad shoulders 
carefully, cleaning his paws.- Then he puts them down and 
sits grim and proper, like BAST, the Egyptian Cat Goddess, 
looking straight up at the moon. 

Laurel watches the kitten, and, finally, her mind starts 
to let go of the disbelief, rage, and hurt that has held it. 
She can think again. She notices Little Tiger's whiskers 
glinting unusually. Focusing, she recognizes that they are 
tipped with the dry blood of Edward Blake. 

"He is dead," she admits. "That is his blood and he is 
dead and he died well and we must go on." 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

I do not want to believe that death opens out into another 
life. For me, it is a closed door...All the solutions that 
are offered to me try to take away from me the weight of my 
own life. And watching the heavy flight of the great birds 
in the sky at Djemilia, it is exactly a certain weight of 
my life that I ask for and I receive. -- Camus 

Ouija hears your electric currents, soars on your breath, 
dives through DNA. Ideas form all these. There are your 
conscious thoughts, your emotions, your instincts, the 
knowledge of your cells, from your dream travels, from your 
soul's other lives. All. these go through your fingertips 
to spell these w-o-r-d-s... -- A Ouija Board describing itself 

"Not me, I don't believe in reincarnation. One life if more than 
enough." Katrina de la Court watches the others to see the effect 
of her announcement. Mali, Myrnna, Laurel and The Pieman are barely 
listening. The weird little kitten, on the other hand, seems to be 
following her every word. 

The Pieman finally says, "One of these days you're going to be 
dead, then what will you do?" 

"Nothing," she replies. 
"What's Ian doing?" Myrnna asks. 
Laurel looks over toward Ian and Cliff. "They're talking to the 

mortician, making arrangements. Eduardo wanted to be cremated." 
Laurel rings her hands unconsciously. "I still don't believe it. 
I was so sure that he wouldn't die." 

Katrina gives her a hard look. "Take a lesson then, we can grow 
too sure of our power." 

Mali surveys the neo-Southern colonial architecture and the green-
green grass. "Do you think they paint the grass?" she asks. 

The Pieman nods his head. "Probably. These places depend on a 
series of illusions. Look at how neat everything appears, the white 
buildings, the white stones, the green grass, the blue sky..." 

"The white clouds," Myrnna adds. 
"But death is a matter of disorder and decay," The Pieman concludes. 
"It's going to be dark soon," Laurel complains. "When is this 

going to start?" 
Katrina looks up at the sky and Little Tiger follows her gaze. 

"Soon. Cliff said he wanted it at dusk; the time the French say is 
between the dog and the wolf." 

The Pieman looks over at Ciff and Ian. "Here they come, maybe 
they can tell us." 

They join the rest of the Apoplectics. 
Myrnna smiles sympathetically and nods to Cliff. "Who else is 

coming? What about Kelly and Mercedes?" 
"Kelly wanted to come," Ian explains, "but Mercedes is a stubborn 

she-ass. She blocked. Said they don't have the time." 
"Why? Isn't it over?" Laurel asks. 
Ian shakes his head. "They don't think so. Mercedes feels that 

who ever is behind this hasn't given up yet. Kelly wants to organize 
a mass civil disobedience campaign." 

"They're crazy," Laurel grumbles. 
"I don't know," Mali says softly. "The government can always send 

themselves another letter and then set a bomb off. How can we stop them?" 
Laurel is tense. "Haven't you seen the papers? They're catching 

hell. They can't even explain the second bomb." 
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Mali shakes her head stubbornly. "They haven't even tried. National 
security is all they'll say. Seems to me they're trying to decide. 
Now's the time for us to put our two cents in." 

Cliff interrupts. "Please! Let's discuss this after the funeral." 
There is a short, embarrassed silence. Ian puts his arm around Cliff 
Myrnna thinks a moment, and then asks brightly, "Who else is coming?" 
Ian throws her a grateful look as Cliff answers. "His brother, he's 

a Catholic priest. And a couple of friends of his. .Charlotte and 
Allen Levi. They went to school together." 

The Pieman notices a little green car pull up the drive to the 
mortuary. "That must be them," he guesses. 

"What's the undertaker like?" Myrnna asks another bright question. 
Ian smiles his slow smile and catches Cliff's eye before he responds. 

"Me and Cliffie were just chewing that one over ourselves. Seems like 
a smart 01' coot. Quiet, a listener. Like a bobcat on the stalk. 
Must be from working around so many silent types." He gestures at 
the acres of graves. 

Cliff focuses somewhat and adds, "He seems at ease with death. 
After all, I guess he has to be. He's been very open-minded. He'll 
let us do it our way." 

Laurel rubs her hands together and rocks nervously on her heels. 
"What exactly is going to happen?" 

Cliff turns to Ian, "Could you explain?" 
"Sure. You know Edward wanted to be cremated? Cliff thought, 

since his father was so open-minded, he might prefer it if there were 
several different statements about his death. So we thought,Laurel, 
you might want to do a little pagan stuff after Cliff's Uncle Sean 
says some Catholic-type ritual. And his friends want to say a few 
words as well." 

"Where's this going to happen?" Laurel asks. 
Ian points. "Behind the building there is the crematorium, We 

can be outside and send the body...the remains the guy calls it...into 
the fire." 

Laurel stares in the direction Ian pointed without focusing, her 
eyes bright with potential tears. "Why don't we go over there then 
and start?" she asks. 

"Yup," Ian agrees, taking Cliff's arm, "we might as well." 

Holding hands, they form a semicircle around the cheap Boffin. 
At the open end of the arc, two heavy iron doors stand open. A gas 
pilot light burns at the back of the oven. Dressed in an old fashioned 
frock coat, the mortician stands at the cremation controls off to the side. 

"...dust to dust...ashes to ashes...," the florid priest finishes. 
He is dressed in the traveling robes of the Jesuit order. He looks 
like his brother, but he's slightly older and slightly more alcoholic. 
His face is a map of exploded capillaries and the soft lines 0f_a man 
who smiles easily. His body is still powerful, but it's well padded. 

There is a respectful silence. An older woman, in her fifties, steps 
forward. She is big and boney like a Great Dime. Her red_curly 
hair is greying erratically. She smiles with her whole face, especially 
her pale blue eyes. Next to her is a portly, balk man in a grey suit. 

"As you know, my name is Charlotte Levi," she says in a high voice 
that is intimate and clear. "Allen and I have known Edward since 
college..." Some memory swallows her voice for a moment, but she 
quickly retrieves it. "We went through a lot together. I wanted to 
speak here because I wanted his other friends and family to know how 
much we loved Edward; how much we discovered together; how much he 
taught us. We believed in people, in their reason and their... 
humanity. It wasn't , always easy for Edward to keep his principles in 
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the work he did. But he did. Right to the end Cliff tells us. When 
Anne, Cliff's mother, left us...that was the hardest time of my life. 
But Edward was very clear. He said something I've always remembered. 
'Sometimes you can't undo something. You can only make it better or 
worse.' he said. 'And you get to-choose.'" 

She stops talking and there's a long silence. For the first time 
they notice that the sun has compIetly set, and, although the twilight 
is not yet night, it is closing fast. Laurel's eyes catch the moon 
rising. A full half-moon now. Maybe a little over half, rushing to 
wholeness. 

"Thank you," Laurel murmurs, just to herself and the moon. "In 
the beginning there was nothing and the Goddess," she says to everyone. 
"Then She saw herself in curved space and the creation began." Little 
Tiger comes over the grass and leaps silently up onto the coffin and 
starts cleaning his paws. "Her glance is our reality. It is infinite 
in meaning but finite in time. As are we. It is not known if we go 
on...at least by me.. But if we don't, well then, that's all right, too. 
There is so much meaning to this life." She starts to cry but she's 
smiling, too. "I'm just sad I didn't know he was going," she apologizes, 
"but I should have." 

She recomposes herself. "Goodbye, Eduardo. Greet the Guardian of 
the Gate for us for we will come, by and by. I'll think of you as 
the old king sacrificed in the fall. I know it isn't fall here, but 
take it as a thought. Something of you will rise every spring. You 
are a part of Her and She lives on." 

Laurel nods to the mortician who looks to Cliff. Cliff nods. A 
switch is thrown. Slowly the coffin slides toward the creatorium as 
the flames leap up. Little Tiger rides the coffin until it gets to 
the flames. Slowly he walks back and steps off the tip just as it 
enters the roaring gas fire. Everyone has been so fascinated by the 
kitten's flirtation that they've forgotten to watch the disappearence 
of the coffin. Now that they notice, it is only the darkness at the 
heart of the roaring flames. 

The bald man mutters loudly. "Fire to fire...well, Ed. Best friend 
l ever had. Sleep well." He pauses. "Now, I heard we were going to 
have a bit of a wake for remembering. Where might that be?" 

Cliff glances up. So does Father Sean, who looks like he could use 
a stiff drink or two himself. Ian answers. "Over where I live. I'll 
give you the address." The Pieman Ieans_forward and shuts the steel 
doors to the oven. As the party drifts_apart Laurel notices that 
the smoke from the coffin is blotting out a hundred stars, but it only 
makes the moon shiver. 

"Why don't you come over and do the Ouija with me, dearie?" Charlotte 
asks commandeering Laurel's elbow. 

"I don't know, I haven't , done it since I was a kid. It's just a toy." 
Charlotte smiles briskly. "It's just a tool you mean?" 
She leads Laurel over to the sofa where a commercial Ouija board 

is sitting on a low table. The room is full with the people from the 
funeral drinking and eating. The heavy laugh of the Jesuit startles 
Laurel. "He sounds just like his brother," she tells Charlotte. 

She is sympathetic. "Yes, he does. You were close to Edward, 
weren't you?" 

Laurel tries to smile. "Closer than I knew." She turns her attention 
to the board. "So what are we going to ask?" 

"Maybe we should just wait and see how the spirit moves us," Charlotte 
replies. "Put your hands on the pointer, dear. That's right." They 
sit side by side with their fingers lightly resting on the plastic 
pointer. Slowly it starts to slide on its felt-tipped feet. 



122 

"I don't know much about the Ouija board," Laurel says, slightly 
bored as she watches the plastic meander meaninglessly.. 

"Thank you for asking. It's actually much older than people realize. 
The idea, that is. There's a record of Pythagoras and his followers 
using a 'talking board' as long ago as 540 B.G. The legend is that 
Pythagoras got it from his travels in the East where it was already 
very old. This present version has a much less glorious history. A 
little man by the name of William Full made this design in 1888. The 
name was his idea, 'oui' and 'ja i . Yes in French, yes in German. But 
as I said, it's just a tool, a way of bypassing the conscious mind." 

Interested despite herself, Laurel starts to watch the skidding 
pointer. It starts to spell out a word. The older woman reads the 
letters out loud. 

"F-I-R-E-T-O-F-I-R-E. Fire to fire." 
Laurel looks at Charlotte's bobbing red-grey hair. "What's that mean?" 
"H-E-I-S-G-0-N-E-B-U-T-..." 
"But we are not," Laurel finishes the sentence. "Who are you?" 

"Yes, yes," Laurel says sardonically. 
"Y-E-S." 
A small crowd gathers around. "Ask it where he is," Cliff asks. 
"Where's Eduardo?" Laurel says. 
"E-N-E-R-G-Y-I-S-A-L-L-I-S-L-0-V-E-I-S-G-0-D-D-E-S-S." 
"Wait a minute," Laurel complains. "I don't want to hear theology 

from a Ouija board." 
"Who better?" the priest asks, joining them. The whole party is 

now clustered around the board.  - 
"I think I'm done," Laurel says. !Who wants to take my place?" 
"W-E-A-R-E-N-0-T-D-O-N-E," the board says. 
"Why not?" she asks. 
"L-A-W-O-F-T-H-R-E-E-S." 
Laurel takes her fingers off the pointer. 
"Do you know what it means?" Charlotte asks. 
It is a difficult silence. Painfully, Laurel says, "Three bombs." 
Mali agrees. "That's what Mercedes and Kelly think. The government 

hasn't given up yet." 
"What do your friends want to do?" Charlotte asks. 
"Go public," The Pieman says with one decisive chop of his hand. 
"Got to organize," Ian drawls. 
"Don't mourn," someone adds. 
"Why not look for the bomb?" Charlotte asks. 
"Not too easy to find a bomb now,." Mali explains. "They could just 

use any bomb now, they've got thousands. It only depends on whether they 
think they can get away with it." 

Laurel nods her head, thinking. Then she says, "I'm going back to 
Santa Cruz...if they're going to...if they're still gating to set off 
a bomb I want to be with my community. We won't be silent." 

"I'll go with you," Mali says. Myrnna blanches and takes a deep 
breath. 

The Pieman looks around. "Hummm. I think I'll go to New York, New 
York. Got some good friends in the rotten apple. Someone should go 
East. Anyone want to come help? It's . a big place.".  

"I've got friends in New York, too," Katrina says. "I was heading 
there anyway. Could I come with you?" 

"Sure." 
"Can I come too?" Myrnna asks quickly. "My family is still in Westchester." 
The Pieman can't hide his pleasure. "You're very welcome, Myrnna." 
"What about Ian?" Cliff asks him. 
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"Reckon I'll just stay here in Colorado. Someone's got to organize 
the cows. And you Cliffie?" 

"I'd like to stay..." 
"But..." 
"But I can contribute more at Stanford.. I've been organizing there 

for three years. This won't take long, Ian, then I'll come back here 
for the summer." 

Ian gives him a hug. "That would be good." 
The priest looks confused. "What did you young folks just decide?" 
"Sounds like they're going to play Paul Revere," Charlotte answers. 
"Why don't you tell us the whole story. Maybe we can help," Allen 

Levi suggests. 
"Okay," Mali says, "but let's get some paper out here. Might as 

well write it down. Get -a few rough drafts of articles together." 
"Leaflets," someone suggests. 
"And get the whiskey, please," Sean Blake asks. "After all it's a 

fine old pagan drink, uisce beathadh, the water of life." 
"And the beer," adds Laurel. 

"Are you sure they won't feel deserted?" Ian asks Cliff as they 
climb into Ian's garage loft. 

"They don't need us tonight. Let them have their organizing wake. 
I want to be with you." 

Shyly Ian helps Cliff up into the bed. "Okay by me Cliff." 
Gingerly they lay down next to each other. "It's been a while," 

Ian says. 
"Yeah, it has," Cliff agrees. Then his face goes blank and his 

thoughts start to drift back toward his father. 
"Hey, Cliff...Why don't you tell me about that tantric stuff you 

wrote about?" 
"Why the sudden interest? Never cared before," Cliff says petulantly. 

"just fuck me,' you said. II ain't prejudice.'" 
"I ain't prejudice," Ian admits, deadpan.. "So tell me a little..." 
"It is interesting," Cliff concedes. "Dad would have loved it. He 

was always into new stuff." 
"So tell me." Ian reaches out and runs his hand along Cliff's skinny 

leg. "What's it say about faggots and the love that dare not speak its 
name?" 

"Until recently." 
"Right. Now it's the love that won't shut up." They both laugh. 
"Actually, tantric is sort of homophobic. But it can be reformed. 

It's a renegade tradition. You know it's probably older than Buddism 
or Hinduism. It's a remanent of the oldest religion of India, possibly 
even pre-Aryan. 'Tan' means 'to expand' in Sanskrit. The Tantras 
are just writings on the expansive path." 

"What's that?" 
"Tan tide is the opposite of nonmaterialistic religions. None of 

that 'the world is an illusion' stuff. _Rather it's 'the world is 
real, you are real.' By experiencing every sense fully you can transcend 
the artificial distinctions that separate your consciousness from the 
rest of reality. So, it's very material and consciously experimental." 

"Is it all sex?" 
Cliff smiles as Ian's rough hand slips between his legs and gently 

tweaks his half-tumescent penis.. He says, "Left-hand tantra is focused 
a lot on sex. It's the oldest and truest form. The right-hand tantrics 
are into symbolism and spiritual this and cosmic that. Hell, Catholicism 
is repressed sexuality. I'm more interested in the real thing." 
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"Me too," Ian says, kissing Cliff's collar bone. 
"Yes, I know," Cliff says. "So it is material and experimental. You've 

got to focus on what really happens. Then there are the five M's: wine, 
meat, two spicey vegetable dishes, and sex. Normally they are forbidden 
to the spiritual person, but tantra...left-handed, old-fashioned tantra 
at least, says go for it." 

"This sounds like my kind of religion," Ian says, pulling closer 
to Cliff. Their hard cocks meet like the horns of 
little bulls rutting or tiny play swords in a duel. 
Then, their boney, muscled bodies come 
together as well. Slowly they 4, • 
call forth Kundalini the Coiled • t 
and she climbs up their spines 
between the weaving channels of 
Ida and Pingala, the two heavenly 
rivers. Finally she arrives at 
their forehead and in that moment the scales o 
illusion fall from their inner eyes and the 
Golden Embryo is seen as their pupils. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

Freedom will will cure most things. -- A.S. Neil 

No one succeeds in attaining perfection by employing 
difficult and vexing operations; but perfection can 
be gained by satisfying all one's desires. 

-- The Guhyasmaja Tantra 

Anything not specifically forbidden is mandatory. 
-- Merlin the Wizard 

"So Glo, I thought you might be here," Kelly says. 
"Mission Bay, rah, rah," replies the slender woman. _Blond bangs 

frame an attractive, Slavic face. Her body is tanned muscles over 
thick peasant bones. "I heard you were in town, Kelly. New crusade?" 

"Same old crusade, new crisis." 
"Have a seat." She moves slightly on the concrete bench. 
Kelly sits down next to her and indicates the race about to begin. 

"Do we have a chance?" 
She looks at him incredulously. "Sprinting? Against San Diego 

High? Mission Bay? Maybe in the middle distances,_ although this year 
we aren't as good as when you were running...sIow man on a very fast 
mile relay team." 

"A cheap hero," he says modestly. 
"You won some races yourself." 
Kelly can't help smiling. "A few." More than carefully, he asks, 

"I heard you were dating the track coach now, the new guy." 
She looks at him. "Yes." 
"And you're a sheriff?" 
"A deputy sheriff. Are you judging me?" 
"No." He waves his hands in denial. "I've met some_good people 

who are cops. I've met enough cops you know...and anyway,_I know you, Glo." 
They pause to watch a heat of the 220. Mission Bay's runner doesn't 

qualify 
"So," she says, taking a deep breath, "why'd you look me up?" 
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"I always want to see you, Glo. Just 'cause things didn't work 
out between us doesn't mean I don't still love you." 

"Don't give me that," she snaps. Sadly, she adds, "You just didn't 
love me all that much. Not like you loved her." 

"I was crazy then. I was a romantic fool. I love you differently, 
not less." 

"I bet you say that to all your girlfriends," she says bitterly. 
"Whose the latest? I heard she was Spanish." 

Kelly whistles.. "Ohhh, that grapevine, still growing. Yes, she's 
Spanish, Catalan actually._ Her names! Mercedes. I love her differently; 
it's true, I do say it to all my lovevs. I'll never just love one 
woman. That's romantic bullshit, dangerous shit, as far as I'm concerned. 
I knew it when I was 14 and if I forgot it for a few years, I'm sorry. 
I won't forget it again. It cost me to much to relearn it." 

She looks at him and smiles ruefully.  "Same old Kelly, afraid to 
get hurt again like she hurt you. Maybe you're doing the right thing." 
She touches his hands. "Still full of fire I see." Their eyes meet. 
"So, tell me about the latest crisis." 

He rumages in his pack. "I got some_stuff here. It explains it. 
Has to do with this nuclear terrorist business that's been in the papers." 

"The papers said both bombs were found." 
"The papers are only half right. Have you noticed the government 

says there was only one bomb. That's half true. There was one bomb. 
Me and my friends discovered it. Then it was fixed and they were going 
to set it off again. My friends and Mercedes's partner, she's a 
government agent..." 

Gloria's blue eyes widen to match the '0' that is her mouth. "Always 
full of surprises, Kelly. Maybe there's even some hope for an 
old deputy sheriff someday,. huh?" 

He blushes. "Anyway, her partner was killed. He's the father of 
one of my best friends, a guy still at Stanford. So there was one 
bomb but they tried to set it off twice. They still want to claim it's 
a leftist plot and declare martial law." 

She tries to absorb this for a moment. "But now both you and the 
government agree that the bomb is officially captured. They wouldn't 
dare shoot it off." 

"Not that one. But until the truth comes out about who really is 
behind it, then there is nothing to stop a third bomb attempt.. If we're 
right, if the government did this, than they better get martial law 
in soon if they want to keep the power they've got." 

She waves the papers at him, "All this business is in here? Documented?" 
"Yes! You read it, Glo, and see what kind of scholarship we have. 

If you're convinced, I know you'll do something. There's a meeting 
to plan a protest tonight. It's written down there." 

"Why'd you come to me?" 
"A good excuse to see you, Glo." He slips his arm around her.. "I 

know you have principles that you will act on. I'm contacting everyone 
I know like that. I think we're going to make it a Free Speech fight." 

"Free Speech fight?" 
"Under the government's 1988 Secrets Act, to spread information 

about this case in public is a very heavy felony. So we're going to 
do it, hundreds of people, right downtown on the dock in front of the 
Star of India." 

"Where'd you get such an idea?" 
"What's this? Don't they teach cops any history? In 1912, after 

the big Free Speech fight in Fresno, there was one herein San Diego. 
At one point 5000 protesters were attacked by...excuse me...cops. 
There were vigilante gangs too. They tried to kidnap Emma Goldman and 
they did tar and feather her lover." 
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"Great. I don't know if I can believe all this, Kelly, but I'll 
read it. I promise." 

"Thanks, Glo, that's all I can ask. Maybe I'll see you tomorrow?" 
Kelly starts to get up. 
"Aren't you going to watch the finals?" she asks. 
"No, I've got to go." He takes her hand. "I need to be alone. A 

friend of mine is being cremated right about now." 

"Kelly, your friends are already here." Mercedes seems flustered 
in the role of hostess. 

"Sorry, I was downtown. Saw Gloria. Pretty amazing...Who's here?" 
"About 20 people. Here's the list." 
"CED, the ILWU, Night and Fog, LEAN, MEChA, NIA even. Look at this, 

three old friends of mine from the track team.'_' 
Mercedes takes his arm. "Kelly...Kelly I saw 

a doppleganger! I saw Edward Blake." 
"A doppleganger?" 
"A double. I saw Edward, do you not under-

stand? Around 5:30 or so." 
"Dusk in Denver. That's when the cremation 

was. So, Mercedes, what do you want from me? 
An exorcism?. Did he say anything?" 

"No, he just waved and smiled."- 
That sounds nice," Kelly says, smiling. 
"It was not unpleasant, but still..." 
"Look at it this way. It shows he was thinking about you. Maybe 

he approved of us not going to the. funeral? You know, Myrnna was so 
pissed you'd think she was religious. You shouldn't worry.. You have 
nothing to fear from evil spirits if you have nothing to fear from 
yourself." 

"And who has nothing to fear from themselves?" Mercedes asks. 
"Touch‘." 
"Why did he not appear to you?" 
"I didn't really know him." 
"I did not know him either.".  
"You knew him. You were on a case together; that's pretty intimate. 

Maybe you didn't like him a lot, after all he had all your faults, 
so that's no surprise. You knew him, though. You understood him, 
loved him in a way." 

"I do not believe it." 
"The spirit came to you. They never lie," he smiles again. 
"Do you think he will come back?" 
"It wasn't bad, why worry? But it was probably what they call 

a singular event...it was right during the cremation." 
"You are right. It was not bad. He did look happy, he was 

smiling, as always." She chews her lip. Then she asks, "Did you 
know he was going to die? Did you know it from the tarot?" 

"Yes," he says softly. "Yet, I couldn't admit it to myself." 
They stand quietly together. 
KNOCK 
Kelly answers the door. It's a couple of teachers from the 

Ocean Beach Free school. Kelly turns to Mercedes after he's shown them 
into the living room. "Mercedes, we'll have to talk later. I've got 
to do this meeting.. The action will probably start tomorrow morning." 

"How long can you do it before you all get arrested?" 
"Who knows? We're strong. Stronger than 1912 even, I think." 



127 

She doesn't quite follow the last reference, but her mind is still 
on the ghost. Hoping to forget it, she follows Kelly into the meeting. 

"How many is that?" Mercedes asks as three SDPD in riot suits drag 
a woman away. 

"37," Kelly says. "I'm going to be number forty." 
"Why now? I thought you were going to wait." 
"Two reasons. They're busting faster than we thought they would. 

There's a group of a hundred trying to get ready. They need more 
time. I'm going to do a little show so it should make some time. And 
second, the TV crews are here and they want to see the magic show." 

"What will happen with the hundred?" 
Kelly looks around judiciously. "Hard to say. They couldn't bust 

them right away, though. The plan is that they'll last through the 
night. We expect the cops to start slowing down on the arrests, this 
isn't their fight and they know it." - 

A Black man in a minister's collar walks quietly over to the corner 
from a cluster of people on the grass in front of the dock and the 
big sailing ship tied there, the Star of India. ,There are several 
thousand people in the area, hundreds of press, and scores of police. 
Police organization has broken down a. little over the course of the 
day. They aren't too eager to scoop up more people for their crowded 
jail, but the Mayor has ordered that the law be enforced. Several 
FBI agents direct the arrests, which are under the U.S. Secrets Act 
of 1988." 

The Black man raises his voice and starts to speak, "My name is 
Reverend Peabody, from the First African Baptist Church. I am a 
proud American. I say our own government has plotted to murder its 
people. Not just in this case, with nuclear weapons, and I entirely 
agree with these fine young people and will proudly join them in jail, 
but in many other ways. Why this government has been murdering Black 
children every day...Jonestown was one example, the infant mortality 
rate here in Logan Heights is another. In fact, the San Diego Police 
Department," he points at the police-huddled over near their paddy wagon, 
"has killed three unarmed Black teenagers this year! Two Brown children 
have been murdered this year as well..." 

Several of the police in question run up and roughly grab the minister. 
Electricity surges through the crowd. A small tactical squad of 8 
officers has to rush in to cover the arrest. Several people are clubbed 
to the ground. The police retreat. The crowd moves back murmuring. 
The Free Speech corner is empty again. The police realize they don't 
have the numbers they need to keep control if it gets hostile. 

A young man in his Iate twenties goes up to the corner carrying an 
old avocado crate. He's short and tanned. His delicate blonde curls 
frame a cute, dimpled face. His loose jeans, horny feet, and perpetual 
squint, mark him as a surfer away from the beach for a rare trip downtown. 

He puts the box dowa and climbs up on it. "My Bro, Kelly, said 
boxes like this were traditional, so..." He shrugs. "Ya know, I'm 
not your political type. I work a little, surf a little...but my 
older brother went to Nam and he didn't come back. Every morning 
when I go out I find trash they've dumped into the ocean. What's 
killing the whales? So when Kelly tells me that the government is 
lying to us and that those crazies are thinking of nuking us...I'm 
afraid I believe him. I'm going to read this statement like these other 
people have, and these cops--and I've nothing against these particular 
cops--are probably going to bust me and take me to jail. I just -hope 
it isn't for too long." 
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"I know what you mean," Emanual agrees. "The differences are as great 
as the similarities." 

"I'll drink to that," Diane says, raising her glass. 
Timothy takes another sip of his water. "Do any of you think there's 

much real chance for a revolution?" 
"It isn't a question of chance," Diane answers first. "It's necessity." 
Emanual nods. "Revolution is always possible. Look at Nicaragua, 

Iran..." 
"Look at Poland," Mali adds. 
Laurel looks at them, seriously, capturing their attention by her 

concentration and slow smile. "It's funny. When you really look at it, 
revolution is totally a question of consciousness. If enough people 
don't believe, then the system falls. The divine right of kings depends 
on belief. Like all magic. The thing about magic is that it's a 
human attribute...like ear lobes, language, sexual ecstasy. In China 
and Vietnam the idea is called. the Mandate of Heaven. Once the 
people decide the mandate has been withdrawn then revolution is in 
order. Indeed," the smiles becomes deep, "inevitable." 

"Revolution or Apocalypse," Timothy agrees. 
"Revolution or Apoplexy," Mali- responds. 
"I'll drink to that," Diane says. 
They all drink some more. Laurel glances around the cavernous room. 

Sharp sounds echo from wall to wall. The clatter of dishes resounds 
like rifle fire. "Hey, Mali," Laurel says, "there's Artemis and Circe. 
They're in that separatist Dianic coven I told you about." 

"Can we meet them before we go?" 
Laurel hesitates. "Sure, but let's go now then, okay?" 
"Okay." 
They say goodbye to Diane, Emanual, Timothy, and others from the 

meeting. On their way to the front door they stop at the witches' 
table. Artemis looks like her huntress namesake; her hair is cropped 
close to her sleek runner's head, long legs and broad shoulders are 
connected by slim hips and a solid belly. Circe is older, unathletic, 
rather stately. Her hair is long and silver. This, and her startling 
blue eyes, distract the observer from noticing the strain in her other 
features, the pinched lips, the swarms of crow's feet, the millions of 
worry lines. 

Laurel smiles hello. "Artemis, Circe, I'd Iike you to meet Mali. 
She's in my affinity group. She's moving out here from Colorado." 

"Moving here or Santa Cruz?" Artemis asks. 
"Santa Cruz, actually," Mali replies. 
"What brings you two to the Bay Area?" Artemis wonders. 
Mali answers. "We came to the BayCAR meeting. Laurel is the Santa 

Cruz regional spoke and I represent the Apoplectics." 
Artemis and Circe exchange glances. "Well...I wish you luck..." 

Artemis says. 
"But?" Laurel asks. 
Artemis frowns at her. "We've talked about this a lot already 

Laurel. I don't know how you can work with men...and they aren't even 
all pagans. They don't follow the Goddess. They can't." 

Mali shakes her head. "Sisters, this isn't what my Grandmother 
taught me about the Goddess. She told me anyone can know her." 

"Perfect freedom is her service," Laurel says. "We aren't one of 
those religions that kill those who don't agree with us. We're the 
persecuted, right?" 

"It isn't persecuting men not to work with them," 
Artemis claims. 

"We are one with the Goddess," Circe says ambiguously. 
Laurel smiles. "Maybe." 
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Look." He shows them around. "It's that dreaded thing--the truth. 
Yes, it is the statement." 

The officers start to move forward again. 
He holds his hands up. "Wait, guardians of law and orders, I will 

destroy the hated documents." He takes the papers in his hands and rips 
them into little pieces, then he takes the tattered mass and crushes 
it into a small ball. 

"There. Destroyed. The truth is safe...out of sight. But," he 
looks around at the crowd, "can it stay that way? I don't think so." 
Slowly he unclasps his hands and takes out the torn, crumpled paper. 
Carefully he unfolds it and holds it up. The sheets are whole again. 
"Like a phoenix, the truth will rise again." People cheer. 

The police move forward. Kelly turns to them and dramatically waves 
his arms. They grab him. "Where is it?" Kelly asks. 

The cops look at each other, puzzled. The TV cameras move in closer. 
"If you'll let me go I'll get it," he offers. The whole crowd strains 
forward 

One cop lets him go. Kelly reaches behind the officer's 
head and the papers appear in his hand. He gives them to him. 
"I'll go peacefully, officer. You can arrest a 
poor magician but you can't arrest magic...or 
the truth." 

As they lead Kelly off, over a hundred 
people take over the corner chanting, 
"Bullshit! Bullshit!" and "CIA/KGB, they 
both sound the same to me!" 

After Kelly is loaded into the wagon 
he overhears the Sergeant talking to his 
superior. "Therils over a hundred Captain, 
What are we going to do?" 

The Captain looks at the laughing, chanting people and says, 
"I imagine they'll call in the sheriffs and the other departments, 
but that's not up to me. We'll let the Chief decide, and that damn 
Mayor." 

"Hello, Mercedes." 
"Kelly! You are out so soon." 
"Twenty-six hours altogether. It figures. Over 470 busted by the 

time the Tribune printed that article. Who'd have thought? I bet it 
was the fact that those radio stations were playing it in Mexico. That 
tipped the scales. The Trib didn't want to get scooped. A sheriff 
got arrested, too, Gloria. Now, unless they arrest the whole newspaper 
they'll have to give up. We're going to have a victory party down at.  

Mission Bay park." 
"Do you think the Federal Government has noticed?" 
"Noticed? Feds were all over the jail scene. They just don't know 

what the fuck they're going to do. How's your investigation going?" 
She shrugs. "It is not. There just is no trace of Mors Justi down 

here. At least, I cannot find any. I think if they set off a third 
bomb it will just be done without a cover story. They will use an 
official weapon. Who will know?" 

"It's hard to believe they'd do it here. This is a major base 
for the Pacific Fleet." 

"Serramonte was here. Maybe they will just blow up El Cajon. This 
is what rumors are for.. Everyone is talking about it. I have heard 
rumors about everything. Tijuana will get blown up, Las Vegas, Los 
Angeles...that is a very popular idea here in San Diego." 
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"Sounds like a hard situation to investigate." 
"I know. It does not make easy sense. Maybe I should be doing 

what you are." 
Kelly goes into the kitchen and gets a beer. "Let's not worry 

about it now. Have you seen the moon? Waxing away! Let's go out on 
the boardwalk, have a few beers, look at the moon..." 

She gets up. "You are right. Just let me get a coat. It is getting 
cold. What day is it anyway?" 

"The tenth. Three days to the thirteenth." 
"How was jail?" 
"It would have been fun except I was pretty sick with an asthma 

attac.K Strange that I'm allergic to jails. Now I'm pretty tired." 
"You look good, Kelly," she says, giving him a kiss. Then she 

goes on ahead into the salt-spray night. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

Gods and beasts, that is what the world is made of. 
-- Adolf Hitler 

What we have to do in our preparations here-is walk 
the fine line between paranoia and prudence. 

-- NEST administrator, SF Chronicle 12/28/80 

When magic spawned into a phenomenon involving large 
masses of people, then vigorous suppressive action had 
to be taken. For witchcraft, in the course of time, 
and under political urgencies, not infrequently began 
to impair.the powers of the-state.  -- 

-- Harry Wedeck in Witchcraft Vs. The State  

The room is simple: real oak paneling, subtle lighting, gigantic 
mahogany table, genuine leather on.twelve swiveling chairs in front 
of twelve pads of paper, twelve stacks of Top Secret memoraJaayand 
twenty-four pencils. The conferees enter quietly, expensive shoes 
murmuring across the .thick carpet.. 

The Presidential Advisor for National Security taps his pencil 
lightly on the table to still the pleasant male sounds of greeting. 
He glances sharply around the circle. "Are the representatives from 

-77rANLa2  '144  project Nagari here?" he asks 
with a sandpapering of German 

eo  accent over his English. 
A uniformed military officer 

speaks up deferentially. "It's 
had a code name change to 
Ouroboros, 

"Nagari, Ouroboros, one 
dragon is like another, eh, 
gentlemen?" . There is -polite 
laughter around the table. "I 
take it you are.here?" The 
Presidential Advisor asks when 
it dies down. 

"Oh, yes sir," the Army 
General agrees. 

"Introduce yourselves." 
,;ixth figure: within the dragon is its own healing. Mercury is liquid but 

,ii become roavulated 
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"Sorry, sir, General Hawkins, United States Army, representing the 
Defense Intelligence Agency on the Ouroboros Project." 

A bespeckled middle-aged man stands up. He wears a dark blue suit. 
"Jack Lindsay, CIA Deputy Director for Counterintelligence. Representing 
the civilian intelligence community on the Ouroboros Project." 

A portly, balding man in an ill-fitting brown suit stands up paren-
thetically and mumbles, "Patrick Mitchell, representing the Executive 
on the Ouroboros Project." 

The Presidential Advisor gives the Presidential Representative an 
emotionless, "Thank you." With a brief wave of pudgy hand he indicates 
the rest of the white, late middle-aged men. "We have here the members 
of the Special Coordination Committee. Everyone has Top Secret clearance 
so please, gentlemen, speak.. clearly." 

Mr. Lindsay, the CIA Deputy Director, clears his throat. "Ummm. 
Most of you are unacquainted with the Project Nagari/Ouroboros. That's 
understandable. It has enjoyed the highest security rating. Initiated 
by the new administration, this project has only been revealed to those 
with an absolute need to know. Specifically, that has been the White 
House, CIA Covert Actions and Counterintelligence, DIA, NEST Secretary 
and staff, and NSA Special Operations. The Cabinet, the Directors of 
the FBI and the CIA, the Joint Chiefs, are only now _being informed. This 
has been necessitated by the recent difficulties that are explained 
in the documents before you. Let me stress that none of these papers 
are to leave this room. They will be-destroyed. No documents exist for 
Project Ouroboros. It doesn't even have a security designation." He 
pauses to let the import of this sink in around the table. 

Shuffling some papers, he continues, "As you know, unforeseen events 
have lead to a certain level of public exposure that must be neutralized. 
The two NEST agents who got a little out of control have been taken off 
the case. This fringe group...the Apoplectics...are so out there we 
feel we can easily discredit them." 

The seething Director of the CIA asks, "Who are these Apoplectics? 
Didn't they make an alliance_with your two NEST agents? Aren't they 
professional radicals? Why are you so sure they can be discredited?" 

Jack Lindsay leans back, squinting through his glasses over his 
paunch he tells his CIA superior, "They're more like a cult,. Director. 
They even seem to believe in witchcraft. They are clearly a fringe group." 

The FBI Director, equally irritated at being cut out of the action, 
interjects, "Don't you know what's happening in San Diego? There are 
over 400 people in jail there and the local police don't like it a bit 
The radio and the local press are spreading information in violation 
of the Secrets Act. These Apoplectics aren't the only ones who've 
been unraveling your bush-league operation. Reporters are crawling 
all over your cover stories." 

There is a cautious silence. Finally, the Presidential Advisor 
exercises the obligations of leadership. ° Okay, there's been a fuck-up 
So? We have to do something about it. That's why we are here. As 
you can tell by the bold outlines of this project, the country is at 
a crucial crossroads. The very terms of government must change. We 
have suffered serious setbacks in Indochina, Central America, the 
Caribbean, and Africa. Domestically our foreign policy, our military 
policy, our energy policy, are all severely constrained by illegitimate 
protest and irresponsible criticism.. Our hopes of survival against the 
Soviet, the Chinese, the Japanese, and the European threats depends on 
developing more coherency in our decision-making. In the interests of 
National Survival, this project was meant to make a transition to 
such a system possible."  - 

Not all the members of the Special Coordination Committee are at 
ease with this proposed coup d'etat. The FBI Director, the CIA Director, 
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as serious as if we went for scenarios one or two and they failed. 
This option has the best chance of minimizing the damage we've already 
suffered." 

The Presidential Advisor makes a few scratches on the paper in front 
of him. "I think that covers it. Unless there are objections, why 
don't we have a straw poll? What are your recomendations, gentlemen?" 

"Option three," the Admiral says. 
General Hawkins hardens his face. "Project Ouroboros recommends 

Option two, sir." 
"Option one," the FBI Director says. 
"Option three," the CIA Director says. 
"Option two," the NSA man says. 
"Option one," the Attorney General says. 
"So, not exactly a consensus," the Presidential Advisor remarks 

sagely. But all is not lost." He turns to one of his handsome young 
aides. "Daniel here has worked out a compromise which he would like 
to suggest to the President."  _ 

The handsome young man looks around the room. Very gently he knocks 
on the table. Knock. "Option four. We wait. The President feels 
we don't have enough information. How big will these protests get? 
Maybe they've peaked? We can't tell which of these options is best 
because we have to let the situation develop. This doesn't mean we 
let it go to hell. We should get the Governor of California to declare 
a state of emergency there to test the waters, and send in the National.  

Guard. We must react to lawlessness, but not over-react. We could 
also increase our covert interest in these protests. Very carefully, 
of course, so that no more clumsy exposures take place. Finally, we 
can prepare the cover stories necessary for option three and option one." 

"And option two?" the Ouroboros CIA man asks. 
The young man rubs the side of his nose. "We must maintain a 

capability for option two, of course. It is our only win scenario now." 
There in polite, inevitable agreement. The Presidential Advisor 

smiles. "So, we let it ripen, eh? I think me have our consensus now." 
There are slight nods around the table. "Daniel will process the 
obligations of your various agencies an$ have them to you within the 
hour. Our next meeting will be tomorrow. Same time. Thank you, 
gentlemen." He gets up and leaves the room, trailed closely by his aides. 

"Was that a ramrod or what?" the Admiral asks the head of the CIA. 
"What," he answers obliquely. 
"Alex," the Admiral continues, "let's go have a few drinks. I want 

to talk this over." 
"Sure, Jim. I'd like to hear your views." 

"Scotch and water, Yeoman, a double," the Admiral tells the waiter. 
"Gin and tonic, please," the CIA man asks. 
"Yes, air." 
"Nice place you sailors have here," Jim Deren tells his old friend 

Admiral Alex Bach. 
"It's fine," he says waving his hand at the officer's club, "but 

it's hard to enjoy it at a time like this." 
"What do you think?" 
"I can be candid, can't I, Jim?" 
"You know that, Alex. There's a lot between us." 
"A lot of blood in the Mekong," the Admiral agrees. His companion 

is quiet. "Let me tell you ..I think this has been a foul-up from the 
word go. They've got NEST agents killing each other, for Christ's sake! 
No wonder they didn't tell anyone about it. That General Hawkins is 
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not real military you know. He's a political general. I'm familiar 
with his career. He's spent his life organizing torture centers for 
right-wing dictators and now he thinks he can do the same thing in 
this country. Someone should tell him this isn't Chile." He gives 
his friend a very sharp took. "And it isn't Vietnam either. If they 
think we're going to give them a bomb to blow up El Cajon..." 

"They'll get NEST to steal one if option two is implemented." 
The Director of the CIA interrupts. "The idea of asking the military 
for one seems to me more of a. test. To see who will obey orders." 

"It's getting pretty serious, huh?" 
"Yes. Ahhh, here are our drinks." 
They retire to their cups and their thoughts _for a few minutes. 

"How did we get into this anyway?" the Admiral asks. 
"It's the same principle that's behind our research into drugs like 

the Ultra program of psychedelic testing, and our funding of research 
into ESP or communication with dolphins." 

"I know we and the Russians study ESP. And I read about Ultra--
talk about stupid, giving LSD to agents and Joes off the street. 
The dolphins I knew about, too. After all it was the Navy, or part 
of it. Turn dolphins into kamikaze torpedos. The real smart torpedo 
they called it. Too smart for them, the dolphins wouldn't do it. But 
my God, man, Black Magic?" 

"Alex, there's a history to it. These occult arts have been 
very important politically and militarily as long as there's been 
civilization. Look at the Bible, look at the Roman Empire. You don't 
even have to look that far back to find a war deeply affected by the 
occult. Look at Nazi Germany." 

"Hitler was a little strange, but..." 
"You know better than that. The evidence is overwhelming. Do 

you know that the British even waged a counter campaign of magic? 
They cast astrological charts and printed their own occult magazines 
that predicted an Allied victory. Churchill said when they approved 
the plan, 'We can't let Herr Hitler have a monopoly on astrologers.'" 

"I seem to remember the Nazi's arrested all the astrologers." 
"They did. They put them into concentration camps but kept them 

working. Goebbels completely controlled the astrological tables. 
Not just in Europe. Every U.S. astrology magazine predicted Nazi 
victory until the British counter campaign turned the tide." He _ 
finishes his gin and tonic and motions to the waiter/sailor for 
another. Then he continues.  - 

"I don't want to bore you, but have you checked out an occult 
magazine lately? The left is winning out in the magic area. And 
what about the Nazis? Have you studied what they believed? Nazism 
was a potent mix of leftist, Gnostic, Hermetic, and Teutonic magical 
symbols combined with racialism and nationalism. That's what fueled 
the Nazi mass consciousness. The role of Karl Haushofer, who was 
a great magus, was crucial to the rise of the Nazis. He committed 
hari-kari. Hitler killed himself, too, of course, on Belthane. A 
very special day for those who believe in the occult." 

"So the U.S. has been funding this stuff? Government funded 
Satanism? This is going too far." 

"Now, Alex, as far as I know the funding wasn't for Satanism. 
They only funded practical alchemy, practical magic. It wasn't religious 
or political. We've got to stay up with the Soviets. Think of what 
an occult gap would mean. This stuff works. Look at Hitler, he did 
quite well for a while. Look at the Reverend Sun Moon." 

"I thought he was a CIA-KCIA operation?" 
"He is. But Hitler was someone's operation, too, in the beginning. 
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Events can get out of hand. A good administrator has to remember that." 
"So what do you think, Jim? You went for option three, too, didn't you?" 
"Yes, but maybe not for all the same reasons you did. I could clean 

out some of those idiots in Covert Ops under option three. And the 
Administration could learn to go with professionals instead of the whiz 
kids they used for this." 

"Don't you have any reservations at all about murdering Americans 
so that this can be turned into one of General Hawkin's police states?" 

The CIA Director can't help smiling. "You sound just like my 
daughter, Alex._ Exactly. It's uncanny..." He finishes his second 
drink. "I do have doubts. I've admitted them to my family. I've 
told them too much probably.. I can't even lie to my own daughter 
anymore." He shakes his head. "She's at Stanford you know, one of 
the protesters." 

"So you're against it?" 
"I don't know. It's not that easy. -I still think this is the 

system we have to preserve. We can't have anarchy.... Every foul and 
sick prejudice would be loose in the land if the government fell..  

And, Alex, this could bring down the government. Anarchy, real anarchy 
might. follow." 

"Bull! The President might lose his ass, like Nixon did, but people 
won't throw out the baby with the dirty bathwater. People in America 
aren't patsies. I have faith in them. Everything considered, I have 
faith that this is a great country." 

"You're sounding like my daughter again. .Let me get a few more 
drinks in me and maybe I'Il be able to believe it, too." 

"That can be arranged." The Admiral turns and signals, "Yeoman!" 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

In order to achieve strong non-violent affinity groups in 
which people feel a sense of personal empowerment, we need 
to maximize participation and activity and minimize one-way 
informational flows. Thus, we prefer to call these non-
violence sessions "preparations" rather than "trainings". 
Training connotes orchestrated or mechanical, as in animal 
training, or military training. It-also implies that "trainers" 
have mastered these pattern& "Prepare" on the otherhand (from 
the latin, to give birth, to make ready), connotes voluntary 
action. I am not training you, but rather, we are preparing to 
do this together: 

--Trainers/Preparers Handbook  by Northern California Preparers 

The room is cluttered, filled with leaflets, stacks of leaflets, 
boxes of leaflets, old picket signs, backpacks, broken furniture, 
tables piled with more leaflets, all under a thin veneer of empty 
coffee cups, lunch bags, and other trash. It's a big room though, 
well illuminated by skylights, windows, and the morning New York, New 
York, sun. A large crude area has been cleared in the center of the 
room. In it forty-odd people have circled. Most are young whites 
but there's a Puerto Rican couple,. two Black women, and a young Black 
man with dreadlocks stuffed into a red, gold, and green stocking cap. 
There are older people as well One of the women could easily be a 
great-grandmother. There's a quiet man in a business suit who might be 
a corporate vice-president. He's sitting next to Myrnna. The Pieman 
is on her other side. 
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"My name is Myrnna," she says. "With The Pieman here," The Pieman 
responds to his name by smiling and waving a freckled hand "I'll be 
facilitating this preparation. On the wall there is whkt we're going 
to be doing today." She gets up and goes over to the wall. Pointing 
to the various VIerns she reads off the agenda from the posted butcher 
paper. 

"First, we have check-in. Then a brief update of the political 
situation. Then a history of nonviolence, including its different 
philosophies. We'll talk about violence, too, as we've experienced 
it. That's what this means, 'triads'. Groups of three, so we'll all 
get a chance to share some feelings." 

Some punks come into the room. The man turns to one of the two 
women punks and says, "Feelings? I told you that this would be crap. 
Let's split." 

"Look, scuzzbag, if we want to do this action we got to come to 
this gig. We don't have to believe it. So cool your jets. I'm 
staying." They drift over to the edge of the circle. 

Myrnna motions for them to come in. "Sit down, we've just been 
reviewing the agenda. We're here. After the triads we'll review the 
action agreements. Then there'll be a break. After that we'll do 
some hassle lines. It's sort of a psycho-game. You'll like it, it's 
fun." 

"Fun," the male punk whispers to his companions. 
"Then we'll have a discussion of ways of dealing with violence." 
By now weveral people have their hands up. Myrnna glances at them 

and says, "I'm almost done. We'll have questions after I review the 
agenda. Now, after the nonviolence section, comes process. We'll 
talk about consensus and feminist process and then we'll try to use 
it in a discussion of the action agreements. If you can't agree to the 
action agreements than we're asking you not to do this action, but 
to organize your own. After that, we'll have some criticism/self-
criticism. Then comes lunch. After lunch we'll discuss affinity groups 
and maybe form some. We'll get into the nuts and bolts of the action... 
the structure, scenarios, and logistical stuff. After that, is legal; 
an update and general outline of the legal system and we'll talk about 
jail some. Finally, we'll have feeling sharing and then a closing 
circle." She goes back to the circle and sits down. 

"Are there any questions about subjects that aren't on the agenda?" 
she asks. There are more questions than people. The diffitrin5 
concerns reveal how diverse the group is. Half of them have /lever been 
arrested, half have. Some of those arrests were political, but more 
weren't. At least, not overtly. There are unemployed, underemployed, 
anti-employed, and overemployed. There are Republicans, Democrats, 
independents, anarchists, Socialists, autonomists, and several stray 
politico-bizarros from the Revolutionary Communist-Communist Revolutionary 
Party. Most people are against labels though. 

There is a slight majority of women, ranging in age from 17 (one of 
the punkettes, Death she's named herself, who has been up all night 
dancing to the Dead Kennedys and the Clits at a punk free-speech benefit 
in a warehouse not three blocks from where she's sitting now) to 64 
(Edna Lee, great-grandmother, respected geologist, never arrested). 
The men have a slightly smaller age span. Isiah Franklin is 18, a 
native Manhattan Rasta. George Burning is 54, an accounts executive 
at J. Walter Thompson. Most of the forty are the type you'd expect: 
young, idealistic, students, teachers, waititsses, co-op workers, etc. 
The cannon fodder of the movement. 

"We'll cover that later, too," The Pieman reassures a worried young 
draft resister who wants to know what effect risking arrest will have 
on his safety. 
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Myrnna speaks up quickly before another question can appear. "I 
think we can go on. We do have a lot to cover. We'll take more questions 
after lunch, if they still haven't been answered." 

They move on to the item on the agenda called check-in. They go 
around the circle giving their name and briefly saying how their day 
has been. The people seem to range from the eloquent to the incoherent. 
The punk Death makes the biggest stir, although it's hard to tell 
whether it's her name, her clothes, or the whole night dancing that 
shocks some of the others. Smacking her gum she seems oblivious to 
the emotional commotion she causes in some psyches. 

When the introductions finish, Myrnna smiles. "Pretty fantastic 
group. Let's see if I can give an update in the five minutes we've 
alloted." She searches for a sheet of paper. ''Here we are. San Diego 
is where it's really been happening. They've had 480 people arrested 
in a day and a half. The local police have given up 
arrests for now. The San Diego Union, a Scripps 
paper, and several radio stations have carried information on Ouroboros. 
We just heard that the Governor has refused to declare a state of emergency, 
but he is calling up the National Guard. More protest demonstrations 
are being planned. There were also protests in over 30 cities yesterday. 
This morning there was a sit-in at.the_Federal Building in Boston that 
was broken up pretty violently. Over a hundred arrests and three 
people were hospitalized.  _ - 

"Strikes have been called at Harvard, MIT, U Mass, Brown, Columbia, 
NYU, City College, Yale, and_Princeton. Strike meetings are in progress 
at many of the SUNY schools and at a lot of the schools in the Midwest 
and West, like Michigan, Antioch, Wisconsin...The University of Calif-
ornia campuses at Berkeley and at Santa Cruz are on strike already. So 
is Stanford. 

"Off the campuses there isn't a whole lot happening except for the 
Free Speech fight in San Diego and the ones starting tomorrow. You 
know about the one here, of course. There will also be actions starting 
in Boston, in DC, in Austin, Texas, in Boulder, Colorado, and at Stanford 
in California. There's a rumor that-the-City of Berkeley is going to 
violate the Secrets Act in a public announcement and that Santa Cruz 
will do the same. There are rallies planned for Chicago and Denver and 
probably a hundred places we don't know about." 

"What groups are organizing these actions?" asks the great-grand-
mother, Edna Lee. 

"It's a lot like this New York action," Myrnna answers. "The Pieman 
and I are part of the Apoplectic Affinity_Group that's been working 
on this for a while. Some of us are in San Diego, in Palo Alto, and 
in Boulder. We've got friends in a lot of the other cities that are 
active. There's a whole network of anti-draft, anti-war, antinuclear, 
pro-life--real pro-life, that is pro-freedom, feminist, and other 
groups like the ones that have endorsed this action: War Resisters, 
Dykes Against Racism Everywhere, the Shad Alliance, Women for Peace 
and Freedom, Solidarity with Solidarity, the Yippies, the anti-draft 
groups, neighborhood groups, etc..." 

"What about the Freeze Campaign?" Edna Lee asks. 
Myrnna shrugs. "A lot of the liberal groups are still meeting. 

They may join us or they may not. It's okay either way. It's a 
miracle that all the direct action groups can work together. Best of 
all are all the new people, like you folks, who are bringing all this 
new energy to the cause." 

The male punk whispers to Death, "Energy? Cause? This is nownot 
1968. Where's she from? Mars? California?" 
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The Pieman shifts around and sits up on his legs. "Now I'm going 
to go into the history of nonviolence." He scrunches forward nervously 
and flashes a tenative smile. "I'll try to be brief." He takes a 
deep breath, his hands flutter in front of him like wounded pigeons. 

"When the newspapers talk about our movement they always mention 
Gandhi and Martin Luther King and the struggles they were involved 
in. Maybe a more detailed article will talk about Dorthy Day, the 
Catholic. Workers, and other religious activists like the Berrigans. 
A particularly detailed article might even mention the War Resisters 
League and The Resistance against the draft now and during the sixties. 
But actually, using nonviolence for social change, or self-defense, 
is not the activity of a few secular saints like King and Gandhi, 
nor is it just for hard-core types like me." There's polite laughter. 
"Nonviolent direct action is actually the most common form of struggle 
people use. Look at the way Solidarity works and you'll_see massive 
nonviolence in action." He smiles, thinking of Poland, and his hands 
blossom open like flowers. 

"What if you're not a pacifist?" Death asks. 
"You don't have to be a pacifist to use nonviolence. Myrnna's a 

pacifist but I'm not. Most of the Poles in Solidarity are not pacifists, 
but they do love their country and they have decided to be nonviolent 
because they realize a bloody civil war would be a horror that _would 
make the liberation of their society that much more difficult and 
distant. Nonviolence doesn't always work, but neither does violence. 
It does work often. Not just for Gandhi in South Africa and India or 
King and civil-rights. These are only a small part of the incredible 
history of nonviolence..." 

The Pieman goes into a long speech on nonviolent action in history. 
He covers turnpike revolts in 17th century England, mai-draft agitation 
for hundreds of years, tax resistance by Alquonquin Indians, the martyrs 
for religious freedom in Colonial America, the underground railroad, 
the suffragette movements, the self-organizing of workers, and finally 
he ends with a little story about cultural self-defense. 

"Also in England, during the 1800s, there were a series of local 
protests to preserve traditional, pre-Christian customs. In Ashbourne, 
Derbyshire, in 1891, a three-hundred-year campaign by the authorities 
to repress Shrovetide football culminated in a virtual police occupation 
of the town on the traditional game day. But a middle-aged housewife, 
Mrs. Woolley, smuggled a football into the town while shopping. She 
went up to a second story window overlooking the market square and 
hurled the football into the shopping crowd. When the police intervened, 
a riot started that resulted in many arrests. The fines were paid by 
public subscription and the next Shrovetide there were no police to 
interfere. Similar resistance saved other traditions in many small 
English communities." His hands nervously pick at the thread-bare 
carpets. Sensing the groups growing boredom he rushes to his conclusion. 

"Strikes, sit-ins, occupations, self-reduction campaigns, boycotts, 
are all part of nonviolence and they've become common in the 20th 
century. Now, with nuclear weapons, more people than ever before are 
deciding to reject violent struggle and try nonviolence." 

A pasty-faced cadre from the Revolutionary Communist-Commmunist 
Revolutionary Party speaks up. "If you're not really a pacifist why 
are you so stuck on nonviolence? You afraid?" 

The Pieman smiles, but the quick movements of his hands betray his 
irritation. "I'm afraid a. lot, but that's not why I believe in using 
nonviolence whenever possible. There are two reasons for that. First, 
it works. Second, many of the philosophic ideas behind it, while they 
aren't absolutely true in my opinion--nothing is absolutely true in my 
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openion--they have a great deal of truth in them." As he runs through 
some of the main concepts he tells them off on his stubby fingers. 

"One. To do violence costs us part of our humanity. Two. Only 
nonviolence will eventually eliminate violence from human interactions. 
Three. Might, in terms of violence, doesn't make. right. Four. To 
have a real revolution, the police and military must be won over and 
neutralized and under most conditions this is impossible with violence. 
Five. To have social change by violence means that those best at 
violence will come to power. Six. The idea of violence is not just 
the use of physical force. Psychological and other forms of 
violence are possible. Seven. We are all oppressor and 
oppressed." - 

"What a load of liberal bullshit!" the Maoist yells. 
"You talk about bullshit?" The Pieman asks. "And 

you're in a group that condems oral sex? You talk 
about bullshit and you believe that Albania is the world's 
only perfect country, and even Albania has told you to 
go to hell? You call nonviolence bullshit and I have to 
wonder on what basis you're talking." 

The Pieman is angry and it can be seen in the quick chops his hand 
makes and the glitter in his eyes. "I've hitchhiked 100,000 milee, 
been busted by cops in five states and three countries, been clubbed, 
almost run-over, and threatened with every weapon I know of smaller 
than a 50-caliber machine gun andd-I can say-. that I'm alive because of 
nonviolence. It's people we're talking about, remember? Not nature. 
Nature isn't violent or nonviolent. Nature is. Now some people are 
very disturbed but they all think and reason and feel after a fashion. 
If someone has a.gun at my gut I'm going to try dealing with the 
consciousness that is behind that gun.. Even before the gun comes out 
of the pocket, is you know what I mean. Maybe I'll have to give up 
on the consciousness and worry about the body holding the gun and the 
gun itself. Fair enough, but first things first. 

"I'm a revolutionary too. -I want to make a-real revolution, not 
write about it, not dream about it, do it. 'Cause they're killing us. 
Nobody made a revolution by killing all the cops and soldiers. No way. 
You make a revolution by convincing most people to give up on the ptesent 
setup. You don't have to convince them to do anything else...although 
eventually setting up a better society is the hard part of revolution. 
When you convince most people to give up on the old system that includes 
the cops and soldiers. Not all of them, enough of them. It's easier 
to talk to them if you don't try to shoot them, too." The Pieman slows 
down, his hands glide around him._ "For our own _sake it isn't good to 
kill people. If killing becomes an important part of the revolution 
then the best killers will be the ones in charge when it's over. This 
is how most governments have traditionally been chosen, but I'm against 
it." 

The young blood with dreadlocks speaks up, "Maybe someone must get 
killed mon?" 

The Pieman nods. "Remember, this is just my opinion. Myrnna is a 
pure pacifist. Right now I don't think there's any justification for 
violence in the U.S., but if I lived in the Third World I might feel 
otherwise. But yes...some people may have to be killed. I once had 
to kill some kittens. It was horrible, but necessary. But I don't want 
to forget that killing kittens isn't good for me and killing people 
won't be good for me either.'! 

The sectarian interrupts again. "Sounds like tweedledum and 
tweedledee," he says, confusing everyone, "but if they have an army, 
we need an army." 
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Myrnna says, "If you're looking to join an army you' re in the wrong 
place." 

"You can't throw me out," he says nervously. 
"There won't be any need to have you leave as long as you're not 

disruptive," she says sweetly. "But if you can't be nonviolent you 
can't do the action." 

"You can't do that, you can't decide who protests." 
Myrnna gets angry now. "Saying I have to open any protest to 

anyone, no matter how off-the-wall, is like saying I have to open my 
legg to any man who wants me. Freedom means the right of association 
and also the right not to associate. We're doing a dangerous thing 
and we've got the right to decide who we do it with." 

The RC-CPer starts to say something but Myrnna cuts him off. 
"Please, don't interrupt anymore, okay? At the breaks you can try and 
sell your paper but there's been enough disruptions." He looks 
around the room and decides there's no support for a confrontation. 
He gets up and walks to the door. As he leaves he throws a fist 
into the air and shouts: 

"Long live the Vanguard Party! Long live the Proletarian 
Revolution! Raise the Red Flag high!" 

"Hard to believe these guys," The Pieman says. 
"I'm glad he left," Edna Lee agrees. 
"Where were we?" Myrnna asks. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

Computer  from compute; to count or calculate; from the 
Latin Computare; from putare, to prune or to purify... 
from the sanskript pUtg's, purified. 

-- Eric Partridge in Origins  

We all agree that your theory is mad.. The problem 
that divides us is this; is it sufficiently crazy 
to be right? -- Niels Bohr 

Computer Slang: Magic adj. 1. As yet unexplained, 
or too complicated to explain. "This routing magically 
computes the parity of an eight-bit byte in three 
instructions." 2. (Stanford) A feature not 
generally publicized which allows something otherwise 
impossible, or a feature formerly in that category 
but not unveiled. Example: the keyboard commands 
which override the screenhiding feature, 

Co-Evolutionary Quarterly  

They meet in the back room of a New York deli on the lower East 
Side. It belongs to the uncle of the small, fresh-faced young man with 
heavy black-rimmed glasses hanging on two enormous ears. The others 
don't look quite so much like computer types. There are four other 
men and two women, drinking beer, coffee, and tea as they eat sandwiches. 
Katrina de la Court is just finishing her self-criticism for her role 
in Nagari. 

"I admit it, the fact that the government is pushing Nagari proves 
that the Backfire Thesis is faulty. Despite that I feel we learned 
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a great deal. I'm pretty tired though, and I guess I'm lucky to be out 
of it alive." 

"That could change," a lanky man says with an easy smile. He reaches 
out and pats Katrina's arm. "But you are probably safer here out in 
the cold than working for the government." 

Katrina agrees. "Yes, security will have to tighten up after the 
leaks they've been having with Nagari. Ironic isn't it? I join a 
leftist project and find out I'm in a government operation. At least 
I also had this group to give me support." 

"I still think we should have contacted these Apoplectics," the 
little computer nerd says. 

"We've been over it," the lanky man says. "They don't need to know 
about us." 

Katrina intervenes. "Look, we already discussed it. Let's stick 
to the point. Remember, we have a new member today. Let's at least 
give him the illusion that we have our shit together." 

There's laughter around the table. They all look a little nervously 
at the only Black there. He is chocolate colored. Milk chocolate. 
His dark goatee, snakey hair, and laughing dark eyes make him look 
like Pan at the end of a summer spent carousing-naked in the Greek 
countryside. He says, "Perhaps I could have a little introduction. 
Bob said he could offer me only the most general outline of your work." 

Katrina sits forward. "It's actually pretty straightforward," she 
says. "We're all in computers. We're against the government and the 
big corporations. We agree to work together as equals. Other than 
that we have many disagreements._ Computers are an exploding field, 
as you know, and we're actually all pretty good, so we decided to try 
and infiltrate a number of government projects. There were four of us 
then. We've recruited a lot...up to the nine people we have today. 
You'd be the tenth. Or actually the eleventh. One of our members 
died last month." 

"Accident?" 
"We don't know. There's some evidence he was killed by the government. 

He was working on a very sensitive project," Katrina says. "Where was 
I? Oh yes...infiltrate. Eventually most of us got jobs in classified 
computer projects. Bob, as he may have told you, was on Honeywell's 
tiger team. You know, they try and break into other computers. Sort 
of computer cat burgulars." 

The Pan-man smiles. "Yes, that's. how I met Bob. He was on the 
tiger team that tried to penetrate our computer's security. He's 
finally convinced me to come.to one of your meetings." 

Katrina smiles back. "Glad to have you. Would you like a run-
down of our operations?" 

He nods. 
The lanky man takes a toothpick out of his mouth. "I'll do it," 

he offers. "Basically we decided that the security apparatus and all 
first-strike weapons were targets we all could agree should be totally 
disrupted. What does that give us?" heaasks, raising an eyebrow, 
"There's the FBI and their net that links '59 offices, their radical 
index, and their computerized phone—call recording interlocks. Then 
there's the military's Central Security Service, 'which is 100,000 
agents, wiretappers, radio personnel, and linguists. I was in that. 
Served in Crete, listening in on the Ruskies and our allies." He 
takes a gulp of his beer. 

"Let's see, the Central Security Service is just part of the NSA, 
the National Security Administration, as I'm sure you know. That's 
just a part of the Department of Defense, they say, but actually it 
is a power of its own. Their budget is twice the CIA's. Helena there,' 
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he points to a skinny red-headed woman who is chain-smoking in the corner 
and reading a detective magazine as she listens to the meeting, "worked 
at Fort Meade, the NSA's main center. 24,000 people work there. That's 
one big computer. The DOD has their own network, too, of course. Hell, 
in '84 alone they spent $7 billion on software. Their key system is 
Wimex: W.W.M.C.C.S. World-wide Military Command and Control System. 
The CIA, NSA, DIA, AFI, and State Department are linked in a special 
computer net. The nerd there worked for them. And there's the Law 
Enforcement Intelligence Union, LEIU, which is a private club they 
say...of political police actually. They have an interstate Organized 
Crime Index that is the dumping ground for all the illegal secret in-
formation the intelligence agencies and the police red squads collect." 

The Black man had seemed alert and interested at first, but under 
the pounding litany of government computer systems 
he is clearly growing diScouraged. Wearily he says, 
"I suppose you aren!t even targeting the systems of 
IRS, the Social Security Administration, the state. 
governments, the local police, and the multinational 
corporations. What can a handful of us do about all 
of them?" 

Bob leans over toward him. "Think about it, Phil! 
Think about computers. You know computers. You know how 
vulnerable they are. We've compromised a number of systems already. 
You should hear how we're doing." 

"Don't forget that we aren't alone," Katrina says. "Anyway, what 
have we got to lose?" 

"He smiles. "I'll try to suspend my disbelief. Tell me of some 
successes then." 

Bob starts. "As background you should know that we've-had access 
to quite a few government computers. In many of-them we've left logic 
bombs that will release certain sensitive information to public terminals 
after some time delay. Releases started last week. A description of 
the latest projects at Goodfellow Air Force Base in-Texas, which just 
happens to be NSA's school of cryptography and computer security, was 
printed on the computer printers of the Washington Post." - 

"I was against this operation," Katrina interrupts. "We shouldn't 
be helping out the press. They're part of the system." 

"It was news," Bob objects.  - - - - 
"The Washington Post is media. They don't care about news really." 
Bob smiles tiredly. "So, Phil, as you can see, we don't always. 

agree. In this case Katrina stood aside, just as I did when I thought 
the Backfire Thesis wasn't a good idea. This Goodfellow operation did 
cause a major diplomatic flap between the U.S.. Government and our allies 
since the information we leaked was about the breaking of the French 
and British secret codes. Along with logic bombs we've also left a 
number of delayed bugs in a couple of the recent additions to their 
computer inventory. They'll develop only after three years and when 
they occur they'll contaminate all the data. We've also got a very 
active operation against the NSA's spy computers. Do you want to 
update us on it, Helen?" 

She peeks over the magazine and snaps her gum. "Chure." Snap. 
"They got these Harvest Computers in a series. We found out all about 
it from England when some Post Office engineers there refused to go 
along with the Operation Tinkerbell wiretaps and the pluggin' in of 
the whole bloody English phone system into the NSA base at MenWith Hill. 
We've got a few computers of our own, right?" Snap. "So we program 
them in a twisted little pattern that almost makes sense. This pattern 
is always spewing out some of the code words that trigga their dumb 
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computer ears. They don't have the people to follow so many fake phone 
calls, which we usually credit to fine upstanding citizens or businesses 
or disconnected numbers or phone booths. The hardware can cope. The 
software is straining. Their human investigaters are three weeks behind 
and losing three days a week. We've also started a more direct program 
on a few of the live taps...Ya know, when they've got someone listening in." 

She fishes in her purse for something. Snap. Pulling out a little 
recorder she sets it on the table and turns it on. They hear a male voice. 

"Dear FBI. We know you're tapping this phone. We know you know we 
know. And we know you know we know.you know. So relax. Have a drink. 
We won't tell. Besides, nobody's even home.- We're actually off bombing 
the local FBI headquarters. We'll be there at exactly...EHHHHHH." An 
excruciating squeal comes out of the tape player. It fades into the music 
of some rock group singing, Why do you record my phone callsi 

They all laugh. Helena turns the tape recorder off. Still smiling, 
Phil says, "That's a nice earfull for the FBI, but what can we do about 
military computers?" 

"More than you think," Bob replies. "With the right luck we can 
cripple them totally. Many key computers are dependent on commercial 
power supplies, for example.. The National Military Command Center in 
the Pentagon is totally dependent on Washington, D.C., power. NORAD's 
computers in the West are often down because of lightening striking 
power lines. In fact, many of the 27 command posts of the Wimex system 
are open to this type of sabotage. Others can be penetrated despite 
their elaborate access isolation mechanisms like the Mantrap Texas 
instrument's built in Dallas. It compares 
your ID with your weight and voice. It 
even says bye-bye, but it can be beat. 
We've got quite a few of those magic spells 
called passwords, too. But some of these 
things we can only use once. We're wait-
ing for the right time." 

Phil nods. "But what are you doing now?"A„. 
"We've got some good monkey wrenches in the new Navy number cruncher 

they're putting in at Moffet to replace ILLIACJV and het 64 slave 
computers for Operation Seaguard II. There's a few gremlins loose in 
some of the other systems as well. Especially in Wimex, but I must 
admit most of their problems are with those fucking Honeywell 6000s that 
GE made for them. You can't even get real time out of Wimex. Batch 
sequentials. The Strategit Air Command had to buy their own system and 
plug it into Wimex willy-nilly." 

"Did you guys have anything to do with the 7-second war that happened 
a few years ago?" Phil asks. 

Snap. "Nah," Helena says. "We know what we don't know if ya know 
what I mean." Snap. "Those false alerts out of Chyenne Mountain were 
programmer's error, inevitable with their system." 

Bob spreads his hands. "That's ptetty much it. We've tried to 
develop the ability to do superzaps...to take over a whole system like 
that kid did at Wayne State, but it doesn't look good. We can only chip 
away at them. We've put some energy into languages...natural languages 
to improve public access or some kind of open language, but it's sort 
of a dead end."  -  _  - 

The Black man smiles. "Yes, I've read about the language debate. 
So you've had somethittg to do with that?" 

Katrina smiles back: "We do some public stuff in the industry. 
We've put our two cents in. Now maybe you could tell us something about 
your work." 

He rubs his goatee. "Of course. It's more theoietical than what 
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you've been doing. I don't know how I can help much on the basis of 
my work of the last five years, but I'm willing to pitch in where I 
can. What I've been doing in continuing Woehler's work on Prigogine's 
Theory and the application of Maximum Entropy Principles to models of 
Military Command and Control Systems. It led to a deep analysis of 
the structure of language. Started reading Chomsky. Took out a few 
of his political books, too. Ended up reading everything he's written. 
Became a libertarian socialist like him. When I told Bob this he almost 
fell over." 

Bob laughs. "I saw all the Chomsky books in his office but I 
just couldn't believe it." 

"You managed finally," Phil says. 
"So what is this Prigogine Theory?" Katrina asks. 
"It's pretty far out, actually. YOu know about the idea of 

dissipative structures? No? Basically it says that any system is 
limited by how much energy or information it can deal with. Living 
systems, and many other systems, are dynamic. As more energy or 
information is introduced or recycled by these systems, they begin to 
grow unstable. Eventually they should fall apart. Except some of 
them don't. Some of them reorganize themselves and suddenly enter a 
new level of complexity. Don't forget the stuff Teilihard de Chardin 
said about complexity and evolution. This isn't an arguement for.God, 
but we are getting closer to causality. This theory indicates that 
if the right computer was developed, one that constantly increased 
it's flow of information, then it could go to a higher level of 
complexity; it could evolve. Especially once you get into Chomsky and 
the idea of deep structure in language and how language and humans are 
one. We've co-evolved. You get computers to evolve their own languages 
and you may get a new consciousness on the planet. The military wants 
to play Dr. Frankenstein to this consciousness so that they can shape 
it in their image." 

"But the quality of human, living intelligence is different than 
what we design into computers," Bob objects. 

"What if the patterns are the same?" Phil replies. "That's what 
Bateson claimed. We've studied him very carefully, Why did humans 
make the jump to consciousness? That's what language is after all, 
right? If Prigogine is right, it happened quantitatiVely and then 
qualitatively. We can do the first part with computers. Look at 
Hugo Martinez's work at UCSF in self-evolving languages. In fact, 
all the networking that's happening with computers is creating one 
vast computer system that may evolve itself into a coMpvter mind. It 
could jump to another level of organization, following the same 
patterns that have shaped us. There you are, right in the middle of 
a science fiction novel." 

"Where we've been all alone," the lanky man says. 
"Sounds more like a horror story to me," Katrina grumbles. 
Phil shrugs. "I don't know. At first I thought it would have to 

be a good thing, I mean, it would be almost our Child. Then I 
thought of a child controlling everything that computers control in 
the United States and the world. Every nuclear warhead, every nuclear 
submarine, all the information..." 

Katrina sighs. "This is pretty important. We should have a project 
on this." 

Everyone agrees. "Let's talk about this last," Bob suggests. 
"What is it called?" the computer nerd asks. 
"Project Dionysus," Phil replies. 
"Did you know Tom?" Katrina asks. 
"Your friend who was killed?" Phil shakes his head. "N . Was he 

working on Dionysus?" 



145 

Katrina nods. "He didn't know what the rest of the project was 
about though. You've filled in a lot of gaps. He was working up 
a Turing Test." 

Phil looks puzzled. "What's that?" 
Katrina is surprised. "They didn't tell you how they were going 

to test it?" 
"I was isolated in the theory section. I don't even know about the 

hardware." 
"The Turing Test is named after Alan Turing, the British math/ 

computer wizard, killed by the OSS. Being gay, anti—authoritarian, 
and a genius he was quite a threat. He designed a test to see if a 
computer was intelligent.. You have a set of judges. You have a person 
and a teletype and a computer and a printer. The judges ask questions 
of the computer and the person. If they can't tell the difference between 
them, or if they choose incorrectly which one is the person, then the 
test has been passed and the computer is assumed to be intelligent. 
Tom was working on the questions." 

"It's almost three o'clock," the nerd complains. "Let's get on 
with this meeting. I miss my machine." 

Katrina looks around. "Seems like we should decide if we're going 
to do anything special to affect the present crisis. Maybe we should 
crash one of their systems if we can." 

The lanky man smiles. "I think we can send their new Seaguard 
computer to never—never land. Instead of giving them a first—strike 
capability on Russian subs they'll have an infinity loop they'll 
probably try to follow for over a year. We still need to write the 
software. It's one hell of a program..." 

"Wait a second," Bob interrupts. "Shouldn't we go all—out, call 
in some friends, take out some of the power supplies, trigger our Trojan 
horses?" 

"This isn't the final crisis, Bob," Katrina says sharply. "We've 
agreed not to jump the gun. We don't mobilize until we have consensus 
of everyone." 

"Can't we talk about it?" 
"Informally, sure, but why waste meetings? Write up your arguments. 

We've work to do." 
"It's only not a final crisis because we won't make it one ." 
"Irrational," the nerdy computer boy says  - 
"Okay," Bob gives in, "but let's also step up the Harvest disruption." 
"Okay," Helena agrees. Snap. "We've got them spinning.. We've 

exposed 34 taps already." 
"So how do we sabotage the. Navy's biggest abacus?" Phil asks. 
The other computer reaks smile. Helena answers. Snap. "This 

is so sweet. Believe it or not it depends on the number of spy 
satellites in the air. There's hundreds, right? So..." 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

Along with the venality of its controllers, the technology of 
television predetermines the boundaries of its content. Some 
information can be conveyed completely, some partially, some 
not at all. The most effective telecommunications are the 
gross, simplified linear messages and programs which conveniently 
fit the purposes of the medium's commercial controllers. 
Television's highest poetential is advertising. This cannot be 
changed. The bias is inherent in the technology. 
-- Jerry Mander, Four Arguements for the Elimination of Television 

Can the individual choose the moment when he can die for truth? 
Parain 

If you wish to be loved, love. -- Heato 

Four adults and two children cluster in the blue-grey light of the 
little black and white TV. It is a bare, dusty, Manhattan apartment. The 
air is hot and thick with water vapor and the smells of the city. The 
blare of the TV drowns out much of the constant roar .of New York. Myrnna 
sits on the couch with the hosts, Eve and Brett, local organizers. Samantha, 
a wild two-year-old, sits on Myrnna's lap getting her back scratched. Aladin, 
her eight-year-old brother, is on the floor next to The Pieman who sits in 
a disintegrating armchair. 

Stoned and tired they are watching the meticulous dance of computer 
graphics that introduces the 11 o'clock Nightline News. The animation 
gives way to a long shot of the newsroom. A handsome Black man is visible, 
then a Jewish woman, a white man with sports, and a Puertarequello with 
the weather. 

"This is the most liberal local station," Eve says. 
A headline scampers across the bottom of the picture as the camera 

zooms in on the anchorman. "Protests sweep nation...two dead...in California." 
"Fuck!" The Pieman exclaims. 
"What did it say?" Myrnna asks. 
"Two dead in California," The Pieman answers. 
"Good evening, Marcus Jefferson here with the Channel 13 news team and 

Nightline News." The camera shifts to his co-worker. 
"And I'm Lisa Yallom," the Jewish woman says. 
The camera shifts back to the Black man. "We have some sad news tonight. 

National Guardsmen have killed two students at Stanford University today 
during Free Speech protests. We'll have that story in a minute. California 
isn't the only place there were protests today. Universities and colleges 
across the nation have gone on strike in the biggest wave of student protest 
since Kent State in 1971. 40,000 people marched in Chieago today, and 
another 10,000 in Denver. But the largent protests so far have been in 
California. Do you have that report, Lisa?" 

A map of California appears behind her picture. "Yes, I do, Marcus. 
It started in San Diego where the first Free Speech campaign took to 
the streets to claim that the U.S. Government is the perpetrator of a plot 
to set off a nuclear weapon as an excuse for implementing martial law." 
Behind her San Diego, Stanford, and San Francisco are indicated on the map. 

"When some local media reported these allegations in detail, FBI agents 
closed them down. This includes several radio stations as well as a major 
San Diego daily paper. Over 700 people have now been arrested. There were 
also large protests in San Francisco and Palo Alto that led to two deaths 
and over twenty serious injuries. We'll switch now to ABC national news for 
more coverage." 
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Magically, a blonde woman speaking from the other side of the continent 
replaces the brunette announcer. She's standing outside in a lighted, 
open area. Oleander bushes and eucalyptus trees are in the background. 
1  "Elenor McKay reporting from Stanford University in California. 
i VOUS  This is White Plaza. It looks peaceful now, but a few hours 

ago five thousand protesters confronted 150 National Guardsmen 
NAVEZ  who were sent here by the Governor to prevent public defiance 

RIENCOMPRIS of the Secrets Act. Although outnumbered, and despite warnings 
from the Stanford Police Chief, the National Guard tried to 

move in on the protesters. The students were broadcasting information 
on the alleged Nagari and Ouroboros Projects live from this plaza, using 
a hookup to the University's powerful student-operated radio station. 
The Guard tried using tear gas to break up the thousands of students 
protecting the broadcasting, but it failed because the students, 
organized into the small teams they call 'affinity groups', were ready 
for tear gas. So the National Guard Commander, Captain Hendricks, tried 
to lead a column of trucks through the crowd to take the transmitter. 
According to witnesses, he drove the first truck into the milling pro-
testers at over twenty miles an hour, expecting them to get out of the 
way. Instead, they sat down." 

The camera swings away from the handsome, if ravaged, features of 
Ms. McKay and circles 180 degrees to where an overturned jeep and several 
burning army trucks light the Stanford skyline of quintessential 
Californian architecture. 

"Two people were crushed to death instantly. Nine more are in Stanford 
hospital seriously injured.- The dead are both students who were working 
their way through school, a junior by the name of Cliff Blake and a 19-
year-old sophomore woman who is still unidentified." 

"Oh, my Goddess!" Myrnna screams. She starts to cry. The Pieman 
goes to her. 

"It's not Cliff from your affinity group is it?" Brett asks. Samantha 
starts to cry. Aladin goes to Myrnna and holds her, too. 

Inexorably Elenor McKay continues with her report. "None of the soldiers 
were hurt. After the vehicles stopped, the protesters removed the drivers 
and turned them over to the campus police. Captain Hendricks is still 
in custody. The protesters then destroyed the vehicles." 

The camera pans around the plaza and moves in slowly on a burning 
truck. "The reason you see only a few students here is because they've 
moved their blockade to the gates of the University. The campus workers 
have agreed to support the strike and the blockade. The student radio 
station, KZSU, is continuing its broadcasts and delegations of students 
are going to all the radio, TV, and newspapers in the Bay Area to demand 
that information on what Ka.ppened here, and on projects Nagari and 
Ouroboros, be made public." 

The camera pulls into a tight shot of the U.S. Army decal on one of 
the doors of a truck slowly blistering under the crackling flames. 
"The student fire department won't put out the fire in solidarity with 
their fellow students. A truck is standing by to ensure that it doesn't 
spread. Students will be meeting with other groups in San Francisco 
tomorrow. No one knows what will come of the meeting. Meanwhile though,. 
the mood here is angry. As one student told us, 'I don't know what 
we're going to do, but if they think they had trouble before, then they're 
crazy.' Now, a report from San Francisco." 

The new image is an aging charmer, "Don Devega here in San Francisco 
at the site of the occupied Federal Buidling. News of the deaths at 
Stanford reached protesters here around four o'clock. Several thousand 
had gathered for public violations of the Secrets Act but the San 
Francisco police had made no arrests. At the news from Stanford several 
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so-called affinity groups decided to occupy the building. As people 
left work they forced their way in. Security guards and polite were 
overwhelmed. Some federal workers apparently reopened locked doors 
to help the demonstrators get inside." 

The camera swings around the plaza examining the heroic neo-classical 
buildings. "The police tried to clear the Civic Center around 6 o'clock. 
The crowd was already five or six thousand people. The police charged 
several times, but refrained from making arrests. At one point a 
policeman and his horse fell on top of a sitting group and the crowd 
grew very angry. After that the police withdrew. As it stands now, 
about 10,000 people are occupying the area around the Federal Building 
and more are arriving every minute. At last repOrt ten protesters and 
one policeman have been hospitalized." 

The camera examines the crowd. Flashes of faces zip by in the harsh 
artificial light. "So far the protesters have been nonviolent. People 
are having a sort of vigil at the Civic Center and in the Federal Buildin g. 
There are rumors that troops and police will try to retake the ..building, 
but we have no confirmation on that. We'll return now. to ABC national 
news in New York for an analysis of this controversy...Is there really 
a bomb? If there is, whose is it? And what about Free Speech? Should 
national security have precedence over the Bill of Rights?" 

A very sad woman looks out at them from the screen. "I used to suffer 
from hemorrhoids," she tells them. 

"Turn it off," Myrnna sobs, "I can't stand it." Aladin turns the 
TV off. Brett and Eve go over to Myrnna on the floor. "Why don't you 
use our room tonight, Myrnna? We'll cuddle with the kids," EVe.offers. 

"Oh, good," Aladin says. 
"I can't take your room," Myrnna sniffles. 
"You will," Brett says. "You need some privacy. He was your friend. 

The Pieman can crash in the living room here." 
"Sounds fine," The Pieman says. 
"Oh, Cliff..." Myrnna starts crying again. They help her into the 

bedroom and The Pieman and Brett lay her on the bed. Brett goes back 
to the TV while The Pieman comforts her. Eve bustles in and out 
getting Kleenex and the other paraphenalia of sorrow. "Drink this," 
she says, handing her a cup of steaming valarian tea with comfrey root. 

After Myrnna slips into a doze, The Pieman comes out into the living 
room. 

"How is she?" Brett asks. 
"Sleeping a little now. Out of shock, I think. What did the news 

say?" 
Brett makes a face. ABC still doesn't:. know what's happening. If 

I may quote, 'It's impossible that the U. S. Government would do such a 
thing." 

"And the local news?" The Pieman asks. 
Brett smiles. "They wouldn't commit themselves, but the last thing.  

Marcus said was, 'One thing we're sure of here at Channel 13 is that 
it is not impossible that parts of the government are capable of something 
like Nagari-Ouroboros. Let us not forget Viet Nam, the secret war in 
Laos, Counterpto and the killings of Martin Luther King, and the Black 
Panthers, or Watergate.' He was mad. I bet that was some sort of 
compromise statement." 

"Could be worse." 
"How do you feel, Pieman? He was your friend, too, wasn't he?" 
"How do I feel?" He shrugs his shoulders wearily. "Numb. I didn't 

know him real well, but his lover is one of my best friends. Now he's alone 
in Boulder. Maybe I should go there?" 

"You can't leave...the action starts tomorrow." 
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He looks very serious. "I'm not joking now when I tell you that I love you." 
She gasps. "Whoosh! Where did that come from?" 
The Pieman examines his hands. "Gosh, Myrnna. I'm sure everyone can tell. 

This isn't a pass or anything. I know how much you love Mali. I mean, who 
doesn't? Those walls are like paper." 

She gasps even louder. "You mean you heard us?" 
He ventures a quick look and then returns to an even more elaborate 

exploration of his freckled fIngers.- • "'It was very hard at first. I mean, I'm 
no saint. I was dying inside of jealousy." Tears appear in his blue eyes. 
"It can sure hurt. But then I asked myself, 'Do you love her?' The answer 
was easy. So why should your happiness not make me happy?" He looks at 
her a little defiantly. She takes one of his nervous hands. "Your happiness 
shouldn't make me unhappy. That's insane. And there was no doubt that you 
were happy." His look is longer and Myrnna blushe5 remembering her last 
time with Mali. "So.thaes why I'm springing this on you. We don't have 
a lot of time anyway. You might laugh at me but nothing could hurt as much 
as those first few minutes I heard. you and. Mali making love. After that... 
And besides, maybe you won't mind being loved and admired by a simple Pieman 
like myself." He smiles shyly. 

Myrnna is crying now and she throws herself into his arms. 
He kisses her and she responds. 
"You're very sweet" Pieman, but I'm not sure how I feel about you. 

I've thought of myself as a lesbian since Mali." 
"How does it feel to hold me?" 
"Good." 
"And the kiss?" 
"Good." 
"Then let me know when it doesn't feel good." He kisses her again. She 

relaxes into it and gives him her tongue. Their teeth meet with a click 
as they pull themselves tight. The Pieman's hands slip under her shirt and 
his fingers draw soft lines up-her ribs to her white breasts. A hand for 
each breast. They gently spiral up to her erect pink nipples. He rolls them 
between his two thumbs and his two forefingers. They disengage their mouths 
and she mews softly over his heavy breathing. He kisses her neck and then 
his kisses drift down her throat. At the same time he withdraws his hands 
and brings them outside to unbutton her shirt. Her own hands are rubbing 
his back and his side. As his mouth finds her right breast she brings her 
hands up to rub his neck and hair, almost pulling him to her as a mother draws 
the hungry child. He sucks and bitesfirst the right breast and then the left. 
Meanwhile, his hands slip down and begin unbuttoning her corduroy pants. 
Soon his right hand is sliding through her brown pubic hair and down over 
her mons. 

Her left hand is on his leg and her right rubs the bulge on his jeans 
that marks his imprisoned pleasure. 

"You're going to hate me," she says. 
"Why?" 
"I've got to go piss." 
"That's okay...uh Myrnna...Should I get undressed?" 
She pauses. "What the hell. But I don't have any birth control." 
"I've got rubbers." 
"Be prepared, huh?" 
"I always carry them." 
She gets up and slips out to the bathroom while The Pieman gets naked 

and climbs into the bed. When she returns she turns off the light and in 
the darkness before his eyes can adjust, she takes off her clothes and gets 
in beside him. They lie very still for a few minutes, and then she says, 
"I'm cold." 
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In an indecipherable rush of sensations their young bodies come 
together. Suddenly mouths and hands seem to be everywhere. He massages 
her sex somewhat clumsily. 

"Softer," she asks. 
"I want to be in you." 
"Okay," she says. 
They disengage and he reaches down beside the bed. With his back 

to her he rolls the rubber over his hard pink penis. Now it's black, 
like a magic wand with a little bag on the end. She only gets- to 
glimpse it before it's probing at the mouth of her vagina. His 
body pins her to the bed. He slides into her and she feels it is all 
going too fast. Peevishly she decides to make him come. Arching, she 
begins to pump at him and she actually growls with the effort. He 
stops his own thrusting and tries to hold on but as Myrnna's anger 
turns sexual he can't stop his own level of arousal from climbing past 
the point of no return. For several minutes they fuck furiously and 
then, inevitably, he is stricken and in a series of moans he collapses 
onto her. She tries to continue but his protests and restraining body 
stop her. 

"So wonderful," he says. 
She kisses his cheek and then whispers, "Play with me." 
He rolls off her. After carefully rolling the condom off he moves 

close to her and sends his hand crawling. Two of his fingers find her 
clitoris and for a few minutes they manipulate her more or less skill-
fully. She starts to climb back toward her own orgasm, but as the 
minutes lengthen his skill deteriorates until suddenly she realizes 
that he's fallen aSleap. 

"Fuck him!" she thinks. Then she looks at him, his hairy face so 
innocent in repose. She decideS to partially forgive him. She wills 
her own hands down between her legs and with fantasies of Mali and 
Mercedes making love to her she brings herself quickly to a climax. 
On its heels comes oblivion in the guise of sleep. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

Do as thou wilt shall be the whole of the law. LOVE IS THE 
LAW. LOVE UNDER WILL.  Alister Crowley, Abbey of Thelma 

Religion is the supreme politics. -- Z. Budapest 

The idea that no solution exists never occurs to them and in 
this lies their strength.  Renan 

The room was not meant to hold a hundred people. 
"Can't we get a bigger room?" someone _calls out. 
"In an hour," a blonde woman with a pageboy haircut answers. 

Loudly she asks, "Can everyone sit down? We should start this meeting. 
Anyone who is not a spoke from a group in BayCAR--Bay Area Coalition 
Against Repression--should go outside where they can listen to the 
meeting on the P.A. We only have room for empowered representatives and 
official observers." There is a general shuffle and it seems a few 
people do leave. 

"Okay, if that's the best we can do. My name is Diane and I'm in 
LAG, the Livermore Action Group, and I'm one of two facilitators for 
the first hour of this meeting. My co-facilitator is Emanual here from 
the Latin American Solidarity Committee in San Jose. Now, can we have 
spokespeople and empowered observers introduce themselves? Speak slowly, 
please, for the notetakers." 
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A woman with short hair sitting next to the facilitators speaks 
first. "My name is Fawn. I represent the Peace Network of Sonoma." 

"My name is Rob Mathias," a young lawyer adMits, "representing the 
Bay Area Lawyer's Guild." 

A young Asian man is next. "I'm Tony Mitchel, observer for the 
American Friends Service Committee. We have a serious problem with your 
nonviolence agreement." 

"We'll get to that later, Tony," the LAG woman says. "As you can see, 
it's on the agenda. Please, we must hurry. There are over 70 groups 
in BayCAR or considering joining." 

As the introductions continue Laurel turns to Mali, "Typical 
Berkeley rads," she says. "cant even get a big enough room` to let 
everybody in. I tell you, Mali some people are trying to keep the 
meetings closed." 

"I don't thinks so," Mali replies. 
The introductions are coming closer. A short-haired Black teenager 

is the next to speak. He has a white button on that says, It's God's 
will, Jesus wouldn't kill. "Jimmy Washington, Oakland Anti-Draft 
Coalition." 

An athletic, pink-faced young man with a wild grin and curly jet-
black hair smiles and says, "Berkeley Black Rose." 

Laurel is next. Nervously she twists the button on her peasant 
blouse that reads, Celibate: Don't Fuck With Me! "Laurel Wilderness, 
spoke for Santa Cruz DirectAction Community -- SACDAC." 

"Mali, Apoplectic Affinity Group." 
A bearded man in his forties in a rainbow shirt says clearly, "Adam 

Freeman, Intercommunal Network. Coalition member." 
The introductions go on. After a while Laurel looks over at Mali 

who is trying to keep a list of all the groups. "You'd do better to 
write down who isn't here, Mali." 

"Ain't it too bad," Mali says as she looks across the room. Laurel 
follows her eyes. There's a young man in short hair, ragged mustache, 
and bluejean jacket, who is about to introduce himself after Women 
Against War from Berkeley. 

"Fred Anderson, Sparticists League. We demand that this coalition... 
His voice is drowned in a roar of protest froth the meeting. The 

facilitators manage to quiet everyone but Anderson. Over his exposition 
of the correct Trotskyist line, Diane asks, "Is your group in the coalition, 
Mr. Anderson? Do you subscribe to our principles of unity?" 

He pauses to answer her. "No, we've been clear that this is just 
a pathetic capitalist-attempt to distract everyone from the real 
issues which revolve around our analysis of the present economic and 
geopolitical situation..." 

Emanual interrupts him, "We didn't come here to listen to your 
crap! You're disrupting our meeting. We've had to deal with disruptions 
before. Will you leave or will you need help in going?" 

"I have freedom of speech. I have a right to bring out our analysis 
to the masses. It is the only correct revolurionary perspective and 
you petty bourgeois pacifists, opportunistic anarchists.,..." 

Emanual drowns him out by asking the meeting, "As facilitator, I 
propose that this person be removed...nonviolently of course. _I want 
to remind everyone what happened last meeting. It took two hours to 
decide to clear out the sectarians. Do we want that to happen again?" 

"No!" many people shout. "Out! Out! Out!" others start chanting. 
"You can't throw me out," the Spart says. 
"Monitors!" Diane shouts 
About ten people from around the room move in on the little Trot. 

Gently they immobilize him and start carrying hith toward the door. He's 
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still preaching. "You're being manipulated, don't you see? All this 
occult nonsense and talk about atomic bombs is a smoke screen to hide 
the real economic collapse. It is time foi the workers to grasp the 
proper analysis and..." His voice fades as he's carried outside where 
two selfless monitors agree to stay and keep-him involved in obscure 
Marxist hairsplitting until he tires and leaves. 

The meeting breaks into applause once he's gone. Emanual smiles. 
"Any more disrupters?" he asks. It is quiet. "Okay. Let's go on 
with reports. Maybe we should hear from Stanford first," The room 
grows even quieter. The thought of death can do that to a hundred 
people. A young handsome man stands up. He seems conservatively 
dressed at first glance, but closer observation reveals his hair has 
a slightly savage cut and, in fact, one small lock is light lavender. 
Small pearl earrings grip his lobes. His white shirt has black agate 
cufflinks and his pants are a style that one only sees in movies 
from the forties and on homeboys in the barrios of California and Tejas. 

"My name is Timothy. I'm representing Stanford United. You all 
know about the murders in White Plaza and how we reacted. We're on 
strike, of course. Most of the workers went out this morning as well, 
and not just the union members in USE-SEIU, but a majority of clerical 
and faculty as well. We really are united. I don't know how long it 
can last but what happened has woken: everyone-up." Re takes several 
deep breaths and then smiles calmly. "We have a pretty simple proposal. 
It's part of the repOrt, so can I give it?" He looks over at the two 
facilitators. 

They look at each other and nod. Diane says, "But there will be 
no discussion now, either pro or con." 

"Sure," he replies. "Stanford United proposes a General Strike and 
active protest. The General Strike is straightforward enough, only 
essential services should be continued. There would be active picketing 
and also protests at Federal, military, CIA and other locations." 

"Is that it?" Diane asks. 
"No, there are demands." He pulls a piece of paper out of his pocket. 

"One, full details on Nagari and Ourobotos. Two, release all arrested 
protesters. Three, suspension of CIA, NEST, FBI. Four, National 
Guard demobilized." 

"Is that it?" Emanual asks. 
"What about martial law?" a voice calls out-from the audience. 
"We talked about that," Timothy says. "We agreed it wasn't even 

a demand." He pauses, and then says loudly, "We just will not accept 
martial law!" 

Something in the way he says it, the repressed anger, perhaps, or 
maybe the assurance in his voice, runs into everyone's blood like a 
fire. The room explodes. People are standing and chanting and screaming. 
Some cry with the weariness of thirty or forty years of struggle, like 
the Black stevedore representing the rank-and-file caucus of the Long-
shoremen. Others cry with hope, such -as Marie, 13, and representing 
her all-kids antinuclear affinity group. 

The different voices and emotions blend together so that an uninformed 
listener could not tell where the people were from. They sound like 
the Polish shipyard workers deciding to strike in Gadansk to protest 
the firing of Anna Walenynowicz; they might be Parisian workers deciding 
to join the students on the barricades of May '68. They could be CNT 
militants in the Spain of the thirties, planning to resist the coming 
Fascist coup. Win, lose, or draw they feel clearly. SO they laugh, 
chant, cry, and sing as people have laughed, chanted, cried and sung 
at a hundred, a thousand revolts that have flowered over the years. 
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Each one a wave on the sand; none the success that was longed for. 
What was necessary, but not always what was sufficient. Gradually 
the noise subsides and they return to their seats. 

"Is your report over Stanford?" Diane asks quietly. 
"Yes," Timothy says. He sits down. People applaud. 
"Let's see," Emanual mumbles consulting a list. "Next is San Jose." 
A young Chicana stands up. "Anita for San Jose. -State State is on strike. 

We've been leafletting a lot of the computer industry with the Mid-
peninsula Project. The Catholic Workers and some others are fasting. 
Tomorrow we're having a rally and will start Free Speaking. The city 
probably won't arrest us. It's on the radio and everything. We've 
been doing lots of outreach and more groups have joined our region.— 
some churches, some unions too. I guess that's it." She sits down as 
people applaud. 

"Gracias, compglera," says Emanual. "Santa Cruz?" 
Laurel stands up and shakes her thick brown hair. As she talks 

she sways at her hips while her hands gently massage each other. 
"Since the liberals and the social democrats control the city and 
county governments, there's not much of a repression problem. Like 
Berkeley, Santa Cruz is 'officially' a Free Speech zone. We're doing 
outreach in the Army base at Monterey, Fort Ord, and working with 
Stanford and San Jose on Silicon Valley and Moffett Field. We have 
300 people in affinity groups ready to go anywhere in the Bay Area if they 
start busting Free Speeches. It's on all the radio stations, anyway. 
So, if any other regions have any special projects...then see me after 
the meeting." 

There's laughter and whistling around the room. "Have affinity 
groups, will travel," Diane says, laughing, too. "Thank you, Santa Cruz. 
Marin?" 

A slender man in his early thirties gets up. He has an earnest 
manner, a bald head, and a bushy brown beard sans mustache, antibaptist 
style. "We're talking...We're getting the word out, Things are coming 
together. There's good energy. Several cities, some communties, have 
spoken out. Lots of reaching out and centering ourselves. It's happening. 
He sits down. People applaud politely. 

"Thank you, ah, Marin," Emanual says. "San Francisco?" 
A brisk, handsome white woman in her early thirties gets up. "I'm 

the spoke for the City. Sally Potter from AFSCME and Union Wage. 
The occupation of the Federal Building is continuing. It's been 
organized by the people doing it  There's always a few thounand people 
there. We're doing lots of outreach, too. Some of the unions are 
thinking of striking for one day. All the schools are on strike. 
Muni workers have a big rank-and-file caucus; the Longshoremen too. 
Restaurant workers, some of the Teamsters, where TDU is strong. There 
are a few groups of office workers in the Financial District, and now 
at the Civic Center. Since one of the people killed at Stanford was 
a unionist, Brother Blake, we think a lot of the union bosses will 
agree to go out for one day in the hopes that it will satisfy the more 
radical members in their unions. Muni votes tonight, for example. 
It could go either way. Our regional meeting last night consensed on 
the Stanford demands, by the way...though it wasn't easy, let me tell 
you." Again people laugh and applaud. "That's it." She Sits. 

A Black man in his vigorous sixties stands. "Jimbo Rogers, Grey 
Panthers. I'm the spoke for the East Bay. We've established contacts 
in Hayward and other outlying regions and are doing all sorts of outreach. 
Berkeley is a Free Speech city and there are motions pending in Oakland 
and Alameda County. We have plans for some other actions, but I can't 
go into them now," he finishes vaguely. There's moderate applause. 
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Diane looks at the list again. "Sonoma, you're the last one." 
A short young man with a jaunty cap and hair everywhere jumps up 

grinning like a maniac. "My name is Ben Monte and I represent the 
Sonoma Network. We've really got Sonoma wired. We're occupying the 
Hewlett-Packard construction site and have a blockade around the NSA, 
that's the National Security Agency, they're the biggies, we have a blockade 
around their listening station. The word is out in Sonoma. There's 
still Free Speech. The cops are afraid to bust us. There's just too 
many old hippies and New Age types. There's been some arrests north 
of us, but those little country jails they got up there fill up fast, 
so it's okay." He sits down with a bounce. He gets a good hand. 

The two facilitators whisper briefly to each other. Diane looks around 
the room. "We're supposed to have a long report about all the protests 
around the world, but there's just too many of them." Again there's a 
flurry of applause. Smiling, but annoyed, Diane says, "Look, it's good 
to show we're happy but we can't take the time to stop the meeting every 
time we hear something good to applaud." The applause is deafening. 
It almost turns into another demonstration like the one that followed 
Stanford's pledge to resist martial law. 

Emanual breaks in before Diane can speak. "I know it looks wimpy, 
but I've seen the GONE people in San Jose do this." He shakes his 
hands above his head comically and everyone laughs. Some people applaud 
and others raise their hands like him and shake them. "Good. People 
can do that and the meeting will go faster." A scattering of applause 
and a dancing forest of hands agree with him. 

Diane is still smiling. "Here's the quick report. There are protests 
all over. Some of them little, some of them big, especially in 
Europe...There was even one by Solidarity in Warsaw, if you can believe 
it." Tears come to her eyes much to her surprise. "God damn it," 
she mutters. "In Barcelona an attack on the U.S. consulate left several 
people injured. Here in the U.S. there was a police riot in Boston and 
over 30 people were injured. Seven hospitalized. One may die. 
Several hundred have been busted in DC with more getting arrested 
every minute. In New York the count is 400 and about 50 people have 
been arrested in combined Boulder-Denver busts; Austin is another 
Free Speech city." She pauses. 

"Now, in just a minute we're going to move to the bigger room." 
Many people start getting up. "No, no. Just wait. You don't even 
know where it is." She stands quietly and the room quiets. "The new 
room is right outside to the left. Follow the yellow signs. We'll 
take a 15-minute break; just 15 minutes, remember! When we come back 
we have to discuss our new Action Agreements, our structure, and the 
proposed demands. So come back ready to focus." 

People start getting up again. As they do, Emanual keeps saying 
loudly, "Fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes." 

"Mexican beer and Mexican food," Laurel says with her mouth full of 
chicken burrito, "that's hoW to organize." Beer bOttles, chip baskets, 
and dirty dishes litter a long table. A number of survivors from the 
meeting are there. Mali sits next to Laurel. Across from them are 
the facilitators, Diane and Emanual. At the end of the table Timothy 
from Stanford sits sipping water. 

Diane asks Mali, "What did you think of the meeting?" 
Mali takes a drink from her beer. "It was good. All that stuff 

about autonomy is how we work anyway. Opening up the nonviolence code 
is fine with me, too. Same thing for the Stanford demands. How about 
you?" 
"It was a miracle," Diane says with conviction. 
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"Maybe?" Circe asks with disdain. 
"If I didn't have my doubts, I couldn't believe. Like the Spanish 

say, 'Una fe sin duda es una fe muerte.' It means..." 
"I know what it means," Artemis tells her. 
"You two sound just like Starhawk," Circe says byway of dismissal. 
"I consider that a great compliment," Laurel says. 
"Who's Starhawk?" Mali asks. 
"We've got to go Mali," Laurel says tagging at her arm. 
Mali shakes their hands. "Very nice to meet you." 
"Very nice to meet you, Mali," they reply. "We'll get together 

sometime," one of them adds. 
"I'm sure we will," Mali agrees. 
With a wave, Laurel finally drags Mali out the door. As they step 

into the warm Berkeley night and onto the cIUttered sidewalk of 
Telegraph Avenue, a young man with chopped brown hair and a pimply 
face comes up to them. 

"Hi, Laurel," he says softly. 
"Hi, Alan. How's things in the Solidarity Cluster?" 
"Good." He looks at Mali. 
"Oh," Laurel corrects her manners. "Alan, this in Mali. Mali, Alan." 
"Hi," Mali says. 
"Mali's in my a.g.," Laurel adds. 
"I was looking for you," Alan says, guiding them into a nearby 

doorway. 
"Really?" Laurel asks. 
"Yes. There's going to be an action. Just a.g.s we know from the 

Bay Area and Santa Cruz. We need maybe 300, 350 people. Up to 500." 
"What is it?" Mali asks. 
"Research East has a branch office," he answers, "in Oakland." 
"There's going to be a meeting," Laurel guesses. . 
"Yeah, in two hours. Here's the address." He hands her a piece 

of paper. "Only bring people you absolutely trust." 
"Okay, I know some of the Santa Cruz a.g. reps are here. We'll 

be there. This is in Berkeley right?" 
"Yeah. You can walk from here. Better get used to walking." 

He smiles. "Just came over KPFA that Muni and AC are going out on 
strike tomorrow. Catch ya later." With a wave he walks off. 

Laurel looks at Mali. "We better get some coffee if we're going 
to make it through the night." 

"Make it black tea for me. Do you know a place?" 
Taking her arm Laurel says, "Yes. It's _a few blocks up the street. 

They start picking their way through the panhandlers, sidewalk merchants, 
students, and other colorful folk. 

"So AC Transit is going to go out," Laurel says, amazed. 
"Is that BART too?" Mali asks. 
"I don't think so. Different unions. BART isn't as radical." 
They walk awhile before Mali says, "The Pieman and Myrnna are in 

jail now I bet." 
"400 busted in New York," Laurel agrees. 
"We should call Ian again," Mali suggests. 
Laurel shrugs. "I don't know. He said he's all right. He'll be 

coming in 24 houus." 
"I guess you're right. Do you think Kelly and Mercedes will come?" 
Laurel looks at her. "You know Kelly. He won't leave San Diego 

until he senses his part of it is over. We don't even know what's 
happening there. He'll probably be in jail again soon." 

Mali nods. After some thought she asks, "Are you gOod friends 
with Artemis and Circe?" 
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"I wouldn't say good friends. I respect them. I care for them as 
Sisters. It's just that they're so righteous. Religion is a form of 
madness, you've got to admit it. They don't realize that one woman's 
satori is another's nightmare. I'm just dogmatic about being undogmatic." 

"We should do a banishing spell on dogmatism," Mali giggles. 
"Away creeping hound of reified belief!" Laurel shouts, spreading 

her arms to make a cape. "We must provoke the four directions." She 
swings around a corner and leans on the wall, striking a pose in front 
of a large complex mural that's a visual history of Berkeley. 

"First...The East! The dirty air...going to work in the morning... 
We say forget it! We provoke you, oh East, the military-industrial 
complex East, land of corruption and decay. Take your stoney Atlantic, 
your uptightness, and stuff it! New York East, DC East. Megalopolis 
East. We provoke you!" 

Mali looks solomnly at Laurel. She points into the air, then breaks 
into a chant. "I provoke.you South. Fuck off lands of tinhorn dictators. 
Sexist South, grab-ass South, slavery South. I say screw off hot, 
sweating South. Get it together or get lost." 

Laurel prances about. "And I provoke you West! Hot-tub heaven, 
cheap emotional hypocrisy, new induStrial technocracy, TV idiocy, 
consumer redundancy, elitist fallacy. We don't need it West! We 
Won't take it West! Stinking tomorrowland, Disneylmnd of the spirit." 

Mali points North. Laughing' she says, "This is no joke North! 
Freeze my ass off North, Viking, Patriarchal, European, North. 
Empires of the North, scumbag North, I provoke thee! You provoke me! 
That which is ever evil in thee must be forsaken! Just eat shit and die!" 

They fall together laughing. None of the hundreds of people who 
have walked by them have spared them more than an amused glance or 
two. "I'm almost starting to believe this," Mali says. 

"011 Oh. Bad scene. We must call on the Great Cow Goddess, Mother 
of us all and sugar and spice...Let's chant...'The Goddess is alive, 
Magic is afoot." 

"A foot?" Mali asks. 
Laurel raises her foot. "A foot. More magic is two feet." 
"Let.'s chant something elSe," Mali suggests. "I've got a Chant. 

Listen. The earth, the fire, the water, the draft, returns, returns, 
returns, returns..." 

Laurel joins in for a few rounds. They finally calm down enough to 
talk. "I think I'm a little drunk," Laurel adMits. 

"Cursed be." Mali makes the sign of the cross over her. 
'You know, Mali, sometimes I can relate better to someone like 

Emanuel, even though he's a Catholic Marxist, not to mention a man, 
than I can relate to Sisters who are other pagans. Why's that?" 

"Sister Laurel," Mali intones, "it's a great law of the universe." 
"What's that?" 
"If if makes sense then you don't understand it." 
"I must understand then," Laurel says. 
"I thought of another cosmic law," Mali tells Laurel proudly. 
"What is it?" 
"Guess?" 
"I don't want to guess." 
"I'll give you a clue. It's the basic law of balance in the universe." 
"I know it." 
"You couldn't know it." 
"I do." 
"What is it?" 
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"Fucked above, fucked below," Laurel says sputtering with laughter. 
Mali is truly surprised. "How'd you know that? I just thought of 

it. Can you read my mind? How'd you know that?" 
Laurel laughs and laughs. "Lucky guess," she says finally. Then 

she winks. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

On the world scene there is the invisible presence of an obscure 
agent and enemy, the demon...the evil is not only a spiritual 
deficiency, but an efficiency, a living being, spiritual, 
perverted, and perverter, a terrible reality, mysterious and 
fearful.  -- Pope Paul VI, 1972 

Under universal suffrage the elected are those who know best 
how to take people in.  -- Malatesta 

Jesus died for somebody's sins but not mine. -- Patti Smith 

The Special Coordination Committee is gathered again in their plush 
conference room. Strain is clear on many of the men's faces, 
but not on the rolling jowls of the Presidential Advisor. His 
features remain lumpy and as cheerfully cruel as always. But  Thecm.ft 
his mud-colored eyes are darker somehow. That's where the  4ftWAsalls 
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crisis has left its mark. 
.1":";t11:14(1N141.4*.  He taps his pencil for quiet. "So, gentlemen, we have 

certainly been having a period of Sturm and Drang, storm and 
trouble, as they say. Perhaps before we go into a discussion 
of options we might recommend to the President, we can hear 
the latest reports?" 

The head of the FBI, at 49 the youngest of the high-level bureau-
crats there, opens a folder. "Mr. Advisor, gentlemen. The domestic 
situation is poor and worsening. The deaths at Stanford have sparked 
a wave of protests more serious than Kent State. Specifically over 
400 campuses are on strike. Some workers are striking, too, especially 
militant unions such as the coal miners, some electrical workers, some 
steelworker locals, too. In San Francisco the bus drivers and the 
Longshoremen have struck. Teamster trucks, and independents, too, 
are stopping at all picket lines. It's a miracle we've managed to 
avert a General Strike there. 

"In the Free Speech protests over 2,000 people have been arrested. 
To be candid, enforcement of the Secrets Act is a joke. It has been 
violated everywhere. You know this morning it was in the New York 
Times and the Washington Post. Not to mention cities voting to be 
Free Speech zones. Half of California is one now it seems...Burlington, 
Vermont, has seceded from the Union. We don't know if that's a joke 
or not yet. It is the recommendation of the Bureau that public 
concessions will have to be made or we'll have to call up the Army 
and nationalize the Guard." 

"Thank you, Mr. Director," the Advisor says. "This leads naturally 
to the military situation." 

The Admiral glances up. "Our military readiness to meet a foreign 
aggression is quite high. It is unclear about our ability to intervene 
domestically. Radical propaganda to military personnel has been -
extensive. There is a great deal of internal discussion as to exactly 
what our role domestically should be." 

The Presidential Advisor's eyes grow darker. "Exactly what are 
you trying to say, Admiral?" 
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"The military is growing unstable, just like the society, sir." 
The CIA man looks around in the silence. Then he says, "The foreign 

situation is not extremely serious. There have been a number of solidarity 
demonstrations, especially in Europe, and a few terrorist acts. We 
have again received expressions of support froM the Soviets, especially 
the KGB. They are very anxious for help in cutting the growing ties 
between East and West dissidents. Many of the most active organizers 
here have been involved in solidarity work for Poland and for Russian 
radicals. There is a growing worldwide network." 

"But not yet serious?" the Advisor asks. 
"Not yet extremely serious," the CIA Director replies. 
"Sir," the NSA man says, "I'd like to make a special report." 
"Yes?" 
"Sir, we've been having an unusual amount of difficulty with our 

computer systems. The problems could be natural, dirty power, hardware 
failures, new hatching bugs, tricky gremlins, but some of them could be 
sabotage of a serious nature. The Wimex stuff probably isn't; that 
system is a disaster. The Goodfellow_leak could have been .cosmic rays 
reprogramming the computer in a spy satellite, but then again it could 
have been a logic bomb." 

"I'm afraid I don't know what you're talking abOut," the Advisor 
tells him. 

"You know, sir, there are always computer breakdowns, right? You 
use computers or your .close aides do. Temperature shifts, power 
surges, which happen a lot more than they used to -- Con Ed had it's 
own computers go out 90 times in the last six months due to such 
fluctuations -- it's a growing problem The increase in microwaves 
is causing more wave contamination which used to be only a problem 
in space." 

"Please, we haven't all day. What is the point?" 
The NSA man gives the Advisor a hurt_look. "Because of widespread 

unfamiliarity with these matters I've had to explain a feW things. 
sorry. You want me to say yes or no that sabotage is involved, but 
it's not that simple. There is always some sabotage,. Mr. Advisor. 
The machines and people don't match perfectly. But it may be growing, 
it may be increasing in scope and focus. I thought_we should take 
it into account. The Dionysus project is crucial, and it must not 
be risked." 

The Advisor cuts him off. "Thank you. Now you've made yourself 
perfectly clear. Could we have a Ouroboros project report?" 

General Hawkins smiles like a friendly dog.. "Mr.. Presidential 
Advisor, we're prepared for all three options; we can carry out the 
detonation or we can completely cover up thiS operation." 

The Presidential Advisor smiles back: "Forgive me if I doUbt you, 
General. I read half the secrets of NagariOuroboros in my morning 
Times." 

The General doesn't blush. "That's over, sir. From here on in 
everything is airtight." 

"I hope so, General." The Advisor turns in his chair. "Now, 
Daniel here has just been talking to the President." 

The young aide leans forward and smiles a telegenic smile. "The 
President just wanted to convey his serious concern for the domestic 
situation. He stressed that the government must unite if the 
people are to unite. Sacrifices may have to be made, but that is why 
we serve the people. He has absolute faith that we will give him a 
good recommendation." 

"Thank you, Daniel," the Advisor says. "Do we have any discussion?" 
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The Admiral speaks up. "It's been clear from the first word that 
this project was half-baked. Now it's fallen apart. I think it may 
well be in contravention to the Constitution of the United States." 
He glares around the table, hoping for an argument. "So, I strongly 
support option three. There should be public disclosure and the 
people responsible for illegal acts should be proseduted." 

"Admiral," the Advisor says, "option three is that certain low-
level personnel will be prosecuted if necessary. The Administration 
will discipline higher level people who may have erred in an excess 
of zeal and concern for this country and its Constitution. Is that 
clear? We can make your proposal a new option four if you wish." 

"Yes," the Admiral says. 
"Now," the Advisor scans the room with a warning eye, "is there 

any more discussion? No? Good. Your recommendations?" 
"Four," the Admiral says. 
"Three," the Director of the CIA says. 
"Three," the Administrator of NSA says. 
"Three," the Director of the FBI says. 
"Three," the Attorney General says. 
"Two," the Ouroboros project representative says. 
"That is very balanced," the Advisor says smiling  "I myself 

support option three very strongly as well. I think this is clear 
enough that we can make a bald recommendation to the President,. 
don't you agree? Things have not gone smoothly, there is no doubt 
about that." He bows his head slightly to the Admiral. "But this 
project was meant to solve a real and serious problem. That is the 
Ding an Sich, the thing in itself, we must remember. _There are real 
politics involved. Real. Politick. Perhaps we can learn from our 
failures here to bring our future projects to a successful conclusion." 
He smiles right at the NSA man, who beams. 

The Advisor can't resist continuing his little speech. "It's 
hard to talk clearly about the will of the people, the Constitution, 
and such things. The people's input into politics is tacit, not 
explicit. Only a handful of people...Patriots, concerned businessmen, 
local leaders, and on the other hand, disgrUntied intellectuals and 
professional rabble-rousers...these are the groups that vie for the 
tacit support of the public. We have elections. The President was 
elected, and even though he had no knowledge of this operation, 
Nagari-Ouroboros, the problem it was aimed at is one-of which 
he is very aware. His administration feels an obligstion.to 
address it. So, much depends on us. The future of a great country, 
perhaps the world. I will go home and pray tonight that I am worthy 
of this trust. Thank you, gentlemen." 

He quickly exits followed by the fluttering covey of his aides. 
Daniel turns and gives the Special Coordination Committee a last TV 
smile before he leaves, closing the door behind him., 

"Care for a ride, Admiral?" the CIA Director asks. 
"Thanks, Jim. I do need a ride." 

The Admiral slumps beside the Director. "Is it safe?" he asks 
his friend. 

"Am I the Director of the CIA or a bear in the woods? Yes, it's 
as safe as anywhere is these days to talk. Although the microwave 
level in here will make you sterile in a few years." He chuckles. 
"Well, Alex, this kind of work has taken more out of me than I ever 
thought it would. Do you think it's been worth it? Have we done 
the right thing?" 

"Done the right thing? We did what we had to." 
"That's not what my wife and daughter say." 



Power, like a desolating pestilence, 
Pollutes whate'er it touches; and obedience, 
Bane of all genius, virtue, freedom. truth. 
Makes slaves of men, and, of the human frame, 
A mechanized automaton. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 
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"Your wife?" 
"Yes, Julie won her over. They both want me to resign." 
"How's your marriage?" 
"Fine. We have a sexless, but principled, alliance against the 

world. Except now they think it's time for a career change." 
"You aren't going to resign are you, Jim?" 
"I think I am." 
"We need honest men like you in the government." 
"Honest? Don't give me that. I haven't been honest." 
"Your intentions have been honest, like mine." 
"Intentions don't count. Look, Alex, you and I are different. 

You've had few compromises to make. You're still a fighter. Look at 
me, I couldn't even support option four." 

The Admiral looks at him. "I was disappointed by that, Jim. But 
I wasn't surprised. I thought the Attorney General would support me 
though. Some libertarian. He's just window dressing for the Secrets Act." 

"Don't be too hard on him, Alex. He's concerned. I've talked to him." 
"I'm sorry, Jim. I'm sure he's not an evil man. It's just...the 

hypocrisy. That slimy bastard and his 'real politics.' You don't protect 
the Constitution by shitting on it. Why did the NSA go with option 
three? They had a cut of Ouroboros, too, didn't they?" 

"Oh, you know the NSA. They're trying to take over the world. Now 
with this Dionysus they think they have a chance. They only had a cut 
of Nagari-Ouroboros. Dionysus is all their's and it's a better idea anyway." 

"What exactly is Dionysus?" _ 
"They're trying to...grow—a new type of computer." 
"Sounds impossible." 
"I know. So I guess it's true." 
"What drives these scientists and these guys like the Advisor... 

and the President? What's with them?" 
The CIA Director breaks into his limo's little bar and quietly makes 

his friend and himself strong drinks. "These are strange times, Alex. 
The scientists and the politicians have cut a deal to run the country 
with Big Business. Maybe it's for the better. I still can't see that 
there's a better way, horrible as this is. But my family says so. I 
certainly can't find out until I get out of this system." 

"What about religion? What about doing what's right?" the Admiral 
asks. 

"Religion? It's up for grabs. The churches used to stand behind 
the government. Look at them now: left wing, right wing, or totally 
in their own world. Religion is just another competitor up against 
the scientists, the governments, the corporations..." 

"Where do these radicals come in?" 
"I don't know what to tell you. My daughter's one and I can't 

even explain that." 
The Admiral gives him a sideways look. "I can see your point." 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 

Dogma is failed magic. -- Kelly O'Sullivan 

The task of an avant-garde is to stay abreast of reality. 
Situationist Slogan 

Even though you tie 100 knots, the string remains one. 
Rumi 

It truly is a concentration camp. Concentration camps have a bad name 
because of the Nazis but those camps were for death, not concentration. 
As camps go, this one is very mellow. In many ways the Free Speech 
prisoners are treated better than the National Guardsmen who once used 
the facilities. The administration of the National Guard camp not 
only expected obedience, it expected to successfully train the recruits. 
The cops now running the place only hope to keep things smooth. There 
is much more danger of guards being indoctrinated by the prisoners 
than vice versa. 

The men are held separately from the women. This creates some 
interesting dynamics. In the lengthening history of such mass arrests, 
a pattern has developed where the women usually enjoy a much more 
controversial and tempestuous incarceration than the men. One wag 
ascribes this to the effects of feminism on the two groups; women are 
learning to be assertive and men are trying to learn not to walk all 
over other people. Whatever the cause, the men's side is a bored, 
happy, humid sort of Long Island holiday. Once demands are formulated, 
the prison administration pushed around a little by threats of massive 
noncooperation, and the adrenalin of the arrests worked off, the lives 
of the over 400 male prisoners settle down to a tedious round of rumors, 
idle political debate, complaints about the food, and false crises. 

The spoke for the Anarchist-Syndicalists of New York is looking for 
The Pieman. Angrily he shoulders his way through the milling prisoners 
who stand, squat, or sit playing dice, pitching pennies, talking, 
reading, or sleeping in the hazy sun outside their barracks. "Have 
you seen The Pieman?" he asks a young Black with dreadlocks. 

Isiah Franklin smiles, startling the syndicalist with the whiteness 
of his teeth. "Ya, mon. Come." They go between two of 
the barracks. In this space the guards have given up 
enforcing the dress code, so most of the men are naked 
The Pieman is in a little group against one wall. The 
angry man sees The Pieman and goes up to him. 

"I want to talk to you," he says. 
The Pieman takes a blue bandana off his face. He 

looks down at his white chest and belly. He carefully 
pokes one of his breasts and notices the pink mark it 
leaves. "I'm getting sunburned," he announces. 

"Did you hear me? I want to talk to you." 
The Pieman looks at him. "Me? Why me?" 
"You blocked our proposal for open-ended struggle, occupying the 

factories, and bringing down the government." 
The Pieman wipes his sweaty face. "My group blocked it. I was 

representing a whole cluster of anarchist-feminists. We thought 
your proposal was off-the-wall." 

A small crowd forms around them to listen to the discussion, it's 
that boring in jail. "What right do you have to block it? And you 
claim to be anarchists!" 
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"Anarchist doesn't mean crazy. You claim the conditions for revolution 
are here. Even if you're right...and we don't think you are...the 
conditions for a free society after the revolution certainly aren't 
here. Taking down the government is the easy part." 

"That's just your opinion. You're using this consensus crap to 
hold back the movement." 

"We couldn't hold back the movement if we wanted to. Look, we 
didn't kidnap you and force you to do this action. You chose to do it. 
You could have done something else. In fact, I'm surprised you didn't 
work more on the General Strike." 

The syndicalist looks embarrassed, slightly. "The rest of the group 
is outside doing that. I came here so I could try and get support for 
our demands." 

The Pieman looks at him with irritation. "I don't know how an 
anarchist can be as manipulative as the Marxists. We all agreed on 
demands before we got busted. Now, you want everyone to accept your 
demands, your analysis." 

"You're just trying to disempower the working class." 
Isiah smiles. "Everymon talk 'bout the workers but no mon want to 

be one." 
"I'm with Isiah," The Pieman says. "Don't talk to me about the 

workers, I'm one of the poor unfortunates who actually is one and I'm 
trying to make a revolution that does away with the category altogether." 

"Anarchist-syndicalism is real anarchism." 
"Anarchist-syndicalism has a great future...behind it." The Pieman 

gets up. "Look, Comrade. We aren't your enemy, even if we don't see 
everything exactly like you do. I can get behind anarchist-syndicalism 
if you define it like Carlos Otero does so it includes all of anarchism's 
insights, like anarchism without adjectives. But if you're going to be 
sectarian..." He sighs. "Look, I'm glad you're in the movement. 
I'm glad you're spreading anarchist ideas. I just hope they're living 
ideas and not pipe dreams." 

"You're taking our victory and throwing it away." 
The Pieman starts putting on his clothes. "Revolution is like 

making love, the orgasm is better the more you prepare for it. We 
don't want a quickie. Besides, the system is still too strong." 

"The irresistible force is the one that isn't resisted." 
"Spoken like a true idealist, Comrade," The Pieman says, pulling 

on his cap. 
"I don't know how you can call yourself an anarchist." 
The Pieman looks at him. "Sometimes I wonder myself." He shaken 

his head. "We've got to go. It's time for the lawyer show." He 
Minas to the rasta. "Want to come, Isiah?" 

"Yah, mon." They walk off together. Isiah pats The Pieman on the 
back. "He's a good boy, mon. He just sees one way. Jah is many ,  visions." 

"Damn straight." 
As they walk, a third man joins them. "How's my favorite liberal?" 

The Pieman asks. 
The tall, skinny white man smiles. "I don't consider it an insult 

to be a liberal," he says. "Did you hear the news?" 
"No." 
"The government has granted total amnesty. They've already started 

releasing the women." 
The Pieman and Isiah laugh in relief. "I never admit how much. I hate 

being locked up in these places until I hear I'm going to get out," 
The Pieman says. "How do you know this? Is this an official rumor?" 

"Very official. The lawyers just announced it." 
"The lawyers? They're early." 
"Things are going fast. They just came in and said they're emptying 
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the camps. There's over 5,000 in jail nationwide and hundreds more 
arrested every hour. There's going to be an independent prosecutor 
like there was for Watergate, too." 

"They've really caved in." 
"They're worried," the liberal continues. "It's practically a 

General Strike in San Francisco and a lot of unions are going to strike 
tomorrow for an hour during the Stanford funerals." 

A slender man in a purple T-shirt comes up and kisses The Pieman 
on the cheek. "Have a.little love letter for you,Tieman. From Myrnna." 

"Thanks, Chris." The man glides off. The Pieman quickly reads the 
note. "She's already out!" The Pieman says amazed. "She-borrowed 
some money from some reporters so we can fly to California-for-Cliff's 
funeral." He looks around slightly dazed. "Where do the releases 
happen?" 

Isiah points toward the gate. "Right over there, Piemon." 
"It will be within a few minutes, the lawyers said," the liberal 

assures him. 
The Pieman scampers into the barracks to collect his few belongings. 

Coming out he meets the liberal and Isiah._ He gives them both hugs. 
"I'm going to go over there and wait. I can't believe I might be in.  

California tomorrow with my affinity group." They wait a few minutes. 
A short-haired man comes up to them. 

"I'm Hank with the Red Grandfallon. We've got to have an emergency 
meeting to plan the next step and set up a centralized, permanent 
structure for the movement." 

"You're insane," The Pietan says diplomatically. 
"This movement has got to be more organized," Hank replies. 
The Pieman frowns. "It's nonsensical to say it-should be this or 

it should be that. It is the way it is. It's alive. It's not some 
model car you're building. People are getting their shit together. 
We don't need a centralized organization to tell us what to do." 

Hank disagrees. "It's nothing but a collection of special interst 
groups." 

The Pieman frowns. "They're alive and growing. Your simplistic 
criticism that people only care about one issue is wrong. Many people 
have gone beyond the recognition that something systematic is wrong. 
We're trying to deal with it. We're trying to have a real effect. 
To explain the actual dynamics of something-, like nuclear .power or 
runaway shops or freedom of choice, you've got to know what you're 
talking about. It's as simple as that. The governments and the companies 
pay people to work full time to fuck us over Pick whatever you want: 
U.S. support of apartheid, dangerous DNA research, chemical weapons, 
even nuclear war, and there are professionals working full time to 
preserve apartheid, do anything in pursuit of _the billion-dollar DNA 
breakthrough, build chemical weapons, even plan the last war." 

Hank tries to turn The Pieman's point against him. "They have the 
advantage then. They're organized. They have a leadership and a 
plan. We're scattered in a thousand groups." 

Isiah says, "We've got the advantage, mon. We're free. I and I 
are free, mon." 

"Isiah's right," The Pieman says. "We work together as free people. 
This maximizes what people can give. Our organization is superior 
to theirs, it's organic. It's no accident that some big corpses like 
Westinghouse are trying to use ideas like consensus and community to 
co-opt their work force. They're trying desperately to offer a diluted 
version of what we offer." 

The liberal interrupts  "How can you talk about revolution? All 
the revolutions just lead to dictatorships. Look at the Soviet Union 
and China. We need evolution." 
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The Pieman glares at him. "Evolution is a series of revolutions. 
You should keep up with modern biology. The Russian and Chinese 
revolutions were real enough, you just expected different things from 
them than you should have. Capitalism is a revolutionary, a living 
ideology, too, don't forget that. Soviet Marxism is very similar to 
capitalism. It's role is identical—' 
industrialization. Those revolutions 
weren't meant to make those countries 
fulfill our revolutionary aspirations. 
I'm afraid we'll have to do that. 
Revolution is culture—bound. The  cf* 
culture you are born in is the most 
limiting thing anyone has to deal 
with. An Australian aborigine has 
a culture that is significantly 
different from a Polish bus driver. 
Both might be able to transcend 
their culture. But they have to 
start somewhere. The history of 
revolutions is the history of opening up the options people have. This 
is what freedom of thought, freedom of speech, equality of women, 
abolition of slavery are all about. This is an attempt to establish 
acultural nondogmatic values." 

"So aren't you culture—bound?" Hank asks. 
"Yes, but much less than most humans who have ever lived, I think. 

With modern technology, with education, with books, with informaticn 
everywhere, it's hard for any culture to pretend it's the only world 
view. Western capitalist civilization has tried to pass itself off 
as such, but it's failing miserably. Look at the proliferation of 
subcultures in our country. The trick is to find some sort of community, 
some harmony with others and nature, while not losing our distrust of 
any of these insane closed systems whether it's science, liberalism, 
nihilism, religion, capitalism..." 

The liberal looks slightly stunned. "What about anarchism?" 
The Pieman smiles ruefully. "When someone takes the open—ended 

and always self—critical dream of freedom I ca4l anarchism and turns 
it into a closed ideology, then I denouwAit...Down with politically 
correct anarchism!" The Pieman says loudly. 

"They're calling names, Piemon," Isiah notes. 
Again he hugs them. "I should be called out among the first." He 

looks very nervous. 
"What's the matter?" his liberal friend asks. 
"I forgot what name I gave them." 
They laugh. A police officer is reading a list of =probable names 

over the bullhorn: "Bud Wiser, Franklin Roosevelt, Thomas Paine, Karen 
Silkwood, Twisted Love, Had E. Nuff..." - 

"That's me, I think," The Pieman says. "Take care, friends." He 
strides up to the checkout line. They watch him leave as the 
cop continues calling names: 

"Howdey Doody...First Strike...John Doe thirty seven...John Brown..." 

It is dark in the room. The heavy curtains even keep out the varied 
lights of the Manhattan midnight. Neon lights, sodium lights, moon and star 
light, all in florescence. Gases or metals charged with electricity, 
stars burning with fusion, both illuminating by their suffering, so we 
can see. 

A naked Rose McDermott lies next to a naked Erik Van De Bourg in the 
double bed. She runs a palm over his brown chest and then takes the 
smoking joint from his hand. 

"I can't even see those blond hairs of yours," she says. 
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"Can you feel them, Rose?" 
"Yup. You know, Erik. I've slept with you longer than anyone else." 

She takes a toke. 
"Two months is the longest relationship you've ever had?" 
"Pitiful, huh?" 
"N000. You have made your own life. It's not been easy. You are 

still very young." 
"29? Young?" 
"Yes." 
"How old are you?" 
"38." 
"You seem ten years younger. Is it some secret of this Sufi stuff 

you're into?" 
"I don't know." 
"Just what is a Sufi?" 
"We neither fear hell, nor desire heaven," he replies. 
"Don't give me any obscure bullshit. What's a Sufi?" 
"Let me tell you a story," he says. She snuggles in close to him. 
"Okay." 
"This is a Chinese Sufi story by M.H.L. Ma. It seems that once a 

Sufi was asked what a Sufi was. So he hit the questioner. He means by 
this, show me the pain and I will show you Sufi. Then the questioner 
asks where light comes from and so the Sufie blows out the candle that 
lights their meeting. By this he means you show me where the light has 
gone and I will tell you where it came from. You can't tell in words 
what you ask in words." 

"Nice story," Rose says, running her fingers along his flank. Then 
she digs them in. "But tell me some facts. I know there's something 
solid you can tell me." 

He catches her hand. "I knew you wouldn't be satisfied with a story. 
The Sufis are a very old group. Definitely pre-Islam, although since 
Mohammad, most Sufis have been Moslems as well. Maybe•it is even older 
than Christianity. Just possibly it is older than Judaism. While 
Sufism is very old, its biggest effect seems to have been in the Middle 
Ages. Some scholars claim that the Tarot, Alchemy, the Knights Templar 
the Chivalric Code, Morris Dancing, the Rosicrucians, the Franciscans, 
Roger Bacon, the whole of Wicca, the Order of the Garter, Raymond Lully, 
Albertus Magnus, Paracelus, and Dante were all Sufis. The whirling 
Dervishes are definitely Sufi." 

"What do Sufis believe?" 
"In the dangers of belief. In stories. In actions-, not words. In 

contradiction...You are a Sufi saint, Rose, but you don't know it." 
She laughs. "You're crazy. Hey, what do you think is going to happen?" 
"Politically?" 
"Yeah." 
"Of course I don't know. But I have some hope. The U.S. has tremendous 

revolutionary potential." 
"You are crazy. The U.S. is shit. The U.S. is destroying the world. 

The U.S. is the sickest thing I can think of. There are aril),  a few 
places in this country I could live. The rest, I wouldn't live there 
if you paid me." 

"You make a better journalist than a revolutionary," he says. 
"Why's that?" 
"Because you are such a critical spirit. You must love a country somewhat 

blindly to make a revolution in it. You are good for tearing down the old 
system, but not for developing the new. In Europe the most perceptive 
radicals are jealous of those living in the U.S. Even Ched Guevera spoke 
about it. 'I envy you North Americans, because you live in the heart of 
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the beast' or something like that. In Europe we have gigantic Communist 
and Socialist bureaucracies ready to absorb protest. Here such forms 
don't exist. Like the Spanish and Italians you don't really believe 
in government, but unlike those people now, you still believe in 
yourselves. You believe in your collective power. Even you do." 

"Americans are egotistical and pushy, I won't argue with you there." 
"You Americans, North and SOuth, are amazing." 
"Is that why you loaned those Apoplectics money to fly to California?" 
"It was a good deed," he replies. 
She chuckles. "That's nice. I'm-glad I met you. You're so...eteady." 
"Just saving energy," he says, moving closer to her. 
"Are you sure you want to waste it-on fucking?" 
Moving even closer he says, "Oh yes. In the long run it produces 

energy. I know that the more I make love the longer I'll live." 
They kiss lightly. He- nuzzles her fuzzy hair with his face and thinks 

of the colors she's made it. They're invisible in the darkness but 
bright in his mind. She rubs her hands.on his chest and then down to 
his groin, feeling the thick, almost invisible, blond hair. 

"I'm sure glad you got your tubes tied,".she says. 
He smiles and slides over to her. She turns onto her back and spreads 

her legs as her hands pull on his hips. She's already wet and he slides 
into her smoothly. 

"Ummmm. I like fucking you," she says, almost surprised. "It feels 
nice." 

"Nice?" 
"You're right. Fuck nice, it feels right." 
"Right," he says. 
Time passes. 
"Can we turn over?" he asks, 
"Sure," she says. He pulls out of her and gets off. She rolls over. 

He puts his hand under her belly and urges her up. 
"Oh, you want to fuck doggy style?" she says. 
He rubs her back and moves behind her. His hands slide down over 

her cheeks. He wets himself and guides himself into her. Then, he 
leans over her back and cups her breasts with his hands. She spreads 
her knees slightly. He whispers into her ear, "This is how demons fuck. 
Did you know that9  The incubi...the nightmares...after all, pleasurable 
sex is more offensive to the Christian God." 

"I'm a happy sinner," she says. 
"Be glad you don't live during the Inquisition then. At seven 

years of age children could be executed for fucking demons. If they 
were lucky they were just stripped naked and whipped in front of their 
burning mothers." 

"Was there any real sex involved?" 
"It's unlikely. Probably they were murdered for the fantasies of 

their inquisitors." 
"Fuck fantasies." 
"Yes," he says. 
After a few minutes, Rose says, "Go on Erik. Come in me like a 

demon. Think of God." 
He groans. "If I was really a demon my cock would be ice cold." 
"Oh, but it is. It is so hot it burns like ice." 
He bites her shoulder and holds her breasts firmly in his hands. 

She swings her ass against his own swaying pelvis and soon he cries 
out with small noises as he grips her with all his might. She tumbles 
over bringing him down. He kisses her back. 

She pulls away from him and turns around. "Any energy left, Erik?" 
He smiles and moves toward her. His left hand slides between her legs. 
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"Can we use my little friend?" she asks. In the dark she can't 
see the shadow that crosses his face. 

"Of course. Where is it?" 
She reaches over to the night stand and finds the vibrator. 

She hands it to him. It is phallic, soft and electric. He 
switches it on and it makes a faint hum. He manuvers it between 
her legs while he pulls her closer so that they can kiss. 

It is not long before she arches her back and bites savagely at 
his face. Her hand slaps down to grab the vibrator and pullit 
away from herself. She rocks and moans until her pleasure has run 
it's course. He turns the little machine off. She kisses him. 
"Umnmm," she says. He kisses her back. They lie quietly. "Do you 
mind if I turn on the radio?" she asks. 

"No," he says. 
She flicks it on. As she searches the dial she asks, "Why did they 

have the Inquisition?" 
"I think the best theory is that the Christians were still trying 

to repress the old nature religions. Women played a big role in 
the pre-Christian beliefs." 

"What about the Devil?" 
"The Devil was the old God or Goddess. The Grand.Inquisitor 

himself said that 'Diana is the Devil.' And the idea of the devil, 
with horns and so on, and his other attributes, they are those of 
Cernunnos, the Horned God, of Pan, of Dionysus. The God of one 
religion becomes the devil of the next." 

"What will Christ be like as a devil?" 
"I don't know. Maybe like Nietzche described him, the Great 

Hypocrite. We haven't gotten beyond Christianity yet. Maybe when 
we do we'll transcend the old patters, the old dichotomies." 

Rose settles on a radio station playing old Motown hits. Baby 
love, oh baby love...the radio croons. 

They listen comfortably for a while. The song ends and a news 
announcer come on. 

"Protests continue throughout the nation over the Alchemist bomb 
scandal even though the Government has started releasing Free Speech 
prisoners and is launching an investigation of its own. The latest 
demonstration was in Oakland, California. Reports are unclear, but 
it seems that several hundred radicals stormed the west coast offices 
of Research East, a private detective agency linked to the Nagari-
Ouroboros scandal. The protesters looted the building and destroyed 
everything they couldn't take with them. We'll have more details 
after this word..." 

Rose quickly turns down the commercial. "This thing is really 
spreading," she says. 

"Don't underestimate your country." 
"Humph. You don't underestimate it either, Erik, the bad or the 

good." Timing it exactly, she turns up the news just as the commercial 
ends, but they hear nothing else new. 

"Good night, sweet Rose, He says as she sets the timer on the radio 
to turn off the music after thirty minutes. 

"Good night, Erik. See you tomorrow." 
Don't know much about history...Don't know much biology... 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

It's all real; it's all metaphoric; there is always more. 
All power from the triple Goddess, whatever that means. 

-- New Reformed Orthodox Order of the Golden Dawn 

I am perplexed. -- Alister Crowley's last words. 

There are as many seasons in California as anywhere else; they're 
just more subtle. It is June, early summer in the homeland of the 
Ohlone Indians and the six million modern Californians that have replaced 
them, in the San Francisco Bay Area. The region has its own family of 
micro-climates. The Mid-Peninsula is one of them. There's more of a 
summer there than thirty miles north where San Francisco often misses 
the summer all together. And it's nothing like San Jose which, instead 
of the City's eternal spring, is so hot and smoggy that many people to 
the north think that's where Los Angeles begins. 

Only the most recently arrived refugee from New Jersey would think 
Palo Alto is part of Los Angeles...or San Francisco. It is not  city, 
it is town. But like the two great cities of California, it is 
Mediterranean in climate and ambiance, yet without the history (most 
of it bad) that humans have brought to the tired sea between Europe and 
Africa. California feels young. It isn't just that the Sierras are 
a young mountain range, it has to do with the people who've lived there 
as well. The land has really only felt cruelty since the white men 
came a few hundred years ago. The earth is rich and strong still and 
it is the greens of the trees and the burning gold of the grasses that 
holds the eye. From behind Stanford University, which crowns the west 
side of Palo Alto, you can walk thirty miles through forest and meadow 
to the Pacific Ocean. Of course, north or south it's asphalt or 
concrete the same distance. 

Under a honed blue sky, people are moving. Thousands of mourners 
for the Stanford Martyrs flow in a great tide up University Avenue 
from Palo Alto to the University. Whirlpools of dancers spin to the 
sound of musical fountains that are joyful and agonized, angry and 
mournful, powerful and lost. 

Laurel and Mali stand at the entrance pillars of Stanford. The arch 
between them fell in the 1906 earthquake. They look out at the flood. 
It's a spring runoff of humanity, jumping the curbs and filling all the 
low ground. Unlike water, however, the people flow over hill and on 
level ground. They go where they will. 

"Here come the unions," Mali says. They hear them singing as they 
dip down into the Hniversity Avenue underpass. The tunnel acts like 
a giant bullhorn, sending the words of Solidarity Forever almost a 
mile to the Stanford Quad. 

Some left unions are there, and activists from rank-and-file 
caucuses, and co-op workers, and organizing collectives with their 
disillusionment with professional unionism still ahead. All sorts of 
people with the same dream, tarnished or not, ready to be dreamed again: 
gardeners and secretaries from Stanford, nurses from San Jose, carpenters 
from Santa Cruz, Teamsters from Watsonville, Xerox theoreticians and 
Intel dissidents from Silicon Valley, unemployed auto workers from Fremont, 
bus drivers, government workers, food workers, farmworkers, longshoremen 
from a dozen cities march past. They are followed by a group of Unitarian 
congregations and then a wild contingent of keening women. The singers 
are soon drowned out. After a few thousand people go by, Kelly and 
Mercedes come up to Laurel and Mali. 

"There you are," Laurel says. 
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They exchange hugs and kisses. Then, rather abruptly, Kelly 
announces, "The head of the CIA just resigned." 

"And yesterday Admiral Bach of the Joint Chiefs was killed," 
Mercedes adds. 

"I heard it was an accident," Mali says. 
"I have heard otherwise," Mercedes replies. "I wonder if 

those two were the ones behind Nagari-Ouroboros?" 
"Or against it," Laurel says. "Remember General 

Schnieder in Chile, killed because he stood in the way 
of the coup." 

They look at each other. "Let's talk about this later," 
Kelly suggests. They tacitly agree. 

"Have you seen Ian yet, Kelly?"-Mali asks. - A, "No," he admits. "We got in real late and just went 
~~ straight to Dragon House. Is he at Columbae? That's 

9!"  t where we'll be tonight."  _ 
"Yes, he's there," Laurel says. "He couldn't deal 

with the funeral." 
"What about Myrnna and The Pieman?" Kelly asks. 

Mali gazes at the march. "They're supposed to meet us here. Maybe 
they're marching with some East Coast contingent." Mercedes looks 
out at the crowd, too. 

"How big do you think this is?" 
"Over 100,000," Kelly guesses. 
"You're crazy," Mali says. "I'd say 50,000." 
"You should count for the Chronicle," Kelly teases. "It's jammed 

solid all the way from Lytton Plaza to Middlefield. There's probably 
still people down in East P.A. who haven't started walking yet. . 
Don't forget there are feeder marches down El Camino from SF and up 
from San Jose. There's even people walking over the mountains from 
Santa Cruz. We'll probably be lucky to even get near Columbae House 
in the next six hours. It's solid people in White Plaza." 

"You're just seeing double, Kelly," Mali replies. 
Myrnna comes running up and hugs Mali from behind. "Mali!" she 

yells. 
"Hi," The Pieman says. 
There in a round of greetings. They start staring at the passing 

crowd again. Myrnna turns to Laurel. "So tell me about the Research 
East action. The place got trashed, right?" 

Laurel smiles. "More than trashed. It was beautiful. There were 
about 400 of us. Imagine...Downtown Oakland, ten at night, suddenly. 
400 people come together. Two affinity groups are the wrecking crew. 
They head straight for the front doors and are in that building in 
seconds. They had all this firefighter equipment: hydraulic jacka, 
gigantic power snippers, pile drivers, and mechanical wrecking bars. 
They ripped into that building like it was a tin can._ They cut into 
the computer room with torches and someone blew the safe. So we got 
all their key computer tapes and sensitive files. There was only 
one security guard. He pulled his gun but what could he do? shoot_ 
twenty nonviolent people? He passed out from apoplexy." Laurel gives 
a snort of laughter. "He's okay," she adds apologetically. 

"Who knows how to blow a safe?"' 
"If I knew I wouldn't tell you. But think about it. Enough of us 

have been to prison. We're starting to win over people with all sorts 
of...special skills." 

"I guess you're right," Myrnna agrees. "What about the cops?" 
"That's what the rest of us were doing. Santa Cruz a.g.s took one 

end of the street, the Bay Area the other. When the first squad cars 
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got there they didn't know what was happening. Thought it was just 
a street blockade. They took their time about busting through." 

"I heard some people were injured." 
"That was when the cops figured out what was really going down. 

Some got pissed and went on a rampage. No one was hospitalized. 
About forty people got busted." 

"What happened to the offices?" 
"Gutted. Everything smashed, gallons of molasses on their 

documeats, acid in the computers, every office machine ripped off, 
every piece of furniture given away within the hour in the poorest 
neighborhoods of Oakland." 

"Why not just burn it down?" 
"Too dangerous. Fires get out of control. Believe me this was 

better. It was surgical." 
"What about the information that was liberated?" 
"It'll be printed tomorrow in The Daily Californian, The Stanford 

Daily, and City on a Hill in Santa Cruz. From there we expect it to 
go front page around the world." 

"And the people busted?" 
"Out. No charges. Part of the amnesty." 
"But the police have their names." 
"Their pictures and their smudged prints, not their names. Total 

noncooperation in jail." 
"I heard the liberals are shitting bricks." 
"Enough to build the Great Wall of China. But what can they do? 

No one was hurt. Research East is active Fascism. It was like dis- 
arming a rapist. Still, some of the right-wing Abalone groups and the 
professional pacifists at the AFSCand the Resource Center can't deal 
with it. Property is more sacred to them than it is to the average 
person on the street. For most people the only sacred property is 
their own. The very idea of property is violent..... some of the cops 
even said they agreed with us and respected our nonviolence. I was 
stunned. That's shocking, cops who'll support us while the squeaky-
clean pacifists and the liberals can't." 

Myrnna laughs and hugs Laurel. "Cool down. You're preaching to 
the converted: I sQw the papers and they were't outraged...a little 
freaked out but they didn't just condemn it." 

"People are smarter than a lot of leftists think. The public knows 
we're nonviolent. The cops who arrest us damn well know..." 

"What are you yelling about, Laurel?" Kelly asks coming up. 
"I'm just telling Myrnna about the Research East action." 
"Tell me, too." 
"Later. I just finished." Laurel walks over toward Mercdes and 

The Pieman. "Maybe we should join the march," she suggests. 
"Let's go at the end," Myrnna says. "Let's have more news." 
"Did Laurel tell you her special news?" Mali asks. 
"No," Kelly and Myrnna say together. 
"What is it?" Mercedes.asks. - 
"I'm going to have Edward's baby." 
There!s a stunned silence until Mercedes does 

some quick calculations. "How could you know? 
You only knew him a few days. It was just last 
week." 

"I'm a witch. I know." 
"So you're going to have it?" Kelly asks. 
Myrnna screams with joy, "Oh, Laurel! It's 

so wonderful! It's so right!" 
"Congratulations," Mercedes says. 
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The Pieman puts his arm around Laurel. "I'm sure it will be a wonderful 
baby, Laurel." 

"I have my own announcement," Mercedes says. Kelly looks at her 
in alarm. She feels a rush of fear, but she quells it. "I am going 
to return to CataluRa tomorrow." 

"Tomorrow?" Kelly says. "You didn't even tell me!" 
"I am sorry." She takes his hand and squeezes it. "We will talk 

later." 
Mali gives her a hug. "Gee, Mercedes, do you think it's safe?" 
She smiles at her. "I think so. I have resigned. NEST would 

probably prefer me out of the country." 
Mali turns her attention to Myrnna, who's been avoiding her. 

"What are your plans, Myrnna?  I've missed you." 
Myrnna blushes. "I missed you, too, Mali. It seems like we were 

apart a long, long time...The Pieman and I thought we might stay here 
a few days and then go back to Boulder with Ian. We're pretty broke 
after flying out here. In fact, we're in debt." Mali looks at 
Myrnna and then at The Pieman. 

"That's good," Laurel says. "Ian could use some support. He's 
pretty blown away. He hasn't really started dealing with it." 

"Who has?" Kelly asks. "My plans are to go back to Santa Cruz and 
quietly lose my mind." He starts to cry, 

Mercedes and Laurel move to hold him as Mali alSo starts to cry 
and Myrnna is not far behind. Irritated Mercedes notices. tears in her 
own eyes. "Ehhh!" she says. She lets go of Kelly. "I must leave for 
a while. I will meet you at this place, Columbae," she tells him. 

He waves her away. She joins the wake as twenty buddhists go by 
chanting some dirge and pounding on paddle-like drums. 

"Heavy times, Kelly," Mali says. 
Kelly wipes his face. "You know, I knew the woman killed too," 
"You knew Martha Getting?" 
"Yes, I knew her. Danced with her at a hundred parties. Long 

blond hair, a body like a true forest nymph but a face like an undine.,. 
a spirit of water. Her face was like that...like running water. She 
did the Volunteer in Asia thing, appropriate tech in the Third World, 
Spent two years in the Phillipines. She lived at Synergy House. You 
met her, Laurel, at that Halloween party there Last year." 

"Dressed as a gypsy?" 
"Right. That was Martha." Kelly sighs. 
Laurel is thoughtful. "Were you ever her_ loverl" 
Kelly gives a sad smile. "No. I just loved her from afar." 

starts crying again. 
Myrnna shakes her head angrily. "Why was she killed? Why was it 

her and Cliff? Why them?" 
"They were in front," Mali says. "We just happen to have a lot of 

friends who get in front." 

The Apoplectics are gathered with Mercedes in the Columbae library. 
Kelly and Myrnna sit on a couch holding Ian. He just looks empty. 
The Pieman, Laurel, and Mali lounge on pillows. Mercedes nervously 
stalks the room looking at the dusty books on nonviolence. 

"Come here, Little Tiger," Laurel calls. The kitten comes bounding 
in from the bike room and throws himself into Laurel's lap. She 
scratches his neck and soon they can all hear the little animal's 
purring. His whole body quivers. Laurel looks over at Ian. "Hey, 
Ian, how's Nuit?" 

"The Alchemist's bird? It's at the Professor's. He's back from 
Tibet. Should I have it sent out here?" 
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"Thank you. Good night," she says as she goes out the door. Kelly 
quickly says his good night and follows her. 

"Poor Kelly," Ian says. "She's lassoed his heart." 
Laurel nods. "Kelly's such a romantic. She's been a good person 

to know, but she seems a little cold to me." 
"We really didn't get much of a chance to get to know her," Mali 

says. "Most of the time she was off with Kelly." 
The Pieman shakes his head. "It's hard to believe she killed those 

men." 
"I believe it," Myrnna says. 
Before they can explore the subject of death, Laurel yawns conspicuously. 

"So, Ian," she says silkily, "are we all sleeping with you?" 
The Pieman pulls on Ian's shoulder.. "Come on, let's go. Which room?" 
"It's Cliff's old room...the Pig-House Suite on the second floor. 

His roommate's with his lover. The five of us can have a slumber party." 
Laurel follows them out of the library. -"Lead the way boys," she 

says, poking Ian affectionately in the ribs. He catches her hand and 
holds it. Little Tiger runs with them, nimbly prancing between their legs. 

Mali looks at Myrnna. "You sure move fast, Sister." 
"Life is fast." 
Mali shakes her head. "Is that it? No more love?" 
Myrnna's features tighten. "You're the one who's moving." 
"That's geographical. What you're doing is emotional. You don't 

love me 'cause I live in California now?"  . 
"Are you jealous of The Pieman? Is it because he's a man?" 
Mali laughs. "I'm a little jealous, but not much. I know The 

Pieman. He's a good person. I'm not a separatist. You were almost 
one a week ago, though. No, I don't hold that against you. Some of the 
Sisters will give you shit though. Better prepare for that." 

"Then what is it, Mali?" 
"Damn it Myrnnal. Why does you fucking The Pieman mean we!ye become 

polite friends? You're a couple now. 'The Pieman and I thought... 
The Pieman and I are broke...' You and I had a relationship. It was 
loving and erotic. What happened to that?" 

"I still feel close to you, Mali, but..." 
"But?" 
"But I don't feel the same. I want to be monogemous with The .Pieman. 

The Pieman is there. I need that now. As much as I may be attracted 
to others I need someone I can count on." 

Mali throws up her hands. "You've really hurt me, Myrnna. You're 
just trying to hurt me. We'll have to deal with this, but right now 
Ian needs us." 

"Okay," Myrnna says. They walk toward the door together. Myrnna 
puts her arm around Mali and they stop and hug each other. Their eyes 
glisten with tears. 

"Sure a lot of crying lately," Mali says. 
"I do care so much for you, Mali. I'm sorry if I've hurt you." 
Mali sighs. "I know, lamb, but you're still being a shit." 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

Nobody hurts you harder than yourself. -- Elvis Costello 

We are all in the gutter but some of us are looking at the stars. 
-- Oscar Wilde 

Kelly and Mercedes are alone in the kitchen eating hot bread. Most 
of the house is at a farewell ritual, since summer is upon them and 
their University-owned commune will be shut for three months. They're 
saying good-bye to Cliff, too, of course. The Apoplectics and the bread-
baker are up in Cliff's room singing and telling cowboy jokes. 

Kelly slathers more butter on a steaming hunk of moist wheat bread 
in his hand. He glares at Mercedes. "You're always repressing your 
emotions," he accuses. 

Carefully she chews her own mouthful of bread. Only when it is 
swallowed does she answer him. "I have my emotions. I have feelings. 
But I don't let them dominate my life. I must go home. It would be 
easier to stay here with you, but I know that would be a mistake." 

"You think," Kelly says, "over what you feel." 
"What is the matter with that? When I get jealous it is my feelings. 

When I overcome it, I do so by using my intellect. Jealousy is a sign 
of not loving, at least not in a healthy way, and possessiveness makes 
no sense...rationally." 

Kelly sighs. "I don't want to have a fight. I know I couldn't talk 
you out of leaving. I just don't understand you, but I know I love you." 

'We are from different worlds. What-can you know of me and Cataluna?" 
Kelly bristles. "New York is stranger to me than Cataluna." 
"All right, New York then! What do you know of that? I am going. 

Stop this  It is no way to say goodbye."- 
With resignation Kelly looks into her green eyes. "I guess you're right." 
He wanders over to the kitchen's cassette deck and looks through a 

box of tapes. He finds one and loads in into the machine. There are 
some headphones there and he puts them on. The speakers are on as well, 
so Mercedes can hear the pulsing rock music. Soon Kelly is dancing. 
Mercedes goes up to him and taps on his shoulder. He takes off the 
headphones. 

"What are they saying?" she asks. 
He looks at her strangely. He takes a breath and listens closely 

to the words. "Spanish bombs in Andalucis...in the days of '39... 
Bullet holes in the cemetary walls...Spanish bombs along the Costa Rica..." 

"What's it about?" 
"The civil war. Your civil war. And the resistance afterwards. It's 

about the anarchists, the movement your father was in. This is an English 
punk song. Very political band. Some English people fought in Spain. I 
think this song is about it." 

"What are they saying now?" 
"I'm flying in on a DC 29. Yo to quiero y bonito, no te...o my 

corazon...The freedom fighters died up on the hill...raising the red 
flag, they ware the black one...I'm afraid these are just working class 
guys, their Spanish isn't very good." 

Mercedes starts crying. "Do many people hear this song?" 
"I don't know. The album was a big hit." 
"But do they understand it? Haw could they? They never knew my 

father. Oh, what a stubborn man!" She cries some more. "He was a 
wonderful man, but such a fool. He knew that he would be captured and 
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killed. 'Compaliera,' he told me -- he called me, 'companera,' his 
own daughter, imagine -- 'Compaiiera, they will kill us as they have 
killed so many others. Do not hate me like your mother does. She 
has seen too much. Maybe I have, too. Your mother says I am just 
escaping. Perhaps, but I do not think so. I long for life but I do 
what I must.'" Mercedes pauses. "You must think I am a fool, sitting 
here repeating my father's last words to me?" 

Kelly goes up to her crying. "No, no. It's breaking my heart. 
When I first heard that song I cried. What your father did was important 
to me, too." 

"My father was quite an optimist, quite an optimist for a suicide." 
"It's no suicide when you die trying to survive. There should have 

been more like him, not less. Look at where we are now. If it wasn't 
for the millions of men and women like your father long ago, this world 
would have been destroyed. Madness is in power. If one person thinks 
it, it's insantiy, if many do, it's a culture...I'm giving another speech. 
Blah, blah, blah. I give to many speeches." 

Mercedes smiles at him fondly for a moment. "I am glad someone is 
optimistic, but be careful. My father was an optimist, too. He used 
to tell me stories about growing up in an anarchist neighborhood. Look 
where he ended up. It would have been me, too, if it were up to him. 
He would have taken mother and I to the gallows with him." 

"So where are you now anyway? The whole world's on the gallows." 
"What do you expect of me? I am just a 'cool government killer' as 

you called me last night. I thought you loved me, Kelly." 
"I think I do, Mercedes. I know you're much more than a woman who 

has killed, but you're that, too. Anyway, I don't. know why I'm saying 
this. I think I love you, for what it's worth, which isn't much these 
days, Goddess knows." 

Mercedes holds his hand. She sees the raised hair on his arm. 
"You have duck flesh." 
He smiles. "Goose bumps. We call them goose bumps." He puts his 

arm around her. "Let's go to bed." 
She nods. "Where are we sleeping?" 
'Up on the roof," Kelly replies. "There's sleeping bags and every-

thing. I don't think there's anyone else on the high roof. Come on." 
He leads her up two flights of stairs and into a bathroom. After performing 
their toilet they climb out the bathroom window onto the roof of the 
kitchen. It is a beautiful night, full of the smell of eucalyptus and 
native Californian plants. They go around a corner onto a little deck 
where a person is already sleeping. Carefully they step over him and 
climb a sloping ladder up to the second-story roof. There's a pallet 
there with a foam mat and two sleeping bags. They hurridly undress 
and climb into the bags. 

"look at the moon," Kelly says. 
Mercedes peers out from her cocoon. "Very nice." 
"It will be full in a few days," he adds. 
"It is hard for me to relax, Kelly. I feel like I am going to fall." 
Kelly smiles in the dark. "Mercedes, hundreds, maybe thousands of 

people have slept up here and not one of them has fallen off. I lived 
up here for six months. The Columbae roof is famous around the world." 

"I doubt that." She scoots her bag toward his. "I wish I could 
touch you," she says. 

"These sleeping bags will zip together," he admits., 
She laughs. "You are strange, but sweet." She gets out and makes 

him help her put the bags together. "Why not just do it when you brought 
them up here?" 

"I didn't want to presume." 
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She laughs again. "You and your friends are sure full of surprises. 
Mad, of course, but a pleasant sort of madness. Still, I don't understand. 
Like Laurel having a baby alone. That is loco." 

They climb into the new super-bag and carefully hold each other. 
"Laurel's not alone," Kelly says. "She has community. Sure, it 

won't be easy, but what is that's worth doing? I have my doubts about 
it though," he admits. 

Mercedes cuddles closer. "Why not tell her?" 
"I know better than to try and talk Laurel out of anything when she 

has that look in her eye." 
"We have enough people in the world, we don't need more babies." 
"It's her right after all." 
"Oh, it is her right, but people should not encourage it. Not only 

is there over population but it perpetuates these women's roles. Too 
many women choose babies as a way of finding meaning for their lives." 

"You've got to admit, it's a wonderful miracle." 
"Babies are wonderful, but biology is not destiny." 
"It isn't destiny, but it's real. It can't be ignored. It must be 

given its due." 
"That is probably what I am afraid of." 
"I'm stunned," he says kissing her softly, "Mercedes de Puig Atocha 

afraid?" 
"Only a fool is not afraid. .It is what you do next that is important. 

What I do when I have strong fears is confront them.. That is why I 
must return to Cataluna." 

"What will you do there? Do you still have family?" 
"Yes, my Aunt Cassandra lives in Barcelona, in Sants. It is a good 

neighborhood. I will stay with her. I have been invited for many years." 
"I hope it's for the best," Kelly pouts. 
"You will be happy, Kelly." 
He nods. "I hold myself in too high esteem to fall so far in love 

with you that it destroys my life. I'm always in one of two moods, 
happy or trying to be happy. It's just that..." tears appear in his 
eyes. "We won't even see a full moon together." 

"Ayyyy! What a romantic!" Mercedes kisses his wet salty eyes. She 
rubs against him. "Do not be sad, Kelly. I...I love you. It is just 
that I must go. I know you understand." 

Kelly doesn't reply with words. Instead he starts to make love to her. 
He kisses her collarbone and up her neck to her ear. He 
holds her jet black hair against his face to smell it. 
She gently scratches his back with her red nails. She 
slides them down drawing white lines all the way to his 
small, muscled, ass. Then, with her finger tips, she 
massages his lower back as she pulls him half on top of 
herself. 

Their lips come together finally. Very slowly. Dryly they brush 
as their eyes stare into each other. They both remember the time they 
made love when he got out of jail. They press their lips lightly, then 
harder, spreading them slightly. They moisten one another. The kiss 
grows deeper and their mouths force themselves open. Their tongues 
crawl out to meet. Shyly the tips touch, then they slither over each 
other and wrestle openly. Their teeth touch. Mercedes withdraws her 
tongue and lets Kelly explore her mouth. Turning her head sideways, 
she bites at the whole of his mouth and uses her tongue and teeth to 
trace its features. Of their own accord their four arms have wrapped 
themselves tight around the two bodies. The big sleeping bag has 
zipped open around them so three-quarters of their naked bodies are 
exposed to the cool night. 
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Their heads separate. "Oh, Mercedes! You are so beautiful in the 
moonlight." She chuckles. "You must think I talk too much," Kelly says. 

"No, Kelly." She kisses him warmly. "I love the things you say. 
But sometimes they are silly,,I will put in my diaframa, vale?" 

"Okay," he says and he V4Sses her. 
As she rumages through her purse, he says, "Remember when. NEST 

called that time right after we first made love?" 
"Yes." She turns over and sits up to put the jelly on. 
"Scared the shit out of me." 
"Just a coincidence." She squeezes a little pyramid on the circle. 
"Coincidence? No such thing. It was synchrom6b4.,  He fidgets 

nervously. "You know we've only known each other for ten days?" 
"It's more like two weeks. Now, Kelly, we will see each other again. 

I will be back. And you can visit me in Europe. You said you loved 
Barcelona." She lies down. 

"I know," Kelly says. He moves close to her as she positions the 
rubber disk, slippery with spermicide. He holds her and kisses her 
face. She puts it in. He kisses her again. As she wipes her hands 
on a kleenex, he says, "But times are so uncertain. We may never see 
each other again." 

"Claro...clearly, I mean. That is a given. All the more reason 
we should not waste tonight." She kisses him. "It is colder now," 
she says and she pulls the sleeping bag together over them. 

Mercedes studies the moon. "You know, it looks bigger than it did 
when we first came up here." 

"Oh yes. She grows through the night. She's never the same." 
Mercedes reaches down and feels his erection. She tugs him to herself. 

He slides on top of her. She guides him. As he goes into her they 
kiss. His legs lay across hers which brings their pelvic bones together. 
Her clitoris is splayed between these bones. Their fingers intermesh 
as they end their kiss. They look at each other. Thanks to the moon, 
the stars, and the many lights of Stanford University, it is quite light. 

"I think we will see each other again," Mercedes says. 
"I feel it, too. I should trust my feelings." 
Mercedes sways under him. "I trust my feelings now. What do your 

feelings tell you?" 
"That it's wonderful to be alive." 
"That is very poetic." 
"What do your feelings tell you, Mercedes?" 
"That I want you to fuck me hard." She spreads her legs and Kelly 

slides between them. She arches her back and Kelly thrusts up her center. 
Again. And again. 

He thinks of the Chinese sex manuals and their rules about 900 
deep strokes and 300 shallow, or the rhythms: two long, three short, 
two long...500 times...Sure...Maybe ten years ago. 

He manages perhaps half the required number before Mercedes asserts 
her authority again and rolls him off. She clambers on top of him and 
deftly docks his penis. She quickly pinions his arms as she forces 
his legs together. As she rides, he watches her, dark hair painting 
out the stars, green eyes burning. He feels her, the face tense with 
pleasure, the firm breasts and twisting torso, the jiggling belly. 

Her movements grow longer and deeper. Her will grows more focused 
and every thought Kelly has grows more simple and more profound. Finally, 
the thoughts end for him for a moment. For her it is much longer. It 
is goodbye to America, it is being alive, it is knowing Kelly, it is 
being Mercedes, it is gratitude for the magic of hope and love. For once, 
not invigorated by the orgasm, she collapses quickly and incoherently. 
Kelly lies awake for a few minutes, watching the moon, seeing her grow. 
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"Thank you for driving," Mercedes says. 
Kelly looks about himself with despair. It is ugly, it is plastic, it 

is the San Francisco International Airport. After clearing the metal de-
tectors they walk down a long tunnel with a linoleum floor. They take the 
branch to gate 24. 

"When's the plane leave?" Kelly asks. 
She looks at her watch. "Ten minutes to boarding." 
"Ten minutes," he says. "What do you .do after you get to L.A.?" 
"Catch a flight to London, then take a bus to Barcelona." 
"I have good friends in London. Anarchists. You'd be safe with them." 
"What are their addresses?" 
"Let me write them down." Kelly rummages through his daypack for 

his address book and a pen and paper. He writes some addresses down. 
"This address is a cartoonist and a great guy. So civilized...in a good 
sense. Call him first. If he's in he'll probably put you up. Mention 
my name. These other people may have moved. They're Australians. But 
if they're there they'll be hospitable." 

"Thank you, Kelly." 
Out of the drone of constant flight announcements they both hear, "PSA 

flight 21 for Los Angeles, now boarding at gate 24." 
"I should go Kelly." 
"I don't know why you have to go." 
"Kelly, just kiss me goodbye. We do not need another fight now." 
"You're right." They kiss passionately. She moves away and Kelly 

starts to cry. When he looks again, she is gone. 
He doesn't wait around to watch her take off. He goes back through 

the tunnel of plastic. He has to piss so he goes into a_bathroom with a 
little shadowman on the door. It is empty. He goes to a urinal and 
pisses. The walls are newly painted. He takes out a pen and scratches, 
Love without limit, play without restraint live without dead time. 
I am a romantic, he admits to himself. 

Then he grabs his penis by the scruff and shakes it firmly. A few 
drops come out. He tucks it into his pants and,_as always, a few more 
drops come out. But they are warm and not unpleasant. He goes to the 
mirror and brushes his hair. He looks a long time into his own eyes. 
"So, Kelly," he says out loud, "here you are. Action's over, lover's 
gone, three friends dead, broke." He smiles. "Kind of cute, though." 
His smile deepens. "You ain't dead yet," he reassures himself. Leaving 
the bathroom he threads his way through the airport back to Laurel's 
van. He gets in it and takes out his stash. Carefully he pokes part of 
a furry sinsemilla bud into his dark-blue ceramic pipe. He rubs its 
smooth, clitoris-like shape and looks at the little gold stars that 
break the perfection of the blue. He lights it and takes a deep toke. 

He expels the first hit and lights the rest of the dope in the bowl and 
sucks the smoke down. He starts the van. Still talking out loud, he 
says, "Go back to Stanford, see my friends, do our ritual for Cliff, go 
to Santa Cruz, get some work. Maybe I'll be able to hang out in Santa 
Cruz all summer making bucks, catch some rays, go to Cafe Commons when 
it's foggy and Pergolasi when it's not. Maybe even take a trip to SLO 
town to go surfing. Got to get ready for that Trident demo, too..." 
Kelly pulls the van out of the parking lot and puts it on 101 heading, 
south back to Palo Alto, mumbling to himself all the while. 

There are still submarines out there that are bigger than fdotball 
fields and more destructive than World War II. Micronesians still die 
from U.S. imperialism as Afghans die fighting the Soviet brand. There 
are also still B-52's and Illusha bombers, Pershings and SS-20s, everything,  

neressary.to destroy the world. But there is also still hope, and there 
are people like Kelly and the others in this tale so there is still a 
chance. Who could ask for more? 

finis 


