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Notes




    Warning:




    If you are easily shocked with regard to contrary points of view, conspiracy theories, offensive language, political correctness, sex, or anything else that may offend your sensibilities, or lack of open-mindedness, or if you’re a minor (but by no means limited to the aforementioned), please do not read this novel. It’s not for you...




    Note:




    This is a work of fiction. The events described here are imaginary: the settings, events and characters are fictitious, and/or are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual events or locales, and/or settings (but by no means limited to the aforementioned) or persons (living or dead) is entirely coincidental.


  




  

    
Chapter 1




    Professor Harlan Watt




    Seattle, Washington was as cloud-covered as I’ve ever seen it. Yes, at times, it’s depressing to say the least... And at other times, it’s like having your parents protecting you from the uncertainties of life itself. But today, I wasn’t even in the mood to look out my office window at the picturesque scenery of evergreen trees and the assorted flower bouquets assembled along the edges of the lawns encircling the quad. Their hues of red, white and blue ordinarily seemed to put me in a cheerful and serene mood all at the same time.




    But why not today? Because I was agitated. Who wouldn’t be? When your phone is tapped, your mail is opened and copied, you’re followed wherever you go, and potential employers are given dossiers to discourage them from hiring a dissident professor: How should I feel? Happy? Yeah, right. If I have anything that can’t be taken away from me, it’s my freedom. Be thankful you live in America... That’s a crock of shit! Then why do I have to clear out my office desk at the finest university in America: the University of Washington? I have tenure, a good record, and no marks against me. Federal funding—that’s what. They (whoever the hell “they” are?) pulled the funding for my position, the powers that be say. Someone mentioned the sequestration in D.C., but I know better. I know the politics behind the sequestration, and my fate. The powers that be in Washington, D.C. are pulling the strings, and that I was sure of. Would funds be reinstated after the sequestration crisis was over? I know better... Once funds have been terminated for whatever reason; especially, for political reasons, they’ll never be restored. A new project might be born, but the old ones fade away into the sunset—never to be seen again.




    Unfortunately, my employer’s hands were bound. We had a wonderful relationship, but like life itself: everything must someday come to an end—sooner or later.




    Margaret, my wife, sat on the edge of my desk. I had a lump of emotional steam building up in my throat as I stared at my Doctor of Law degree hanging on the adjacent wall. I worked my way through school pumping gas, kissing customers’ asses in a department store in order to put myself through college. The same goes for graduate school. It’s not like there’s a big call for law professors in the private sector. My life’s dream of being able to freely discuss society, its people and institutions has gone willy-nilly down the shitter.




    At least during the McCarthy era, I’d at least get a fair hearing. Okay, maybe not fair...but at least a public hearing, if nothing else. With the current environment of discreet and clandestine blacklisting, there’s no way you’ll get a so-called: fair hearing. It’s all just pure crap. In this day and age, your avenues of appeal are exhausted before you begin. If your fellow faculty members won’t strike for you, or they’re also afraid of a similar fate, it’s been nice knowing you...adieus! It seems the Board of Regents are just a collective rubber stamp for the Establishment. Federal and State funding are more important than intellectual integrity. But, no matter what, I understand their predicament. If I were in their shoes, I suppose I’d act the same way. The survival of the fittest is the paradigm of choice in this instant case: my fate.




    “Won’t you change your mind?” Margaret asked, her long brunette hair draped over her shoulder.




    “Honey, I’ve been shot at and nearly killed for the sake of wanting to pass a constitutional amendment to create a Federal Initiative measure to transform America into a real democracy. If pulling the rug from under me, and leaving me unemployed is the federal government’s way of thanking me; well, I’ve got news for you: they can fold their ‘Thank You’ card five-ways and stick it where the goddamn moon don’t shine!”




    Margaret says, “Surely there are other positions elsewhere?”




    I laughed out of frustration, “Yeah, in Siberia.”




    “Meaning?” she asked, standing up.




    I turned away from her, and then said, “Unemployment.”




    “Unemployment?”




    “Yup. That’s America’s Siberia.” I knew she hadn’t fully understood. Nobody does with the feeble-mindedness that permeates American society in general these days.




    “Explain,” she said, coercing me with her lovely brown eyes. Her long eyelashes were curled towards the heavens, turning me on as usual.




    “If you don’t play by the Establishment’s rules, you’re warehoused. Prime example: the Negroes of this country make up a disproportionate percentage of the prison population. Those blacks who are able to escape incarceration are unemployed for the most part. The ‘Uncle Toms’ are given a piece of the pie. Same goes for whites, but it’s less flagrant. Yes, my dear, America’s Siberia is withholding a job, a slice of the American dream, or whatever. Once you’re desperate for food or other basic necessities, they hope you screw up and commit a crime. Then, it’s the slammer! The intended American Siberia, but a discreet one,” I said, having a guilt trip talking against my beloved America.




    Margaret went over to sit in the chair I reserved for student counseling. She sat down slowly. Being pregnant, it’s difficult to do anything in a hurry. Eight months pregnant to be exact. It was my pleasure, thank you. If I had to do it all over again, I’d do it the same way. We all want to go back—to the womb...that is. To hell with the adage about dying and returning to the earth. I like the warmth, security, and moistness of the womb. A much better place to return to. I wonder if that’s possible; I mean, when one dies: to return to the womb... Shut up, dreamer!




    “What about the baby? It’s due anytime,” she said, rubbing her tummy.




    A sensation of panic rushed through my bones. My stomach was so tense with anxiety at the prospect of bringing another human being into the world without any money in the bank, or a job. With only unemployment insurance to rely upon, our future was bleak. Thanks America. I’m free all right. To starve to fucking death!




    “I’ve been thinking,” I said as Margaret’s eyes widened.




    “Now, that worries me,” Margaret replied, with a cute and devil may care expression on her face.




    “It’s not what you think.”




    “Worse...huh?”




    “How’d you guess?”




    “Because I’m married to you. That’s why,” she answered.




    “Okay, here it goes,” I tried to say.




    She squeezed her eyes shut like she knew someone was about to smack her in the face.




    I couldn’t help from chuckling at her contorted face. I said, “I can’t live here anymore.”




    Her eyes bounced open like she’d won the jackpot on a one-eyed bandit in Reno, and blurts out, “What the hell does that mean?”




    “You’re beginning to sound like a professor I know.”




    “Meaning?”




    “Meaning, you question every damn thing anyone says. Like the why...why...why of a two year old,” I said, damn well frustrated.




    “You taught me well, I’d say.”




    “You win! Now, just goddamn listen would you? I’m going to become an expatriate. I’ve made up my mind.”




    “Without even consulting me? How could you?” Margaret pouted in her cute sort of way. Rising from the chair, she started to walk out of the office, then stopped and turned towards me, expecting an answer.




    “Don’t even think it. We’re married for better or for worse... Remember the vows, my dear?”




    Like a miracle, her face had a tone of tranquility and dedication to it. “Whatever you say, professor. Some way, somehow: we’ll manage.”




    Delighted by her change of heart, I said, “That’s my girl. Your old man—and I’m getting up there in years—can’t take it anymore. Leaving America is a must. I’ve no choice. All available doors have been shut. Invisible blacklisting has finally succeeded in driving me out of America. Once government loses its patience with you; well, it’s all over but the shouting. All’s not lost though... And why is that, you ask? I can teach English in Thailand.”




    “Why Thailand?”




    “Remember your uncle Rick?”




    How could she forget that rascal? Those two were meant for each other. Incest is best? Well, not in the traditional sense; but if ever there were two people who adored each other—it was those two.




    “I love him! He’s the best.”




    “I’m glad. I hope you’re not mad, but last night I took the liberty and gave him a call.”




    “In Thailand?”




    “Yup.”




    “And?” Margaret asked, folding her hands over her belly in anticipation.




    “He invited us to stay with them. I even heard Noot in the background yelling her approval. And yes, for as long as we need to,” I said. I waited for a reaction. It wasn’t immediately forthcoming. She was silent, then stood up.




    She rounded the desk and stood over me like a shining tower in the heart of a metropolis near midnight, bearing her big gorgeous belly. A casual observer might have thought that she was creating a moon-like eclipse with her pregnant belly’s shadow as she bent over, putting her arms around my neck, and says, “I’d like to scream with joy right this second, but I remember what the doctor said about getting too excited.”




    “Well?” I asked.




    Our foreheads met and melted together as one, as Margaret whispered affectionately, “Let’s finish cleaning out your office, because I’ve got a treat for my old man.”




    I could hardly wait to get home. St. Peter was standing tall at them there Pearly Gates of the Garden of Eden.




    The beam in her eyes and the surprise in store for me, said it all. “Thailand here we cum: I mean, come!” I said, with a blushing face. Margaret just grinned, knowing full well what I meant. She squeezed my hand and laid her head on my chest.




    “Thanks,” she said with a whisper.




    I kissed her forehead, and closed my office door at the University of Washington for the last time. So sad, that I was. So sad, that I wasn’t even able to lift the boxes we’d packed. The sadness of a ruined career had sapped all the energy out of me. I told my former secretary that I would be back in the morning to pick them up.




    We walked out of the office building and down the ramp style sidewalk to our car...silently. Once I was seated behind the wheel of our aging Mercedes, I couldn’t control myself anymore. I lost it. The tears flowed unashamedly... I was thunderstruck.




    “What’s the matter, darling?” Margaret asked, placing her arm around my neck once more, trying to comfort me.




    The pressure of her head snuggled next to mine made my soul spill its guts. “I love this place...so, so much,” I cried. The tears wouldn’t stop. I felt the comfort of Margaret’s patting me on the back. Life must begin somewhere...and end somewhere. The bell has tolled for thee. Or might as well have... All I could see in my mind’s-eye was my own body in a casket. A brilliant career lost—to me and humanity. Thanks America, for the dream. But I’ve awakened now, in my proverbial casket. Such thoughts made the wretched picture of anxiety seize me without mercy. I would never again have the privilege and power to search for the truth, enabling me to have an impact on future generations. A law professor no more, and having to become an ambulance chaser wasn’t my forte.




    My God, what a world we live in, I thought.


  




  

    
Chapter 2




    Former DOE Employee: James Reuben




    Bangkok, Thailand




    “You’ve got to renew your passport,” my Thai girlfriend, Jaaw said.




    “Yeah, don’t remind me. More bullshit…! It’s not the atomic bomb that’s going to destroy the world. But I can tell you this much: it’ll be the sheer weight of the world’s paperwork that will throw the earth off its damned axis, causing us earthlings to collide with the sun,” I said, frustrated by the visa process in Thailand, or any other frigging country for that matter.




    Jaaw just leaned her head right, then left...like my dog does—trying to understand what the hell I was talking about. I grinned at her cute expression, and said, “Where do you want to go this time?”




    “Penang,” she said with those sparkling black eyes.




    “Malaysia?!”




    “Please...James?”




    I just sat mute on the double bed in our one bedroom apartment with the dull finish of white water-based paint covering the walls. There were spider webs and minute lizards dangling from the ceiling and corners, each hoping for a tasty morsel of food. Me, I suspected.




    I could ill afford another trip to Penang. My meager funds could barely make ends meet as it was. Bangkok is not a cheap place to live like it was during the Vietnam War. Having been driven crazy by my Vietnam experience, and the ungrateful American people: I’ve become so goddamn anxious and depressed—death would be a relief. Killing so-called human beings is no big deal in my present state of mind. My mind can take only so much fucking pressure before my anger bursts out of control. I was becoming a candidate for the awesome title of ‘U.S. Postal Workplace Killer of the Month!’




    I hate listening to my own mind anymore. The psychiatrist called my malady: Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. Whatever the hell it is...it’s a son-of-a-bitch of a disorder. I expect to be dead within a few years. When your own government, and its people are the root cause of the rage and depression that must be dealt with day and night—I truly must think about ending my life. Suicide may be the only solution. I often think that I won’t be alone if I decide to kill myself. I always wanted to know what it’s like to be an executioner. Judge, jury, executioner, and God all in one... So appealing! What’s the worse they can do to you? Kill you? Sure...but only once—no matter how many enemies you take with you. We all have death sentences over us anyway. We’re born to die. How appealing it seems...at times.




    The abyss of depression is too painful. I hate what fucking America has become with a rage of venom that rises like mercury in a thermometer. I’ve been run out of America because of my illness.




    I love America...but not its people! I feel like those poor souls forced out of America during the McCarthy Era. The ‘New Lost Generation’ of Americans escaping mental persecution in America. Lack of love and freedom...in our beloved America. And they’re dying at a rate of over twenty veterans per day, and rising.




    If there’s that many veterans: How many bureaucrats are dying in the same time frame: daily? Probably more than anyone realizes. Especially potential whistle-blowers who can’t face the music—known as reality—nor can they ruin their families lives and futures. America is a cruel fucking place: that it is. And getting worse, there’s no doubt about it. Being a vet and a former bureaucrat is a double-edged sword in my case, not to mention my propensity towards whistle-blowing.




    Seeing tears rolling down my cheeks, Jaaw grabbed a dish towel to stop the flow. I said, “Honey, it’s just pure ‘mental hell’ that I must live with daily... That’s why I can’t get married.”




    “You no love me?” she said innocently, patting my face. Her broken English always amused me, changing my morose mood into ice cream, melting my sadness to the bottom of the bowl.




    It’s so difficult to convey to someone who doesn’t command your native language what you’re feeling. But I tried, and said, “I love you, but my country has abandoned me. I’m expendable. In other words, they don’t care if I live or die.”




    “You mean America hates you?” she said, with tears erupting at the corner of her eyes.




    I reached for her hand and squeezed it tenderly, and answered her with an aching throat, “Yes, for the most part, that’s right.”




    Jaaw pressed her head against my thigh, and cried, “I can’t believe America hates you. Please, tell me it’s not true.”




    “I wish I could, sweet girl...but it’s true. They’ve destroyed me mentally, physically, emotionally, and financially. When America destroys its foes, they do a good job—even on their own citizens. Believe me! I’m living proof...for a while at least.”




    I could see Jaaw was shaken by my last statement. She asked, “What do you mean: for a while at least?”




    “Nothing... It means nothing,” I said, as my depressive mood began raising its ugly head once more. Even though I can’t afford it, I decided to turn the tables in a new direction, and replied, “Get your things together. We’ll leave for Penang tomorrow morning. Can’t afford to fly this time. Is a tour bus, okay?”




    Still sad, but with a hint of a smile trying to surface, Jaaw says, “Good. The trip will do us both good. Maybe you won’t be so down.”




    “I hope you’re right, my love,” I said, downing another anti-depressant, trying to keep from killing myself. But time was running out, that I knew.




    Novelist: Jake Jacobs




    Penang, Malaysia




    Goddamn it anyway! I’ve written ten damned novels, but nobody will publish a thing. Why? If they were boring, poorly written, or trash, I could understand it. But they’re not! I just know it. Having read extensively both fiction and nonfiction, I know in my heart that what I’ve written is neither boring nor trash! The bastards at the CIA must be trying to stop publishers and agents from taking on my work.




    “I just fucking...know it!” I said, sitting on the white sandy beach near a bungalow located on the outskirt shores of Penang, Malaysia.




    My anger caused me to knock over my drink. As I started to get up from the half-moon shaped lounge chair, my wife approached after taking a nap in the bungalow, and said, “I guess I’ll have to start calling you, Grace.”




    “Okay, I’m a bit clumsy. But while you were in la-la land, I’ve been thinking.”




    “Oh shit,” my wife, Virginia answered with a sarcastic smile. “The world’s in trouble...now!”




    “Cut the shit. I’m serious!”




    “And I’m not?!”




    I nodded, “I got your drift...but really, honey.”




    “Really, honey: what?” she countered with her hands on her hips. Her breathtaking bosoms blocked the sunlight with their shadows, as she raised a brow.




    “I can’t prove it...though,” I said,




    “Out with it! Prove what? I haven’t got the foggiest notion of what the hell you’re talking about.”




    I said, mixing myself another rum and coke from the Styrofoam ice chest, “The fucking CIA! That’s what... I’m just sure they’re behind my inability to get published.”




    “Well, if you wouldn’t keep bad mouthing the American government, maybe they’d leave you alone,” my American wife said, sneaking a sip from my rum and coke.




    “If you want a drink, just ask, my dear.”




    She just exhibited her evenly shaped canines, and said, “It’s more fun this way...”




    I could only laugh inside, trying to keep my delight in her antics internal. Her long legs and melons; well...always seemed to keep my blood level one quart low.




    “I suppose it is,” I said, as I looked for the bottle opener beneath the ice chest.




    She laughed hysterically. “What you looking for? The CIA?”




    “Cute,” I said. “You probably think I’m crazy. I don’t give a damn. I’m going to get to the bottom of it.”




    “The bottom of what?”




    “If you’d listen before you open your trap, you’d know the answer. As I said moments ago, I’m going to find out if the CIA is trying to sandbag my attempts at getting published.”




    “How’re you going to do that?” she said with less than her usual dose of confidence in her voice.




    “The Freedom of Information Act, that’s how.”




    “You and I know that’s a crock. They’ll never disclose whether they’re trying to sabotage your writing career, or not.”




    I wasn’t going to be deterred from my paranoid and psychic belief...or feeling. “We’ll see...”




    She didn’t know that I had already made the information request over a month ago. That’s why I was unwilling to leave Penang. Besides, I was enjoying myself anyway. Watching the fishermen and their unpainted hulls in the distance was soothing. The semi-crystal clear waters were intoxicating. Seeing tourists from around the world was fascinating. Besides, I needed to gain some insight into contemporary human thought while I was at it. Being locked up in a garret writing has its benefits...and its limitations.




    I laid back on the lounge chair, adjusting my sunglasses under the umbrella. The soft granules of white sand filtered through my toes. The cool trail of the ice in my rum and coke could be felt descending down my throat. So satisfying... I closed my eyes and waited for the mail, hoping it wouldn’t come for a few more days. Then we’ll see what the government has on me. The government has the distinction of being able to fuck-up a wet dream.




    Speaking of wet dreams: my eyelids became heavy in the warmth and moistness of the surroundings. The humidity of the thick ocean air engulfed my senses, along with Mother Time whose alternative world of slumber halted nature just for an instant. Ah, a pause and a momentary sea breeze, captures the moment like none other... The healing powers of nature never stops amazing me. Sheer joy enveloped my being with every breath of kelp that I ingested through my nostrils. Such a heavenly scent inspired magnificent dreams, making the sandman’s job that much easier. Escape...




    That’s natures revitalizer par excellence designed for the rich and the poor alike. Like sex: escape is not a wholly owned subsidiary of the rich only. Like death, it’s an equal opportunity employer, so to speak. Maybe, just maybe, this dream in the making will provide me with a well-deserved: attitude adjustment. The wife patted my forehead, kissed my cheek, as I drifted off...




    Renegade Law Enforcement Boss: Commander Fredericks




    TDY (Temporary Duty) Seattle, Washington




    I was sitting at the kitchen table in the hotel I was staying at, having an English muffin and a cup of coffee for breakfast. As I scanned the morning news in the New York Times, I noticed a Voice of America article that caught my attention. One of their reporters was condemning the federal bureaucracy.




    Immediately, I grabbed the phone hanging on the wall next to me and dialed a fellow renegade law enforcement official who has contacts within the news media.




    I could hear someone on the other end of the line coughing, then the person says, “Yeah, what can I do for you?”




    I chuckled, and said, “Sounds like you’re having a bad day?”




    “Who the fuck do you think you’re talking too?”




    “You haven’t changed a bit. It’s me, you dumb shit!”




    “Fredericks, is that you?!”




    “Well, it’s not your ex-wife, if that’s what is bothering you?” I love sticking a dagger in Paul Lord’s side.




    “Thank God for small favors. The ghost of Christmas past. You’re trying to be funny, huh?”




    “Yeah. What’s it to you?”




    “I suppose you want a favor.”




    “How’d you guess?”




    There was a moment of silence.




    I said, “All right, Paul. You win. I’ve got a job for you. There’s a derogatory article in this morning’s New York Times. Some asshole at Voice of America wants to eliminate the flab in the bureaucracy. His emphasis was upon law enforcement which he feels could be better handled by each State. Another one of those States Rights advocates. Get his friggin’ name, Paul. It’s damned important and you’ll get the usual fee.




    “Yeah. Enough dough to keep me drugged another twenty-four hours, huh?”




    I said, “We’ve all got our crosses to bear. Can you have the name by three this afternoon?”




    “Let me swallow a couple of aspirin and I’ll see what I can do.”




    “Fair enough. Till then, Paul. Three sharp,” I said, hoping the old reliable duffer would come through again.




    “Good-bye,” is all Paul said. His headache must have been pretty severe this morning. Usually, he likes to shoot the bull and I can’t shut him up. He sounded like he was shacked up in some flophouse on 1st Avenue, Seattle’s less than glamorous neighborhood by reputation, if nothing else.




    Hope he calls me back. I need that bastard’s name. There’s a reporter based in Malaysia who’s been getting out of line at Voice of America. This dude writes the truth about America. We can’t have that. My organization must put a stop to this jerks truth sermons, or we’ll be put out to pasture.




    I hung the phone on its cradle, and finished breakfast. After downing the cold coffee and lukewarm muffin with the soggy grape jam in the middle, I sat the newspaper on the table and left for work at my TDY (Temporary Duty) assignment at ATF Headquarters in downtown Seattle—the Henry M. Jackson Federal Office Building to be precise.




    At three o’clock sharp that same afternoon, my phone rang. I connected my phone to a privately purchased anti-espionage unit in my briefcase. If anybody was eavesdropping, or had tapped my phone, I’d be forewarned. Besides that, the unit had a scrambling unit to prevent anybody from deciphering the conversations I was having with anyone. Can’t be too cautious. The government can’t ever find out who’s behind the renegades. Too much is at stake. Even Glenn Beck is on the warpath with another conspiracy theory involving us in Boston. But I know this much, if I have anything to do about it—he won’t get to first base. Trust me on that.




    I turned on the counterterrorism phone located in the padded aluminum case sitting on the kitchen table in front of me, and said, “ATF, Fredericks speaking.”




    All I could hear was a high pitched laugh. Then the caller said, “Got your info...”




    Looking at my watch, I couldn’t believe it, “You’re right on time. Three o’clock sharp. Unbelievable! You’re always late... So what’s up?”




    “Thanks for the vote of confidence, asshole.”




    I said, “Don’t take it personally, Paul. It’s just that I know you. Nothing personal, believe me. So, out with it!”




    Sarcastically, he replied, “Yes, sir!”




    “Well?!”




    “Well, it’s that Voice of America guy named Larry Freeman. He’s based in Bangkok, but has been down in Malaysia the last couple of months on assignment.”




    “Are you sure?”




    “Positive. I’ve got friends in the news department at VOA.”




    “Voice of America?”




    “Yup. That’s what she tells me.”




    “She?” I said.




    There was a pause.




    “My source is confidential.”




    “Right!” I said, trying to think what to do next. Paul Lord is a retired CIA agent and currently an alcoholic. But he’s dependable no matter what his physical condition. Most important of all, he keeps his damn mouth shut. I decided to press him, and asked him, “Are you fit to travel?”




    “Have handbag in hand...will travel, is my motto. Why do you ask?”




    “I’ve got a job for you. Think you’re up to it?”




    “May I ask: what type of job you’re speakin’ of?”




    The hesitancy in his voice shot a streak of fear through my bones. Was he a double-agent? Or just playing for a better deal? I answered, secure phone or not, “Let’s meet somewhere intimate. How about that Italian restaurant you and I ate at before. You remember it?”




    “Yeah. How about seven o’clock this evening?” he said, in a tone of voice that still spooked me.




    “Forget it. I’ll take care of this job myself.”




    “I thought—”




    “Forget it. I was just testing you. You know, just seeing if you were available.”




    “I am!”




    My instincts told me: you’re too fucking eager, Paul. Either you want the money badly, or you’re trying to turn state’s evidence for some goddamn unknown reason.




    In a measured response, I said, “Tell you what. I’ll call you if I change my mind. You’ll still get your usual fee for services rendered, ole buddy. How’s that?”




    “Have it your way. I’m fucking broke as hell! I need the money, so if you’re thinking of hiring someone else...don’t! I’m desperate!”




    For some damned reason, I believed him. I said, “Okay, Paul, I understand... We needn’t meet. I’ll have your tickets to Bangkok, travel money, and coded message delivered to your place sometime this evening. You’ll know what’s going on at that time. If you decide that the job isn’t for you, just let me know by noon tomorrow. The terms and conditions will be spelled out in the coded message. Got it?”




    The sound of relief in his voice made me feel more confident that I’d made the right decision to go with Paul.




    He says, “Fredericks, you’re a lifesaver.”




    “You may not think so after you read what the job entails. For sure, you won’t consider me a lifesaver. Got my drift?”




    “The picture is becoming clearer. Nothing I haven’t engaged in...in the past. Remember, I’m ex-CIA!”




    “That’s why we’re talking. There’ll be a cyanide capsule included in the package. If there’s trouble—well, you know what’s expected.”




    “Yeah, unfortunately... You bastards are worse than the CIA ever thought of being. True or not true?”




    “Good-bye, Paul,” I said.




    He hesitated, then said, “Night boss.”




    “Night,” I said, hanging the phone up. He’s the best possible guy for the mission of exterminating that vermin, Larry Freeman, of the Voice of America News Agency, I thought instinctively.


  




  

    
Chapter 3




    Voice of America Correspondent: Larry Freeman




    Penang, Malaysia




    This is exciting stuff for my next assignment. Keeping a journal is a pain in the ass, but useful in a pinch. As I perused the chicken scratch I’d managed to scribble in my journal, I muttered to myself: “There it is... That’s him. The guy I met in Penang, Malaysia.” As I recall, he was getting his passport renewed. His name was Jake Jacobs, I think, or was that his pen name? I don’t remember, but he was a pissed off Apache is all I can say.




    That’s right. He was a would-be novelist as I recollect. That fellah was paranoid as hell in my estimation. This guy Jacobs kept making bold accusations that the goddamn CIA was after his ass for writing the truth about how fucked up America had become. I couldn’t believe it! The drunker he got, the worse his remarks became.




    The more I listened to him, the more I began to believe him. His anger about government abuses made my controversial reports as a Voice of America correspondent seem tame by comparison.




    He actually believed that the CIA was destroying his future and sabotaging his attempts at publication. He believed that publishers and agents had been bribed, threatened, or otherwise coerced into not publishing his novels. He’d completed seven novels as I remember. It’s hard to decipher my journal notes; especially after I wrote those original entries with a massive hangover. That guy Jacobs sure got me polluted on cheap whiskey.




    The damned phone rang, so I placed a paper clip on the journal entry page I was reviewing. I grabbed the phone from the rotting mahogany nightstand beside my flea infested bed, and said, “Larry here.”




    “Larry, it’s Michelle,” she said. My Voice of America sometimes on again...off again—girlfriend.




    Surprised she’d located me at this dump of a hotel in Penang, I said, “Michelle, my love—I need thee. Oh, how I need thee. Those lovely loins of the goddess...”




    “Same old Larry. Full of piss and vinegar, huh?”




    “Who me?”




    “Yup...you.”




    “Speaking of pussy...,” I said, cringing with delight.




    “Of what?!”




    “Pussy!”




    “I’m fine Larry, and so is she.”




    “She?”




    “Yeah...she. My pussy, stupid!”




    “Same old Michelle... How about us getting back together? You know what I mean,” I said.




    “I sure do. That’s what I’m afraid of...getting them together,” she said, with a hint of desire in her tone of voice.




    “Them?”




    “Sure. You and her. My pussy hasn’t forgotten how you made her walk with a constant quiver for a week after our last encounter in the sack.




    “Speaking of sacks, we’d better get more appropriate accommodations than I’ve got in this dive in Penang. You’d get a good case of crabs from the mattress in this place. Believe me... Money’s been tight, so lodging hasn’t been a high priority. You coming down to Penang anytime soon?”




    “No... But you’ve got my address in Bangkok; although, that’s not why I’m calling.”




    I said, “You’re not calling because you’re horny? I’m appalled... I thought—”




    “Would you shut up? I’m trying to be serious for once.”




    “Out with it. What’s on your mind?”




    “An old, and I mean old...friend, called the other night.”




    “So?”




    “He asked about you. Not by name, but he wanted to know who wrote the Voice of America article criticizing the bureaucracy, and in particular: law enforcement.”




    “And? What’d you tell him?” I said, sounding nervous.




    “The truth.”




    “Thanks. That’s all I need! An ex-whore who’s gotten religion.”




    “Pardon me?!”




    “You’re employed by Voice of America aren’t you?




    “So?”




    “Same thing. We’re paid to screw our listening public with bullshit, correct?” I said, pulling the phone away from my ear just in case.




    “One point for your side. Your arrows are sure reaching their mark,” she said, to my relief.




    “Who is this so-called old friend of yours, anyway?”




    “He’s ex-CIA. Retired a couple of years ago, I believe. We’ve not kept in contact. Apparently, it’s damn important. When I first refused to tell him, he got nasty. Not so good for you, I’m afraid. This guy was a hitman for the CIA. Not common knowledge or provable; but nevertheless, true...Larry.”




    “For Christ’s sake, Michelle, you didn’t tell him where I was, did you?” I was getting more anxious by the moment.




    “Not exactly.”




    “Now, what the fuck does that mean, girl? Not exactly...!”




    “He knows you’re in Malaysia temporarily. That he mentioned himself. I just mentioned, Penang, that’s all,” she said, with a silence that lingered in both our ears.




    “That’s all! Thank the Lord for small favors. With a friend like you: who the hell needs enemies?” I said, but shouldn’t have.




    Michelle began crying.




    “I’m sorry, Michelle. It’s not your fault. Besides, he’d probably get the information from another source if he hadn’t milked you, my dear. Please, don’t cry. Tell you what. I’ll call Voice of America and tell them the particulars. I’m sure they’ll understand my concern and advance me some funds so I can make it back to Bangkok. So hold tight, sweets. I’m going to cum with you in Bangkok—soon!”




    Her cheery laugh made us both feel better. She said, “Okay, Larry. I’m sorry for—”




    Before she could finish, I said, “Forget it, would you? We’ll figure out what’s what when I get to Bangkok. It’ll take a week or so. I’m working on a story that has definite prospects. After what you’ve told me, I’m sure it’s the story I want to pursue. So, hang in there a few more days.”




    “See you when you get here,” she said, kissing the phone’s receiver.




    I returned the kiss, and said, “Bye love.” As I hung up the phone, I immediately reached for my journal. The paper clip had fallen off the page, but I saw the indentation it had made on the corner of the page. There it was, the story that had to be pursued. I wrote down the novelist’s name—Jake Jacobs, and his address. After jotting a quick note, I left my hotel room and sent a registered letter to that angered novelist. Maybe we’ve got more in common than I’d originally thought.




    Mafia Boss: Paul Costello




    It was Friday night in Chicago. I was watching boxing on the boob tube, when my doorbell rang. “Hey, Vito, get the door!”




    Vito, who’s been my bodyguard for nearly twenty years, whizzed by me. I’m the proverbial couch potato. As he checked out the caller, I shouted, “Kill the son-of-a-bitch. C’mon, hit the mother in the kisser, would you?”




    “What the hell is all the yelling about, Paul? About to lose five bucks, I bet!”




    “No shit. That creep’s a dead man, you hear me?!”




    My brother winked, and says, “Sure...sure, he is. So what’d you call me over here tonight for, huh? Friday night’s my designated fuck night.”




    I chuckled, and said, “Really? Almost forgot, mine’s tomorrow night. Got to keep on schedule—you know how it is?”




    “Yeah, you’re right. Speaking of goddamn schedules, mine’s—”




    Before my brother, Anthony, could say another word, I placed my index finger in front of my lips to hush him up, and said quietly, “I need your expertise.”




    “Christ, to knock off a third rate fighter for a lousy five bucks?”




    I glared at Anthony, who was sitting passively on my wife’s lounge chair in the semi-reclined position, and said, “Straighten your ass up, would you? I asked you here for a serious talk. You’re surely difficult to deal with when you’re horny. Would you care to take a few moments to relieve yourself in the bathroom?”




    “Proceed,” he said, still looking a bit peaked. The sperm must be attacking his frontal lobe.




    “I’m pissed. I’ve been hearing rumors that those dudes behind the passage of the Federal Ballot Initiative Amendment are stirring up trouble again. If it’s what I’ve heard, it means trouble for us...my, dear brother. Can you believe it? These guys, whoever they are...want to make prostitution, certain drugs, gambling and other sordid activities—that’s our lifeblood—legal! Nobody...and, I mean...nobody’s, going to put me out of business. You’ll see to that—won’t you, bro?”




    A saddened appearance masked Anthony’s face. Almost a look of disbelief. “Yeah, you bet! What’s the future stiff’s name?”




    “Don’t know for sure. That’s the sixty-four thousand dollar question. We’ve got a couple of leads. That Professor Watt fellah for one, but there are others. Find the bastards...and send them back to where they came from—in a damned pine box! Legalizing anything is like taking food out of our Family’s mouth. Capiche?”




    “Capiche. I’ll get right on it,” he said.




    He looked like he needed a piece of ass, so I said, “It’s Friday night...remember? You’d better get home and take your medicine like a good boy.”




    “Thanks bro… I’m glad you understand.”




    “Get me the dope on these troublemakers, whoever they are,” I said. We kissed and hugged each other. Anthony pushed me away, staring me directly in the eyes as if mesmerized by the task at hand.




    “Will do. Trust me,” he said, as I led him to the front door.




    “The future of the Family is in your hands, my brother,” I said. He nodded and I closed the door.




    I knew one thing, without laws: the cops are out of business—and so are we. No more product, no business. We need each other. Supply and demand. My motto is: Law and Order. Make everything illegal in America...and free enterprise will thrive, as it should—in the Mafia, at least. Love them politicians. Keep passing them there laws. Bless’em! Al Capone would kiss their butts with pride because it’s good for business—laws, that is.


  




  

    
Chapter 4




    DOE Whistle Blower: Doris Kelly




    I parked my car outside of a dilapidated drive-in restaurant near Vantage, Washington. It’s located near the Columbia River junction that’s on the side of the river heading uphill towards Ellensburg, Washington. I’ve always called it the State divide between nothingness—sand, and vegetation—mainly trees.




    My literary agent, Janis Armstrong, is supposed to meet me there at noon. It’s twelve-twenty already. What’s keeping her? I couldn’t miss her car. It’s a vintage black Lincoln-Continental Town Car, so it’s hard not to spot. Just then, without warning, a dump truck drove by stirring up the dust from the road’s shoulder, as it pulled into the gravel parking lot of a nearby cafe. It certainly didn’t do my allergies to pollen and dust any good in this God forsaken place.




    Anyway, as the cloud of dust settled, the image of a shimmering black mirage emerged in the distance. Janis had arrived. She rolled up beside me, as the power windows on the driver’s side rolled down.




    She said, “Get in... Now dammit!”




    Shocked at the request, I said, “I thought—”




    “You thought wrong. Just hop in, would you? I’ll give you the sordid details in a minute.”




    I got in on the passenger side. Janis hurriedly pressed the automatic door lock button. The clanking sound was unmistakable. I asked, “Am I being kidnapped, or what?”




    “Don’t be silly...girl. But we’ve got trouble a brewing.”




    As she drove away from Vantage towards Ellensburg, I queried, “Such as...?”




    “The goddamn Feds, that’s who!” she said, as she pressed the accelerator to the floorboard.




    “Don’t get us killed...!”




    “Sorry...but that guy behind us has been tailing me all the way from Seattle.”




    “Why?”




    “Because of you, that’s why!” Her knuckles were tensely latched onto the steering wheel. Her hands would probably be around my neck had she not been busy driving this ocean liner of a car.




    “That’s no answer. Be specific?”




    “Your damn book proposal. Clear enough?”




    “Keep your eyes on the road, or we’ll both be dead meat!” I said, terrified at her erratic behavior.




    “Easier said than done, girl,” she said, twisting the steering wheel hastily to the left, then to right—frantically.




    “Where’d you get your driver’s license, anyway? Out of the Monkey Wards, or Sears catalog?”




    “Be quiet...would you?! I’m trying to lose this guy,” she retorted.




    “Who?”




    “Goddammit, I told you! The Feds,” Janis said, as she slammed on her brakes, wheeling around, then suddenly began driving down the interstate’s median. The Lincoln bounced like a boat amidst a storm, then climbed up the side of the gully-like median to the other side of the highway heading east.




    Amazingly, she spotted a dirt road off the main highway, and quickly found the groove of the trail-like road. Pressing the pedal to the metal, she floor boarded the Lincoln: vanishing out of sight in a cloud of sand and dirt that covered our tracks.




    If I’d known that the going would be so rough, I would have cinched up my seat belt a bit tighter by a notch or two. As it was, the belt felt like it was cutting me in half.




    “I think I’ve done it. The bastards!”




    About a mile up the dirt road, Janis brought the Continental to a stop amongst a herd of cattle. The sun was shining intensely off the polished black hood. Her damp bangs stuck to her forehead as perspiration rolled down her right cheek to the base of her neck.




    I said, “I think I need a breath of fresh air. Let’s take a hike.” I would have said a walk, but the surrounding hills appeared like hiking material. No sidewalks out here, I’m afraid.




    “Good thing I filled up with gas in Ellensburg. We may need every gallon the way things are going. Okay, let’s go over to that cliff over there.”




    As we strolled towards the rocky cliff overhang, I asked, “My heart’s still in my throat. Why are the Feds trailing you?”




    Our breathing began to sound forced. “The Department of Energy(DOE)kindly asked me to drop my representation of your book. They cited national security as their reason for the request.”




    “How did you answer?”




    “I told them that it was out of the question. That’s when they threatened to have me investigated by the I.G.—among other sordid things that I’d prefer not to mention. I might as well bend over and kiss my sweet ass good-bye, Doris. The pressure is just too excruciating for me to withstand. I’m nearing retirement age, and I’m just trying to survive. This book means annihilation if I force its publication.”




    I said, peeved at the Feds intimidation, “What about my potential publisher? What’s there feeling about this thing?”




    She turned her head toward the Columbia River, as we reached the cliff: momentarily silent. We sat on a large, but flat rock...hoping the overhanging cliff would remain intact.




    “I talked to Jack.”




    “Calhoun, my editor?” I asked.




    “Yeah... And he’s upset, but they’re only a small press. No real clout whatsoever... They’re at the mercy of the Establishment, Doris. The threat of withdrawing government contracts, and the like, would destroy them; and in this day and age, it’s difficult to pick up the pieces. Starting over is almost impossible. Needless to say, the DOE investigators got their point across quite effectively. Small presses can’t afford to be too controversial. The bottom line, according to Jack: they can’t take the risk, calculated or not. You’re a liability they simply can’t afford. I’m sorry, but I don’t know what I can say to make you feel better.”




    “I understand your position, and Jack’s, but I can’t understand the power wheeled by the DOE. They’re bringing in the big guns to destroy me! I’m just doing my job.”




    “Right. Exposing lapses in nuclear safety, and the like. But don’t forget, those leaky radioactive barrels of atomic waste don’t make management look good. They’re just covering their asses.”




    I was choked up with tears that were swelling to the point of overflowing: almost cascading over the edges of my lower eyelids.




    Sensing my emotional distress, she advised, “Dear, don’t take it personally. Please...”




    “How can I take it otherwise?! The DOE and my country are trying to destroy me, and everything I hold near and dear.”




    “What have they done to you?”




    “Ransacked my house. They destroyed my computer and stole all of my diskettes that contained the intimidating manuscript. Then they killed Rufus.”




    With a furrowed brow, “Who’s Rufus?”




    “My dog. My...dog,” I cried. She placed an arm over my shoulder to console me. “I loved him so...so much.”




    “The bastards!” she said, tightening her liver spotted fist. “Cruel, that’s all...just plain cruel!”




    “What else can they do to me?”




    My agent was silent, not wanting to touch that one. We got up and jumped off the rock, and walked dejectedly over to the makeshift rock path that led to her car. By this time, the sun was descending behind the hills causing the sandy ridges to appear orange. One of the pleasantries of Eastern Washington is its scenery. Janis unlocked the door of the Lincoln for me, and I got in. As she placed the key in the ignition, I closed my eyes and prayed. As her wrist turned the key, I bore down hard on my shuttered eyes, as though the car was about to explode at any moment. As the engine came alive, I screamed, “We’re still alive! Damn...”




    But I still had what seemed like a ton of miles to go before reaching Home Sweet Home in Hermiston, Oregon. There could still be a bomb beneath my car that’s waiting to eliminate me: a whistle blower. Would I be lucky in getting home in one piece? I didn’t have an answer to that question, as Janis drove me back to my car.




    As I got out of her car, I couldn’t say a word. I knew my literary career was finished. What could I say that would change things? Nothing... I had to fall back on Plan B: Get out of Dodge City, and fast! But where to...?




    Novelist Jake Jacobs




    Penang, Malaysia




    I was sitting by myself at an outside corner cafe reading a newspaper, and sipping some strange tasting porridge. The coffee was bitterly strong, but was tolerable with the addition of a few sugar cubes, and several packettes of cream. As I stared at the contents of the coffee cup, I thought, “That shit would keep a dead man alive.” It reminded me of the brew I got when I was in the military. Strong stuff, and that’s putting it mildly.




    I was still nursing a hangover, so I gulped the potion...the coffee down, then made my way back to our bungalow. Penang’s leisurely beach life was becoming addictive. I’d hoped that the goddamned bureaucrats would take their time replying to my ‘Freedom of Information’ request.




    The only thing that got tiring was the continual overdose of tourists. Speaking of myself... I’m tired of myself; there’s no question about that. Seeing tourists is like seeing one’s mug in the mirror. You can only take so much of it at any one time.




    I turned left on the beachfront sidewalk. If I had turned right on the concrete, I’d run straight head-on into the Holiday Inn. I’d rather turn left because it only costs twenty-five bucks a night to do so. To turn right, we’ll...it was out of the question.




    From the balcony of our guesthouse lanai, my wife was shaking a brown envelope. “It’s arrived!”




    My head hurt, as I said, “What arrived?”




    “That government thing you’ve been waiting for. You know?”




    I removed my sandals before entering the guesthouse’s main lobby, and met Virginia at the top of the stairs. She handed me the thick envelope. I didn’t open it immediately. Yes, I’m a coward at heart.




    The wife and I walked barefoot on the cheap plastic flooring up the stairs toward our room. The worn tile-like facade was cracked noticeably. I pulled a couple of chairs away from the portable, but dilapidated tables, which had been pushed together on the lanai just outside our room. It was like a Town Hall meeting place for the expatriates to mingle with their fellow comrades in order to swap war stories. Before anyone began congregating, we sat down and I just stared at the manila envelope. Shaking at the thought of its contents, I began to rip open the envelope—then stopped.




    I said, “Tonight, my dear...tonight. Over dinner.”




    “Yeah... I’d hate to ruin our last day in paradise.”




    “Right on, honey. Right on. Now, let me get into my swimming trunks.”




    Virginia said, “And I’ll get the booze, chairs, and what have you...and I’ll meet you beach-side.”




    “Sounds good,” I said, carrying the terrifying package into our air conditioned room. Still sweating, the cool air had no effect on me, as I continued to stare at my fate—that goddamn envelope. Was the CIA after me? After a few drinks under the umbrella on the warm sandy beach, I wouldn’t give a damn by dinner time. Liar! But no matter what, I shuttered in my sandals at the thought of the possible contents lying innocently in that envelope.




    I’ll deal with reality later, I thought.




    “Fuck’em!” I muttered to myself, “If they can’t take a joke!”


  




  

    
Chapter 5




    Editor: Sylvester Strong




    In the heart of Bangkok, Mr. Naak’s publishing empire remained aloof and alive. As I walked into his office, I saw his face digesting every word printed in his beloved Bangkok Post. He loved to maintain his English proficiency by immersing himself in the world of current events. But one thing that had eluded him for years was his desire to find English manuscripts worthy of publication crossing his beige steel desk. The news of the day wasn’t good either. The Thai baht was about to be floated, so time was of the essence in finding authors suitable for publication. Publishing is kind of like journalism: on a first come, first served basis.




    “Mr. Naak, it just came in!” I said, with great enthusiasm and nervous exhaustion.




    “What is it?” Mr. Naak asked, somewhat annoyed at having been forced to put down the morning newspaper.




    “Another Hemingway...that’s what! You’ve been after me to find you the next Hemingway. Well, I think I’ve found him.”




    “With the crap we’ve gotten in the last couple of years, you’ve got to be pulling my leg?”




    “No, Mr. Naak...really, see for yourself.”




    Taking the manuscript from my hands, he thumbed through its contents. Occasionally, his eyebrows would rise, then lower as certain passages caught his eye.




    In his soft voice, he said, “Maybe you’re right. Appears to have possibilities. Mind if I take it home with me tonight?”




    Delighted, I said, “Be my guest. If you agree with my preliminary assessment, I’ll give it a thorough going over if you want.”




    “Looks pretty emotional to me.”




    “The author is honest and has heart. It shines through on every page. It doesn’t fit our needs, though. Its market is America in my opinion. But if you’re willing to take a risk, you might have an international bestseller on your hands,” I said, sitting on a stool. My publisher, Mr. Naak, was too cheap to buy chairs. He was frugal, but had a keen mind for what constituted a good book.




    “I can see that. It sure looks like the American government pissed him off. Hemingway hated the American government just like this guy seems to. Well, let me have it for a week, and I’ll let you know what I think. What’s this guy’s name anyway?” Mr. Naak asked, as he flipped through the pages of the loose leaf manuscript searching for the title page.




    “Jake Jacobs, I believe.”




    “Has a nice ring to it,” Mr. Naak said, adding, “Now, get out of here...and find me another Faulkner.”




    “Yes, sir...,” I said, tiptoeing out of my eccentric publisher’s office.




    Mr. Naak picked up his newspaper and resumed reading, as though the discovery of another Hemingway meant nothing. I could see it was only a moment’s flirtation...just a game. As always, at my expense and the publisher’s whim.




    Former DOE Safety Inspector: James Reuben




    After rocking and rolling on a Thai bus between Bangkok and Hat Yai, my girlfriend and I had a couple of serious cases of monkey butt. We lifted our numb and sore arses off the piss poor excuse for bus seats. Its aging, torn and flaky imitation leather covering embedded on our pale flesh like a menacing tattoo. As the rusty springs in the seats popped through the tears in the seats, we gathered our luggage from the overheard rack. A few seconds later, our creaking bones and aching joints stepped off the ripening Thai bus at Hat Yai. I waved my arm feebly to hail a cab.




    A green cab abruptly turned off the road onto the dirt shoulder skidding on the loose gravel. My butt was still asleep as we hobbled over to the cab, and I asked in Thai, “Do you know the location of the hotel that connects tourists with a tour van that goes to Penang, Malaysia?”




    “I sure do… Get in, I’ll take you there,” the driver said.




    “How much to go there?” I asked.




    Laughing, the driver said, “See that light on top of my cab?”




    I nodded my head.




    “Question answered.”




    Jaaw and I agreed that a metered cab assuaged our fears of an outlandish bill at the end of the line. Happily, we piled into the back of the cab for the short trip to the hotel.




    Minutes later, we arrived at our intended destination. After paying the cab fare, I turned around exhausted from bus lag indicating I was tired and hungry, and said, “Let’s bribe the bellhop with a few baht so somebody doesn’t steal our stuff while we’re freshening up?”




    “A hot meal sounds good to me.”




    I stopped, and said, “That figures... I’ll second the motion. You lead, and I’ll follow.”




    We courteously gave a wai (A Thai custom of cupping your hands together in a prayer-like fashion, and bowing your head slightly) to the bellhop, and proceeded to satisfy our hunger pangs.




    We returned an hour later. Jaaw began giggling when we entered the hotel’s lobby.




    “What’s so funny?” I asked, fanning my mouth.




    “I told you not to order that curry. Your mouth looks like it’s got flames coming out of it.”




    “Enough, my dear. It’s my ass where the flames will be coming out. You’ll get yours...believe me. You just wait and see...,” I said, gulping down a glass of ice water that the reservation clerk was nice enough to provide.




    Shortly thereafter, the tour van made its scheduled stop in front of the hotel. The van was stuffy and crowded; but after thirty minutes, the air conditioning unit seemed to make the air breathable. Within an hour we were at the Thai-Malaysian border. The tour guide approached me, and says, “Need your passports. You sir, must pay 3,000 baht.”




    He needn’t have said anything. I knew I overstayed my visa by six days. “Here,” I said, handing over our passports to the guide. After completing some forms, and other bullshit, the ten of us got back into the van. Not for long, though. About forty feet down the road, give or take a couple of hundred feet, appeared a so-called ‘Duty Free Shop’ which straddled the border separating the Customs Houses of both countries.




    We got out of the van again. This time everyone descended into the Duty Free shop to buy booze mostly. My girlfriend, Jaaw, and I weren’t interested in purchasing anything. No money for overpriced goods. Hell, I would rather pay the Customs duty than the frightful prices on such goods.




    When we walked out of the shop empty handed, the tour guide stopped us at the bottom of the steps, and asked, “Sir, if you don’t mind, could you purchase a bottle of whiskey for me? I have the money.”




    “Sure,” I replied. I thought there wouldn’t be any harm in doing that. Between the two of us, we were entitled to bring at least two fifths of whiskey into Malaysia legally anyway.
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