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ONE

 

 

 

 

Jake Bonner walked into the spaceport on the planet of Caledonia. Back to the planet of bagpipes and haggis, he thought.

It was an unfair thought, to be sure. Spaceports were notorious, at least to him, for being the most touristy places on any given planet. The merchandise for sale, the signs on the businesses, and the themes of the cafes and bars, all were designed to present the most obvious impression of any given colony. The only time that didn’t happen was because the planet’s population was small. Small populations didn’t have enough creds to spend on fancy spaceports, nor did they have enough distinction to be able to market themselves.

Caledonia had the population, the creds, and the marketing savvy. The spaceport screamed that this world was the theme-park version of historic Scotland. Plaid was everywhere. Celtic music was piped into every public space. Clerks in some of the shops had to wear kilts as part of their uniforms.

Jake had been here years ago. He knew how silly it all looked. He also knew the pride that bubbled underneath the stereotypical surface. Sure, there were a few pubs in the spaceport that sold whiskey, but that whiskey was distilled here, by local breweries, not by some galactic corporation on another world. The food in the cafes came from local farms. There were only one or two interstellar chains in the spaceport; every other business was locally owned.

If it wasn’t sincere and home-grown, I don’t think I could stand this place.

Not that he chose to visit Caledonia, this time or the first time. That first visit was because of a job. More precisely, it was because he’d stumbled across a damaged cargo starship. He was decent enough, and foolish enough, to rescue the woman who made up the ship’s crew. That act of charity led to him being threatened, jailed, and having to shoot his way onto another spaceship.

All over that one damn red box!

He hadn’t returned to this planet to play tourist. The woman he had rescued had contacted him with a job offer. He was tempted to tell her to jump into a black hole. He didn’t need the creds, much less any aggravation. However, life had gotten quiet for him and the A.I. that ran his ship. That was the signal for them to find a challenging distraction.

If I can get on a computer’s nerves, I know we’re both too bored with the routine.

Della Newsome, the woman in question, was standing not too far from the formal entrance gate of the spaceport. Newsome was on the short side of average when it came to height, but on the shapely side of average when it came to her figure. She had the same dark curly hair cut to the neck like before. She wore a cream blouse and brown slacks, but this time around wore pumps instead of typical spacer-style boots.

She didn’t approach him, so he had to walk up to her. “Miss Newsome,” he said.

She gave him a formal smile. “Mister Bonner. Thanks for coming.”

“Be thankful Odin and I were bored.”

“Is he listening in? Should I greet him by speaking into your wrist, or your shoes?”

“Much as answering ‘yes’ and seeing you do that would be fun, no, he’s not listening.”

“Fine. If you’ll follow me?” She didn’t wait for him to reply. She turned and started away.

He decided to keep at her side. While it would be nice to watch her walk, I have no intention of pissing off a spy. Besides, these people do pay well, even if the last job was a bit on the nutty side.

She led him through the spaceport and to the outside parking lot. She approached a nondescript hovercar in the middle of the lot. She tapped a keypad on the driver’s side; the front driver and passenger doors opened.

A channel came on as soon as the vehicle was running. “Continuing our live coverage of the formation conference for the Interstellar Alliance of Independent Worlds,” a smooth male voice said.

“Off,” Newsome said, interrupting the audio.

She remained silent until they were onto the road leading from the spaceport to the planet’s capital city. Once on the road she asked, “Any thoughts on the Alliance, Jake?”

“None whatsoever.”

“You say that like it’s a good thing.”

“The Alliance?”

“Not caring about the galaxy.”

“I care about my part of it, Miss Newsome. As to the Alliance, it really doesn’t matter to me. I wish you and your fellow founding worlds all the best.”

“But?”

“But nothing. It’s a good idea. It appears to be a solid plan. I hope it works.”

“Are you willing to help it work?”

“You seem to forget that technically I’m still a citizen of Earth. If a handful of colony planets want to form an alliance to make their neck of known space a little safer, great. As someone who works in known space, I’m all for that.”

“Space is where you work, but somehow not where you live?”

“Got it in one, Miss Newsome.”

“That’s a very selfish view of the universe.”

“No, that’s a disinterested view of the universe. If I was selfish, I would only care how this alliance affected me. Like I said, I hope it works out. I’m not investing myself in your success, but I’m not so cynical that I think this thing is doomed to fail.”

“You’re not?”

“I’m cynical about a great deal. This new Interstellar Alliance isn’t one of them. I’m certainly not planning to undermine it.”

“That’s good to know.”

“Really? Why is that?”

She turned to him. “Because if you were, I’d have to kill you.”

He shook his head. “We must see each other less often.”

“Maybe after this job.”

“One can hope.”

***

The first time Jake had been to Caledonia, he’d been taken to the dull government building that housed the Ministry for Science. This time he rode up to an attractive two-story residence. The structure was built of brick and stone. There were a few acres of green space around the residence. Surrounding the estate was a modern fence of force-shields and barbed wire. A pair of soldiers stood by a booth at the front gate; Jake saw two more marching the grounds.

He looked around for a sign to indicate where he was. Neither the structure nor the gate had any signage. “Where are we?”

“The Prime Minister’s residence,” Newsome replied in her usual monotone.

“Okay.”

Newsome tapped a keypad on the dashboard. The driver’s side window slid down. One of the soldiers at the gate handed her an object the size of a perscomm. She stuck her right thumb on the device screen. The solider instructed her to pull through.

She parked the hovercar at the end of a line of about two dozen vehicles. She led Jake to the front door of the residence. Another solider stood guard at the door.

“Della Newsome, official business, with Mister Jake Bonner,” she said to the solider.

He turned to a keypad by the door. “Della Newsome and Jake Bonner,” he said.

“They’re cleared,” a voice sounded from the keypad.

The soldier tapped the keypad. Jake heard a thumping sound. The door opened. Newsome held it open for him to enter the building.

The room inside didn’t appear residential. It was a wide room. Wall screens showed landscape images from Caledonia. The only furniture in the room was a desk. A young man was sitting behind the desk. He told them to wait for the secretary.

A minute later a tall man in a suit arrived. He smiled to Newsome. “Is this Mister Bonner?” Jake noted that his was the most pronounced accent he’d heard so far.

“It is. Mister Bonner, this is Andrew McTaggart, the Prime Minister’s Private Secretary.”

Jake shook the man’s hand. “I presume that’s your title, and not your job description.”

“It’s my title, Mister Bonner.”

“Just asking. Is this meeting with you?”

“No, sir. If you’ll follow me?”

“Sure.” If not him, then who?

McTaggart led Newsome and Jake through a door that faced the main entrance. On the other side of that door was a hallway and an elaborate staircase. McTaggart led them up the staircase to another hallway, then turned right. They passed two doors on either side of the hall. They stopped in front of a third door on their right. Jake glanced left; the door facing that one read “Security Office.” Jake looked at the door McTaggart was opening. The sign on it read, “Prime Minister.”

What have I gotten myself into now?

The office of the Prime Minister of Caledonia was a spacious as Jake assumed it ought to be. To one side was an ornate wooden desk. An official portrait hung on the wall facing the doorway. A planetary flag was fixed to the wall next to the portrait. About half a dozen cushioned wood chairs were arrayed around the room. The walls were painted a light shade of blue; the floor was dark hardwood.

A man stood up from behind the desk. He was about the same height as Jake. His red-blonde hair was speckled with lines of gray. He wore a white shirt, dark slacks, and a plaid tie; a dark suit jacket was tossed over the back of the chair behind his desk. Standing in front of the desk was a woman older than Jake or Newsome. She wore a teal ankle-length dress belted at the waist. Her hair was mostly black, shoulder-length, with the left side also having some brown streaks. She and the man wore silver pins on their clothes right below their necks.

The man came around the desk and offered to shake Jake’s hand. “Mister Bonner,” he said, rolling his ‘Rs,’ “it’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m David McCoy, the Prime Minister.”

Jake shook the man’s hand. “Thank you, Prime Minister.”

For a second Jake thought about challenging the other man’s identity. When Jake had rescued Newsome, she’d told him her name was “Karen Gillan.” Jake had been around space enough to suspect she wasn’t giving him her real name. Jake put Odin on alert, hoping he’d figure out her true identity in time. Odin was only able to come up with a clue when they arrived on Caledonia.

It turned out that the Minister for Science was named Matthew Smith. Newsome’s cover name had been based on an ancient television series, Doctor Who. The Minister’s name was the same as one of the actors who had played the title role in the original run of the program. Newsome’s cover name was that of the first actress to play one of the main character’s traveling companions.

At the time Jake knew next to nothing about the series. Since then he had become more versed in it. In part that was because the series was quirky enough to appeal to him. It was also because some of the people he dealt with tended to make references to old science fiction series and movies in their conversations with Jake. When he heard the Prime Minister’s last name, Jake’s memory flashed back to Doctor Who, and that the seventh actor in the title role in that first run had the same last name.

Hopefully, that’s as far as that nonsense goes.

McCoy waved at the woman standing in front of the desk. “This is General Livinia Murphy, my Interstellar Security Advisor.”

Jake shook her hand. “General.”

“If you will all sit down, we can get to business.”

The General pointed to one of the chairs in front of McCoy’s desk. Jake sat down in the chair. She sat next him. The Private Secretary and Newsome sat down a short distance away. Once everyone else was seated, McCoy went behind his desk and sat.

“General, would you explain to Mister Bonner why we asked him to return to Caledonia?”

“Certainly, Prime Minister.” She turned to Jake. “As you know, there has been opposition to the formation of the IAIW.”

Jake shrugged. “Not everyone believes in these things.”

“Well, there’s opposition based in principle, and opposition that isn’t.”

“That’s very vague, General.”

“Allow me to clarify, Mister Bonner. We believe that some of the opposition is funded by a handful of corporate executives.”

“No surprise there.”

“No, but two of the names you know.”

“I do?”

“Yes. The corporation that appears to be leading opposition is AgroProvence Interastral of Laurent Two.”

Jake rolled his eyes. “Oh, them.”

A-P-I was supposed to have been behind the attack on Newsome’s ship, the man who tried to commandeer Jake’s ship, and the kidnapping of a Caledonia researcher. Jake had gone so far as to hire an attorney to sue A-P-I for the trouble it had caused him. The attorney reported that the evidence was too thin to sustain a lawsuit. Since then Jake had no other interactions with A-P-I, but he steered clear of Laurent Two just to be on the safe side.

“Indeed. The other member of this group that you know is Maxim Landau.”

“Not that twit.”

“Please, Mister Bonner,” McCoy said, “don’t be polite out of respect to me.”

“Thank you, Prime Minister, but I’ll be civil, for now.”

A few years back Landau had the great idea to buy the planet of Haven. Haven had been established as a recreational world, with robots to serve the visitors. The robots became sentient, decided that they didn’t like working for no pay, and “rebelled” in such a way as to close down Haven with minimum casualties and maximum impact. Have became an “no trespassing” planet.

Landau wanted to buy the world to develop it as part of his real estate empire. He hired Jake to survey the planet. Jake discovered that the robots were still there and still sentient. Fearing what would happen if the greedy mogul learned the truth, Jake and the robots carried out an elaborate drama to embarrass Landau. Landau was thwarted, and Haven emerged from total isolation.

“Tell me,” Jake said to no one in particular, “why are the political activities of these folks such a concern for you?”

“We’ve found evidence that they lobbied to keep a couple of worlds from signing the accord,” the General answered, “and did keep out one other.”

“Again, so what?”

“The problem is that now that the Alliance has been formed, their group hasn’t seemed to go away. You’d expect that if all they wanted was to stop the Alliance, or severely restrict the laws governing it, that once they’d lost the battle, they’d give up and go home.”

“There are other worlds that didn’t join, General.”

“True, but if preventing other worlds from joining was their goal, you would think they’d form a lobbying organization.”

That gave Jake pause. “They haven’t?”

“No, Mister Bonner. These executives seem to be continuing to meet, but haven’t taken any obvious political action.”

“I see. Let me ask you this, then. Why don’t you have Newsome look into it? Why ask me to poke around?”

“Right now whatever they’re up to isn’t a threat to our government,” McCoy replied.

The General nodded. “The Alliance doesn’t have a governmental body, so they don’t have the personnel to investigate.”

“I’ve been told you have connections with the Interstellar Science Research Institute on Alpha Two,” McCoy said to Jake, “and that you have other connections around known space.”

“Since all that’s on the record,” Jake said, “yes, I do.”

“Great. Mister Bonner, I would like you engage in a discrete investigation of this matter. The General and Miss Newsome will brief you on the individuals involved and what we know of their actions up to now.”

“Okay. What’s the pay?”

“Ah, well, since this isn’t an actual threat, I’m making more of a request than actually hiring you.”

“I see.”

“However, I am a fair man, if I do say so myself.” McCoy smiled; Jake was pleased to see it signaled amusement more than sincerity. “I want regular reports on your investigation. If this rises to something that, shall we say, is of more serious concern, my government will hire you to assist us with whatever is going on.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“I dunno, Mister Bonner. Might it benefit you to have the thanks of the government of Caledonia?”

“So long as that means no more oats, sure.”

“There’s nothing wrong with oats, Mister Bonner.”

Jake sighed. “I won’t argue the point, Prime Minister.”

“I should think not. You’d lose.” McCoy clasped his hands together. “Well, Mister Bonner? Are you interested in lending us a hand?”

Jake’s head bobbed for a bit. Thinking out loud, he said, “As it happens, Prime Minister, I was heading to the Institute on business when Miss Newsome contacted me. I happen to know they have excellent connections across known space. I also know that someone I worked for in the past will be there at about the same time.”

“Anyone in particular?”

“I don’t kiss and tell, Prime Minister.”

“Good.”

“I will say that he’s of a certain stature to possibly be helpful. Anyway, I’ll ask them when I’m on Alpha Two if they’ve heard anything related to all this. I’ll try to send a report back while I’m there.”

“Excellent. Well, I’ll let you meet with Livinia and Miss Newsome. Let’s hope that our concerns only amount to a wee waste of time, and nothing more.”

Jake shook his head. “Nice sentiment, Prime Minister, but that never seems to come true for me.”

 

TWO

 

 

 

 

“Go right in, Mister Bonner,” the secretary said.

Jake gave her a brief nod and went through the doorway. Doctor Warren Walsh, head of the Interstellar Science Research Institute, rose from behind his desk. He smiled to Jake. “Good to see you again.”

Jake stuck out his hand. “Sorry I’m a day late, Doctor.”

“Sit, and tell me why.”

Walsh didn’t appear to be one of the top minds in known space, nor did he act like it. He dressed casually, and for Jake that was saying something. The man preferred white or off-white shirts and black or dark blue slacks. Physically he wasn’t all that unusual, either.; he had a stocky build, red hair, brown eyes, and a mustache that he always kept trimmed and combed.

Appearance, in this case, were incredibly deceiving. Jake had learned from his first meeting with Walsh that the doctor had a first-class mind. Walsh had led an effort to have one of his colleagues uncover an “alien artifact” and have it become active. The effort had a singular purpose: get more people interested in the Institute, either as donors or as employees. The plot had worked, although Jake had discovered enough for Walsh to let the story fade away.

Walsh didn’t decide that Jake was an enemy of the Institute for unravelling his scheme. Instead he recognized another clever mind, one that could put the pieces of a puzzle together with a minimum of help. He persuaded Jake that if he didn’t reveal the truth about the “artifact,” the Institute would put him on retainer. From time to time they even shared some of their more practical research projects with him.

Jake, for his part, didn’t mind the occasional work from the Institute. They gave him challenging requests. They provided as much help as they could. They were willing to help him with non-Institute jobs. Best of all, they paid well and on-time. That was why Jake was happy to apologize for his tardiness, and explain the reason.

“I had a request from Caledonia,” he said.

“Whatever for? From whom?”

“The Prime Minister.”

“Do they like oats that much?”

“Hardly, Warren. You know about that job that put me on Caledonia the first time, right?”

“Sure.”

“Do you remember the corporation I was tangling with?”

“Sure. AgroProvence Interastral. It’s because of them that I asked you to come here.”

“Really?” Jake shook his head. “Isn’t that interesting?”

“What’s interesting, Jake?”

“The Prime Minister of Caledonia wanted me to look into some activity that A-P-I is involved with.”

“Related to food?”

“To this new Alliance. I was told that A-P-I was one of the high-power business interests that opposed the formation of the Alliance.”

Warren nodded. “It was.”

“Here’s the strange thing. The A-P-I executives assembled a who’s who of moguls to try to stop the Alliance. They didn’t succeed, but I was informed that this group is still getting together.”

“To keep more planets from joining?”

“If that’s the plan, they don’t appear that serious about it. They have yet to form any sort of lobbying group.”

Warren glanced away from Jake for a second or two. “That is interesting.” He faced Jake. “I suppose I should tell you why I asked you to come here.”

“Please do.”

“Pierre Durant, Chief Operations Officer of A-P-I, has been trying to contact Galactic Tech and Services.”

“Who are they?”

Warren smiled. “One of the Institute’s side projects. We created G-Tech decades ago as a corporate front to allow us to hire scientists from the private sector without their bosses knowing that we were interested in them. G-Tech has also been useful in acquiring materials when we didn’t want our interest known.”

“Why am I hearing about it now?”

“We’ve never had to bring you in on G-Tech. Indeed, only a handful of people here know about it. We don’t do much recruiting or acquisition, so we’ve only had to use it on rare occasions. Unfortunately, one of them involved A-P-I.”

“How?”

Warren raised his right forefinger. “First, let me explain that, to make G-Tech appear as read as possible, a whole corporate history had to be drafted. That included a roster of executive officers and senior department heads.”

“Go on.”

“Years ago we recruited a food scientist from A-P-I. At the time Durant was head of their research division. I believe that’s how he knows about G-Tech.”

“What does he want?”

“Until you arrived, I hadn’t the foggiest notion, Jake.”

Jake smiled. “I can see the wheels turning, Warren. Speculate.”

Warren raised an eyebrow. “Idle speculation is not logical, Mister Bonner.”

“No, but you’re not a Vulcan.”

“True.” Warren let out a breath. “Clearly Durant would like to talk to the head of G-Tech. If, as you say, A-P-I is bringing together the richest suits in the galaxy as a result of this Alliance effort, then presumably they want the suits to do something about the Alliance.”

“Obviously. But what?”

Warren was silent for a short time. “That, Jake, is the puzzle.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I’d like you to find out why Durant wants to meet someone with G-Tech. I’m afraid that if Durant doesn’t get a response, he’ll investigate.”

“You want me to pretend to be an employee?”

Warren shook his head. “This is top-level communication, Jake. Durant’s message asked for a senior executive.” He leaned back. “If we gave you the right cover, you could get in on any meetings these executives are having.”

“Nice idea, but there’s just one problem.”

“What?”

“A-P-I may not know me, but Maxim Landau sure does.”

“That cretin is in on whatever A-P-I is up to?”

“Appears so.”

“Damn.”

“Now that I think of it, there’s another problem.”

“What now?”

“Skuld isn’t exactly unknown either, at least to A-P-I.”

“Maybe, maybe not.” Warren pointed at the ceiling. “We do have some equipment that needs transporting to Haven.”

Jake nodded. “I’ll explain the situation to them, and see if they can help.”

“Good.”

“In the meantime, I’ll prepare a full briefing on G-Tech. If you’re going to pretend to be a senior executive, it might help you to know a little about the company.”

“You think?”

“I always think.”

“Yeah, right. I have another appointment, so I’ll have to come back for that briefing.”

“With Miss Colicos?”

Jake sighed. “No. That would be tonight.”

Warren shook his head again, but this time he also smiled. “I’d think you’d be pleased to have such a young woman interested in you.”

“The key word is ‘young,’ Warren.”

“Have you an older woman in mind?”

“Not at the moment.”

Warren frowned and his eyes narrowed. “Then, know this, Jake Bonner. If Ella doesn’t have a good time, I will erase you from all of time and space.”

Jake rolled his eyes. “No, you won’t.”

Warren shrugged. “Okay, so maybe I can’t do that. But I want you to be nice to her.”

“Why?”

“Let’s just say that, while her mind is an asset to the Institute, it can also be more trouble than it’s worth every now and again.”

Jake exhaled. “Warren, you are such the romantic.”

***

Jake tapped the keypad next to the door of the hotel room. Seconds later the door opened. Standing just inside the room was Vin Chou, Chief of Operations for Interstellar Minerals. The two men shook hands.

“Pleased that you could see me here,” Jake said.

“It’s the least I could do for you.” Chou grinned. “Besides, these meetings are probably the only chance you get to visit hotels like this.”

“Pretty much.”

Jake wanted to be envious of Chou. The executive was tall, had expensively-cut dark hair, and always wore the best and newest suits. He worked for one of the most important companies in the galaxy, and therefore had wealth and power. What little news there was on his personal life said that Chou had an attractive wife and good kids.

The worn overnight bag on the bed was why Jake wasn’t jealous. Chou had never lied to him, or tried to cheat him. He had a sense of humor, a sense of style, and a sense of ethics. Chou was the one corporate bigwig Jake wanted to work for, no matter the pay.

Too bad I-M doesn’t have more opportunities for me.

Chou edged his bag back so he could sit on the bed. He let Jake pull the chair from behind the room’s desk so Jake could face him. “Written report’s on the desk,” Chou said, “or would you like an oral report first?”

“Speak,” Jake said. “There’s always time to read later.”

“Everything is working on Monument. No increase in mining activity, but then you know how we operate.”

“Steady, and in for the long haul. What about crime?”

“Your replacement only has to deal with the odd drunk, or the occasional fight in the casino. She does have more people to watch over.”

“More settlers?”

Chou nodded. “Still only farmers and ranchers. So far there’s been no push for competitive industries.”

“And your books are clean?”

“As always.” Chou shrugged. “I guess you came a long way for very little, Jake.”

“Not really. I had business at the Institute.”

“So that’s why you wanted to meet here.”

“And, it turns out, why I wanted to talk to you face-to-face.”

“Really? Your business with them involves us?”

“Maybe, maybe not. Tell me, were you ever approached by the corporations opposing this new Alliance?”

“Sure. The assumption was that regulation is bad for business. I-M doesn’t agree. We like law and order. It prevents people from stealing from the company. It keep our rivals from going to extreme measures to interfere with us. It keep us honest. Why do you ask?”

“Something odd is going on. Recently an executive with A-P-I contacted one of the Institute’s side projects.”

“A-P-I? The food folks on Laurent?”

“The same.”

“I remember them being the leading opponent of the Alliance treaty. I thought at the time it was odd. What do they want with the Institute?”

“I’m not sure. But I was also approached by the government on Caledonia. A-P-I pulled together a handful of the richest execs in known space to oppose the formation of the Alliance.”

“They did? I thought all the public lobbying was done by A-P-I.”

“It was. My data says that these execs pooled their resources for ad buys.”

“Which didn’t work. Some people don’t know how to handle their credits.”

“Here’s the odd part, Vin. This group that A-P-I pulled together is still meeting.”

Vin leaned back. “That is odd, Jake. Though that does seem to explain why my boss was contacted by A-P-I a second time.”

“Contacted? What for?”

“The message said that the Alliance might be a hinderance to business, therefore action might have to be taken in the future to assure that profits wouldn’t be harmed. It sounded to me like the usual nonsense from rich and selfish execs. None of the senior execs at I-M took it the least bit seriously. Do you think A-P-I is forming some sort of lobby group?”

“That’s also odd. They could easily form a lobbying non-profit, to regroup and refocus their efforts. But they haven’t so much as tried. The inside data I have says that they haven’t even approached a lawyer about a non-profit.”

“That is strange.” Vin’s back stiffened. “I wonder if the trouble between Svedal and Laurent has anything to do with this.”

“I know a little about Svedal.”

“You should. They’re still a little sore about your ship, Jake.”

“They shouldn’t have given it a sentient computer to run things, Vin.”

“Fair point.”

“Tell me more about Svedal and Laurent.”

“The two worlds have never gotten along. It’s never come to war, not even close. But there’s still a history of bad blood.”

“Over what?”

“Over just about anything. Who has jurisdiction in the interstellar space between their systems. Trade agreements. Criminals fleeing from one to the other, and the other not being fast on extradition, because the first world wasn’t fast the last time.”

“What’s changed?”

“The Alliance. Svedal didn’t join, but might in a year or two, if it works. Public opinion there is divided evenly. I imagine that if the Alliance does what it’s promised to do, the people there will rally for admission.”

“How do you know that?”

“We have a presence everywhere, Jake. We make it our business to know what’s going on, and how what happens affects our customers. To my knowledge, I-M is the only corporation conducting private surveys on the Alliance issue.”

“What do your surveys say about Svedal and Laurent?”

“As I said, about half the public on Svedal like the idea of the Alliance. A third of the rest are willing to support entering if the Alliance fulfills its promise. On Laurent, two-thirds of the people believe the Alliance is bad for them. Partly that’s due to A-P-I’s influence.”
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