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Part One

“Liberty has never come from the government. Liberty has always come
from the subjects of it. The history of liberty is a history of resistance.”

- Woodrow Wilson
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Chapter One
ALONE

-1-
Rick Morgan thought about his wife and three boys as he sat in front of the largest

desk he had ever seen. The thirty-five year old software engineer hadn’t really noticed its
size before. But now it towered in front of him like an evil mass of stone and it felt as if it
occupied an all too uncomfortable amount of space in the room—even to the point of
displacing the air that Rick was trying to pull into his lungs.

I wonder how Tera and the boys are taking this?

The dimly lit room might’ve had a spacious feel if it wasn’t for the elongated shadows
that bathed the surface of the desk, pulling at the corners and carrying them off into the
darkness. Through the haze from a lone desk lamp, everything was either white or
covered in pitch blackness.

I should be pissed off about this whole thing...I guess I still don’t know what it is they
think 1’ve done.

Shifting on the uncomfortable wooden surface, Rick watched quietly as the shadow-
clad man behind the desk creaked gingerly in a monstrous black leather chair.

His boys, as he called them, were actually Tera’s from her first marriage, but Rick
couldn’t have loved them harder if his own life had depended on it. His family grounded
him and gave him strength and his devotion to Tera and the boys was unshakable.

I wish he’d point that damn desk lamp away from my face. | don’t even remember how
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I got here. | mean, the officers were polite enough, but why did I cave in and follow them
like a trained goat? Like | had another choice...

“We’d like to invite you down to The Board to ask you a few questions, sir.” The
phrase had been delivered with an underlying tone that said more than the actual words
did. Not really a threat, but the request was certainly delivered with an air of
unquestionable authority. Rick recalled the look on Tera and the boys’ faces when he
reassured them, “It’s all a mistake—an awful, dreadful mistake.” He remembered
chuckling a little to help set them at ease and then explained that it would all be cleared
up in no time. He’d kissed Tera gently on the cheek and smiled at each of the boys as the
two officers persuaded him out the door with a firm but decisive grip on the back of his
arms.

Now, over a day later, in this room with the huge desk and the light and the shadows,
it was not feeling like a mistake. This felt like anything but a mistake. He’d been
questioned several times, issued as many statements and had virtually no sleep in the last
twenty-four hours. When he wasn’t being questioned, he’d spent most of that time alone
in an empty interrogation room. Then there was this office. Although he’d only been in
there a few minutes, to Rick it already felt like an eternity.

The husky built, sandy haired man behind the desk just kept looking through the
single file folder. Occasionally, while flipping between pages, he’d make an “Umm”
sound. The shadows from the lamp deepened the man’s already rough features,

caricaturizing him and making it hard to guess his age. Probably mid forties. The cold
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outline of his face was blocky and stern and it intimidated Rick the way a bully with a
stick intimidates a smaller child.

It’s probably part of the guy’s job description to make people feel uncomfortable.
Good hiring choice.

Rick shifted uncomfortably in the wooden chair and, through the glare, continued
studying the man’s face.

If this guy’s trying to scare the shit out me he’s doing a pretty good job.

Rick tried desperately to get comfortable in the wooden chair, but it was intentionally
uncomfortable—just like the out of place desk and harsh lighting—they were all part of
the design. They were all tools of the trade and designed to keep you off balance.

The man looked up at Rick and then smiled. Slowly and deliberately he pulled a
pitcher from the shadows and poured himself a glass of water. Raising the glass in front
of his face, he admired the way the condensation shimmered in the harsh light and then
quickly drank its entire contents in one fluid motion. Returning the glass to the surface of
the desk with an animated gesture, the man locked eyes with his subject until he forced
Rick to look away.

“Mr. Morgan,” the man spoke as he snapped the file folder shut with a flourish. “I’ve
been looking over your statement and | think we’re about ready.”

Rick didn’t understand the interrogator’s statement—not that he needed too—but the
pompous air of the announcement made him nervous. Ready for what? | don’t like the

sound of that.
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The interrogator tapped his index finger rhythmically on the surface of the desk and
Rick could sense the man studying him. The office felt like it was getting smaller. Rick
took a deep breath and tried to talk but his voice cracked and nothing audible came out.

The interrogator poured another glass of water and then slowly sipped it as he
continued to watch Rick. With the glass still in hand, he leaned back in the big leather
chair, making it creak and pop like a Chinese New Year. Swirling the water in front of
him it was obvious that he was trying to bring attention to it and even though Rick could
see exactly what the man was trying to do, he couldn’t help but fixate on the sparkling
glass. His throat was dry and he found himself thinking about not having enough saliva to
even swallow.

“Even without a complete investigation, it’s obvious that your story’s not going hold
up, Mr. Morgan.” The interrogator set the glass down, picked up the folder and opened it
sharply. “Your whole statement revolves around the claim,” the interrogator paused on
the word to look up at Rick, “that you had never actually known the identity of your
employers. That you were hired through an intermediary...really, Mr. Morgan.”

Rick nodded and, again, tried to speak—and, again, could only manage a small croak.
Swallowing hard, he pushed out, “eehhmph...yes, sir. | had no idea—"

“Yes, yes, Mr. Morgan,” the interrogator cut in, “I’ve looked over this version of your
story and, if you’ll pardon my bluntness, it’s just a little hard to swallow.” The
interrogator closed the folder and stood, leaning forward with his knuckles on the top of

the desk.
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“Unless you can give me something,” the interrogator pushed the file folder gently
forward with one finger, “other than this cock and bull story, then I’m afraid our
conversation is over—for now.” The interrogator’s face was cold and lifeless as he spoke.

Rick felt his life unraveling before him. He felt like a ball of yarn at the mercy of a
playfully sadistic cat. He was sure that the office was smaller now. The air was heavier
too—musty and warm. He could feel the sweat break out across his forehead. The sandy
haired man felt like a giant leaning forward on his desk like that. The desk seemed
bigger. And now Rick was feeling nauseous.

You better get a grip on this man or there’s not going to be a second chance.

Second chances and The Board of Policy were not generally used in the same sentence
together. No, this was it, he needed to focus and come up with something that would
appease these people.

Just calm down and tell this nice man what he wants to know so you can go home.
He’s just trying to scare me. He’s just making sure that 1’ve told him everything I know.
That’s all.

“Are you feeling okay Mr. Morgan?” the interrogator continued. “You look...pale. Is
there anything | can get for you?” The man’s voice had dropped a notch into a sadistic
growl.

If this was a bluff, it was a darn good one. How long could they keep them?
Indefinitely? Everyone knew what was possible, but it was always something that

happened to the other guy. Again, Rick thought about the boys and for the first time,
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what it would be like not to ever see them again. How lost he’d be without his family.
The thought was utterly frightening to him.

The biggest problem was that Rick really didn’t know what he was mixed up in, but he
was pretty sure that it was something he shouldn’t have been. His statement was actually
true. He didn’t know who or why or what. How ridiculous that sounded now. But now
Rick hated himself for not asking any of the questions that had been nagging him all
along. Nagging questions about what he’d been asked to do and why.

Rick’s occupation was dealing with security; software and systems security. And in
that business, he was constantly dealing with people that were suspicious and careful
and...well, secretive. So there were always things that he wasn’t told and he was almost
always working on a need to know basis. So this particular job hadn’t really seemed that
far out of the ordinary—until now.

Somebody wants me to break all of the top level codes into a secure system because
their CIO left them high and dry—>but they don’t want me to know the company’s name
and my only contact is man known as Mr. Smith. Sounds pretty friggin’ thin now, doesn’t
it?

But the money had been great and that, at least to an extent, probably helped Rick to
remain ignorant. He’d chosen not to ask too many questions with the idea of keeping his
anonymous client from spending their money elsewhere—but at what cost?

What Rick did know was that this sounded like the kind of thing that people

disappeared for. The Board of Policy was asking him questions about something he’d
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done and if he didn’t have the answers they wanted...
The thought of spending another minute in this place was bad enough, but the thought
of being separated from his family was just too horrifying to comprehend. So he would

tell this man anything he had to get out of this place and back to his family. Anything.

-2-
“Mr. Morgan,” the interrogator broke in on Rick’s daydream. “Is this your final

statement?”

Rick sat in the chair, rubbing his palms together and looking down as he spoke quietly,
“I’m telling you the truth. I’ve been telling the truth all along—I don’t know who they
are. | mean it’s common practice in my business to have someone act as an intermediary
between you and your client. If a company really has security issues, the last thing they
want is for that to leak out. They just want it fixed as quickly and as quietly as possible. |
really don’t know who | was working for. I never knew. That’s the truth.”

The man stood behind the desk for a moment, contemplating Rick’s demeanor and
delivery. Over the years the interrogator had perfected his craft and could almost always
tell if someone was lying by just watching them as they spoke. Most people did
something when they lied to give it away. Sometimes it was outward—a little head
movement or gesture—and other times it was more subtle. Sometimes it was nothing
more than a feeling or a perceived tension in the voice.

But as odd as it sounded, he couldn’t always tell when they were telling the truth. Did

the lack of lying constitute truth? Rick did have a certain conviction and passion in his
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answer. The interrogator was keenly aware that this kind of passion could be faked,
though. He’d seen it before. He knew that there were those that were expert at the art of
performance and at the portrayal of insincere emotion. But his job was not to guess or
wonder about the truth. His job was to be sure. And at this particular moment, he was not.
Rick Morgan might’ve been telling the truth, but this was too important to guess on.

“| suppose that you could use a little more time to gather your thoughts.” The
interrogator pressed the front of his desk telephone and said, “Michaels.”

Within seconds, a large man in a suite entered the room. With a single nod from the

interrogator, Rick was helped from his seat.

To Rick it felt more like being lifted. As they left the interrogator’s office, they were
joined by another man that flanked Rick on the opposite side. Together, they escorted
Rick down a dark hallway. They were called assistants but to Rick, they looked like
thugs. A pumped up version of Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum with dark suites and 1D
badges.

They walked down corridors lined with steel doors and concrete block. Fluorescent
lights flickered and buzzed as muffled sounds seeped from behind the heavy steel doors.
As they walked, the concrete block was replaced by darker, more intricately laid stone.
The fluorescent lights were replaced with deeply recessed fixtures that poured dim yellow
light onto the damp concrete floor.

Although surrealistic and unnerving, Rick found himself admiring the ornate
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brickwork in a succession of arched passageways. Down and down. In the distance, there
was the sound of running water. There were other sounds too—faint, indiscernible
sounds. From far away, it sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard. Some kind of
screeching sound. Rick felt the skin between his shoulder blades start to crawl. Hallway,
stairwell, tunnel. Down to what truly felt like the end of the earth.

One of the assistant’s hands completely covered Rick’s shoulder as he asked him to
stop. The other assistant pulled a wad of keys from his belt and jingled them in one of the
metal doors. The door swung open in front of them and a faint triangle of yellow light hit
the floor inside the room. Until that moment, Rick had not realized that these were cells.
Prison cells. The room was completely dark except for the light seeping in from the
hallway. The only thing visible was the corner of a metal bunk hung from the wall by
rusted chains.

The assistant’s massive hand pressed firmly down on Rick’s shoulder. Then he
snapped it forward, propelling Rick into the center of the dark cell.

“l want to call my wife,” Rick shouted, but before he could turn around, the door
slammed shut and he was left in the empty darkness. He stood motionless in the center of
the cell, waiting for the numbness to subside. He needed time to understand what...or
even how to feel.

At first, he felt an almost satisfying feeling akin to that of relief. He was relieved just
to be alone. Relieved to be as far away from that interrogator and his desk as he could

possibly get. But, his relief began to fade as he took inventory of his situation.
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Still standing motionless in the center of the room, he started to tremble. He stood,
surrounded by total darkness...and something else. Something even worse than
darkness—silence.

There was no sound at all. Only his own breath as it passed through his nose. Only the
thud of his own heart as it pushed against the inside of his chest.

Rick could feel the desperation sinking in. He could sense just how thin the walls of
his sanity were becoming. To survive, he knew he would have to keep his mind occupied.
Occupied with something. With something other than the pitiful predicament he was in.
Some kind of mental busy work. Keep the brain busy so it can’t remind you how
hopeless everything is. How there’s absolutely no chance of getting out of this. How you
will never see your family again. How you’re probably going to die soon. Reminding you
about all the horrible ways a person can die. Slow torture and suffering. Hideous,
lingering death. Hanging on in extreme pain. Longing for death, but never allowed to
taste it. Screaming in agony and insufferable pain with no one to hear. No one to help.

“Stop it!” his raspy scream echoed in the empty cell. Rick stood hugging himself and
clenching his eyes shut tightly. He took several deep breaths and repeated softly, “Stop it.
Get a grip.”

He decided that the first order of business would be to develop a picture of his
surroundings. Draw a mental image of the darkened room. He began, arms outstretched,
feeling for the closest wall. It was brick, cold and damp. It felt almost oily.

Because the texture was rough and uneven, Rick figured that it was stone, not man
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made brick. He thought about the homes in his neighborhood that were sheathed in stone.

Again refocusing his energy, Rick began moving slowly around the wall. He felt as far
as he could, first up the wall and then down to the floor.

On the second wall, he located a small sink about waist high. It had a round spring-
loaded button on the top of the faucet that squeaked as it released rusty smelling water
that Rick gladly lapped up from the palm of his cupped hand. Next to the sink he found a
toilet without a seat. In the darkness, the smell was enough to inform him that it probably
wasn’t flushing properly. Rick located the handle and pressed it several times only to
have his fears confirmed—nothing.

Covering his mouth and nose with his left hand, he moved slowly along the third wall,
carefully exploring as far as he could reach, he found the door to his blackened prison. It
was icy cold and felt coarse to the touch. Along one side, horizontal metal straps were
bolted. The straps turned into large hinges that were embedded in the stone wall. Round
lumps, rivets he thought, covered the perimeter of the door.

Rick found that the door had a small hatch at the bottom and another one about eye
level. He put his cheek up against the cold metal door and could see a small sliver of light
coming from around the upper hatch. There wasn’t enough light to illuminate any part of
the cell, just enough to let Rick know that there was light on the other side.

He located the bunk on the final wall. Although not quite waist level, it seemed too
high for a bed. Mounted to the wall by a kind of hinge, it hung from chains anchored

about three feet above the surface of the bed. Rick had to lean forward on his tip toes as
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he traced the chains up to the large round hooks buried in the rock.

As his fingers traced across its surface, Rick found that the mattress had several small
tears where chunks of stuffing were hanging out. There were also areas where it felt like
it had no padding at all, just the rusted metal grid work from the frame beneath. The
mattress was neither wet nor dry, but clammy feeling and it smelled of decaying
newspapers.

On the walls, he found no light switches, vents or openings of any kind. Only the cold
clammy stone. Cold and damp. It smelled like an old earthen cellar, filled with the smell
of damp dirt and fungus.

With a painfully clear image etched into his head and exhausted by the intensity of the
day, Rick sat on the edge of the bed. Like a child lost in the wilderness, he crawled up
onto the bunk and curled into a little ball. There was no blanket or pillow but Rick fell,

almost immediately, to sleep. His only escape, in dream.

-3-
“Barry, Barry, Barry!” his mother was yelling in that squeaky, whining voice that

curdled his stomach.

“Barry, get out of that bed right now!”

The switch came down hard on his bare back. Swat!

Barry was only eight years old, but he already knew that one day he would be old
enough, and big enough, to Kkill his hateful mother. The thought brought him comfort the

way most children found comfort in a stuffed toy or a pet kitten.
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Barry looked up at his mother with big round pitiful watery eyes that seemed much too
big for his face. He was smaller than most children his age, almost to the point of being
frail. He was easily overpowered by his towering mother and virtually defenseless against
her monstrous wrath.

“If I have to tell you one more time to get out of that bed, I’m going to beat you
silly!”

She continued to bring the stick down on his back. Swat, swat! All he could do was
hold his head tightly in the pillow and cry because it angered his mother when he cried
out loud. That was the sign of a weak, gutless human being. Of course, weak and gutless
were punishable attributes, at least in his mother’s eyes, so Barry endured quietly.

The hate he felt toward his mother was worse than any cancer. It ate away at his soul
and clouded his mind like a dark ominous storm. He had never known the joy of a loving,
caring mother. He’d never known the feel of a warm hug, a soft, reassuring hand or a
gentle kiss on the cheek. He’d only known pain, fear and humiliation.

He had learned by the age of five, to turn off the pain. Pain wasn’t the enemy. His
mother was, and the pain actually helped him stay focused on that. Pain was a motivator,
pain was a teacher. And Barry was learning.

Barry followed his tightly regimented morning ritual. He showered and washed
carefully. The sting of the cold water against his tortured back seemed more like the
swipe of an animal’s claws than the soothing liquid it was. He dried slowly and dressed

himself. He brushed his teeth, combed his hair and went downstairs for breakfast.
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His mother was frying something on the stove and mumbling unintelligibly to herself.
She wore the same tattered robe she wore all day long. As far as Barry knew, she didn’t
own any other clothes. She’d run the spatula back and forth in the pan and carry on a
conversation with the range hood, or the light. Barry wasn’t sure which.

“I’m sure | don’t need to tell you,” she’d say to the hood, “...“cause | know what you
do. Don’t think 1 don’t,” the spatula scraping back and forth as she rocked to her own
internal cadence. “Don’t think you can hide from me. Don’t think | can’t see. | have eyes
in the back of my head. | can see in the dark, I can. I’ll smack you silly. I’ll cut you, |
will?” her frenzied voice ending in a high, almost inaudible, shriek.

Then, calmly, she placed the steaming plate in front of him and smiled warmly. Barry
thought it was some kind of hash and it didn’t smell very good.

“Eat up son. If you want to grow up big and strong, you got to eat up,” she spoke in a
bubbly, trotting gate with a huge, sickening smile.

Barry ate quietly, drank his milk, and then excused himself.

She sent him off to school with the same monologue every day. “You come right
home after school,” she howled. “Or I’ll come looking for you. Do you understand me
mister? 1’1l come and find you!” the sentence always ended much higher and louder than
it started and it always sent a ripple of prickly flesh down his back.

Barry nodded his submission and whispered his customary “Yes ma’am.”

He had learned from painful experience not to test his mother. He had run away, once,

but his mother found him at a neighbor’s house within minutes. He hadn’t realized that
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the neighbors had called his mother — thinking she’d be worried about him. They kept
him busy, playing games and eating ice cream while they waited for Barry’s mother to
come and fetch him.

She took him home, carried him up to his room and immediately taped a rag in his
mouth. She removed his shoes and socks and tied his ankles to the end railing on his bed
with a nylon clothesline rope. She then beat the bottom of his feet with a leather strap
until they turned purple and blistered. He was kept out of school for a week and locked in
his room the whole time. He wasn’t allowed to leave the room. Even to go to the
bathroom. He was fed once a day, which was accompanied by a frenzied thrashing from
the switch. As she brought the stick crashing down on whatever part of him she could hit,
she shouted the same tired speech.

“This’ll teach you not to cross me mister! Do you understand me? Don’t you ever
cross me!!” she’d shriek in her witch-like howl. Until the day she died, Barry never again
tried to run away from his mother.

He was an average student, which seemed remarkable considering his circumstance.
He had a fascination for dark comic books and hid this secret carefully from his mother.
Collecting these occult cartoons about macabre death and devastation, was one of the few
things that brought him any pleasure.

Barry had no friends and was usually the one everyone else picked on. He was smaller
than most of the other children and this, in itself, made him an easy target for ridicule. He

was quiet and reserved and generally drew very little attention to himself, but was
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frequently consumed by horrifying daydreams of mutilation and torture. The subject of
these bright red fantasies, was nearly always his dear sweet mother.

Barry had tried, once, to explain to a teacher he trusted about the way his mother
treated him. The resulting investigation and interrogation had been so demeaning and
humiliating that he swore to himself he would never approach another living person
about his mother again.

He had been accused of fabricating the story. Of trying to hurt his mother. The
counselor said he was a wicked, hateful child for accusing his mother of something so
unthinkable. Even the teacher he trusted had abandoned him during the ordeal. He vowed
then, to one day end his mother’s life with his own hands.

After the inquiry had ended, the morning beatings had begun. She had always had a
short temper and used it in the name of discipline. But in the past she had hit him only
when he deserved it and only when she was in one of her melancholy moods. This deep,
almost trance like, state in which she could talk for hours to the walls, scared him more
than anything. It was during these times that she seemed to end up working herself into a
spitting frothing frenzy about something or other.

It always started with her sitting, staring at a wall. Sometimes for hours. Then,
suddenly, she’d stand and begin pacing back and forth.

“What the hell good are you? | don’t know why I even give a shit anymore...you sure
as hell don’t...and don’t think | owe you ‘cause | don’t. You hear me? | DON’T!” she’d

babble on at the wall, waving her arms and pointing at nothing.

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 19 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

Barry always stayed in his room. At least for as long as he could. Sometimes, he’d
hear things being thrown and turned over. He always hoped it would end differently.
Prayed for some kind of reprieve. Maybe she’d forget he was there. Maybe she’d slip and
crack her skull. Maybe.

Ultimately, it always ended the same. She would come crashing through the door
screaming, marching toward him, possessed by some unknown demon and start slapping
the side of his head. His mother was a big woman and would have been a formidable
adversary for a full-grown man, much less a small child.

Barry would try to cover his head, but quickly became dizzy and disoriented. He
would see a shower of orange stars and hear the thunderous smack of his mother’s palm
as it struck his head in. Smack. Smack. The thunderous hand connected repeatedly with
the side of his head.

He learned that the harder he cried or the harder he tried to protect himself from the
blows, the longer the beatings lasted. So he became numb and developed a protective
shell. Concentrating on the little chant that played inside his head;

“Pain is not the enemy.”

A world inside a world. Withdawing deeper and deeper into the safety of his internal
world.

“Pain will keep me focused.”

Cut off from everything.

“Pain is my companion.”
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Living for a dream. The dream of revenge. And one day he would have it.

-4-

Rick was dreaming. Surrealistic, suffocating dreams that flowed from image to
confusing image. His father and mother sat behind a large desk, staring at him, and then
melted away like an ice cream bar in July. Somewhere, a small child was sobbing and a
tiny voice echoed from far away. Too far away to be understood. A blasting, frigid wind
blew in his face. It was so cold he could hardly breathe.

Out of the gray came four, twelve foot guards carrying small metal cages holding his
wife and children. The guards laughed loudly and poked at the cages with long wooden
spears. His family’s screams echoed into the emptiness around them.
“Daddy...Daddy...please!” The words pounded at his head like a wooden mallet. His
legs were frozen and he couldn’t move. “Daddy ...”

The interrogator’s head hovered over him like the fiery image in the ‘Wizard of OZ’.
Flames erupted from in front of him.

“The truth,” boomed the monstrous voice. Rick’s blood was liquid ice. Running
through his veins and sucking the life from his soul.

The flames engulfed his field of vision. His family was gone and the guards began
shoving their spears furiously in his sides. Blood shot from gaping holes between his ribs
in little pulsating spurts. The flames burned away his legs and he opened his mouth as
wide as he could. Rick screamed violently but there was no sound. Only silence.

Rick woke with a gasp and sat up on the bunk. He wedged himself into a corner and
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rubbed his ribs through his sweat soaked shirt. He was shivering uncontrollably and
panting like an old hound. The relief he felt, having escaped the nightmare, was almost
instantly replaced by the panic of realizing where he actually was.

But the dark cell seemed different than before, although Rick didn’t immediately
know why. He looked around the room and everything was just as he had imagined it.
Imagination or vision? Rick could hardly tell the difference. His mental image of the
small room was perfectly outlined.

But it wasn’t a mental image at all. No, he could actually see it. Actually see inside the
cell. He could see shapes and textures. See the outline of the porcelain sink hanging from
the wall. See the glistening from the stale water inside the toilet.

The room was no longer completely dark. Rick looked around and quickly figured out
what had changed. The hatch on the lower part of the door was now open. The light from
the hallway poured in through the small opening, hitting the floor and then drawing a
faint outline around the room’s interior. The hollow contour of the room matched Rick’s
mental image perfectly.

Rick closed his eyes and laid his head back against the brick wall. Forcing himself to
breathe deeply. His shaking subsided and he tried to concentrate on something warm and
pleasant.

He fantasized about his family coming to his rescue. Jared would formulate a plan. He
was like his father and would take things into his own hands. Although Rick had never

legally adopted the children, he could not have felt more like their real father. And the

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 22 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

boys apparently felt the same way; calling him dad whenever their real father wasn’t
around — which was most of the time.

Jared was thirteen and possessed the only trait that Rick admired in the boys’ father.
He was an initiator. He was not afraid to pick a course of action and pursue it. Jared
wasn’t the best in school, but his drive and ambition usually got him more attention than
his younger brother’s academics.

Mark and David, on the other hand, were nothing like their father. David, the
youngest, was shy and looked up to Rick and his big brothers to take care of things. He
was an excellent student but never participated in extracurricular activities. He liked to sit
at home and read while the other two boys played war, built forts and wrestled until
somebody got hurt. Rick’s dad used to say, “You boys stop that before someone gets
hurt.” At the time, Rick thought that was the most ridiculous thing in the world to say.
Now, that he had basically turned into his father, it rolled from his lips like it was the
most natural phrase in the English language.

Being a dad came surprisingly easy for Rick. Complete with parental phrases and
speeches on the big picture. These speeches started when one of the boys would ask a
simple question. They tended to last until he had lost their attention and usually ended
with a silly remark and a giggling match. Secretly, Rick hoped that if they remembered
only one thing about these speeches, it was the giggling matches.

Rick remembered his first date with Tera. When he picked her up at her house she

looked so beautiful. As they pulled out of the driveway three little hands waved from the
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picture window and Rick knew that he was in love. They hadn’t been dating long when
Rick realized that what Tera had was what he wanted, a family. He proposed to Tera on
David’s second birthday and she accepted.

The cold steel bunk creaked and the chill soaked into Rick’s bones. The damp
atmosphere was taking its toll on him. His only warmth came from the memories he had

of his life with Tera...and his boys.

-5-
SLAMI! The door shut behind Barry sounding like a gun shot. Barry threw his back up

against the door and tried to hold it shut. His heart was racing frantically. He was out of
breath from running up the stairs and had ducked into the first room he could reach. The
bathroom.

The evening sun, from a window high over the shower, shot into Barry’s eyes as the
door bounced open and then slammed shut again. First an inch. He leaned back as hard as
he could. Two. Three. Now half a foot. Each time, the door slammed shut with Barry’s
full weight leaning against it.

“I’m gonna Kill you, you little bastard,” his mother’s voice pierced through the closed
door. “I’m gonna beat you silly, boy.” The pitch on the word boy always shot upward,
ending in a squealing yeee.

Barry couldn’t imagine how he ever got the idea that he could successfully barricade
himself away from his mother. It was just an act of desperation. He could no longer think

when the subject was his mother. He could only react.
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Craaack! A piece of the door molding shot off the wall and Barry was flung forward
onto the tile floor as his mother poured into the room shoulder first. Barry rolled over to
face his mother and began shuffling back against the tub in a vain attempt to escape his
mother’s wrath. Boom. Boom. His mother’s fist connected with his head. Barry saw fire
works flash and tasted blood in his mouth. He held his arms over his head, but as soon as
he covered up, he felt the blow to his side. She kicked him so hard he couldn’t breathe.
He tried to roll over and curl up in a tight little ball against the side of the tub but his
mother was already dragging him up by the hair. Gasping for breath, Barry fought
violently to free himself from his mothers grip.

This was his thirteenth birthday. Barry had come home after school happily
announcing that fact. But, it wasn’t until he went into the living room that his heart sank
to his feet. It was the worst he’d ever seen. Furniture turned over. Paper, glass and plastic.
Everything broken. Everything smashed. But no mother in sight.

Barry was immediately sorry that he had said anything when he entered the house. He
began to slowly back away from the demolished landscape, his feet carefully feeling their
way behind him. His eyes still studying the debris — still looking for his mother. Slowly
backing toward the door he had come in. Listening, looking, backing away while his
mind spun in little circles.

“Well, if it’s not the birthday boy,” his mother’s declaration shot cold prickles up his
back. Barry spun around and saw his mother blocking the front door. She had a small cut

above her left brow and blood was dripping in her eye. She blinked deliberately and
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swung a small club back and forth. It was really a small novelty baseball bat that she had
brought back with her from a trip to the beach. She was wearing an apron that said Carl’s
Crab Kitchen and a pair of fluffy slippers.

She pressed her lips tightly together and brought the bat down hard on the wall next
the door frame and Barry took off running. He ran up the stairs without thinking and in a
panic, locked himself behind the first door he came to.

Now his mother was relentlessly bashing his head against the metal towel rack on the
wall. Barry saw the blood on the wall. His blood.

He felt the skin on the side of his head tear open. Dizzy and in pain, he could no
longer resist the attack. He whimpered quietly to himself as everything grew fuzzy. The
room spun and his mothers movements were blurred in a jerky slow motion dance.

“Pain is the teacher,” a voice in his head whispered. He looked up at his mother and
saw her lips moving, but there was no sound, not even ringing, as he slipped from the

realm of consciousness.

-6-
Rick sat in the darkness on the cold bunk and strained to hear. Slowly, he began to

identify different sounds. Muffled conversation far away down the hall. Footsteps. The
almost indiscernible screech of the fingernails on the chalkboard. And then something
else. Something closer.

“Something’s squeaking,” Rick whispered to himself. There was a pitter-patter sound

from around the lower door hatch and then a squeak. Rats. There were rats in the cell
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with him.

“Shit!” Rick wedged himself back further into the corner, not able to see well enough
to do anything but imagine the worst. It might only be one or two, or it might be a swarm.
With his eyes wide open Rick imagined rats covering the floor from one side to the other.
A seething ocean of rodents covering every inch of the floor.

Rick thought about them crawling on his bunk, crawling on him while he slept. He
cringed and tried to open his ears wider by lifting up his eyebrows. He could see
absolutely nothing and could hear them, only if he listened hard enough. He imagined
rats on the bunk and swept his hands across the surface of the bed in both directions. He
felt nothing.

Then there were more foot steps. Faint at first, but growing louder. Someone was
coming. Rick’s heart pounded with anticipation. “They were coming to let him out. This
awful misunderstanding had been cleared up and he would be going home soon,” a voice
in his head chimed.

He visualized the front door of his home. The window framing the three anxious faces
of the boys. Rick hadn’t stopped to think about how they were doing. He hoped they were
okay.

The foot steps grew louder and finally stopped outside of his door. Rick held his
breath and listened. The hatch at the bottom of the door opened and he could see the tip
of one brightly polished boot. There was a rustling sound and the sound of keys, then the

clank of something metal being set down and slid across the ground. He saw a metal tray
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with clumps of brown, a chunk of bread and a white carton coming through the lower
hatch.

He had lost the ability to distinguish time and at this moment, had no idea how long
he’d been there. But for the first time, he did realize that he was hungry. No, not hungry,
starving. His empty stomach ached and cramped. His mouth was dry and his lips were
badly cracked. He felt his chin and guessed at two days by the stubble. He had no sense
of day or night, only darkness.

When the tray hit the floor Rick saw the rats. Three at first, then suddenly, four more.
They had been waiting. They were waiting for the food. His food!

Rick sat straight up on the bed as the rats covered the tray. They seemed to come from
everywhere. The lower hatch swung all the way shut and Rick was encased in darkness
once again. In the cold blackness of the room, the rustling sound of the rats was
deafening.

“Wait!” he screamed as the muffled foot steps faded away. “Please. Please ...wait,”
Rick’s voice trailed off into a thin whine.

There was a scurry of activity as the rats finished off the food. His illusion of
maintaining his sanity was fading rapidly. He could hear the tiny claws against the metal
tray. The sound of the carton being shredded. Chewing sounds echoed through the tiny
cell followed by an eerie “Squeak. Squeak.”

He pressed his back up against the stone wall and hugged his knees as he sat on the

molding mattress. Rick dug his feet into the bed in a vain attempt to push himself into the
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stone wall, farther away from the rats. The tears fell as Rick tapped his head repeatedly
against the wall behind him.

“Please God...” he exhaled softly, expecting no response.
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Chapter Two
LEARNING

-1-
Sheron Rand was in charge of what The Board referred to as the Halcyon Project. For

as long as she could remember, everyone had called her Sheri. She liked the way it
sounded. Sheron sounded too stuffy and pretentious, even for work.

Sheri was young, tough and very driven. She had always considered her looks a
stumbling block to her success. It was too hard to get men in her field to take her
seriously. Too hard to get them to do anything but smile obsequiously at her and make
their little locker room comments as she was leaving the room.

She had come to The Board of Technology when she was just twenty-three years old.
Like Enforcement and Finance, The Board of Technology was governed directly by The
Board of Policy and its Directors. This branch was responsible for exactly what its name
implied—everything and anything that had to do with technology. Next to Enforcement,
Technology was the largest branch of The Board. All technological advancement in the
private sector was strictly regulated and controlled by The Board of Technology. For the
good of the people, of course.

Now twenty-eight, Sheri was in charge of forty people and nearly one hundred million
dollars in special funding. Halcyon was one of The Board’s pet projects and only a select
few knew its name, much less anything about it.

Sheri had graduated from high school early and then attended a state approved
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technical college. She graduated with honors after only four years in a five year program.
She went on to be accepted at the prestigious Board of Technology, which was no easy
task. Each year, The Board of Technology meticulously screened thousands of applicants
from the best schools across the country. From these initial screenings, the top students
were invited to Technology for final testing. After hours of rigorous exams and
interviews, ten applicants are chosen for acceptance into The Board’s Junior Training
Program. The other applicants are sent home with a smile and a handshake and the hope
of returning next year.

Sheri’s potential was recognized early and she was placed with older, more
experienced trainees. She quickly rose to the head of her work group and established
herself with honors. Within a year, she was chosen for a supervisor position in the
Eastern Region and began working with Dr. Yenkin.

Whether this was fate or fortune hardly matters now, but at that time, there were few
people at The Board of Technology that wielded more power and respect than Dr.
Antonio Yenkin. And he immediately liked Sheri.

Sheri was the kind of woman that most men immediately liked and most women
immediately disliked. She was tall and slender with intensely green eyes. She was athletic
and carried herself proudly. Her fair complexion and long, reddish hair made her seem
more frail than she was. She was far too good looking for her intellect and she had an
inner drive that out shined her appearance. She was a hard boss, but extremely fair and

nearly everyone that worked for her respected her. Nearly.
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Antonio Yenkin was one of the original Senior Directors, founding The Board of
Policy. He had been a Director for nearly thirty-five years and in that time had made
many political as well as personal allies. Antonio was the kind of man that people
disagreed with quietly, in dark corners. Never out in the open and certainly never face to
face. That kind of nonconformity had proven, time and time again, to be a bad career
move. Dr. Yenkin’s opponents frequently ended up with strange assignments in far away
places or occasionally, disappeared altogether. His association with Sheri solidified her
acceptance into the inner workings of The Board’s power structure and she became a
player in that machinery.

Ever since the Chairman of The Board of Technology had stepped down,
unexpectedly, Dr. Yenkin had chosen to fill the position himself. In the beginning,
everyone assumed it was a temporary measure while he considered a replacement, but as
time went on, it became clear that he intended to personally remain as Chairman. Because
of Dr. Yenkin’s time at The Board, there were very few people that dared question his
motives. Some of the older Directors would ask him pointed questions.

“Why do you waste your time with this nonsense, Antonio?”” one of his oldest friends
asked. “Why do you insist on handling this yourself? Appoint a Chairman.”

The answers he gave never explained anything or presented any information. They
did, however, have the intended effect of ending the conversation. Even old and dear
friends didn’t cross the line when it came to matters of The Board.

When The Board of Policy was in its infancy stages, it was Antonio Yenkin that was
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assigned the task of organizing the infra structure for Technology. Antonio was
responsible for creating the division known as The Board of Technology and appointing
its first department heads.

It was this fondness for the division that was the reason for his egocentric behavior
concerning a replacement.

Antonio was roughly seventy years old and though he may have secretly fantasized of
a steamy affair with his young protege’, he had always remained the perfect gentleman.
Sheri’s relationship with him remained strictly professional until the day he died.

There were very few people outside of The Board that knew anything about Halcyon.
The diversification of the work within the project kept few of those involved from clearly
understanding its magnitude. All major sub-assembles of Halcyon were being handled by
different departments within The Board and some were even farmed out to outside
organizations in an effort to keep anyone from putting together the pieces of the puzzle
prematurely.

Sheri was one of the few people who had seen most of the pieces and she believed in
the project with all her heart. She worked long hours, pushed her people hard and
expected solid results from everyone. This was her dream, and it filled her thoughts to the
exclusion of all else.

This morning, she was meeting with The Directors of The Board of Policy in order to
bring them up to date on Halcyon’s progress. As she looked around the large conference

room, she wondered why she had never taken any interest in the workings of The Board

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 33 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

of Policy.

After all, this was the controlling body that managed all aspects of her life. The Board
was, in some way, connected to, or responsible for, anything and everything that life had
to offer. In everybody’s life. Yet, like everyone Sheri knew, her own day to day existence
seemed so unaffected by The Board, that she remained comfortably uninterested.

She was consumed by work and the pursuit of her own ideals and goals. The Board
regulated her life but rarely interfered with it, so its workings were really a non-issue with
Sheri.

She knew that The Board of Policy was made up of five autonomous branches.
Technology, Enforcement, Foreign Affairs, Support and Finance. Each, serving a vital
roll in the coordination and structure of daily life — at least that’s how the ads read.

Because of her association with Dr. Yenkin, she knew that, like Technology, each
branch was headed by a Chairman and operated fairly independently. The Chairman of
each branch reported directly to The Board of Policy and was responsible for
implementing The Board’s will. Specifically, that of The Directors.

This was the group of men she was addressing this morning. In all reality, the will of
The Directors was the will of The Board. The Directors were The Board of Policy. The
men that sat in these chairs were, in fact, the most powerful men in the country, probably
in the world, and today they were assembling to listen to her.

The size of the room, along with its exacting detail, overwhelmed Sheri. She was in

emotional overdrive as her feelings raced from excitement to nervousness. Her stomach
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fluttered and a chill spread across the base of her neck. Sheri let out a long, slow breath.
She knew that a poor presentation here today could seal her career shut with the nod of a
head or the raise of an eyebrow. She’d heard horror stories about project heads being
permanently assigned to distant places with real bad climates. Lives were shattered by a
bad presentation or by the unforgivable mistake of disagreeing too strongly with one of
The Directors.

Sheri was standing in the conference room looking over her notes and waiting for the
rest of The Directors to take their seats. A huge forty foot walnut table was perfectly
centered in the room. Large high-back, black leather chairs surrounded the table. The
walls, light gray marble, lined with torch-like incandescent lights that cast powdery
orange circles on the white plaster ceiling. The light was insufficient for a room this size
and the dim glow encircled everything like an amber halo.

Standing behind a podium at the head of the conference table, Sheri felt as though the
entire universe revolved around her. Excitement shot through her veins like tiny bolts of
electricity. Her temples throbbed in cadence with the accelerated pounding of her heart as
the nervousness gave way to an eerie calm. This was what she had worked for her entire
life. To stand up in front of power and captivate it. To account for herself and her group
proudly and confidently. This was her moment of glory and she was ready to take it.

The Directors finished their greetings and polite chit chat and all sat down in silence.
One of the older men called the meeting to order and immediately announced Sheri as the

Halcyon Project leader and explained solemnly that she would be giving a brief update on

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 35 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

its progress.

The room fell deathly silent and Sheri’s confidence was shattered as she opened her
mouth and heard her first word crack. Sheri swallowed hard, excused herself and took a
sip from the glass of ice water that was on the podium. The Directors sat quietly and all
eyes were locked on her.

She was afraid they could see the perspiration that had popped out of her hairline. A
trickle of sweat ran down between her breasts and Sheri shifted nervously, adjusting her
notes on the podium. She cleared her throat and set the glass back down on the podium.

“Get a hold, Sheri,” she thought and then consciously forced her vocal cords to work.
When the words finally came, they flowed easily and within a few minutes her initial
jitters had passed and she was speaking like a seasoned professional.

Sheri had always panicked easily but she had the ability to recover just as quickly. She
generally could think well under pressure, but only after forcing herself to stop and get a
grip. Now, she was back in control and she hoped that her newfound confidence would
overshadow her shaky beginning.

The main portion of her presentation lasted about twenty minutes after which followed
a moment of awkward silence. The Directors sat around the huge table, dressed in dark
gray suites, with all eyes intently on Sheri. Finally, a hollow voice from the far side of the
table broke the silence.

“Dr. Rand,” he said softly, “you haven’t said anything, specifically, about the

possibility of meeting the original deadline. We, quite frankly, have been concerned
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about the recent series of delays.” The gentleman in back spoke with insincere politeness,
his face obscured in the dim reddish glow.

“The delays you speak of, sir,” she said without hesitation, “have all been minor and
easily overcome. The overall effect on the original schedule is minimal and | have added
an extra shift to make up for the loss. We should have no trouble being ahead of our
original schedule in another two weeks.” Sheri spoke with the appropriate mixture of
confidence and humility. The insecurity had vanished and her initial apprehension
seemed like nothing more than a bad dream now.

“Didn’t one of these minor delays involve a death, Ms. Rand?” asked another faceless
bureaucrat.

Her years with Dr. Yenkin had been an endless classroom full of this bureaucratic
sparring. The fine art of saying what you wish you could say without your opponent
knowing that you’ve actually said it. She had learned that the certainty of the delivery
was usually more important than the message itself. Antonio had always said that
hesitation under pressure sent a message of fear and your opponents would perceive you
as weak. This was her basis for recovery under pressure. Knowledge. Her explanation
was delivered firmly, politely and with absolutely no hesitation.

“1I’m sure you’ve all read my report concerning the death of Dr. Melroy, but I’d like to
reemphasize the fact that the good doctor had deviated from his assigned work schedule
and had begun dangerous and unapproved experimentation.” Sheri squinted but couldn’t

make out the man’s reaction through the shadows. “I am now personally reviewing all
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data sheets, weekly, to ensure that we have no such deviations in the future.” Sheri was
completely at ease with her answer and it showed in her flawless delivery.

“Very good then Dr. Rand. I think I speak for all of The Directors when | express how
pleased we are with the results you’ve obtained to date. | would just like to reemphasize
the importance of completing this project on time. There has already been considerable
time and expense involved with no hard core results. Serious repercussions would be felt,
throughout The Board, if we fail in this regard. Do you understand the severity of this
situation Ms. Rand?”

The feigned politeness in the room was beginning to irritate her but she spoke calmly
and with conviction, “I can only reassure you, gentlemen, that we will be back on
schedule and meet all deadlines as originally outlined.”

Sheri had never doubted her conviction in either her loyalty to The Board or in the
Halcyon project. But since Dr. Melroy’s death, she had been keenly aware of Halcyon’s
potential for misuse, yet she held on to the idea that if her intentions were unblemished,
then the project itself would be unblemished.

There were things in Sheri’s subconscious that she could not put into words, but she
was spending a lot of time justifying Halcyon’s integrity to herself. There was potential

for abuse and, for some reason, it wasn’t until now that she had started to worry about it.

-2-
Barry graduated from Art School when he was eighteen. His face had lost the

innocence of that frail child with the oversized eyes. His pale skin, in deep contrast to the
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dark browness of those eyes. Barry still looked boyish, but for reasons that belonged only
to him, his eyes had grown darker. Deeper, at times, like burnt charcoal. And at other
times, as inviting as melted chocolate. Barry was not tall, a little under six feet and he had
always been easily intimidated because of his size. But, Art School made him feel less
threatened...more like he belonged.

Back then, Art School had not yet developed into the prestigious institution it would
become, so it generally appealed to those without serious ambition. It allured those who
couldn’t decide what they really wanted to do and that described Barry exactly. He’d
attended a west coast art institute on a hardship scholarship. He had never been an
exceptional student and after graduating, floated from job to job.

He finally accepted a position with the Marketing Department at The Board of
Support. The few friends he had stayed in touch with from school, quickly faded as he
tired of their continuous condemnation of what they called the Ministry of Propaganda.
Barry knew that his work had no great social value, but found little humor in what they
said. He actually hated the job as much as anyone could. One of his Art School buddies
even tried to get him involved in the Resistive Movement in a effort to get him out of his
dead end job.

Barry had seen stories on TV about The Movement and how they liked blowing things
up. That intrigued him and he did pursue an association with the group. But they wanted
to know everything about you including whether you preferred boxers or briefs. Too

many questions for Barry’s taste.
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Barry had made a promise to himself long ago that he would never again let anyone
inside. Never allow anyone to get close. He had secrets to keep and those people wanted
to know too much. They asked about his background, his childhood — his mother. No,
Barry wasn’t interested in anything like that and he broke contact with the group after a
few initial encounters.

Enforcement’s investigation of Barry’s mother’s death had gone on for the majority of
his first year in school. The official report ended as inconclusive on a motive or a suspect.
The report had theorized that it was random violence and the case was closed after
exhausting all possible leads.

Barry’s mother had been found in pieces. By the look of terror etched into the
expression on her severed head, the officers believed she had died slowly. Tortured and
dismembered, she had been found by the paperboy, one Sunday morning while collecting
for subscriptions on his route. He had noticed a dog, some kind of Spaniel, chewing on
something behind a large bush in the front yard. That something was the main portion of
mother’s torso.

Although Barry had never been an official suspect in the murder, Sgt. Peterson (a
fifteen-year veteran of Civil Enforcement), seemed to know, or maybe sense, what had
happened. He just couldn’t prove it. Sgt. Peterson had spent ten years as a street cop
before his promotion to detective. He had good instincts about people and could generally
sense things that other officers couldn’t. He liked being a detective and had an insatiable

sense of pride in his work.
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During questioning, Barry had shown very little remorse at his mother’s passing, but
this was not what gave rise to Sgt. Peterson’s suspicion. It was something deeper,
something darker. After his initial interview with Barry, he came away feeling as though
he’d been covered by a thick, noxious sludge. This man scared him and he didn’t know
why. At least, not exactly. Part of it surely must have been the guy’s total lack of feeling
toward his mother’s murder. But, he’d known family members of victims who became
detached. People who had closed up and blocked the pain of what had happened.

But Barry wasn’t one of those people. He wasn’t closed, he simply was not moved by
the hideous things that had happened to his mother. He didn’t care. In fact, Sgt. Peterson
got the feeling that Barry thought his mother deserved what she’d gotten.

What he saw in Barry’s eyes gave Peterson the creeps. He’d been with Enforcement
far too long to get the creeps from anyone or anything and that made him even more
nervous. In Barry’s eyes, Sgt. Peterson couldn’t see even the slightest trace of humanity.
Barry was a dead man — dead on the inside.

Peterson worked the case long after it had been officially closed. He did so in his spare
time. On nights and weekends. Sometimes, he’d sit for hours staring at the grotesque
pictures of the mother’s severed body parts. The medical experts had determined that
some of the amputations were caused by human teeth. He stared at the torn flesh. He’d
try to envision what kind of person was capable of this. In the end, the answer was
always the same: nobody. And everybody. Given the right set of circumstances, anyone

could have that thin film of civilization peeled away, leaving the dark primal instincts
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that inhabit our DNA.

Sgt. Peterson was not a pessimist or an optimist, but a realist. He believed in the
human spirit and its ability to endure. He also believed in its capacity for great
destruction. This knowledge gave Sgt. Peterson neither satisfaction nor comfort and nine
months from the day he first viewed the crazy man’s handiwork, he too, closed the case
of the murdered mother.

Barry had never shared anything about his mother’s death with his friends at school.
Barry shared very little of his private life with anyone at all. He kept to himself and
avoided conversation about anything private.

Once, during his second year at Art School, he had severely beaten a military cadet
and proudly displayed the boy’s severed ear to the occupants of the smoky bar in which
the brawl took place. The cadet had made the mistake of making some joke about Barry’s
mother, or the way he was raised. It really didn’t matter. The whole thing was innocent
enough, but something inside Barry had been aroused. Like someone stirring coals in a
fireplace it had ignited the smoldering sensation Barry had known as a child. Barry’s
friend, Anthony, had tried to defuse the situation. Defuse or inflame. He tried to explain
to the cadet that his friend had been drinking and it probably wouldn’t be a good idea to
continue to push him. He tried to explain that his friend was very unpleasant when
provoked.

This seemed to excite the cadet and he hit Anthony square in the face, taking him to

the ground. Fuel. Barry snapped. In a blind rage he went for the cadet. For those
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observing, it appeared as though Barry had a deep abiding loyalty toward his friend and
would protect him at any cost. This, however, was far from the truth. The situation was
only a catalyst for Barry’s pent up anger. Simply, it was an excuse to dip into his well of
hatred and ladle it out to all who crossed him.

“I’ll teach you not to cross me mister!” his mother’s voice echoed from somewhere
deep inside of him. A haunting sound from the other side. From the bad side.

He grabbed the cadet by the hair and literally lifted him off of Anthony. He then
bludgeoned the young soldier senseless with a beer bottle, cutting up his face so badly
that the pulp of flesh no longer resembled a human head. When the bottle finally broke
over the cadet’s battered bleeding skull, Barry used it to hack off the poor boy’s ear. As
the young officer lay limp and bleeding, Barry stood, proudly waving the ear in the air for
all to see. The bar lay silent as everyone stared at him in shock and amazement. The boy
on the floor made a pitiful gurgling sound, coughed up some blood and Anthony quickly
ushered Barry outside before the authorities arrived.

There were other minor scrapes, mostly in dimly light bars late at night. But the
feeling of total ecstasy Barry had felt as he stood over the soldier boy, sawing off his ear,
stayed with him from that point on. He enjoyed hurting people. He enjoyed being able to
issue pain the way it had been issued to him for so many years. Pain was not only his
teacher, but his salvation. Like the adrenaline junkies jJumping out of planes, he awaited
his next violent encounter with sweet anticipation. This was the one thing in life that

brought him any pleasure and he knew that he needed more of it.
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-3-
Bio-electromagnetic induction. She’d given the explanation so many times, she could

do it in her sleep. The process of transferring electronic information, by means of
magnetic radiation, to the brain, by applying a synchronous carrier wave and embedding
the encoded signal within the carrier. Sheri understood exactly what it meant, but the
definition sounded like a different language to those not involved in the project.

Prior to its final unveiling, The Directors had planned a small presentation to a select
group of Board officials. Sheri had been asked to keep the explanations simple and to the
point. She had prepared a lively multi-media demonstration with overheads, color
graphics and prerecorded video clips.

She started with a brief history of electromagnetic induction as it applied to brain
wave activity. The early uses were simple relaxation devices, designed to pulse
electromagnetic radiation at a single, predefined frequency. The radiating device, similar
to a pair of headphones, was worn over the head. The frequency was set at the brains
natural alpha rhythm, which induced a mild state of tranquility. Some of the devices also
used a visual light source in tune with the induction frequency to enhance the relaxation
effect.

The theory was simple enough. Electromagnetic radiation in close proximity to the
brain, could be used as a simplified means of relaxation by amplifying some of the
brain’s normal patterns. Just pick the patterns you wanted to amplify to achieve a specific

result. The early relaxation devices did work, for most people, but the technology didn’t
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seem to have any further use other than this simple wave enhancement.

“Until several years ago,” Sheri explained, “when Dr. Leonard Melroy stumbled,
accidentally, on another use for the technique.”

The conference room where she had first addressed The Directors, was now full of
people she had never seen before. Twenty extra chairs had been neatly distributed along
the walls and several elderly men stood along the corridor leading in. Sheri knew these
were all high ranking officials at The Board and this was all new to each of them.
Halcyon had been effectively kept a secret since its inception and that was a rare feat in
itself,

“Dr. Melroy,” she continued, “had modified one of these home relaxation devices so
that he could directly control the frequency and amplitude of the device. In his spare
time, he played with slight variations in the devices output, but never experienced any
significant results until his five-year old son, Eric, got hold of the device and changed all
of the settings.”

Some of the crowd seemed sleepy, some seemed placid and others looked like
meticulously sculptured wax statues. This was the part of the presentation without fancy
graphics, color or video, so she made a conscious effort to move it along.

“The next time Dr. Melroy used the device, it was 180 degrees out of phase from his
own alpha pattern. The device was tuned to a frequency that was a third harmonic of his
own and the amplitude adjustment set to the lowest setting. No one could have guessed

the effect this would have on the human brain but, for some unknown reason, these
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particular settings have a very unsettling effect.”

The room’s attention slowly began to focus on the speaker and her message. “Dr.
Melroy was in a coma for two weeks and it took us another five months to understand the
cause.” Sheri carefully left out the part about Dr. Melroy never coming out of the coma
before dying.

“When we finally mapped out the mechanism and the intricate control relationships, it
was clear that we had literally discovered a remote control to the brain.” The silence was
replaced by a murmur that floated through the room like an early morning fog.

Sheri played a short video history of the Halcyon interface devices. The earliest
appeared to be an oversized football helmet, the latest was the size of small earphones.
Without getting overly technical, the video explained how that once a carrier wave had
been established between the device and the test subject, emotional responses could be
altered by transmitted signals from the control console. The Halcyon console transmitted
the necessary alpha patterns to create the emotional responses desired and the interface
device, in turn, transmitted these to the appropriate areas of the brain. It was basically the
ultimate mood altering drug, without the drug. A non-narcotic means of stress and
tension control, curing fatigue, loss of mental awareness and anxiety without chemicals.
By all accounts it was a bio-magnetic happy pill.

All eyes were on the front podium when Sheri introduced Franklin Tosh.

“Thank you. My name is Franklin Tosh and I’ve been with The Board of Technology

for the past six years. | was transferred to the Halcyon project a year after its inception
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and put in charge of the Human Interface design team. The Halcyon device had been
demonstrated, in the laboratory, to control human emotional responses quite nicely. The
main drawback was the receiving device itself. You had to wear it,” Franklin Tosh
paused and the room held it’s breath in collective unison.

“It was the task of my design team, to devise a non-obtrusive, proximity interface,
capable of functioning at distances approaching several miles. This was really easily
obtainable considering the body of work already performed on transmission of
electromagnetic radiation. Although never quite practical, scientists have been trying to
beam electricity through the air waves for years.”

Sheri lowered an eyebrow and shot a glance at Franklin as if to say. “Keep it simple
stupid.”

Franklin wrapped it up quickly, with little explanation. “Their fundamental work was
our basic starting point. Electromagnetic radiation can now be transmitted via satellite
and my team has refined the process to make it applicable to the Halcyon carrier and the
receiving device. Thank You.”

Tosh took a deep breath, exhaled abruptly then turned and stepped uncomfortably
from the podium. His brief presentation was designed more to keep everyone slightly off
balance than to educate. Although she was giving the presentation to respected officials at
The Board, she had been asked by her superiors to keep the presentation less technical
and concentrate more on an overview.

“I have been asked to answer a few short questions,” Sheri said, returning to the
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podium.

After, what seemed like minutes of coughing, rustling and whispering, one of the
gentlemen standing in the corridor asked, “And this... transmitter...is working now?”

“The transmitting control console has been operational for nearly two months and we
have recently completed our beta test on several of the prototype receiving units.”

“You mentioned a satellite,” came one of the nameless faces. “Which one have you
been experimenting with?”

Sheri paused and chose her words carefully. This would be more of a blow than
anything else she had discussed. She was painfully aware of the need to maintain control
over the meeting and the amount of information she released.

“We’re not using a single satellite.”

The silence in the room was broken by what sounded like a collective inhale.

“Halcyon is directly connected to the Global Inter-Link satellite network.”

The room erupted in explosive conversation with heads bouncing back and forth as
questions shot between the occupants. Everyone in the room was familiar with the
twenty-six satellites known as Global Inter-Link. This was an ambitious pilot project of
The Board of Technology to monopolize all aspects of public communication. The Inter-
Link system was responsible for all private and commercial communication including
telephone, facsimile, computer and video. The Inter-Link was literally the
communications hub of the world and it was controlled by The Board of Policy.

As a barrage of questions filled the room, a Board official abruptly stood and thanked
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everyone for coming, adjourned the meeting and escorted Sheri to the door.

Halcyon could alter human emotions, and its access to the Inter-Link meant that it
could perform this task globally. The burning question that remained unanswered was,
“Who would be in charge of these global transmissions?”

Sheri’s new found feelings of doubt about Halcyon were growing.

-4-
Barry had dreamed of killing his mother so many times that when he actually did it, it

seemed just like a dream. He had come home from school to find his mother sitting in
front of the television set. The mangled rabbit ears looking like an artists rendering of a
metallic lightning bolt. The screen was blank. His mother sat transfixed in front of the old
battered console staring through it as if it were a portal to another place. Her eyes were
glossed over and unblinking and for just a split second, Barry thought she was dead.

When he had asked if she was okay, she had flared her nostrils, turned her head slowly
toward him and growled.

“Get to your room or I’ll slap the shit out-a-you, boy!”

Barry was in his last year of high school and was basically a full-grown man. He
weighed about 190 pounds and was just under 6 feet tall. Although his face was blessed
with a perfect complexion, the rest of his body carried the unseen scars of his tortured
existence. Up until the day that he killed her, Barry had always remained blindly obedient
to his psychopathic mother.

The day had been a normal day for Barry except for the ride home on the bus. Several
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of the girls had teased him about how shy he was. They said he wouldn’t know what to
do with a girl even if he got up the courage to ask one out. Then they laughed. And they
kept on laughing. It echoed through his head like it was an empty cavern. Although Barry
was used to being teased, this time seemed painfully different. The onslaught of young
adulthood had brought with it many difficult feelings. Feelings about girls. Feelings about
loneliness. He wished he could kill the girls on the bus. He wished he could make them
suffer the way they were making him suffer. He wished he could clamp his hands tightly
around their little laughing throats and squeeze the life out of them like helpless rag dolls.

The laughing broke out again, louder than before. Every eye on the bus was on Barry.
He tried his best to sink into the seat. To blend in and disappear. He wished he was
invisible.

Barry clamped his eyes shut as tightly as he could and held his breath. He felt his
cheeks flush and his face began to shake. That overwhelming sense of helplessness
encircled him, engulfing him like a layer of vanilla pudding. Trapped and helpless, he
retreated quietly into himself. Pain comes in many forms and from many sources.

When Barry got home and his mother tried to make good on her threat of physical
violence, Barry could literally take no more. She raised the stick to swat him and he
caught it in mid air, holding it firm. His jaws clenched and his eyes narrowed.

“Never again,” he said. His voice overly calm.

“What did you say, boy?” she hollered in a thin, whining howl.

“You will never strike me again, mother,” Barry said, his heart pounding solidly, still
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holding his mother’s stick in his hand. The fire in her eyes lit up her face like the glow of
a camp fire. She was too furious to see that this was no longer the helpless, scared little
boy she had successfully controlled for so many years. Too incensed to realize that she
was now taunting a grown man. Too blind to read the message in her son’s eyes. Barry
intended to make it clear that things had changed.

The next morning, Barry woke to his clock radio as usual. He showered carefully, then
dried and dressed himself. He went down stairs and poured himself a bowl of cereal and
ate breakfast quietly by himself. His mother did not proclaim her same, tired litany. She
would never again proclaim anything.

When she tried to strike him, he had grabbed the switch and yanked it from her hand.
Outraged, she had come at him and hit the side of his head with the open palm of her
large hand. Barry had successfully blocked all but a few of the blows. Without even
thinking, he hit her as hard as he could, square on the bridge of her nose. She stumbled
back awkwardly, knocking over the coffee table and all the neatly arranged porcelain
figurines.

For a moment, she lay dazed, heels in the air. Confused and disoriented, blood gushing
from her broken nose, she slowly rose and walked toward her son.

“You’ll pay for this you little son of a bitch,” she threatened as she advanced toward
him. Her blood soaked robe swung back and forth in front of her like a pendulum.

Barry hit her again. All of his energy concentrated in one blow. Eighteen years of

anger packed neatly into one explosive punch. His mother left the ground and landed in a

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 51 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

pile of splintered wood and glass. This time she did not get up. He had knocked her
unconscious and by the time she woke up, Barry had stripped her naked, duct taped a
sock in her mouth and secured her ankles and wrists to the rails of his bed. When she
finally came around, the look in her eyes was that of utter disbelief and yet, complete
understanding. This was what she had created. This was her handy work and now it was
time to make amends.

It was Friday night and Barry spent the next eighteen hours slowly killing his mother.
He had waited all his life for this and he was going to savor every precious minute like a
shiny yellow lemon drop on the tip of his tongue. Each scream of pain, each plea for
mercy, each begging cry for forgiveness, became background music for Barry and made
the task at hand that much more enjoyable.

“Pain is a teacher, mother,” he said as she lay bleeding and crying. “Pain will teach
you to be strong.”

Again he approached her with the pliers and again she screamed through the sock and
fought violently against her restraints. “Pain is your friend, mother.” He ripped another
piece of skin from under her armpit and dropped it into a bloody coffee cup. Barry took a
tissue from a box on the night stand and carefully wiped the tears from his mother’s
cheeks. He looked deep into her eyes and smiled as he brushed the side of her face gently
with his thumb.

“It’s okay,” he spoke softly, “Barry’s here for momma.” Again, the gruesome pliers

bit into her soft flesh. Again, her muffled screams of agony sang through Barry’s head
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like Christmas music. Barry emptied the coffee cup into a large zip lock baggy and
whistled as his mother’s eyes followed each of his determined movements.

Barry slept all day Sunday and returned to school on Monday as usual. It wasn’t until
the following Sunday that the paper boy found his mother’s torso buried in the front yard,
the neighbors Cocker Spaniel chewing on the decomposing carcass.

Barry was now free from the terrible oppression of his mother. What he hadn’t

realized yet, was that he would never be free from the things his mother had taught him.
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Chapter Three
REVELATIONS

-1-
Rick had spent the last three days with the rats in his damp solitary confinement cell.

Time had become a blur and his conscious hours were increasingly hard to distinguish
from his dreams. His sanity slipped a little more with the passing of each solitary hour.

He was a computer programmer for a large telecommunications firm and this sudden
redirection of his life was so removed from his normal day to day life that he could not
comprehend it. This just couldn’t be real.

As a child, Rick had played baseball with the other children in the neighborhood, but
always left early and rushed home to play computer games. Rick could sit for hours in
front of a computer screen with joystick in hand. He preferred games that challenged his
sense of adventure. Games that required a considerable amount of thought and
involvement to solve. Simple arcade games offered no challenge for him.

At an early age, he hacked into the school computer system and changed some of the
mid-term grades to help out some of his friends. Rick was always more mischievous than
actually bad. He rarely thought about the consequences for what he did and most often
what he did was meant to help others (he never changed his own grades).

He taught himself to program computers and make them do what he wanted them to
do. Through books and magazines and lots of trial and error he developed his skill. His

parents used to worry about his eyes going bad.
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“Why don’t you go outside and play?” his father would ask frequently. “It’s not
healthy to stay in front of that thing for so long.”

Rick always nodded politely to his father and answered with a sincere, “Yes sir. In a
minute,” but never did go out when asked to.

He was always fascinated by keeping things secret. Codes, secret writing, invisible
ink. He’d tried it all, and at an early age began experimenting with computer code
systems. After high school, Rick graduated from Technical School with a degree in
Encryption Scheme Technology. Then an emerging technology, EST would prove to be a
career choice with multiple opportunities.

As the Global Inter-Link took off, security of point to point transmissions grew into a
multi-billion dollar industry. Those skilled in this field were positioned for success from
the beginning and Rick was one of the best.

He graduated with honors, at the head of his class and was courted by several major
communications firms. Rick’s natural ability and subsequent success, never gave way to
an inflated ego. He remained modest about his own abilities and preferred spending time
with his family more than anything else.

He had been living an exceptionally normal, eight to five life, enjoying the comfort of
a loving family and a beautiful home. He traded cars every couple of years, wrote off
business lunches to the company and took at least three weeks vacation a year. He was an
above average computer programmer for a very large telecommunications firm. At least

he considered himself above average. In reality, he was one of the top programmers in
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the world when it came to electronic security.

Rick loved challenges and tended to wear blinders when deeply engrossed in any
project. If it tested his abilities, he had time to think of little else and it was his own
awareness of this passion that gave way to the balance in his personal life. Rick
consciously set aside time for his family and during those times, work did not exist. He
could enjoy life for life’s sake and asked nothing more from his existence.

He was also, like most of his middle class contemporaries, totally blind to the internal
deterioration that chewed away at the structure that governed his day to day sanctuary.
The news stories about The Resistive Movement and the reign of terror they perpetuated
had become so common place, that most people Rick knew were numb to it. It was no
longer sensational and what it represented was little more than subject matter for idle chit
chat around cocktails.

“Did you hear about The Movement getting into Enforcement’s computer and
stopping payment on all of their paychecks?” Rick’s friend Robert prided himself on
keeping up with current affairs.

“How could they do that?” Rick asked with a puzzled look on his face as he sipped the
Scotch and crunched a piece of ice between his teeth. “It’s got to be at LEVEL 4 security
— or better.”

“There’s some sneaky fuckers hanging out with that crowd,” Robert chimed
insistently, “I wouldn’t be surprised if they could get into the communication hub of the

Inter-Link.”
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“No way,” Ricks tone indicating extreme disagreement, “that’s LEVEL 7. No one can
get into that without the original encryption algorithm. NO ONE!”

These conversations would usually continue for hours or until Tera called Rick on his
cellular and prompted his polite, but hasty exit.

One day, Rick was approached by a superbly dressed, older gentleman. He said that he
had heard of Rick’s work with satellite security systems and he was representing a new
company wishing to develop secure communications. The man explained their system as
using a new sub-carrier that Rick was not familiar with. In fact, it didn’t even sound
practical. Rick was intrigued and accepted a part time consulting position with little
question.

The man explained that a previous subcontractor had written several security codes
and had quit after disagreements with management on the pay for his services. Rick felt
the company’s pay was very generous and assumed the person was greedy and
unscrupulous. Rick’s employer wanted to know if there was any way that he could break
the codes so they could regain access to their original communication channels. Rick
delighted in the challenge. In any challenge. It was like playing a computer game against
an unknown adversary. He spent hours at a time in front of the screen, working harder
and harder to defeat his unseen opponent.

Tera and the boys amused themselves through this time, realizing that dad had been bit
by the bug again. They had a pretty fair understanding of the way these things could

consume him. They also knew that he’d be back, after defeating whatever it was that he
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was fighting against. And he always came back. Realizing suddenly how he’d neglected
them and trying desperately to make it up to them. Trips, clothes, flowers. His family
continued with their lives and waited patiently for his return. Waited for him to emerge
victorious from the clutches of the hypnotic light behind his computer screen.

Rick was considered one of the foremost authorities on software security and
encryption schemes, and he was familiar with nearly all of the currently used techniques.
Most of the people developing these systems had studied Rick’s published papers. But
these keys were very different.

Of course, it never occurred to Rick to ask, but he did feel a nagging suspicion about
the sophistication of these codes. They were incredibly advanced and unlike anything
he’d ever seen. It may have been the overwhelming challenge that kept him from asking
too many questions or it may have been the benign, honest character of his employer.
Whatever the reason, Rick worked diligently and rarely asked questions beyond what
pertained directly to his work. Directly to the challenge.

He was placed on a bonus plan that paid incentives for each code key he provided.
There were thirteen in all and within three months, all but one of the keys had been
successfully broken.

The extra money he earned from each broken code allowed him to do things for his
family that he was not able to do before. In traditional fashion, he over compensated for
the time he spent working. They flew to the places the boys dreamed of going. They

frequented the better restaurants in the area. They bought quite a few of the luxuries they
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had been doing without. The new twist on his freelance work-it not only challenged
Rick, but it benefited the whole family.

It wasn’t until three days ago, with one code key—code thirteen—still remaining, that he
had severely regretted his lack of curiosity. Now, shivering in the damp cell, it was clear
that he should have questioned his involvement much more thoroughly. His trusting

nature was, now, proving to be a fatal flaw.

-2-
Anthony wasn’t good at waiting. Patience was a virtue he had never developed.

Waiting to find out something wasn’t that bad, but waiting to tell something, for him, was
excruciating. He was finally going to help the only real friend he had. Anthony relished
the thought of having anyone indebted to him. But somewhere inside his convoluted
mind, he thought it would be great to have Barry indebted to him. It might even be
necessary at some point.

Anthony had met Barry in Art School and had roomed with him in their second year.
Anthony enjoyed Barry’s company because he too, seemed to appreciate the seedier side
of life. A side of life that Anthony felt compelled to immerse himself in. They were, in a
sense, kindred spirits and although Anthony had viewed their relationship as friendship,
Barry had never seen it as such.

Anthony was waiting in a cavernous corridor within the halls of Enforcement.
Enforcement was a creepy place and just being there made him uncomfortable. Waiting

was awful. Everything was gray and cold. The halls were lined with hardwood benches,
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polished smooth from years of use. Dim, incandescent lights hung from the walls and an
eerie glow encircled the heads of those who walked by. Footsteps echoed through out the
halls as if amplified by a huge microphone hidden in the floor. Conversations mixed in a
reverberating slush and the sounds made Anthony shudder. He felt his skin prickle and
twisted nervously on the wooden bench.

Strangely enough, Anthony had never minded working for Enforcement. Maybe
because it had always been on his terms. At least that’s the way he always viewed it.
They would call him and have him follow some subversive idiot too stupid to realize he’d
crossed them. Occasionally he’d stake out a residence and make logs of a person’s daily
activities. In his mind, he was providing a much needed service and, what he thought of
as skilled labor.

The problem was, that as far as Enforcement was concerned, Anthony existed on the
lowest rung of the investigative scum ladder. Enforcement contracted hundreds of these
no-names, with the express purpose of increasing the size of their information gathering
network. When one of these small time operatives would accidentally stumble across
useful information, they would be paid handsomely, patted on the back and the
investigation would be turned over to experienced Enforcement agents.

Anthony had learned his trade straight out of Art School when he had gone to work for
an investigator named Anderson. Actually, his first job for Anderson had been
surveillance for Enforcement. He had immediately felt a sense of power upon being

entrusted with such a prestigious assignment. Anthony never questioned Mr. Anderson’s
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motivations for giving him the assignment and viewed it as his big chance. In reality, his
employer wanted nothing to do with Enforcement and welcomed the opportunity to give
the case to his young assistant and reel in the financial rewards himself. He had worked
for Anderson on and off for several months and had always kind of liked Anderson’s
bland, non-committal style.

In the end, he was able to pay back Mr Anderson’s trust in him by turning him and his
little band of subversives into Enforcement. Actually, Anderson never showed up the
night of the arrests and Anthony wondered from time to time what had become of him.
Although it should have, the thought of Mr. Anderson coming after him never bothered
Anthony. In fact he would often fantasize about their confrontation and how he would
drop Anderson’s limp lifeless body on the steps at the Enforcement building. The fantasy,
as with all of Anthony’s dreams, ended with him receiving a huge sum of money for his
work.

“Mr. Hopkins,” screeched an ancient women standing in one of the doorways. Her
mummy like features added to Anthony’s apprehension about being here and he rose
cautiously, as if he couldn’t remember where he was. He approached her and was
escorted into a hallway. The door slammed behind him with a cannon-like thud.

“First door on the left,” the old women cackled as she waddled off and disappeared
down a dark corridor. Anthony moved forward cautiously and tapped lightly on the door
and then slowly turned the knob.

“Well, hell, son,” a huge voice boomed before he had the door completely open. “How
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ya been, boy?” the man’s voice reeked with inflated sincerity. “What ya got for me
today?”

Anthony recognized the voice from frequent phone conversations and that, at least
partially, set him at ease. His name was Lewis and he was a jovial man in his late fifties.
Even though he was a senior official with Enforcement, he had always made Anthony
feel at ease with his carefree style.

Anthony sat in one of the folding chairs and leaned toward the industrial metal desk.
“Here’s the deal,” sounding more like he was clearing his throat than speaking. “I hear
you’re always on the look out for new talent.”

This was, in fact, true. The long arm of Enforcement was constantly looking for new
tentacles. Lewis was an officer of the Department of Personnel Procurement. A pretty
fancy name for Enforcement’s Human Resource Department. He worked within the
division that sought out and retained mostly free lance talent. Individuals who did not
work directly for Enforcement had a considerable advantage over full time employees.
One big advantage was that they were expendable. And cheap. They were paid only for
results and hard core information. With thousands of small time free lancers out poking
around, they usually were responsible for a steady stream of information on subversive
activities.

“Go ahead, boy,” Lewis spoke as he grabbed a bottle and poured them both a glass of
Scotch. He slid the drink across the metal desk to Anthony. Lewis sat back in his gray

leather chair and listened intently.
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“He’s a friend of mine and I think he’d be perfect for this. He’s a kook.” Anthony
rocked back and forth in the folding steel chair and tried to get comfortable.

“Okay, boy. Tell me about him.” Lewis had the biggest voice Anthony had ever heard.
It filled the room with vibrations that lasted long after the actual syllables had ended.

As if he could not contain himself, Anthony blurted, “He’s crazy, man. He’s got a
loose wire. If you piss him off, he gets real calm.”

“CALM?” Lewis’ voice shot through the room. “What the hell good is calm? I’ve got
to have people that can ...”

“Okay, okay,” Anthony broke in, “you don’t understand the kind of calm I’m talking
about. It’s the kind of calm that’s like...fuel. Fuel for a fire, man. It scares the hell out of
me and I’m his best friend.”

Lewis began to pay serious attention as Anthony described the brawl when Barry had
sawed off the young cadet’s ear. Anthony knew he had hooked him because he wasn’t
interrupting anymore, just smiling and listening. Anthony recounted other incidents and
with each gruesome tale, Lewis became more content. His overpowering, jovial air had
been replaced with a quieter, more sincere gaze. Anthony finished his narrative by
explaining that Barry had no family and currently worked, of all places, for The Board of
Policy in the Marketing Department.

Lewis stared thoughtfully for a moment then relaxed, his intense expression, suddenly
replaced by a huge shit-eating grin.

“You done good, boy,” his jovial nature had returned in full bloom. “1°d like to talk to
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him.
-3-

“Sheri,” Franklin was yelling from behind her. “Sheri, wait a minute.”

Sheri was on her way to the cafeteria to pick up a sandwich when Franklin Tosh called
out from the entrance to his laboratory. Sheri turned and followed as he motioned her
inside the Human Interface lab. Sheri ate at work so rarely that food was never a burning
issue with her and she had no reservations about finding out why Franklin seemed so
excited.

“What’s up, Chip?” Sheri asked soberly. She had started calling him Chip shortly after
meeting him. The big joke was that he thought like a computer. Logically and
methodically with little or no emotion. Like a computer chip. So Sheri started calling him
Chip, affectionately, and the nick-name stuck.

Franklin Tosh was not what you would call a fountain of emotion. He was however, a
genius in electronic engineering. This magical flair for anything electrical took its toll on
Franklin’s personality. Sheri had never met another human being so obsessed with their
work. Not even herself, and that surprised and impressed her.

Sheri hated to think of him this way, but Franklin was a textbook nerd. Thick glasses.
Trousers too short. His hair was never combed and his clothes were always wrinkled.
Franklin was tall and lanky with mousy brown hair and pale blue eyes. He was one year
younger than Sheri and, under different circumstances, Sheri might have considered him

attractive. Sometimes, she’d see him sitting at his desk with his glasses off as he studied
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some spaghetti diagram. He’d run his hand through his hair, pulling it back off his
forehead and that’s when she could see it. The person behind the intellect. Something in
his eyes. She wasn’t really sure what it was but it was endearing.

Then, without warning, he’d pop his glasses back on and his hair would fall over the
rims as he stood in a trance, mesmerized by some intricate conceptual relationship. Sheri
was sure that she was the only one that had ever seen this in Franklin and she kind of
liked it that way.

“This way,” he said pointing to a work bench along one wall, “come here and look at
this.”

“Why Franklin my dear,” she said in a feeble attempt at a southern accent, “I don’t
know that I’ve ever seen you actually excited about anything.” She continued, pretending
to cool herself with an imaginary fan as she batted her eyes wildly and pursed her lips in
his direction. Whatever small amount of humor she tried to convey was certainly lost on
Franklin.

“Look!” he said more insistently, pointing at a small plastic tray on the work bench.
“It’s the latest one. Number fifteen. It’s certainly the best yet.”

Sheri dropped the southern belle put on and looked down at the plastic tray. For
several seconds couldn’t place what she was seeing.

“Well?” Franklin cocked his head and prodded anxiously for her response.

“It’s so small,” she whispered as she finally realized what she was looking at.

“Small??” Franklin sounded genuinely hurt. “It’s five millimeters across and two
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millimeters thick,” he said sounding as proud as a father bragging about his newborn
son’s birth weight. “It’s sub-miniature!”

It looked like a watch battery and was connected by several fine wires to a rack of
flashing equipment along the back of the workbench. A cable ran from the back of the
rack to a portable computer. Wave patterns crossed the computer screen in a rhythmic
ebb and flow. Sheri recognized the patterns as Halcyon control signals, but was still
having trouble grasping the implications of what she was actually seeing.

“You’ve got to be kidding me. Last time | saw this thing, it was the size of my fist.
And that was only last week!”” Sheri was stunned by the progress that Franklin and his
team had made in such a short time. This was more than just progress though, this was a
real break through. The device was so small that it would be more than comfortable to
wear, it would be almost unnoticeable.

Sheri turned suddenly and looked straight into his eyes. “Does this thing work,
Franklin?” Sheri’s face tightened up as she asked firmly, “Does it really work? No funny
problems like before?”

Franklin smiled and slid his glasses up the bridge of his nose with his index finger.
“Follow me,” he said and motioned to the far corner of the lab. The other side of the
laboratory was dedicated to animal research and one wall was covered with cages. They
were filled with small white rats. Franklin reached for a cage containing over a dozen
furry rodents, set it down on the counter top and turned to face Sheri.

“There are fifteen test subjects in this cage,” Franklin spoke in his standard clinical
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fashion. “The subjects have not eaten for forty eight hours and | have recently injected
each subject with a small dose of methamphetamine.”

Sheri stared at the cage thoughtfully and wondered where this was leading. Franklin
paused long enough to let what he had just said sink in. “The methamphetamine will
heighten their response to the stimuli.”

“Franklin,” the impatience in Sheri’s voice was apparent, “tell me what the hell you’re
doing.”

“Ask me what stimuli,” Franklin said smugly, again adjusting the position of his
glasses.

Sheri let out a long breath while Franklin nodded his head in anticipation. “What
stimuli?” she said, reluctantly playing along.

“Food!” he blurted out, hardly able to contain himself. “They’ll tear each other to
shreds trying to get at this little bit of food.” Franklin held up, what appeared to be, a
small piece of meat.

“Franklin,” Sheri’s tone turning from impatience to frustration, “I’ve got a lot of work
to do. If there’s really a point here, 1’d appreciate hearing about it. Now.”

Franklin’s eyes never left Sheri’s as he opened the top of the cage and dropped the
piece of meat. The rats erupted into a pulsating ball of tails and fur. They scratched and
clawed and bit each other, fighting furiously for the tiny scrap of food.

Sheri scrunched her eyebrows down hard and snapped, “Chip!”

Smiling, he reached into his lab coat and produced a small electronic device, pointed it
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across the room at the rack of flashing lights and mashed a big red button.

Sheri heard the squeaky whine from the rat cage stop as suddenly as it had begun. She
turned to the cage and reacted in horror when she saw all the rats lying motionless in the
cage. What kind of experiment was this? “If this is some kind of sadistic joke, Franklin!”
she shouted furiously, “What the hell are you doing? You’re not supposed to kill them! *
It irritated her, to no end, that he was smiling bigger than ever.

Then Sheri glanced from Franklin back to the rat cage and noticed something strange.
The rats weren’t dead. There was movement. She stepped closer and leaned down to look
inside the cage. The rats weren’t dead after all. In fact, one of them was nibbling on the
piece of meat and the others were sitting and watching him. It looked like they
were...waiting their turn. Two of the rats walked past the one eating. They nestled under
some wood shavings on the opposite side and prepared to take a nap. They were all alive.
And in turn, each one nibbled lightly on the small piece of meat and then slowly curled
up in the bedding, watching the others take their turn.

Sheri could not speak. It was partly the awe of the situation and partly the control that
Franklin was exacting over the subjects of his demonstration. But mostly, Sheri could not
speak because she was still dangling at the edge of comprehension. For the first time
since she walked in, she noticed that all the rats had three neat little stitches right in the
top of their heads.

Sheri’s cloud of uneasiness was steadily growing. She couldn’t put it into words, and

didn’t really understand what she was feeling, but something was amiss. Something was
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going very wrong and it was beginning to cloud Sheri’s judgment.

-4-
It was called the cafeteria, but it no longer resembled anything more than a glorified

break room. Vending machines along one wall dispensed everything from sandwiches to
orange juice. A small microwave oven sat on a counter top. A string of cabinets over
head were used for storing condiments and styrofoam cups. There was a refrigerator and
a stove-top mounted in the counter.

The large room, at one time, had a full time cooking staff. Rectangular openings to the
kitchen were all boarded up and painted to match the block walls. That was the definition
of remodeling at The Board of Technology, temporary fixes and paint. There were a
dozen round tables and probably a hundred chairs. Even though the room was never
occupied by more than twenty or thirty people at a time, the furniture remained. Partly as
a reminder of the power Enforcement wielded within the system. Partly because no one
knew what department handled requests for furniture removal.

The entire facility was the old Enforcement headquarters. At one time, this had been a
fully functioning cafeteria serving a thousand meals a day. Now it was a shell. A poorly
remodeled monument to the force that had created it. Enforcement was located in their
new granite and glass facility and though Technology was overjoyed to consolidate its
efforts under one roof it was still Enforcement’s hand-me-downs.

Before moving into this structure, The Board of Technology was scattered between

dozens of buildings miles apart. Some of these, no more than portable metal buildings,
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wheeled into place and parked in empty lots on cinder blocks. A poorly constructed set of
wooden stairs greeted them every morning as they made their way in to work. So for the
employees at Technology these hand-me-downs were appreciated.

This afternoon, the few scattered people in the large room made it seem bigger than it
was. Two men sat across from each other at a table covered with diagrams. A white
haired women dined alone at a table for six, slurping a bowl soup. Directly across from
her, a 46 inch monitor was mounted in the wall. Her red wrinkled eyes were fixed as the
media recounted one of The Resistive Movement’s worst blows ever. The old woman
watched and sipped, as the emotions rose in her eyes. She hadn’t lost anyone in that
tragedy but the brutalness and devastation flashing across the screen moved her to tears.

“Mourners gather by the thousands for the third anniversary of the worst terrorist
strike in history,” a reporter for The Board of Support said with a reverent yet
professional tone. “This was once an internationally renowned convention center brought
to the ground by a single timed implosion device. On the eve of the tragedy, people are
gathering at what is now known as SKIP Park. Erected as a memorial for those who lost
their lives here, it was given a name that would remain as a constant reminder of this
terrible tragedy. The theme: Stop Killing Innocent People was voted and ratified by The
Board of Support only hours after the terrorist strike. Here, where the center once stood,
families will gather to remember their lost loved ones and to remind the Nation that
subversive actions benefit no one. All though we are reminded of this atrocity here today,

it is significant that no bombings have occurred within the last seven months. It is
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possible that Enforcement has finally grappled The Resistive Movement, and order will
once again become common place. This is Debora Monroe, TBOP News.”

The old woman shivered and wiped her face in an effort to shake her disgust. It didn’t
work. She dumped the half eaten soup in the waste bin and walked toward the exit.

Sheri and Franklin almost knocked her down with the door as the came in. They went
immediately to the vending machines and Sheri plunked down spare change for rancid
coffee. The sodium vapor lamps hummed and spread yellow light across the table tops in
uneven concentric circles.

Sheri sat down and passed one of the paper coffee cups to Franklin. Sheri sat next to
Franklin and sipped her coffee excitedly. “Do you know what this means, Franklin?” her
eyes widening and turning a brighter shade of green.

“Complete portability,” he said so calmly it actually upset Sheri.

“Complete portability?” her voice twisted in a high pitched squeak. “This means
Halcyon will become a reality for everyone. This means that access to the Halcyon signal
will be universal. Without equipment restraints.”

“Complete portability,” Franklin said again, reaffirming his original answer.

“Franklin,” Sheri said trying her best not to be upset with his lack of passion, “you’ve
done something that will ultimately affect millions of people.”

He continued to look directly at Sheri. His expression devoid of emotion as Sheri
continued her monologue.

“On a global scale, Franklin. All over the world,” she talked slowly as if explaining
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something to a small child, “people are going to be happier and more productive. Anyone
will be able to put on a receiving device and immediately feel a reduction in stress levels.
Immediately feel better about themselves. Immediately redirect their energies in a more
positive direction. Pressure and anxiety will melt away. All of this contributing to society
as a whole. All of this because your receiving device is completely portable!” To an
uninformed third party, it may have sounded like Sheri’s explanation was more for her
benefit than his. That she was trying to convince herself, not Franklin.

It wasn’t that he didn’t understand what she was saying. And it wasn’t that he didn’t
care, but his mind was already working on the problem of mass manufacturing. Working
out the photo layout for the intricate chip designs. Planning the work schedules in
overlapping shifts to facilitate the design of the assembly stations.

Sheri looked deeply into his eyes, looking for an indication that he understood the
magnitude of their work. Understood the implications for society.

“The prototype units are actually sheathed in a galvanized zinc casing. I think I can
shave another fifteen or twenty microns by going with a carbon fiber composite.”

“You’re hopeless, Chip.” Sheri was speaking to herself this time. Some days,
conversation on a human level was impossible with Franklin. His brain processed
information statistically not emotionally. “Let’s get to work then,” the calm resolve in her
voice had returned, “I’ve got a report to file with The Directors by Friday.”

Still the cloud remained and grew. Sheri forced herself to forget it and move on. To

stop being paranoid and just get the job done. And for now, it worked.
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-5-
Rick’s overwhelming need for food had taken its toll on his ability to think clearly.

For the third time, the rats had swarmed the lower hatch and quickly engulfed the metal
tray of food. He no longer viewed the rats as creepy little rodents, but as the enemy. This
was becoming a fight for survival and it was either he or the rats.

Rick had noticed that after the food was gone, the rats vanished without a trace. The
trays seemed to come once every six or eight hours. As far as he could tell, it had been
several hours since the last tray was licked clean by the filthy furry bastards. The hate
Rick felt wasn’t directed toward his captors anymore, but toward the rats. As his stomach
twisted into tight little knots, his focus now had to be on the present — and his immediate
concern was starvation.

Through further explorations of his surroundings, Rick discovered that the lower hatch
was not locked. It could be opened from the inside if you could get one side started with
your finger nail. The latching mechanism for holding it open must have been on the
outside of the door because as soon as he released the hatch, it fell shut again. Rick was
trying to find a way to prop open the hatch when he found that the rats came out of hiding
when it was opened. They would move cautiously toward the light source, knowing that
food was on its way. The rats appeared out of nowhere and every time he looked around
the room, there were more of them. They wouldn’t come right up to him, but they did
position themselves for a speedy attack as soon as the tray finally hit the floor. When

Rick let the hatch fall shut, he heard the rats scurry back to wherever they went when
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they were not stealing his food.

Rick knew they were gone because he’d lift the hatch, ever so slightly, allowing a
small sliver of light to penetrate the darkness. Placing his head sideways, down next to
the floor he looked across it in all directions. Gone, not a trace. But to where?

Rick opened the hatch and then closed it several times and watched and listened
carefully. Each time the rats came and went without a trace. Finally, he saw two rats
literally disappear under the sink.

With the hatch closed and bathed in darkness, Rick crawled slowly across the floor,
carefully feeling the path in front of him. He waved his arms methodically in front of his
face, first the right — then the left. Then he went back to feeling the floor. When he
reached the sink, he carefully swept from left to right under the sink, surveying cautiously
with his hands. The sink leaked. There was a small puddle of water under it that smelled
like it had been there forever. Rick started with the bottom of the sink, carefully feeling
various plumbing fixtures and connections. He slowly followed the drainpipe down to the
rock floor. It was cold and slimy and smelled of mildew.

Then he found it. Where the drainpipe entered the floor, there was a chunk of stone
chipped out about the size of his fist. Rick didn’t bother exploring too deeply into the
opening. Partially because he knew the rats were down there and partially because he was
afraid they might not be satisfied with the brown mush and white cartons they had for
lunch.

Rick sat on the damp floor staring at the opening. Although he couldn’t see his hand in

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 74 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

front of his nose, he had a perfect mental image of the pipe and the hole in the floor. He
felt the drain pipe and let his fingers follow it back up to the underside of the sink.

Suddenly, he turned and crawled back to bed on all fours. He yanked the mattress off
the bed and drug it over to the sink. Feeling for one of the holes in the top of the mattress,
he reached in and pulled out handful after handful of mattress stuffing and began shoving
it down the rat hole. A dozen or so clumps, tightly packed in the hole and around the
pipe. After the hole had been filled, he sat quietly in front of it and thought. Rick knew
this wouldn’t stop the rats, only slow them down. So he turned and drug the mattress over
to the door. He folded the mattress in half and placed it next to the closed lower hatch. He
positioned it carefully, so when the mattress was unfolded, it opened up in front of the
hatch in the door.

Then Rick peeled off one of his socks. He worked his index finger under one side of
the hatch and slid it up. The light from the hallway was very bright and he was forced to
look back into the darkened cell as he worked the sock into the track. With the sock
sufficiently wedged into the track, the hatch was now propped open and Rick had a
perfect view of the stuffing under the sink. It was moving. Slowly pulsating.

Then he heard them. Faint at first, but getting louder. Foot steps. They were coming to
feed him. The stuffing was moving faster and started to rise like the head of beer that was
poured to quickly into a glass. Overflowing from the hole beneath. Foot steps, louder.
Stuffing, throbbing — faster. Footsteps, louder, louder.

“My food,” Rick whispered, spitting his words toward the pulsating stuffing as he
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positioned himself inside the fold of the mattress. “Mine!”

The foot steps stopped outside of the cell door and the sound of the metal tray echoed
through out the tiny cell as it hit the floor outside the door. The stuffing bubbled, popping
out in small chunks. Rick could see the corner of the tray as it sat outside on the floor.
There was a jingling sound and Rick saw a hand on the edge of the tray. There was a loud
scrape as it slid through the opening. Rick looked at the tray in front of him and then back
at the rat hole. Then it happened. The stuffing erupted from the hole in three different
directions, flying into the air like a champaign cork. Frenzied rats poured from the hole
and raced toward the open hatch ready to devour anything in their path. Rick couldn’t
reach the tray before the rats swarmed the open hatch. They fought with each other as
they covered the tray. The mattress looming over their feeding frenzy.

Rick snapped the mattress forward, unfolding it with all his body weight. It dropped
down on a dozen rats as the others retreated for the drain pipe. With closed fists, Rick
furiously pounded the surface of the mattress as tiny rat bones crunched like potato chips
underneath.

“Mine! Mine! Mine!” he yelled with each percussive blow to the mattress. “Mine!” A
couple of the rats squeezed out from the edges of the mattress.

“Mine!” Crunch. “Mine!” Crunch. “Mine!” Crunch.

Then, Rick was blinded by what seemed like the sun itself shining into his cell. It was
the light from the hallway. The cell door was open. Standing motionless, the guard was

slightly amused by Rick’s frantic pounding on the blood soaked mattress.
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Rick lifted the mattress and poked at the mutilated pile of bloody fur. But there was no
food. Only what appeared to have been a clean pair of pants and a shirt. Now blood
stained and mixed with rat fur. Rick studied the man from top to bottom. Where was it?
Where was the food?

He had wanted the tray so badly that he had only imagined it sliding under the door.
He realized that the scraping sound had come, not from a tray, but from the top door
hatch. The guard had lifted it to see in before unlocking the door itself. Now he stood in
doorway, towering over Rick. Even though his silhouette almost completely blocked the
light from the hallway, Rick’s eyes were so adjusted to the dark that he could barely open
them.

“Get up,” the guard said abruptly as he grabbed the back of Rick’s shirt and pulled

him up from the mattress. “You’re late for your appointment.”

-6-

Barry had stayed in touch with Anthony the last couple of years since they graduated
from school, which was unusual. Barry never made a habit of keeping in contact with
anyone. They would go out occasionally and, more often than not, ended their evenings
in some kind of trouble.

Barry was less surprised by the phone call than by the sound of anticipation in
Anthony’s voice. He seemed on edge. Almost excited about something.

Barry had been working in the Marketing Department of The Board of Support for

about six months. He originally thought this was the kind of job that would best suit his
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talents. The problem was, he had no real idea of what his talents were. The job was
turning out to be superficial and boring. He was assigned to the group that produced
leaflets about Personal Awareness and Happiness. The message was bland and lifeless
and Barry woke each morning with a suffocating feeling. He had to force himself to
shave and dress and continue his existence. Barry sat for eight hours a day in a three foot
wide cubicle covered with gray, burlap looking cloth. He was stationed in a row of
eighteen other cubicles, each of which contained a new recruit writing copy or designing
pamphlets. Barry could actually feel the life draining from his body as he sat at his desk.

The walls of Marketing were lined with posters and flyers that had been produced
within. A picture of an immaculately dressed officer with his arm around a small child
read, ‘ENFORCEMENT-to protect and serve’. Another with two women embracing
displayed, ‘PERSONAL SACRIFICE-it adds to the greater good’. Still others proclaimed
messages of ‘Joy through conformity’, *Subversive behavior steals from all of us—Do
your part: Turn someone in’.

Barry spent his eight hours in a trance and returned home each night with a hollow
burning in the pit of his stomach. His routine generally consisted of a TV dinner, a glass
of cheap Scotch and then he’d fall asleep on the couch watching old movies. In the
morning, he’d cringe when the alarm went off and lay there dreading the day until the last
possible minute. In the end, he would take a quick shower and shave with a cheap plastic
razor. He’d throw on the least wrinkled shirt he could find and stumble through the

apartment looking for his shoes. They were always under the couch, but he always looked
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everywhere else first.

Today, Barry had called in sick and when Anthony picked him up his apartment he
knew something was up. As they drove in silence, Anthony’s excitement grated on him
like the repeated squeak of an old see-saw. Barry had no great affection for Anthony,
although he did always appreciate him for what he was; useful. Anthony was not the
brightest person he’d ever met and this, along with his huge ego, made him easy to
manipulate. Barry had a talent for manipulating people and, although his current
employer hadn’t noticed, he was genuinely intelligent.

It seemed like any other day as Anthony turned the corner into the gravel parking lot.
The precariously hung sign over the driveway read ‘NO MAN’S LAND’. The building
looked familiar although Barry knew he’d never been there before. It was a bar, and all
bars had a commonness about them that held them together and set them apart from other
types of establishments. The small wood sided building was framed by a typical, gray
drizzly morning. This day was like all of them before, but not like any would ever be
again.

As if he could sense the life that was about to unfold, Barry stared into the ratty bar
with a new, more vital awareness. Looking not at the building, but at the circumstance,
feeling the energy of the moment. Barry always approached a new situation as open as
possible, awaiting a barrage of sensory information. He heard the gravel crunch beneath
his feet and the creak of the wooden sign as it swung in the breeze. The lingering scent of

old urine and puke filled the air. He could feel the electricity that Anthony gave off. It
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made the skin on his cheeks tingle as they walked up the decaying steps.

He didn’t know why or how, but he felt as though his life was about to change. The
bar room brawls and petty fights were no longer satisfying him. His tortured past burned
inside him and yearned for freedom. Today, somehow, was a special day, a special
moment in Barry’s life. Anthony was about to give Barry a priceless gift and his sixth
sense was telling him about it.

The inside of the bar was poorly lit and even more poorly kept. Anthony led Barry to a
corner booth, which was odd in itself. They always sat at the bar in order to have a clear
field of vision. Barry had become a master a subtle mockery and the ensuing fights
always appeared to be provoked by the other party. After they were bated into taking a
swing at him, Barry would strike one devastating blow straight across the bridge of their
nose. This first blow would disorient his victim and only occasionally failed to drop them
to the floor. From there, it always went down hill for any poor soul foolish enough to
tangle with Barry.

Once his opponent was down, instinct took over. He’d mumble loudly as he kicked in
the side of someone’s head.

“This’ll teach you to cross me, mister...don’t think I can’t see you. I’ve got eyes in the
back of my head, | have,” he rambled on as he pummeled the downed man. At this point
Barry had no control and would have killed every one of his victims, but Anthony always
stopped him and dragged him away from his beating frenzies, luckily before the officers

could arrive.
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Barry was still studying the interior of the bar when Anthony noticed his uneasiness
and told him to, “Sit down, man.”

Barry sat slowly, still observing. Still soaking up every detail. Every nerve in his body
was at attention and he could feel the hair on his arms stand up.

“l got something to tell you,” Anthony said with a sheepish grin and waited for
Barry’s reaction. Barry was, initially, annoyed by Anthony’s almost childlike attitude but
quickly became amused as he began spinning the story about his encounter with Lewis.
When he got to the part about the interview with Enforcement, Barry focused intently on
Anthony’s expression. This, did not appear to be a joke. His friend was serious. Anthony
had known how miserable he was at his job but Barry had no idea that he had enough
connections to get him an interview with Enforcement.

Barry had always respected the guys at Enforcement, but he had never imagined that
he was what they were looking for. Anthony was earning his keep, yes indeed. He had
seen, more than once, Barry’s untapped talent and made the connection between the two
all by himself. Oh yes, his friend was useful and maybe not so stupid as Barry believed.
Anthony was getting something out of this, Barry was certain of that, but he had a feeling
that the opportunity Anthony created would benefit himself most in the long run. Barry
began to smile and then to chuckle, as the suffocating cloud around his life evaporated
like mist. He wasn’t sure how he knew, but this was what he’d been looking for. This
could fill that need. As his own satisfied laughter began to fill him, he felt as though he

had found his special niche.
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-7-
Barry’s initial interview with Lewis had lasted only fifteen minutes. With his brightly

colored bolo tie and snake skin cowboy boots, Lewis acted the hick, but no one rises to
such a position in Enforcement without a very good reason. And for Lewis, this reason
was perception. He was very perceptive about the true nature of people. This was his
special talent. He could talk with someone, sometimes for only a few minutes, before
forming a connection with the internal workings of their psychology. In minutes he knew
what made someone tick. In most cases, much better than they knew themselves.

Lewis knew that Anthony was an ass kisser. He knew that he was motivated by money
and the illusion of power and that made him easy to control. That was, after all, basically
his job. To control people. Those who worked for him, around him or against him. It was
all the same game. He would look through their eyes into their soul and take what he
needed to play them like a cheap video game. He used people and when they were used
up he would discard them like old newspaper and buy a new one.

Within five minutes of talking to Barry, Lewis knew this man was destined for more
than just freelance work. He knew Barry had a deliciously dark side and could sense his
distaste for almost everything around him. Although Lewis had made the connection
early with Barry, there remained a shadow across Barry’s inner soul that he could not
penetrate. This inability to read Barry completely, initially intrigued Lewis. The only
reason he had spent fifteen minutes with him was to search the haunted chambers of his

mind and discover the secrets hidden there. He enjoyed poking around inside a person’s
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psyche the way a dog dug through a pile of fresh garbage. It was more than just finding
out what made someone tick. It was finding out what made them hurt and feel. What
caused them pain and what gave them pleasure. These were all useful pieces of
information in the control of another human being.

“Tell me about your folks,” Lewis asked as much to break the ice as to start collecting
his pieces.

“Never knew my dad,” Barry remained cool and unattached.

“What about your mother?” Lewis knew from experience that questions about
someone’s mother would allow more insight than a person generally preferred. But he
was unprepared for Barry’s answer.

Unblinking, Barry said, “Chopped her into forty pieces, buried her in the front yard.”
His tone light and irreverent.

Barry’s face was without expression as Lewis searched desperately for the meaning in
Barry’s answer. Anthony started to cackle nervously and slapped Barry on the shoulder.

“Good one,” Anthony blurted out quickly flashing his gaze back and forth between the
two. “Chopped her up...right?” Anthony was trying desperately to make his laugh sound
believable, but his effort went unnoticed. His friend and employer were aware of only
each other as they each wrestled for control.

Lewis and Barry’s eyes met and locked as they reached an understanding. They were
reading each others inner secrets and words were unnecessary for the moment.

Whether or not Anthony knew the truth was unimportant to Lewis. What was
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important was that Lewis had seen more than the truth in Barry’s eyes. Although he
couldn’t find the words to express the feeling Barry gave him, he believed that Barry
found pleasure in remembering whatever it was that he had really done.

His feelings of intrigue turned to uneasiness and then, horror as he dove deeper into
Barry’s eyes. Barry never blinked and Lewis eventually was forced away. He had made a
connection with Barry’s dark side and now he wished he hadn’t.

Trying desperately to shake the experience, Lewis picked up his pen and began
scribbling something in his notebook. He was glad to have an excuse to look away from
Barry after breaking eye contact and then he quickly ended the meeting. He handed Barry
the slip of paper with an address scrawled on it.

“Report here Monday morning at 7:30,” he stuttered, leaving the room as though he
had to relieve his bladder. In his entire career at Enforcement, no one had ever spooked
him like this boy. There was no explanation for it, but there were things inside Barry that
Lewis didn’t want to uncover. He only knew that whatever it was, it would be useful to
certain people. Anthony was right about Barry’s calm being like fuel and now Lewis

knew that he didn’t want to see the fire.

Chapter Four
FEAR
-1-

Sheri sat in her office still thinking about Franklin’s break through. She had never

imagined that the size of the receiving device could be reduced so dramatically. She was
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having trouble concentrating on work. Her head was swimming. She was afraid that even
she didn’t understand what this really meant. How this would affect the project as a
whole.

Halcyon’s original intent was to give the work force a way to escape from the rigors of
daily life and ultimately become more productive and happier. The idea was to sit quietly
at home, slip on your own personal receiver and tune into the Halcyon signal.

But now, there would be no limitation on where you physically were. You could
receive the signal from anywhere with a receiver as portable as this.

Sheri believed, with all her heart that her work would contribute to making the world a
better place. People would be happier and healthier. The signal would lower stress. And
lower stress meant a more productive, less destructive, public.

Now that the receiver was so small and convenient even the most intolerant of people
could benefit without any constraints or discomfort.

When Sheri had participated in early experiments with much larger receiving devices,
she had been utterly filled with a sense of goodwill. She didn’t know how else to describe
it. All the work related pressures she agonized over simply melted away. Time tables,
deadlines, cost overruns. Gone. But not gone. She noticed that she had absolutely no
apprehension about any of these things, but she still was aware of their importance. She
was able to think more clearly than she had in years and that seemed to give her energy.
Energy to think. Energy to act.

Her initial contact with the Halcyon signal left her feeling invigorated and refreshed.
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In fact, in retrospect, she thought the sensations bordered on erotic. Certainly, the
experience was very pleasing and she wanted to repeat it as soon as she could.

During this time, it was easy to get volunteers for the tests, but as the receiving
devices decreased in size, there were associated problems controlling the signal. Some of
Sheri’s own experiences were not as pleasurable as the first. One, in particular, invoked
strong feelings of anger and disgust. The feelings were so powerful that she had trouble
getting rid of them and was forced to go home early that day. She closed all the curtains
in her house and sat quietly in the living room for hours. She ended up crying herself to
sleep for no apparent reason, but returned to work the next day feeling fine. The strange
side effects, apparently, all gone.

Other test subjects experienced similar reactions. Some even violent, but in each case
the problem was identified as a receiving device malfunction and corrected. Franklin’s
team had always worked diligently to provide a device capable of receiving the Halcyon
signal with complete accuracy. When these devices, occasionally failed in their primary
duty, Franklin took it personally and always worked around the clock to correct the
problems. The repaired devices always worked flawlessly and the original results were,
again, obtained with all test subjects.

But, it was the side effects and their intensity that caused Sheri to question the ethics
of Halcyon. She had absolutely no doubt in her mind that Halcyon was intended for good,
but just the existence of the strange side effects left her with a vague, nagging worry.

Franklin and his team felt certain that these were accidents of a corrupted signal, but
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was it possible to create a signal that would also give these results. If something in the
receiving device was affecting the signal and causing the negative emotions, then it
would be possible to analyze the effected signal and reproduce it. The thought gave Sheri
the shivers. “Who would want to do that?” she thought uncomfortably.

Every time she asked herself that question, the answer was always the same. Certainly
nobody. That would be against everything the project stood for. Everything she believed
in. It was inconceivable.

Sheri was beginning to question things that never seemed important before. Why was
the Halcyon project so fragmented throughout The Board? As far as she knew, there were
dozens of individual teams working on different aspects of Halcyon. There was no way
of knowing exactly what all the other teams were working on.

And it wasn’t long after her bad experience with Halcyon that she received a very
strange call requesting not only the recorded data, but also her personal logs about the
experience. The most worrisome part of the conversation came when she asked where she
should send the information.

“/IMedical Affairs@ BOARD.com,” the girls voice was almost mechanical as she
spoke.

What did medical want with the information? They were treatment, not research. For
all Sheri knew one of the other subjects could be having to seek medical attention as a
result of the testing. After she hung up, she decided to send a Memo with her

information. In it, Sheri requested a contact name to discuss this inquiry further. Because
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of her position at Technology she received a prompt reply from someone at a company
called TrioPlan. His company had requested complete physicals from some of the
subjects as a follow up to their testing and Medical Affairs was coordinating the
information retrieval. Apparently, this company was compiling the test information into
some kind of report.

Everything that Sheri questioned was neatly explained away by the gentleman from
TrioPlan. Everything except why a private sector company, outside of The Board, had
been chosen to handle the information. She knew that The Board would often subcontract
projects to outside sources, but didn’t Halcyon’s apparent secrecy demand that all
projects remain internal? That’s what she’d been told.

“We want to keep this one inside of Technology.” That was the official stance. When
she openly asked questions, the answers were always short and vague. To Sheri, the
answers seemed to be designed intentionally to skirt the issue.

The more she thought about it, the more nagging the questions became. Regardless of
her own convictions about her work, she would never again feel as confident about
Halcyon as she once had. At least not until certain questions received answers. Sheri

decided that it was time to start getting them.

-2-
Rick had been escorted to a small white room about ten feet square. His eyes still had

not adjusted to normal light and he was forced to keep his them closed to tiny slivers. He

was placed in a chair in the center of the room that looked like something you’d find in a
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high-priced dentist’s office. Glaring, white light showered down from the ceiling as if the
sun itself was behind each textured, plastic panel. The white walls were bare and Rick
had the dizzying feeling that he was inside a crystal ball fashioned from pure light.
Objects and shapes were indistinguishable in the room.

His wrists and ankles were secured to the chair with nylon straps similar to the safety
restraints in modern automobiles. Restraints were tightened around his waist, chest and
forearms. A metal collar covered with dense foam rubber was placed around his neck,
holding him securely to the oversized head rest. Two uniformed officers worked
smoothly and methodically until Rick could not distinguish between the paralyzing effect
of fear and that of the restraints which held him completely immobile.

Adrenaline shot through his veins and his heart slammed so hard inside his chest that it
seemed to be knocking the wind from his lungs with each massive thud. Sweat sprang
from his pores, although Rick had absolutely no sense of the actual temperature in the
room. His face burned from within and, as the sweat ran into his eyes, he had even more
difficulty focusing.

The uniformed officers vanished and left Rick strapped in silence. Within moments,
the interrogator entered the room and sat at a small white desk against one of the walls.
Rick wasn’t sure if the interrogator brought it with him or if the ringing in his ears had
been there all along. It was the same ringing he remembered as a child when his father
tried to teach him to use a gun. Rick remembered how shiny his dad’s 410 shot gun was,

with the deer carved in the handle. He also remembered how it hurt his ears when they
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shot it. The last thing he remembered about that afternoon was that he didn’t like guns.

“Now,” the interrogator said calmly, “shall we try again?”

Rick felt the room turning and he wanted to scream. The muscles in his jaws
tightened. What little moisture he had left in his mouth had turned sour. He was going to
throw up. The ringing grew louder and the hammer inside his chest picked up its
thunderous pace.

“You have done a considerable amount of work for a company by the name of
TransWorld, is that correct?”

Rick tried to breathe but was only able to suck are in short, shallow gasps. “Yes,” his
voice cracked, “I’ve done work for them.”

After three days in the damp cell, Rick had almost completely lost his voice.

“Specifically, who hired you, Mr. Morgan?”

“His name was Anderson. Kirk Anderson,” Rick swallowed hard trying to lubricate
his vocal cords.

“Yes. Yes. I’m sure of that, but who did Kirk Anderson work for?”” The interrogator’s
composed, practiced delivery took on a slight edge of irritation.

“I only dealt with Kirk,” Rick’s words came out in broken pieces. “I had phone
conversations with others, but never any names. | never even met anyone else.”

This was true. And now, strapped in this chair, it seemed odd even to Rick. Kirk
Anderson had approached him originally about doing the work and he was the only

person Rick had ever met. He had never had any contact, other than phone conversations
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and e-mail, with anyone at TransWorld. “Oh God, what have | done?” Rick thought to
himself knowing he had tied his own noose.

The interrogator opened one of the desk drawers and removed a stainless steel tray
covered with, what appeared to be, surgical instruments. Neatly arranged and laid out,
sparkling like diamonds under the harsh room light. He moved toward Rick and placed
the tray on an arm extending from the side of the chair. He placed the tray delicately, as if
it were a fragile crystal vase and then straightened up the already meticulous alignment of
each instrument.

“I’m afraid that my superiors would be less than satisfied if | presented them with that
answer Mr. Morgan.” The interrogator’s eyes met Rick’s for an instant and then returned
to the tray. “You do understand the position this puts me in, don’t you?” The icy calm
had returned to his voice as he continued adjusting and examining each instrument on the
tray.

Rick had never felt so utterly trapped in all his life. At this moment, he wished, more
than anything, that he could just die. Fade away quietly and leave his body. The body that
was secured in this hideous nightmare.

The interrogator picked up a large, glistening, hooked needle from the tray. Laser
beams of light radiated from its tip as he twisted the ghastly hook slowly between his
fingers. “Do you think you could remember another name or two Mr. Morgan?” the
interrogator said as he held the needle up to the light and examined it.

He wanted to go back and do it all over. He wished he had never broken those codes.
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More that anything, he wished he had another name to give. Any name. He wished he
would have asked more questions before getting involved in the first place.

“Kirk Anderson was the only one from TransWorld that I ever dealt with,” Rick
blurted out as he tried desperately to free himself from the restraints. “You’ve got to
believe me. He was the only one. The only one!” His own pitiful whimper echoed
through his ears in harmony with the ever persistent ringing.

The interrogator towered over him measuring the fear in Rick’s eyes. He pulled
another strap from the back of the head rest and cinched it tightly around Rick’s forehead.
Two brackets on the side of his head held rubber tipped screws which were tightened into
position just above his temples and a third under his chin. His head was now held
absolutely stationary. His eyes rolled wildly in their sockets, right, then left, round and
round. Panic gripped him, he twisted and turned. Arching his back, he pulled at the
straps, shook fiercely and screamed through his clenched jaws, “I don’t know anything! |
don’t know any...” His fury faded into tears as he mumbled and begged pathetically.

The interrogator stood, intently examining the needle he held, smiled ever so slightly
and leaned toward Rick’s face. His eyes went from the shiny instrument directly to
Rick’s terrified gaze. The interrogator looked deep into Rick’s soul as if he could extract
information by sheer force of will. His eyes tightened and his smile was replaced with a
look of focused concentration. Still rolling the needle with his fingers, he brought it,
gently, up to Rick’s face. As light as a feather, he slid the pointed tip down Rick’s

trembling cheek, resting it just inside the corner of his mouth. The interrogator gently
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rotated the hook around, lightly pulling the skin at the corner of Rick’s mouth.

The interrogator’s eyes widened and the smile returned as he drew back abruptly,
pulling a small piece of Rick’s lip from the inside of his mouth. As Rick’s screams of
agony filled the room, the interrogator’s attention turned to the tray of instruments.

“Now let’s see if we can jog that memory of yours, shall we Mr. Morgan,” he

announced enthusiastically.

-3-
The large steel door contained one, wire mesh reinforced window about a foot square.

The inside of the window was covered with spatters of blood and clumps of hairy flesh.

There was a scurry of activity down the hallway and in several of the adjacent offices.
Someone was yelling down the corridor for a maintenance man and some buckets. Two
men in lab coats ran past the spattered door as others came running from their offices and
met in front of it. Six of the lab coat laden individuals crowded around the door trying to
see inside.

In keeping with its policies on project diversification, The Board of Technology had
sub-contracted dozens of private companies to work on different research projects. This
kept any one group or individual from knowing too much about any phase of any project.
One of these companies was TrioPlan International and every research scientist on duty
that night was crowded around the blood smeared window.

TrioPlan was a small research facility that specialized in experiments with animals—

mainly primates. Their specialty was gathering information geared toward human-like
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responses. They could gather large amounts of data on anything from chemical agents to
drugs; from implants to electromagnetic stimuli.

“What happened?” came a voice from behind the lab coats.

Everyone spun around in unison and stood motionless, unable to speak. The man they
were looking at was the president of TrioPlan and personally oversaw all research for The
Board.

“Fred,” the man said insistently to one of the lab coats, “what happened?”

“Well, you know, we received the new discs this morning and tonight was the
scheduled test,” he nervously avoided eye contact with the president, choosing to study
his knuckles instead. They were white.

“Everything was fine until disc number seventeen.” Fred handed the man a clipboard
and pointed to the appropriate log entries and associated notes. The man glanced briefly
at the crumpled paper then back at the crowd. A few seconds passed and he raised his
eyebrow giving the signal to proceed.

“Well,” Fred cleared his throat, “as soon as we loaded the disc and started the
transmission, they went crazy.”

“Crazy?” the man dropped his head a notch as if to ask for clarification.

“Yes sir.” Fred continued to fidget, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.
“they started clawing at each other. We immediately stopped the transmission but they
continued to rip each other to shreds...scratching and biting...it was awful, sir.”

The man surveyed the group and thought for a moment, then spoke to everyone.
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Although he was not completely aware of what The Board was looking for, he had been
involved in research for The Board before. He did have a pretty good feel for what was of
interest to them.

“I want complete autopsies on my desk in one hour,” he pointed to two of the lab
coats, “pay particular attention to the brains. Concentrate on a cross sectional of the
cerebellum and hypothalamus. And make sure we get a complete blood work up. | want
to know about elevated hormonal and adrenal levels.” With a wave of the man’s finger,
the two coats shot off down the hall. He turned his attention to another white clad figure.

“l want a complete analysis of the transmission and a coordinated break down of the
second to second biological responses. | want to know what was on that disc and at what
point of transmission the reaction began.” Another white blur darted into the darkness.

“And get this place cleaned up,” indicating his disgust for the first time to the
remainder of the group. “Debriefing in the conference room in two hours. We’ve got a lot

to understand about what happened here tonight.”

-4-
Every time Sheri logged onto the banking network she got nervous, but this time was

very different. Her heart began to pound and her face felt warm. She was in the office of
the Vice Chancellor in charge of the treasury. For what she was about to do, she didn’t
want to use her own terminal and that’s why she had waited until everyone had left for
the day.

Sheri frequently worked late anyway and her security clearance gave her easy access
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to most of the offices in her wing. The building was dark and only a few guards and
dedicated employees remained.

Sheri was in charge of nearly one hundred million dollars in funding and personally
signed off on every expenditure from pencils to ten thousand dollar computer systems.
She signed all pay checks and personally kept most of the accounting records for the fund
allocations. But tonight would be different.

Sheri’s overwhelming desire to find out about what was going on with all the Halcyon
teams, had caused her to come to a strange rationalization: It would be okay to borrow
some money from the funding account in order to pursue the answers she so desperately
needed. And right now, that’s exactly what it was; a need.

Not long ago, Sheri had conceived a plan of channeling money from the Halcyon
funding account, into a secret account elsewhere. It wasn’t for personal gain. Sheri had
never been motivated by greed, she simply had to have answers and getting those kinds
of answers required resources. The idea was to route the funds through a phoney
company she called TransWorld Telecommunications. Then generate all the supporting
hard copy documentation for the files.

Tonight would be Sheri’s first attempt at this type of transfer. A few days earlier, she
had set up the TransWorld account and then deleted it immediately. She had found that
her conviction, at that time, was not nearly strong enough to justify stealing from The
Board of Technology.

But it wasn’t stealing. This money was intended for the use of Halcyon and for its own
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good. And that’s exactly what this was for; Halcyon’s own good.

Sheri was accustomed to bending the rules when necessary. How many times had she
initialed something and then stamped it with Dr. Yenkin’s seal, herself, instead of waiting
until he was available to do it. Though it was clearly unethical, the need to expedite the
process far out weighed the wrong she had done. The money that Sheri was in charge of
was to be dispensed as needed, per her discretion...and that’s exactly what she was
doing.

Sheri quickly re-set up the account and then initiated the transfer for one thousand
dollars. As she typed in the pass key and sign on code, her heart rose in her throat. She
could only imagine what would happen if she were caught. There was a noise in the
hallway and Sheri quickly cleared the screen. Investigation, scandal and jail. Her hand
started to shake as the foot steps in the hallway faded away. Her heart was pounding
wildly as she logged back in and completed the transaction. Then she printed the
supporting paperwork and quickly exited out of the Financial Menu.

Sheri closed her eyes and tried hard not to think of herself as an embezzler, but that’s
clearly what this was.

“Stop it, Sheri,” she said to the terminal as she reached for the power switch and
clicked it off. “I’ve got to find out if something’s going on with my project.”

The problem was that Sheri knew something was wrong. What she didn’t know was
how she knew. A feeling...or intuition...or something. It didn’t matter, something was

wrong with Halcyon and it was time to find out what it was and put it right.
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Subconsciously, she had always known that Halcyon could be dangerous in the wrong
hands and that may be the reason she could, now, so easily rationalize stealing.

The transaction was complete. One thousand dollars routed through three different
accounts and ultimately ending up as a payable to TransWorld Telecommunications.
Invoices, shipping documents and receipts were all printed and placed accordingly for
filing. Some time, in a week or so, she would drive across town and pay a visit to a local
bank. She had set the TransWorld account up so that she could access it through her debit
card. It would be a simple matter to withdraw the money directly from a machine or
transfer it to her own checking account. Basically, though, the money was now hers to

use as she saw fit.

-5-
Rick came to with an excruciating headache, dazed and confused and with absolutely

no idea where he was. He was surrounded by white on all sides and his first thought was
that of the dentist chair. Tightly strapped in, unable to move.

But as his senses slowly returned back from the edge of unconsciousness, he realized
that he wasn’t sitting, but was lying, flat on his back on...it must have been a bed. It was
covered in white linen and Rick felt a soft pillow under his head. Although it smelled
strongly of disinfectant, it felt heavenly to Rick. He closed his eyes and let the softness
engulf his head and cradle it gently.

Rick again opened his eyes and began to survey his situation. The pounding in his left

temple was keeping him from thinking, or seeing, clearly. Everything seemed so bright,
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Rick felt as though his eyes had still not fully adjusted from the pitch blackness of the rat
cell. As he squinted and blinked in a desperate attempt to grasp where he was, things
started slowly coming into focus.

Pieces of white cloth hung from metal runners above his head. A beige plastic pitcher
and cup sat on a metal stand next to the bed he was lying on. In the background, several
white uniformed attendants mulled about in silence like mechanical robots. White
partitions separated other beds directly across from him, but they were all empty. It
looked to Rick as though he was in a hospital ward.

He tried hard to focus on his surroundings, but now realized that he could only see out
of one eye. The left side of his head was covered with a tightly wound mass of gauze
from his cheek bone to the top of his head. The corner of his mouth was swollen and felt
like it had been stitched. An 1V in his right forearm was administering a clear liquid. His
lips felt swollen and greasy and smelled of antiseptic.

There were two uniformed officers standing at, what appeared to be, the only entrance
to the room. Three more beds next to Rick were also empty. For some reason, Rick was
the only patient in the room. If, in fact, he was a patient at all.

Still disoriented, Rick closed his eyes and tried to find his way back to the last thing
that had happened to him. Weaving his way through the fog, a vague picture began to
form.

Without warning the memory of a sharp pain hit him with such force that it made his

head spin. Rick instinctively pulled forward and tensed every muscle. It was so vivid,
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Rick thought the pain was real. He screamed. He screamed again and tried harder to pull
himself up. At first, he thought he was paralyzed. He could move his head up from the
pillow but his arms and legs felt like they were tied down with heavy weights. Then he
realized, in horror, that he was bound to the hospital bed with the same kind of straps as
in the dentist’s chair. Rick panicked.

The memory of the hook entering the side of his head sprang from somewhere in the
back of his brain. It grabbed him as if it had hands and drug him back to the cavern from
which it had come. To Rick, it felt more like he was living it, than reliving it.

His eyes were still wide open as the image of the hook filled his mind. It was bigger
and shinier this time. As it slowly entered his left temple, it tore a gash into the side of his
head. The interrogator sadistically working the needle back and forth as blood poured out
from under the loose flap of skin. Rick screamed until no more sound would come out
and fought until he couldn’t breathe anymore. The interrogator yanked the gash open and
peered into the bleeding hole like a predator examining its prey. Bright
light...stars...everything a blur...and then it all went gray.

Now, still tensing against the restraints in the bed, Rick began to remember things
from after everything went gray. Although he didn’t understand what it meant, he heard
voices. Voices he didn’t remember hearing at the time. Disjointed phrases. Incoherent
foggy pieces of dialogue.

“He won’t be of anymore use to us tonight...Medical wants to get started as quickly as

possible, sir...make sure his wife’s story checks out...”.
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The nightmare of the dentist’s chair had vanished and he tried desperately to assign
meaning to these new scraps of memory. Everything still seemed muddy as he stared at
the fluorescent bulbs hung against the white tiled ceiling.

What did they mean, “make sure his wife’s story checks out”? Had they taken her into
custody too? Had she been questioned? She had nothing to do with this. And where were
the boys? Were they okay? Rick’s mind was on fast-forward now, racing out of control.

“Good morning Mr. Morgan,” the attendant beamed as he walked around the corner of
the bed. “We were worried about you for a while there, but you seem to be out of the
wo0ds now.”

The man standing over him was smiling pleasantly and couldn’t have been over
twenty five. If this was all designed to keep him off balance and confused, then it was
working perfectly. Rick couldn’t figure what this place was, who these people were or
what they wanted with him. Was he rescued? Too much to hope for. Most probably a
short reprieve and back to the dentist’s chair. And what about his family? Where they all
right?

Then the image of the chair returned to haunt Rick once again. “Oh god, not the chair.
Anything but the chair!” The panic began to swell inside him and he started inhaling in
short, jerky breaths.

“Let’s see if we can keep some solid food down, shall we?” the attendant gleamed
extending a metal tray covered with colored paste.

Rick saw a vivid image of rats pouring out of a drain hole and covering the entire tray.
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He closed his eyes and tried not to think.
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Chapter Five
SURVEILLANCE

-1-
Kirk sat at home in his oversized love seat. The living room, Kirk called it his den,

was the most comfortable room in the house. The walls were lined with books and
magazines and scattered pieces of electronic gear. All the illumination in the room came
from a single standing floor lamp he had purchased at an estate auction. It was brass and
wood and a beautiful addition to his collection. There was an old fashioned roll top desk
in one corner covered with neatly stacked piles of paper. His father’s coffee cup sat
between the stacks of paper, full of pens. On top, an antique anniversary clock twisted
back and forth counting the seconds.

Kirk stared at the three foot view screen that hung from the far wall between two oak
bookshelves. He ran through the same routine at least twice a week. Nothing on TV, so
he’d log onto the Inter-Link, take out his journal and begin poking around. He always
carefully noted his progress and, over the years, his journal had come to be invaluable.
Pass codes, back doors, low level access—all neatly recorded for future use.

He loathed the term private eye and savored every opportunity to explain the
difference between the people who fit that term and himself. He was an investigative
professional specializing in data acquisition. His methods were derived from years of
training and practice and were centered around knowledge and organization. He was the

cream of the crop in his field and his clientele read like a roster of the upper crust of
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society. He didn’t come cheap and his fee spoke as much about him personally as it did
his reputation.

A lot of Kirk’s success came from his merger of hobby and occupation. He would sit
for hours gaining access to systems he cared nothing about and would probably never
use. Kirk was not what you’d consider a computer hacker and never showed anything
more than a passable aptitude toward computers in school. He had, however, become
very comfortable with computer systems as they related to his work.

One lesson he had learned from his evening sessions was that it was much easier to
break into high security systems through a succession of lower security ones. He thought
of it as kind of a maze. And with each evening session, Kirk recorded new pieces of this
electronic jig saw puzzle in his journal. Personal files, industrial secrets, e-mail box
numbers. All means of access recorded neatly and accurately. He sat for hours, like an
adolescent in front of a space invaders video game, logging information that could one
day prove useful.

In previous cases, his journal had been invaluable. The client was in desperate need of
access to a crucial sub-system that Kirk had already gained access to. It was a simple
matter to login and basically cherry pick the information his client required. No one knew
about Kirk’s journal and this added to the mystique surrounding his ability to achieve
hard core results.

That mystique was part of the reason he held such a high rank in The Movement. He

started out with a handful of young freedom fighters twenty years ago. Fighting
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government oppression and political wrong doings. Though it was reactionary in its
beginning, like anything else, it grew and matured and became, what Kirk saw as, a
useful tool that helped keep the government in check.

This particular evening session had begun like any other, but within a few minutes had
taken a very interesting turn. Through a succession of previously discovered, low level
access ways within The Board of Technology, Kirk had come across a fairly high
security link to The Board of Finance.

“I’ll be damned,” he said out loud as he sat forward and leaned into the screen. “Let’s
just have a little look see.”

Strangely, it took less than ten minutes to enter, what appeared to be, some sort of
transfer hub for The Board of Technology’s funding. Bank accounts, project numbers,
dollar amounts. If it wasn’t for the months of work that actually went into achieving this
level of access, the whole thing would have seemed a little too easy.

Kirk sat back and looked at the screen with a curiously thoughtful scowl. He massaged
his lower lip between his forefinger and thumb while he studied the information in front
of him. Looking down at the dog eared pages in his journal he began flipping back slowly
through the pages. This was more than just months of work, it was years. Had it really
been that long? Maybe it was time to hit the mother load. He deserved it. They all did.

Kirk sat up abruptly as if an electric current had shot through his under side. He
readjusted himself in the love seat and snapped the journal back to the current page,

logging his steps up to this point. With childlike expectation, he continued to play.
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“Enie menie minie moe...let’s have a look at... TransWorld Telecommunications.”

-2-
Sheri drove to the parking lot outside of a large complex of department stores. The

hustle and bustle of the midday shopping provided the kind of cover for a casual meeting
that Sheri desired over that of a highly secret encounter. Sheri was more comfortable
within the anonymity that a group of people provided rather than a dark alley or other
such gloomy abode.

She was here to meet with Jeff Beacham. A small time private eye that she had
contracted to—discretely—dig up anything he could on Halcyon.

Her TransWorld transfers had begun, a thousand at a time, and were used to pay Jeff
for the information he provided. Information that Sheri did not have access to.
Information she desperately needed in order to put to rest the nagging questions that had
arisen about Halcyon’s real use. As she gathered bits and pieces of information on the
other Halcyon teams, the ability to rationalize the transfers got easier. She was consumed
by the need to save her project. Her life’s work.

Sheri felt, that if she could just reassure herself about the noble cause she was
involved in, then all would be set right again. Her integrity, and the integrity of the
project could be restored and her work would continue as before. The problem was, that
her private investigator had already turned up disturbing information.

The most notable piece being Halcyon’s affiliation with the Enforcement branch. Jeff

had found out that top level decisions about Halcyon’s direction had to be reviewed and
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approved by Enforcement. What could Enforcement possibly want with Halcyon?
Enforcement was just a bunch of uniformed guards, running around locking up bad guys.

Halcyon was supposed to help people. To reduce stress and tension on a global scale.
Halcyon would allow everyone to be happier and more productive. In Sheri’s zeal to
exonerate Halcyon’s integrity, she was unable (or unwilling) to pursue the link to
Enforcement and she rationalized what she had discovered as nothing more than politics.

She had originally met Jeff here, after a friend had arranged the meeting. Sheri’s
friend had hired Jeff to provide information on the nightly activities of her husband. For
his findings on that job, Jeff came highly recommended by Sheri’s friend.

Suzanne, now divorced, had given Sheri the investigator’s card after over hearing that
Sheri was curious about how you went about hiring one of those people.

The initial meetings made Sheri feel like a character out of cheap detective novel.

“Were you followed?” he had asked in, what seemed to Sheri, an overly melodramatic
whisper.

In the weeks since that initial encounter, Sheri had met with him, in the same parking
lot, several times. The meetings were generally pretty much the same. She first gave him
an envelope with his pay for the weeks work. The pay was the same regardless of the
quality of the information obtained. Then he would give Sheri a manila envelope and a
brief overview of what he had found out.

A lot of what he had provided her was nothing she hadn’t either already known or

already guessed. Mostly what he gave her just created more questions.
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After each encounter new questions would arise. How Dr. Yenkin had died. The
diversification of Halcyon. The morality of her own involvement.

The parking lot was its typical sea of frenzied activity today, as shopping carts where
navigated into position next to awaiting trunks.

Jeff was already late so Sheri used the time to review the envelope from last week. She
studied a copy of a document that indicated an official from Enforcement had claimed
Dr. Yenkin’s body and removed it prior to his immediate family being notified. The
envelope also contained a transcript of a telephone conversation between the public
mortician’s office and an unknown individual. It was recorded on the night of Dr
Yenkin’s initial medical exam.

Public Official:

- “I’ve completed the documentation you requested.”

Unknown Man:

- “... and the original?”

Public Official:

- “No problem. It’s been nicely cleaned.”

Unknown Man:

- “Give me a day or so and then check your account.”

Sheri was hoping that today’s envelope would contain an explanation of this confusing
exchange. What documentation? And how do you clean an original?

“I’m paying a thousand a week for dry cleaning records,” Sheri beamed sarcastically
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as she studied her face in the rear view mirror.

He had never been late before. He was always sitting eagerly in his car waiting for her.
Maybe she had missed him when she drove into the lot. He always parked in basically the
same area in the back of the lot next to the recycling bins. It was now an hour past the
scheduled meeting time. Where the hell was he? She picked up her telephone and dialed
the number on the card.

“Hi, you’ve reached B & B Investigations. At the tone, leave a brief message and I’ll
get back to you.”

She mashed the end button without saying a word. She hadn’t really expected him to
answer. He worked by himself out of a decaying basement apartment.

“Sometimes the mailman gets confused,” Jeff had explained to her a couple weeks
ago. “It’s apartment *9B’, but the nine’s hanging upside down so they think it’s a six.”

He said he wasn’t married or even involved with anyone, except his work. Sheri never
got the impression from this conversation that Jeff was hitting on her. He was just gabby.

She pressed redial and put the car in gear as she pulled out of the parking lot. She
couldn’t wait anymore, so she’d leave a message on Jeff’s machine asking him to call her
and reschedule.

The phone rang once. “Hello,” came a raspy voice.

Startled and caught off guard, Sheri had trouble asking the question, “Uhm...is Jeff
Beacham there?”

“No,” the whispery calm in his voice gave Sheri that prickly feeling up her neck, “is
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there something that I can help you with?”

She couldn’t place the feeling right away, but it eventually grew into a mild panic. The
silence on the line hung between them like a wet blanket.

“I’ll just try back later,” Sheri blurted out, her words overlapping one another.

As her thumb moved into position over the end button, Sheri heard, or thought she
heard, something strange. Something awful. She wasn’t sure if it was real or if she had
imagined it. What had she heard; a gasp; a breath; a muffled scream?

Whatever it was, real or imagined, it made her stomach turn like a child’s stomach did,

listening to its parents fighting.

-3-
“Dr. Henry is here to see you sir,” the secretary said in her overtly sensual voice.

“Thank you, Trisha,” the Director said without lifting his eyes from his desk, “tell me
again who he is.”

His secretary knew the drill quite well. A busy man like the Director of Enforcement
couldn’t be expected to remember everyone he ever came in contact with, so part of her
job was to maintain a database of information on each of his contacts and brief him
before each meeting.

“His name is Robert Henry. He prefers Robert, not Bob. He holds a Ph.D. in both
Psychology and Physical Science. He is currently President of a privately owned
company called TrioPlan.”

The Director shuffled a stack of papers into a folder and dropped it onto a pile on the
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floor.

“Go on, “ he said still looking at the desk, “I’m listening.”

“TrioPlan was created five years ago to perform experiments on laboratory animals.
They specialize in the use of primates for obtaining accurate data on human-like
responses to adverse stimuli.”

The Director stopped shuffling his paper and looked up at his secretary without raising
his head. “What kind of adverse stimuli?” he asked with sudden interest.

“They’ve done the majority of their work for us, sir,” the secretary’s tone insinuating
that that was enough of an answer.

The Director stuck out his lower lip and nodded his understanding, then turned his
attention back to the papers.

“So, why the hell am | meeting with this guy today?” he asked as he applied his
signature to an official looking document.

“Dr. Henry’s group has been assigned Folder-19 of the Halcyon Project.” Although
she used the words with an apparent understanding, she actually knew very little when it
came to Halcyon. She knew it was important and that a lot of people were working on it,
but what it was, she didn’t have a clue. It was the same as memorizing a few medical
terms to describe a procedure without having any idea what the actual procedure
accomplished.

The Director spun his big chair around and opened the lower file drawer on his

credenza. He ruffled through file tabs and grabbed the one labeled Halcyon/19.
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“Thank you Trisha,” the Director said smiling and with a tone that indicated genuine
thanks. She had always thought of herself as being vital to the inner workings of the
department and he had always treated her as if she was.

“Send him in,” he said feeling sufficiently prepared for the encounter.

As she left the doorway, the Director cleared an area in the center of his desk, placed
the folder in it and opened it to the first page. Although he had a consummate working
knowledge of the big picture, Halcyon had been broken into so many segments that there
was no way to remember what each individual group was working on. A lot of the
experiments were so radical that they probably would never even be used.

The heading on the first page of the open folder read:

#19-feasibility of controlling negative emotional responses.

Chapter Six
ENCOUNTER

-1-
Kirk logged off the view screen and finished the last of his journal entries. He had just

monitored the sixth transfer of money from The Board of Technology to TransWorld in
the last three weeks. Because of the ridiculously cumbersome path the money had
traveled, it hadn’t taken him long to formulate the theory: someone was laundering
money-and from inside the noble structure of The Board itself. If this was true, then there

was a very gutsy (or very stupid) person channeling money out of The Board.
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Kirk had researched TransWorld from inside and out and his conclusion was always
the same. It didn’t exist. TransWorld was a bank account only. He was certainly
intrigued.

Kirk traced the origins of every transaction back to one login. He even knew what
office the transactions had occurred in. A quick jaunt over to the personnel database and
he had a name and a decent amount of personal information on the owner of the login.

Sheron Rand. An interesting enough name for a criminal, but was she really
transferring the money or was someone using her login unauthorized? Was she actually
stealing money or was this an elaborate trap by Enforcement? Kirk felt that the ease at
which he stumbled onto the whole thing was reason enough to be suspicious.

For one thing, the transfers hadn’t been initiated from Sheron’s office. They had
originated from a terminal in the Vice Chancellor’s office. That meant that she either had
access to that office or she wasn’t really responsible for the transfers.

Kirk was dying to find out what was going on but his natural tendency leaned toward
the side of caution. He wanted to explore Sheron’s motivations, but only if he could do it
safely. From a distance. He looked down at the data sheet he had printed from the
personnel files. Tonight, he had gotten as far as dialing her phone number and then
hanging up. Even if it was a trap, nothing could happen from a short phone call. Kirk
knew that even though the Inter-Link professed to being a secure communications
system, it only took a matter of minutes to actually trace a call. With the right equipment,

that is.
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Too many years of mistrust. Too many close calls with Enforcement. Too many
friends gone. Patience and control out weighed excitement and curiosity and Kirk
dismissed the idea of contacting his discovery.

There had been an incident in Kirk’s early years with The Movement that effected him
so profoundly that he, to this day, still had nightmares about that evening.

An over turned tractor trailer rig had been the reason he was so late for the meeting
that night. As the emergency crews cleared the heaping wreckage from the inter-state
roadway, he cursed under his breath and imagined the looks of disapproval he would
receive when he finally showed up. He was now almost forty five minutes late.

The meeting was with some of the high ranking subversive faction leaders in the area
and Kirk’s already trusted position in the organization allowed him to represent the local
group he led. Although very young, Kirk and his followers were already responsible for
several serious disruptions in The Board’s communication systems. These events
connected them with other groups and Kirk formed an alliance with several of the
factions in the area. Fifty minutes late.

As he signaled and made the last turn, his heart physically stopped when he saw the
Enforcement vehicles. Three brightly painted squad cars and one clinically bare gray
sedan. It’s presence quietly announcing the unthinkable. The meeting was at his
headquarters and his friends were inside, not to mention most of the leaders from other
area factions. Kirk’s tongue stuck to the bottom of his mouth and, as his dead heart

sprang back to life, he started to breathe in a frantic pant.
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He drove slowly past the building without turning his head. “Think. Got to think! If it
was him on the inside with Enforcement, they’d figure out a way to save him. They’d
come up with a plan.” His thoughts spun wildly in his head.

He parked in a vacant lot next to a cheap motel and slowly headed, on foot, back
toward the meeting place. He approached from the rear of the building which offered the
cover of a large, unkept hedge. Dizzy with fear and without any clear idea of what he
intended to do, he inched along the hedge to the corner of the building. He heard sounds
emanating from the window he was crouched under.

“Who do you report to?” a man inside screamed. Kirk peered under the blinds at the
bottom of the window thankful for the minimal light in the alley behind him.

The man doing the screaming had his back to Kirk and he never got a good look at his
face. But the man standing behind him turned his head enough for Kirk to get a good
look. It was a friend of his that he had confided in about the meeting. Kirk’s first thought
was that his eyes had deceived him. It couldn’t be true. Repeatedly forcing his eyes open
and closed, he dared them to see something different. But it was always the same. The
face of a friend betraying him.

He told him almost everything. Kirk had given him names and addresses. Times and
dates. They were both members of the new Movement and he was one of the few people
that Kirk felt really at ease talking to. Now, he was standing behind the man waving the
gun and asking the questions. Kirk felt hopelessly betrayed and fatally foolish. It was his

lack of caution...his unchecked trust, that was responsible for this.
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He positioned himself along the back side of the building, out of view from the back
window or the alley. He shook with the anger that emanated from his bones. He wanted
to kill that worthless, son of a bitch, weasel. More than anything, he wanted to kill him.

“Think.” He had to save his friends. “Think!”” A continuous dialogue echoed in his
head.

Kirk was sure that any second the armed officers would burst through the back door
and come straight at him. Must help. Must save them. “Think...Think!”

The first gun shot nearly knocked him over and he grabbed at his chest to counter the
impact. He heard a gruesome scream pour through a skylight on the roof above him. It
sounded like it came from within in his own skull. Kirk fell to his knees in the mud,
pressed his head against the damp concrete block and covered his ears tightly with the
palms of hands. He fought as hard as he could not to cry out loud. Not to scream at the
top of his lungs.

Someone inside had been shot and was shrieking in pain. There had to be something
he could do. “Think!”

The next shot tore through Kirk’s insides as if the bullet had actually hit him,
shattering his own bone and tissue. Screams of agony echoed from the skylight, scuffling
sounds, voices.

“BANG” a third shot! More screaming, pitiful crying...begging. Kirk’s head was
spinning. Tears flooded his eyes as the realization of how utterly helpless he was to save

his friends.
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He dropped to the ground and pressed the side of his face into the muddy soil and
cried softly. Inside the building someone was screaming, then sobbing, then pleading.
“Please...no!!” the tortured scream rose through the sky light like smoke from the top of
a chimney.

Kirk lay paralyzed in the wet dirt and listened to the deaths of all thirteen of his
friends. He would never forget that night and he would never forget that his friends died
because he gave in to trust.

-2-

Barry loved his work at Enforcement. Early in his career with Civil Enforcement, his
superiors had seen a certain zeal in Barry’s work. He followed orders obediently and was
loyal without question. Although Barry never directly disobeyed an order, he never
backed down either. From anybody. This fierce determination, coupled with an eye for
structure and detail, was noticed by those within the upper power structure at
Enforcement.

Civil Enforcement’s main function was to preserve public law and order. Barry’s first
assignment was that of a junior detective. During his training, his senior partner would
assume the bad cop role and intimidate the subject of their questioning while Barry
assumed the role of good cop. But the scenario changed quickly when Barry’s talent for
the role of villain was realized. This guy made the term bad cop sound like a Sunday
school teacher. Barry’s talent for information acquisition was soon known to his

superiors and to theirs.
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Barry moved quickly through the ranks at Civil and eventually was promoted to
Internal Enforcement. Most people never had anything to do with Internal Enforcement
and some even doubted its existence. Barry was surprised to find out that it really did
exist and more surprised to find out that they wanted him.

He learned that Internal Enforcement’s main function was to police the sovereign
structure of The Board itself. To root out corruption and impurity within the structure of
The Board and its members. Internal Enforcement was initially established by The
Directors at a time when disobedience and dissention ran through the very marrow of The
Board of Policy.

The Directors had a severity of purpose and were adamant about the cleansing of The
Board. Internal Enforcement was given complete autonomy with the authority to perform
its designated duties without intervention. It was this blanket autonomy that had made
Internal Enforcement so dangerous. They had complete control over their missions and
were allowed any means at their disposal to accomplish them.

All this power and freedom in return for a pure Board of Policy. The Directors left
Internal Enforcement to its own affairs. Highly funded and working mostly behind closed
doors, Internal Enforcement monitored the activities within The Board on a daily basis.

Internal did an excellent job of cleaning up The Board. The Directors had been quite
pleased with their efficiency, at least at first. But as their need diminished, The Directors
attempted to disband Internal, or at least take back their carte blanche.

Dr. Yenkin was put in charge of this downsizing and unfortunately upon his death, this
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task was left unfinished.

One of Barry’s first assignments had been to infiltrate a local subversive organization
they had known about for some time. This type of operation was usually handled by Civil
Enforcement but when links to those inside The Board where suspected, Internal
Enforcement stepped in and quietly took over. Barry enjoyed stepping in and exercising
his authority over the very people he used to work for.

Many raids had been made, but the only arrests were those of the lowest members in
the organization. Somehow, the people in charge always seemed to elude capture. This
was the reason that the officials at Internal Enforcement suspected a leak from within
Civil Enforcement. It was Barry’s job to infiltrate the organization and find out where
their information was coming from.

Barry spent several months reestablishing his contacts from years ago at Art School.
He was set up in a small, studio apartment and posed as a struggling young artist. He
began proclaiming his distaste for The Board and its policies. He was never overbearing
or reckless, but did make his position known in appropriate circles and with the proper
reverence. His job was not to come off as a mad man, but be accepted by a group of
people that had survived by being diligently suspicious. His friends had warned him to
keep his mouth shut, but eventually, he began meeting people that shared the views he
was pretending to have.

It took Barry several months to establish himself within the organization and

eventually gain the trust of all those in charge. Barry had the uncanny ability to be
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extremely charming and persuasive. It was something he could turn on, or off, as easily
as he could the radio. He was well read and educated and could articulate his position
quite eloquently. Allies were forged, friendships solidified, names and addresses
recorded.

He never felt guilt or remorse for what he was doing, but had an inner sense of
euphoria at the thought of deceiving these disloyal, ungrateful bastards. They were
threatening the fabric of his new found happiness. They were willingly fighting against
The Board of Policy. He would enjoy snaring the lot and relished the thought of being
involved in the questioning. His brief time at Internal had already proven to be satisfying
by virtue of the methods this branch of The Board chose to embrace. Death and torture
were staples of the Internal branch’s diet and Barry was always hungry.

Barry’s old friend Anthony, who had gotten him the interview with Enforcement, had
actually given him the crucial information for this case. There was to be a meeting of
leaders from several of the subversive factions. Barry contacted his superiors and
scheduled a raid during this late night meeting at their head quarters.

Thirteen high ranking members of the organization were detained in the small, rented
office. Since Anthony had led them to the meeting, he was allowed to stay along with
Barry and two other under cover agents. The smell of fear in the room intoxicated Barry
and heightened his own sense of power. The dialogue during the subsequent questioning
would have been comical under other circumstances, but this night would prove to be far

from humorous for those on the receiving end.

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 120 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

Anthony and the two undercover agents stood quietly behind Barry.

“Who do you report to?” Barry screamed inches from one of the men’s face, not really
angry at all but relishing the psychological role he now played. This was bad cop to the
extreme with no rules to follow.

The man’s eyes were deep and hollow and seemed resigned to the fact that this was
not really an interrogation. This was the risk he had accepted when he joined the
organization and tonight he would pay his dues for that membership.

“Fuck you,” the man said quietly and looked at the floor.

The shot to the man’s knee cap echoed through out the small room as the other men
winced in horror. He fell to the floor grasping his leg tightly with both hands and howling
in pain. Barry walked slowly around the man on the floor studying the faces of the other
in the room. After one complete circle, he stopped and focused his attention towards the
floor.

“Who do you report to?” Barry repeated quite softly this time. He actually didn’t
expect an answer and really hoped that he wouldn’t get one. It was his job, though, to
question these people and a full report would have to be written explaining what had
happened. Internal Enforcement was big on paperwork and procedures, but Barry knew
that if all of his i’s were dotted, he could have some fun. And eventually, one of the
people in the room would talk. This first one would kind of prime the pump and get them
all thinking a little. He was expendable.

“Some one on the Inter-Link,” whined the man with the shattered knee cap. Pieces of
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bone and cartilage clung to shreds of cloth around the bullet hole. The wound was
bleeding badly.

“I don’t know his real name...,” the man gasped for breath in huge gulps, “... he signs
on as Casper.”

Another shriek of pain filled the air as Barry shot the poor man’s other knee cap.
Actually the shot was a little misplaced, hitting just above the knee cap in the lower thigh.
Barry was really an accomplished marksman, but his playful nature sometimes interfered
with his other skills. This one must have hit an artery, Barry thought, because the leg was
bleeding like a water fountain. Blood soaked a pile of papers the man had knocked off on
his way to the floor. It pooled in front of him and shimmering rivers of red flowed along
the old, hard wood floor. Panic gripped the others as the horrifying realization of their
own fate came crashing down around them like concrete hail. The under cover agents
remained stead fast by the door. Anthony was smiling so big he looked like a clown. This
was better than any bar room brawl had ever been. His old buddy Barry worked with the
skill and finesse of a brain surgeon.

“Guns and torture and it’s all legal, Cool!” Anthony thought to himself.

Barry knelt by the man and slowly nudged the barrel of his gun into the newly opened
wound. He spoke in conjunction with punctuating jabs into the bleeding hole.

“l don’t...think...1...believe you.” He rocked the gun back and forth as he dug the
barrel deeper into the gory opening. Barry was keenly aware of the man’s morbid

screams of terror, and that they were being caused solely for the benefit of the others in
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the room. This one would die and then others would talk.

He would conduct an actual interrogation AND bring back some useful information,
(pain was the teacher) but this guy was for fun. Barry was too entrenched (pain was his
friend) in his delightful course of action to alter it.

“Pain keeps you focused,” he said quietly to the man crying on the floor. “Time to
focus.”

The third shot, point blank, tore open a large chunk of the man’s upper thigh, leaving a
loose flap of flesh six inches long, hanging by a thread. As he screamed and begged
Barry to stop, the man tried in vain to get away. His legs were useless. They quivered and
spurted fluid. The pitiful, spastic attempt to crawl got him nowhere. Papers rustled. Blood
flowed. Somewhere in the room a man was praying in a shaky, staccato whisper. Cries of
agony and desperation sang through the room like a demonic choir.

Barry stood, smiled and slowly looked around the room at the others that had been
betrayed. He waved the bloody gun indiscriminately toward the others, the hammer on
the automatic weapon still cocked from the last shot.

“It’s going to be a long night fellows,” he announced in a sarcastic, jovial
proclamation.

“Fire.” Anthony thought to himself, “fuel for the fire.”

-3-
Kirk stared intently at the view screen and thought for several minutes about what it

meant. One thousand dollar transfers had been going to the TransWorld account, like
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clock work, ever since he first discovered what was going on. He had watched the money
travel through its electronic wash cycle and end up on the books at TransWorld.

But now, all activity in those accounts had ceased. Either something was wrong or the
embezzler was taking a breather. Whatever the reason, it seemed very strange that all
activity had halted.

Kirk sat back in the love seat pondering the situation’s significance. As he watched
each of the previous transactions pass from account to account, he had become aware of a
certain flow about the transactions. Something he really couldn’t explain very well but he
knew it was there. Something in the timing between transfers. Something in the method
used at each individual banking institution. There was more than intelligence behind this
scheme. Although not terribly sophisticated, there was a degree of heart in the way this
whole thing had been set up. Kirk thought he could feel a presence from the entity
controlling the flow of money through the financial arteries. He thought he could feel
something good.

Memory of the horrible destruction of life that had been caused by his trust in another,
swelled within him carried by a rising river of emotion. Don’t trust. Be safe. Be smart.

The penalty for complete safety was complete loneliness. Kirk trusted absolutely no
one and therefore questioned every situation. He played the what if game with even his
oldest friends. What if he calls Enforcement tonight. What if he takes that information to
the authorities. What if ...

Too much mistrust clouds your soul. It colors your judgment and turns you cold and
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impersonal. Kirk was beginning to long for this lost trust. Trust in his fellow man. Trust
in mankind itself. Trust in his closest friends.

Be safe. Kirk logged in using a newly reactivated login from a dead man. Kirk
frequently scanned the obituaries and reactivated logins of those who had no further need
for them. This always allowed him more freedom when poking around where he
shouldn’t be. Be careful. He accessed a link within The Board of Foreign Affairs and
then logged onto the general public mail section of the Inter-Link.

Looking at the print out from the personnel files, he enters the name Sheron Rand.
Don’t trust. Kirk thought carefully and then typed a short message. Before sending the
message, he connected a short control file with specific file handling instructions.

After positioning the cursor over the send button and clicking, he quickly disconnected
the Foreign Affairs link and deactivated the dead man’s login once again.

“Ashes to ashes,” Kirk thought quietly to himself and then shut the view screen off.

Chapter Seven
MOODS

-1-
Rick had been fed by the attendant and then sponged off by a pretty nurse. With each

passing minute, the ordeal in the dentist chair seemed to fade into unreality. The white
room was filled with sunlight from one of the windows in the ward. The light spread
itself across Rick’s face and the warmth left him with a sense of security.

Except for the straps that kept him tightly bound to the bed, there was no trace of the
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horror that had contained him for the last three days.

Suddenly, Rick began to feel suffocated by the straps, like they were strangling him.
He was filled with a jittery sort of uneasy pain in his stomach. He pulled against the
straps but he could not budge. His mind exploded with a barrage of infuriating questions.
Almost as if someone had put them there. He remembered the blurry images from the
dentist’s chair.

“He won’t be of any more use to us tonight...tell Medical they can have him
anytime...make sure his wife’s story checks out . .

Wife’s story? Who the hell had his wife been talking to? And about what?

“Did she sell me out?” Rick’s pulse began to race. “She doesn’t know anything.” His
emotions spun wildly out of control. There was absolutely no basis for what he was
feeling. He knew this reaction was irrational, but he couldn’t stop it.

“She must have told them something!” He was filled with an awful sense of dread, as
if something terrible was about to happen, as if something was going to swoop down out
the sky and pluck him from existence. Then this horrible, black emotion turned into a
blind rage. Anger at everything and everybody. Especially that betraying bitch of a wife.
A cold, damp, cloud formed around his head and seeped into his soul. It felt like smoke
entering his lungs and robbing them of life giving oxygen. Rick started to breathe faster
and tense his body against the restraining straps. He was out of control, gripped by panic.
Rick was screaming and fought violently to free himself.

“I’I1 kill her...1I"1l kill the lying bitch!”” His shouts filled the ward as several attendants
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came running, one of them carrying a huge syringe.

He was held too tightly in the grip of panic to notice, but a wave of relief swept over
him like a waterfall flushing his system. The panic had not only subsided, but was
replaced by a sense of calm that was almost creepy.

An older gentleman, maybe a doctor, joined the group saying, “No, give it a minute. If
he doesn’t respond shortly, then we’ll inject.” The attendant was standing over him. The
unused syringe still in his hand.

Rick felt like a huge weight had been lifted from his chest and he took several deep
breaths to reassure himself.

“Feeling better, are we?” the attendant said smiling widely.

Although the overwhelming sense of hatred and dread was completely gone, Rick was
now haunted by the memory of what he had said about his wife. Did he actually say, “I’ll
kill the lying bitch”?

Rick lay perfectly still on the bed and started cry. “What’s happening to me?” he
whimpered and then screamed at the top of his lungs, “What have you done to me??”

Within seconds, he was asleep and dreaming. For the first time in three days, Rick’s
dreams were untainted by the horror of his ordeal. He dreamed of Tera and the boys. A

picnic basket and a blanket. Of green grass and tall trees and a football.

-2-
Her work on Halcyon left her little time for a life outside of work. Sheri had few

friends besides coworkers, and spent the majority of her evenings at the office.

The Halcyon Project complete manuscript
http://www.nasonproductions.com/_sites/nasonanderson page 127 of 460




NasonAnderson The Halcyon Project
s.nason@comcast.net; marie@thedorns.com PO Box 100007, Nashville, TN 37224

Tonight she sat behind a stack of file folders comparing data from the latest inter-
connection experiments with previous computer entries. A half eaten corned beef
sandwich lay on a piece of waxed paper next to the file folders. Two nearly empty cola
cans and a full cup of cold coffee sat as a testament to Sheri’s fierce dedication.

As usual at this time of night, the offices were vacant. Except for the occasional
security guard roaming the halls, the building lay in silence. The harsh illumination of a
single goose neck desk lamp was a distracting contrast to the soft glow of the CRT. The
screen sat obediently displaying its droll lifeless data.

Sheri was tired and ready to call it a night. The numbers began to blur and her
thoughts strayed to the missing detective she had hired.

“Who had answered the phone at his office?” Did they know anything about what he
was working on? Did they know about me?”

The thought made her shiver and she tried to focus her attention on a column of
figures displayed on the left hand side of the screen.

The screen beeped. Sheri jumped, spilling the cold coffee on the open folder, as the e-
mail icon flashed in the upper corner of the screen.

“Shit!”” she stood quickly dabbing the spill with a wad of used napkins. She moved the
folders to the floor, finished wiping the spill and threw away the soaked napkins. She sat
down feeling a little silly about her reaction to electronic mail.

“Pretty scary stuff, huh Sheri?” she said to the empty office. Restoring as much order

as possible to her desk she double clicked on the mail icon.
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Her face felt numb as she read the screen. “Call me at TransWorld,” she said, quietly
reading the screen. In a trance, she looked at the phone number and felt the strength drain
from her arms and legs. Her face was suddenly warm and she’d forgotten to exhale.
TransWorld? TransWorld didn’t exist. Sheri felt suddenly dizzy. Was TransWorld a real
company? Had she really been channeling money into an actual corporation? That was
impossible. Sure, it was. But who the hell was leaving her a message from TransWorld?
Sheri stared at the screen and the phone number, unable to think.

Blip. The mail window went blank. Sheri stood in panic, knocking over her chair and
the two cola cans. The message had erased itself. Gone. Mail doesn’t erase itself!

“What the hell was the phone number?” she whispered to the empty screen. “What the
hell was that number?” this time at the top of her lungs.

A flood of emotions crashed in on her. Perspiration broke on her face and she had
forgotten to breath again. “662...662-5...665-225 ...” she tapped her open palm against
her forehead. “Damn... THINK! You just saw it, Sheri.” She grabbed a torn scrap of cola
drenched paper and frantically scrawled out three telephone numbers. Immediately
crossing out the first one. She thought for a few seconds, squinted hard at the scrap of
paper and then slowly crossed through the third.

Sheri picked her chair up off of the floor and sat down in it. She stared at the empty
screen, silently trying to think. Her hands were shaking. Had somebody found out what
she was doing? Maybe this was black mail, money for silence. “Think Sheri! What to

do?”
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She picked up the telephone, dialed the first three digits and hung up. “Are you
crazy?” she asked herself quite seriously. She cupped her face in her hands and rocked
back and forth on the corner of the desk.

“Think.” She couldn’t think.

She took one, long slow breath and closed her eyes. Thinking wouldn’t help. She
knew exactly what she had to do as she tucked the scrap of paper under the key board.

She grabbed the receiver firmly and dialed the telephone number.

-3-
Barry’s success at Internal Enforcement had made him somewhat of a legend

throughout The Board. Barry had been involved in numerous arrests at The Board, a
number of which implicated high ranking officials. His specialty was infiltrating
situations which had previously eluded other agents. He was a master at building a
believable net of personal trust and then using that net to snare all those entangled. Barry
called on a part of his past that he had hidden from his mother. It was this part of Barry
that he used to create a character that won peoples empathy. He would become that
vulnerable little boy that wanted to cry when he was hurt. Barry could be very likable and
it was hard for anyone that knew him not to trust him. At least until they saw his other
side.

One late night in October, Barry arrested and successfully interrogated, the Director of
The Board of Technology. Because of the unique manner in which Internal Enforcement

conducts its operations, no one outside of Enforcement, with the exception of The
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Directors themselves, ever suspected anything beyond the published story. The story
explained how the aging Director had been found at home, in bed, dead of a massive
coronary.

The Director had been trying to dilute Internal Enforcement’s power. In an effort to
stop this in its tracks, Internal informed the other Board members that Dr. Yenkin was
suspected of links with subversive activity. Until Barry was assigned the case, no one had
gotten enough information to make the story believable. Before he died, he had provided
Barry with a great deal of information and Barry’s superiors rewarded him with his
current assignment.

Barry had already spent countless weeks establishing himself within the structure of
some of the strongest of The Board’s opposition.

It was referred to as the Resistive Movement by all those involved. The Movement
took special pride in disrupting the activities of The Board at every opportunity. The
Movement was a large underground organization and its members came from all income
and social levels. Barry had never realized how vast the organization was before he
accepted this assignment. He had always thought these groups to be unorganized and
scattered. But now he was part of the core organization that linked all the others together.
The Movement had become a unified force with large amounts of capital and talent to use
toward its eventual goal of destroying The Board.

Even with the knowledge of the Movement’s size, Barry thought it was ridiculous to

believe that they could ever be anything more than a nuisance. His position proved that.
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How many other under cover agents were at work in the organization, ten, fifty, maybe
hundreds? No, the Movement would be toppled and Barry knew that he would be
instrumental in its demise.

Years of experience had taught Barry the patience necessary to rise through an
organization and successfully ensnare the highest officials before blowing his cover. This
operation would be his most ambitious to date.

The organization was suddenly growing rapidly and Barry’s job was to find out why.
They had recently moved into a new headquarters and assumed an identity as a local
business for their cover. When they began to staff up the new office, Barry applied for a
position as a graphic artist. The organization did the best they could to look into Barry’s
past but the only past that existed anymore was the one Internal Enforcement had created
for this assignment.

Barry worked slowly and spent more time building relationships than anything else.
He scheduled raids on nearby subversive groups and then brought the information to his
employers in time for them to take appropriate action. He supplied them with information
on how to obtain access to Enforcement communication lines. It was always low level
access and the information provided was next to useless. Still it demonstrated Barry’s
willingness and as time went by he became a well liked and trusted member of the
organization’s staff. Finally he had maneuvered his way to being one of the Top Gun’s

right hand men. A peach of a spot if Barry did say so himself.
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-4-
“May | offer you something to drink, Dr. Henry?” the Director said as he rose from his

chair.

“No thank you, sir,” he said softly, yielding the appropriate reverence to the office he
had entered.

The Director extended his hand over his desk and then motioned to a fluffy chair at the
corner of the desk. The esthetics of the Director’s office were an odd mixture of antiques
and modern art. Intricately hand detailed vases on stands of metal and glass. Exquisite oil
paintings with an air of religious adoration, hung under finely crafted brass lamps which
bathed them in streams of bright white light. Throw rugs and hard wood furniture. A
plaster statue with brightly colored strands of filament jetting out from the top like a
volcanic eruption.

Dr. Henry waited until the Director took his seat before he sat himself. There was a
moment of awkward silence as the Director moistened his finger and paged through the
folder. It was mostly technical information and he didn’t really understand it but all he
needed was a rough overview to be able to ask a few pertinent questions.

“So,” he said lifting his gaze to meet that of the doctor, “I assume you’ve got some
good news for me, Robert.”

“Yes sir, | believe | do,” Dr. Henry said with the pride of a new father announcing the
birth of his first son.

The Director snapped the folder shut and nestled back into his chair making it creak
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and pop under his weight. “Go ahead then,” he clasped his hands across his belly and
exhaled heavily.

“Well, sir, we’ve been experimenting with stimulation of an area of the brain called
the hypothalamus. It’s a small cluster of nerves near the center of the brain, about the size
of the tip of your thumb.”

The Director sat quietly studying the doctor’s face.

“We know that this area of the brain is responsible for most of our subconscious
responses: pleasure, hunger, thirst, sexual arousal and various forms of aggression. Our
research has been geared toward eliciting a controlled response from electrical
stimulation of these nerves. Specifically the aggression response.”

“Are you trying to find a piss-me-off switch in the brain, doctor?”” The Director smiled
at his own attempted humor.

“In its simplest form...uh...yes. More accurately, though, we have been trying to
control the intensity and direction of the anger generating portion of the nerves.”

“Interesting,” the Director’s bushy eyebrows pressed down against his eye lids, “and
you’ve been able to do this?”

“Well...not completely.” Dr. Henry’s answer seemed to puzzle the Director. “You
see,” the doctor continued, “we’ve been using discs provided by your department as the
input for this electrical stimulation. We know where to insert the electrical energy but it’s
the contents of your discs that control the nature of the response.”

The Director flopped the folder back to the last page as he remembered vaguely:
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cross-reference Halcyon/89: emotional wave response

“Go on,” the look of intrigue on the Director’s face grew with each passing minute.

“We have recorded responses from the first sixteen discs, ranging from mild anxiety to
hostile aggression.” The Director nodded and the doctor continued, “Yesterday, we began
a stimulation response based on disc #17. | don’t have information on the contents of the
disc yet, but its significance bears investigation.”

The Director made a note on the inside of the file folder and leaned his entire body
into the front of his desk, squinting with anticipation.

“The information on this disc, when transmitted to the core of the hypothalamus,
seems to switch on a response of blind rage that is self perpetuating.”

The Director placed his hands on the arm rests and lifted slightly as he repositioned
himself in the chair. The chair creaked again. “What do you mean, self perpetuating?”

“Simply this: We could not terminate the response by removing the stimuli.”

“In English please, doctor.”

Dr. Henry drew a long slow breath and his face drained of expression. “What ever we
found, could not be stopped by turning off the switch. The test subjects literally ripped
each other to shreds. Biting, scratching, clawing. Really nasty. There was such an
elevated level of adrenaline in their systems that they continued to pull each other apart
long after they should have been physically capable. All of this continued even after the
test signal had been removed.”

The Director sat back in his chair, rubbing his hands lightly together as he stared down
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