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  A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR: Let this be a warning to everyone. Read and heed. If it disgusts you, do not look away, for when you look away, that is when it happens.




  





  CHAPTER 1 GETTING REAL




  





  My name is Slater Stone. I’m a forty two year old Senator struggling to compete with my colleagues for position within the party structure. I’ve been involved in the House and the Senate for the last few years in a bid to make it to the top. Politics, like any business can be a brutal game.




  Somehow, in the beginning, I didn’t realize that. I ran for local political positions and worked my way up through the town government to the state government, then ended up in the Senate.




  In the beginning, and at first, things were easy. People listened to you and gave you respect. Later on, things became more complicated. The games of give and take became bigger and harder to navigate, but I learned quickly.




  The party leaders took notice and helped me take advantage of opportunities, then watched to see how I did with them.




  Like all other political candidates, I have a philosophy that is not really understood by the general public.




  Don’t get me wrong, I care about the people in my State, but let’s face it, I’m running a business here.




  The business of politics is built on a three pronged foundation.




  The first prong is popularity, which is gained by giving the people the impression that people are getting what they want. The goal is to get reelected at any cost. Failure to get reelected will end the game.




  The second prong is building a power base in the party with your fellow politicians. They can help you build your power base. Failure to build a power base at all cost will prevent you from being nominated.




  The third prong is amassing wealth. Let’s get real here. The whole reason for being in business is to pad the bottom line.




  Power brings money and more power brings more money. Being in the big-time takes a lot of both money and power. I’m very good at what I do. Most of the people I started with are gone. They made too many mistakes.




  I guess when the Bible says it’s harder for a rich man to get into Heaven than to pass through the eye of a needle, That’s because you can’t squeeze all that money through that tiny little slot. I’ll be damned if I’m going through that eye without my money.




  The most perplexing problem is how to give the people what they want and not alienate your fellow politicians. It’s easy, you lie.




  My life is simple outside of my political challenges. I married the young lady I fell for in high school. I should be calling her a woman to be more politically correct, but it was alright to call her a girl back then.




  We beat the statistics and we’re still together. I got a job in finance and she went to school full time. She always had a habit of getting involved with outside political activities, which may have been the thing that attracted her to me.




  We had a child and named him Toby. Perhaps I should say, she named him Toby. Amy is a very strong willed woman. Sometimes it’s like being married to a badger. Get her rialed and you have a fight on your hands.




  Toby is a bit older now. If anyone tells you that personality isn’t hereditary, they are wrong. Toby is a scrapper like his mother, and he is analytical and always ready for a debate, like his dad.




  I’m proud of the boy, because, like a chiwawa, sometimes he doesn’t realize, or give a damn, that the other dog is bigger than he is.




  The phone is ringing. I answer it. One of Toby’s teachers is calling today and asking for a meeting to discuss Toby’s apparent attitude toward the teachings of the school.”




  She says, “Toby had better change his attitude and stop arguing with us over the information given in the text books.”




  I’m concerned about Toby.




  I ask, “What is he saying that is so upsetting? If you can fill me in, Amy and I can talk to him about it.”




  She says, “Toby is telling the other students that we don’t live in a democracy. Can you imagine that? He is referencing information online that shows the history of our country and is quoting past Presidents.”




  I ask, “Is the information he is providing wrong, or is he just confusing the other students?”




  The Teacher says, “We have a job to do here. We are working to instill pride in every student regarding this great nation and their faith in our democracy. Toby is creating confusion by instilling doubt in the others as to the validity of our message.”




  I say, “I see. You feel that the information creates a disruptive influence over the other students and is upsetting the atmosphere you’re attempting to create.”




  The Teacher says, “Yes.”




  I say, “I will talk to him about the situation he has created and ask him to stop stirring things up over there. He needs to learn when to speak up and he needs to learn when to remain silent.”




  She says, “Where is he getting this stuff? Is he involved in any kind of group that practices anti-American activities?”




  I say, “He is just a boy. He does not pose any threat to our national security. I can assure you that he’s just talking. Let’s not overreact. If he has evidence of the things he is saying, we need to tell him to temper his opinion in a way that serves the greater good. Let me talk to him.”




  She asks, “What do you mean temper his opinion? He is turning my classroom into a zoo. If we can’t get him in line, then he will be expelled.”




  I say, “Let me talk to him. I’m sure he means no harm.”




  The Teacher emits a huffing sound and slams down the receiver. I reflect for a moment and wonder how you can justify expelling a student from school for voicing an opinion, especially when the historical evidence supports it.




  George Orwell comes to mind when he said, “The further a society drifts from the truth, the more it will hate those who speak it.”




  Harry Truman spoke some words of wisdom as well, saying, “When even one American who has done nothing wrong is forced by fear to shut their mind and close their mouth, then all Americans are in peril.”




  Funny how, when faced with the wrath of our institutions, these words become mere platitudes.




  The hour is late and I’m going to have to go home and deal with Toby somehow. This is going to be a difficult situation to moderate.




  I will somehow have to calm the situation at school and not upset Toby’s ability to speak out. I will have to instill the message that being right isn’t always the most important thing. It’s being right when the moment is right.




  With elections drawing near, the press is often found just outside of the exit from the Senate Building. They try to catch random Senators on their way out of the building at the end of the day.




  One reporter catches me today and asks, “Sir, can you share a piece of legislation that you have had a part in making a reality?”




  I adjust my hat in the face of a strong wind and answer, “During my tenure in the Senate, I am proud to say that law enforcement has had an easier job when it comes to speeding cars in the city limits.




  “It used to be that speeders would just keep one eye on their radar detector and when it chirps, they slow down because there is obviously a speed trap nearby.




  “I am the one responsible for passing legislation requiring the law requiring cities across America to install small micro-transmitters in every street light and on every street inside the city limits.




  “They take almost no power to operate and they emit a signal that sets off the radar detector.




  “In this way we can eliminate the use of radar detectors because the moment you turn it on, it starts reporting microwave activity. The entire city is bathed in radar signals.”




  The reporter asks, “Sounds expensive. Where did the funding come from? They had to put the billions of little radar transmitters on all the street lights across America.”




  I look into the camera and my face turns very serious. The wind is picking up, so I clutch my coat collar and turn just a little to avoid the direct blast of air.




  I say, “I want everyone to understand that this is not a tax. This is a fee.”




  The reporter says, “Tell us more about the recent title fee and what to expect in the future.”




  I say, “Starting last month, any vehicle that is registered anywhere in the United States requires you to pay a one time registration fee of five hundred dollars. It offsets the cost of implementing the new traffic control network, starting with the anti-radar devices.




  “This will be called the ‘Federal Vehicle Regulation Fee’. It pays for the ‘Wide Area Radar Dispersion Signal’ or as we like to call it, ‘WARDS’.”




  The reporter says, “Yes, Senator Stone. I am personally familiar with it. My son just bought his first car with the money he made from mowing lawns and shoveling snow.




  “The car cost three hundred dollars, but the WARDS fee made the purchase eight hundred dollars. It posed a bit of a hardship on the young guy.”




  I smile and say, “How ironic. It’s the young kids that make these transmitters a necessity. The young people are the ones who are speeding on our city streets.




  “If it keeps one more of these rascals off the road, we are all better off for it. It’s kind of like the effect of the wildly expensive tobacco tax on cigarettes. It curbs the behavior of the irresponsible.”




  The reporter says, “Funny you should bring that up, sir. The tobacco tax on cigarettes is enormous, but I see the tax on pipe tobacco and cigars has remained manageable. Why is that?”




  Now I emit a bit of a chuckle and move in closer.




  I say, “Aw, come on. Pipes and cigars are the tobaccos of the rich. The boys on the Senate floor would have a fit if they had to pay a whopping penalty for enjoying a decent cigar.”




  The reporter is becoming visibly agitated and says, “Smoking any form of tobacco is causing health problems that are overloading the public health care system. It unfairly burdens the rest of us with inflated health care premiums.”




  I say, “Look! This interview is going nowhere. It may be true about pipe and cigar smoking being a health risk, but we in the Senate aren’t over burdening the public health care system.




  “We have our own separate health care. We are not part of the statistic on the rising cancer rate. We get annual checkups, lung rays, prostate exams and our wives get breast exams every year.




  “We are not the ones who are adding to the health statistics in this country, so don’t point any fingers at us. If you want to pay fewer taxes, quit smoking cigarettes.”




  Sitting in my living room this evening and watching my interview on the news is making me upset.




  As the news report drones on, the deck is pretty well stacked against me. Amy and Toby keep looking over at me and scowling. What did I do?




  I say, “They edited the interview to make me look like an ogre. It might seem pretty bad, but that was not my intent.”




  The five minutes of news are abruptly switched to another five minutes of commercials. When did we stop paying for commercial free cable television and accept the notion of paid cable with half of the time being commercials that repeat over every five minutes? Where did the benefit of the commercial free medium go?




  The nightly news comes on and the top story is a tsunami that has swept across southern Florida. The film footage of the damage is pretty bad.




  In one shot of the Disney World Park, Mickey and Minnie Mouse are swirling around in a watery vortex with their arm stretched out as if to say, “Help me.” My hand goes up and rests on my cheekbone to hide my smile. Toby is distressed by the image.




  The Announcer comes on the screen and says,




  “There is a movement on to restrict our national banking system to American owned interests. Three more Chinese banks and two more Japanese banks are due to open in the next week with several more on the way.




  “The United States Banking Commission has assured us that the interests of the American people are secure. The banking laws are very strict. Every dime is regulated in how it can be managed under the Federal Banking Commission regulations.”




  The TV breaks for another five minute round of commercial messages that are exact repeats of the last commercial break.




  THE Announcer goes on with more news, “FEMA has adopted the ‘Ant and the Grasshopper Bill’ to redistribute food and other resources during just such a crisis.




  “Passed by the Senate just today, the Ant and the Grasshopper bill will require everyone to turn in vital supplies they might have been hoarding in the event of a local or national emergency.”




  “The Announcer turns to Bill Armand Ready, one of my colleagues in the Senate and asks, “What is the Ant and the Grasshopper bill, Bill?”




  Bill Armand Ready always seems to want his full name used when he is addressed. His campaign slogan was “Bill, armed and ready and shooting for justice”.




  His political opponents called him “Bill, armed and ready and shooting at your justice”. Bill leans back into his chair and you can just tell, we are settling in for a long story.




  Bill says, “You know the story of the ant and the grasshopper, don’t you. It’s the story of how the ant worked and stored up food and supplies to survive the winter. The grasshopper never lifted a finger to prepare for the oncoming cold.




  “When winter came, the ant was snug and warm and the grasshopper was out in the cold with no food or comfort.




  “The moral of the story was that the hard working ant who prepared for the future was wise, while the grasshopper who didn’t prepare and who lived for today was foolish and deserved to go without.”




  The Announcer says, “It seems odd that you would associate a bill, and ultimately a law after that story. Why did you do that?”




  Bill just smiles and points his finger at the Announcer and says, “That story is a gross misrepresentation of the facts.




  “The fact is that people who work hard and focus on the needs of their family and society are putting their energy into the things that benefit America.




  “The people who selfishly hoard food and supplies, thinking only of themselves, are not looking out for the interests of their neighbors. Their energy is turned inward and they are a drain on the resources of the community.




  “The original story and the moral it was pretending to suggest is a gross misrepresentation of what it means to be a good citizen.




  “Under the Ant and the Grasshopper legislation, we gather all of the resources of the community in one place and then dispense them to each according to their needs.




  “This redistribution of resources is an example of how the government can channel life giving resources to the betterment of the community at large.




  “We hear it often used by the government. In the past it was simply called the general welfare, or the public good. Now it’s called the Spock Idiom, ‘The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few, or the one’, you will often hear it from now on.”




  The Announcer asks, “How can you be assured that the people will comply with the law in the wake of a disaster?”




  Bill says, “We will follow up with a program very similar to the mass weapons of destruction inspection process used long ago in Iraq. We go door to door and conduct a search. If there are resources that remain un-surrendered, then the family is in violation of Federal Law and is arrested pending a determination of who is head of household.”




  The Announcer shakes his head and asks, “Isn’t that a terrible drain on the community law enforcement?”




  Bill says, “It’s only a temporary measure. The law was just passed and there wasn’t time to prepare for this tsunami incident. It caught us off balance.




  “We will have a system ramping up for next month where a store card will be required to buy food.




  “We have long had a central computer complex that is intended to monitor all of the communication channels in the United States and filter out key words to minimize terrorism.




  “We now have a better way to accomplish that and it has been in place for the past four months.




  “The new purpose for the central system puts tracking in place and measures your weight against your food purchases to determine if you’re storing extra food.




  “We’ve added a subroutine called ‘the measure’, that takes all the party permits along with the participants' identities and calculates the total consumed caloric distribution.”




  “No one can hoard food without our knowing how much and when they stockpiled it.”




  The interview ends and the Announcer has become pretty upset. Apparently he is a survivalist and a reactionary who is naturally defiant of the government’s insistence on protecting his well being.




  In parting, the Announcer says, “Next you will be monitoring our cars with location devices to see if we are going out of the country to shop for supplies.”




  I pull out my little notebook and write his outstanding suggestion down. Senators don’t write the bills they vote on, but I might just make an exception here.




  We not only don’t write the bills, hell, we don’t even read them. I’m late for an appointment to meet an old friend of mine.




  After rushing to the coffee house, I arrive a bit early and have a seat. Bill Noble walks in.




  Bill Noble is a noted historian and is visiting on summer break from his college teaching job.




  I ask Bill, “I have recently been wondering why there is all this fervor over the lighter recreational drugs. Why is marijuana illegal and yet alcohol is not?”




  Bill says, “That takes us back to the time between the year 1919 and 1933. These were the years of prohibition. This was a time when the political rulers listened to the wishes of the activists among us who wanted to eliminate the evils of the demon known as alcohol.




  “Let me tell you. The entire thing was a disaster. The White House and Senate didn’t catch on for a long time because they had large stockpiles of alcohol, threw parties and drank all they wanted.




  “It was the perfect example of the comment, ‘The silent majority isn’t silent, Washington is deaf’. It took an amazing thirteen years of rioting and bloodshed before the lawmakers realized that they were not the only ones ignoring the law. The rest of the country was also drinking in their basements and places called speakeasies.”




  I ask, “How did the law get passed in the first place?”




  Bill says, “Several examples of drunken misbehavior were given as an ongoing argument that alcohol was at the root of violence. They ignored the fact that people that are violent were violent people.




  “The prohibition was responsible for everything from graft to mass murder by the mob. There was far more illegal activity and bloodshed in defiance of the law. Ironically, because of prohibition, the incidents of domestic violence was much greater than when there was legal alcohol.”




  I say, “So the ban on drinking was lifted after fourteen years of disastrous results. I’m not sure how that answers my question, Bill.”




  Bill says, “It’s pretty much the same story with hemp, Slate. It was actually in 1915 that Utah passed the first enforced state anti-marijuana law, followed on its heels by the 18th Amendment to the Constitution (alcohol prohibition) being ratified in 1919.




  “There was a much different picture where hemp was concerned. Those who voted on the legal fate of this plant never had the facts, but were dependent on information supplied by those who had a specific agenda. The evidence was misleading and was designed to deceive lawmakers.




  “The history of marijuana’s criminalization is filled with: racism aimed at hemp causing black violence, fear of murderous rampages caused by hemp induced insanity along with ‘wife beating’, Yellow Journalism designed to induce paranoia, ignorant, incompetent, and corrupt legislators along with personal career advancement and greed




  “These are the actual reasons marijuana is illegal.




  “Emphasis on law enforcement includes the Controlled Substances Act, where the weed marijuana is classified as a Schedule 1 drug reserved for the most dangerous drugs that have no recognized medical use.




  “Many of the states are trying to right the wrongs by allowing medical use of hemp to treat all of the known maladies benefitted from the use of it.




  “Trust me, Slate. The medical profession has no ax to grind when it finds that hemp benefits people having treatable conditions. The insurance companies are behind the legalization of hemp for treating health problems. It’s a lot less expensive than some of the pharmaceuticals.




  “Obviously, the pharmaceutical industry is pulling for Congress to maintain it as a schedule 1 illegal substance. These are the dynamics behind the verbal drug wars on Capital Hill.




  “One example of the benefits is the lowering of pressure within the eye that can cause blindness if left untreated. The condition is called glaucoma. Testing and monitoring have proven hemp to be a beneficial treatment.”




  As we round the corner on the way to my house, I ask, “Bill, do you think people will ever realize that the crime, the syndicates, the graft and violence associated with hemp far outweigh any of the possible negative effects of its legal use?”




  Bill says, “ The problem has mutated, Slate. Now there are so many facets of our government that exist because of the war on hemp that it would be financially devastating to our law enforcement community to legalize it.




  “It’s always about money. It’s never about the quality of people’s lives, or eliminating the killing or the crime or the corruption.”




  I ask, “Speaking of money, have you noticed that the Orientals are taking over our financial institutions?”




  Bill says, “They are American banks and that is American currency being governed by American law. What is it that you’re worried about?”




  We arrive at my home. I am completely amazed at the facts regarding drug laws. You would think that serving in the lawmaking sector of the country; I would have been better informed about the history of the laws on our books.




  As we enter the living room, I say, “I want you to meet Bill Noble. He is visiting on leave from his college where he teaches American History and civil law. Bill is going to be in town for a few days.”




  Bill nods and smiles, looking around the room.




  I say, “Bill, this is my wife, Amy, and sitting over there is my son Toby.




  “I fell in love with Amy in High School and we’ve been together ever since. Toby, well, he’s a typical teenager. Toby is bright and asks a lot of questions. That’s good, most of the time.”




  I stop short of mentioning Toby’s issues at school. Like me, he has a problem telling which times are best for speaking out and which times are best for remaining silent.




  We’re enjoying Bill’s company and one of those rare evenings at home when the confounded phone rings again, interrupting our quiet conversation.




  It’s Ernie.




  Ernie asks, “Have you ever heard of a Political Guide?”




  I answer, “No.”




  Ernie says, “I never heard of it either until your name went up on the list of candidates for the upcoming Presidential election.




  “I am to be your political guide for this upcoming election. The people who want you in the White House have assigned me to you.”




  I ask, “Who assigned you to me?”




  Ernie says, “We often don’t know who makes some of the party decisions. It came from somewhere in the political machine. All I know is that my job will be to walk you through the task of becoming President.




  “Congratulations Slater, guess we’ll be working together for a lot longer. You made the final list of candidates being considered for nomination for President of the United States.




  “That’s the good news.




  “The bad news is that your life is in danger. We have some people coming over to take you to a place of safety. Go with them.”




  The door bursts open and six men in black enter. Two of them grab me. Without speaking, they carry me from the room and put me in a black limousine. My feet never touched the floor on the way out the door.




  I am beginning to notice that people are starting to talk to me, rather than with me. I never expected this trend. As I move up the ladder, my influence begins to fade dramatically. I always thought it would be the other way around.




  As we speed through the streets of the city, I call Ernie back and ask, “What the hell is going on here? Is my family safe?”




  Ernie says, “One of our teams in the CIA were on a night expedition in the Landgate Hotel and found a document outlining a plan to assassinate you before the election. There are people inside of the party who don’t want your name on the ballot.




  I ask, “Isn’t the CIA only authorized to operate outside of the country? I thought they were expressly forbidden to function inside the United States.”




  Ernie says, “For crying out loud, man. I’m telling you that there are people out there hell bent on killing you and you come back with some crap about the boundaries of CIA authority?




  “Your family is safe. The Secret Service has them under guard and they will be fine.”




  I say, “I think the question of the scope of the CIA powers are valid. You must know the answer, right?”




  Ignoring me, Ernie continues, “The hotel office was not the office of the other party, but one sympathetic to your opponent’s campaign.




  They want to ensure you will not be nominated. If you are nominated, then the backup plan is to get to you before the elections are over.




  “Their idea is to assure that the event will take place close enough to the election to prevent another candidate from being popularized in time to win.”




  “I ask, “How did you come to break in there and are there any leads to the origin of the document?”




  Ernie says, “We were acting on an anonymous tip from an unknown informant. Since the tip involved your death, we had to act on it to ensure your safety.




  “The document is pretty clear about their intentions. And we did some background investigation regarding the origin of the document.”




  I ask, “How do you do an investigation of the source of a document? It’s just a piece of paper, is that right?”




  Ernie says, “Normally, that would be right, but we are fortunate that the document we found was created on a newer ‘HP brand’ color LASER printer.




  After they created the document, they ran it through a color copier. They must have wanted to ensure its distribution to a number of people. Not only that, but the yellow dots are so obscured by the copy process that they don’t copy over to the duplicate copy.




  “We located the printer and the copier. They are in the same office. We’re there right now.”




  I ask, “How did you find the origin of the document so quickly?”




  Ernie says, “Not many people know this, but when you buy a color LASER printer, it makes a series of yellow dots so small and inconspicuous that they will be unnoticed by the average person.




  “The yellow dot pattern are the encoded model number and serial number of the printer. When a retailer sells a LASER color printer, the unit is removed from their inventory, which is on file with the manufacturer.




  “The manufacturer knows who sold the unit. The reseller has a record of who purchased the printer and their address. The information is further logged by the manufacturer when the purchaser registers the unit’s warranty back to the manufacturer.




  “The yellow dot pattern is so unique it is like a fingerprint. We can trace any document back to the person who created it.




  “In addition, we located the copy machine that made all the copies for distribution to the other cell members.”
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