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    Preface




    “Michael who?”




    “Michael Crichton.”




    “Who’s that?”




    “You have to know, he wrote The Andromeda Strain.”




    “I saw that movie.”




    “He also wrote Lost World.”




    “No, he didn’t that was Arthur Conan Doyle. The Sherlock Homes writer”




    “And Michael Crichton, he wrote a book of the same title.”




    “Well, I really liked the TV show.”




    Basically, this shows all I knew about Michael Crichton back in the late 1980’s when I first began writing Giant Dreams and Dragons. I had just recently discovered text manipulation courtesy of a Tandy computer and graduated from Deskmate to Professional Write, then got introduced to WordPerfect 4.2. So you’d be correct in saying I wrote this story, the original version that is, so I could experiment with the newfangled technology of the day. Namely the personal computer and word processors.




    So how did I come up with a dinosaur tale? I think it had something to do with either a “National Geographic Magazine” or a “Smithsonian Magazine” I found in a pile of magazines at a library. It had an article discussing dinosaurs as being warm-blooded. For whatever reason, the article rattled and bounced around in my head for some time. Somehow it got stirred, shaken and mixed with ingredients such as my love for backpacking and stuff that was going on in my life back then. The concoction got brain baked into a vivid dream that brought me awake and had me writing the first version on Professional Write at 3:00 AM. Later rewritten in WordPerfect. A few years later, for personal development and lifelong learning purposes, I took a creative writing class at the local community college. Imagine my surprise when the instructor brought to my attention that my submitted story was Crichton-esque as she phrased it. She then introduced me to the book Jurassic Park. Of course I saw the movie when it came out. But Giant Dreams and Dragons is my dream, appearing here now a bit more refined than when I first wrote it. At least I hope so. And it’s a fun read.


  




  

    Part 1
Motivation




    Not all miracles are blessings; some of them kill people. I know this because I watched one kill a man. A man who was the closest thing to a friend I have had since my father died twenty years ago. You see, I had a dream come true. Some might say it was a miracle, but it was more like a nightmare. I killed the miracle. I killed the dream, but I’m not sure it stayed dead. Perhaps I should explain how all this got started.




    April 8, 2022, the people I worked with were ignoramuses and imbeciles who fancied they were scientists-ha! All they did was waste grant money on research projects of little value to anyone other than themselves. My father always told me that I should aim high. He said to achieve anything worthwhile you must think outside the boundaries of the ordinary. I wanted to be recognized as the greatest bio-engineer of all time. I didn’t deserve wasting my life as a glorified lab assistant to imbeciles who lacked even a semblance of imagination.




    My. . .I must call them my colleagues because I did work with them, by no means were they my peers. My colleagues were insignificant people with insignificant goals. They were too ordinary in their thinking and had no dreams that were their own. Yet they derided me when I proposed my project. They only saw how supposedly impossible it was and not how grand a feat it could be. This was especially true of that spineless equus asinus of a grants processor, Dr. Gwen Baser. I distinctly remember the conversation we had about funds for my project.




    “The idea is preposterous, Doss. It cannot be done!”




    “Yet you admit that though rare, crystallized bone marrow remain in some specimens. Allowing a simple step to build molecular organic models for DNA sequencing.”




    “Certainly, but the amounts are too minute to use for cloning purposes. Besides, the stuff is dry. This utterly destroys its usefulness. Forget it, Doss.”




    I remember how she sneered. “Doss. Forget it! Stick with something more time tested. It’s a feasible thing to do and easier to obtain grants for. Stay away from farfetched harebrained schemes if you want financing for projects.”




    And so it went with each colleague, science department, college division, and committee in turn. They were all so small-minded. I usually spent my time in doing mundane work for their benefit. In the meantime, I was held back from recognition that was rightfully my due. Why should a man of my intelligence do lab tests for colleagues who were obviously inferior? How absurd! But university politics and lack of independent funding to pursue my project dictated this reality. Nonetheless, I figured out a way around that. My lab work for the department of bio-engineering was good enough for them to trust me a great deal. Whenever I carried specimens home or stayed late in the lab, no one noticed. I always had their experiment results on time, their specimens mounted and prepped. The morons figured it was best to let me do whatever I did so their professional lives ran smoothly. By making prudent personal use of university equipment and faculty member discounts, I also managed to save an enormous sum of money. Thus well prepared equipment-wise when the time came to set my plans in motion.
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