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Chapter 1 
 

Mahmoud Nagi’s thoughts were on the assault rifle on the floor of 
the back seat of his Toyota. He could almost feel the solid wooden stock of 
the gun pressing into his hands, as if it were willing itself into his grasp. 
His mind was spinning like a pinwheel, consumed by anger, then reversing 
itself, thinking about the consequences of what he was planning to do. He 
couldn’t clear his head. The three shots of whiskey and the line of cocaine 
he’d snorted before he’d left his apartment weren’t helping, but if he had a 
clear head, he wouldn’t go through with his plan. 

 Terry MacMillan was going to pay for what he’d done: whispering 
behind Mahmoud’s back, making wisecracks about Mahmoud’s religion, 
poking fun at his beard—until Mahmoud had shaved it off—implying that 
Mahmoud was a terrorist, a jihadist. MacMillan deserved to die. Mahmoud 
was a Muslim, born in America to Iraqi parents, but he’d never taken his 
religion seriously. His parents had made him attend the mosque as a child, 
but as soon as he’d become a teenager, he’d refused to go, as had his older 
brother and sister before him. He hadn’t opened a Koran since he was 12 
years old.  

Terry MacMillan had told his fellow workers at the store that 
Mahmoud was a fundamentalist. Everyone in the country these days was 
ready to believe such accusations. People at work looked at Mahmoud with 
fear, whispering behind his back. His coworkers were spurred on by 
government messages to “look for signs of radicalization among the 
Muslims in your midst.”  His superiors at the store had warned him that his 
presence was disrupting the work environment, suggesting that he should 
either quit or he might be fired from his job. His car had been spray 
painted with the words “Muslim go home.” Mahmoud’s home was here, in 
the U.S., where he’d been born. But now he felt as if he no longer 
belonged in the country of his birth. If a terrorist was what MacMillan and 
the others wanted him to be, that’s what he’d be… at least for MacMillan. 
He didn’t want to hurt anyone else, but Terry MacMillan was going to pay 
for the pain and humiliation he’d inflicted on Mahmoud. 

He’d visited encrypted ISIS sites, learned where to buy a gun, how 
to carry out an attack, but he wasn’t swayed by the ISIS propaganda, wasn’t 
ready to kill scores of people he didn’t know. He only wanted to kill one 
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man. And if he got in and out quickly enough, perhaps he’d be able to do 
so and live. 

The lights from the Galaxy Club were ahead of him, a band of 
blinking orange lights chasing one another around the edge of the 
overhanging roof of the former warehouse turned nightclub.  He pulled 
into the parking lot, parked near the street, his Toyota headed outward so 
he could leave with ease. 

Manny, the familiar guard, stood at the entrance to the club, 
checking IDs and closely eyeing those entering, but not patting them down. 
Mahmoud sat in his car and reached for the assault rifle. He brought it 
around his seat and placed it on his lap. With a practiced motion, he 
removed the two pins holding the stock to the rifle’s barrel. Putting the 
pins in his pocket of his leather jacket, he loosened his belt and pulled his 
pants far enough down to place each half of the gun in the loops he had 
sewn into both pant legs—something he had learned from an ISIS video. 
Then he sat, thinking about what he was about to do.  

He unscrewed the top of a mini bottle of whiskey and downed the 
contents in two quick gulps.  The liquid was warm going down his throat, 
like calming medicine. He waited for the effects of the alcohol to hit him. 
He opened the car door. 

Manny recognized Mahmoud from his recent visits and waved him 
through. Inside, the crowd was thick, the music loud. A disc jockey was on 
the stage spinning records. The dance floor was packed with bodies, young 
people bobbing and weaving to the throbbing beat of the music. Mahmoud 
began to hunt.  

Terry MacMillan was standing at one of the bars, his back to the 
bar and a drink in his hand. Twenty feet away was the door to the men’s 
room. Mahmoud slid along the wall, keeping himself hidden behind the 
oscillating bodies on the dance floor until he reached the restroom door. 
He stepped inside an unoccupied stall and closed the door, then 
unfastened his belt and pulled the two parts of the rifle from his pant legs. 
He put the pieces together and replaced the two pins.  He checked the 
magazine of the AR-15 to make sure that it was fully loaded. Then he 
stepped out of the stall, his rifle held, barrel downward, next to his right leg.  

MacMillan was still standing at the bar, gazing at the dance floor, 
his drink in his hand. There were others standing on either side of him. 
Mahmoud raised his rifle and grasped it in both hands, one hand on the 
trigger, ready to fire. He began walking toward his prey. 
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At first no one noticed. Then one or two stepped back, some 
pointing, some starting to yell and run. Mahmoud continued marching 
straight ahead, his rifle aimed squarely at Terry MacMillan. He wanted 
MacMillan to see him before he fired. Wanted him to know exactly who 
killed him.  He wanted MacMillan to feel the fear that would come from 
thinking that he had been right about Mahmoud being a terrorist. 
MacMillan turned his head in the direction of the commotion; then he saw 
Mahmoud. He said something to the man next to him, then dove for the 
floor.  

“Allahu Akbar” Mahmoud yelled. Then he began to fire.  
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Chapter 2 
 
The Starbucks in the upscale shopping mall near the 405 freeway 

in Torrance was nearly full, mostly with millennial age men and women 
typing on laptops or scrolling through their cell phone texts and ignoring 
all the live people around them. Looking around, I decided I probably 
would have ignored them too. I wasn’t a habitué of Starbucks, it’s 
atmosphere being too pristine and orderly for my tastes. I preferred more 
Bohemian establishments, like those in the downtown art district, 
patronized by scruffy young men in wrinkled long raincoats turning dog-
eared pages of novels or tattooed, neon-haired, artistic types lip-syncing to 
well-thumbed film scripts. Today, however, I was searching for Bill 
Lippmann, a man I’d never met. He’d told me he had dark hair and would 
be wearing a blue shirt and jeans.  

A man in a blue shirt at a table in the corner waved his hand, 
motioning me over.  

I stopped in front of his table. “Evangelista, Luke Evangelista,” I 
said, sticking out my hand. I’d resisted using my James Bond voice. 

The man was slim, with a narrow, good-looking face, in his late 
twenties or early-thirties. He wore a blue shirt, as he had promised, and I 
noticed that it was an expensive linen one, matching the quality of his 
designer jeans. His dark hair was thick with gel on top and slicked 
backward, shaved close to the scalp on the sides. He wore black, square-
rimmed glasses. I might have thought he was a male model, if not for the 
beads of sweat on his forehead, like blisters of anxiety, just below his 
hairline. He looked up at me without smiling, ignoring my offered hand, 
his eyes darting around the coffee shop, as if he were checking to see if I’d 
been followed. “I recognize you from the picture on your book cover. I 
thought you’d have aged,” he said, looking up at me. 

I felt I had aged, but I took his words as a compliment. “Really, 
why?” I asked, still standing. 

“Didn’t you write Where Have All the Young men Gone? quite a 
while ago?” 

“A couple of years ago. It just seems like a long time ago because 
it’s been off the market for awhile.” My major work, which some, 
particularly me, had said was brilliant, had been banned by the imbecilic 
Ferris government almost as soon as it was published. 
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His solemn expression didn’t change.  “Anyway, I’m glad you 
came. Have a seat or get a cup of coffee if you want.” 

I sat down opposite him. He looked pretty ordinary, not like some 
kind of weirdo, an ungodly number of whom had contacted me since the 
publication of my controversial book. “Tell me your story,” I said. What 
he’d told me on the phone sounded fantastic… too fantastic to believe. But 
knowing that, with Fremont Ferris as president and his Gestapo-like Feebs, 
the agents from the Federal Investigation and Immigration Enforcement 
Bureau, the FIIEB, running the country, anything was possible, I had 
decided to meet with Lippmann and listen.  

Lippmann scanned the other customers, as if making sure that no 
one was listening. “I told you on the phone.” 

“Tell me again...everything.” 
He swallowed uncomfortably, then nodded. “Nagi was at the 

Galaxy to kill one person—the man I was standing next to. I don’t know his 
name; he was one of the fifty people who were killed that night. Nagi killed 
that man and that was all. Everyone else who died was killed by someone 
else.” 

“Someone else?” He’d repeated what he’d told me on the phone. 
I was as skeptical now as I had been then. What he was saying fit none of 
the official reports of the Galaxy nightclub shooting, which had occurred a 
few weeks ago. Everything reported in the media said one guy—Mahmoud 
Nagi, an Iraqi-American—had killed fifty people in an act of Islamic terror. 
“Who was the someone else?” I asked. 

He was still eyeing me with suspicion. I could tell he wasn’t sure 
whether he should trust me any more than I felt I should trust him. “I don’t 
know. I couldn't see him—or them—whoever it was. I just know that Nagi 
never shot anyone except the man standing next to me.” 

I was trying to conceal my skepticism, but it wasn’t easy. I wasn’t 
sure whether I wanted to believe him. If he were telling the truth, it might 
mean I’d have to do something. “And no one but you saw this? No one but 
you noticed that there was more than one shooter?” I couldn’t hide the 
disbelief in my voice. 

Lippmann looked around again, a wary expression on his face. 
“Have you heard it from anyone else? Have the papers reported it?” 

I tried to read his expression. He was worried, but in spite of the 
bizarreness of his story, he didn’t sound as if he were lying. “You’re the 
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only one who’s said this as far as I know.” I looked him straight in the eye. 
“And that doesn’t make any sense.” 

Lippmann leaned forward and lowered his voice. “I know of one 
other person. She posted a message on the website called Survivors of the 
Galaxy—that’s the name of the website—and said the same thing I just told 
you, except she saw another shooter. She wanted to know if anyone else 
saw him. She said she was feeling crazy, since no one else had reported 
what she was sure that she had seen.” 

Reflexively, I lowered my own voice and leaned toward him. “You 
mean she actually saw another shooter?” 

“That’s what she said.” 
 “Did you contact her?” 
“I tried to. Her post was only up for one day…less than a day.  I 

messaged her through the site but she didn’t answer. I tracked down her 
address, but there was no one at her apartment. Finally I reached her family. 
They said she had been killed in a traffic accident the afternoon after she’d 
posted on the website.” 

 I felt a shiver run down my spine. It was the same ice-cold fear I 
felt each time I was forced to think about the evil of the government under 
which our country was living. I could also feel my anger stirring, which 
meant that I was starting to believe him. “You know this sounds paranoid, 
don’t you?” 

Lippmann flashed an embarrassed smile. “I feel paranoid.” 
Everybody with any brains felt paranoid these days. They had 

plenty of reasons. With Fremont Ferris’ election nearly four years ago, the 
country had stepped into 1984… only 32 years late. With each year of his 
presidency, things had only gotten worse. 

 “I will get a cup of coffee. “ I told him.  “Do you want anything?” 
Lippmann shook his head. “Coffee just makes me more nervous.” 
Me too, but I couldn’t think without it—either that or with a glass 

of gin in my hand—but it was too early in the day for that. I waited in line 
and thought about what Lippmann had said. There had to be others, 
besides the mysterious dead woman who’d posted on the website, who’d 
seen what he had seen, unless he’d simply imagined the whole thing. After 
all, it had been a chaotic scene inside the nightclub and Lippmann had 
probably hidden himself for much of what went on. I knew that I was 
resisting believing him. If his story were true, what was I going to do? After 
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I’d published my book, I felt I’d discharged my duty to the greater good. I 
was too sick and too depressed to rejoin the fight to save America from 
tyranny. Yet I found myself unable to walk away from Lippmann’s story. I 
got my black coffee and returned to the table. “Tell me a little about 
yourself.” 

He leaned his head back, narrowing his eyes in suspicion. “Why 
do you need to know about me?” 

 “I’m trying to decide if I should believe you. I want to know who 
you are, what you do for a living, why you were at the club, whether you 
have any other conspiracy theories. What you’ve told me so far is a bit 
fantastic… a lot fantastic, in fact.” 

Lippmann looked at the floor, then took off his glasses. “I’m a 
teller at Bank of America. I graduated from Cal State Long Beach three 
years ago with a degree in business. Before college I worked in an 
electronics store selling cell phones and computers. I live alone in a studio 
apartment here in Torrance. I grew up in Irvine and my parents still live 
there. I don’t think there are aliens invading earth or that our food supply 
is being poisoned, if that’s what you’re wondering.” He had a look of 
defiance on his face.  

“Try one of the muffins at this place and you might change your 
mind about the food supply,” I said.  

He looked startled. I guess he didn’t have a sense of humor. He 
didn’t sound crazy though, but given my own mental health, who was I to 
judge? I still hoped to poke a hole in his story. “What were you doing at 
the Galaxy that night?” 

“I went there for a few drinks. I’ve met a few women there in the 
past. I thought I might hook up with someone. It was Friday night.” 

“And this man whom you say was targeted by Nagi, how did you 
meet him?” 

Lippmann put his glasses back on. “I was just standing next to 
him at the bar. We never spoke to each other. Then Nagi appeared with the 
rifle in his hands, and the guy says, ‘ Oh shit. He’s after me.’ Then he dove 
to the ground.  Nagi walked toward him and yelled something, then began 
shooting. Then other people started dropping and I heard shots from 
everywhere. Nagi looked surprised. He was looking around, trying to find 
where the shots were coming from. Then Nagi went down and after a few 
seconds, the rest of the firing stopped.” 

It sounded like chaos. “What happened after Nagi went down?”  



Casey Dorman 

 8 

“Like I said, the shooting kept on for a few seconds, then stopped. 
A couple of plain-clothes guys—cops or Feebs I guess—ran toward his body. 
A couple of them kicked his body, then bent down and examined him.” 

It made no sense that the Feebs would have arrived at the club that 
quickly, or detectives either for that matter. The newspaper had only 
mentioned the club security and two cops who had been policing the 
parking lot. 

 “Did they act as if they thought there was another shooter?”  
“They were only concerned with Nagi.” 
“They weren’t searching for another shooter?” 
He shook his head. “It didn’t look like it.” 

 “Did anyone say anything to you?” 
“One of the Feebs or whoever they were—he seemed to be in 

charge—he came up and told me, ‘Get the fuck out of here, this is a crime 
scene.’ I left as fast as I could. I stood outside, for another hour then I got 
in my car and went home.” 

“Did you ever tell the police what you saw?” 
“The next day. I called them up and told them I wanted to tell 

them what I saw. By then it was all over the news that this one terrorist had 
killed fifty people. I told the cop on the phone that I was pretty sure there 
was more than one shooter.  He told me to come to police headquarters 
downtown.” 

“So did you? 
I went there and a detective—a guy named Winters— came out and 

took me into his office. I told him what I just told you. He told me that I was 
mixed up. They had tons of eyewitnesses who said that Nagi was the only 
shooter. They’d searched the whole building and found no evidence of 
anyone else.  I told him again that Nagi only shot the man who had been 
standing next to me. Winters said that I should keep quiet, that it could be 
dangerous for me to tell anyone what I’d told him.” 

“He threatened you?” 
Lippmann shook his head. “I don’t know if it was a threat or not. 

He said I was traumatized. He offered to have me talk to a police 
psychologist. I didn’t want to. I knew what I’d seen. So he told me just to 
go home and forget what happened.” 
 “Jesus Christ,” I said. If Lippmann was telling the truth, it was the 
biggest story of the year… whether there was another shooter or the cops 
or Feebs or whoever it was, killed all those other people by accident, the 
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real story was that it was being covered up. The biggest story, and it had 
landed right in my reluctant lap. But I had to remind myself that Lippmann 
was probably mistaken. “Did you contact the police again?” 

“No. But I started seeing cops in my neighborhood. Then I 
spotted Detective Winters watching me when I was at a Starbucks. He was 
across the street on his cell phone, but I could tell he was watching me. 
When I got home, my apartment had been broken into. Someone had gone 
through my desk, my bedroom drawers, my camera was missing, and my 
computer had been taken.” 

“You called the police?” 
“It was the police that did it. I’m sure of it.” 
I stared at him for a few seconds trying to figure out if he was crazy 

or not. “But you don’t have any proof?” 
Lippmann shook his head again. “I don’t have any proof. But I 

wasn’t going to provoke them again. I changed my cell phone number, and 
stopped emailing.” 

“Did they stop following you?”  
“That was more than a week ago. I haven’t seen anyone following 

me since then.” 
“Could you identify the man Nagi shot if you saw a picture of him?” 

I asked. Why wasn’t I just getting up and leaving? I was following his 
paranoia down a rabbit hole. 

“I think so.” 
I took out my cell phone and Googled an LA Times story about 

the Galaxy shooting. I remembered that the newspaper had run pictures 
and brief biographies of all the victims. When I found the story and the 
gallery of pictures, I handed the phone to Lippmann. “See if you can find 
him.” 

He scrolled through the pictures, then stopped at one. “This is 
him. Terry MacMillan, it says.” 

I took the phone back. “It says he was single and he worked at a 
department store in Culver city.” Something rang a bell. I Googled 
another article about Nagi himself. “They worked at the same store.”  

“It was some kind of workplace argument?”  
“Who knows? But this proves that they knew each other.” It also 

suggested that Lippmann had been telling the truth, and that I was faced 
with something I couldn’t ignore. 
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I took a long sip of my coffee. “Why did you contact me?” A lot of 
people did contact me. Most of them wanted me to write a story about 
them, as I had about Derek Stewart. After all, I was a biographer. But their 
stories weren’t interesting enough—not for me to stick my neck out, as I 
had writing Stewart’s biography, which had gotten banned almost as soon 
as it was published and almost gotten me thrown in jail. I thought I’d 
learned my lesson. 

Lippmann looked around, as if he still suspected he was being 
watched. From what he’d told me so far, he had good reason. “I’m done 
with this. I’m afraid I’m going to be the next one who has an ‘accident’ if I 
ask any more questions. I know that the cops are covering something up, 
but I don’t know why. You’re the only one I know who might follow this up, 
given your book and your previous biography of President Ferris… the 
only honest book I’ve ever read about him.” He looked down at the floor, 
as if he were embarrassed.     

My biography of President Ferris was now banned also, but I 
didn’t remind him of that.  “Ferris is using the Galaxy attack to drum up 
support for his reelection.” 

His face showed his alarm. “Do you think that Ferris could be 
connected to this?” 

I thought Ferris was connected to everything that happened these 
days, but I didn’t say that. “So far you’re the only one who saw more than 
one shooter—at least the only one still alive— and you only saw people 
getting shot, not anyone else with a gun. And now we know that Mahmoud 
Nagi and this Terry MacMillan knew each other. That should be enough to 
prod the police to investigate, even if they’re trying to cover something up. 

“So can you follow this up?” Lippmann asked. 
It was a good question. I’d stuck my neck out before, publishing 

books about Ferris and Derek Stewart, even joining Stewart’s campaign to 
expose Ferris for the tyrant that he was. But that was all in the past. After 
publishing my last book two years ago, a task that had taken a superhuman 
effort to overcome my physical debilitation and the emotional shambles my 
psyche had become, not to mention the alcohol addiction to which I had 
fallen victim, I’d become risk averse—or maybe just unable to care anymore. 
My impulse was to turn him down; to thank him for his effort and walk out. 
But the atrocity implied by Lippmann’s story was enormous enough to 
remind me of what I’d fought for in the past. Something began to stir in me, 
something I thought I’d lost.  
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“OK, I’ll take it from here.”  I said, thinking to myself, here I go 
again. I was sticking my neck out, just as I’d done countless times in my 
life, although I’d vowed never to do it again. As I’d often said about myself, 
I wasn’t courageous, just reckless. My better judgment was often the loser 
in its battle against my need to challenge authority. And now Lippmann 
was giving me the biggest chance to attack authority I’d ever had… if his 
story was true.  

“I’ll need to contact you again,” I said. “And you need to let me 
know if the cops or the Feebs start following you again.” 

He looked uncomfortable. “Ok,” he said, but I could see he 
hoped he’d never see me again. 

I stood up. “You’ve got my cell phone number,” I told him. “Call 
me if you think of anything else.” 
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Chapter 3 
 
It had been three years since I’d left the United States—chased by 

the Feebs—and taken up my role as the official biographer of the Gandhian-
style nonviolent crusader for human rights, Derek Stewart, accompanying 
him to the Africa of his ancestors, where his mission was to bring peace to 
that vast troubled continent.  My original ancestors might have originated 
in ancient Africa, but it took me less than a year to discover that modern 
Africa and I weren’t compatible. After a series of illnesses, which included 
both malaria and Dengue Fever, I took Derek’s advice and returned to the 
United States, where, using Derek’s considerable financial resources, I 
published Where Have All the Young Men Gone? — a first-hand account of 
his activities fighting the Ferris administration in the United States prior to 
his departure for Africa.  

I hadn’t just gotten sick in Africa; I’d succumbed to, for the first 
time in my life, the spirit-breaking weight of depression. Karin Milne, the 
former Georgetown University professor who had been part of Derek’s 
entourage and with whom I had fallen deeply in love, had abruptly returned 
to the U.S., leaving me alone and adrift. It was an eventuality I’d neither 
been prepared for nor harbored the resources with which to cope. Karin 
had come to the conclusion that Derek’s African campaign, which was 
addressing intertribal violence on the vast continent, was not her real 
mission, which was to right the wrongs of the Ferris presidency in the U.S. 
She hadn’t bothered to consult me before making her decision. My 
devastation at being abandoned by the woman I loved, while fighting 
insidious tropical illnesses in the midst of a culture that nearly 
overwhelmed me with its otherness, had won out over my dedication and 
endurance. Three months after Karin left, I too, came home. 

Although my Dengue Fever had run its course, the impoverished 
state in which it had left my immune system had made me prone to periodic 
reawakening of my malarial symptoms, and since my return, other than to 
publish my account of Derek’s exploits, I had done virtually nothing in the 
way of continuing the previous activism that had characterized my days 
with Derek Stewart. I’d also failed to reconnect with Karin, who, after 
having left me behind in Africa, appeared to have fallen off the edge of the 
earth. I took her absence as rejection and instead of searching for her, I 
buried my head under a deluge of self-pity, reproach and almost 
continuous inebriation. 
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Despite my impaired condition, I was able to live on the modest 
but steady income Derek continued to allot me as payment for writing his 
biography. The book had garnered literary praise but also a political 
assault from the establishment, something I should have anticipated but 
was in no state to combat, either physically or emotionally. After a month 
of my book’s best-selling popularity, Ferris’ justice department, which 
seemed to make up laws as it went along, banned the book.  Although I 
feared that I would be thrown in jail, I was not. Instead, I burrowed deeper 
into my depression and crawled into a reclusive corner. 

So why was I considering getting involved with the story Bill 
Lippmann had told me?  

American military superiority and the cooperation of a number of 
Arab states had finally won a victory over ISIS, the Islamic State, which had 
captured much of Iraq and Syria. Because the loss of their Middle Eastern 
Caliphate had left them without any home territory, ISIS was relatively 
toothless, except for the occasional terror attack it was able to inspire in 
Europe or, more rarely, in the United States. Fremont Ferris portrayed 
himself as a strongman who protected the country from its enemies by 
maintaining a perpetual state of war – a state that required Draconian 
suspensions of personal liberties and consolidation of government power 
into the executive branch. Without a war, his repressive measures were no 
longer needed and their continuation, which risked being revealed as 
simple authoritarianism, had become exceedingly unpopular. He had 
almost no chance of being reelected. But giving up his office was not 
something Fremont Ferris had ever contemplated doing. Becoming 
president for a second term required an extraordinary threat to the country 
in order to convince the voters that Ferris’ ironhanded rule was necessary 
for the country to survive. In other words, what America needed was the 
resurgence of an enemy. That’s where ISIS came in. 

The group’s devastating terror attack on the Galaxy nightclub was 
the event that had swung popular opinion back to the president. People 
had become convinced that only Ferris’ strength could protect them from 
the scourge of further attacks. 

And now I’d discovered that the terror attack on the Galaxy 
nightclub might not have been real. Was I really going to remain on the 
sideline? 

Bill Lippmann had approached me. The one piece of information 
that, if it were true, could bring down the Ferris administration, had fallen 
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into my lap. I might despise myself, be more concerned with avoidance 
than engagement, but I had not always been that way. For most of my 
career I had been a crusader for truth, a fighter for moral justice. Those 
traits were why Derek Stewart had chosen me to be his biographer. The 
layers of physical malaise and emotional burden that had driven me into 
isolation and to the bottom of a bottle for the past two years did not 
represent the person I was. Now I’d found out something that, if it was true 
and I could expose it to the rest of the country, could change the downward 
spiral of our nation’s freedom. It also presented the opportunity for me to 
alter my own downward spiral and regain the identity I thought I’d lost.  

 
*** 

 
Detective Darryl Smith was my inside source with the LAPD. 

Since my return from Africa, Smith had fed me what meager tidbits of 
information I needed when, out of the desperation of wanting to resurrect 
my tarnished career as a journalist, I’d tried to write a few freelance stories 
on my favorite topics—crime and corruption.  I’d always had to slip him a 
little money, but he could usually be counted on for something.  

Smith’s office was in the Parker Building in downtown LA. I’d 
called ahead, so I was expected. I took a seat in front of Smith’s dented 
metal desk. As a lieutenant and supervisor, Darryl Smith merited his own 
office, small as it was.  “How’s the department doing keeping the people of 
color down?” I asked, using my typical method of breaking the ice. 
Lieutenant Smith had distinguished himself by being able to tolerate me in 
the past. 

“I’m too tired for your wisecracks today,” Smith said, frowning. 
“What do you want this time?” 

“I need you to check something out,” I told him. “It’s about the 
Galaxy nightclub shooting.” 

Smith raised his eyebrows. “That’s not your kind of story, bro. 
Besides, the feds are handling it, not us.” Smith was an up-from-the ranks 
lieutenant, who still dressed in a suit and had a face that looked as if he had 
been a mixed martial arts fighter when he was young. It was probably just 
the remains of a bad case of adolescent acne, although I’d swear his nose 
had been broken more than once. 

“I’m thinking of doing some kind of human interest story about it. 
Can you help me?” I asked, trying not to raise too many alarms. Smith was 



2020 

 15 

usually a reliable source because I paid him. If the police knew more about 
the Galaxy shooting than they’d talked about to the public, he might be 
able to find out, but I had to be cagey about it. 

He stared back at me for several seconds before answering. “No 
problem,” he finally said, leaning back in his chair and clasping his hands 
behind his head. “There’s a lot I don’t know, particularly about what the 
feds have found out, but I can ask a question or two. What is it you want to 
know?” 

I pulled out my cell phone. “I was going through the victims from 
the shooting—the list of the deceased. I found this guy that worked at the 
same store that Nagi did, the very same store in the same mall.” I handed 
my phone to him. “That’s the guy in the picture—Terry MacMillan. I never 
heard anything about one of Nagi’s co-workers being one of his victims, 
did you?” 

Smith leaned forward. He held the phone in his hand and stared at 
the picture. “I never heard anything either, but so what? He shrugged his 
shoulders.  “From what I heard, he shot everyone within range of his gun. 
He probably didn’t even look at their faces.” He handed the phone back to 
me. 

“Yeah, that’s what I heard too, but now I’m not so sure,” I said, 
putting my phone back in my pocket. 

Smith narrowed his eyes. “What do you mean you’re not so sure?” 
“This guy called me on the phone. He didn’t tell me his name, but 

he said that he was standing next to this MacMillan guy and the man 
recognized Nagi. He acted like Nagi was specifically after him. My witness 
said Nagi went after MacMillan and shot him up close. He thought 
everyone else was shot by someone else.” 

Smith was eyeing me with suspicion. “Some guy just calls you up 
and tells you this? Why hasn’t he told us?” 

“He said he did—talked to a Detective Winters—he was told to 
forget what he saw. Then he saw Winters following him and his house was 
broken into and his computer stolen.” 

Smith raised his eyebrows skeptically. “You believed that shit?” 
“Why wouldn’t I?”  
“The guy’s a sicko—one of those anti-cop conspiracy theorists. He 

probably wants to blame the whole attack on us. Is he Black?” 
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Smith’s racism was typical of a lot of the older white cops I’d met. 
It seemed to be a prerequisite for the job. “I don’t know. I told you I only 
talked to him on the phone.” 

“I’ll bet the guy wasn’t even at the Galaxy that night. You’re being 
taken for a ride, bro. This guy knows you’re a writer and he wants to 
become famous by feeding you a story.” 

“Have you got a Detective Winters here?” 
Smith looked up at the ceiling, as if he were trying to remember. 

“Brad Winters. He’s our liaison with the Feebs on the Galaxy case.” 
“So that part of the guy’s story is right.” 
Smith frowned. “Winters’ name has been all over the paper. He’s 

also our media spokesman on the case.” He looked at the ceiling again, as 
if he were thinking. “I can ask Winters if you want. Meanwhile, give me 
that guy’s phone number and I’ll call him and interview him myself. I think 
he’s making this up, but maybe he knows something. What’s his name, by 
the way?” 

An alarm went off in my head. “I told you, he never told me his 
name. I guess he’s paranoid. Besides he didn’t have a caller ID and I don’t 
know how to reach him.” I was lying, but Smith’s eagerness to talk to 
Lippmann had suddenly put me on guard. I began to feel a sense of dread 
about what I might have done by coming to talk to him  “I’m sure you’re 
right, the guy’s a nutcase. I just thought that if Nagi knew one of the 
victims, it would be an interesting twist. Maybe something to write about. 
It’s probably nothing.” 

The detective stared at me, his suspicion still apparent on his face. 
Then he leaned back and smiled. “I always try to help you with your stories, 
bro. I think you’re heading down a blind alley on this one, though. But I’ll 
check with Winters, see if the Feebs are aware of the connection with 
MacMillan. And I’ll ask him if anyone came forward and talked to him 
about Nagi targeting MacMillan or about another shooter. I’ll let you know 
what I find out.” He stuck out his hand.  

I laid five tens in his open palm. At least that part of our 
interaction was normal, but talking to Detective Smith had been a bad idea; 
I could feel it already. Smith was an ordinary cop, he wouldn't be involved 
in covering up something like this, but he was going to rekindle Winters’ 
interest in Bill Lippmann, putting the poor guy back in danger. I needed to 
warn Lippmann as soon as I could.  I could feel myself starting to sweat. I 
stood up. “Thanks, pal. That’ll be great. I’ll wait to hear from you. And if 
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that guy calls me again, I’ll get his number and he can come in and talk to 
you.” 

“Perfect!” Smith answered. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Casey Dorman 

 18 

Chapter 4 
 
It had been a whole day and Bill Lippmann still wasn’t answering 

his cell phone. I was starting to panic. Even though there was no way that 
Darryl Smith would have known Lippmann’s identity from what I’d told 
him, Detective Winters already had Lippmann’s name from their earlier 
interview. Probably a lot more than his name. And as soon as Smith told 
him about my inquiry, Winters would know it was Lippmann I'd talked to. 
I had to stop myself. I was getting paranoid. Now I knew how Bill 
Lippmann felt. 

I tried calling Lippmann one more time, but there was still no 
answer, which ratcheted my anxiety up another notch. I was feeling 
feverish, but I knew that what I felt wasn’t a return of my malarial 
symptoms, but the increasing sense that something was wrong—something 
I’d caused.  Lippmann had told me that he lived in an apartment in 
Torrance and that’s where we’d met for coffee, so maybe he worked at a 
nearby branch of the Bank of America. I took out my cell phone. There 
were five B of A branches in Torrance. On the third call I hit paydirt; 
Lippmann worked there, but he wasn’t at work today. 

“Can I leave him a message?” I asked the girl on the telephone. 
“It’s not business. I’m a friend.” 

“I don’t think he’s coming in again,” she answered, caution 
evident in her voice. “He’s been in an accident. Perhaps you should call the 
family, if you’re a friend.” 

“Do you have their number?” I asked, a feeling of foreboding 
starting to deaden my senses. I was preparing myself for the worst. 

“I’m afraid I don’t… we don’t…here at the bank.” The woman 
sounded confused.  

I thanked her and hung up. I needed to focus, even though the 
growing weight of my guilt was making it difficult for me to think clearly. 
Lippmann had said his parents lived in Irvine. Google’s phone listings 
contained two Lippmann’s in Irvine: a man and a woman. I decided the 
man was more likely a head of household and his number might be that of 
Bill’s parents. I was right. 

Gerald Lippmann’s voice was somber on the other end of the 
phone, deep and even, as if he were trying to hold back his emotion. He 
wanted to know what my connection to his son was.  
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I told him that we’d only met once. He was helping me with a book 
I was writing. I’d tried to reach him and couldn’t, and his work said he’d 
been in an accident and that I should talk to his family. 

“He fell from the fourth floor of a parking garage in Los 
Angeles…yesterday,” his father said, his voice beginning to choke, “… 
died instantly according to the police.”  

My worst fears had been realized. My ludicrous blundering had 
led to the young man’s death. “The police found him?” I managed to ask, 
barely able to find my voice. 

He cleared his throat. “An off-duty policeman actually, that’s what 
the detective who came here said.” I could hear the quaver in his voice. He 
was having as hard a time with the conversation as I was. 

 “The detective; was he from LA or Irvine?”  
“I don’t know, LA, I think. Why?”  
The father sounded confused. I knew this was hard on him—it was 

hard on me— but I needed to find out as much as I could, partly to try to 
salve my own conscience. “Do you remember the detective’s name?” 

“ I think it was Winters. Just a minute, I’ve got his card.” There 
was silence for a moment on the other end of the phone. “Here it is. Yeah, 
it’s Detective Bradley Winters, Los Angles Police Department.” There was 
a long pause. I could hear the man breathing heavily. I hoped I my 
questions weren’t giving him a heart attack. Being responsible for killing 
one Lippmann was more than enough. “He told me Bill might have been 
under the influence of drugs. He searched our house—looking for drugs I 
guess.” He paused again. “He hinted that maybe Bill fell on purpose, that 
he killed himself. I know that’s not true.” Mr. Lippmann’s tone suddenly 
became angry. “My wife was very upset. She’s grief stricken. So am I. That 
detective had no right to say that.” There was another long pause on the 
other end of the line. “Were you and Bill good friends?” he asked, in a 
conversational tone. He was doing his best to control his emotions. 

I reminded him that I’d only met Bill once. “He was helping me 
with a story I’m writing about the Galaxy attack.” 

There was a pause on the other end of the phone.  “Bill changed 
after that night. He wouldn’t talk about it to his mother and me, but he told 
us he couldn’t sleep. He seemed agitated whenever we saw him. I know he 
was trying to find other people who’d been there that night and talk to 
them. He never said anything about talking to someone who was writing a 
book.” 
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“We just started talking.” I was recovering enough from my shock 
and guilt to regain my wits. I thought about the police search of 
Lippmann’s parents’ house. “Did Detective Winters take anything from 
your house?” 

“I don’t think so. He wanted to know if Bill kept a computer here, 
but he doesn’t. He asked about who his friends were. He didn’t tell us 
much, except that Bill had died and he’d had drugs in his system, and he 
asked about his mood, if he was depressed.” 

“Was he?” I was sure that Bill Lippmann hadn’t killed himself, but 
I really didn’t know him at all. Maybe he had committed suicide. Maybe the 
pressure had gotten to him. Maybe I just wanted to rid myself of my guilt 
over his death. 

“No. He was agitated and he seemed worried, but not depressed. 
And I don’t think he took drugs either… or if he did, maybe it was the first 
time. He was a good boy...” The father’s voice trailed off, as if talking 
about his son was too overwhelming.  

 “Look Mr. Lippmann, your son wasn’t depressed, at least he 
didn’t seem so when he talked to me. I don’t think he killed himself, but 
I’m not sure that he fell either. I’d like to do some investigating myself.” 

“Investigating?” his tone was suspicious. “I thought you said you 
were a writer.” 

“I am,” I answered. “But I’m also a reporter. Something isn’t 
right about what happened to your son.” 

“Like what? You don’t mean you think he was murdered?” He 
sounded alarmed. 

“I don’t think so, but I want to check out a few things. He was 
scared when he talked to me, too.” 

“Shouldn’t you go to the police?” 
“Not yet. Not unless I find something.” 
“But if Bill was murdered, I want the police involved.” 
I didn’t want to tell the father about his son having talked to 

Detective Winters, since Winters hadn’t mentioned that to the father. If I 
brought it up it would just raise more questions, questions that might be 
dangerous for the parents to start asking. 

“Mr. Lippmann, you’re going to have to trust me when I say not to 
involve the police. Your son was afraid of the police. He’d talked to them 
about the Galaxy attack and he thought they might be following him.” 
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“Following him? I don’t understand? He wasn’t involved in the 
attack. They didn’t think he had anything to do with it did they? It was that 
Muslim terrorist. Bill wasn’t a terrorist.”  

I could hear the alarm in his voice. I felt like a bull in a china shop, 
causing more problems with every question I asked. “Your son didn’t have 
anything to do with the attack, but he was afraid of talking to the police 
again, so I’m going to leave them out. If I find out anything, I’ll let you 
know. Can you tell me some of his closest friends names, phone numbers, 
if you have them?” 

“I don’t know you, Mr. Evangelista.” His voice had hardened. “I 
don’t want to give you his friends’ names and I don’t have most of their 
numbers. We’re having a service for Bill on Friday at Sacred Heart here in 
Irvine. You can come and talk to them there, if you want to.” 

I could tell that I’d gone too far. “OK, thanks. Like I said, I’ll let 
you know if I find out anything. And I’ll give you my number, just in case 
anything new comes up.” 

“Fine.” 
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  Chapter 5 
 
Richard Banning, the alt-right internet provocateur who had 

worked himself into the position of Strategic Advisor to President Fremont 
Ferris, was worried. His secret sources within the Federal Investigation 
and Immigration Enforcement Bureau, the FIIEB, a combination of the old 
ICE and the FBI, had informed him that new inquiries were being made 
into the Galaxy nightclub terror attack—the attack that was the basis for 
President Ferris’ recent surge in popularity and the only reason he stood a 
chance of being elected for a second term. 

Banning was relatively new to the president’s inner circle. He’d 
only become an associate of Fremont Ferris since the latter had mounted 
his presidential bid. Most of the others close to the president had been with 
Ferris for years. As a child, growing up in a middle class family from 
Indianapolis, Banning’s father, a TV repairman, had insisted that his wife 
stay home and raise his son, mostly to keep young Richard from socializing 
with any of the few African American or Hispanic children in the mixed 
middle class neighborhood where they lived. The senior Banning didn’t 
believe in mixing of the races, a belief he’d instilled in his son. Young 
Richard had excelled in his studies and been a favorite of his teachers. He’d 
also been an altar boy in the local Catholic Church. In college, at Indiana 
University in Bloomington, he had become active in politics, running and 
winning a hard fought campaign for class president, in which he’d 
introduced the concept of “dirty tricks” to an innocent student body, using 
his position on the school newspaper to smear his opponent.  

After college, Richard had taken a position with the Indianapolis 
Star, where he began as a reporter and quickly worked himself into an 
editor’s job. He was influential in getting the newspaper to back 
conservative candidates for governor and for congress, a not too difficult 
task, given the political tenor of the state. It was during those years that he 
began his career in radio, moonlighting first as a disc jockey and then as a 
talk show host on what became a nationally syndicated show. During the 
same years, he became addicted to both alcohol and to pain medications, a 
struggle which at one point sidelined him for almost a year in a 
rehabilitation facility and which, even after his discharge, plagued his 
future career, and his private life, until he finally kicked the medication 
habit and reduced his alcohol consumption to at least a moderate level. 
Leaving radio, he entered the world of digital media, just as it was 
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beginning to flourish, and quickly rose to the top, founding a right-wing 
news service, which became the platform not only for the alt-right, but also 
for the Christian conservative movement, of which Fremont F. Ferris had 
become one of the star figures. Banning had an apocalyptic view of the 
clash between Western, Christian values and those from other religious 
and power centers in the world. He saw the West and its Christian values 
in a death struggle with Islam and atheistic Communism and perhaps even 
Judaism. It was the same view as Ferris, but on steroids. His assumption of 
a position of power within the Ferris administration was a natural. 

Despite the propaganda coming from the government, America’s 
terror threats were no longer coming from outside the country, a fact that 
had allowed Banning, a shrewd analyst of the domestic social pulse, to 
assume such a powerful role as Strategic Advisor to the President and an 
unprecedented position as part of the president’s National Security 
Council. It was he, after convincing Jervis Donovan, the president’s 
longtime advisor and now White House Chief of Staff, to go along with him, 
who had suggested to the president that a terrorist attack could cement the 
unpopular president’s bid for a second term. It was more than the typical 
dirty tricks of politics, of which Banning was a master, but his position had 
always been that the end justified the means. For Banning, the end, in this 
case, was no less than the fate of Western civilization in its fight against 
Islam, Communism and the destruction of American purity by the addition 
of nonwhite immigrants to the country. 

The Galaxy attack had created the climate of fear that Banning had 
predicted it would, and the movement to reelect Fremont Ferris, in order 
to “not change horses in midstream” in the War on Terror, was becoming 
a tidal wave of support. But now there was a problem. Lucas Evangelista, 
the journalist who had been a thorn in the side of the Ferris administration 
for years, particularly after his authorship of the biography of Derek 
Stewart, was making inquiries into the Galaxy shooting. Silencing the 
witnesses to the Galaxy shooting had been nearly complete, except for a 
few who had disappeared from view, probably being sheltered by one or 
more of the dissident groups, which operated in the inner cities and in a 
few remote retreats in the Cascade and Rocky mountains. As long as those 
last witnesses stayed hidden and quiet, they were not a threat. But 
Evangelista had apparently unearthed a new witness. That witness was now 
disposed of, but Evangelista had suddenly disappeared from view. General 
William T. Sherman, head of the FIIEB organization, who was also party to 
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the true nature of the Galaxy attack, thought Evangelista might be trying to 
locate the last remaining witnesses. If Evangelista were true to form, he 
would publish whatever he turned up. 

Banning picked up his telephone and dialed Jervis Donovan. His 
hands were sweating as he punched the buttons for Donovan’s number. It 
was times like these that made him miss the drugs that used to calm down 
his innately hyperactive nervous system.  He wasn’t worried, he was 
excited; his whole being jacked up by the excitement of impending conflict. 
At least he had a glass of whiskey in his hand. “We’ve got a problem and 
we’re going to need to take some action now,” Banning told the 
president’s Chief of Staff.  

“What kind of problem?” Donovan’s voice, in contrast to 
Banning’s urgent tone, was calm and unperturbed. Donovan was nearly 
imperturbable. He had been Fremont Ferris’ closest political advisor for 
more than 25 years. Most people who met Jervis Donovan assumed he was 
an accountant or a tax lawyer. His impeccable three-piece suit, his always 
well-trimmed halo of close-cropped hair surrounding his high forehead 
and bald head, and his thick, black-rimmed glasses added to the impression. 
But Donovan was a brilliant lawyer. He and Fremont Ferris had known 
each other as undergraduates at the University of Alabama, where the only 
thing that brought the two of them together was their fervor for 
conservative politics. Donovan was the opposite of Ferris, who was a 
college athlete and extravert who thrived on adoration and, when he was 
sidelined from sports by an injury, ran for Student Body President. 
Although Ferris didn’t win, he did meet Jervis Donovan, the quiet 
president of the campus Young Republicans. After Donovan went off to 
Harvard for a law degree, and Ferris entered business, they kept in touch. 
Each time that Ferris considered entering politics his first call was to his 
old friend for advice.  When Ferris finally decided to run for president, he 
asked Donovan to advise his campaign. After his victory, the new president 
brought Jervis Donovan along with him as his White House Chief of Staff.  

“A reporter is sniffing around the Galaxy attack.” 
“So what?” Donovan answered. His tone was dismissive. He was 

used to Banning’s tendency to overreact. “No one but a few Feebs know 
the truth and they’re not going to talk, so what’s the problem? Haven’t we 
gotten rid of all the witnesses?” 

Banning hesitated before answering. His previous reports to 
Donovan had given a rosier picture of things than was actually the case. 
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Now he had to come clean… or at least reasonably so. As far as Banning 
was concerned, the truth was what he needed it to be and he bent it to 
whatever ends suited him. “Not all the witnesses. We think there are some 
hiding out with some of the dissident groups. The reporter may try to find 
them.” 

“I thought all the witnesses were dead.” Donovan’s tone was icy. 
“So did I,” Banning lied. “But General Sherman tells me there 

may be a few who went into hiding.” 
“Jesus Christ!” Donovan answered, his voice uncharacteristically 

raised in anger. 
“We weren’t too worried,” Banning hastened to reassure him, 

“because the witnesses were too afraid to come out in the open and no one 
would listen to them anyway. We’ve pretty much sewn up all the news 
outlets. They know better than to print something we won’t like.” 

“So what’s the problem with one measly reporter?  It doesn’t 
sound as if he can do us any harm.” 

“It’s Lucas Evangelista.” 
Donovan went silent. After several seconds he finally answered. 

“If the witnesses are with the dissidents, then we have to find them before 
Evangelista does. And Richard,” he paused for emphasis “we also need to 
get rid of Evangelista for good, this time.” 

 “That was exactly what I thought you’d say.”  
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Chapter 6 
 
Two witnesses—and both were dead.  One of those deaths was my 

fault. I felt like shit, but I was also terrified. Detective Smith, and probably 
also Detective Winters, knew that I was following up on Lippmann’s 
report. Would I be the third death? They’d eliminated my source, so 
maybe I was safe… for now.  If I were smart, I’d back off—drop the whole 
thing.  I was intelligent, but not smart. I never had been.  I felt as if I’d dug 
myself into a hole—one which had already swallowed an innocent young 
man—and I couldn’t stop digging until I found the truth that was buried 
there. I’d also become pissed; angry and curious enough to not be able to 
stop myself from looking further. If there was more than one shooter at the 
Galaxy that night, then there had to be more witnesses than just Lippmann 
and the woman he’d found on the internet. Had they already been silenced 
or were they out there somewhere, hiding? Where would someone hide? 

People had been in hiding ever since Fremont Ferris had become 
president and instituted the Patriot Act III.  Mostly they were Muslims or 
vocal dissidents—sometimes journalists who were more courageous than I 
was. The existence of dissident groups organized to protest government 
actions was no secret. Most of them just circulated anti-government 
writings or gave speeches—actions that were well within their 
constitutional rights but were often treated as crimes by the Feebs. Most of 
the group operated out in the open, garnering headlines when they 
marched and sometimes being jailed when they protested. Some of the 
dissident groups were known to shelter those who were wanted by the 
government. The arrests of those involved in such nefarious activities, 
when they occurred, made juicy headlines for the government, which used 
their presence to justify increasing surveillance of ordinary citizens to even 
greater lengths. Although I’d known a few such individuals when I was 
rounding up support for Derek Stewart, before I’d fled the country, I no 
longer knew anyone who was involved in any of the resistance activities. Or 
did I?  

Karin Milne’s defection from Derek Stewart’s mission to reverse 
the corruption that kept much of central Africa in poverty had been 
prompted by her desire to fight Fremont Ferris. She’d gained enough of 
the mindset of a dissident from her father, Troy Raynham, to believe that 
her own calling was to join the resistance against Ferris in the U.S. I had no 
doubt that, if I could trace Karin’s whereabouts, she would have 
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information on at least one of the underground groups that hid those on 
the run from the government, perhaps one that was hiding another Galaxy 
nightclub witness. I had to overcome my reluctance to contact her. I 
reminded myself that the stakes involved in revealing the truth about the 
Galaxy attack weighed heavier than the issue of my emotional wellbeing. 

My own weak efforts to challenge the Ferris government by 
publishing Derek Stewart’s biography, as well as my ongoing income, were 
funded by Derek’s considerable wealth, which he had inherited from his 
grandparents. Although Derek had never said as much, I strongly 
suspected that some of his money was also being funneled to Karin to 
support her efforts to fight the authoritarianism that had taken over 
American society. 

I used our encrypted email route to contact Derek Stewart. His 
computer savvy bodyguard, Tina Nguyen, would decipher the message and 
relay it to Derek. He needn’t tell me too much, in case, despite encryption, 
our messages were being hacked by the government—only enough to put 
me in contact with Karin. I received back a time and location and the 
enigmatic sign off—“finally!”—from Derek. No doubt he had been waiting 
for some sign that my dormant conscience had been activated and my 
wanting to contact Karin had served as that signal. He was right, but I felt 
that I was being carried along by the urgency of the moment, not by the 
kind of characterological change that Derek was hoping for. 

My instructions were to go to Seattle, which was the center of 
much of the active resistance to Ferris’ government, so Karin was probably 
working with one of Seattle-based groups, such as the Urban Resistance. 
My contact was to be at a coffee shop near the Pike Place Market at 10:00 
am two days from now. With our reunion imminent, I found, to my 
surprise, that, rather than being fearful of again becoming lost in my 
yearning for the person whose absence had devastated me, I began 
imagining that I might reignite our romantic flame. My own optimism, no 
doubt delusional, made me eager for our meeting.  

 
*** 

 
Sitting on the edge of my seat, sweat pooling under my arms, 

looking through the steamed up windows at the chaotic scene of the 
tourist-packed Pike Place Market outside, I was desperately in need of 
some form of alcohol to calm my nervous system. But Karin would no 
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doubt turn around and leave if I met her with booze on my breath. My 
drinking, which ebbed and flowed with my state of mind, had always been a 
sore point between us. So I drank coffee, which further jacked up my 
nervous system and left me twitching with frayed nerves. I was almost as 
nervous about meeting Karin again as I was about being arrested by the 
Feebs.  

She stood in the doorway, the misty drizzle of the Seattle seafront 
framing her. She’d lost weight and looked older than I remembered, her 
already slim, pale features now accentuated by more prominent 
cheekbones and the traces of lines around her mouth. But two years hadn’t 
dimmed her beauty. She had a long narrow face with large, starkly green 
eyes, always on the alert. Her hair was long and straight, sparkling with the 
reflection of the coffee shop’s lights on the raindrops scattered across the 
strands of her dark brown hair, which now had highlights of gray.  She 
wore a belted, tan trench coat, concealing what I knew was a slim, but 
shapely figure, and tall leather boots. She still wore the black-rimmed 
glasses, which I remembered from the countless hours we’d spent together.  

I stood up.  
Without so much as a smile—even a grim one— she walked toward 

me. I waited, trying, unsuccessfully, to read her feelings, something I’d 
never been good at, even in the best of times. Karin and I had been lovers, 
but she’d never completely abandoned the censorious attitude she had 
toward me because of my dissipated lifestyle and tendency to rant, often 
publicly, about the myriad aspects of American life that offended me; rant 
but, sadly, I realized, rarely do anything about them. When she arrived at 
my table she stood close enough to me that I reached out and pulled her in. 
The fabric of her coat was cool and damp, but I could feel the heat of her 
body beneath it. Despite the brittle look on her face, she responded with a 
warm hug. We both sat. 

“Derek says you need me,” she said, staring at me with a stony 
gaze. 

I tried to pick up my cup and sip coffee while I formulated a 
response in my mind, but my hand was shaking. “I missed you,” I managed 
to mumble, putting my coffee down and letting my eyes wander over her 
face. I was remembering how close we had been. 

I could see her face harden as she clenched her jaw muscles. “I’ve 
been right here. You came back two years ago.” 
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“I was sick when I came back, then busy publishing my book. 
After that, I got… lost.” 

Her face softened. “You don’t look well. Are you drinking?” 
“Some. Not to excess, at least not in my opinion, although I did 

for a while. Those diseases I contracted in Africa knocked me off my feet 
emotionally as well as physically.” 

She took a deep breath. “But here you are now…” She raised her 
eyebrows as if she were asking a question. 

“Something has come up. Something I can't ignore.” I felt as if I 
were in free fall, like a bridge jumper who realizes—too late— that there is 
no turning back from the fateful decision he’s just made.    

She scooted her chair around the edge of the table until we were 
only inches away from each other. I could smell her familiar perfume 
beneath the fresh odor of rain on her hair. She leaned toward me. 
“Something that has to do with me?” she asked in a low voice. 

I avoided looking her in the eyes, afraid that the beauty of her face 
would distract me from what I needed to ask her. “Something you may be 
able to help me with. It’s related to the Galaxy terror attack.” 

She searched my face, as if she were trying to detect how much I 
knew, or whether I was lying. Maybe the last possibility was a projection on 
my part.  “What do you mean, ‘something has come up’?” 

“I’ve been told by a witness that the shooter only shot one person. 
That he was aiming for only one person. The rest of the killings, perhaps all 
49 of them, were committed by someone else. I’m looking for more 
witnesses.” 

She looked around, as if checking to be sure we weren’t being 
overheard. “You have a witness?” She hadn’t seemed surprised by my 
information. 

“My witness is dead. I think the police killed him. He thought they 
killed another witness who saw another shooter. He didn’t see much, and I 
need to find more people who saw what the government isn’t reporting, 
what the government is covering up. I’m guessing those other witnesses, if 
they’re still alive, are in hiding. I thought you might know one of the 
groups that hides people.” 

She stared at me, like a judge waiting to hear my anemic alibi. 
“Why are you looking into this? You’ve been silent for almost two years.” 

I needed information and my embarrassment over two years of 
inactivity couldn’t stand in the way of my getting it. “Someone came to me. 
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He put his trust in me to find out what happened at the Galaxy. The first 
thing I did, which was to make an inquiry with the police, got him killed. 
Now I need to know what really happened at that club. I promised the man 
who died.” 

“So that’s it? You’re keeping a promise… to a dead man?” 
“That’s not all of it. I’ve stumbled onto something that could be 

devastating to Ferris’ administration. It’s bigger than me and I need to 
follow it wherever it goes.” I shook my head. “I just feel like I need to do 
something.”  

She nodded, as if my answer made sense to her, which was more 
than it did to me. Why I had chosen this occasion to emerge from my self-
protective cocoon was still enough of a puzzle to me that I was glad she 
didn’t ask for more explanation. 

“Are the Feebs looking for you?” she asked. 
“I don’t know. They know I talked to one witness. I don’t know if 

they’re aware I’m trying to find others.” 
She looked around nervously. “This is an awfully public place if 

the Feebs are after you.” 
Her anxiety raised mine even more. I followed her gaze around 

the room. “This is where Derek said you wanted to meet.” 
“I didn’t know the Feebs might be after you.” 
 “If you’re a leader of the Urban Resistance, doesn’t that mean 

that the Feebs are after you?” 
“Not at the moment. I’ve been arrested twice, but they had 

nothing to charge me with except public disturbance. I was let go after a 
few days each time.” She looked as if she were weighing how much to tell 
me. She still had a frown on her face. Was this the woman who, two years 
ago, said we'd stay together forever? I guess I hadn’t kept up my end of 
that bargain. She finally leaned toward me, lowering her voice so I had to 
lean forward to hear her. “I know one person who was there. She saw some 
men shooting people, but she has no idea who they were. I’m sure it was 
the government, but I don’t have any proof.” 

“Is she with you?” 
“She’s in hiding.” 
“Here in Seattle? With your group?” 
“Yes.” 
 “I want to talk to her.” 
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She sat, looking at the door and the drizzle coming down outside. 
I thought she hadn’t heard me. “I wasn’t ready for this Luke. You can’t just 
appear like this and re-enter my life.” 

“I’m here for a reason, not to reignite our relationship.” Of 
course that wasn't completely true. “Are you in a relationship with 
someone else?” 

She frowned. I could see that my question irritated her. “See what 
I mean? This is going to get too complicated.” 

Did “complicated” mean she still had feelings for me?  She 
certainly wasn’t welcoming me back with open arms, but the fact that she 
was bothered by seeing me was better than her having no reaction at all. 
“This is too important to let something between us interfere with it,” I said. 
“We need to ignore our past.” I didn’t really believe what I was saying, but 
I hoped she might. “This story could be exactly the weapon that’s needed 
against Fremont Ferris.” 

She frowned again and stared out the window. Then she turned to 
me. “I’ll take you to her.”  
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Chapter 7 
 
“You never contacted me either,” I said, as we walked up Seattle’s 

steep Pike Street. I had taken a taxi from the airport so I didn’t have a car 
and Karin seemed content to go wherever we were going on foot. She was 
as tall as I was and her strides were at least as long as mine. I was wearing 
jeans and a light jacket and a dirty pair of sneakers, which by now were 
soaking wet. My short, graying hair was plastered to my skull and the rain 
was dripping down the sides of my face. Despite our pace, Karin still 
looked like the fashionable urbanite with her long raincoat and calf-length 
leather boots. She was in better shape than I was, and I was starting to huff 
and puff beside her.  

“I’ve been busy,” she said. “If you’d wanted to be with me you 
would have come home from Africa when I did.” She was hardly breathing 
heavily, despite the incline. 

I’d never realized she’d resented me staying in Africa after she left. 
I’d been too consumed with my own sense of loss to think about what she 
was feeling. “I was Derek’s biographer. I didn’t come back until I was too 
sick to remain over there. It was you who left without me.” I tried to look 
her in the face. I really wanted to stop and take her in my arms, but she kept 
up her brisk pace, looking straight ahead. 

“The real evil was here at home,” she said. “This was where I was 
needed.” We turned a corner and headed south toward the train station, 
thankfully, downhill.  

“Are we going far?” I asked, glad that we were no longer climbing 
and that I could now breathe easily enough to ask a question without 
gasping for air. 

“Our headquarters is across from the train station. That’s where 
your witness is staying. It’s not too far.” She finally looked at me, although 
her expression seemed more one of pity than affection. I’d lost a lot of 
weight during my illness and I suddenly felt self-conscious about my gaunt 
appearance. “You really are out of shape,” she said. 

“I’ve been sick.” 
“Right.”  
We stopped in front of what looked as if it was an abandoned 

building. It was an old structure, four stories high, with large dusty 
windows on the street floor and what looked like smaller offices above. 
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“Spurgeon Building” was written in block letters above the double doors 
in front.  

“This is it,” Karin said. She looked around the street, as if she 
were checking to make sure we weren’t being watched. “Follow me.” She 
punched a code into the keypad next to the door and I heard the lock open. 
Grabbing the door handle, she gestured for me to enter. 

“Isn’t this an abandoned building?” I asked. 
“It’s still used by a shipping company, but they’re not here very 

often. They ship goods to and from China and that business has almost 
dried up under Ferris’ trade policy. Most of the offices upstairs are vacant. 
We use a lot of them for both work and as apartments.” 

“Does the owner know who you are?” 
She nodded. “He supports our cause, even though he’s not one of 

us. He blames Ferris for ruining his business.” 
“Do you live here?” 
“I stay overnight sometimes. We have a house outside of town.” 
“We?”  
“This isn’t the time to get into that, Luke.” 
I thought it was, but I decided not to provoke her. “This place 

seems pretty visible. Aren’t you afraid of being raided?” 
“You thought it was abandoned.” 
She was right. I wouldn’t have thought anyone was using the 

building, much less living in it. The area around the train station was filled 
with old warehouses and office buildings. Several looked to me as if they 
were unoccupied, but then so had this one. We crossed a lobby, its marble 
floor spiderwebbed with cracks, then we started up a staircase. 

“No elevator?” I asked, looking at the steep rise of the steps in 
front of me. I was still recovering from the trek up the hill outside. 

“It’s broken,” she said. “It’s only three floors.” 
Easy for her to say. We climbed to the third floor then exited 

through a door into a hallway lined with office doors. Several of the doors 
were open and I could see scruffy looking young people moving around 
inside. Most of them seemed to be putting things in boxes. Karin’s 
expression had changed to worry.  

“This is your headquarters?” I asked.  
“For now. We try to stay mobile. The Feebs are always trying to 

shut down our printing operation. They took all of our computers and 
printers once before and it took us awhile to get up and running again. As 
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soon as anyone starts snooping around, we find another place. We’ve been 
here about two months.”  

“You use paper flyers instead of the internet?” 
“We use both, but the Feebs are able to interfere with our 

internet posts more than they are able to stop us distributing flyers. And 
it’s less easy to trace us if we stay off the internet.” 

She had stopped, as if something were bothering her. She looked 
down the hall. “Maria?” she called.  

A young Hispanic woman, about twenty, wearing faded jeans and 
an oversized brown wool sweater, her hair cut short almost the length of a 
boy’s, came out of one of the doors. “You’re back. We’ve got a problem.” 

“What kind of problem” Karin asked. She was twice the young 
woman’s age, but it was clear that she took her report seriously.  

“Mrs. Chang called Toby. She said the Feebs had picked up Long, 
her husband. She thinks they may be onto us.” 

Karin’s worried expression had changed to alertness. She looked 
up and down the hallway. “How long ago did she call?” 

“Maybe twenty minutes ago. They took her husband away.” 
“They don’t know anything or they’d have come here first,” Karin 

said. She looked as if she were thinking. “Long will hold out as long as he 
can, but if they threaten him with jail, he’ll probably give us up. We’ve got 
to collect all of our equipment and supplies and get everyone out of here. 
We’ve probably got less than an hour.” 

The young woman nodded. “I’ll tell Toby. He thought you’d say 
that, so we were already starting to pack things up.” She looked at me for 
the first time. There was the hint of a smile on her dark face. “Is this 
Evangelista?”  

Karin nodded. “The one and only.” She turned to me. “Luke, this 
is Maria. She’s one of your fans.” 

Maria’s face reddened. “I loved your book on Derek Stewart. 
Karin said it was all true.” 

“Everything I write is true,” I said.  
“You can meet the rest of your fan club later,” Karin said. “I’ll 

introduce you to Tracy Murray, the witness, but she’s probably packing 
her stuff right now.” 

“Where will you all go?” I asked.  
“We all have our own places. Most of us don’t actually live here. 

I’ll find someplace we can relocate the equipment.” 
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“I thought you said you weren’t wanted by the Feebs.”  
She shook her head. “I’m not. They’re not after us; they just want 

to disrupt our operation. Toby and I might be arrested if they catch us with 
our printing equipment or flyers, though. And Tracy, she’s not wanted, but 
she’s pretty sure the Feebs are looking for her.” 

“The Feebs know she’s with you?”  
“God, I hope not. We’re just helping her hide. She found us.” 
A middle-aged man with shoulder-length salt and pepper hair 

drawn back in a ponytail and wearing old-fashioned wire-rimmed glasses, 
came striding out of a doorway two doors down. He wore faded jeans and a 
khaki fatigue jacket. His face, which sported several days’ growth of beard, 
lit up with a smile when he saw Karin, then quickly turned to worry. 
“Thank God you’re back. We’re packing things up.” He looked at me with 
curiosity. “This is Evangelista?” 

Karin nodded. “This is Toby,” she told me. 
The man put out his hand. “An honor. Glad to finally meet you. 

Karin says you’re a great person. I know you’re a great writer.” 
A great person? I thought Karin despised me. I stuck out my hand. 

“Karin must be right,” I said. “She always is.”  
A twenty-something man with a pock marked face and hair down 

to his shoulders stuck his head out of a door down the hallway. “They’re 
here!” he shouted. 

“Shit!” Karin and Toby said simultaneously.  
“The Feebs?” I asked. Six or seven other people had come into 

the hallway, all looking toward Karin and Toby for direction. 
Karin nodded. “Grab your computers and your valuables and any 

papers that we don’t want anyone to see…” she shouted “…and anything 
with your name on it. Everyone take the back stairs. Go home or wherever 
you’re going to be safe. We’ll contact you later.” 

“Collect our stuff,” she said to Toby. “I’ll get Tracy.” She reached 
out and grabbed my hand. “Stick with me.” 

“What will they do if they catch you… or any of the others?” I 
asked.  

“The others are safe—as long as they aren’t caught with any of the 
posters or flyers. We’ll take the computers and printers with us. If they 
catch us with the equipment or the flyers, they’ll probably arrest us, but 
they’re really just trying to disrupt our operation. ” 

“What about the witness?” 
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“I don't know if they’d know who she is. If they arrest her, they’ll 
figure it out.” 

“And I don’t want them arresting me,” I said. 
We ran down the hall until we got to its end. A door at the end of 

the hall was open and a young woman, with blonde hair and a round, 
youthful face, was standing in the doorway. She wore oversized jeans that 
obviously weren’t hers and a sweatshirt with holes in it. The look on her 
face was one of panic. “What’s happening?” she asked, turning wide, 
frightened eyes toward Karin. 

“Feebs. We’ve got to get out of here. Come with me.” 
“What about my stuff?” the woman asked, turning to look back at 

the room. I could see a sleeping bag on the floor and a suitcase open beside 
it. I guess she’d been living there. 

“Bring your suitcase and your sleeping bag, leave everything else 
unless it’s something that can be used to ID you,” Karin answered. 

The woman nodded and entered the office, grabbing items from 
the floor and the chair and stuffing them in the open suitcase. She slammed 
it shut and wheeled it to the door.  She went back and quickly rolled her 
sleeping bag. “I’m ready, “ she announced. She looked at me and, despite 
her fear, managed a smile. “Hi,” she said. 

I smiled back. Then Karin nudged me. “Let’s go. We’ll take the 
back stair. They’re already in the building.” 

Below us I could hear shouting and feet on the stairway. The three 
of us took off at a run. The back stairway was at the other end of the hallway 
and everyone else had already left. I could hear the Feebs on the floor 
below us. 

I stopped running. “You two go and I’ll keep them busy when 
they get here,” I shouted. I had no idea what I’d be able to do, but I felt my 
old protectiveness of Karin taking over. 

Karin stumbled to a halt. She turned around. “Don’t try to be a 
hero, Luke. Your story is too important to let them catch you. You and 
Tracy need to make it out of here. I’ll wait here and distract them.” She’d 
started to walk back toward where I was standing. 

“We all need to make it out of here,” I said, grabbing her arm and 
turning her around. “Move!” 

Her look registered her surprise. She smiled a smile that I 
remembered from before—one I hadn’t thought I'd ever see again, and 
then she sprinted ahead of Tracy and me and headed for the door at the end 
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of the hallway. We all crowded through and began descending the stairs. I 
grabbed Tracy’s suitcase and carried it in my arms. Tracy carried her 
sleeping bag. When we reached the first landing, I could hear the Feebs’ 
footsteps pounding down the third floor hallway above us. 
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Chapter 8 
 
The doorway at the bottom of the stair opened to an alley. A white 

Jeep Cherokee, splattered with mud, sat idling in front of the door. The 
Jeep’s passenger door swung open and I could see Toby at the wheel. 
Karin opened the back for Tracy and me and we piled inside. I threw her 
suitcase over the seat into the back. Karin slid into the front seat. Toby 
reached across and took her hand, squeezing it. Karin looked back at me, a 
mixture of embarrassment and defiance on her face. “Go” she shouted to 
Toby. 

Toby gunned the engine and we tore down the alley until we 
reached the street then we slammed to a halt, and Toby edged cautiously 
out of the alleyway. To our left, we could see a cluster of black SUVs, 
which I assumed belonged to the Feebs inside the building. Two men in 
black suits were standing next to one of the cars, but they had their backs 
to us and were looking up at whatever was happening on the third floor. 
Toby slowly turned onto the street and headed in the direction opposite 
the Feeb cars.  

“Where are we going?” I asked. 
Karin half-turned. “Toby and I have a house just out of the city. 

It’s about a half hour away.” 
I guess I’d found out who the “we” was in her new life. I tried to 

put the thought out of my mind. 
We were headed up a hill and I saw green freeway signs along the 

side of the street, indicating we were headed for I-5 North. Both Karin and 
Toby were anxiously scanning the side streets as we passed them, with 
Toby keeping the SUV within the speed limit. I didn’t know whether to be 
worried or if we were in the clear. I looked over at Tracy. She looked 
terrified. “You must be from LA,” I said, hoping that starting a 
conversation might quiet her nerves. 

She jumped at the sound of my voice. Then she stared at my face. 
She had clear, blue eyes and a tan complexion, like a typical Southern 
California beach girl. Her blond hair was drawn back in a ponytail and she 
wore no makeup, but she had the smooth skin of a teenager. “How did you 
know?”  

“Karin told me you were at the Galaxy.” 
A look of alarm passed across her face. “I thought no one knew.” 

She glanced at the back of Karin’s head, as if wondering what was going on, 



2020 

 39 

but Karin, if she had heard anything, didn’t turn around. I wondered if she 
was purposely ignoring me. 

“I doubt that the Feebs know,” I said, trying to reassure her. 
“They’re after those two in the front seat. I came here—to Seattle— looking 
for you. I’m trying to interview people who were at the Galaxy that night.” 
We had turned onto the freeway and were moving along with the traffic at a 
pretty good clip, although we were still in the middle of the city. The rain 
had stopped and the air was clear enough that I could see Puget Sound off 
to our left and beyond its gray waters, the Olympic Mountains, their peaks 
lost in the ever-present Pacific Northwest clouds. As we crossed a bridge I 
saw the sprawling University of Washington, with its mixture of modern 
and Gothic architecture, and Lake Washington below us to the right. Two 
pleasure boats were passing beneath us. Everything looked calm and 
peaceful, but no one in the Jeep had relaxed.   

“How did you know I was here?” Her look of fear hadn’t left her 
face. 

“I didn’t. I knew Karin was here and I thought she might know 
where some of the witnesses to the Galaxy attack were hiding. I had no idea 
you’d be here.” 

Tracy leaned back and breathed a sigh. She closed her eyes for 
several seconds, and then opened them. “Who are you?” There was still 
suspiciousness in her tone. 

“This is Luke Evangelista,” Karin said, turning around and 
looking at me.  I guess she had been listening to our conversation. Her 
gaze was inquisitive, as if she were wondering what I was thinking. She 
knew I had seen the gesture of affection between her and Toby. “Luke’s a 
friend of mine. He’s a writer. He’s on our side. You can talk to him.” 
 Tracy flashed a shy smile. “I’m too nervous to talk right now.  Can 
we wait until we get to wherever we’re going?” 

I nodded. I felt the same way. I’d been chased by Feebs before—
both Karin and I—when we were with Derek. I wasn’t sure if they’d actually 
pursue us, since they were trying to break up the Urban Resistance’s 
operation and had no idea that either Tracy or I was with the dissident 
group. But they’d seemed pretty determined when they’d charged into the 
building “How much longer till we get to where we’re going?” I asked. 
Outside, along the edges of the highway, we were now passing residential 
neighborhoods and shopping centers. The tall buildings of the city had 
been left behind. 
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“Twenty minutes,” Karin answered.  
We continued north in silence. Seattle seemed to go on forever, 

like Los Angeles, but with trees. Although the rain had stopped, the sky 
remained overcast. Toby pulled into the far right lane as we approached an 
exit sign that said, “Woodinville.” It didn’t feel as though we’d traveled 
very far from the city. 

“How do you know this place is safe?” I asked. 
“We’ve rented it for over a year,” Karin answered. “One of 

Maria’s friends lived with us until two weeks ago. He took care of the 
house when we had to stay in the city. We were going to find a new renter 
to sublease it, but right now we’re the only ones in it. I don’t think the 
Feebs know about it.”  

“How about the neighbors?”  
“It’s pretty isolated. You’ll see.” 
I shut up and sat silently beside Tracy as we drove down 

residential streets lined with one-story ranch-style houses made of wood. 
After we passed an elementary school, made up of mostly temporary 
looking trailers, we turned down a road that was bordered by leafy orchards 
and recently tilled farmlands on either side. We drove another five minutes, 
then slowed and turned onto a gravel road. At the end of the road we 
stopped in the driveway of a small, one-story farmhouse with wood 
shingled sides. Toby pulled the car up in front of the one-car garage, which 
sat, unattached, off to one side of the house.  

“Let’s unload the car and then I’ll put it in the garage,” Toby said. 
We all got out. I went to the back of the Jeep to help with Tracy’s 

suitcase. Toby had the back open and I was surprised to see how much 
besides the suitcase had been loaded into the car. There were three laptops, 
two printers, and four closed boxes. Toby handed me one of the boxes. 
“Just put it in the living room,” he said. 

I carried the box into the house while Tracy brought her suitcase 
and Karin and Toby brought each of their suitcases into the house. I 
noticed that Toby and Karin put both of their suitcases in one of the 
bedrooms. I was getting the message about their relationship. There was 
only one other bedroom and I told Tracy to take it. I was the only one 
without a suitcase and nothing to unpack, so I cased the house.  

It probably had really been a farmhouse, although not a very 
spacious one. I looked out one of the windows and saw a small plot with 
rows of green, bushy plants that looked like a vegetable garden. There was 
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no barn. Beyond the tiny garden, there were tall firs, the beginning of what 
looked as if it was a dense forest. Whoever had originally lived in the house 
was more into isolation than farming. It wasn’t a bad place for two political 
dissidents to hide out. 

The kitchen reminded me of something from the middle of the last 
century, with linoleum floors and counters and a chipped porcelain sink. 
There even was a linoleum topped kitchen table with aluminum legs, 
surrounded by four aluminum and plastic chairs that looked as if they 
might have been borrowed from Beaver Cleaver’s house. I snuck a look 
inside the cupboards and saw that they were well stocked with canned and 
boxed foods. The refrigerator was bare except for soft drinks and a six-
pack of beer, but there were at least twenty frozen dinners as well as meat 
and vegetables in the freezer. 

“We live here most of the time,” Karin said, her voice startling me 
because I hadn’t heard her enter the kitchen. “There’s enough food to last 
for awhile.” 

“You and Toby are a couple?” I asked, mentally kicking myself for 
not being able to keep my feelings—mostly jealousy— in check. I hadn’t 
even thought about the possibility that she’d have started another 
relationship. I hoped I didn’t sound as pitiful as I felt. I already knew the 
answer to my question. 

“It’s been two years,” she answered. She had a wary expression on 
her face, as if she were apprehensive about talking to me about it. 

“You’ve been with him two years?” 
“It’s been two years since I heard from you. My life had to move 

on. Toby and I are a partnership. He started the Urban Resistance and I 
joined him. We’re doing something together. It’s brought us close.” 

“I know how that is,” I said. 
She heaved an irritated sigh. “Now is not the time to talk about 

this. We have to figure out what to do.” 
I nodded, although I wasn’t surrendering, only holding off in 

order to fight another day. “Have you got anything to drink around here?” 
I was thirsty, but I was also defiant. If we were no longer a couple, my 
drinking was my own business. Emotional maturity had never been my 
strong suit. Besides, I was just starting to feel my daily need for alcohol 
rear its ugly head. 
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Karin gave me a withering stare, then opened a cupboard below 
the sink. It was stocked with a bottle of whiskey, one of gin and several 
bottles of red wine.  

“I guess you were expecting me,” I said. I knew Karin drank, and 
I guessed that Toby did too. I didn’t really think she’d bought the booze for 
me.  

She shook her head and left the room. 
I pried some ice cubes from a tray in the freezer and poured 

myself a tall gin. There was even tonic water. Gin? Tonic water? Maybe she 
really was hoping for my return. I knew that I was engaging in fantasy.  

Toby came into the kitchen. He looked surprised to see me 
leaning against the counter sipping on a gin and tonic. He smiled and 
walked over the refrigerator and took out a beer. “We’re gonna meet in the 
living room and figure out our next move,” he said.  

Karin and Tracy were already sitting on the couch. I sank into a 
large overstuffed chair with a small end table next to it on which I set my 
glass, which I’d topped off with another shot of gin before leaving the 
kitchen. Toby took the other chair. He took a long pull on his beer. I saw 
that he was older than I’d thought he was… maybe fifty or more. His face 
was lined and his hands were big and tan and he looked like someone who 
worked outside for a living, although his glasses projected a more studious 
persona, and being a farmer or construction worker didn’t fit with the kind 
of person Karin would be attracted to or who would have started an inner-
city protest movement. I was hardly the outdoor type myself, being a writer 
who preferred the warm environs of my apartment or a cozy bar to anything 
with dirt or mud. Karin’s urban chic attire told me that she hadn’t shed her 
own city identity any more than I had. Maybe Toby was just a momentary 
fling, or maybe his rugged outdoor appearance was just that—an 
appearance. I was curious to find out more about him. 

“We’ve got two priorities,” Karin began. She had all of our 
attention. “Luke has got to hear Tracy’s story and then the two of them 
need to find someplace safer to go. Toby and I have to figure out how to get 
our group back together and get our operation going again.” 

“It’s not safe here?” I asked. I was actually more alarmed at the 
thought of leaving Karin, now that I’d finally connected with her again, 
than whether or not the Feebs might find us.  

“This place is safe,” Toby answered. “But we’re not looking for a 
refuge. We’ve got to strike back and you won’t be safe with us after that.” 
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“Anyway, you need to talk to more witnesses,” Karin said. 
I looked over at Tracy. She was still wide-eyed. Toby and Karin 

might be calm and thoughtful, but Tracy was still scared out of her wits. I 
turned to Karin. “There are more Galaxy witnesses?” 

“They’re in the mountains.” 
“The mountains?” I envisioned snow and mud… and freezing 

temperatures. Wasn’t a farmhouse rustic enough?  
“They’re with the Eco-pacifists. They’re about a four hour drive 

from here.” 
“The Posse, the rebel group in Arizona, has a couple of witnesses 

too,” Toby said. “But the Eco-Pacifists are closer and you two need to get 
out of here.” 

“Whoa,” I said. “Let’s slow down.” The news about more 
witnesses was electrifying, but I felt like they were both trying to get rid of 
me. “Why aren’t we safe staying with you?” 

“It sounds to me as if the Feebs are after you,” Karin said. “You 
told me that after you talked to the police, they killed your witness.” 

Tracy jumped at Karin’s words. “Someone killed your witness? 
Who?” 

“I’m not sure. The police or the Feebs, probably. He was a guy 
named Bill Lippmann, who was at the Galaxy just like you were. They may 
have killed more than one witness, he told me about another person who 
had died,” I said. “You must have known that or you wouldn’t be on the 
run.”  

Tracy hung her head. “The Feebs took my boyfriend.” She looked 
up, her expression horrified. “Do you think they killed Tom?” She was on 
the verge of tears. 

None of us answered. 
“You two need to talk and Karin and I have to make some plans,” 

Toby said breaking the somber silence that had descended on our little 
group. 

Tracy seemed to have withdrawn into her own thoughts. 
“What are you planning?” I asked. It wasn’t really my business, 

but the idea that Karin and he had plans and were excluding me, reignited 
my jealousy… or maybe the gin was making me less rational. 

“We’re not just going to protest or make speeches anymore,” 
Toby answered. “We’re going to hit them where it will hurt.” I could see 
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the eagerness in his eyes and he and Karin looked at each other, as if they 
shared a secret… and a special bond. 

“What do you mean?” I knew I was feeling jealous, but I was also 
curious. How revolutionary had Karin become? 

“Toby wants to shut down the Port,” Karin answered.  
“The Port of Seattle? What do you mean, shut it down?” 
“Blow it up,” Toby answered. “It’s the city’s biggest industry. 

Microsoft, Boeing, Amazon, they’re all dependent upon it.” 
I could hardly believe what I was hearing. I’d thought the Urban 

Resistance was nonviolent: that they only marched and distributed 
pamphlets. Toby sounded like a real revolutionary. “You’re going to blow 
it up? The Port belongs to the city, not the feds. Those companies are 
private.” 

“Those companies are the power that makes the government run,” 
Toby said, his expression becoming animated. “Seattle supplies half the 
gadgets that keep the U.S. citizens mesmerized with products so they think 
they have a good life while the government takes greater and greater 
control. It’s capitalistic repression through control of the consumers. 
We’re going to strike at the heart of the system and shut it down so people 
are forced into paying attention.” 

I hadn’t realized that the Urban Resistance was so blatantly 
Marxist. And I certainly hadn’t realized that it was into blowing things up. 
It didn’t sound like the Karin I knew from before. I looked over at her. 
“You said this was Toby’s idea. Do you go along with this?”  

She stared back at me. She looked angry. Was I now the enemy? 
“The danger of Fremont Ferris isn’t just him or his administration,” she 
said, her voice shifting into the lecture mode that I remembered from our 
many nights arguing with each other. “It’s capitalism that’s the real danger. 
Getting rid of Ferris will just bring us a replacement. We have to bring 
down the system.” 

Bring down the system? Karin sounded like a sixties Weatherman, 
rather than the pacifist professor I’d known two years ago. “Do you really 
think the problem is capitalism, not racism, religious bigotry and 
xenophobia?” I asked.  “I agree that capitalism is dividing our country into 
rich and poor and that all the power resides in the hands of the rich, but the 
racism, xenophobia and religious bigotry that are strangling any semblance 
of democracy in our country are because our president has suspended 
almost all of our democratic institutions.”  
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“America hasn’t been a real democracy for decades and maybe 
never was,” Karin answered, looking at Toby while she talked, as if she 
were seeking his approval. I was beginning to think he’d brainwashed her. 
“The people just thought they were in charge because they could buy 
things that made them feel as if they were improving their lives. But those 
who controlled the means for production were the ones whose lives were 
improving much faster than anyone else’s. Now the whole government 
functions just to keep the wealthy in power.” 

I couldn’t argue with her, but I wasn’t going to let the possibility 
of her being right allow her to fall in with Toby’s way of thinking, or with 
Toby, for that matter. “You spent your whole career studying modern 
history and you never lost faith in the democratic institutions of our 
country before,” I said. “You fought to preserve them.”  I felt my anger 
building.  The gin helped. I was hoping to win over the minds of voters by 
exposing the treachery of the government, and now she was talking about 
tearing down the whole government and starting over. I turned to Toby. 
“Is this your philosophy? Is this where she gets this shit?” 

He looked at me calmly. “I’ve spent my whole career studying 
history, just as Karin did. I was a professor at the University of Washington 
until two years ago.” He looked down at the floor next to his chair, where a 
cardboard box—the one I’d brought in from the car—sat.  “I’m writing a 
book on the historical developments that led to the Ferris presidency and 
how to organize a resistance to overthrow it.” He reached down and patted 
the box, which I assumed contained the manuscript to which he was 
referring.  “It might do you some good to study history yourself. It’s pretty 
evident what’s going on if you just look at how society works. We’re not on 
opposite sides, Luke. The racism and bigotry you’re talking about are part 
and parcel of the same system we’re talking about. We just see them as 
symptoms instead of the real problem. You’re focused on Ferris. Our view 
is bigger.” 

He was writing a book? I’d already written a book about Ferris’ 
ascension to power and what it meant. My book was what had first attracted 
Karin to me. This clown was trying to steal Karin’s mind from me as well as 
her emotions. Karin was not only deserting me emotionally, she’d shifted 
her intellectual alliance to Toby’s Marcusian, neo-Marxist view of society. I 
was still angry, but suddenly I wondered if I was angry because Karin was 
siding with her new lover, or because I disagreed with what the two of them 
were saying. Or did I disagree? 
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Toby’s cell phone buzzed.  He looked down at it and seemed to be 
reading a text. He looked up. “Donnie has been captured.” He looked 
over at Karin, his expression clouded by worry. “I think we need to leave 
this place.” 

“I thought we were safe here.” I said.  
“Donnie is Maria’s friend who lived here with us,” Karin said.  
“What do we do?” I asked.  
“It’s time to split up,” Karin said. “You and Tracy need to go to 

the mountains.” 
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Chapter 9 
 
“Lucas Evangelista?” The expression on President Fremont 

Ferris’ broad, tan face was uncomprehending as he scanned the faces of 
the three men who stood in front of his desk in the Oval Office. He strode 
around the desk, his gazed directed at Jervis Donovan, his Chief of Staff. 
“How could Evangelista be a problem for us? I made mincemeat of him—
big league—after he published that fake book about me. Lies, all lies.” The 
“mincemeat” he was referring to was contained in his large number of 
derogatory tweets, which he felt provided justification for his order to the 
Justice Department to ban Evangelista’s biography of him, calling the book 
“an ugly pile of fake news.” “No one will publish his stuff anymore. I 
thought we made that a law.” The president glared at Donovan, waiting for 
his response. His preferred method of conversation was to intimidate his 
interlocutor first, then cajole him later. 

Donovan sighed. He’d been Ferris’ closest advisor for so long that 
the president’s style bored him more than it daunted him. He knew that 
Ferris wanted to show Richard Banning and General Sherman, both of 
whom were relatively new to his inner circle, that he was a tough 
administrator. “We didn’t make it illegal for him to publish, sir,” Donovan 
answered. His voice was calm and reassuring. He knew that the president 
sometimes assumed that his tweets carried the status of presidential orders. 
“It’s not really possible to write a law prohibiting one writer from 
publishing. The Justice Department was able to ban his books because 
they determined that they contained subversive ideas in their criticisms of 
you. Luckily, no one challenged their ruling in court. If he writes 
something about the Galaxy attack, it won’t be a book.” 

“He needs to be silenced,” Banning interjected. “He’s trying to 
dig up lies about the Galaxy nightclub terror attack.” Richard Banning was 
the only one in the room dressed casually, his shirt open at the collar. Even 
though he was stridently ideological, he liked to portray himself as the 
administration’s representative of the “common man”. 

Ferris swung his gaze over to General William T. Sherman. “I 
thought we’d rounded up all those people who were spreading lies about 
the Galaxy attack.” Ferris, who was a large man, his formerly athletic frame 
now largely gone to fat, was standing within inches of Sherman, glaring at 
him.  
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Sherman was a tightlipped, square-shouldered military man, with 
short-cropped white hair, whose credentials came from his long career in 
the Marines, where he’d risen to two-star general. When ICE and the FBI 
had merged into one agency, the Federal Investigation and Immigration 
Enforcement Bureau, or the FIIEB, as it was called, he’d been drafted to 
direct the new surveillance and enforcement organization. Ferris’ loose 
attitude toward facts continually kept him off balance. He was certain that 
the president knew the truth about the Galaxy attack, but Ferris acted as if 
the stories and rumors about the attack were vicious lies, spread by his 
opponents and a dishonest media. He cleared his throat. “Apparently there 
are still some false witnesses out there, scattered among the dissident 
groups. In fact they’ve probably been influenced by those groups’ 
propaganda, which is why they’re trying to spread lies.” 

The president looked squarely at Sherman. “People who spread 
lies about our government need to be stopped, general. That’s your job. 
Are you up to it or not? Do I need to get someone else to take charge of 
things?” 

Sherman clenched his jaw muscles. The president liked to pit one 
member of his administration against another.  Sherman suspected that 
this was just one of Ferris’ ploys to keep all of his subordinates on their 
toes, but he couldn’t be sure. “Of course I am, sir,” he answered.  

Donovan turned to General Sherman. “You’ve got people inside 
all those groups haven’t you, General?” His voice was demanding.  “Did 
your informers tell you that those groups are harboring witnesses to the 
Galaxy attack?” Donovan continued to stare at the general. 

“Yes.” 
Ferris had begun to pace behind his desk. He’d never had the 

attention span to tolerate long conversations, even on issues of acute 
national importance. “It’s all water under the bridge, Jervis. The general 
should have gotten rid of those lying traitors earlier, but he didn’t.  Now we 
have to get on with it. The question is what are we going to do now, before 
Evangelista finds them. The Galaxy attack is what’s convincing people that 
they need me as their president. My popularity is at record highs, higher 
than any president in history. We can’t afford to lose that because someone 
writes lies about us.” He stopped pacing. “Where is Evangelista right 
now?”  

 “He’s in Seattle with the Urban Resistance,” General Sherman 
answered. 
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“Seattle? The Urban Resistance? Christ almighty, you mean those 
Commie clowns have got witnesses too?” Ferris’ lips were pursed in a wide 
frown. 

“Just one, as far as we know.” General Sherman answered. “The 
witness wasn’t our priority because the Urban Resistance is planning an 
attack and we’re focused on stopping that. We have a person inside the 
group. He said the attack is imminent.” 

Ferris’s face showed his alarm. “An attack? When were you going 
to tell me about this, General?” 

 Before Sherman could answer, Banning stepped forward. “An 
attack might be just what we need right now, Mr. President,” he said, his 
face becoming animated. His eyes lit up as he launched into his favorite 
topic. “We’re in a war—an ideological war—not just against radical Islam, 
but also against the kinds of socialist and Communist ideas that these 
people on the left promulgate. The battle for our citizens’ minds is going 
to result in a conflagration someday. That’s the only outcome that’s 
possible. This is our excuse to wipe out at least one of the socialist-commie 
groups that’s trying to subvert the country and take care of Evangelista at 
the same time. And one more terror attack—this time a domestic one—will 
cement support for your reelection.” 

Ferris looked pensive. Banning’s rhetoric had helped him 
convince some of the voters during the election to vote for him—
particularly the right-wing rednecks who tended toward paranoid theories 
anyway. Although Ferris valued Banning’s cunning mind, he had always 
had reservations about letting his Strategic Advisor have free rein to 
implement his wider strategies, which almost always ended up in some 
kind of class or race war. Ferris looked back at Donovan. “What do you 
think, Jervy?”  

“It’s a better plan, sir.” Donovan answered.  “Only it means we go 
ahead and let the Urban Resistance in Seattle go through with their attack. 
That could be costly.” 

“But it may be just what we need to get over the hump in our 
campaign,” Ferris answered. “Defending freedom is always costly. We 
can’t tolerate home grown terror and we can’t let someone like Evangelista 
get away with spreading alternative facts, especially not ones that threaten 
the security of our country.” 

The three other men in the room looked at each other. “I think we 
all understand,” Banning answered for all of them. “It sounds as if we’re 
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about to have a domestic terror attack in Seattle.” His eyes glittered with 
excitement. 

“A very costly one for the Urban Resistance,” Ferris said, smiling 
back that his advisors. “General, have your people ready to defend our 
nation after the terrible deed that’s about to happen.” 

The general nodded. “We will wipe the traitors out, sir.” 
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Chapter 10 
 
We only had one car. 
Tracy’s and my trip to the mountains would be delayed until Toby 

and Karin could either secure another car for us or one for themselves, 
giving us the Jeep. Meanwhile we needed to accompany them to a hastily 
arranged rendezvous with the other members of their group. I still hadn’t 
had my talk with Tracy, which was the reason I was there, but Toby needed 
me to help him load some things from the garage into the back of the Jeep. 
He was in a hurry for us to leave. 

“What’s in these boxes?” I asked Toby. The boxes were heavy 
cardboard and each one weighed about thirty pounds, even though they 
were only about two-feet square. There were three of them. They looked 
like the same boxes that had been in the car when we’d arrived. 

“Explosives.” 
I put the box I was carrying down on the gravel. “Explosives? 

We’re going to be carrying explosives around in the back of our car?” 
Toby smiled as he walked past me and set his carton on the floor 

of the back of the SUV. He turned back to me. “We already have. How do 
you think they got here? That was another reason we didn’t want the Feebs 
to catch us in Seattle. They were stored in our offices. Anyway, they can't 
go off unless they’re wired. We need them for the Port attack.” 

“That’s where we’re going?” 
“We’ll meet down by the waterfront first… to connect with the 

others.” 
“And when are Tracy and I going to leave?” 
“Right after the attack. Karin and I will go with Maria and Jason 

and the others. You can have the Jeep. We won’t need it anymore.” 
I didn’t know whether I was more worried about not seeing Karin 

again or that she would get caught carrying out Toby’s idiotic scheme. I 
knew that I was worried about both. “What if you and Karin and the others 
get caught?” 

Toby cracked a crooked smile. His expression was indulgent, as if 
I were a naïve juvenile asking puerile questions. “We’ve planned this 
operation for over a year. It won’t go wrong. We've had to move up the 
timetable, but the Port facilities are virtually defenseless. For all their 
tough security talk, the administration is so focused on rounding up 
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Muslims and anyone else who disagrees with them that they’ve essentially 
ignored the most likely terror targets, like the Port.” 

“And tell me again why you’re targeting the Port.” 
Toby came over and picked up the box I’d put on the ground and 

set it in the back of the Jeep. “We’re going to cut the supply line for the 
cheap products coming in and the products going out, products that profit 
corporations, not workers. When the American worker wakes up and finds 
that his meager wages no longer can buy the things he’s bedazzled with or 
that his wages are cut off because the company he works for can’t make a 
big enough profit to pay him, he’ll realize that it’s the system that’s had it’s 
foot on his neck, not just one particular president.” 

 I couldn’t buy his argument. “The last time I looked, it was that 
one particular president, who did have his foot on my neck and on a lot of 
other people’s too. Ferris has made bigotry and prejudice everyday 
occurrences. He’s rounded up immigrants, managed the news, and 
persecuted whole religions. Those things are not symptoms of anything 
except Ferris’ megalomania.” 

“You’ve had your head in the sand for too long,” Toby answered. 
“What Ferris is doing is perfectly predictable. It’s a function of the system 
and we know how to stop it.” He turned around and surveyed the inside of 
the SUV, then he turned back to me. I was still standing in the middle of 
the driveway.  He’d put all three boxes of explosives in the Jeep by himself. 
“Go into the house and get the others,” he said. “We’re getting out of 
here.” 

What could I do? If I weren’t here, Toby and Karin would carry 
out their attack without my knowing anything about it until it was reported 
in the news. I wasn’t convinced by Toby’s theory-driven arguments. The 
capitalist system might be driving both the economy and American politics 
so that they profited a few people at the top, but that didn’t mean Fremont 
Ferris was only a symptom of something, except maybe the susceptibility 
of the American public to fear, hatred and prejudice. Ferris was a cancer 
himself.  

I trudged into the house and found Karin and Tracy standing in 
the front room, their suitcases on the floor along with another large canvas 
bag. “More explosives?” I asked Karin.  

“They’re weapons in case we need to defend ourselves,” she 
answered. Her lips were pursed in a frown, while she stared at me with 
narrowed eyes, as if daring me to say something. She had changed out of 
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her city garb and was dressed in black sneakers, tight black pants and a 
black sweatshirt. All she needed was a mask and hood to look like a Ninja 
warrior. I felt dejected. I wondered how much we still had in common. 

“That’s a hell of a uniform for someone who was committed 
nonviolence two years ago,” I said. “You look like a pacifist’s nightmare.” 
I couldn’t forget that Derek Stewart’s whole message was nonviolence. He 
was willing to die rather than raise a hand to strike his opponent. It was that 
philosophy that had made him so powerful. I’d thought Karin had become 
a firm believer in his teachings. 

“Nonviolence isn’t enough,” she answered, her eyes flashing 
angrily. “Not any more. The system will crush anything except a rebellion 
powerful enough to defeat it.” 

“What about people getting hurt?” 
“People already are getting hurt. Where have you been?” 
I thought I’d been fighting the good fight alongside of Karin, but I 

guess, she wasn’t counting my writing as really being in the fight. And I’d 
been noticeably absent from doing anything except taking care of my own 
needs for almost two years. 

“I’m here now,” I answered, trying my best not to sound defensive. 
I looked at Tracy, who was standing off to one side, a look of confusion and 
anxiety on her face. “I’m trying to write the truth about what happened in 
the terror attack in LA.” 

Karin bent to pick up her suitcase. “That’s worthwhile. So is what 
Toby and I are doing. We have to go.” She picked up her bag and headed 
for the door. I didn’t have a suitcase or in fact any possessions other than a 
notebook I'd brought with me from Los Angeles. I picked up Tracy’s bag 
on the floor. 

“Karin and Toby scare me,” Tracy said, looking up at me. I could 
see that she now trusted me. “Are they really going to attack someone?” 

“Some thing,” I answered. I gestured toward the door. We didn’t 
want to get left behind by the two revolutionaries outside. “They’re going 
to blow up the Port of Seattle.” 

Tracy stopped. She grabbed me by the sleeve. “They’re really 
going to do it? What about us?” I could hear the fear in her voice. 

“We’re going with them,” I answered. “We’ll wait to be sure 
they’re OK, then you and I will head for the mountains.” 

“I’m scared,” Tracy said still not moving. 
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“We both should be,” I answered. “But it’s probably more 
dangerous waiting here. We don’t have much choice. Anyway, I need to 
get your story.” 

She took a deep breath, and then continued walking toward the 
door. 

 
*** 

 
“Are you OK to talk?” I asked Tracy. Her face was a picture of 

anxiety: her eyes wide with fright, her lower lip quivering, as if she were 
about to cry. She kept turning to look in front and then in back of Tobys’ 
jeep, in which the two of us were sitting, she in the passenger seat and me 
behind the wheel. We were parked alongside a four-high stack of 
containers that were either ready to be loaded onto a ship or had just been 
taken off one. We’d met Maria and a young man named Jason, and four 
others who weren’t introduced to us, at the entrance to the Port facilities 
on Harbor Island, between Seattle and West Seattle. Although the gates to 
the terminal area were normally locked, Toby knew someone on the inside 
who’d let our three cars into the area. The others had left their cars parked 
between the containers and gone on foot, carrying the three boxes of 
explosives. They’d gone in the direction of the two large cranes that 
operated out of Terminal 18 at the mouth of the two rows of docks on 
either side of the waterway, where other terminals and more cranes were 
located. The plan was to topple the two cranes at Terminal 18 into the 
water, thus blocking the waterway and access to the rest of the terminals. 
We could just see the tops of the cranes looming above the stacks of 
containers in the foggy distance. Toby had asked Tracy and me to stay until 
he was sure that their mission was completed and he and Karin could leave 
with Maria, Jason and the others. 

Tracy continued to look around nervously. “Something bad is 
going to happen, I know it.”  

I'd been through enough dangerous situations when I was with 
Derek to be able to keep my wits about me, but I could see that Tracy was 
terrified out of her mind. Her reaction was probably more realistic than 
mine, but it wasn’t doing either of us any good right now. “Toby says he’s 
got everything under control,” I said. “This terminal is empty right now 
and he’s got people on the inside of the Port Authority who’ve made sure 
there’ll be no security checks for at least two hours.” Although my words 
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were meant to be reassuring, I too, was on edge. It seemed too good to be 
true that a valuable target such as the Port facility was left completely 
unguarded. 

“Why can’t we just leave?” she asked, then lowered her head, as if 
embarrassed. “I know that sounds selfish, but I’m not a rebel. I don’t like 
President Ferris, but I never thought of opposing him, except when I voted. 
If I hadn’t seen what I saw at the Galaxy and Tom hadn’t been taken away…” 
she stopped and looked at me. I could see she was about to cry. 

“We don’t know what happened to Tom,” I said, aware that I 
didn’t sound very reassuring.  

“Anyway, I never intended to do anything against the government. 
I shouldn’t be here. I’m not part of their movement.” The look on her face, 
although I could barely see her in the shadows, was pleading. I knew how 
she felt. I knew we’d be in real danger if anything went wrong with Toby’s 
plan, but I wasn’t about to abandon Karin until I knew she was safe. 

“Tell me what you saw that night,” I said, hoping that telling me 
her account of the Galaxy attack would distract us both from our anxiety.  

She took a handkerchief out of her coat pocket and wiped her 
nose. She must have been crying. “I was across the room from the main bar, 
where the shooter was when he started shooting. Tom and I had just gotten 
off the dance floor and we were looking for a place to sit. The whole place 
was crowded… packed. We saw these two men, who’d been sitting at a 
table, stand up, so we tried to hurry over to the table, thinking they were 
leaving. Then the firing started across the room.” She stopped talking, as if 
she was having a hard time continuing. 

“What happened next?” I asked, as gently as I could. 
“People started running. The shooting was coming from the other 

side of the room, and everyone was trying to get out. There was a big jam of 
people at the exit. Tom yelled at me to take cover and we headed for the 
table where we’d been going to sit. But the two men hadn’t left. They’d 
turned the table on its side and they were behind it, barely visible. We ran 
toward the table, but then we saw the men had guns. They were shooting in 
the direction of the shooter, but we could see their bullets were hitting 
people on the dance floor, people who were trying to get away.” 

“Were they aiming for the shooter or the people on the dance 
floor?” 

“I don’t know. But I could see people in front of them being hit.” 
“What did the two men look like? How were they dressed?” 
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“Like ordinary people, with suits and long coats. Maybe they’d 
hidden the guns under their coats.” 

“What did you and Tom do?” 
“We ran in the opposite direction from the men who were 

shooting and headed for the exit door.” 
Before I could ask my next question we were interrupted by the 

sound of a gigantic explosion, which rocked the SUV. It felt like an 
earthquake. Tracy and I both jumped, and then reflexively ducked behind 
the dashboard. All of a sudden we heard tires screeching and we looked up 
and saw a half-dozen dark SUVs tearing past us toward the cranes, which 
had disappeared from the night skyline above the containers. 

I’d been right that things had been too easy. “It’s the Feebs,” I 
shouted to Tracy. “They must have been waiting.” 

“My God!” Tracy exclaimed, her voice shaking. “We need to get 
out of here!” 

“We have to wait for Karin and Toby,” I said, trying to sound as 
calm and reasonable as I could, despite my whole body feeling awash in 
terror. All my instincts told me to run, but I wasn’t going to leave Karin 
behind, even if it meant that Tracy and I got arrested. I could hear the 
sound of gunfire over by the water.  

Two figures came running toward us between the containers. My 
heart was in my mouth and I was ready to hit the accelerator, but then I saw 
it was Karin and Toby. Toby was helping Karin and she was holding her 
arm. There was no sign of Maria, Jason and the others. 

“Get out and let me drive,” Toby shouted. “I know a way out of 
here.” 

Tracy had already gotten into the back seat, but instead of taking 
her place, Karin climbed into the back beside her. I clambered across into 
the other front seat. Toby took my place behind the wheel and gunned the 
engine. I saw that the other two cars were still sitting empty. “Where are 
Maria and the others?” I asked.  

“I don’t know,” Toby said.  
I turned to Karin. “Were you hit?” 
“Only grazed I think,” she said, her voice was shaking. “They 

were waiting for us.” 
“Take off your sweatshirt,” Tracy said. “I’m a nurse.” Her terror 

appeared to have vanished. She spoke with more authority than I’d heard 
from her since we met. 
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Karin struggled out of her sweatshirt while Toby guided the SUV 
between the containers until he found a road leading out of the terminal 
area. It wasn’t the same road we’d taken to get in. “Where are you going?” 
I shouted. 

“We’ll cross to West Seattle. They won’t expect us to go there. 
We can drive to Renton then head for Snoqualmie.” 

I turned back to Karin. She had her sweatshirt off. Underneath 
she’d worn a gray tee shirt and Tracy was examining her arm.  

“How is it?” I asked Tracy. I was livid. How could Toby risk 
Karin’s life like this? 

“She’s got a pretty bad scratch, but that’s it,” Tracy answered. “Is 
there a first aid kit in the car?” 

“Glove box” Toby said. We had left the terminal area and were 
heading across the bridge to West Seattle.  

I rummaged around in the glove box until I found a small tin box 
with a red cross on its lid. I passed it back to Tracy. She took out a tube of 
something and applied it to Karin’s arm. Karin was being brave, but I could 
tell she was in pain. I met her eyes.  

“Someone informed on us,” Karin said.  
“Who?” I asked. She didn’t answer. 
“I don't think it was Maria or Jason, the Feebs were shooting at 

them, too,” Toby said, still driving. We were in the midst of other traffic 
and there were no lights from police or Feebs behind us.  

“The Feebs knew what you were doing, but they let you go ahead 
with your attack,” I said. 

No one said anything. 
“They wanted you to launch your attack,” I continued. “They’re 

going to use it to come down on anyone else who opposes them and to rally 
more support for Ferris’ reelection. It’s just like the Galaxy attack, except 
your attack was real. And what did you accomplish?” I asked, turning to 
face Toby. “You not only nearly got Karin killed, you probably did get 
some of those kids who followed you killed, and now you’ve no doubt 
brought the forces of the government down on members of your group all 
over the country.” 

“What we did will raise everyone’s consciousness about what they 
need to do to oppose the system,” Toby answered.  
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 What an ignoramus. “What this will do is convince more people 
that they need a strongman like Ferris running the country. Your actions 
are going to help him get reelected.” 

“Bullshit,” Toby spat out.  
“We’ll see,” I said. “What do we do now?” 
 “We’re going to the mountains,” Toby said. 
We had crossed the rest of the way across the West Seattle Bridge 

and were driving down a broad street that was not a freeway. We had to 
stop every few blocks for a traffic light. I hoped Toby knew what he was 
doing. “We’re all going to the Eco-Pacifists?” I asked. 

“We can’t stay here,” Karin said from the backseat. “The Eco-
pacifists can hide us.” She seemed to be feeling better. 

“Who exactly are the Eco-pacifists?” I asked, turning to look at 
Karin. I was hoping I could keep her mind off of the disaster that had just 
occurred… and the pain from her wound. Tracy had bandaged her arm. 
Karin was staring out the side window. 

“They’re a bunch of tree huggers,” Toby volunteered. 
“They're more than that,” Karin said, still looking out the window. 

“They’re planning to secede from the United States.” 
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Chapter 11 
 
We followed the 405 freeway along the lower reaches of Lake 

Washington, keeping well within the speed limit, our eyes glued to the 
road behind us for any sign of flashing red and blue lights. Finally we 
reached highway 90, and relaxed a little, each of us sitting silently, lost in 
our own thoughts, as we headed east toward the Snoqualmie Pass. I was 
still fuming over the risk Toby had put Karin through. I knew he thought it 
was worthwhile and perhaps she did too. In my mind, he’d almost gotten 
Karin killed and probably wasted the lives of the others. I was becoming 
even surer that a violent response to Fremont Ferris was not the answer, 
but I tried to keep my mouth shut. It didn’t seem the time to attack Toby 
and Karin when she was sitting in the back seat, injured and shaken. Our 
gloomy stillness was finally broken by a groan of pain from Karin as she 
adjusted her position, trying to bring relief to her bandaged arm. 

“I can make you a sling, so your arm will remain still,” Tracy 
offered.  I no longer detected the quaver in her voice, the signal of her 
earlier fear.  Falling into her role as a nurse seemed to have turned her into 
a different person. 

“No thanks,” Karin answered. “It’s not really that bad. I didn’t 
know you were a nurse.” 

“No one asked me what I did for a living and I never thought to tell 
you. You all seemed so busy, so dedicated. Anyway, I’m glad I could help. 
You’re lucky that the bullet didn’t penetrate more than the outer layers of 
your skin.”  

“You’re lucky that you’re alive,” I said, unable to stop myself or to 
quell the anger in my voice.  

“I was luckier than the others,” Karin answered. I thought she was 
going to say more, but she retreated into silence. I took out my cell phone 
and scoured the news reports. 

CNN was calling the assault on the Port a terrorist attack, which I 
guess it was. They cited sources within the FIIEB, who had labeled it an act 
of  “domestic terror,” attributing it to the Urban Resistance. A massive 
roundup of supporters of the Resistance was already underway all across 
the country. President Ferris was scheduled to speak to the nation in the 
morning. 

“They’re cracking down on the Urban Resistance in every city in 
the country,” I said. “It’s as if they were waiting for this to happen.” 
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“Does it mention any of us by name?” Toby asked. I wasn’t sure if 
he was hoping that the Feebs had identified him or not. Maybe he wanted 
the publicity. I knew I was being petty.  

“They haven’t named anyone and they haven’t said anyone got 
away,” I answered. 

“What do they say about the others?” Karin asked, the fear 
evident in her voice. “Do they say what happened to them?”  

I wished I didn’t have to tell her… at least not yet. “Everyone was 
killed,” I answered. 

No one said anything. I was thinking about Maria, the bright, 
energetic young woman who’d spoken so earnestly to Karin before the raid 
in Seattle. I knew she’d been one of Karin’s most trusted colleagues in the 
organization...and a close friend. 

“Everyone knew what they were getting into,” Toby said, 
breaking the silence. “They gave their lives for a noble cause.” 

“You’re a fucking asshole!” I exploded, no longer able to control 
my loathing for his moralistic pronouncements. “You accomplished 
nothing tonight except to give Ferris and his Feebs more power and to get 
the people who trusted you killed.” 

“I can’t believe they killed the others.” Karin said, her voice 
muted, no longer strident as it had been before the attack. “We didn’t 
know the Feebs would be waiting for us.” 

“At least people have now seen real resistance,” Toby said. “They 
know that they’re not alone fighting against the system.” He hadn’t lost 
any of his certainty despite the loss of his followers and what sounded like a 
wholesale government assault on his organization. 

I turned to the backseat and looked at Karin. “Do you still believe 
that?” I asked. She’d been silent, but I knew she had an opinion. I 
wondered if the loss of her friends had changed her mind about using 
violence. 

“I’m not sure any more. I thought we had to do what we did 
tonight, but now that we’ve lost our friends I’m not so sure” Her tone was 
somber. I looked back at her face. I could see the glint of tears on her 
cheeks in the light from the headlights of the cars passing in the opposite 
direction. 

Toby jerked his head around to look at her.  “What do you mean 
you’re not sure? I miss the others too. They weren’t supposed to get killed. 
But that doesn’t alter the truth. Capitalism is the problem, not Ferris.” 
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Karin didn’t answer right away. She continued to gaze out the 
window. Finally she turned back to the rest of us. “Maybe you’re right, 
Toby. Maybe the system is the problem, but I’m not sure we can overthrow 
the whole system. I do know that we need to take back our country and 
make it something I recognize—a country that values freedom and doesn’t 
thrive on one person hating another.” She stopped and looked out the 
window at the dark forest passing by outside. “I just don’t know how we do 
that,” she said. “I thought I had an idea, but now I’m not sure.” 

“Don’t get discouraged,” Toby said. “At least we’re still alive to 
continue the fight.” 

“We’re alive but those kids aren’t,” Karin said. “Derek always 
said that violence begets violence. The reaction to what we did may be 
worse than what we had before.” 

“So we should be like the Eco-Pacifists and just try to leave?” 
Toby’s voice dripped with sarcasm. 

“Derek Stewart fought back, but he did it without killing anyone,” 
I said. “And he didn't blow anything up.” 

“And he ending up leaving the country,” Toby replied. 
“He didn’t run away,” I answered. “His real mission was in Africa, 

the land of his ancestors… and of his mother.” 
“You actually knew Derek Stewart?” Tracy asked.  
“Karin and I both did. We were with him when he led the 

resistance against Ferris’ government and the war in the Middle East. We 
went with him to Africa.” 

“Oh my God,” Tracy said. “Did he really think nonviolence would 
work against our government?” 

“He thought so,” Karin answered. 
“Does anyone still follow his ideas?” Tracy asked. 
“We’re going to meet a group that does in about an hour,” Karin 

said. 
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Chapter 12 
 
We were crossing the summit of the pass and, although the road 

was dry and clear, there were still some thin patches of snow under the 
trees, which glowed an incandescent white as our headlights swept across 
them. It was springtime and most of the snow had melted except on the 
mountaintops, which appeared as dark shadows in the distance. Beneath 
the peaks, the lights of the city of Snoqualmie were visible, like a cluster of 
stars in the night’s blackness. Just after cresting the pass, Toby turned off 
the freeway onto a side road. I hadn’t noticed a sign. 

“Where are we going?” I asked. 
“The Eco-Pacifists have a camp another five miles down this road. 

They come up here in the spring. Only a few stay the winter while most of 
them go to the California deserts.” 

“Aren’t they in plain sight? I mean, you guys know where they are, 
the Feebs must also.” 

“I don’t think the government regards them as a threat,” Toby 
answered. “They engage in protests, but it’s always without violence. They 
don’t want to overthrow the government, they just want to leave.” 

“You mean secede, start their own country?” I said. There were 
no longer any lights along the sides of the road, which was still paved, but 
was two narrow lanes. The forest around us was a curtain of blackness. 
Toby had slowed the car, turning his headlights to bright to illuminate the 
curves ahead. 

“That’s a pipe dream,” Toby answered.  
“Do they want the whole state to leave?” Tracy asked. I hadn’t 

realized she was still listening to our conversation. 
“Washington, Oregon and Northern California,” Karin answered. 

“A bunch of Indian tribes are part of their movement and they’ve asserted 
their rights as an Indian Nation. Legally, I don’t think they have a leg to 
stand on, but they’re arguing on historical principles. And they resist by 
simply disobeying any laws that disagree with the original treaties signed 
by their forefathers.” 

“And those treaties apply to entire states?” I asked.  
“Only to what congress in the 1800’s agreed were Indian 

territories—before they removed the tribes to reservations. But the land in 
question is a big swath right down the middle of three states, plus coastal 
lands on the Olympic Peninsula.” 
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“So their leader must be a Native American.” 
“Wellspring Moon,” Toby said. “She’s the driving force behind 

their movement.” 
 “She’s a member of the Tulalip Nation,” Karin said. “ It’s 

composed of a whole host of Pacific Northwest Tribes. Wellspring isn’t a 
tribal chief, she’s an activist. Before she joined the Eco-Pacifists she was a 
state congresswoman here in Washington. She was barred from holding 
office after she protested copper mining on Forest Service lands in the 
Cascades. She was arrested by the Feebs for leading the protests, and she 
was thrown in jail. Her conviction in federal court disqualified her from 
running for state office again, so she took charge of the Eco-Pacifists, who 
only had a couple hundred members at the time. Now there are thousands 
of them.” 

“Sounds like an impressive woman,” I said. Her goal of secession 
might be a pipe dream, as Toby had said, but I could hear the resemblance 
to Derek Stewart in Karin’s description of her. 

“You’re about to find out,” Toby answered. Ahead of us the forest 
was lit up with lights. I could see hundreds of white army-style tents, 
interspersed with Native American teepees and, off to the side, a small 
group of dilapidated wooden buildings. It was a small city. 

Toby pulled up in front of a two-story building with graying 
clapboard sides and a steep, shingled roof. It was the largest building in 
sight. “This is the administrative office for the village,” Toby said. “I don’t 
know if anyone is here at night.” 

“The lights are on,” I said. 
“Wellspring is expecting Luke and Tracy,” Karin said from the 

back seat. “I called her and told her they were coming. She’s probably 
waiting, but she’ll be surprised to see us. She might not be happy, not if 
she knows about the attack.” 

“We had no place else to go,” Toby said. He opened the car door. 
“I’ll see if anyone is here.” 

The building had a long wooden porch, which was six feet off the 
ground and accessed by a broad set of steps. I assumed the elevation was 
because of the winter snow levels. As Toby started up the stairs, the front 
door opened and a petite woman with long black hair and a bright red 
parka, jeans, and leather boots emerged onto the porch. 

Karin opened her door. “Here’s Wellspring,” she said to us as 
she stepped out of the car.  
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The woman embraced Toby, but even from a distance I could see 
by her unsmiling face that she wasn’t pleased to see him. Still not smiling, 
she watched as Karin climbed the stairs then gave her a perfunctory hug. 
They talked, but I couldn’t hear their words. 

“She doesn’t look happy,” Tracy volunteered from the back seat.  
“She’s a pacifist. She might be upset that her two guests just 

committed an act of war.” I continued watching the figures on the porch. 
Karin turned and motioned for Tracy and I to join them. 

“This is Tracy Murray,” Karin said, as Tracy and I stepped onto 
the porch. “She’s a witness to the Galaxy nightclub attack.” She turned to 
me. “And this is Luke Evangelista. He’s writing a story about the Galaxy 
attack based on eye witness reports.” She looked me in the eyes. “Luke’s a 
long time friend of mine. We were with Derek Stewart together.” Did I 
detect an extra degree of warmth from Karin that hadn’t been there before? 

Now that I was close enough to see the woman on the porch’s face 
more clearly, I saw that she was young, perhaps in her thirties, not too 
much older than Tracy. I was surprised, since I remembered Karin saying 
that she had been a member of the state legislature. She had wide, almost 
Asian eyes, with a small, straight nose and dark complexion, and a 
surprising splash of dark freckles across her nose and cheeks. She hugged 
Tracy, then stuck out her hand to me, a tentative smile on her face. “I’m 
Wellspring Moon,” she said, her voice an octave lower than I expected 
from someone so tiny. “I’ve read your book on Derek Stewart. I found it 
inspiring.” 

“Derek is an inspiring person,” I answered, shaking her hand, 
which I noted was rough, as though she’d spent time working outdoors. 
Her grip was firm. 

“Shall we go inside?” the woman asked, turning without waiting 
for an answer. She opened the door and held it while the rest of us trooped 
inside. 

We were definitely in an office. Around the edges of the room 
were desks and books, copy machines and file cabinets. The center of the 
room had been cleared and there were two long couches and several easy 
chairs arrayed in an oval, with an Indian rug in the middle. Wellspring 
motioned for us to sit down. “I have coffee or tea if anyone would like 
some,” she said. 

I was hoping she’d offer us something stronger, but I didn't want 
to ask, not knowing if Eco-pacifists were also teetotalers, and anyway, 
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since Karin seemed to be losing her allegiance to Toby, I didn't want to 
sabotage my chances with her by drinking. We all took seats, Toby and 
Karin next to each other on one couch while Tracy and I sat opposite them 
on the other. We all asked for coffee, which Wellspring brought, then sat 
down on one of the chairs.  

“Welcome to Tulalip Nation,” she said, looking from one to the 
other of each of us. Her voice was friendly, but the look on her face was 
serious. “I must first ask you if anyone in your group besides the four of 
you knew you were coming here?” 

Toby and Karin both shook their heads.  
“We hadn’t even decided that Luke and Tracy would come here 

until our offices were raided in Seattle,” Karin answered. “Toby and I 
hadn’t planned on coming at all until…” she looked over at Toby. “… until 
our operation went bad.” 

Toby face showed his irritation, but he said nothing. 
The Native America woman nodded, soberly. “You have been 

hurt,” she said to Karin, noticing her arm for the first time. “You must see 
Doctor Schneiderman.” 

Karin nodded. “It’s just a scratch. I’ll see him later.” 
“OK,” Wellspring answered. “I asked you if anyone knew you 

were coming here because the Feebs must be looking for you. Eventually, 
they will look here as well as in the city. We must prepare.” 

“Will you hide us?” Toby asked, his face showing his concern.  
“Our nation never turns away someone in need,” she answered, 

still not smiling. “The intrusiveness of a search will be an irritation, but 
that is all. It’s something we’ve encountered before. We have many ways to 
conceal a person’s presence here in the forest.” 

Both Karin and Toby looked relieved. 
“I’m here to talk to other witnesses of the Galaxy attack,” I said. “I 

understand that you have at least one here?” 
She nodded. “Two are staying with us, in fact. Karin had told me 

that you wanted to talk to them. That has been arranged.” Her expression 
relaxed when she addressed me instead of Toby or Karin. “Are you also 
being chased by the government, Luke?” 

“I assume I am. They know that I talked to a witness in Los 
Angeles and he was murdered—I’m pretty sure by the Feebs or the police. 
They probably suspect that I’m looking for other witnesses. I doubt if they 
have any idea that I’m here.” 
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“Then we will hide you also… and Tracy,” she gave a quick smile 
in Tracy’s direction.  

“How many people do you have here?” I asked. I knew little about 
her group, particularly the connection between the Eco-Pacifism 
movement and Native Americans. I hadn’t even known that their leader was 
a Native American woman until Karin told me. I guess I really had kept my 
head in the sand for the last couple of years. The thought made me feel self-
conscious among this group of dedicated activists. 

“There are nearly three thousand of us in Snoqualmie Village, 
where you are now,” Wellspring said. Her expression relaxed enough that 
she looked, for a moment, like a young girl and her voice, at least when she 
talked to me, despite being low, was soft, like the stirring of a feather in the 
wind. She seemed pleased to be able to describe her community. “Our 
nation and the large consortium of which we are a part has nearly thirty 
thousand citizens. We stretch from here into California.” 

“Consortium?”  
“We are an inter-tribal Consortium of which the Tulalip Nation is 

the northernmost group.” 
“And you’re all Native Americans?” 
“We accept anyone into our nation, but our boundaries are 

determined by the ancient boundaries of the tribes that belong to the 
Consortium. That is the basis for our legal status as a separate nation. Only 
a fifth of us have tribal ancestry.” 

“So your nation is all on reservation land?” I knew almost nothing 
about modern Indian reservations, but I thought they were small, and 
almost never on prime land, such as the area we were in now—a National 
Forest with lucrative commercial and recreational resources. 

She lowered her tone, so that it was almost confidential, not at all 
strident or lecturing. I hoped Toby—the asshole—was learning something 
from her. “The so-called reservations were where most of our tribes were 
moved during the 1800’s, in violation of treaties they had signed much 
earlier. When I say boundaries, I’m talking about federal land that was 
once Indian land, land given to the tribes by treaties with a series of U. S. 
presidents, treaties which were then violated by later administrations. We 
have reclaimed our homeland.” 

“Even though most of your residents are not Native Americans?” 
She smiled. “We are a nation, but unlike some other nations we 

have open borders.” She was referring to the Ferris Administration’s 
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stringent border controls, especially with Mexico, which was now 
separated from the United States by a wall. 

“And your Consortium, as you call it, is the same as what is known 
as the Eco-Pacifists?” I felt awkward asking her all these questions. She 
must have wondered where I’d been for the last few years. 

“The Eco-Pacifism movement is larger than those who now live 
within our borders, but in terms of our movement to assert our rights as a 
separate nation and govern ourselves, our nation is aligned completely 
with Eco-Pacifism. All of our citizens belong to the movement. We are 
dedicated to preserving our natural environment and living in peace. That 
is the essence of who we are.” 

“I can’t imagine the Ferris government allowing you to just take 
over the National Forests.” 

“I do not think President Ferris takes us seriously. He will have to 
acknowledge us soon, however.” 

“So you’re planning an action?” Toby asked, edging forward on 
the couch. He was almost licking his lips. I felt like telling him, “down boy.” 

“We are planning many things,” she answered, turning to back to 
Toby and Karin. “Our methods are different from yours, however.” Her 
stare at the two of them was unwavering and her displeasure was obvious. 

“What we did was necessary,” Toby said, returning the woman’s 
stare. 

 “Your attack has provoked a violent response from the Feebs. 
Your organization is now in shambles and the two of you are here, seeking 
a place to hide.” The softness was gone from Wellspring’s manner.  

“What was our alternative?” Toby asked, “Passive resistance? 
We’ll find out how well that works when you announce that you’ve seceded 
from the United States. Ferris will crush you.” 

“There is nothing passive in what we are doing,” Wellspring 
answered. She remained calm, despite Toby’s challenging tone. 

“I thought you were nonviolent,” I said.  
“Satyagraha is the opposite of passivity,” she answered, turning 

to me.  
“You mean Gandhi’s method of nonviolence?” I was familiar with 

the term Satyagraha because Derek Stewart had used it often. 
“It is more than a method,” she answered. “It is a way of life.” She 

stood up. “It is late. We must find you a place to sleep. Tomorrow I will 
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show you how Satyagraha is practiced in daily life. It is the soul of our 
community.” 

We all stood. I had been eager to meet the two witnesses to the 
Galaxy attack, but now I was just as eager to see what Wellspring Moon 
was talking about.  I sounded as if Karin might have to listen to an 
alternative to Toby’s militant rhetoric from someone other than me. I 
wondered how she would react. I also wondered what kind of community 
this was, nestled in the mountains and aspiring to become a nation unto 
itself. Apparently it was a nation of peace—with the most aggressive 
country in the world as its neighbor. 
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Chapter 13 
 
It turned out that Snoqualmie Village had a hotel—of sorts—down 

the street from the administration building in which we’d met with 
Wellspring Moon. It even had running water and indoor plumbing, 
although we all had to share only two bathrooms.  At least we didn’t have to 
sleep in a tent… or, God forbid, a teepee. On the way to our rooms—Tracy 
and I each with our own and, to my dismay, Toby and Karin sharing one 
together—Wellspring explained that the village was still mostly an 
encampment, but that the goal was to replace the tent city with permanent 
buildings. Several new wooden structures had been built, but due to the 
rapid increase in the size of the village’s population, most of the 
inhabitants lived in tents. On the other side of the hotel was a clinic, and 
Wellspring took Karin there to see the doctor, who also lived in the 
building. The rest of us went to bed. 

The next morning we all met at seven a.m. in the hotel’s main 
room. Wellspring was waiting along with two young men, one of whom 
appeared to be a young, good looking Native American and the other a 
skinny, blonde haired young man with glasses and beads around his neck, 
making him look like a hippie from the 1960s. He had on jeans and boots 
and a parka. The Native American, whose name was Ron White, wore dark 
glasses and his hair was gathered in two braids on either side of his head. 
Otherwise, he wore jeans and a sweatshirt. He carried a parka in his hand. 
“This is for one of you to wear,” he said looking at each of us. “It’s still 
chilly outside, but I’m used to it.” 

The other young man, who had been introduced to us as David 
Lane, self-consciously unzipped his own parka and took it off. “Someone 
else can wear mine,” he offered. 

None of us had particularly warm clothes, although Toby’s 
military-style jacket looked as if it was almost as heavy as the young men’s 
parkas. “Let the women wear them, ” I said. I had only a light coat—I’d 
flown to Seattle from LA, after all— but I knew that neither of the women 
was dressed for the weather. Karin was wearing just her tee-shirt. She’d 
gotten rid of the sweatshirt with bullet holes and bloodstains from the night 
before. Given that we were in a nonviolent community, she at least was 
showing some fashion sense. Her arm was freshly bandaged from her trip 
to see the doctor. 
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“That’s nice of you, Luke,” Wellspring said. “But Karin can take 
my coat and you can take one of the parkas. I dressed for the morning 
temperatures.” She looked over at Toby. “You look like you’ll be warm 
enough with what you’re wearing.” She didn’t mention that he also looked 
as if he were prepared to carry out a military assault. She handed Karin the 
red parka she’d worn the night before, which left her without one for 
herself, but she was wearing a heavy sweater, and I could see by the collar 
that she was wearing a wool shirt underneath. 

Outside, the morning sun had just risen over the nearby mountain 
tops, although because of the tall firs all around us, much of the village was 
still in shadow. There were still drops of dew on the patches of grass and on 
the leaves of the bushes. In the mountains behind the village I could see 
gray wisps of mist, slipping through the trees like vagrant clouds, the 
vestiges of the early morning fog, just beginning to burn off. “We’ll go to 
my house and have some breakfast,” Wellspring announced. 

We walked between the rows of tents, which I could now see had 
been laid out like city blocks with streets between them. On every “block” 
there was a rustic-looking, public bathroom. “You have plumbing?” I 
asked. 

“We’ve laid pipes connected to a septic system for each block, 
which will do for now,” Wellspring answered. “Eventually, we hope to 
have a system for recycling waste for use in growing our crops. We want to 
become self-sustaining as much as possible. Although there are power 
lines coming into the administration building and the clinic and your hotel, 
our main source of electricity is solar. We hope that by the end of summer 
we’ll have the basics for a permanent village, so we can remain during the 
winter.” 

I saw a lot of people outside, most of them engaged in some kind 
of work. A crew was digging a ditch for laying pipe on one of the streets. I 
could hear the thud of axes coming from the surrounding forest. I didn’t 
see any construction equipment or hear the buzz of chainsaws in the 
morning air. “It looks as if you do a lot of work by hand,” I said to 
Wellspring. 

“As much as we can,” she answered, walking along at a brisk pace. 
I wasn’t sure how far we were going to be going. “We need to dig ditches, 
clear land, cut trees for houses. Whatever we can do by hand, we do by 
hand. Gas and diesel are very polluting. When we pave the roads we’ll need 
to use equipment, though. We’ll most likely hire someone to do the work, 
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since it wouldn’t make sense for us to buy that kind of construction 
equipment. Fortunately houses can be built by hand and we don’t plan on 
any large buildings.” 

We’d arrived at several unpainted wooden buildings, the wood 
still fresh and unweathered, so they must have been new. They were all one 
story residences, spaced a considerable distance from one another, with 
what appeared to be garden plots surrounding each one, although I 
couldn’t see anything growing, probably because it was too early in spring 
for vegetables at this altitude. Each of the houses was raised about ten or 
twelve feet above ground, with a garage-like structure beneath it, although 
I only saw two cars. Most of the houses had firewood stacked beneath them. 
Wellspring led us to one. In addition to a long row of stacked wood, there 
was a pickup truck parked beneath the house. She climbed the stairs onto 
the porch and we dutifully followed.  When she got to the front door, she 
turned to us. “Welcome to my home.”  

We trooped inside and were met with the delicious smell of 
freshly baked bread. On a long wooden picnic-style table between the 
living room and the kitchen were places for each of us with two loaves of 
bread—the source of the heady aroma— in the middle of the table and two 
jugs of what looked like some kind of juice next to them.  “Sit down, pour 
yourselves some juice and I’ll bring you coffee and eggs,” Wellspring said. 
“We raise our own chickens here. Of course we let them run free. I’m 
afraid they’re the only animals we have so far, except the occasional pet, 
but we plan to begin a dairy soon, though we may keep goats rather than 
cows.  We do have some horses, which we use for transportation and for 
some of the heavy hauling. We’re not vegan, but a number of us are 
vegetarian, and we have an aversion to raising animals for food. I fixed the 
eggs especially for you.” 

I was hungry and I wouldn’t have minded a large slab of ham or 
some bacon with my eggs… or a Bloody Mary, for that matter. But I wasn’t 
complaining. If I weren’t here, I might be in jail… or dead.  

“This bread smells freshly baked,” Karin said, as we all sat on the 
long wooden benches on either side of the table and helped ourselves to 
juice. Wellspring was in the kitchen fetching the coffee and food.  

“I baked it early this morning,” Wellspring said from the kitchen. 
“I have an outdoor clay oven, something which I learned about from the 
tribes from the Southwest. They use the Spanish word, ‘horno’ for it. The 
wood fire makes delicious bread.” 
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“What time did you have to get up to do that?” Tracy asked, 
gazing in awe at Wellspring, who was still in the kitchen fixing the eggs. 

“Four or so. I enjoy it. I grew up in the city and I’m still learning 
how to live in ways that are more in tune with the land.” 

“Is that part of Satyagraha?” I asked.  
“Simplicity, love of nature instead of control over it, showing care 

for the means used to accomplish a task as well as for the outcome, those 
are all part of Satyagraha,” Wellspring said, bringing a pot of coffee from 
the Kitchen. She placed it on the table then went back and returned with a 
large platter of scrambled eggs. She made one more trip, returning with a 
bowl full of apples and berries. Then she sat. 

“In our village we bless every meal, by thanking nature for its 
bounty,” Wellspring said. 

I was pleased she hadn’t mentioned thanking God. 
“Is that a religious thing?” Toby asked. I could hear the 

skepticism in his voice. He must wake up in the mornings in an attack 
mode. 

Wellspring looked across the table at Toby and smiled. “We find 
it helpful to attune our spirit to the world that surrounds us—the forest, the 
rivers, the trees and their fruit, the animals. If we do them no violence, we 
can be sustained by them, as we are part of the same world as are they.” She 
looked around. “Though we must try to give back as well as take.” 

Toby let out a loud—and I thought cynical—sigh, but at least he 
kept his mouth shut. 

Karin frowned at Toby “How do you give back?” she asked.  
Wellspring had bent her head. I could see her lips moving, but she 

was making no sound. She raised her head. “I have completed my blessing. 
I did not ask you to join me, because it is something you must choose to 
do.” She sliced off a piece of bread from the loaf nearest her. “Everyone 
please eat.”   

We all began eating. I had thought that Wellspring was going to 
ignore Karin’s question, but after a few bites, she turned to Karin. “There 
are many ways we can give back to nature,” she said. “We have planted 
indigenous trees in parts of the forest that were burned or logged. We’ve 
cleared underbrush that could become fuel for a fire, being careful not to 
destroy animal habitats when we did so. We have also blocked mining and 
logging operations.” 
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“I understand you were arrested when you tried to close a copper 
mine,” I said.  

She nodded. “I’m afraid we were not successful. We had too few 
people. If we had had thousands, they would not have been able to arrest us 
all.” 

“Do you think that would have stopped the mining?” I asked. I 
tried to keep my skepticism from my voice. 

“Our aim was to force them to take us to court. We were ready to 
assert our claim to the land in court. Unfortunately, the local sheriff 
arrested us, not for trespassing, which would have been the charge that 
allowed us to make our case, but for violating one of President Ferris’ new 
anti-protest laws.” 

Her strategy was more sophisticated than I had thought.  
“You could have sabotaged their equipment,” Toby said. “…even 

blown up their mine. That would have stopped them.” The look he gave 
her was challenging. Toby seemed as eager to demolish the validity of 
Wellspring’s nonviolent position as he was to blow up the foundations of 
capitalism. His students must have found him a tyrant when he was a 
professor. 

“That is not our way,” Wellspring answered him, with no anger in 
her voice. “And blowing up their mine would have destroyed the very land 
we were trying to save.” 

“But you lost,” Toby said. “No land was saved and you went to 
jail.” 

“I am no longer in jail. We will soon have too many for them to 
overcome.” 

“So you’re going back to challenge the mine?” Karin asked. We 
had all finished eating, but we’d lingered at the table to continue the 
conversation. I was glad, because I was interested in hearing more about 
their infant nation. 

“Not the mine, but some logging. We will do so later in the 
summer. We first have much work to do here. We must build our village, 
as others are doing within our nation.” 

“There are other villages like this?” I asked. 
“Six of them. Another here in Washington, three in Oregon and 

one in California.” 
“And you are all one nation?” Karin asked.  
“Yes.” 
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“What do you call it?” Tracy asked. 
“Cascadia. It was a name from a movement to form a separate 

country in Washington, Oregon and British Columbia in the early 2000s. 
We debated calling it Ecotopia, from a 1970s novel in which Washington 
Oregon and Northern California seceded from the United States, but it 
sounded a little too fanciful. And the Cascadia movement included a 
number of Native American tribes. We don’t intend to claim part of 
Canada, but at some time in the future, the Canadian tribes may join us.” 

“And you have an ecological focus?” I asked. 
“That is our main focus. That and the freedom to live the lives we 

want to live.” 
“We all want that,” Karin said. 
“But some of us want to stay and fight for it,” Toby added, the 

defiance clear in his voice. 
“It is our eventual aim to change the whole country,” Wellspring 

said. Ron and David nodded vigorously. Wellspring gave them both 
encouraging looks, as if she wanted them to speak. 

“We have to start somewhere,” David said. “Cascadia is our 
beginning.” His voice carried the conviction of a true believer. 

“We will set an example,” Ron chimed in. “We will cause change 
by leading the way. That is the force of nonviolence. It is a part of 
Satyagraha.” 

Toby looked skeptical, but he didn’t say anything. I was ready to 
bow my head and count my blessings for his silence. 

 “Little or no driving, no use of gas or diesel equipment, giving up 
meat, I imagine there are a number of other rules your citizens follow,” I 
said, “maybe you discourage alcohol, for instance.” I looked over at Karin, 
who rolled her eyes. “I would find all of those difficult to acquiesce to. How 
do you enforce such rules? It would seem to put some real limits on 
freedom.” I was skeptical of even do-gooders forcing their will on others. 

Wellspring looked down at the table in front of her, as if she were 
composing her answer. “That is perhaps the most important question, 
Luke. Many would argue that it is the freedom to do what one pleases that 
has caused our world’s destruction in the first place. When President 
Ferris first came into office he cut the regulations from the Environmental 
Protection Agency and reduced the authority of the agency to enforce 
those regulations that remained. He told Americans he was striking a blow 
for freedom, and many, if not most people believed him. He claimed that 
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he wanted to take government out of the role of making people’s decisions 
for them. We’ve seen what happened to that idea. Big companies became 
free to ruin the country’s water supply; the pollution in our cities has made 
them nearly unlivable. The effects of global warming have become so 
pronounced that they’re obvious to everyone. When people complained or 
protested, then government stepped in to protect the rights of the 
businesses, or the oil companies, or the automakers whose cars were 
adding to the pollution. Anyone who defied the government was silenced; 
some were even arrested. No one sees the Ferris government as providing 
Americans with more freedom anymore. He didn’t remove the rules, he 
changed them to favor businesses.” 

“That’s exactly what I’ve been saying,” Toby exclaimed, slapping 
the table with his palm. “The corporations run our country. Ferris works 
for them.” 

I didn’t want to get into that discussion again, even if it appeared 
that Wellspring Moon might agree with Toby. “But what about Cascadia? 
How do you allow freedom here if you have all these rules about how one 
must live?” 

Wellspring looked at me. We were on the same side of the table 
and I was close enough to see her freckles. I noticed her eyes were so deep 
brown they were almost black. Her mouth turned up at the corners in a 
half-smile, as if she were enjoying explaining her community to us. 
“Similar to our procedures for reducing our environmental imprint, our 
democratic processes are also a work in progress. We’re learning how to 
live with nature and we’re learning how to live with each other at the same 
time.” 

“What does that mean?” I asked. 
“The Consortium is a federation of tribal nations. That means that 

each nation has a voice in all decisions by the Consortium. The majority of 
our citizens are not tribal members, but we allow everyone who lives in a 
nation’s region to have an equal say, whether they belong to a tribe or not. 
We vote at the local level, then each nation has an equal vote in the 
Consortium.” 

“That’s how you make the rules, but what about those who don’t 
want to follow them? And what if the majority in a nation wants to do 
something that is bad for the environment, or wants to engage in violence. 
To blow up the copper mine, as Toby suggested?” 
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“In the same way that other governments prohibit violence among 
their own citizens, we do also, but in addition, we prohibit it as a means of 
government action against anyone else. That is a cardinal rule all nations 
must subscribe to.” 

“So if someone decides to attack the mines or a FIIEB office or 
the Forest Service, for that matter, what do you do?” 

“That hasn’t happened, but we would ask them to leave.” 
“And your other rules—not eating meat, not driving high polluting 

cars, not using chain saws, how did you arrive at those and how do you 
enforce them?” 

“We don’t enforce them… or at least we haven’t so far. We arrive 
at practices that we feel are ecologically sound and vote on them at 
meetings of our Consortium. But most do not become laws, in the sense of 
rules that cannot be broken without suffering a penalty. They are more like 
best practices, which we suggest everyone uses. We offer classes in which 
such practices are discussed, sometimes even debated, but mostly to 
explain their advantages and how to follow them. We offer praise when 
someone adopts a practice, but no censure when they don’t. So far we have 
found that this works.” 

 “It sounds idyllic. You’ve really had no problems?” 
“Not completely. We discourage substance use—alcohol or drugs, 

except of course tea and coffee. Many of those who join us drink alcohol 
and many use marijuana, which was briefly legal in Washington, Oregon 
and California before the Ferris administration stepped in and enforced 
federal laws banning it. I’m afraid that a fairly large portion of those who 
join us do so to get away from the laws against marijuana.” She glanced at 
David, and I wondered if she was referring to him as one of those people. 

“Do you allow it in Cascadia?”  I asked.  
“We permit marijuana and alcohol. However, most of those who 

came to us simply to be able to use drugs have left. Our lifestyle is too 
harsh and the social demands are too strong to allow someone to simply sit 
around indulging in substances rather than joining in.” She glanced at 
David again. “So as long as someone’s use does not harm their work, we do 
not monitor what substances our people use.” 

It sounded as if Wellspring was right, that self-governance was a 
work in progress in the new nation. I was relieved to hear that alcohol was 
allowed, although it appeared that Wellspring’s personal view on drinking 
was not too different from Karin’s. 



2020 

 77 

“It is time for you to meet with your other witnesses, Luke,” 
Wellspring said.  “Tracy, you may go with Luke or stay with us. I will give 
Toby and Karin a further tour of our village. 

“I’ll go with Luke, if that’s OK,” Tracy said, looking at Karin 
sheepishly. Karin smiled back at her and nodded. It was clear that Tracy 
felt more comfortable around me than around Karin and Toby, whose 
actions the previous night had terrified her and nearly gotten us all killed. 

“Then let’s go. David and Ron will take Luke and Tracy to meet 
the others witnesses and I will be your tour guide,” she said, looking at 
Karin and Toby. 

We all got up and headed outside. 
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Chapter 14 
 
Jervis Donovan, Richard Banning and General William T. 

Sherman sat in Donovan’s spacious office, staring at each other.  
Donovan’s face was uncharacteristically flushed with anger. He held up a 
piece of paper in front of the general’s face. “How in the hell did this 
happen, General? Your report says that Lucas Evangelista is still on the 
loose and the two Urban Resistance people who planned the attack in 
Seattle are with him.” 

The General’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down as he swallowed 
hard before speaking. Jervis Donovan was closer to the president than any 
other adviser. His opinion could determine how long Sherman kept his job. 
“I told you where they’ve gone,” he answered, his tone hopeful. 

“Is that supposed to be some kind of victory, that we know where 
they’ve all escaped to?” Donovan asked, his tone icy. “Evangelista is 
supposed to be dead. And the leaders of the Urban Resistance are 
supposed to be dead or captured, not hiding out.”  

“If you know where they are, why haven’t you gone after them?” 
Richard Banning asked, moving closer to General Sherman. The political 
adviser had acquired the president’s intimidating manner of confronting 
his interlocutor at close range. 

Instead of returning Banning’s intimidating stare, Sherman 
looked over at Donovan. “I wasn’t sure that going after them was the best 
thing to do.” He kept his eyes on Jervis Donovan, as if hoping the long-
time presidential advisor would say something. 

When Sherman glanced back at Banning, the advisor locked onto 
the General’s eyes. “And why weren’t you sure, general?” 

Sherman turned back to Jervis Donovan. “When I told Mr. 
Donovan that Evangelista was with the Eco-Pacifists, he said not to do 
anything.” 

Banning blinked in surprise. He, too, turned to Donovan. “Really 
Jervis?” 

Donovan’s face had returned to its usual placid expression. His 
bouts of anger were few and always over quickly. He smoothed his dark tie. 
As usual, he was impeccably dressed in a three piece, pinstriped suit, in 
contrast to Banning’s plaid sportcoat and open shirt collar. The general, as 
always, was in uniform.  
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Donovan looked calmly at Banning, whose skeptical frown and 
accusing glare were now focused upon him, instead of General Sherman. 
“Our crackdown on the Urban Resistance was accepted by the American 
people because the group had just launched an attack on the Port of Seattle. 
The president’s approval ratings have soared. People are demanding that 
we reelect him as our Commander-in-Chief…”  

Banning interrupted him.  He had a look of manic excitement in 
his eyes. “That’s exactly why we need to seize the moment! The president 
is on a roll. Now’s the time to declare all-out war on these people. We 
know who those who call themselves pacifists really are. They’re a bunch of 
mook leftists who want to undermine America and progress. If the Eco-
Pacifists are sheltering Evangelista and the Urban Resistance plotters, then 
let’s destroy them right now, while the people will back anything the 
president does.” 

Donovan shook his head. Banning’s crash and burn tactics were 
dangerous and it irritated him that Banning always returned to them. But 
Donovan knew that cold reason was the only way to dissuade the 
president’s Strategic Advisor. “You’re overestimating the president’s 
support, Richard. He may be able to mobilize antipathy for the Urban 
Resistance, because through their Seattle attack, they’ve declared war on 
our country’s infrastructure. The Eco-Pacifists haven’t attacked anyone. 
Most of the country still has a positive view of them… they see them as 
trying to save the planet.” 

Banning’s excitement had not left his face. “They’re not trying to 
save the planet, they are trying to kill our economy!” 

 “The president will lose all the support he’s gained if we attack 
the Eco-Pacifists.” Donovan countered. “We’ll risk losing the election.” 

The two men stared at each other, neither of them willing to give 
in to the other’s position. 

“There may be an alternative,” General Sherman said, looking 
from one to the other of the two advisors.  “We can go after Evangelista 
and the two others without an all-out attack on the Eco-Pacifists. We have 
people inside their encampment in Snoqualmie… and one person with the 
skills to eliminate anyone we want to silence.” 

“You mean an assassin?” Banning asked, drilling the general with 
his penetrating gaze. 

Sherman nodded. “A very skilled one.” 
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Banning and Donovan both looked at General Sherman with new 
appreciation. “It’s worth a try,” Donovan said. “If the general’s man is not 
successful, we can still go after them more conventionally, as you have 
recommended, Richard. We have little to lose by trying something more 
limited first.” 

 “You’re sure about your man on the inside, general?” Banning 
asked, his bushy eyebrows raised in skepticism. “He won’t fail?”  

“He is very good at his job,” General Sherman answered. 
Banning nodded. “Ok, let’s give it a go. If he’s not successful, 

we’ll consider my idea.”   
“What do I tell the president?” General Sherman asked. “He’ll 

want to see my report. He’s not going to be happy. He’ll want to know 
what I plan to do next.” 

 “The president is busy basking in the approval he’s gotten for 
going after the Urban Resistance.” Banning said. “By the time he reads 
your report, Evangelista and the others should be dead.” Banning stared 
pointedly at the general. “That’s right isn’t it general?” His face was only 
inches away from General Sherman’s. 

The general looked down at the floor. “Of course. There will be 
no problem, I’m sure of it” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



2020 

 81 

Chapter 15 
 
The sun was well above the tops of the mountains and Snoqualmie 

Village was no longer in shadows. Despite the elevation, the air was 
pleasantly warm. All around us the inhabitants of the mostly tent village 
continued hard at work, shaping their new city. The morning air was filled 
with the pungent aroma of freshly turned soil and the sweet fragrance of 
newly cut fir. As we strolled toward the administration building, many of 
the people gave Ron a friendly wave. The handsome young Native 
American appeared to be a well-known and popular member of the 
community. 

 “How long have you known Wellspring Moon?” I asked Ron. 
David, the other young man who was shepherding Tracy and me about, had 
left to get the two Galaxy witnesses and bring them back to main building 
where I would have a chance to talk to them. I was eager to hear if the two 
new witnesses had seen any more than Tracy had. 

“I joined the Eco-Pacifists two years ago, soon after Wellspring 
Moon began forming Cascadia. I’d heard of her when she was a legislator 
here in Washington and then when she was arrested for protesting the 
mining operations. I wanted to follow her to gain back our lands.” 

“You’re from a local tribe?” I asked. Although Ron hadn’t said 
that he was Native American, he clearly was, with his dark skin and braided 
hair. His high cheekbones and aquiline nose gave him the appearance of 
the ancient chiefs, like Geronimo, whom I had seen in old photographs. 

“My ancestors were Navajo, from Arizona. Many members of my 
tribe continue to live on our reservation, but my parents left soon after I 
was born and I grew up in Phoenix.” 

“Then your tribal lands are not here?”  
“Our fight here is the fight of all Native Americans. My people live 

on the largest reservation in the country, but it is tiny compared to the 
lands we possessed two hundred years ago. All of my people were forced to 
leave their land on what we call the ‘Long Walk’ one hundred fifty years 
ago. Many of my ancestors died. We finally were allowed to return to our 
land, but only to the least desirable regions, and a much smaller area than 
we first occupied. Our tribal council is the model being used by the 
Consortium here in Cascadia.” 
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“Do you know The Posse?” I asked. “They seem to be doing a 
similar thing to what you are doing here, in the area around Flagstaff and 
the Grand Canyon. That must be near your tribal land.” 

He stopped walking. When he turned to Tracy and me his usually 
friendly expression had hardened. “The Posse is doing nothing like what 
we are doing here in Cascadia,” he said, the tone of his voice as hard as the 
look on his face. “They are a paramilitary organization that has taken 
territory by force. They have no legal or historical claim to the land they say 
is theirs. They are nothing but White Supremacists.” 

“You sound as if you know them pretty well,” I said. 
“They are on land that once belonged to my forefathers. They 

ignore that fact completely. Their guns are their only law. I was in the 
military myself at one time. I know how it operates. We are a democracy 
here in Cascadia. They are not.” 

“You were a soldier?” 
“I fought in Afghanistan.” 
“Then you’re not opposed to violence?” 
“What I had to do as a soldier made me nonviolent. I have since 

learned the value of Satyagraha” He turned and began walking again. Ron 
White was a more complicated young man than I had imagined.  

 “So you were at the Galaxy nightclub the night of the shooting?” 
Ron asked, turning toward Tracy as he walked. 

“I was there with my boyfriend,” she answered, moving closer to 
Ron. I had noticed her studying his face while he was talking to me. She 
clearly found him attractive. 

“And you saw who was doing the shooting?” 
“Yes,” she said, nodding. 
“What did you see?” 
“I saw two men with guns, who shot many of the people at the 

club… many more than were shot by the gunman who has been blamed for 
the attack.” 

Ron didn’t appear to be surprised by what Tracy said. I suppose 
he’d already heard a similar story from the two witnesses that were here in 
Cascadia. “Did you tell anyone this?” he asked. 

“I told the police, but then I became afraid. My boyfriend, who 
reported the same thing, was taken by the Feebs and he never came back. I 
left and came to Seattle where Karin and Toby took me in and hid me.” 

“So you told them your story?” 
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She nodded. “Them and Luke.” She glanced at me and gave me a 
quick smile. 

We had reached the administration building. There was no sign of 
David and the two witnesses.  

“You can go inside,” Ron said. “I’ll find David. He may have 
stopped for a smoke,” he looked embarrassed as he said this. From the 
looks I’d seen Wellspring give David, and from Ron’s comment, I guessed 
that David was a pot smoker and that sometimes that interfered with him 
carrying out his duties.  

“We’ll wait on the porch,” I said. “It’s beautiful outside this 
morning.” 

Ron nodded and headed off at a trot in the direction we had come. 
“He seems awfully nice,” Tracy said to me, her voice hesitantly 

shy. 
“A very impressive young man,” I said. I didn’t want to embarrass 

her by saying more. 
“It will be a relief to find someone else who saw what I saw at the 

Galaxy,” Tracy said, changing the subject. She was standing with her hands 
on the porch railing as she looked out at the mountains above the village. 
“I’ve almost begun to question my own memory.” 

“That’s what lies, repeated by enough people, will do. But what 
you told me is consistent with what Bill Lippmann, the man I talked to in 
LA, told me. He said that Mahmoud Nagi, the man identified as the shooter 
by the Feebs, only killed one man. I later found out that the man he killed 
was someone he worked with. Whatever Nagi’s motive, I don’t think it was 
radical Islamic terrorism.” 

Tracy looked puzzled. “But why were those other men there? Did 
they know that Nagi would come there to kill someone that night? It 
sounds like too much of a coincidence.” 

I was bothered by the same questions. If the real shooters were 
Feebs, why was it that they showed up the very night Nagi decided to kill 
Terry MacMillan? 

My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of gunfire: five loud 
cracks echoing across the village. They came from the same direction that 
Ron had taken to go back and find David. 

“Wait here,” I said to Tracy. The look of terror from last night had 
returned to her face. 
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 I took the stairs two at a time and took off along the dirt road 
leading back toward Wellspring Moon’s house. There were others running 
in the same direction. Pretty soon I started to encounter people coming 
back toward me. They look panicked, some of them horrified. I grabbed a 
young man as he ran by. “What happened?” I asked.  

“They’re shooting. People are dead!” the man shouted. I let him 
go and kept running, although my legs were starting to ache and my chest 
was burning. As I reached the end of the fourth block, I saw four bodies on 
the ground. Two of them, a man and a woman whom I didn’t recognize, 
were sprawled halfway in and out of the entrance to a large white tent. Just 
in front of them lay David.  He wasn’t moving. The other person on the 
ground was Ron. He was struggling to stand. I ran up to him and told him 
to lie down. His shoulder was bleeding profusely. I didn’t know what else 
to do so I took off my coat and pressed it against his wound, hoping to stop 
the bleeding. I wished Tracy was here. She was a nurse. 

“What happened?” I asked. Ron’s face was contorted in pain.  
“David…” he gasped. “David had a gun. He shot them. He shot 

me. I grabbed his gun and killed him.” The pain on Ron’s face was mixed 
with horror. 

A crowd was beginning to form around us. “Get the doctor!” I 
shouted to anyone who could hear me. 

“He’s coming,” someone volunteered.  
Ron was on the verge of passing out. Wellspring, Toby and Karin 

suddenly emerged from the crowd. Wellspring immediately ran to Ron. He 
looked up at her with an apologetic expression on his face.  

“What happened?” Wellspring asked, bending over him. She was 
wide eyed with fear and shock. 

“I killed David,” Ron murmured.  The pain on his face was 
emotional as much as physical. Then his face went slack as he passed out. 

“Who are these other people?” I asked Wellspring, looking at the 
other bodies, although I already knew the answer.  

“Those are your witnesses,” she said. “They are dead.” She 
looked confused, as if she was having a hard time comprehending the 
scene in front of her. “Who killed them?” 

“David,” I said.  
“David?” she looked at me as if she didn’t understand what I was 

saying. 
“I think David was a FIIEB agent,” I said. 
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Chapter 16 
 
“Do you get it now?” Toby shouted, his face red with anger as he 

paced back and forth in the village’s administration building. Toby, Karin, 
Tracy, Wellspring and I had all retired to Wellspring’s office after taking 
Ron to the village clinic, which was on the other side of the hotel. A 
grizzled-looking Doctor Schneiderman, an elderly resident of the village, 
using Tracy’s help, had cared for the young Native American’s shoulder 
wound until an ambulance had arrived and transported him to the county 
hospital. Wellspring Moon had been busy talking to the local sheriff, who 
was investigating the incident. She was planning to go to the hospital 
shortly, and we had met to decide if any of us wanted to accompany her. 
“Your pacifism has resulted in the deaths of two people who could have 
been instrumental in exposing the lies of the Ferris administration,” Toby 
continued. With his army surplus jacket and long hair, he looked as if he 
could have been a resident of Snoqualmie Village, but he was directing all 
of his anger at its leader.  

Wellspring, whose sweatshirt was stained with swatches of Ron’s 
blood, was in a state of disbelief that David Lane had turned out to be a 
FIIEB spy, in fact, an assassin, and that two people who had sought asylum 
in her village were dead, while one of her closest friends was seriously 
wounded. She listened to Toby’s rant with a look of weariness on her face. 
She had just asked if any of us wanted to accompany her to the hospital to 
check on Ron’s condition and both Tracy and I had volunteered. 

“This isn’t the time, Toby,” Karin said. She was looking at 
Wellspring with an expression of concern on her face. 

“She needs to hear this,” Toby said, also looking at Wellspring. 
His expression was that of a cat sizing up a wounded bird. 

“You don’t give a rat’s ass about what anyone needs to hear,” I 
said to Toby.” “Can't you see that this isn’t the time or the place for your 
idiotic speechmaking?” I looked over at Wellspring, who was staring at the 
floor. I felt bad for her, and angry at Toby, but I didn’t want to provoke an 
argument when Wellspring was still in shock and grieving her loss. 

Toby stopped pacing. He turned and glared at me. “Maybe this 
isn’t the right time, but I think that what happened today needs to be 
discussed. Ferris is going to use every means at his disposal to silence 
anyone who speaks out against him.” He turned again to Wellspring, who 
was now looking at him but saying nothing. “Eventually, that means he’ll 
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come after this village… in fact after all of Cascadia. And he’ll have guns, 
just like David did this morning…only more of them.” 

Wellspring looked over at the door. I thought she was going to 
ignore him and leave, and I stood up to go with her. Instead, she heaved a 
sigh, then turned back to address Toby. Her weariness was evident in her 
voice. “I made an error by not better protecting Phyllis and Peter, the two 
witnesses who David killed. In fact, I made an error by trusting David. I’m 
still devastated by that, since he was one of the last people I would have 
suspected of working for the Feebs. But mounting an attack on the Ferris 
government would not have saved Phyllis and Peter. In fact, it would have 
resulted in losing many more of our residents. We should have taken 
greater pains to hide them and I should have expected that there was at 
least one spy among us.” 

“Armed guards would have helped,” Toby shot back at her, 
angrily. He clearly had no regard for Wellspring’s grief over the losses she 
had just suffered. I marveled that Karin could have chosen such a person as 
a romantic partner. I hoped that she was reassessing her choice. 

“We are not a violent people,” Wellspring answered. The lines of 
fatigue on her face resembled defeat, but her expression was resolute. “We 
don’t arm ourselves for self-protection.” She stood in front of the door. 
She seemed unsure whether to leave or to stay and confront Toby. 

“Your enemy is violent, even if you aren’t,” Toby answered, none 
of the venom in his tone abating. “That’s why my people were killed. Every 
time we have a protest, even when it is peaceful, people are beaten, 
sometimes shot. We know that hundreds have been taken to prison and 
some have never returned. We have to use equal force in self-defense.”  

Wellspring sat down. She still appeared tired, but she’d evidently 
decided to answer Toby. My intuition was that Wellspring was right, but 
now that two more of my potential witnesses had been killed, I had to 
wonder if there really was any other way to fight Ferris except to attack him 
with force. Toby was a jerk, but that didn't mean that he was wrong.  

“Your people were killed because they were caught blowing up 
the Port of Seattle, Toby, so don’t distort the truth,” Wellspring said. “Yes, 
the Ferris government uses force, even lethal force against those who 
oppose them. But to us, that doesn’t justify using lethal force in return. 
Two deaths aren’t better than one. Most of those who are against us—and 
against you—are just following orders. They’ve been told that the people 
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they’re killing are ‘enemies of the state.’ They think that what they’re 
doing is right. We need to change their minds, not try to kill them.” 

Toby wasn’t through. “Your kind of passivity is what allows 
tyrants to flourish. It always has been, going back to Hitler. Ferris uses 
violence against us, and we must respond with violence. It’s the only thing 
he will listen to.” 

Wellspring looked down at the floor and shook her head. 
“Responding to violence with violence is wrong. You’ve mentioned Hitler, 
but he is a bad example. He didn’t come to power because the Germans 
were passive, but because he convinced a majority of Germans with his 
hateful rhetoric and they cared more for elevating their national pride than 
for the civil rights of their fellow citizens. The real record of modern 
history is that violent opposition is less successful than nonviolence. When 
citizens oppose government they rarely possess an equal means for 
violence. Even when they do, then the result, which we’ve seen around the 
globe, is a sustained civil war in which many people are killed and entire 
civilizations threatened or destroyed. On the other hand, when the 
government is perceived to be using disproportionate force against its own 
citizens, this invariably leads to massive public reaction against the 
government. The great nonviolent leaders of the last century, Gandhi and 
Martin Luther King, showed the power of meeting violence with 
nonviolence.” 

 “So you won’t fight back, even if the government attacks you?” 
Karin asked, her eyes wide with interest. She seemed moved by 
Wellspring’s arguments; they must have reminded her of Derek Stewart’s. 

“To respond with violence on our part would be to declare war, 
Karin. We could not win such a war and if we did the cost would probably 
outweigh the victory. Taking the lives of others, even our enemies, turns a 
victory into a transgression. Our greatest weapon is public opinion. We 
hope that the picture of a powerful government attacking peaceful 
protesters who are standing up for their legitimate rights will result in a 
national backlash against the president. Fremont Ferris is still an elected 
president, and in the long run, he must answer to public opinion.” 

“What if the pubic never hears about your protest?” Toby asked. 
He’d lost some of his energy, but he hadn’t given up. “Ferris controls most 
of the press.” 

“Then we will enlist the help of talented writers, such as Luke, to 
tell our story to the American public. Out country’s press is wounded, but 
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it is not dead. The narrative about what we are doing is as important as the 
actions themselves.” Wellspring stood up. “It is time to go visit Ron.” She 
looked over at me.  “Luke, I have used your name in discussing our 
strategy. Are you willing to help us?”  

“Absolutely,” I answered. Wellspring’s arguments had convinced 
me. In fact, they had reminded me of the power of nonviolent resistance as 
Derek had preached it both here and in Africa. “But first I have to find out 
the truth about the Galaxy nightclub attack,” I said. “If the truth is what I 
think it is, then that, in itself, may be enough to bring down the Ferris 
presidency.” 
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Chapter 17 
 
Seventy-four year old Troy Raynham sat in the Senate gallery, 

watching as Jack Williamson, the senior senator from Oregon made his 
way toward the podium. Senator Williamson was only in his mid forties, 
but he had aged more than could be accounted for by years alone since the 
day Troy had first joined his staff.  Troy himself no longer looked the part 
of the aging hippie that he had back then. His ponytail and beard had both 
been shorn, and he now dressed in a dark suit and tie, attire more 
appropriate for his position as a member of the senator’s staff than as the 
leader of a protest movement, as he had been in the past. It was at one of 
those protest rallies that Troy had first heard the young Senator 
Williamson speak, denouncing Ferris’ misguided Middle Eastern policy, 
which stoked the fires of continuing war between Islamic countries, selling 
arms to all sides. When Derek Stewart had left for Africa, to continue his 
campaign for nonviolence on the soil of his ancestors, Troy had remained 
behind, determined to carry on the fight at home by supporting Senator 
Williamson. That had been three years ago. Both Troy and the senator 
were still pursuing their mission just as vigorously as they had back then. 

Senator Williamson was a senator from Oregon, where the 
substantial number of citizens who had joined the Eco-Pacifist movement 
supported him and where the movement to establish Cascadia was popular 
among many of his constituents. His typical senate speech, when he gave 
one, was in favor of honoring the centuries-old treaties with the Western 
U.S. Native American Tribes, which gave them title to the lands of 
Cascadia. He had more support from his constituents back home than he 
did from his colleagues in the senate.  

Senator Williamson took his place behind the podium. He had 
sandy brown hair, containing only traces of gray, a remnant of freckles on 
his tanned and now lined face, and a well-built physique, both of the latter 
reflecting his penchant for the outdoors. He held his head high and spoke 
without notes. Today he didn’t need copies of treaties from the 1800’s to 
wave as evidence in front of his colleagues and the press, as he usually did. 
Today he was attacking the latest Executive Order of President Ferris, 
restricting all immigration from both South of the U.S. border and from 
the Middle East, Africa and Asia. This time, the order was not just for a halt 
to allow time to shore up the procedures for weeding out potential 
terrorists from those who wanted to immigrate to the U.S., it was for an 
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indefinite cessation of all immigration from certain regions of the world. In 
Senator Williamson’s mind, the order far exceeded the privileges and 
authority of the president. 

Senator Williamson cleared his throat. He glanced up at the 
gallery where several of his staff, including Troy Raynham, watched him 
eagerly. “I’m here today for a single reason,” Senator Williamson began. 
“That reason is to assert the right of our body, the United States Senate, to 
determine our country’s immigration policy.” He gazed out at his audience 
of fellow senators. Most of them were reading, scanning their cell phones, 
or talking, but a few were listening attentively. Most of those who were 
listening had scowls on their faces.  

“The president has the power to make alterations in terms of who 
is allowed to enter our country, based upon temporary security reasons. 
We are familiar with the present administration doing so on repeated 
occasions, always directed at either Muslim countries or our neighbors to 
the south. But the president’s powers do not extend to determining long-
term immigration policy. That is the purview of this body, the United 
States Senate. The most recent Executive Order, which places no time 
limits on the restriction of immigration into the United States from nearly 
half the world—the non-white half, incidentally—is clearly a usurpation of 
the powers of congress. Whatever your feelings about immigration, the 
point I’m making is that for us to do our job, the job given to us by the 
constitution, we need to stand up to the president on this order and 
challenge it, even if that means taking the Executive Branch to court.” 
There were murmurs in the audience. More senators were now paying 
attention to their colleague’s words. Several of them were shaking their 
heads. From the floor came shouts of “no, no.” 

“I have approached the Justice Department with my objections to 
the president’s action,” the Oregon senator went on. “I and several of my 
colleagues are filing a lawsuit to block the president’s order.” 

Senate Majority Leader Frederick “Army” Armbruster, the 
ranking Republican senator from Alabama, stood up. He was a sixty-plus, 
long time senator with a shock of unruly white hair. He stood six feet three 
and had a booming voice. He was used to getting his way. He was also a 
close friend and long-time supporter of Fremont Ferris. “You can’t do 
that,” he shouted. “You have no authority to file a lawsuit against the 
president… especially not in our name. I demand that you retract your 
statement!” 
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“Yes I can, Senator,” Williamson answered. “Any sitting 
congressman can sue the president for violating the separation of powers 
enshrined in our constitution. That is what I am doing.” 

“Then you sir, should be censured,” Senator Armbruster shouted 
back. 

Maryland Republican Senator Jim Aguskie, the president pro 
tempore of the senate, banged his gavel. “Senator Armbruster, you may 
come forward to speak when Senator Williamson is finished. If you wish to 
make a motion of censure, you may do so now.” 

Armbruster sat back down. “Let him finish first,” the senator 
growled. 

“Just as important as the issue of separation of powers, which the 
present Executive Order violates…” Senator Williamson continued,  “… is 
the issue of the bigotry behind the order itself. President Ferris and his 
advisors, especially Mr. Banning, have made it clear that they want America 
to be a predominately white and Christian country. The president has 
given speeches—as have some members of this body—calling for an end to 
immigration of people who, in their words, ‘don’t represent traditional 
America.’ Since the words ‘Christian nation’ were inserted into our 
constitution, they can now claim that anyone who is not Christian does not 
represent what America is about. That leaves out Jews, Muslims, Sikhs, 
Hindus, Buddhists, Shintos and even atheists. People from all of these 
religions, as well as plenty of patriotic atheists, have made our country 
what it is today and given their lives in service to our nation. To seek to 
exclude them is a travesty. Just as bad, the president talks about ‘culture.’ 
He says that American culture was formed by Western Europeans and our 
cultural practices are part of what is meant by being American. People from 
South America, or Africa, or Vietnam or Iraq are seen as not subscribing to 
American culture. What the president means is they are not white.” 

“That’s outrageous!” Senator Armbruster shouted, standing up 
again, his face darkened in fury. He looked as if he might have a stroke on 
the spot. “I demand that Senator Williamson be silenced. Even more, I 
demand that he apologize to the President of the United States, whom he 
has just insulted.” This time, there was a chorus of “hear, hear” from the 
senate floor.  

The president pro tempore banged his gavel. “You have gone too 
far, Senator Williamson. The senate deserves an apology. The President of 
the United States deserves an apology.” 
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Jack Williamson half-turned to the president pro tempore seated 
above and behind him. “I’m not through speaking Mr. President, and I 
have no intention of apologizing for stating the truth.” 

“Then you will be escorted from the senate,” the president pro 
tempore replied. “Sergeant at Arms, please escort the Senior Senator from 
Oregon to the door.” 

Senator Williamson stood motionless behind the podium. It was 
clear that he was not surprised by the reaction to his speech. He waited 
patiently while the elderly Sergeant at Arms, accompanied by two younger 
and burly assistants came to the podium and grasped him by the arms and 
began to lead him up the aisle. 

“This is totalitarianism.” Troy Raynham shouted from the gallery. 
“You’ve silenced free speech within your own body.” He was standing, 
pointing an accusing finger down at the senate floor. “You’ll all pay for this. 
Take your hands off the senator and let him speak!” 

The president pro tempore looked up at the old man in the gray 
suit yelling from the gallery. “I want that man arrested,” he said. “Now!” 

Two uniformed guards descended upon Troy. He knew better 
than to fight back, but years of protesting had taught him how to resist. As 
soon as the guards put their hands on him, he went limp, falling to the floor. 
The two men looked at each other, unsure what to do. 

“Carry him out of here,” the president pro tempore shouted from 
the senate floor. “And arrest him and have him taken to jail.” 

Here we go again, Troy Raynham thought to himself. He 
wondered what Karin, his daughter, would think when she heard about 
what had just happened. 
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Chapter 18 
 
Karin was worried about her father. Since his arrest in 

Washington DC, nothing had been heard from Troy Raynham, except that 
he had been imprisoned in a federal facility. Senator Williamson, for whom 
Troy worked, had made inquiries, demands and even public speeches 
protesting the incarceration of his trusted staff aide. The Justice 
Department claimed that secret communications between Troy and his 
daughter, Karin, “a wanted terrorist,” implicated him in anti-government 
plots and, for “security reasons,” his detention was extended indefinitely. 
Both Karin and I were aware of Troy’s age, and we found the prospect of 
him being subjected to FIIEB torture frightening. 

Wellspring Moon was directing construction of her growing city 
in the mountains, while at the same time she was planning her breakaway 
nation’s first major act of resistance. The Ferris administration had leased 
a large section of the national forest in southern Washington, stretching 
from the Columbia River northward to the slopes of Mount Adams, to a 
private company with the intention of logging its extensive stand of 
second-growth and not yet mature, Douglas Fir. The John Dray Company 
was planning to begin actual logging operations on the slopes of Mt. 
Adams by the first of July. Wellspring’s aim was to bring nearly half of her 
Snoqualmie Village citizens south to join the local Klickitat tribe, a group 
of Native Americans originally from the region surrounding Mount Adams, 
who were resisting the logging operation by asserting their claim to 
ownership of the southwestern slopes of the mountain as far south as the 
Columbia, an area they had once occupied but lost in a war with the United 
States government in 1855.  

Amidst all of this activity, Karin, Toby, and I were sitting in the 
warm afternoon sun on the front porch of the “hotel,” after lunch, having a 
postprandial discussion of how, if at all, we might help Karin’s father. 
Around us the asynchronous cacophony of hundreds of hammers, the 
throaty rake of countless saws across freshly hewn wood, and even the 
musical clanking of horse drawn wagons, signaled that the villagers had 
resumed work after their midday meal. Toby had just offered the 
suggestion that we should mount an operation to break Troy out of the 
federal prison where he was being held—a medium security facility in 
Cumberland, Maryland, 130 miles northwest of Washington, D.C. 
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“We’re two university professors and a writer,” I said to Troy. “I 
don’t know about you, but my experience springing people from jail is 
pretty limited.” I was learning that Toby was prone to suggesting 
harebrained schemes to assault the government, with no plan how either to 
be successful or to avoid capture afterward. His predictable answer was 
that it was the gesture of resistance that was important, not the success of 
the mission. 

Toby turned his chair to face mine. Our arguments over tactics 
were interminable, but neither of us could resist engaging in them. I was 
sure that they were an expression of our ongoing competition for Karin’s 
affection... something neither of us was prepared to lose.  

“There’s a ‘Free Troy’ movement beginning to build in many of 
the cities,” Toby answered me. “People know that the terrorism 
accusations against Troy are trumped up, and the government is using 
them as an excuse to keep him from voicing his opinions in public.” 

“And an effort by two alleged terrorists, such as you and Karin, to 
spring him from jail will prove the government’s point.” I answered. I 
looked over at Karin, hoping she’d agree with me. 

“Luke’s right,” Karin said, surprising me with her support, 
although she had been agreeing with me more and more lately, and it 
seemed to me she was slowly distancing herself from Toby’s war-like 
rhetoric. I saw, or perhaps I imagined, a glimmer of hope that I was 
winning her over to my side, although she and Toby were still sleeping 
together—a detail that I was determined to undermine at every opportunity. 
“I’m terribly worried about Troy being in prison, but I can’t convince 
myself that any of us can do anything about it. First, we’d have to leave this 
place and make our way across the country, while the Feebs and every 
police department are looking for us,” she said. “Second, we’d have to 
figure out how to break Troy out of a prison, which none of us knows how 
to do. If we want to help Troy, then our best bet is to try to get in touch 
with everyone in the Urban Resistance who is still out there and get them 
to join the ‘Free Troy’ movement. After that, we have to rely on Senator 
Williamson to use his influence.” 

Toby scowled at her and shook his head. It always irritated him 
when Karin agreed with me. “Even if we fail, it’s worth trying,” he insisted. 
“It will bring the resistance together again,” 

He might think it would bring the resistance together, but my 
immediate goal was to drive these two leaders of the resistance further 
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apart. “I’m worried about Troy as much as either of you,” I said. “I have a 
history with him, remember. But Karin is right. Let Troy’s supporters 
demonstrate, and we can hope that Senator Williamson can convince 
Ferris to let Troy go. In the meantime, Wellspring is planning to try to 
stop that logging operation south of us. I think we need to decide if there’s 
anything we can to do to help her.” 

As if on cue, Wellspring came out of the front door of the 
administration building and looked across her porch toward us. “Ron is 
being released from the hospital this afternoon. Can one of you go pick 
him up and bring him back here,” she asked. 

“I can go,” I volunteered. I looked over at Toby. “I’ll use the Jeep, 
if that’s OK.”  

He shrugged then nodded. 
“I’ll go with you,” Karin said. 
My glimmer of hope had just become a shaft of bright light. 
 

*** 
 
“Toby’s an asshole,” I said, by way of initiating a conversation 

between Karin and me as we drove along the narrow mountain road toward 
the county hospital in Snoqualmie. I was driving and she was sitting beside 
me in the front seat. I couldn’t help but sneak an admiring peek at her long 
legs next to me, bringing a rush of memories of our past relationship. Our 
trip to pick up Ron was one of the few times we’d been alone since arriving 
in Snoqualmie Village.  

“Toby’s a committed revolutionary,” Karin said. “He’s 
determined not to stand by while Fremont Ferris destroys the country.” 

“It seems to me that he doesn’t mind destroying the country 
himself, so long as it’s in the name of his pet theories. Blowing up the Port 
of Seattle was asinine.” 

She gazed out the window at the forest of tall trees passing by, 
their colors shifting kaleidoscopically from light to dark green and back 
again as the density of the forest changed. She seemed to be avoiding 
looking at me. Maybe I was coming on too strong in my criticism of Toby. 
After all, Karin had gone along with him in attacking the Port.  

“I was convinced of the need for a nonviolent approach when I 
was with Derek,” she said, without turning toward me, “but after returning 
to the United States and finding how far the country had progressed 



Casey Dorman 

 96 

toward totalitarianism, I started to question whether nonviolence was 
enough. Toby kept comparing Ferris to Hitler and how we couldn’t let the 
same thing happened in America as had happened in Germany. As I 
watched Ferris gain more and more power and no one stand up to him, I 
began to believe what Toby was saying. I’m afraid I lost the faith I should 
have had in nonviolence.” When she looked back at me, I thought I saw the 
beginning of tears in her eyes.  “I felt all alone, Luke, and Toby was so sure 
about what he believed in…” she took a deep breath, as though she were 
choking back a sob, “…I didn’t have anyone else’s voice to listen to. I felt 
as if I’d been abandoned and Toby was my lifeline.” 

I’d felt abandoned myself when she’d left Africa, but I’d never 
thought of Karin as losing her bearings the way she was describing herself. 
I hadn’t had a lifeline and I’d become adrift, so I knew exactly what she was 
talking about.  “We were both strongly influence by Derek,” I answered. I 
knew that I was avoiding taking responsibility for Karin’s feeling of 
abandonment, but my own feelings were still too raw for me to address hers 
adequately. “It’s hard to remain faithful to nonviolence when things just 
keep getting worse and there’s no inspirational leader like Derek to make 
us believe that saying no to violence is going to work,” I answered. 

“Maybe,” she said, swiping at her eyes. She straightened up and 
put a more resolute expression on her face. She wasn’t going to dig any 
deeper into our broken relationship than I was. “You don’t find 
Wellspring Moon inspirational?” she asked. 

I took advantage of the opportunity to smile one of my dazzling 
smiles while she still had her eyes on me. “I do,” I answered. “ In fact, 
being around her has reinvigorated my dedication to nonviolence. She is 
less gifted in her speeches than Derek, although she is charismatic, but, as 
we both know, Derek was otherworldly. His intelligence was superhuman. 
Wellspring is more ordinary, but she’s just as earnest as Derek was, and 
she’s thought out the implications of violence versus nonviolence probably 
as well as Derek has, at least on a philosophical level. Her aims, though, are 
narrower and more defined than his. She wants to gain freedom for 
Cascadia. Derek wanted to change a whole country’s consciousness, 
perhaps a whole world’s.” 

We were nearing the intersection with the freeway, which meant 
we were nearing town. I slowed the Jeep, hoping to continue our 
discussion. Karin didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps she, too, wanted to 
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prolong our conversation. “Wellspring talks about that too,” Karin said. 
“She wants Cascadia to be an example for the rest of the country.” 

“And it may become that,” I said, “but she’s fighting an uphill 
battle trying to make Cascadia an independent nation.” 

“You don’t agree with Toby that fighting the fight is just as 
important as winning the battle?” 

“I don’t agree with Toby’s ideas about how the fight should be 
fought,” I answered. “But Wellspring has convinced me that, even if Ferris 
comes down on her with full force, the courage of her nonviolent response 
may serve as a catalyst for further resistance. I hope it doesn’t come to that, 
but if it does, I hope she’s right.” 

We had crossed beneath the I-90 freeway and were now nearing 
the hospital. Because it was summer, the streets of the small town of 
Snoqualmie, lined with old-fashioned clothing and hardware stores, 
restaurants and coffee shops, were crowded with pickup trucks, campers 
and people walking, enjoying the summer mountain air. There were lots of 
families both in the cars and on the sidewalks. We pulled into the hospital 
and I parked the Jeep. 

Ron looked pretty well recovered, although he’d lost considerable 
weight and the hospital rules required that he leave the hospital in a 
wheelchair. He’d had a long recuperation because of the proximity of the 
bullet to his lungs, which had required a series of surgeries to remove the 
bullet and repair his shoulder and chest. I’d been to see him several times, 
probably more than anyone except Wellspring… and Tracy, whom I 
suspected was developing a crush on the handsome young Native 
American. I was surprised that Wellspring hadn’t asked Tracy to pick up 
Ron today, except that Karin and Toby and I had been the one’s sitting 
outside her building when she’d gotten the call from the hospital, and 
Tracy was busy working in the village clinic alongside Doctor 
Schneiderman.  

“Tracy’s not here?” Ron asked, confirming my opinion that the 
attraction I suspected she had for him was mutual. He was in the back seat 
of the Jeep and we were headed back to the village. In a bag next him was a 
pharmacy’s worth of medicines. He sat erect, with no sign of discomfort, 
although I had gotten to know him well enough that I knew he could 
maintain a stoic expression, even when he was in severe pain. 

“She’s doing full-time nursing duties in the village clinic,” I 
answered. “You’ll need to check in with her and Doctor Schneiderman 
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when we get back. I’m sure Tracy will want to keep a close watch on you 
until you’re completely healed.” 

I could see by his face in the mirror that I’d embarrassed him. “I’m 
pretty much healed already,” he said.  

“You’ll be surprised by how much has been built while you’ve 
been gone,” Karin told him. “The village is really starting to take shape.” 

“That’s great,” Ron answered. “But aren’t they getting ready to 
head south to try to stop that private logging operation? Wellspring told 
me what was going on.” 

“About half the people are planning to go south,” I answered. 
“The other half will keep working to get more houses finished before 
winter.” 

“What about the two of you?” he asked. “Are you joining the 
resistance against the logging operation? Or are you going back to the 
city? And what about Toby…and Tracy?” 

I suspected he was mostly worried about Tracy leaving. “I still 
have to find more witnesses to the Galaxy shooting,” I answered. “That 
means going to Arizona and talking to The Posse.” 

I could see the alarm on Ron’s face in the mirror. I remembered 
his hostile tirade against The Posse on the day that he got shot. “The 
Posse’s not an easy group to get close to. You’re just as likely to get shot as 
to have a conversation. Are you sure there are witnesses there?” 

“There are,” Karin joined in. “Toby was in contact with two more 
witnesses briefly. They wanted the protection of someone who was armed, 
and Toby has connections with The Posse so he got them to agree to take 
the two of them.” 

“Toby has connections with the Posse?” Ron asked, his surprise 
evident in his voice. I was equally surprised. Neither Karin nor Toby had 
ever mentioned any connection between Toby and The Posse. Thinking 
about it, though, it made some sense. The Posse was a right-wing group 
whose political philosophy was diametrically opposed to Toby’s far left 
ideas, but he and they had a lot in common with regard to tactics against 
the Ferris government.  

“You never told me that,” I said to Karin. “Can Toby arrange for 
me to talk to The Posse, and to talk to those two witnesses?” 

“I’m sure he can,” she said. “I hadn’t realized you were going to 
keep pursuing this thing about the Galaxy attack now that more witnesses 
have died.” 
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“I have to. The only witness I have so far is Tracy, and she didn’t 
see enough to make it clear what really happened. Exposing a false terror 
attack by the Ferris administration, if that’s what the Galaxy was, can be as 
powerful as any protest you or Wellspring are able to mount.” 

“So you haven’t given up on the American people voting Ferris 
out of office?” she asked. “You really think democracy is still working in 
this country?” 

“Not at the moment,” I answered. “But I don’t think it’s dead. 
Wellspring doesn’t either or she wouldn’t hope that the courts will support 
her bid to secede from the rest of the country. People can still vote a 
dictator out of office. They just need to be shown how much they’ve been 
deceived and, by examples like Cascadia and whatever story I can publish 
about the Galaxy attack, that standing up to Ferris makes a difference. If I 
can get the story out in time, Ferris’ bid for reelection will fail. We’ll be rid 
of him.” 

“You haven’t changed,” Karin said. “I thought you’d given up.” 
“Not yet,” I answered as we pulled into the village in front of the 

clinic. I was being honest, but I was still pleased that Karin recognized it. 
“I’m going to follow this Galaxy story to the bitter end.” 

“I’ll talk to Toby about introducing you to The Posse,” Karin said.  
“And I might go along with you to meet them,” Ron said. 
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Chapter 19 
 
Troy’s legs were beginning to ache. It was probably his tenth day 

of interrogation by the Feeb agents—he had lost count— and they had at 
least stopped beating him. Now he had to stand for two hours while he 
waited for the chief interrogator to enter the room. The chair in front him 
was seductively inviting, but he knew he had to resist his impulse to sit. 
The chair was for the man who would question him, and if he succumbed to 
his fatigue and sat, a mistake he had made in the past, he would be beaten 
and forced to stand even longer. 

The door opened and the tall, ascetic looking interrogator, 
dressed in a black suit and dark tie, entered the room and, without smiling, 
sat in the chair. He placed his hands primly in his lap and looked at Troy 
with a placid expression. “You are a stubborn man, Mr. Raynham. I’m 
getting tired of this. You must be too.” 

“I’m ready to stop if you are,” Troy said. Whatever information 
the Feebs thought he possessed—and he knew they thought he knew his 
daughter’s whereabouts—he didn’t possess at all. He had no clue where 
Karin was. But the man, who had never introduced himself, was right, he 
was stubborn and he wouldn’t have told them anything, even if he did 
know where she was. 

“Your daughter is an agitator, just like you are,” the Interrogator 
said, his voice showing that he really was as tired of the interrogation as 
Troy was. “She has committed traitorous and violent acts by blowing up 
the Port of Seattle. For the last time, please tell me where she is.” Although 
his wording was polite and his voice showed his fatigue, he retained the 
hard edge of someone who knew that all the power in the situation resided 
with him. 

“I can tell you this much,” Troy said, shifting from one foot to the 
other to relieve the cramps that had begun to settle into his toes. “If I knew 
where she was, I wouldn’t tell you, but I wouldn’t deny knowing where she 
was. I would admit that, but that’s all you’d get from me. The truth is, I 
don’t know where she is. I believe she’s in the Western United States, but I 
believe so for the same reason you do, which is that she was in Seattle when 
the Port was blown up. I read that in the papers. I know nothing that you 
don’t know and probably even less than you do.” 

The Chief Interrogator sighed, and then glanced at the closed 
door behind him. In the past, that meant he would summon the man who 
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administered the beatings. But instead of calling for the burly torturer to 
come into the room, he just shook his head. Then he stood. “I think our 
interrogation is over.” 

*** 
 
With the interrogation over, Troy was finally allowed to socialize 

with other prisoners, and on his third day after being allowed out of solitary, 
he discovered that he wasn’t the only senior citizen in the Cumberland 
Federal Correctional Facility. In fact, he wasn’t even the oldest. The 
facility was home to a mini-colony of senior citizens, mostly ex-politicians 
and white-collar criminals, the bulk of them placed behind bars by the 
Ferris administration, but some having been incarcerated since the 
previous administration or even before that. 

Drifting to the “seniors’ corner” in the cafeteria, Troy, always a 
gregarious sort, and usually looking for someone whose talents or 
connections might be of use to him, sat down opposite a skinny Black man, 
with salt and pepper hair, tied, with middling success, into dreadlocks, and 
who, despite looking to be the same age as Troy, was smoking a cigarette. 
There was something vaguely familiar about the man’s face. 

“It took you long enough to find your old friend, Carter James,” 
the man said, barely looking up from his coffee and cigarette, which 
burned in the tin ashtray next to it. 

“Holy shit,” Troy exclaimed. “Carter is that really you? Look up… 
let me see your face.” 

The old Black man raised his eyes and looked across the table at 
Troy, a big grin spread across his face, exposing two missing bottom teeth. 
“I saw on the TV that you were coming. I’ve been waiting for you to find 
me.” 

“I didn’t know you were here,” Troy answered, his surprise 
turning to joy as a smile spread across his own face. “Hell, I didn’t even 
know you were alive. Anyway, they had me in solitary and were 
interrogating me, so I couldn’t talk to anyone. How the hell are you?” 

“Alive and doing fine until Fremont Asshole Ferris started 
rounding up Urban Resisters a little over a month ago, after that attack by 
those two yo-yos from Seattle.” 

“You mean you’re still resisting?” Troy was almost speechless, 
although that probably would have been a characterological impossibility 
for him. “You never stopped after Vietnam?” 
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Carter stubbed out his cigarette and took a long swig from his 
coffee, then lit another cigarette. “Why would I stop? Things didn’t get 
better, they just got worse. I thought maybe Jimmy Carter would make a 
difference, then Bill Clinton, but nothing really changed. The Black 
people’s burden became heavier and the wars kept going on. Then that 
ignoramus Bush went after Saddam Hussein for no reason that I could ever 
figure out. Finally I thought we’d gotten somewhere when Barack Obama 
got elected, but, for all the high-minded talk, nothing changed. And now, 
we’re out of the frying pan and into the fire with Fremont Asshole Ferris. 
The man’s got the brain of a Neanderthal and the conscience of a Hitler.” 

“And I’ll bet you said so,” Troy said, grinning at his old friend 
from the Vietnam War years. “Did you carry a sign?” The two had done a 
lot of demonstrations together—and even more drugs—when they were 
both young. 

“One too many times, it appears,” Carter grinned back. “You’ve 
been pretty active yourself, buddy. I saw you with Derek Stewart when he 
was still here in America. And then you were some kind of employee of 
Jack Williamson, one of the few reasonable members of congress.” He 
looked around at the other old men sitting at the nearby tables, some of 
them talking to each other, but most of them sitting alone, staring 
dejectedly at the trays of food or cups of coffee in front of them. “And now 
we’re in the same boat. Together at last, eh?” 

“How long have you been here?” Troy asked. 
“45 days to be exact,” Carter said. “Two days after that stupid 

attack in Seattle.” 
Troy nudged the old man’s arm. “Those yo-yo’s, as you called 

them, who blew up the Port, included my daughter.” Troy said. “Don’t be 
too hard on them.” 

Carter’s eyes widened. “You’ve got a daughter? Wait a minute, 
the leaders of our movement who did that were Toby Davis and Karin 
Milne. You don’t mean Karin is your daughter?” 

Troy’s chest expanded with pride. “Damn straight. Karin Milne is 
my daughter. I didn’t find that out until we both got involved with Derek 
Stewart.” 

“You mean, you and Tracy Milne.... you had a kid?” 
“I didn’t know it until I met Karin. We retraced our connections 

back to Tracy.” 
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“Sounds as if she takes after her old man,” Carter said, grinning 
his gap-toothed grin. 

“She’s why they were interrogating me. The Feebs want to find 
her and they thought I knew where she is.” 

“Do you?”  
“No.” 
“So your interrogations are over?” 
Troy raised his hands in a gesture of openness. “I’m a free man.” 

He looked around the prison cafeteria. “Well, not so free, I guess. I’m still 
in prison.” 

“Shit man, they’re not going to let you out of here if Karin Milne 
is your daughter,” Carter said. Then his look became pensive. “Course 
they may not let me out of here, either.” 

Troy looked around. No one was paying attention to his and 
Carter’s conversation… not his fellow prisoners, not the guards. “I’m not 
waiting around for them to let me out,” he said. “Shit, I’ll probably die in 
here if I wait for that.” 

Carter lowered his eyelids and looked at Troy quizzically. “You’ve 
got a plan to get out of here?”  

Troy stared across the table at his old friend. “I do, but two would 
make it work even better.” 

 
*** 

 
The medical facilities at Cumberland Correctional Institution 

were as good as at any VA. The main consumers of their services were the 
geriatric prisoners, who had ailments ranging from prostrate enlargement 
to terminal cancer. If you were over 70, it didn’t take many symptoms to 
get admitted to the medical unit, at least for the time it took to run tests 
and determine if you were really ill or just suffering from the ordinary 
effects of having lived past one’s prime. Neither Troy Raynham nor Carter 
James felt past their primes, but they still got themselves admitted, on the 
same day, for similar complaints of dizziness and numbness in their 
extremities. They were placed side by side in beds on the unit. 

A unique feature of the Cumberland medical unit was that 
residents from the University of Maryland School of Medicine rotated into 
the unit at all hours of the day, including the middle of the night. The 
residents provided the bulk of patient care and were on 12 hour rotations, 
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but they often stayed late to complete a procedure, necessitating someone 
else delaying his or her arrival, making schedules into the facility, and entry 
by physicians, extremely irregular. Even the senior medical staff, which 
supervised the residents, fell prey to this erratic schedule. Fortunately, the 
federal government compensated them lavishly, so the seasoned 
supervising physicians, some of them retired from active medical practice, 
never complained.  

Doctors Levi Abrahamson and Ben Fountain were, respectively, a 
white Jewish general practitioner, and an African American internist, who 
both had retired and offered services supervising residents at Cumberland 
in order to supplement their retirement incomes, both of them doing so in 
order to fund the extravagant lifestyles each of them had cultivated over the 
years and refused to give up now that their incomes were curtailed. They 
both had token clinical appointments at the medical school, which allowed 
them to function as supervisors in a job that no younger clinical professor 
chose to take. To Troy and Carter, the two doctors looked enough like 
them to be prime targets for identity theft, at least the kind that would get 
them through the somewhat lax medical staff checkout procedures at 
Cumberland. Both Troy and Carter assumed that the young, white security 
guards who ran the medical checkout station thought that all old people 
and for sure, all old Black people, looked alike.  

Troy was a nonviolent person by nature and, ever since meeting 
Derek Stewart, also by philosophy, but desperate circumstances required 
desperate measures. When he and Carter James both adamantly requested 
second opinions on their diagnoses—diagnoses which, in both cases, were 
that their illnesses must be psychosomatic, since all of their tests were 
normal—the residents treating the two of them threw up their hands in 
frustration and called in Doctors Abrahamson and Fountain, both of whom 
were on duty at the ungodly hour of midnight. 

Troy and Carter may have been nonviolent, but they were in much 
better physical condition than their two doctors, who were, in fact, a 
testament to the debilitating effects of affluence on physical vitality. Both 
former war protesters easily overpowered their attending physicians and, 
after exchanging their hospital gowns for the white smocks of doctors, put 
the unconscious medical practitioners in a closet, then proceeded to the 
checkout station. 

Being ignorant of even the most rudimentary medical jargon, Troy 
and Carter opted for joking about golf as a suitable imitation of medical 
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practitioner behavior, and were ushered through the checkout station 
without incident.  Once outside the correctional facility, they used the car 
keys they had taken from Doctor Abrahamson and each of them settled 
himself into the comfortable leather upholstery of the late model Mercedes 
Benz and drove away from the Cumberland Federal Correctional 
Institution in the dark and quiet hours of the early morning. 
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Chapter 20 
 
Stevenson was a busy little town on the Washington State side of 

the Columbia River. Its busyness was related to its proximity to both the 
picturesque Columbia River Gorge, with its steep cliffs and soaring hills 
looking down on the wide river running between them, and the extensive 
wilderness of the Gifford Pinchot National Forest, running north to Mount 
Adams, the second highest peak in the state. This July, Stevenson was 
busier than usual. The storage yard flanking the port was crowded with 
heavy duty logging equipment, assembled by the John Dray Company 
before moving it onto the National Forest land, which had recently been 
leased to the company. Tourists and newly arrived workers for the logging 
company competed for the limited number of hotel rooms in the small 
town. The advent of new logging operations in the National Forest 
promised to be a boon to the town’s economy.  

 Wellspring Moon and her followers arrived at Trout Lake, on the 
edge of the southernmost reaches of the Gifford Pinchot National Forest, 
after having traveled in eight separate caravans along the main highways 
east of the Cascade Range until they reached their destination. Karin, 
Toby, Tracy and I took a more circuitous, and I must say, tedious route, 
following various rural two-lane county roads as we skirted the foothills of 
the mountain range, but stayed away from main highways in an effort to 
avoid being discovered by the Feebs, whom we assumed were still looking 
for us. Ron accompanied us, because he knew the route, and, I was pretty 
sure, because he wanted to spend more time with Tracy. 

Trout Lake was between the Yakima Indian Reservation and the 
National Forest. Surrounding the lake was an extensive campground, 
which would serve as the base of operations for Wellspring’s protest. The 
John Dray Company was moving its heavy equipment into the forest from 
Stevenson on Tuesday, and the bulk of Wellspring’s people, about 1200 
of them, plus the four of us, along with another 200 members of the 
Klickitat tribe from the Yakima Reservation, had settled into a newly 
erected tent village on the shores of Trout Lake by Sunday night. That gave 
us one day to plan our first move. 

The loggers were planning to enter the forest from the south, 
using old logging roads, which had been maintained by the Forest Service 
during the years when the forest had been open for recreational use. The 
first areas to be logged, on which they would set up their cutting and 
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loading operations, were just northwest of our camp. On Tuesday morning, 
the yarders, skidders, loaders and other heavy equipment would begin 
their move up to the logging site, which was on the lower slopes of Mount 
Adams. Their plan was to move south as the summer progressed so that by 
fall, when the snow fell at the higher elevations, they would be at the lower 
elevations nearer the river. Wellspring’s plan was simple: to arrive on the 
narrow logging roads well before dawn on Tuesday and have them 
occupied by thousands of protesters, sitting on the road, when the loggers 
arrived with their equipment later in the morning. A steady stream of food 
and water would be supplied from our Trout Lake encampment, while 
Doctor Schneiderman and Tracy would set up an emergency medical field 
tent at the campground at Tire Junction near where the first encounter 
between the protesters and the loggers was expected to take place.  

At five a.m. just as the sun was rising and over a thousand 
Cascadians had taken their places on the dusty logging road leading to the 
John Dray Company’s logging site on the mountain side, a string of forty 
law enforcement vehicles, including several armored Humvees and a dozen 
transport vans for hauling prisoners, lights flashing, came winding up the 
narrow dirt road until they stopped fifteen yards in front of the first line of 
sitting protesters. A state police captain stood on top of the leading cruiser 
and spoke through his bullhorn, announcing a time limit of five minutes for 
the protesters to move before his approximately 150 state troopers, county 
sheriffs and municipal police from a half dozen surrounding towns began 
arresting them. Wellspring Moon stepped forward, her own bullhorn in 
hand. She had not expected to see law enforcement instead of logging 
equipment, but she appeared unfazed as she raised the bullhorn to her lips. 

“You are trespassing on the sovereign territory of the nation of 
Cascadia,” Wellspring announced. “You are hereby ordered to remove 
yourselves or we will take you to court for violating our laws forbidding 
possession of weapons on Cascadian soil.” She held up a sheaf of papers. 
“This is Cascadia’s constitution, which gives us complete authority over 
these lands, which have historically belonged to the Klickitat tribe, a 
member tribe of our Nation.” 

The state police captain looked confused. He raised his bullhorn. 
“You don't have authority here, we do,” he said, although his tone was less 
certain than it had been before. 
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“Our constitution proves our authority over this land,” 
Wellspring replied through her own bullhorn. “Our claim will be backed 
up by the court. We order you off our land.”  

“Remove yourselves from the roadway,” the captain ordered, but 
his voice contained some doubt. 

“We will remain where we are,” Wellspring shouted through her 
bullhorn. “If you want to move us, you must arrest us.” 

The captain looked past her at the sea of protesters seated on the 
roadway. Then he looked around, as if he might be contemplating retreat. 
The long line of militaristic vehicles and police cruisers behind him, the 
latter with red and blue lights flashing, and scores of police officers and 
deputies, most of them dressed in riot gear, standing at attention, many 
with weapons at the ready, seemed to bolster his confidence. “Your time is 
up,” he announced, turning back to Wellspring and her group. “Begin the 
arrests.” 

Karin and Toby and Tracy and I were near the back of the lines of 
sitting protesters and we watched with amazement as the law enforcement 
officers began wading through the protesters, dragging them, as they went 
limp, back toward the waiting vehicles. Although none of the protesters 
actively resisted, that didn’t stop some officers from using their batons 
when the passivity of the protester made it difficult to transport him or her. 
I felt myself cringe every time I watched one of the police batons slam into 
one of the protester’s bodies. Tracy had her hands to her face, her 
expression one of horror. Karin watched stoically. She’d seen it all before 
when she was with Derek. 

Numbers prevailed; when the police vans were filled, less than a 
fifth of the protesters had been removed. Wellspring had been right that 
there was not only strength, but also strategic advantage in numbers. It 
would take hours for the vans to make the round trip back to Stevenson or 
one of the other towns where jail facilities were located. Meanwhile, 
replacements were arriving from the Yakima Reservation, where the 
Klickitat’s were recruiting even more protesters. There was no way that 
any logging equipment would reach its destination by the end of the day. 
And once the jails filled up, the police would have another problem to deal 
with: where would they house further prisoners? The situation was about 
to become a standoff, which was exactly what Wellspring had hoped for. 
The resolution would need to come from the courts. 
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“I’m impressed,” I told Wellspring, as we sat next to the road, 
eating sandwiches and sipping water, while a skeleton presence of police 
cruisers and Humvees could be seen further down the road, waiting for the 
transport vans to return. “Strength in numbers works. But do you really 
think you’ll win in court?” 

“Because the National Forest is federal land, our cases will go 
before a federal judge,” she answered. “That’s going to be Judge Morell in 
Vancouver. He was appointed by Barack Obama and he’s sympathetic to 
the Cascadia movement. I doubt if he’ll actually rule in our favor, but he 
may issue a restraining order on the logging operation until jurisdiction 
over the land can be established by a full court hearing. That will stop 
things for awhile, and if the government appeals his ruling, it may go to the 
ninth circuit court, where we also have a chance.” 

“You’ve thought this out,” Karin said. I could tell that she was as 
impressed as I was. We’d both underestimated Wellspring Moon, but not 
as much as the government had. Toby was being quiet. He had argued for 
sabotaging the heavy logging equipment while it stood in the yard in 
Stevenson, waiting to be moved into the forest. Wellspring had nixed the 
idea, pointing out that the only felony she and her supporters could be 
arrested for and hope to make their argument about jurisdiction over the 
National Forest land, was trespassing, not something like vandalism or 
destruction of property. It looked to all of us as if her strategy had worked, 
at least so far. What the courts would decide was anyone’s guess. 

I looked around at Karin and Toby and Tracy. “I don’t think we’re 
needed here,” I said. “Not even Tracy, since they took all the injured 
protesters away. How about we head for Flagstaff and The Posse? Can 
Doctor Schneiderman man the medical tent without Tracy?” 

“That’s no problem,” Wellspring answered. “We have plenty of 
trained volunteers to assist the doctor. But we also need you to write 
something about what we’re doing, Luke, especially after we go to court.” 
Wellspring said. “Interviewing your witnesses has to take precedence, 
though. Our court case will drag out for awhile.” 

“I’ll be back,” I said. “I just can’t let this Galaxy thing go. It’s too 
outrageous. I don’t believe Ferris can survive if I can prove he engineered 
killing almost 50 Americans.” 

“You still need a guide,” Ron said. He’d been sticking close to us 
since returning from the hospital. Wellspring had OK’d his accompanying 
us, partly because she knew that he had grown up near that area and it was 
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the home of his Navajo Tribe. She also knew that Ron and Tracy were 
becoming a couple, and, since Tracy was going with us, she did Ron a favor 
by letting him go too. “I want to see how my fellow Navajos are doing 
under The Posse,” Ron added. “I suspect it’s not very well. They may need 
some help.” 

Wellspring’s face showed her concern. “Don’t abandon our 
nonviolent philosophy,” she said to Ron. “Seeing those you care about 
being hurt by people with guns can be hard to tolerate, but you can’t forget 
the principles of Satyagraha.” 

Ron nodded solemnly. “It is those principles which keep me 
centered.” 

“OK,” I said, standing up. “The Jeep’s up the road and we’re all 
packed. Shall we go?” 

We all looked at each other. No one moved. Then Wellspring 
came over and gave Tracy and Karin hugs. “Go in peace,” she said, turning 
to hug Toby, Ron and Me.  
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Chapter 21 
 
Sitting around the long mahogany table in the White House’s 

Roosevelt Room, where President Ferris traditionally met larger 
gatherings of his staff, were Director of Homeland Security Joseph Dolan, 
Attorney General Jonathan Hastings, FIIEB Director General William T. 
Sherman, Strategic Advisor Richard Banning, CIA Director Nathaniel 
Broadmoor, White House Chief of Staff Jervis Donovan, Special Religious 
Advisor Reverend Merrill Goodson, Senate Majority Leader Frederick 
“Army” Armbruster, Vice President Daryl Rogers, and of course President 
Fremont F. Ferris. 

“Damn those judges,” the president began. His face was flushed 
with anger. He stared across the table at Jonathan Hastings, the Attorney 
General. “I thought we wrote that immigration ban in such a way that it 
couldn’t be blocked in court. What happened Jonathan?” 

Hastings took a deep breath. “I was pretty sure this version of the 
bill would pass, sir. That judge in Hawaii blindsided us.” He looked away 
as soon as he’d answered. 

“Blindsided?” Ferris asked, leaning across the table toward 
Hastings. “We’re not supposed to be blindsided, Jonathan. You told me 
that our Executive Order was foolproof this time.” He glared at everyone 
around the table. “You all did. What kind of help am I getting when this 
happens every time we try to put an order in place?”  The president reacted 
with rage every time anyone stopped him from getting what he wanted. 

“Some of us got greedy,” Jervis Donovan said, speaking in calm, 
even tones, while glancing pointedly at Richard Banning and Reverend 
Goodson. “As long as we limited our ban to Middle Eastern countries we 
could justify it as a necessary response to threats of terrorism. We might 
even have gotten away with including Africa, or at least parts of Africa 
where al Qaeda and ISIS affiliated groups like al Shabaab or Boko Haram 
are operating. But adding South American, Asian, and friendly African 
countries to the list makes it look like it's directed at anyone who’s 
nonwhite. That’s why the federal judge in Hawaii issued the restraining 
order. Everyone in Hawaii is extra sensitive about racial issues.” 

“I has nothing to do with race,” Reverend Goodson answered, 
staring back at Donovan with a peeved expression. “Most of the countries 
that are banned aren’t Christian. They don’t share our values or our 
culture.” 
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“Mexico? Guatemala, Colombia, Venezuela? They’re Catholic, 
Merrill,” Donovan answered, his exasperation getting the better of him. 
“Catholics are Christians, in case you hadn’t heard. Besides, we lost in 
court once before when we tried to keep people out because of their 
religion… or have you forgotten?” 

“He’s right, Goodie,” President Ferris said, his tone softening. 
The president gave Reverend Goodson more leeway than he gave others. 
He regarded the minister as well-meaning, even if his policy 
recommendations weren’t always well informed. “Much as we need one, 
we can’t get away with a religious ban, not yet, anyway.” 

“It’s not really religious, Mr. President,” Richard Banning spoke 
up. He was as responsible as Reverend Goodson for the widening of the 
immigration ban from its original focus on the Middle East. Everyone 
turned his eyes on him. Banning’s influence on the president was strong, 
and it seemed to some, macabre, in a Svengali-like way. It rivaled that of 
either of Ferris’ two oldest friends, Jervis Donovan or Frederick 
Armbruster, or even Reverend Goodson. “The crucial thing to remember, 
Mr. President, is that non-whites, particularly from Central and South 
America have twice the birth rate of our native population. Just in terms of 
sheer numbers, they’re threatening our culture. We have to preserve 
what’s truly American and the only way we can do that is by keeping people 
like that out.” 

Ferris nodded thoughtfully. “You’re goddamned right about that, 
Richard. Those damn Mexicans have ten kids each. And none of them 
learns to speak American.” 

“What about the Asians?” Donovan asked. “They have a lower 
birthrate than even whites. We’ve excluded them too.” 

“Take a look at our colleges, at our high tech companies,” 
Banning answered, although he was gazing at the president as he talked 
“Some universities, even our public ones, are more than 50% Asians; more 
than half the new doctors are Asians, and try to find a tech startup in 
Silicon Valley that isn’t run by either a Chinese or an Indian. Whites are 
getting pushed out by the Asians…in our own country! And once they’re 
here, they bring their in-laws and their grandparents over.  White 
Americans—those whose families have been here for generations—see all 
these dark-skinned people getting preference over them and they resent 
it… as well they should. They blame us. Real Americans don’t control 
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anything in this country anymore, and we’re the ones who are letting that 
happen.” 

“Well the courts aren’t going to let us make rules based on race or 
religion,” Donovan said. 

“I’m afraid I have to agree with Jervis, sir,” Attorney General 
Hastings said, after having sat silent during the preceding discussion. He 
looked sheepishly toward Banning. He was taking a risk by challenging the 
Strategic Advisor, whose ire could be savage.  “We made the order too 
broad. It’s going to end up in the Supreme Court, and right now the 
Supreme Court tends to uphold most of the lower court decisions.” 

Ferris looked around the table, then fixed his gaze on Jervis 
Donovan, the member of the group with the most legal background, even 
more than the Attorney General. “How are we supposed to implement a 
policy to make our country great again with a bunch of bleeding heart 
liberal judges left over from past administrations blocking everything we 
do?” 

“There’s not really much we can do about them,” Donovan 
answered. “The judicial system is independent of the executive branch by 
design.” 

“That’s a pretty stupid design, if you ask me,” Ferris said. 
“Whose idea was that?” 

“It’s in the constitution, sir,” Donovan answered, trying his best 
to conceal his incredulity at the president’s naiveté. Ferris had been 
president for almost four years, but he still had only a dim understanding of 
issues such as separation of powers. 

“We need one more conservative judge.” Ferris said, a glum 
expression on his face.  “That damn Justice Oreal blocks everything we try 
to do.” 

“He’s Hispanic,” Banning said. “He’s not going to vote to keep 
people out of the country who are just like him. His own ancestors were 
probably undocumented.” 

“His ancestors were here before any of ours,” Donovan answered. 
“They were in Texas when it still belonged to Mexico.” 

“He’s pretty old,” the President said, a look of irritation directed 
toward his squabbling advisors. He turned toward Nathaniel Broadmoor, 
the CIA Director. “A man that old can’t live forever, can he, Nate?” He had 
a cagey smile on his face. 
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“Nobody lives forever,” the diminutive, barrel chested 
Broadmoor replied. His eyes took on a gleeful glint whenever the subject 
of death was brought up. “Sometimes a death proves strategically 
fortunate.” 

Those sitting around the table looked at one another. Attorney 
General Hastings, Reverend Goodson, Vice President Rogers, and Senator 
Armbruster shared looks of apprehension. General Sherman looked down 
at the table in front of him. Donovan kept his eyes on the president to see 
where he was going with the idea. Banning’s eyes had lit up. He smiled at 
Broadmoor, then at the president. “That’s an interesting turn of phrase, 
Nathaniel,” he said. “It would certainly be ‘strategically fortunate’ if we 
had a more friendly justice on the Supreme Court bench.”   

 “And I’ll leave it up to you and Nathaniel and General Sherman to 
make sure that strategy comes to fruition,” President Ferris said to 
Banning. Any actual planning or even mention of assassinating a sitting 
Supreme Court Justice would take place without direct involvement of the 
president. That was how things were done in the Ferris administration. 
The unmentionable wasn’t mentioned, but that didn’t mean it didn’t 
happen. “The meeting is over,” the president said. He remained sitting 
while the others stood and got ready to leave. “Jervis, Richard, and General 
Sherman, I’d like you to stay for a minute,” he said. 

The three men sat back down as the others filed out of the room. 
When everyone else had left, Ferris focused his gaze on General Sherman. 
“What’s the status of your mission with that reporter, Evangelista, and the 
Urban Resistance leaders, General?” 

“It’s ongoing sir,” General Sherman answered. He avoided 
looking the president directly in the eyes. 

“Ongoing?” Ferris asked, a puzzled expression on his face. “I 
thought it would be over by now. Is there a problem, General?” 

“No problem, sir,” Sherman replied, looking over at Richard 
Banning, whom he knew would seize upon any indication that the 
assassination attempt in the mountains of Washington was a failure. 
Banning had urged a more direct assault on the Eco-Pacifists from the 
beginning. An all-out war of some sort always seemed to be on his agenda. 
“There are still more witnesses, but our asset is still in place. He will take 
care of them… and Evangelista.” 

“You’re sure your man can handle that?” Ferris asked.  
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Sherman nodded. He knew they both were talking about the 
skilled assassin who was concealed among the Cascadians. “Yes, Mr. 
President. He eliminated the two witnesses who were with the Eco-
Pacifists, he’ll do the same for the others.” 

“Then have him proceed as expeditiously as possible, General. 
We don’t want any loose ends, especially if we’re going to be uh… dealing 
with the Supreme Court very soon.” Ferris looked over at Banning and 
Donovan. Both nodded back at him. Everyone’s meaning was understood. 
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Chapter 22 
 
“Troy really is something,” Karin said, as we wound south along a 

narrow country road on the Eastern side of the Cascades in Oregon. “How 
he escaped from a federal prison is a mystery, but sure enough, he did it. 
Now he’s on the run, just like we are.” I could hear the pride in her voice. 
Her father’s anti-authority actions, which had, at one time, horrified her, 
had, since the two of them had become close, become a symbol of their 
shared philosophy. She, Toby, Tracy, Ron, and I were in Toby’s Jeep SUV, 
keeping as much off the main highways as possible, aware that at least three 
of us were wanted by the Feebs, just as Karin’s father, Troy, now was.  

“I’m not surprised,” I said. Troy’s escape sounded to me like 
vintage Troy Raynham, reminiscent of his younger years fleeing from the 
government in order to avoid the draft. “Good thing we didn’t drive all the 
way across country to try to break him out of prison ourselves.” I’d snuck 
in the opportunity to make another point against Toby, who had urged us 
try to spring Troy from federal prison. In my mind, Troy’s and my 
competition for Karin was a zero-sum game: if he lost, I won. 

“I think we should find a less traveled road than this one,” Toby 
said, ignoring my comment. “The Feebs may have a description of this 
Jeep by now, and we’re pretty out in the open here, even if it’s not a major 
highway.” 

“How about if we travel on reservation land?” Karin asked. 
“Probably most of the Native Americans around here know who 
Wellspring is and what’s going on in Cascadia right now. They’re not 
likely to turn us in.” She turned and looked inquiringly at Ron. 

“You’re probably right,” Ron said. “I don't know anyone on any 
of the reservations around here, but they’ll all know Wellspring.”  

We were near the Umatilla Reservation, having left the country 
road to travel along highway 84, and we turned off at the first sign 
indicating a side road that would take us to the reservation. We’d soon be 
in Idaho and from there, the Shoshone Reservation stretched to the border 
with Utah. When we saw signs indicating we were on reservation land, it 
was hard to see any difference, except that when we came across a house, 
which wasn’t often, it was usually either an old trailer or a shack. It was 
obvious that most of those who lived on the reservations were incredibly 
poor. Occasionally we passed a spruced up ranch home with a garage and 
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green lawn in front and a barn and corral behind the house—an island of 
affluence in a sea of poverty. 

We made it through the Umatilla Reservation uneventfully then 
crossed the border into Idaho. Once we were on the sprawling Shoshone 
Reservation we all realized we were famished. We pulled into a diner that 
offered buffalo burgers, which Ron remembered eating as a child and 
which he swore tasted better than anything any of us had ever eaten. 
“You’re not a vegetarian?” I asked him, remembering that Wellspring had 
told us that many of the Cascadians were vegans or vegetarians.  

“He eats meat nearly every day,” Tracy volunteered, giving Ron 
an embarrassed smile. 

“Mostly venison,” Ron said, a little defensively, but then he 
flashed a grin at Tracy.  “I don’t buy meat at the store, I hunt for my own.” 

“He does,” Tracy said, still smiling at him. “With a bow and arrow, 
no less. He’s got a whole set of scary-looking knives for cutting up the 
meat, and he gives out anything he doesn’t eat to his neighbors.” Her 
admiration for the young Native American was apparent in her voice. 

“Not since I got out of the hospital,” Ron said. “My shoulder is 
still too weak to pull a bow string. I’m dying for a buffalo burger.” 

We all piled out of the SUV and entered the diner. It was a classic 
diner, with a long counter in front of the kitchen and a string of booths 
next to a row of windows along the side of the building.  The waitress, who 
stood behind the counter, and the cook, who could be glimpsed behind the 
window to the kitchen, were both Native Americans. My hopes for at least a 
beer with lunch were dashed when I saw a sign that said “no alcohol 
allowed on premises.” Ron explained to me that a lot of establishments on 
reservations didn’t allow alcohol. I’d been able to buy gin and tonic water 
in Snoqualmie and had brought it back to the village, but I’d left it behind 
when we went south to the protest at Mount Adams. It had been a few days 
since I’d had any alcohol at all and I had a queasy feeling in my stomach 
signaling its absence, like a tiny carousel, just beginning to spin out of 
control. I tried to ignore it. 

We all opted for the buffalo burgers, which were served with fries. 
Before she left our table, the waitress took another long look at Ron, and 
seemed as if she were going to say something, but instead she just walked 
back to the kitchen.  

“She knows I’m not from around here.” Ron said, by way of 
explanation for the waitress staring at him. “I didn’t want to tell her we’re 
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from Cascadia yet, unless she begins to act as if she’s suspicious of us. I’d 
rather just keep a low profile.” 

I figured he knew how to handle other Indians better than the rest 
of us did. 

The buffalo burgers were everything Ron had promised and then 
some. The meat had been ground up, like hamburger, but it had a 
wonderful flavor, halfway between beef and venison, with just a touch of 
wild game taste. We were finishing off the burgers and fries and I was 
debating ordering pie, when a black SUV, unmistakably a FIIEB vehicle, 
flashed past on the two-lane highway in front of the diner. I peered out the 
window and saw that the vehicle had stopped about a half mile down the 
road, where it rendezvoused with another black SUV.  

“There’s two FIIEB cars down the road waiting for us,” I said to 
the group. 

“Why didn’t they stop here?” Tracy asked. 
“They don’t have jurisdiction on reservation land,” Ron answered. 
“So what are they waiting for?” Toby asked. 
“For us to leave. Then they’ll follow us until we leave the 

reservation,” Ron said. “Or maybe just until we’re not in sight of any 
businesses or houses,” he added ominously. 

“What do we do?” Tracy asked. 
Ron appeared to be thinking, and then he rose from his seat. 

“Wait a minute,” he said. “I’m gonna talk to these people.” In a few 
minutes he came back and sat down. “We’ll wait here,” he said. 

“Wait here for what?” Toby asked. I could see the worry on 
everyone’s faces. 

“Some Shoshones are coming. They’ll escort us out of here.” 
“But that’ll only get us to the border of the reservation,” I said. 
“We’ll switch cars with them and someone else will leave in our 

Jeep. Then we’ll come back and head south through the mountains in one 
of their cars.” 

“They’re willing to do that for us?” I asked. “How’d you arrange 
all that?” I was impressed with Ron’s ability to come up with a plan so 
quickly. 

“I told the waitress who we were. It turns out her brother’s the 
Chief. The cook is the assistant Chief. They both want their tribe to join 
Cascadia if we’re successful starting our own nation. The cook made a few 
phone calls.” 
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Tracy was sitting next to Ron and she gave him a hug. He smiled 
an embarrassed smile. 

In about ten minutes, three SUVs and four pickup trucks pulled 
up in front of the diner. The drivers of the SUVs got out and came in. The 
cook came out from the kitchen and greeted the men. “This is Tim 
Running Wolf, Willie Blake, and Donald Halfmoon,” the cook said to us. 
“This is Ron White and his friends from Cascadia,” he told the three men.  

“I’m parked next to your SUV,” Tim Running Wolf said. “Mine’s 
the Toyota 4Runner. She’s kind of old, but she runs well, and she’ll hold all 
of you. Put your gear in the 4Runner and you take it. When we get to the 
edge of the reservation, I’ll cross over in your car and you go back with the 
others in mine. I’ll lead the Feebs on a chase and you head back and then 
up into the mountains. You’ll be off the reservation and into Utah in about 
an hour. 

“You’ll get arrested,” I said. 
“For what? Driving someone else’s car?” Tim asked. “Besides, I 

may be able to circle back and get onto reservation land before they can 
catch up with me, especially if the rest of you all block the road when I 
leave.” 

“Let’s do it,” Ron said.  
I turned to the waitress, who had been hanging back during the 

discussion with the three men from her tribe. “How much for lunch?” I 
asked. She hadn’t given us a bill yet.  

“No charge,” she said. She wasn’t smiling, but she stared me 
straight in the eyes. I knew better than to argue. 

We all thanked the cook and waitress, and then we trooped 
outside. Crouching down so that the Feebs down the road wouldn’t see 
what we were doing, we took our gear from Toby’s car and put it in the 
4Runner. Tim Running Wolf started up the Jeep and drove onto the two-
lane road, and the other seven vehicles, including us in the 4Runner, 
followed, driving in a closely packed line behind the Jeep. A half-mile back, 
the two black FIIEB cars pulled onto the road and began following us.  

It took about twenty minutes to get to the border of the 
reservation. When we got there, Tim Running Wolf kept driving and the 
rest of the cars and trucks fanned out across the road. The Feebs would 
have to drive through the brush to follow Tim. The two Feeb cars stopped 
for a few seconds, trying to figure out what was happening, then they took 
off at full speed, dust spraying up behind them as they did an end run 
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around our line of vehicles and headed down the highway after the Jeep. 
Tim was already out of sight.  

The whole band of seven cars and trucks turned around and 
headed back toward the diner at high speed. When we reached the diner, 
Toby, who was still driving, waved out the window in gratitude and we kept 
on going as the others pulled into the diner’s parking lot. Ahead of us the 
mountains loomed into the sky. We were all crossing our fingers that Tim 
made it and that the Feebs wouldn’t be back looking for us until we were 
safely miles away. 
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Chapter 23 
 
“Jesus Fucking Christ,” Carter James said, lighting up a cigarette 

as he leaned back against the tan leather upholstery of Dr. Levi 
Abrahamson’s Mercedes Benz. “That was a piece of cake.” He opened the 
cover on the ashtray and found that it was stuffed with cigarette butts. He 
began to cackle. “I knew those two old farts were quacks,” he said. 

“Don’t get too self-congratulatory,” Troy said, driving the 
Mercedes down a side street in Berkeley Springs, the West Virginia town 
less than 50 miles from the Federal Prison in Cumberland, Maryland. The 
two fugitives figured that a residential neighborhood in a different city 
would be the last place the Feebs would look for them. “We’ve still got to 
figure out where we’re going to go. The whole countryside is going to be 
crawling with Feebs by morning.” 

“How about Senator Williamson? Can he hide us?” Carter asked. 
“That’ll be the first place they look for me.”  
“What about your daughter… Tracy’s girl?” 
“She’s wanted herself, and she’s somewhere out west, nowhere 

near here.” 
“Then let’s drive west,” Carter said. 
“I don’t even know where she is, remember? The longer we stay 

on the road and the longer we drive around in this doctor’s car, the more 
likely we are to get caught.”  

Carter looked glum. “What about Canada? It worked for both of 
us before. And Canadians hate Ferris almost as much as we do. They won’t 
send us back.” 

Troy pulled over to the curb and shut off the lights. He sat and 
thought. “It’ll take us a lot of hours to get to Canada and then we’ll have to 
go through a border stop. I’d love to go there, but I don’t think we can 
make it.” 

“Shit,” Carter swore. “What are we going to do?  I don’t want to 
go back to that prison. They’ll throw away the key for sure, this time.” 

“Try to think, Carter. You must know someone in the 
Washington area that can hide us out. Didn't you live there for a while?” 

“Quite awhile, but damn, everyone I know is either on a FIIEB 
wanted list, or the Feebs know that they know me. They’ll be searching 
their places first thing.” 
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“Think, Carter, think. There must be someone. Didn’t you go to 
school in Washington? Georgetown or something.” 

“Catholic University.” 
“You’re a Catholic?” 
“My parents were. What, you thought all Black folk were 

Baptists?” 
“As a matter of fact I did. But I thought you were an atheist.”  
“I am, but even an atheist needs to be educated.” 
“So do you know anyone from those college years who could help 

us? Someone you’ve kept in touch with or were close to back then? 
“Shit yes,” Carter said. “I should have thought of him.” He 

looked across at Troy, sitting in the darkness of the Mercedes’ front seat. 
“He’s helped me before, but never when I was an escaped prisoner on the 
run. Nobody knows that he and I know each other and he’s the last person 
anyone would suspect of breaking the law.” 

“So who is this guy?” Troy asked, looking over at his friend. 
“Eduardo Oreal,” Carter said softly. 
“The Supreme Court Justice?”  
“The same.” 
“How do you know him?” Troy asked. 
“I told you, we went to school together. Eduardo and I roomed 

together for three years. He’s helped me in the past… way, way in the past, 
but he always kept his name out of it. He didn’t want to jeopardize his 
career.” 

“He could sure fuck up his career if he gets caught helping you 
now,” Troy said. “Do you really think he’ll hide us?” 

“He won’t turn us in. I know that for sure. All we can do is ask 
him.” 

“You know where he lives?”  
“I have his address,” Carter answered, taking a worn scrap of 

paper from his wallet. 
“Ok,” Troy said, opening up the Mercedes’ navigation system. 

“Tell me the address and we’re off to the judge’s house.” 
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Chapter 24 

 
The forest on either side of the highway approaching Flagstaff 

reminded me a lot of Snoqualmie, except the Evergreens were shorter 
Ponderosa Pines, rather than the towering Douglas Firs of the Cascade 
Range. There were few cars on the highway, despite our proximity to the 
Grand Canyon, which remained one of the most popular tourist 
destinations in the country. But Flagstaff, the region’s largest city, was 
controlled by The Posse, the heavily armed right-wing militia, which was a 
one-time ally, but now a bitter opponent of the Ferris administration. 

Ahead of us a long metal gate blocked the road. Adjacent to the 
gate was a small wooden building, in front of which stood two men dressed 
in green and brown camouflage military gear, rifles held in their hands. 
The whole scene reminded me of something out of an old film about Nazi 
border crossings. Toby slowed the 4Runner. 

“What do we say?” Karin asked, her voice in a whisper, as if we 
were already in the presence of an enemy.  

“Heil Hitler?” I suggested. 
Karin frowned. 
“We’ll soon find out,” Toby said, pulling the SUV to a halt in 

front of the two guards. 
“This road is closed,” one of the military types said, slowly eyeing 

everyone in SUV. “You’ll have to turn around and go back.” 
“We’re here to see Barry Hurley,” Toby said. “We’re Toby Davis 

and Karin Milne from the Urban Resistance. Barry and I know each other.” 
Barry Hurley was notorious. He had come to national attention 

when the Bundy clan had driven government agents off federal land in 
southern Nevada nearly a decade ago—before Ferris’ election—when the 
government had tried to restrict their access to federally owned land to 
graze their cattle. Later, they had occupied National Forest land in Oregon. 
Eventually, the Bundys had lost their fight against the Forest Service, the 
State Police, and finally the FBI, but not before Hurley, who was a talk 
radio host at the time, had become a household name, preaching to the 
public about the encroachments of the federal government on the rights of 
individual citizens.   
 When Fremont Ferris had decided to run for election as president, 
Hurley, who had by then become a militant himself, had come out in 
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support of Ferris, who promised no federal restrictions on gun possession 
and that his government would turn over much of the federally owed land 
in the west to private ownership. After his election, Ferris had even invited 
Hurley and a few of his lieutenants to the White House in appreciation of 
their support.  

But Ferris and his advisors had underestimated Hurley’s and his 
followers’ desire for freedom from government rules and coercion. The 
troubles with The Posse began when the mega-mining and lumbering 
operations, to whom Ferris had sold the federal land, turned out to be just 
as adamant about keeping local ranchers off their property as the federal 
government had been during previous administrations. Then, as Ferris’ 
iron fisted approach to opposition to his government hardened, he had 
gone back on his word and severely restricted gun ownership, citing the 
need to keep weapons from terrorists’ hands, but aiming gun confiscation 
activities at domestic groups, including The Posse. Hurley’s group had 
refused to give up its guns and instead had taken over a whole region of 
Northern Arizona and turned it into a fortress, a fortress we were now 
seeking to enter. 

The guard stepped to the side without opening the gate and made 
a call on his cellphone. After a few moments of conversation with 
whomever was on the other end of his call, he walked back to our car. He 
looked inside, again studying each one of us. I could see his face clearly 
and he was no young recruit. He looked to be in his forties, with a stubble 
of beard and a deeply tanned face, which seemed to harbor a permanent 
scowl. “You can come through, but then park your car on the side of the 
road. An escort will be out to bring you into town,” he said.  

Toby heaved an irritated sigh. “Did you talk to Hurley? Does he 
know its me?” he asked, staring back at the guard. The second guard was 
swinging the gate open in front of us. 

“Just drive through and park on the side of the road,” the guard 
said, ignoring Toby’s question.  

We drove through the open gate and Toby pulled the SUV over to 
the side of the road and shut off the engine. 

“How well do you know Barry Hurley?” I asked Toby. It was clear 
that he thought his name should have gotten us better treatment than it did. 

“I met him once,” Toby said. “And I talked to him on the phone 
when we sent those other two Galaxy witnesses up here.” 
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“You never told me you’d actually met Hurley,” Karin said to 
Toby. 

“He contacted me once, when Ferris first started taking away 
guns. He wanted the Urban Resistance to join The Posse in refusing to 
give up our weapons. He actually came to Seattle to meet me.” 

“What did you tell him?” I asked. 
“That we didn’t have any weapons; that we had no intention of 

using weapons. We were just a protest group back then.” 
“That’s what you were when I joined you,” Karin said. I thought 

she sounded unhappy.  
“It always pays to look under the hood before buying something,” 

I said to Karin.  
“Thanks,” she answered, frowning at me again. 
“Helps to avoid buyer’s remorse,” I responded. 
Toby turned to me. “You can be a pain in the ass, you know that, 

Luke?” 
“Because I’m reminding Karin that you’re not what you seemed?” 
“Things have changed.” 
“So your Urban Resistance is becoming a militia?” Ron asked, 

interrupting our escalating banter. 
“We’ll see,” Toby answered. 
“I’m not joining up with The Posse,” Karin said. “They don’t 

stand for anything we believe in. You know that.” She was addressing Toby 
directly. 

“Except fighting Fremont Ferris,” Toby said, a note of defiance in 
his voice. 

Two jacked up pickup trucks were coming down the road toward 
us. We sat and watched as they pulled over to the other side of the road, 
then swung a U-turn with one truck pulling in ahead of us and one behind. 
The driver in the truck ahead of us stuck an arm out the window and 
signaled for us to follow him. Toby started up the 4Runner and as the truck 
ahead pulled onto the road, we followed. Behind us the second pickup fell 
in line. When I looked back I could see a driver and next to him another 
man with the barrel of a rifle sticking up beside him in the cab. 

“Nice friends you have, Toby,” I said. “These guys are either 
paranoid or they’re really into intimidation.” 

“They’re under siege up here,” Toby answered his anger at me 
still evident in his voice. “Ferris could launch a full scale attack at any time.” 
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“Why do you think he hasn’t?” I asked. 
Toby didn’t answer. Maybe he wasn’t going to speak to me 

anymore. I should be so blessed. 
“Publicity,” Karin said. “Ferris is a dictator, but he doesn’t want 

to appear as if he is one. Everyone in the country knows that he promised 
not to take The Posse’s guns away. A lot of people sympathize with them. 
The NRA went ballistic when Ferris signed the Executive Order making it 
illegal to own assault weapons or pistols. Then, of course, Homeland 
Security labeled the NRA a domestic terror organization and they lost their 
entire membership, but there’s still a lot of gun owners or at least former 
gun owners who think The Posse has a right to resist. Ferris doesn’t want 
to alienate all those people. He may need their votes someday.”  

 “You really think we’ll have another free election?” Toby asked. I 
guess he felt it was OK to have a conversation with Karin. 

“I do,” I answered, even though Toby had been ignoring me and 
addressing Karin. “Unless you and yahoos like The Posse actually start a 
revolution and Ferris declares martial law and suspends elections.” 

“You’re naïve,” Toby answered. 
I didn’t respond, but I glanced over at Karin to see if she had 

appreciated my defense of a nonviolent approach to Ferris’ 
authoritarianism. She was ignoring me.  

We were out of the dense forest and on either side of the road 
residences, small businesses and strip malls were starting to sprout up. A 
lot of them looked abandoned. “We’re headed for the town center,” Ron 
said. “Looks as if a lot of people have left town.” 

“This group may be into personal freedom in terms of gun 
ownership,” I said, “but judging by the armed guard they’ve given us, they 
don’t appear to be into many other human rights. I guess a lot of people 
don’t like living under military occupation.” 

“Not quite like Cascadia,” Ron said. He looked over at Tracy, who 
was staring out the window, wide-eyed. He took her hand and squeezed it. 
“Don’t worry. There are other witnesses here,” he told her. “Sounds as if 
they protect them.” 

“Or they’re keeping them prisoners,” I said. Next to me, Tracy 
stiffened. 

“Why would you say that?” Toby asked in irritation. 
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“Because they’re escorting us into town with guns and because, if 
I’m not mistaken, that’s the Sheriff’s Department Headquarters ahead of 
us.”  

I was right, and the pickup in front of us pulled up beside the 
modern stone building with the American flag and a second flag, which 
must have represented The Posse, in front of it. The second flag had two 
crossed rifles against a background of white stars on a dark blue field. It 
looked like a cross between the Stars and Stripes and the Confederate flag. 
Toby pulled in behind and the other pickup pulled in behind us. A group 
of four or five men in military dress, all carrying guns, marched out of the 
building and headed toward our car. 

“Welcome to National Socialist America,” I said. 
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Chapter 25 
 
 We were definitely in the lobby of a law enforcement building of 

some kind, one with walls that were lined with enough pro-gun posters to 
make it look as if we’d stepped into the NRA’s headquarters… before they 
were closed down. The five men who’d escorted us into the station hadn’t 
touched us, but their guns were pointed menacingly in our direction. The 
five were a mixture of young and old, all with the tanned, lined faces of 
outdoorsmen, or cowboys, and all with serious, unsmiling expressions on 
their faces, as if they’d all watched too many Clint Eastwood films.  

From a hallway leading away from the poster-bedecked lobby, a 
tall, slim man in jeans, cowboy boots and a blue workman’s shirt strode 
toward us. He had a sheriff’s badge pinned to his shirt.  When he stopped 
he stared at each one of us in turn, his eyes narrowed and his lips drawn 
into a frown. All he lacked was a thin cheroot hanging from his mouth.  

“Take the Indian to one of the holding cells,” he snapped at one 
of the military looking guards.  

“Wait a minute, Josey Wales,” I said, stepping forward. “We’re 
all one group. This man is one of us. He’s a representative from the Eco-
Pacifists in Cascadia.”  

He looked me up and down before answering. “The Eco-Pacifists 
are not our allies and we don’t recognize their claims to what they call 
Cascadia, which belongs to all Americans, not just to a bunch of savages. 
And knock off the Clint Eastwood shit or I’ll lock you up, too.”  

I hadn’t been aware that The Posse felt that way about Native 
Americans…or Cascadia… or Clint Eastwood. Maybe it was just this jerk of 
a sheriff. “We’re fugitives from the Ferris government and Ron White, the 
Indian as you call him, brought us here so we could talk to you people, 
especially a couple of people from Los Angeles you’ve got staying with you, 
who were witnesses to the Galaxy nightclub attack. You’ve got no reason 
to put Ron in jail, unless you’re just trying to show us that you have the 
power to do it.” 

“I might put you in jail, too wiseass.” the sheriff answered.  
“Good to know that you’re protecting justice, sheriff.” I said, still 

staring him down. 
“Whoa, hold off,” Toby said stepping up next to me and 

managing to cast me an irritated glance before he addressed the sheriff. 
“Nobody needs to put anyone in jail. Hurley visited me in Seattle and I 



2020 

 129 

treated him with respect. We expect the same treatment—for all of us.” 
 “And who are you?” the sheriff asked, looking Toby up and down.  

“I’m Toby Davis, this is Karin Milne. We’re the leaders of the 
Urban Resistance, the ones who bombed the Port of Seattle. These others 
are part of our party.” 

The sheriff’s frown lessened, but didn’t leave his face completely. 
He stepped forward and extended his hand to Toby. “Pleased to meet you 
Mr. Davis. Commander Hurley said to bring you to him.” He turned to 
Karin. “Also pleased to meet you Ms. Milne. We were impressed by what 
you did in Seattle. I’m Sheriff Lyle Woods.” 

Karin looked uncomfortable, but she shook the sheriff’s hand. 
“What about our friend, Ron White?” she asked. “He’s done nothing to 
warrant being put in jail.” 

“We’re a Caucasian organization, Ms. Milne. We don’t tolerate 
Indians, especially those from Cascadia, in our midst.” 

“I don’t plan to stay in your goddamn racist midst any longer than 
I have to,” Ron said. He was still standing in the lobby; both of his arms 
were being held by militiamen. 

“He came with us in order to escort us to you,” Karin said. 
“Please let him remain with us.” 

The sheriff pursed his lips, as though he were thinking, then 
shook his head as if he was fed up with our arguments. “Let the Indian stay 
with the others,” he said to his men. 

We all breathed a sigh of relief. 
“When can we meet with Hurley?” Toby asked.  
“He wants all of you to join him as soon as possible.” 
“Thanks for this little exercise in flaunting your authority,” I said 

to the sheriff.  
 I was only a couple of feet away from Sheriff Wood and I thought 

he might swing at me right there, or even worse, since he was armed. He 
looked as if he were considering it, but instead, he stuck his face in front of 
mine and said, “I’m going to be watching you, wiseass, along with your 
Indian friend. Keep that in mind.” 

“Jawohl, mein Sheriff!” I said.  
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Chapter 26 
 
“Commander” Barry Hurley was a young, fresh-faced blonde-

haired man, who didn’t resemble most of the grizzled, former cattlemen 
who made up a large portion of The Posse.  In addition to what else I knew 
about him, I remembered that he had been a talk-radio host at one time, 
even a former partner of Richard Banning, Ferris’ Chief Strategist, during 
the Barack Obama presidency. That relationship had dissolved when Ferris 
took away everyone’s gun rights in his fight against domestic terror. By 
that time, Hurley had already assumed leadership of the majority of the 
country’s right-wing militias, naming them, The Posse.  

Hurley, packing a pistol strapped to his thigh and sporting 
camouflage military attire, looking like a Rambo wannabe, came forward 
and wrapped his arms around Toby. “Sorry for the mixup, Toby my man.” 
He still had the deep voice of a radio host. “You know you’re always 
welcome in my camp. And by the way, congratulations on your attack on 
the Port of Seattle,” he turned to smile at Karin. “It was time for the Urban 
Resistance to embrace armed rebellion. That’s the only way we’re going to 
get rid of Fremont Ferris.” 

We were in the Commander’s “headquarters,” in the center of old 
Flagstaff, in the historic Flagstaff hotel, which now had a Posse banner 
hanging from the front portico, reminding me, again, of pictures of Nazi 
headquarters in captive cities such as Paris or Warsaw, or maybe ISIS in 
Raqqa. The interior of the hotel was still decorated in Western style, 
although there were noticeable blank spots on the walls where the previous 
decorations had hung and had not yet been replaced. I wondered what had 
hung there. Perhaps pictures of Native Americans. Perhaps they were 
saving the spaces for portraits of Adolph Hitler. We were in a small dining 
room, and Hurley had a whiskey in front of him. He advised us that we 
could have anything we wanted to imbibe. A waiter was standing by, 
waiting to take our orders. I took the opportunity to order my first gin and 
tonic in days. The others asked for water. 

“I agree that there’s only one way to get rid of Ferris,” Toby said, 
smiling a wide, and I thought nauseating, smile at Hurley. “But now I’m on 
the run. I need a base from which to communicate with my people and get 
them united in our effort to sabotage the capitalist system that’s propping 
up Ferris.” 



2020 

 131 

Hurley’s expression sobered. “You’re still a socialist, I see.  Well, 
we have some philosophical differences, but at least we all agree on tactics.” 
He looked around at the rest of us. 

Karin cleared her throat. All eyes turned to her. “We don't all 
agree on tactics,” she said. She turned toward me and, I thought, locked 
her eyes on mine, a hopeful sign. “I was trained in resistance by Derek 
Stewart and I’ve not given up on nonviolent resistance.” 

“Nor has Cascadia,” Ron said. He was sitting at the table along 
with the rest of us, although none of us felt secure about his fate in the 
midst of this group of racist militants. His precarious position didn't stop 
him from speaking his mind. 

“I’m sorry to hear that you feel that way Karin,” Hurley said. He 
turned to Ron. “As far as Cascadia is concerned, I don't give a rat’s ass 
what they think or what you do either, Mr. Indian Brave. You think that 
your motley group of hangers-on to the government tit, which is what so-
called Native Americans are, has any genuine claim to any of the West?  
Until the white man arrived, you were a bunch of illiterate savages fighting 
each other for your women and your horses—horses that were introduced 
by Europeans, by the way—and you have no right to claim anything in this 
country. This country was an aboriginal wasteland until the white man 
settled it.” 

Both Karin and Ron bristled at his words. Karin leaned across the 
table. “I’ve heard that sort of racist argument before, Mr. Hurley. It’s 
always from either illiterates or racist ideologues who believe that the 
European system of governing was somehow more ‘advanced’ than that 
found in other civilizations, such as Asia or Africa or, in this case, the 
Americas. The Pueblo cultures of the Southwest or the complex 
communities of Cahokia, not to mention the sophisticated civilizations of 
the Maya, the Aztecs and the Incas, were just as advanced as the post-
feudal empires in Europe. The idea that white Europeans represented a 
more sophisticated culture that discovered and conquered a virgin territory, 
inhabited only by uncivilized savages is the height of ignorance.” She 
stared Hurley in the face. Karin was a historian, and though ancient 
civilizations were not her specialty, I was sure she knew more about them 
than did the “Commander.”  

Hurley let out a long, tired sigh. “You see, Toby, this is exactly 
our problem—yours and mine. The Urban Resistance is a bunch of left 
wing bleeding heart liberals who have a different picture of America than 
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we do. You think everyone in America should be given things based on 
how they were treated years ago—by the government or by slave owners—
not on what they’re able to accomplish today. How do we combine our 
forces if we disagree in our most basic points of view?” 

“Maybe philosophical differences aren’t the point,” Toby offered, 
looking askance at Karin, who returned his look with one of defiance. I had 
been impressed by Karin’s response to Hurley, and I was delighted to hear 
Karin disagreeing with Toby, which, in my mind, was a good thing. 

“What is the point?” Hurley asked. 
“Forming a coalition against Fremont Ferris,” Toby said.  
Hurley raised his eyebrows. “That’s something you’re interested 

in?” 
Toby nodded. “Absolutely,” he said.  
Karin and Ron both sat stoically, obviously not joining in Toby’s 

enthusiasm.  
Hurley looked over at me. “What about you, Evangelista? I know 

you don’t like Ferris and your book said you were a follower of Derek 
Stewart, just like Karin, but his movement is dead here in the United States. 
What’s your agenda in all of this?” 

“You’re harboring two witnesses to the Galaxy nightclub attack,” 
I said. “I’m here to interview them.” 

“Why?” He looked at me suspiciously. 
“Have you talked to them?” 
“Not in any detail. They’ve only been here a short while. Why? 

What’s so important about what they have to say?” 
“Didn’t you wonder why Ferris and the Feebs were after them?” 
He still looked suspicious. “Sort of. But I took them in as a favor 

to Toby, an act of solidarity with the Urban Resistance. I didn't ask them 
about the attack. Is it important?”  

If he’d talked to them at all, he would know why their observations 
were important… or maybe I was jumping to conclusions. Maybe they 
hadn’t seen anything. But then why would they have gone into hiding? “If 
they confirm what other witnesses say, including Tracy, who was also at the 
nightclub the night of the attack, then it wasn’t a terror attack at all. Most 
likely it was a fake attack by Ferris’ people to create an atmosphere of fear 
in order to gain support for the president’s reelection.” 

Hurley stared at me as if I were crazy. “Fifty people were killed in 
that attack.” 
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“Mahmoud Nagi, the supposed shooter, only killed one of those 
fifty. The rest were killed by someone else, probably Feebs.” 

“Jesus Christ,” Hurley said. “So Nagi was a FIIEB agent? Or was 
he a real terrorist?” 

“He was a man with a grudge. But I don’t think he was a terrorist.” 
“What’s his connection with the Feebs?” 
“I don’t know. None that I know of. They just took advantage of 

him being at the nightclub trying to kill someone and they turned it into a 
supposed terror attack.” 

“Why were they—the Feebs— at the nightclub?” he asked a look of 
confusion on his young face. “I don’t get it.”  

“I don’t either, but that’s what I hope to find out.” 
He took a sip of whiskey. He looked as if he were thinking over 

what I had told him. “So you’re trying to track down this story, which could 
be explosive if it’s true, even though it sounds pretty fantastic to me. What 
then? What do you do if it is true?” 

“I write about it. Let the country know what happened.” 
He thought some more. “This could be just what we need, if 

you’re right.” He looked over at Toby, his eagerness showing on his face. 
“We have to get our people ready. Y  ours and mine. Even 
if Evangelista doesn’t find out the whole story, it’s enough to start a full 
scale revolt against Ferris and the government.” 

“You mean an armed revolution?” I asked, even though he wasn’t 
talking to me anymore. 

“Of course an armed revolution. How else are we going to 
overthrow Ferris?” 

“He’s got an army,” I said. 
“So have we.” 
“No, he has a real army—tanks, planes, drones. You’ve got a few 

cowboys dressed up in military gear.” 
Hurley’s face showed his irritation. “We’ve got a lot of our people 

inside of his army. And if Toby and Karin can get the city people to join us, 
Ferris can’t fight the whole country.” 

“Can’t he? He’s already decimated the Urban Resistance,” I said.  
“That’s why Toby and Karin are here and not still in Seattle. Ferris knows 
I’m trying to get to the bottom of the Galaxy story and that’s why he’s after 
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me. If he finds out we’re here in Flagstaff, he’ll come after you, too. You 
won’t have a chance to organize your revolution.” 

Instead of being irritated, he gave me an obviously disingenuous 
smile. “Then you'd better move fast. Talk to those two witnesses. Find out 
what happened.” He turned to Toby. “We need to talk about how to get 
our people ready to fight.” 

Toby nodded, his face showing his excitement.  
“Count me out,” Karin said. “I’m not going to be part of an armed 

revolution.” 
“This is what we’ve been aiming for,” Toby said, staring at Karin 

with a look of alarm. 
The look on her face was one of disgust. “What, to team up with a 

bunch of White Supremacists and launch a war on the United States 
government? And what happens if we win? Look at these people, Toby; 
they don’t even want Native Americans in their country. They tried to 
arrest Ron. How many Blacks or Asians do you see here? How many 
Hispanics?  How many Jews or women? These people stand for the same 
thing Ferris stands for. Why would we align ourselves with them?” 

Toby looked over at Barry Hurley. “You’re absolutely right, Karin. 
We don’t stand for any of the same things The Posse stands for. But we 
both have the same goal—to get rid of Fremont Ferris. War creates strange 
bedfellows and for now, I’m willing to team up with Commander Hurley 
here and go after our mutual enemy.” 

“I’m not,” Karin said.  
You go girl, I thought to myself. 
Hurley smiled across the table at Toby. “Looks like you two have 

some fence mending to do. No matter. For now, let’s see what Mr. 
Evangelista can find out from the witnesses we’ve been hiding.” He turned 
to me. “Your story is a fantastic one, Mr. Evangelista, but if it’s true it will 
be a bombshell.” 

He was right. And I didn’t want him—or Toby Davis—using it to 
start a bloody revolution. “I’ll let you know what I find out,” I said. 

“Better than that,” Hurley answered. “I’ll talk to those witnesses 
with you.” 
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Chapter 27 
 
It was four in the morning but the streets of Georgetown were well 

lit by the faux nineteenth century lamp posts lining them, and many of the 
two and three story houses had left their porch lights on. The streets were 
nearly empty of cars, and Troy and Carter’s stolen Mercedes was all too 
visible as the two drove slowly down the street, checking the house 
numbers for the residence of Supreme Court Justice Eduardo Oreal. 

“Shit, not only are we wanted, but a Black man cruising through 
this neighborhood at four in the morning is going to get stopped even if 
it’s Clarence Thomas,” Carter said. 

“What am I gonna do? This damn doctor’s navigation system says 
the address is right here, but we can’t find it. You wouldn’t recognize his 
house right?” 

“I’ve never been there. He and I have talked on the phone and 
traded emails, but I haven’t seen Eduardo for twenty-five years.” 

“Damn, if we had a cell phone, we could call him. We should have 
taken one of those doctor’s phones.” Troy said, still scanning the numbers 
above the doors of the houses. “Course, then the Feebs could have found 
us with GPS.” He pulled over to the curb. “Isn’t this it?” he asked pointing 
to the number on a three story stately white Victorian house, set slightly 
back from the sidewalk with a walkway and tiny yard stretching to the back 
of the house. 

“That’s the address I had written down,” Carter answered. 
“Unless I made a mistake, or he moved, that should be it.” 

“Goddamn it!” Troy swore. “If we knock on the wrong door, 
someone’s gonna call the cops.” 

“Eduardo’s likely to call the cops himself,” Carter answered. 
“Who answers his door at four in the morning?” 

“Maybe we should wait until it’s light. He’ll be less likely to call 
the cops in the daytime.” 

“Good idea. Let’s ditch the car somewhere, then walk back and 
wait behind the house. We can knock on the back door in the daylight.” 

“How about if we park in the lot at that big shopping mall? No one 
will notice the car if we leave it there for awhile.” 

“That’s a damn long walk back here. At least a mile.” Carter said, 
scowling. 

“Good. Maybe it’ll be light by the time we get here.” 
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*** 

 
By the time the two got back to the Georgetown residence, there 

were faint traces of silver light appearing on the horizon. They headed for 
the end of the block then followed the alley behind the houses to the 
Supreme Court Justice’s house. The lights were still off. They decided to 
wait in the small yard between the garage and the back door until they 
could see that someone was up. 

When lights came on upstairs, and a few minutes later downstairs, 
in what was probably the kitchen at the back of the house, Carter stepped 
onto the back porch and knocked on the door. After a few moments, the 
window curtain on the door was parted. Someone peered out. Then the 
door opened. 

“Carter! Jesus, what are you doing here?” The wrinkled brown 
face of the Hispanic justice peered out the door. “Come inside before 
someone sees you.” 

They stepped through the doorway and the diminutive judge 
stepped back and took a long look at Carter. Then he swung his gaze to 
Troy. “You two are wanted by the Feebs. I saw it on the news as soon as I 
got up.” 

“We didn't know anyone else that wasn’t being watched by the 
Feebs or who wouldn’t turn us in,” Carter said. “Man, you’ve gotten older, 
but you still look the same, except for the hair.” 

Eduardo Oreal was bald and short. He had a small paunch and he 
was dressed in a pair of green silk pajamas with brown leather slippers on 
his feet. He continued to stare at Carter, as if he couldn’t believe what he 
was seeing. “You haven’t changed much either. But what makes you think 
I won’t turn you in? I’m a Supreme Court Justice.” 

“C’mon man,” Carter answered. “You and I are friends. And 
you’re no friend of Ferris and his gang. I’ve read enough of your decisions 
to know that. We just need a place to stay for a couple of days until we can 
figure out where to go.” 

The judge looked at Troy. “You’re Troy Raynham. I read about 
you when you were with Derek Stewart. And now you’re with Senator 
Williamson, right?” 

“I was until I got thrown in jail,” Troy answered, looking around 
the kitchen. 
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“You caused some sort of disturbance in the Senate?” 
“I exercised my right of free speech.” 
The judge nodded. “How did you two get here?” 
“We drove a car we stole from a doctor at the prison,” Carter 

answered. 
“Oh my,” the judge said, looking worried. “Where’s the car now?”  
“We left it in the parking lot at a mall about a mile and a half from 

here.” Troy said. 
“Let’s go get it and put in in my garage. If it’s stolen from 

someone at the prison and they find it, they’ll know you’re here.” 
“You mean we can stay?” Troy asked, looking surprised. He 

glanced over at Carter. 
The judge smiled. “Carter and I go way back. Ferris is an asshole 

and the Feebs are a Gestapo organization. Why wouldn’t I help you?” 
“You could get in serious trouble if anyone finds out,” Carter said, 

his face solemn. 
“Then let’s go get your car and hide it so no one finds out,” 

Justice Oreal said. 
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Chapter 28 
 
Flagstaff was a college town, but its streets were devoid of college 

students. The downtown was adjacent to the university, which looked like 
an abandoned ghost town. It was a beautiful campus, with modern, glass 
and stone buildings, paved pathways curving among the buildings and 
lined with plantings, all nestled within an outdoor setting that preserved 
many of the pines from the forest that had previously occupied the land. 
Despite its picturesque appearance, the evidence of the college’s current 
disuse was everywhere: weeds among the plantings and sprouting up 
through cracks in the roads and walkways, vines reaching their leafy 
tentacles out to cover the windows of the buildings, pathways and corridors 
barren of students. According to Barry Hurley, the classes at the university 
had been suspended for the last year and only the administration building 
was occupied—by his “officers.”  

Tracy and I, along with Hurley, were being driven by his military 
driver in a shiny black Humvee toward the house where the two Galaxy 
witnesses were living. The small city still contained many of the trappings 
of a college town—used bookstores, funky coffee houses, pubs with names 
like “The Hungry I, Too,” but most of the people walking around were 
either dressed as military or seemed to be cowboys—gun-toting cowboys. 
There were enough rustic elements about the town—a couple of bars were 
called “saloons” and there were gun dealers and stores that sold western 
gear— to make the cowboy types seem not too out of place, but the military 
people stuck out like sore thumbs.  

“Is this a town or is it a military camp?” I asked Hurley. 
“Your question shows how brainwashed you are,” Hurley 

answered. “The military men you see are civilian militiamen, as am I. We 
exist to defend the citizens of this community, just as the Minutemen of 
Lexington and Concord defended theirs. It’s a tradition as old as the 
American Revolution. Every community has the right to carry arms to 
defend itself from a government that encroaches upon its freedoms.” 

“How many of your militia are from this community?”  
“That’s not the point,” he answered, frowning. “Every American 

community needs to be defended from government overreach.” 
“How about from bigotry and racism?” I asked.  “Doesn’t 

individual freedom include freedom from persecution because of your race 
or religion?”  
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“Absolutely,” Hurley answered. “But we’re a white, Christian 
nation. For decades the country has bent over backwards to protect the 
rights of colored people at the expense of whites. But it’s whites who built 
this country and that’s who’s defending it and defending ourselves.” 

“And it looks like that’s who’s left here in Flagstaff,” I said. 
“Everyone else has left. You’re a bunch of white, gun-carrying militia who 
seem to be defending only yourselves.” 

We had pulled up in front of a small, one story house on one of 
the side streets off of downtown. “This is their house,” the driver said. He 
was a young man dressed in khaki fatigues and carrying a holstered gun on 
a belt around his waist. 

There was no point in continuing the conversation with Hurley. 
His bigoted opinions were too ingrained and sounded remarkably like 
those of Fremont Ferris, whom he supposedly opposed. I was ready to 
listen to what these witnesses had to say about the Galaxy nightclub attack. 
In fact I was eager to hear them. In my mind, exposing the truth behind the 
attack, whatever that truth turned out to be, was the only realistic way of 
opposing President Ferris. “Let’s go talk to them,” I said. 

Whoever was inside the house refused to open the front door 
more than a crack. “Who is it?” came a male voice from behind the door.  

“Commander Hurley!” Hurley announced in a booming voice.  
“It’s Luke Evangelista,” I said, seeing that the door hadn’t 

budged in response to Hurley’s greeting, if that’s what it could be called. 
“I’m a reporter and I want to talk to you about the Galaxy attack. I’m not 
part of The Posse. I have another witness with me.”  

The door opened halfway, and a young man with a partially grown 
beard, wearing jeans and a tee shirt stood in the opening. He looked me up 
and down. “Why do you want to talk to us?” 

I nodded in Tracy’s direction. She was standing behind Hurley 
and me. “This is Tracy Murray. She was at the Galaxy the night of the 
attack. She and someone else said it wasn’t just one shooter. I’m trying to 
find out the truth.” 

“Why’s Commander Hurley here?” the man asked, looking, I 
thought fearfully, at Barry Hurley. 

“He wants to hear your story too,” I said. “Can we come in?” 
The young man opened the door wider. Hurley, Tracy and I 

walked into the house. A young woman, looking about the same age as the 
man, who was in his mid twenties, stood in the middle of the living room, 
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which was small, but decorated in overstuffed furniture and lots of pictures 
on the walls, mostly of stiffly posed people from early in the last century. 
An old-looking TV set was on a stand opposite the couch. I figured that 
Hurley had put the two witnesses up in one of the houses that had been 
abandoned by whoever had lived in it when his group took over the town. 
Whomever they were, they’d left all their possessions behind. The woman, 
who was slim and dressed in a pair of jeans and a tee-shirt, similar to her 
partner’s, stood wide-eyed, a look of fear on her face. 

“We’re only here to get your story,” I said, addressing both the 
man and the woman. “I’m trying to figure out what happened that night at 
the Galaxy. We’ll leave as soon as we’ve had a chance to talk.” I could see 
how afraid they were, and I feared they wouldn’t talk to us. 

The man looked over at the woman, who was still standing in the 
middle of the room, staring at us. He backed away from us and then 
gestured for us to sit. The woman remained fixed like a statue in the middle 
of the room, as if she were unable to move.  

Tracy and I sat down on the couch. Hurley remained standing. 
“You have nothing to be afraid of,” he said to the man, then glanced over at 
the woman. “You are under our protection as long as you remain in 
Flagstaff.” 

The man stared at Hurley. I could see he was angry, but he was 
also afraid. “Under your protection or your prisoners? We’ve tried to leave 
and your idiot soldiers stopped us.” His voice was shrill, on the edge of 
hysteria. 

Hurley smiled back at him. “That was for your own protection. 
You know a lot about us and we want to be sure that you’re not going to 
give any information to the authorities.” 

“You won’t let them leave?” I asked, trying to keep the anxiety 
out of my voice. This was new information to me and it made me wonder if 
we were under the same restrictions. 

Hurley turned to me. “If they’d left, you’d never have gotten a 
chance to talk to them. They’re not our prisoners and I’m sorry they got 
that impression. They’re free to leave if they want to, as are you.” He 
smiled even broader as he said it, which made me think that he was 
probably lying.  

“Anyway, I want to talk to both of you,” I said to the couple. “Why 
don’t you sit down?” 
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The man walked over to the woman and put an arm around her, 
then led her to a love seat, diagonally across the room from the couch. He 
kept his arm around her as they huddled together. She looked down at the 
floor, but his eyes were fixed on Hurley. 

“You sit too,” I said to Hurley. “You make everyone nervous.” 
Hurley chuckled and sat down in an easy chair. 
“My name is Lucas Evangelista. I’m a writer and a reporter. I want 

to find out what you saw at the Galaxy the night of the attack, and what 
made you run away. Toby Davis already told us you came to him first, and 
he sent you here. But first can you tell us your names?” 

“I’m Frank Bourdais and this is Natalie Graham.” He paused and 
looked at the young woman, who appeared as if she was about to cry. 
“ There used to be three of us. My brother was picked up by the Feebs in 
L.A.” 

“So was my boyfriend,” Tracy volunteered. “After we went to the 
police.” 

Frank nodded, a look of relief crossing his face as if he were happy 
that he’d finally found a kindred spirit who shared his experiences. “Same 
with us. We wanted to tell the police what we saw. They told us we were 
mistaken, that there was only one shooter. James–that’s my brother—
argued with them and they told us to leave. That afternoon, they came to 
the apartment. Natalie was with James and me. They pounded on the door. 
James answered, while Natalie and I stood back in the hallway. They 
grabbed him. The Feebs did. Natalie and I took off out the back door. I’m 
not sure they knew we were there. No one came after us. We went to her 
apartment. When I tried to call James he didn’t answer. We went back the 
next day and he still wasn’t there. Someone had trashed his apartment. I 
figured it was the police. That’s when we left for Seattle. I’d heard of the 
Urban Resistance and I thought they could protect us.”  

“Why didn’t you stay in Seattle?” I asked. 
“Toby said they were going to do some kind of action. He said 

we’d be safer with The Posse.” 
The woman looked up. Her fear seemed to have subsided and 

replaced by rage “He didn’t tell us they were a bunch of White 
Supremacists who would hold us prisoner,” she said, as she stared at Barry 
Hurley. 

“Like I said,” Hurley told them, “no one is a prisoner here. I’m 
afraid you’ve misunderstood what were our normal security procedures.” 
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“What was it you told the police?” I asked. “What did you see at 
the Galaxy?” 

“We saw a bunch of men shooting people,” Frank said.  
“At least three men,” Natalie added.  
“Who were they?” I asked, “Police, security guards, Feebs?” 
“Men in suits, not security guards or police,” Frank answered.  
“Were they behind an overturned table?” Tracy asked.  
The young people looked at each other. They both shook their 

heads. “No, they were just standing there shooting,” Frank answered. 
The woman moved closer to the man. “Show them, Frank,” she 

said. 
He shook his head, as if to tell her to keep quiet. 
“We have to show someone,” she insisted, looking at him from 

the side, as he refused to turn toward her. 
“Show us what?” I asked. 
Frank finally looked at Natalie. “I hope this isn’t a mistake,” he 

said. 
She looked straight at me. “I trust this man,” she said. 
I waited.  
Frank dug in his pocket, and then pulled out his cell phone. “We 

have a video,” he said. He fiddled with the phone, and then handed it to me.  
On the screen was a 9 second video. I pressed the arrow to play it. 

Three men were standing in the middle of a crowd. Each of them had a rifle. 
They all were firing. I could see at least five people fall. The men looked 
like Feebs to me. I handed the phone to Tracy and she watched the video. 

Hurley motioned for Tracy to give him the phone. “Let me see it,” 
he said. 

“I’ll show it to him,” I said, taking the phone from Tracy. I held it 
in front of Hurley and played the video. I was afraid he might erase it if I 
gave it to him. 

I looked at Tracy.  “Were those the men you saw?”  
She shook her head. “They were dressed like that, but that’s not 

them.” 
“That means there were probably five shooters at least, besides 

Nagi himself.” 
“Were they terrorists?” Natalie asked. “Why didn’t the news talk 

about them?” 
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“They weren’t terrorists. I’ve told you that,” Frank said, turning 
to her.  

“Who were they?” Natalie asked, looking at me, then at Tracy. 
“I don’t know,” I answered. “My best guess is they were Feebs.” 
“That’s what I said!” Frank said, still looking at Natalie. “I told 

you it was our own government staging that attack.” He looked back at me. 
“But what about Nagi? He wasn’t a Feeb. Wasn’t he a Muslim terrorist?” 

“He was a Muslim, but he wasn’t a terrorist,” I answered. 
“Apparently, he was after one man, someone he worked with. He 
pretended to be a terrorist. I have no idea why. Several people said he 
shouted ‘Allahu Akbar’ before he shot the man he was after.” 

“That sounds like a terrorist to me,” Hurley said.  
I ignored Hurley’s comment. “The real question is who were the 

other men and why were they at the Galaxy at the same time that Nagi was.” 
“That’s simple. They were all terrorists,” Hurley answered.  
I shook my head. “Did those men in the video look like terrorists 

to you? The witness I talked to said that Nagi was totally surprised when 
other people started shooting. Besides, if they were terrorists, the 
government would have been more than happy to say so. This attack played 
right into Ferris’ hands. I’m sure they were Feebs.” 

“I agree,” Tracy said.  
“The attack caused enough panic to allow Ferris to portray 

himself as the only one who can keep our country safe,” I said. “That’s 
what it was about. I have no idea what the connection between Nagi and the 
other shooters was and I can’t even figure out how it even makes sense.” 

“Assuming you’re right,” Hurley said, “it would mean that the 
Feebs knew Nagi was going to attack the nightclub that night.” 

“And did nothing about it,” Frank added. 
“They not only knew about it and let it happen, they killed most of 

the people themselves,” I said. 
“Something happened that wasn’t reported, “ Hurley said. “That 

video proves it. But if you just put out the video, no one will believe its real. 
You need more proof. I’m not even sure myself that the video is real.” 

“That’s because you think all Muslims are terrorists,” Natalie said. 
Her anger had returned.  “You believe all the same things, Fremont Ferris 
does. You hate Muslims, you hate Blacks, you hate Jews and you hate 
Mexicans. We’ve heard your stupid soldiers talk about it. The only thing 
you don’t agree with Ferris about is that he wants you to give up your guns.” 
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Hurley shrugged. “That’s pretty much true. I thought Fremont 
Ferris was a Godsend to this country when he first ran for office. Finally we 
had a president who realized how the nonwhites and the immigrants were 
ruining the country and was prepared to do something about it. But then 
he banned pistols and assault rifles… after he promised not to. And instead 
of opening up federal lands to the people who they belonged to—to 
everyone—he sold them to his business cronies. So now we’re against 
Ferris—unless we can bring him back to his senses, which I hope we can.” 

“I thought you were in favor of a revolution,” I said. “Didn’t you 
applaud Toby for attacking the Port of Seattle?”  

Hurley shrugged. “I’m glad to see the Urban Resistance use more 
than words, but their issues are not the same as ours, not at all.” 

“So how about exposing the truth about the Galaxy attack?” I 
asked. “Is that in your interest?” 

“You haven’t convinced me what the truth is,” he answered. 
“How do you expect to convince the country? Mysterious shooters, 
witnesses that disappear. It’s not a very convincing story, and you haven’t 
got access to the press anyway.” 

Hurley was right. Frank and Natalie’s video had confirmed what 
Tracy had told me, but that was all. I still had no explanation for why Feebs 
would have been at the Galaxy the same night as Mahmoud Nagi, and I 
didn’t even know for sure they were Feebs. How was I going to convince 
anyone to print such a story? “Did you show this video to the police?” I 
asked Frank. 

He shook his head. “They were so quick to tell us we were wrong, 
I was afraid they’d take my phone and that would be the end of the video. I 
told them I had one, though, but not with me.” 

“That’s probably why they raided your apartment and took your 
brother,” I said. “How about anyone else? Did you show this video to 
anyone else? Did you talk to anyone else who saw what you saw?” 

“I know there were others, but I haven’t met anyone else, except 
Tracy,” Frank looked appreciatively over at Tracy, who smiled back at him. 
“You said you knew someone,” he said, looking at me.  

“I’m afraid he’s dead,” I said. “You were right to go into hiding.” 
Frank’s face blanched. “Do you think my brother…?” he didn’t 

finish his sentence.  
“I don’t know. Hopefully, both your brother and Tracy’s 

boyfriend are just being held someplace where they can’t talk to anyone, 
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and maybe a lot of other people who saw what you did are being held along 
with them.” I wasn’t sure that I believed what I was telling them, but there 
was no point in raising their anxiety even further. 

“If you leave Flagstaff, can we go with you?” Natalie asked. She 
was addressing me, although her eyes were on Barry Hurley.  

“I don’t know where I’m going.” 
“But you’re leaving?” Frank asked. 
“Yes. Now that I’ve heard your story, I need to find out how to get 

more information.” 
“Where will you do that?” Tracy asked. 
“Washington, I guess. I’ll have to find a source within the 

government.” 
“I thought the Feebs were after you,” Hurley said, looking at me 

with suspicion. 
“They are. It’s a risk I’ll have to take.” 
I stood up to go. I was still holding Frank’s phone. 
“I want my phone back,” Frank said. 
The video was the best evidence I had that someone else besides 

Mahmoud Nagi killed people at the Galaxy nightclub that night. But there 
was nothing I could do with it right now. I started to hand the phone back 
to Frank then I stopped. “Let me text myself and attach the video so I have 
a copy, OK?”  

He looked at Natalie. She nodded. 
“OK,” he said.  
I felt better. I was starting to put the pieces of the attack together.  
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Chapter 29 
 
As we drove back to the hotel, where we had been given rooms, 

my mind was spinning. Hurley was right. No one was going to believe my 
story if I just quoted a few anonymous witnesses who said they’d seen other 
shooters at the Galaxy the night of the attack. They’d either think I was 
lying or that the witnesses were confused. The video was powerful 
evidence, but by itself, it wasn’t convincing. It could have been shot 
anywhere. The Ferris administration, if they didn't prevent the video from 
being shown in the first place, would quickly label it fake news, as they did 
with any information that was critical of their government. I had to find 
someone who knew what happened and get him or her to talk. 

We arrived back at the hotel and Tracy said she was going to talk 
to Ron and see how he was doing. She and he each had their own rooms, as 
did Toby, Karin and I. To my great relief, Karin was no longer staying with 
Toby. I assumed that was her decision and, although I wasn’t ready to 
conclude that it signaled the end of their relationship, I knew it was a step 
in the right direction. I decided to talk to her first. 

“Did you find your witnesses?” Karin asked. We were in her 
room and I was sitting in one of the two chairs while she sat on the edge of 
the bed. She was fully dressed and it looked as if she hadn’t unpacked her 
bag of clothes. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but it was fortuitous if we 
were going to be leaving soon. 

“They saw the same thing Tracy did,” I answered. “They even had 
a video.” I pulled out my cell phone and played Frank’s video, which had 
arrived in my text messages. 

I stood next to her as she sat on the bed, gazing at the video. 
“Jesus Christ,” Karin said, a look of shock on her face as she looked up at 
me. “Are you going to post this?” 

I considered sitting down next to her on the bed, but decided not 
to push my luck. I returned to my chair. “I’m afraid people won’t believe it. 
Besides, Ferris’ media police will remove it from Facebook or Instagram or 
anywhere else I post it as soon as I put it up.” 

 “What are you going to do?”  
“I’ve got to find someone in the government who knows what 

happened and then get him or her to talk.” 
She shook her head, a frown on her face. “That sounds impossible” 
“What else am I going to do?” 
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“What about going back to Snoqualmie, teaming up with 
Wellspring and her group?” 

“Is that what you want to do?” 
She looked down at the floor. “Toby and I can’t agree anymore.” 

She looked up at me.  Instead of the anger that had been her typical 
attitude toward me since I’d reentered her life, her eyes were trusting, even 
pleading, as if she wanted my guidance, much like in the old days. “He 
wants to take arms and explosives back to Seattle and go after more 
government installations. He says that protests and speeches haven’t 
worked. I think he believes that the Urban Resistance can make an alliance 
with The Posse and actually start a revolution.” 

Toby’s idea was crazy, but I didn’t want to jump in with my own 
opinion. I was more interested in finding out if she was changing her mind 
about Toby and his ideas. “What do you think?” 

She shook her head in disgust. “I think a revolution will destroy 
this country. Massive numbers of people will be killed and we’ll either end 
up with a police state or with anarchy.” 

Thank God, I thought to myself; she’d finally severed her 
connection to Toby’s malignant ideas. “You’re right. Besides that, The 
Posse is a toxic group. They’re worse than Ferris in terms of wanting to rid 
the country of Muslims and immigrants. They also want to get rid of Jews, 
Blacks, Hispanics and Native Americans, probably gays and atheists, too. 
There’s no way to join forces with them and accomplish anything but evil.” 

She nodded in agreement. “Toby doesn’t see that,” she said. “But 
anyway, even without joining up with The Posse, a violent revolution is a 
recipe for disaster. He doesn’t see that either.”  

“So you and Toby aren’t a couple any more?”  I asked, my hopes 
rising. 

My question hadn’t irritated her, which I was afraid it might. She 
sat for a moment, composing her answer. “Toby was a reaction to losing 
you, and to losing Derek’s guidance. Toby’s older. He’s an intellectual. He 
was able to put our struggle with Ferris into a historical framework. I felt at 
home with that.” 

“You don’t think his philosophical framework is blinding him to 
how evil Ferris is in his own right?” 

“I don’t know; I really don’t. The rich do control the country. 
Whether Ferris is doing their bidding or he’s just one of them who has the 
same goals they do, I’m not sure.” 
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“How about that he’s made the United States a racist, dictatorial 
anti-Muslim and anti-Semitic country? I agree that big businesses control a 
lot of what goes on in this country, hell, a lot of what goes on in the world, 
but that’s another issue, maybe even a fight for another day. But Fremont 
Ferris is just plain evil in his own right.” 

She shook her head. “Maybe you’re right. I know you’re right that 
Ferris is ruining the country. But the main thing for me, is that I don’t want 
to fight him with violence. Wellspring Moon made me realize that I’d 
forgotten what Derek Stewart taught us.” 

She’d arrived at the same place that I had. “You mean the truth 
about nonviolence?” 

“Yes. Satyagraha, as Wellspring calls it.” 
Wellspring Moon’s philosophy had brought both of us back to the 

truths that we had learned from Derek Stewart. “Wellspring reminded me 
too. I’m committed to fighting Ferris with nonviolence, because just like 
you said, anything else would throw the whole country into a state of armed 
conflict from which we might never recover. But I’m also going to fight 
back with words. This Galaxy story could bring Ferris down.” 

“You’re good with words, Luke. Better than anyone I’ve ever met.” 
Here eyes shone with admiration, a look I’d given up hope of ever seeing 
again. “But you yourself said you haven’t got the evidence to prove 
anything about Ferris being behind that attack. How would you ever get 
someone in the government to tell you the truth about something like that?” 

“There are still some good people, people with a conscience, in 
the government. I just need to find them.” 

“How?” 
“Troy would know.”  
I could see that I’d surprised her. “Troy? He’s hiding from the 

government himself,” she said. 
“So we wait until he contacts you.” 
“You really think he will?” 
“Eventually.” 
She smiled, although it wasn’t a happy smile. “What do we do 

until then?” 
“The two witnesses want to leave. I say we take them and Tracy 

back to Snoqualmie and let Wellspring protect them. By the time we do 
that, I’m counting on Troy contacting you. He’s on the run, remember. He 
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probably knows that you are too, so he’ll try to hook up with you, just like 
in the old days.” 

Her smile broadened. “Just like in the old days.” 
I could feel things starting to fall back into place. 
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  Chapter 30 
 
“We’re going to have a meeting in Karin’s room,” I told Tracy, as 

she stood in the door of her hotel room. “You get Ron. Karin’s fetching 
Toby, and I’m going to go get Frank and Natalie. It’s time to leave here.” 

“I told Ron what Frank and Natalie had told us, and that they had a 
video of the other shooters,” she said. She was wide-eyed with fear, but her 
voice was calm. “Ron said we needed to get out of here so you could put 
together your story, along with the video. He was worried about Hurley 
keeping us here, just as he’s kept them from leaving. He said he was going 
to scout around and find out if he was followed when he left the hotel or if 
he was free to move about.  I’m pretty sure he’s not in his room.” 

Ron possessed courage, that was for sure. “I’m not sure that was a 
good idea, especially for him. They don’t like Native Americans here and 
he could be arrested again, just because of who he is.” 

“That’s what I told him, but he wouldn’t listen,” she said, still 
wide-eyed. 

“I’ll check on his room and see if he’s back,” I said. 
There was no answer when I knocked on Ron’s door. That 

worried me, but maybe he was still just out on his own, checking things out. 
Whatever he found out would be helpful, since, if we were followed when 
we left the hotel, it might be hard for us to leave, despite Barry Hurley’s 
statement that we could leave any time we wished.  I decided to go pick up 
Frank and Natalie, and then we’d all meet in Karin’s room and make a plan 
for leaving. 

As I drove though the streets of Flagstaff, looking out the window 
of the 4Runner, which I’d borrowed from Toby, thinking about how we 
would be able to escape from The Posse’s military control, the city’s streets 
looked more threatening to me.  Everyone I saw carried some kind of 
weapon and more than half of them wore military attire, as if they were 
patrolling the streets of an occupied city. I had the feeling I was on the set 
of a dystopian science fiction movie, rather than in a real-life small town in 
the present day United States. It occurred to me that this was exactly what 
the whole country could look like if Fremont Ferris continued to be 
president. I didn't see any checkpoints within the town, but I knew they 
were on the highway we’d taken into the city, and I suspected that they 
were on every exit. 
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I pulled up in front of the modest bungalow where Frank and 
Natalie were staying. I couldn’t see any guards outside, and I remembered 
that they had only said that they were prevented from leaving when they’d 
tried to leave town, not their house. If we took them with us, they’d have to 
leave their own car behind, so no one would know they were leaving. We 
were going to have a crowded SUV with seven of us in it, but sweaty 
intimacy was hardly going to be our greatest problem. Getting past the 
sentry posts would be the problem.  

No one answered when I knocked on the door. I called out their 
names and there was still no response. The door was locked. I decided to 
go around to the back of the house and see if their car was there or if they 
were in the yard. 

A late model Prius was parked behind the house. That was a good 
sign, because if they’d gone out, they’d be on foot, and they’d be back soon. 
No one was in the yard. Just out of curiosity, I tried the back door. It was 
unlocked. I walked in, calling out to them so, if they were home they 
wouldn’t think it was Hurley’s men coming to get them. There was still no 
answer. When I reached the living room I found out why. 

The floor and the walls were covered in blood. Natalie was 
slumped across the couch, her eyes staring at the ceiling and a large slash 
across her throat. Her blouse was soaked in blood. Frank was lying on the 
floor face down, blood pooled around his upper body. I bent down and 
turned him over, just in case he was still alive, although I didn’t have much 
hope that he would be. His shirt was shredded and his chest was punctured 
in multiple places with stab wounds. His body was still warm, but there was 
no doubt that he was dead. 

I couldn't control my shaking. Standing up, I backed away from 
the two bodies. I’d seen dead people before, but this was a vicious murder. 
It suddenly occurred to me that the killer might still be in the house. I had 
nothing with which to defend myself. I froze, listening, but there was no 
sound. Trying to keep my anxiety in check, I turned and fled by the back 
door.  

I started the SUV but I was still shaking too much to drive. I sat in 
the car in front of the house and thought about the two young people 
inside. I felt a wave of sadness. They were innocents. All they’d done was 
witness a terror attack—a fake terror attack— and after escaping with their 
lives from that attack, they’d been on the run ever since. And now they 
were dead. They weren’t political people. They hadn’t done anything to 



Casey Dorman 

 152 

anyone. They’d been scared to death, even of the people whom they’d 
thought would protect them.  

I thought about all the men with guns I’d seen on the streets of 
Flagstaff. I’d never seen anyone in the town who wasn’t armed, but it was 
always with a firearm. Why would someone from The Posse kill these two 
poor young people with a knife? Why would The Posse kill them at all? 

My mind was churning sufficiently to calm me enough to drive. I 
pulled away from the house and headed back to the hotel, checking in the 
rearview mirror to see if I was being followed. I couldn’t see anyone. On 
the sidewalks men with guns were still walking the streets. I passed a 
sheriff’s cruiser parked next to the curb. The deputy inside gave me a long 
look, but by the time I’d gotten a block past him, it was clear that he wasn’t 
going to follow me. 

My mind filled with thoughts about the murder. If Hurley had 
ordered the murder of Frank and Natalie, would I have been able to drive 
to their house, go inside, then drive through town afterward and not attract 
any attention? The only thing that made sense was that someone other than 
Barry Hurley and his Posse had killed the two young people. But who? Was 
there someone inside of Hurley’s organization who worked for Ferris? 
That had to be the answer. And perhaps he’d used a knife so that no one 
would hear gunshots and investigate. But why now? Frank and Natalie had 
been in Flagstaff for a couple of months. The only answer was that 
someone knew that I was there to interview the two witnesses and that they 
were planning to leave with us. Someone wanted to stop them from leaving. 

My mind was buzzing. I pulled up in front of the hotel. I still 
didn't seem to be attracting any special attention, so I had to conclude that 
no one but me—and the killer—knew that Frank and Natalie had been 
murdered. 

Everyone was crowded into Karin’s room. Ron was lying on the 
bed. His face was battered and his clothes were covered in blood. He 
looked up at me with dull eyes.  

“What happened to Ron?” I asked, turning to the others, who 
were all standing. 

“We had to rescue him from a couple of cowboys who were 
beating him up,” Toby said.  

“They would have killed him,” Tracy added. Her face was ashen. 
“He wouldn’t fight back.” 
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“That’s Satyagraha,” Karin said. She looked pointedly at Toby. 
“Ron refuses to use violence. It’s ingrained in him.” 

Tracy nodded. “But he would have been killed.” 
“How did you stop them?” I asked. 
“I’m not nonviolent,” Toby said. I could hear the pride in his 

voice. “And I’m trained in martial arts.” Toby might have been an 
academic, but he was big, and fit. I hadn’t known he’d been trained to fight, 
but it fit his personality. I was glad that I hadn’t challenged him to a mano a 
mano duel. 

“Weren’t they armed?” I asked.  
“I disarmed them,” Toby said. 
“And I’m glad you were able to,” Karin said, looking at Toby with 

appreciation. 
“But it shows you’re right about not being able to work with these 

people,” Toby said. “They’re animals.”  
“Is he alright?” I asked. Ron was now lying with his eyes closed. 
“His nose is broken and his ribs are bruised, but I don’t think he 

has any internal damage,” Tracy said, choking back tears. “He may have a 
concussion. I can’t believe they attacked him just because he’s a Native 
American.” She looked around at all of us. “I just want to leave this place.” 

“Where are your two witnesses?” Karin asked, looking at me. 
“Tracy said you were going to bring them here.” Her anxiety showed in 
her eyes. 

I took a deep breath. “They’re both dead. Murdered,” I said. 
Everyone was stunned. There was silence, until Toby finally spoke. 

“Someone killed them?” 
“Stabbed them both to death. They were in their house. I don’t 

think anyone knows about it yet.” 
Tracy sat down in one of the chairs. She began to cry. 
 Ron stirred on the bed. His eyes fluttered open. “What? Who is 

dead?” he asked, weakly. 
“The witnesses,” I answered. I turned back to the others. “Ferris 

must have someone here, working with Hurley. I’m sure that Frank and 
Natalie were killed because Ferris wanted them silenced. 

“You think Hurley is working with Ferris?” Karin asked, she was 
pale and looked shaken, but she was holding it together.  

I shook my head. “This was done so as not to attract attention. 
They weren’t shot to death, they were stabbed. Hurley could have killed 
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them before we got here. He let them talk to me. If he wanted to silence 
them he would have done it long ago. I think the Feebs have someone 
undercover in Hurley’s organization.” 

“Then it’s someone who knows that you talked to the witnesses,” 
Toby said.  He looked over at Tracy, who was no longer sobbing, but was 
sitting with her head bowed, as if she wished she could withdraw from the 
situation. “And now they know about Tracy.” 

Tracy’s head snapped up. Her eyes were filled with fear. “Me?” 
Toby was right. Tracy was a target, just as the other two witnesses 

had been. And I probably was too. “Can Ron travel?” I asked, looking 
down at Tracy. 

“I can travel,” Ron said, struggling up to a sitting position on the 
bed. “We have to get Tracy out of here.” 

“Then we need to go.” I said. I looked over at Toby. He hadn’t 
been in the room when Karin and I had our earlier discussion about 
returning to Cascadia. “Are you going with us?” I asked. 

He nodded. “After seeing what they did to Ron, I’ve had it with 
The Posse. I still think we need to mount an armed resistance to bring 
down the system, but I’m not ready to partner with Barry Hurley to do it. 
He and his group are just as bad as Ferris.” 

There was a knock on the door. We all looked at each other. Toby 
strode to the door and opened it. I stood behind him, ready to do whatever 
I needed to do to protect all of us. 

 It was Barry Hurley. 
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Chapter 31 
 
“You’re all here,” Hurley said, his usual sick smile plastered on 

his face. He pushed his way into the room. Toby and I stepped aside, but 
the two of us stood in front of Karin and Tracy. I kept my eyes on Hurley’s 
gun in the holster on his hip. 

“I heard you had a little incident,” Hurley said. “How’s the 
Indian?” 

“He’ll live,” Toby answered. “No thanks to your men.” 
“You mean the two men you beat the shit out of?” Hurley asked, 

grinning. “I heard you took their guns away from them.” 
“They’re not so tough without them,” Toby said.  
Hurley was looking at Ron who was sitting up, but still on the bed, 

looking better now, and glaring at Hurley. “It’s curious that a white man 
had to rescue you,” Hurley said. “Isn’t that always the way, though?” 

“What do you want?” I asked, stepping in front of Hurley. I 
wondered if he knew what had happened to Frank and Natalie. 

“I just wanted to be sure you were all OK. Maybe the Indian ought 
to stay inside for awhile. We’ve had some trouble with Indians in the past, 
and I’m afraid that they don’t get a warm reception here in Flagstaff.” 

“Your people are a bunch of racist bullies,” Tracy said, standing 
up. Her eyes were filled with hatred as she stared at Barry Hurley. I was 
hoping she wouldn’t say anything about the murders, since Hurley didn’t 
appear to know about them. 

“My people are a little sensitive,” Hurley answered, still smiling. 
“But that’s understandable, given how many people want to take away our 
land and our guns.” 

“OK,” I said. “You’ve checked on us. Now get the hell out of here 
and leave us alone.” Since he didn’t seem to know about the murders yet, 
we had to leave quickly before someone found the bodies or the murderer 
found us. 

“You’re awfully rude for a guest, Mr. Evangelista,” Hurley said, 
his smile having left his face. “You’ve seen what can happen to your Indian 
friend there, perhaps you should show a little more respect.” 

“I haven’t seen anything to respect,” I answered.  
“Luke’s right,” Toby said. “Why don’t you leave us alone? We 

need to tend to our injured friend. He’s one of us, remember?” 
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Hurley shook his head. “You all disappoint me. You’ve all had 
your minds poisoned by liberal propaganda. I thought we could be 
partners, Toby. Now I’m not so sure.” 

“This isn’t the time to talk about that,” Toby said. “Just leave us 
alone for now.” 

Hurley turned. “As you wish,” he said, and walked out the door. 
“He doesn’t know about the murders,” I said as soon as he’d left. 
“It didn’t sound like it,” Karin agreed. 
“We need to go now, before he finds out about them or he’ll 

never let us leave,” I said. “Everyone collect your stuff and bring it down to 
the car. It’s parked in front of the hotel.” I looked at Ron, who still seemed 
woozy, although he was sitting on the side of the bed with his feet on the 
floor. “Can you make it on your own?”  

“I think so,” he answered. 
“I can help him,” Tracy volunteered.  “My room is next to his.” 

She helped him stand up.  
He took a deep breath and then took a few steps. “I’ll be fine,” he 

said. 
‘I’m coming with you anyway,” Tracy said, hovering alongside of 

him. They left the room together. 
I got my things, which were minimal, and when I got downstairs 

Karin was already at the car. Toby showed up a few seconds later. We 
threw our things in the back and waited for Ron and Tracy. 

“How are we going to get past the guards on the highway?” Karin 
asked. 

“I think we need to find a back road that’s not guarded,” I said. 
“That map I saw in the glove compartment had an insert of Flagstaff that 
was even better than Google. It might show some small roads we can use.” 
I reached in the glove compartment and found the map. I took it out and 
unfolded it. In fact there were several small roads indicated on the map that 
would take us past the place on the highway where the sentries were 
located. How many of those had their own sentry posts was anyone’s guess. 
“Let’s just pick what looks like the smallest road and doesn’t lead 
immediately back to the highway,” I suggested. 

Toby and Karin both nodded. Just then Ron and Tracy came out 
of the hotel entrance. Ron had changed from his bloody clothing, but he 
was walking slowly, although under his own power. Tracy was carrying 
both of their suitcases. She had a look of terror on her face. 



2020 

 157 

We followed the map and found the road that led into the forest 
north of Flagstaff. It was a narrow two-lane road with a scattering of 
suburban-style ranch houses near the edge of town, most of them looking 
abandoned, and fewer and fewer houses the farther we got from town. 
Finally we were just driving through dense forest.  

I was sitting up front with Toby, who was driving. I had the map in 
front of me. “We can turn left on the next road and it will get us back to the 
highway, and I’m pretty sure we’ll be past the sentries.” 

“What if they come after us?” Karin asked. 
“That’s not what they do,” Toby answered. “They’re into 

defending their territory, not venturing out into the rest of the world. 
That’s why Hurley wanted the Urban Resistance to carry out attacks, 
because he’s not ready to do that kind of thing himself.” 

“Once we hit the road, I’d drive like a bat out of hell, if I were you,” 
I said. “I’m not sure that Hurley wouldn’t consider chasing us an act of 
defense on his part.” 

“What can we do to him?” Karin asked. 
“We could tell the world that there’s been a double murder in 

Flagstaff,” I said. “The state police might want to investigate that.” 
“The state police won’t go into Flagstaff,” Toby said. 
“Drive fast anyway, just to be safe,” I said. 
Up ahead the intersection to the main highway was visible. Toby 

slowed our car. When he got to the intersection, he slowly nosed the SUV 
onto the highway. Seeing no one, he gunned the engine and we took off 
down the road, away from Flagstaff. 

After five minutes and no cars following us, we all breathed a sigh 
of relief. All of us except Tracy, who still looked terrified in the back seat, 
next to Ron, who only occasionally opened his eyes to look out the window. 
Perhaps he did have a concussion as Tracy had suggested. 

“I need to stop as soon as we come to a good place,” Tracy said.  
I checked the map. There was a small junction a mile or so ahead. 

I seemed to remember that it had a gas station and mini mart. “We can stop 
in another mile,” I said, “but we need to be quick. The more miles between 
us and Flagstaff, the safer we’ll be.” 

Tracy just nodded. I thought she was trying to make eye contact 
with me, but when Ron stirred she turned away.  

“I’m feeling better,” Ron said, though he still sounded weak. “I 
can use the restroom myself, and maybe something to drink.” 
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We pulled into a gas station and I helped Ron from the car. He 
headed for the restroom. “I’ll go with you,” I said. 

“Can I talk to you first?” Tracy said, grabbing my arm. 
I let Ron go ahead on his own. “What’s up?” I asked Tracy. 
She pulled me away from the car, which Toby was filling with gas. 

“Ron has Frank’s cell phone,” she said. She looked frightened and her 
eyes were beginning to fill with tears. 

“What do you mean?” I asked.  
“When I went in his room with him I helped him pack his things. 

He tried not to let me see it, but he took a cell phone out of his pocket and 
put in in his suitcase. I’m sure it was Frank’s.” She looked at me, her eyes 
now wide with fear. “I mean I know cell phones look alike, but I remember 
the case on Frank’s. It was blue with gold stars on it. I’m sure that was it. 
And Ron didn’t want me to see it.” 

“Where would he get Frank’s cell phone?” I asked, but even as I 
said it, I realized why Tracy was so afraid. If Ron had Frank’s cell phone it 
could only mean one thing. Suddenly I knew why he had allowed himself to 
get into that fight with the cowboys. He had probably been covered in 
blood already… Frank and Natalie’s. The fight was just to cover his injuries 
and the blood. 

“Do you think he knows you saw the phone?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “I don't think so.” She looked down at the 

ground. “I can’t take care of him anymore. I was falling in…” she stopped 
herself, then took a breath. “I was attracted to him. Now I’m afraid I’m 
going to be his next target.” 

I remembered the deaths of the two Galaxy witnesses in 
Snoqualmie. Ron had been wounded. He’d told us that David had shot the 
two witnesses, but it must have been he who’d killed them, and David also. 
David must have shot Ron in the process. Or maybe Ron wounded himself 
to cover his tracks. We’d all been taken in, even Wellspring Moon.  Tracy 
and I would be Ron’s next targets.  

“I thought you needed to use the restroom,” Ron said, coming 
back from the men’s restroom and approaching Tracy and me, who were 
still standing a few feet away from the SUV. 

“Sorry,” I said. “I held her up.” I turned to Tracy. “Go ahead, use 
the restroom, but make it fast.” I turned back to Ron. “You look better. 
Did you get something to drink?” 

He held up a bottle of water.  
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“Good,” I said. “Now it’s time to get back to Snoqualmie.” 
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Chapter 32 
 
“I’ve got to go to work sometime.” Judge Eduardo Oreal set his 

battered leather briefcase down on the kitchen floor.  He was fully dressed 
in a dark pinstriped suit, an old-fashioned bow tie at his collar, and he 
carried an umbrella over his arm. He looked like the perfect model of a 
Supreme Court Judge. 

“Is it raining?” Carter asked, eyeing the judge’s umbrella. He and 
Troy were sitting at his kitchen table drinking coffee. It was their second 
day in the Supreme Court justice’s house.  

Judge Oreal shrugged. “No, but I always carry an umbrella. I 
actually use it as a cane, but I don’t like anyone to know I need one.” 

“Getting old is a bitch,” Carter said, shaking his head. 
“We’ll be fine here,” Troy said. “You don’t have anyone like a 

cleaning lady or a delivery boy coming here while you’re gone do you?” 
The judge shook his head. “My cleaning lady comes on Thursday. 

I buy my own groceries. If anyone comes around, they’d be looking for you. 
I’m just hoping no one figures out that you’re here.” 

“How would anyone do that?” Carter asked. “You and I haven’t 
seen each other for 25 years.” 

“I’m sure you’re right,” the judge said, putting on his coat. 
“Anyway, I don’t have to tell you… Don’t answer the door.” 

“Not unless it’s a Girl Scout,” Carter answered. “I’m a sucker for 
those cookies.” 

The judge frowned.  “And don’t smoke,” he said, looking 
pointedly at Carter. He walked past them, his umbrella on one arm and the 
worn briefcase in the other hand, and left by the back door. 

Troy and Carter looked at each other. “So what do we do now?” 
Carter asked. 

“I can try to reach my daughter,” Troy answered. “I’m not sure 
where she is, but if she’s hiding, maybe we could join her.” 

“It’s a little soon, don’t you think?” Carter said. “The first thing 
the Feebs are going to expect you to do is get in touch with your daughter.”  

“Really?” Troy looked disappointed. 
Carter nodded. “Let’s just sit here for awhile and make sure that 

nobody finds us. How would you get hold of your daughter anyway?” 
“I’ve got her cell phone number.” 
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“And you don’t think the Feebs have her number too?” Carter 
asked. 

“If they did, they’d have found her by now wouldn’t they?” 
Carter shrugged. “Who knows? I have no idea what the Feebs can 

do with electronic surveillance nowadays. I’m still a Luddite when it comes 
to electronic gadgets.” 

“I don’t really know either,” Troy answered. “We’re both too old 
to know much about that stuff. So I guess we just stay here and watch TV.” 

“Sort of like exchanging one prison for another,” Carter said, 
smiling ruefully. 

 
*** 

 
Within an hour, there was a knock on the front door of the judge’s 

house. 
“Shit,” Carter said,  “Who is it, the Girl Scouts? Jehovah’s 

Witnesses?” He spoke in a low voice to Troy, who had turned off the 
television. They’d both been sitting on a couch in the judge’s den, 
watching CNN to see if anything more had been reported about their 
escape. 

“I’ll go upstairs and take a peek out of the bedroom window,” 
Troy said.  

Troy parted the curtains on the upstairs bedroom window, which 
looked down on the front porch. Someone in a repairman’s outfit was 
standing on the porch. A van with a sign for a plumbing service sat at the 
curb in front of the house. Troy heard the doorbell ring once more and 
then loud knocking. Whoever it was, was trying to make certain no one 
was home. 

“It’s the Feebs,” Troy whispered as he descended the stairs. 
Carter was standing at the bottom of the stairs.  

“How many?” Carter asked. 
“Just one, unless there’s more in the van. He’s disguised as a 

plumber.” 
There was knocking on the back kitchen door. Both men froze. 

“Shit,” Carter said. “Do you think he’ll try to get in the house?” 
“I don’t know. He must know we’re here.” 
“Damn!” Carter said. He went into the kitchen, sliding along the 

wall so as not to be seen through the curtains, and slowly pulled open a 
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drawer. He took out a kitchen knife then returned to the hallway where 
Troy was standing. 

“What are you going to do with that?” Troy asked, staring at the 
knife in Carter’s hand. 

“Defend myself, man. What do you think?” 
“You want to kill him?”  
“I don't know,” Carter answered, an exasperated look on his face. 

“I don’t want him to kill me.” 
The knocking on the back door had subsided, but they could hear 

someone fiddling with the lock. Both men moved to either side of the 
doorway leading into the kitchen. They heard the back door open. 

Footsteps crossed the kitchen floor, heading toward the doorway 
leading into the hallway where Troy and Carter were standing. Carter 
raised his knife. A small man dressed in a repairman’s outfit walked 
through the door. He was carrying a large metal toolbox. 

Troy grabbed the man by both arms. Carter raised his knife to the 
man’s throat.  

“Put the toolbox down and get down on your hands and knees,” 
Troy ordered. 

The man looked at Carter in front of him, then half-turned and 
looked at Troy. “Who the hell are you guys?” he said. 

“Get down!” Carter shouted. He put the kitchen knife against the 
man’s throat. 

The man put his toolbox down and kneeled down on his hands 
and knees. “I’m supposed to do some plumbing work here,” the man said. 
“I thought no one was home.” 

“So you picked the back door lock and walked in?” Troy asked. 
He and Carter had both stepped back from the man on the floor, but Carter 
still held his knife in his hand. 

“It was unlocked,” the man said. “Isn’t this the Wilson house? Is 
one of you Mr. Wilson, the one who called me?” 

Troy and Carter looked at each other. Troy shook his head, 
signaling Carter not to relax his guard. He stuck out his foot and nudged 
the toolbox toward him, then bent down and opened it. Inside was a 
hodgepodge of electronic equipment. “What’s this?” he asked. 

“My equipment.” 
“I thought you were a plumber.” 
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“I carry a lot of stuff,” the man said. “Can I get up now?”  He 
started to stand.  

Carter put his foot on the man’s back, knocking him back down. 
“Stay the fuck down!” 

Troy was going through the equipment in the toolbox. “This isn’t 
plumbing equipment,” he said to Carter. “It’s all electronic stuff.  
Microphones and cameras and shit.” He walked around in front of the man 
on the floor. “Lie down on your stomach.” 

“Who the hell are you guys?” the man asked them again, not 
moving. 

Carter shoved him down again with his foot. “Lie the fuck down!” 
he shouted. 

The man lay face down and Troy kneeled over him, patting him 
down. Under his coat there was a small gun in a holster in the small of his 
back. Another holstered gun was strapped to his ankle.  

“More of your plumbing equipment?” Troy asked, holding up the 
two guns. He felt around in the man’s pockets and pulled out a set of keys. 
“We need to check the van,” he said to Carter. 

“What if there’s someone in it?”  
“We’re screwed,” Troy said. He looked down at the man on the 

floor. “Are you alone?” 
“Yes,” the man said. 
“He’d lie about it,” Carter said. He took one of the guns out of 

Troy’s hand. “I’m gonna check the van.” 
Troy nodded.  
Carter went out the back door. Troy heard him walking around 

the house. Troy still held the other gun. “If you lied, you’re a dead man,” 
he said. He knew that he wouldn’t shoot the man, unless he had to do it in 
self-defense, but the man didn’t know that. 

In a few minutes Carter re-entered the back door. “He’s alone. 
The van’s a fucking recording studio,” he said. “And there’s a bunch more 
guns in there. What the hell is he here for?” 

“We need to tie this bird up,” Troy said. He didn’t want to be 
forced into having to shoot the man if he tried to escape. 

Carter went into the kitchen and started going through the 
drawers. He came back with a roll of rope. “I don’t even want to know what 
the judge uses this for, but I’m glad he has it,” he said. 
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They tied the man to a chair in the kitchen, then both men pulled 
up chairs in front of him.  

“Now who the hell are you and what are you doing here?” Troy 
asked. 

The man, who was sweating and looked nervous, said nothing. He 
had slicked back dark hair and a day’s growth of beard. He was slightly 
built and the plumber’s outfit was a size too large for him. Above the 
jacket’s breast pocket   it said, “Dave.” 

“Is your name Dave?” Troy asked. 
“Yeah.” 
“I doubt it,” Carter said. “Do you know who we are?”  
The man looked first at one then the other of them with a blank 

expression. “I have no idea.”  
Carter looked at Troy. “I think he really doesn’t know.” 
“That means his target is the judge,” Troy said. 
“Jesus!” Carter exclaimed.  
“He’s not here just to record things,” Troy said. “He’s too well 

armed. I think he’s an assassin.” 
“An assassin?” Carter’s face showed his incredulity. “But he has 

surveillance equipment.” 
“And guns. The equipment was probably just to know when the 

judge was home and where he was in the house.” 
“Why do you want to kill the judge?” Carter asked. 

The man was silent. 
“Fuck it,” Carter said. He still held a pistol.  He put the gun to 

the man’s head. “Sayonara, Dave.” 
“Whoa, whoa,” the man said. “I’m government, you don’t want 

to kill me.” 
“Why don’t I?” Carter asked. 
“I’m a Feeb; you’ll have the whole bureau down on you if you 

kill me.” 
Carter pulled the gun away from the man’s head and put it 

against his kneecap. “OK, so I’ll just shoot your kneecap off, how’s that?” 
“Who are you guys?” the man asked, his voice pleading. “I 

haven’t got anything against you guys. What are you doing in the judge’s 
house? Were you robbing it?” 
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“That’s it,” Carter said. “We’re robbers… and we’re killers… 
cold-blooded killers. You damn well better play straight with us. What 
the hell are you doing at Justice Oreal’s house with all these guns.” 

“I’m just following orders,” the man said. “I don’t ask questions, 
I just do my job.” 

“And you’re a Feeb?” Troy asked. 
“Yes.”  
“Then we’re going have a long conversation,” Troy said. 
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Chapter 33 
 
Despite the fact that we were harboring a cold-blooded killer in 

our midst, our long trek back to Snoqualmie was uneventful. I kept a 
close eye on Ron, in case he decided that a lonely back road was the 
perfect place to finish the elimination of witnesses he had begun in 
Snoqualmie and Flagstaff, but he appeared too genuinely injured to 
mount any kind of threat.  

We stuck to the Indian reservations as much as possible, just as 
we had when we’d driven to Flagstaff. I was sure the Feebs were still 
searching for us, unless they thought that Ron had killed Karin and Toby 
and Tracy and me along with the two witnesses. But from what I could tell 
from the news on my cell phone, most of the attention of law enforcement 
was still on the Eco-Pacifists’ protest of the logging operation in 
southern Washington. The police were still monitoring the protesters, 
but because a federal judge had ordered a halt to the logging activity 
while he examined the Cascadians’ case for ownership of the National 
Forest land, the bulk of the protesters had withdrawn, and the police 
were content to simply keep the few who remained under surveillance. 
The case had been presented on behalf of the Cascadian consortium of 
Native American tribes. Wellspring Moon was smart enough to know 
that the first step in her plan for secession was to have the land declared a 
part of the Indian nation. 

I worried about Tracy. She was still sitting next to Ron, her eyes 
wide with fear. If she had moved, it might have tipped Ron off that we 
were suspicious of him. So far he showed no indication that he suspected 
anything. He still appeared to be groggy and on several occasions his 
head fell onto Tracy’s shoulder as he slipped into unconsciousness. 
Tracy’s nursing instincts won out over her fear and she checked him each 
time to make sure he was still breathing normally. I still hadn’t told Karin 
or Toby about Tracy finding Frank’s cell phone in Ron’s suitcase. I 
thought we needed to include Wellspring Moon in our discussion. 

We pulled into Snoqualmie late at night. There was a light on 
inside the administration building. I hoped that it meant that Wellspring 
was still up. We’d called ahead to say we were returning and I knew that 
she was back from the Mount Adams area. I’d texted her that we needed to 
talk to her without Ron present. She replied with a series of question marks, 
but I’d left it at that. When we pulled up in front of the administration 
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building, Wellspring came outside. It was chilly and she was wearing her 
familiar red parka over a pair of overalls. 

“New car?” Wellspring greeted us, looking inquiringly at the 
SUV. I’d forgotten that we’d exchanged cars with the Indians on the 
Shoshone Reservation.  

“It’s a long story,” Karin said, climbing onto the porch and 
hugging Wellspring. “Ron worked some magic with the local Indians and 
we made a trade,” she looked appreciatively back at Ron, who was exiting 
gingerly from the back seat of the SUV. Karin had no clue about Ron’s 
perfidy.  

Wellspring didn’t notice Ron’s discomfort and the shadows hid 
the bruises on his face. “Did you find your witnesses?” she asked me. I had 
gotten out of the car and come up on the porch to give her a hug myself. I 
was surprised how much comfort I felt being back in Snoqualmie and in 
Wellspring’s steady, and benign, presence. After meeting Barry Hurley 
and his group of zealots and finding out the truth about Ron, I had new 
respect for someone with Wellspring’s strength, which allowed her to 
adhere to her nonviolent principles even in the face of a world that was 
viciously destructive. I wondered if her faith would be shaken by my news 
about Ron. I doubted it. She was more like Derek Stewart than I had 
originally appreciated. 

“We found them and they confirmed what Tracy had told us,” I 
said. “But someone murdered them after they talked to us. That’s why we 
left.” 

Wellspring’s face showed her shock. “Murdered them? You mean 
The Posse?” 

I shook my head. “Someone else. Probably a Feeb assassin no one 
knew about.” I knew that I was talking about Ron, but none of the others 
did, except Tracy. 

“Is that why you left?” 
“That and the fact that The Posse is a racist, xenophobic group of 

psychopaths,” Karin said. I was surprised by the bitterness of her tone, 
although I’m not sure why. She had told me that she had pretty much 
returned to Derek’s point of view against any form of violence as a method 
of achieving a political end. 

Ron was leaning against the car. He still looked weak, although I 
could no longer dredge up sympathy for him. Wellspring still hadn’t 
noticed that Ron didn’t look well.  
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I wanted to tell the others about Ron and I wanted to have 
Wellspring in on the conversation. “It’s been a long day. Maybe we can 
save the rest of this discussion until morning,” I said.  I looked back at Ron. 
“Ron may need to go to the infirmary overnight. He was injured pretty 
badly.” 

Wellspring’s eyes widened in surprise. “Injured?” She stepped 
down from the porch and rushed over to Ron, who still was leaning against 
the SUV. “Are you OK?” she asked, grasping his hand. 

Ron managed a smile. “I’m OK,” he said. 
“What happened?” she asked. 
“He was attacked by those yokels in Flagstaff,” I said. “They don’t 

like Native Americans.” 
“You’d be proud of him,” Karin said. “He didn’t fight back. Toby 

had to rescue him.” She looked over at Toby with a look of appreciation. 
Too much appreciation if you asked me. 

Wellspring was still looking at Ron with a concerned expression. 
“So that’s why you texted me about Ron?” she asked, glancing over at me.  

Ron looked at me, but didn’t say anything. I hoped Wellspring’s 
mention of my text hadn’t aroused his suspicion. 

I ignored her question. 
 Wellspring turned back to Ron. Her expression was worried, like 

a mother concerned about her child. “You should have Doctor 
Schneiderman check you,” she told him. She wouldn’t be so worried about 
him after I gave her my information. Or maybe she would. If she were 
similar to Derek Stewart, she’d worry as much about the welfare of her 
enemies as her friends. 

Ron nodded.  
“Tracy and I can take you to the clinic,” Wellspring suggested. 
“That’s Ok, I’ll take him,” I said, jumping down from the porch. I 

didn’t want Tracy to go through any more emotional turmoil than she 
already had. 

 
*** 

 
Ron was safely in Doctor Schneiderman’s care. The old physician 

had urged Ron to stay in the clinic overnight and Ron had agreed, probably 
to further cement his story of having been a victim of a racist assault, rather 
than the perpetrator of an attack to cover his tracks as a murderer. The rest 
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of our party was back in the hotel. I told them all we needed to have a 
meeting and that it had to include Wellspring.  

“Can’t this wait for morning, Luke?” Karin asked. She looked 
tired after the long drive and the tension of the day. 

I looked over at Tracy, who still had the expression of someone 
who’d just gone through a life-threatening trauma. “No,” I said. “I’ll go 
get Wellspring.” 

Wellspring was locking up the administration building, but I 
caught her before she left and asked her to come to the hotel. “How is 
Ron?” she asked. 

“He’ll be OK. He’s going to stay at the clinic overnight.” 
“Good. That was what you texted me about wasn’t it?” Her 

anxiety showed on her face. I knew she held the young Native American in 
great affection. I hated to disabuse her of her positive opinion of him. 

“Not really,” I answered. “It’s something else.” 
“What?” 
 “Let’s wait until we’re with the others,” I answered. 
Toby, Karin and Tracy were sitting in the chairs in the center of 

the hotel lobby. They all looked up when Wellspring and I arrived. Toby 
still looked irritated and Karin appeared confused. Tracy looked depressed. 

Wellspring and I sat down. I didn’t want to make Tracy tell her 
story and I didn’t want to just blurt out that Ron was a murderer and a 
traitor. During the long ride from Flagstaff, I’d prepared what I was going 
to say. “As some of you know, Frank, one of the witnesses in Flagstaff, 
took a video on his cell phone of three of the shooters at the Galaxy the 
night of the attack.” 

Everyone else knew about the video already, but Wellspring’s face 
showed her surprise. “There’s a video?” 

“It shows three shooters,” I said. I looked around at the others, 
who were all looking at me expectantly, waiting to hear why I called the 
meeting. “I didn’t think to look for Frank’s cell phone when I found his 
and Natalie’s bodies in their house,” I continued. “Tracy said she had told 
Ron about the cellphone. When she was helping him pack to leave 
Flagstaff, she saw him take Frank’s cell phone from his pocket and put it in 
his suitcase.” Everyone but Tracy looked confused.  

“How would Ron have Frank’s cell phone?” Karin asked. “Did 
Frank give it to you or Tracy?” She hadn’t understood the implication of 
what I’d just told them. Or she was resisting it. 
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“Frank didn't give us his cell phone,” I said. “He kept it.  There’s 
only one way Ron could have gotten the cell phone.” I paused. They were 
all staring at me. Karin looked apprehensive. “Ron was the one who killed 
Frank and Natalie,” I said.  

Karin and Toby’s expressions turned to shock.  
“I can’t believe that,” Wellspring blurted out.  
“I’m sure I’m right.” 
“But he was beaten up by those cowboys,” Karin said, shaking her 

head as if she refused to believe what I was saying. “And he wouldn’t even 
fight back.” 

“There was blood all over the house. Ron must have been covered 
in blood. He may even have been injured. I think he provoked a fight with 
the cowboys so he would have an explanation for the blood and injuries.” 

Wellspring still looked in shock “Why would he kill your 
witnesses?” She too, seemed to be resisting the only obvious conclusion. 

“He must be working for the Feebs.” 
She took a deep breath. “Are you saying Ron and David, my two 

most trusted assistants both worked for the Feebs?” she asked, quietly. 
She had calmed herself, but she still seemed in disbelief. 

“Maybe just Ron,” I answered. “Maybe he killed the two witnesses 
you were protecting and killed David too.” 

I heard Karin gasp. 
I could see that they were having a hard time processing what I’d 

just told them. Wellspring sat with her eyes shut. Her body was rigid. Toby 
was shaking his head. 

“Tracy, what do you think?” Karin asked. “You were closer to 
Ron than any of us.”  

Tracy had been gazing at the floor through the whole discussion. 
When she looked up there were tears in her eyes. “I trusted Ron 
completely. You all know how I felt about him.” She swallowed hard and 
gritted her teeth before continuing. “I know that cell phone was Frank’s. 
As soon as I saw it, and that he was hiding it from me, I realized what it 
meant.” 

“I trusted Ron too,” Wellspring said. She had opened her eyes 
and was staring straight ahead, as if she were in a daze. Her voice was calm, 
but her face was twisted in agony. “I need to talk to him. We all do. We 
need to confront him with the evidence and check the cell phone to see if 
it’s really the one you think it is.” 
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“He’s probably erased the video already,” Toby said. “He’ll get 
rid of the phone as soon as he can.” Toby seemed to have grasped the 
situation faster than the others. 

“I have a copy of the video on my phone,” I said. “I think we 
should go get him and bring him over here now.” 

“I’ll go with you,” Toby said.  
The two of us left the hotel and walked over to the clinic. A light 

was still on. Doctor Schneiderman was up, sitting at his desk and writing.  
“We need to see Ron,” I said to the doctor. 
“You’re too late.” 
I began to panic. “What do you mean?” 
“He refused to stay here. He said he felt fine, even though he has a 

badly bruised rib and has clearly suffered a concussion. He said he was 
going to join the rest of you. After a few minutes he returned and took his 
suitcase and left.” 

He must have overheard our conversation. Toby and I looked at 
each other. We both turned and left, heading for the SUV. “Do you know 
where he lives?” Toby asked. 

“Yes.” I had visited him during his recuperation on several 
occasions. Ron hadn’t had the time to build a permanent residence, but he 
lived in one of the tents. I knew exactly which one. “Let me drive,” I said. 

I floorboarded the SUV as we tore down the empty dirt street in 
the direction of Ron’s tent. When I got within a block, I skidded to a stop. 
“Let’s get out and approach on foot,” I said. 

We both exited the car and walked along the edge of the road in 
the direction of Ron’s tent. It was dark out but not so late that there 
weren’t several tents with lights on inside of them. Toby and I stayed in the 
shadows at the edge of the road. Ron’s tent was dark. When we reached it, 
I pushed open the front flap and stepped inside. Toby followed me in. The 
tent was empty. 

“Shit!”  I said. “He’s gone.” 
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Chapter 34 
 
“There’s a video?” Richard Banning was livid. He looked across 

the table at Jervis Donovan and General Sherman. “I knew something like 
this would happen. Now we need to go after that Eco-Pacifist community 
full force. Either destroy them completely or round them all up and throw 
them in jail. If Evangelista is there, that’s the only way to get him.” 

The three men were in a small paneled conference room just off 
Donovan’s office in the West Wing. General Sherman had requested the 
meeting, but he had asked both men to keep President Ferris out of it for 
the time being. A White House security staff stood outside the door, but 
the president was asleep at that late hour. The general was in his uniform 
and Donovan looked as crisp as usual in his gray suit and dark tie. Banning 
wore a sport coat over a wrinkled blue shirt and a pair of equally rumpled 
pants. His hair stood up on the back of his head as if he had just gotten up 
from bed. There was an odor of whiskey about him. 

General William T. Sherman looked across the table at Donovan 
as if he were seeking direction. “My man is still in the area,” he said. “He 
thinks he can still get to Evangelista, even though he’s been exposed; he 
just has to stay outside the Eco-Pacifist village.” 

Banning directed the full force of his glare at General Sherman 
“You said your man told his contact that Evangelista has a copy of the video 
from the witnesses’ cell phone?” 

Sherman nodded. “But my person has the phone it was recorded 
on,” he said, a note of hopefulness in his voice. 

“So what?” Banning exploded.  “A copy is just as good as the 
original. A video like that could ruin everything!” 

Donovan held up a warning hand. “Let’s not panic. We can 
remove any video that gets loaded onto a social media site, almost 
immediately. We just need to alert the internet providers that someone is 
trying to post a fake video and we can threaten them with their license if 
they allow it to be posted.  We can also stop it from being shown on cable 
TV. If it does somehow show up, then we can enlist our whole army of 
media analysts to dispute its authenticity. Evangelista isn’t stupid. He 
knows that, by itself, the video won’t convince anyone. My guess is, he’ll 
hold onto it until he can find more witnesses.” 

“More?” Banning exclaimed. “Are there more out there?” 
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Donovan looked over at the general. “What do your people tell 
you, General?” 

“There’s no more that we know of,” General Sherman answered. 
Donovan let out a sigh. He fingered the handkerchief in his breast 

pocket. “So let’s just sit tight. With the Cascadia court case going on, we 
really can’t afford to send a whole army of federal agents into their village 
and start arresting everyone. We’ll just land back in court again.” 

“We should have done it before this whole thing got out of 
control,” Banning said. “We should have stopped the damn Eco-Pacifists 
before they could take us to court. Whenever we become cautious, it sends 
a message that our opponents might have a valid point. The only way to 
beat them is to shut them up.” He was leaning across the table aggressively, 
shifting his gaze back and forth between the two other men, as if daring 
them to disagree. 

Donovan took the handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his 
glasses. He put the glasses back on and gazed across the table at Banning. 
“We don’t want an all-out war, Richard,” he said, his tone one of tolerance. 
“We have other ways of doing things that are not so obvious.” 

Banning frowned. “My people told me that Justice Oreal is still 
showing up for work,” he said, staring accusingly at General Sherman. “I 
thought you were going to do something about that.” 

“We are, we are,” Sherman answered. He eyed the door as if he 
were thinking about how he could escape from the conference room. 

“It’s pretty high priority, General,” Donovan said, his voice 
remaining calm. “The Cascadia nation’s case is already headed for the 
Ninth Court of Appeals. If they uphold the Indians’ claim, it’ll be on the 
doorstep of the Supreme Court almost immediately. We need judges we 
can count on.” 

The general nodded. 
“What’s the delay?” Banning asked irritably. 
“No delay,” the general answered. “We’re waiting to hear from 

our agent, the one assigned to do this.” 
“Waiting to hear?” Donovan queried, leaning forward. “I’m not 

sure what that means.” 
General Sherman swallowed hard. His face was reddening. “He 

seems to have dropped from sight.” 
“What the fuck?” Banning exploded. “What do you mean he’s 

dropped from sight?” 
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“We haven’t heard from him for awhile.” 
“Is that usual in this kind of operation?” Donovan asked. Unlike 

Richard Banning, the Chief of Staff seemed unperturbed. 
“Not usual, but it happens sometimes.” Sherman answered, 

warily. 
“So what do you think is going on?” Donovan asked, still not 

raising his voice. 
General Sherman looked back at Donovan, then at Banning. “We 

don’t know. Our agent is very reliable, very experienced. He should have 
been checking in with his contact at least twice a day.” 

“And how long since you’ve heard from him?” Donovan asked. 
“Since yesterday… in the morning.” 
“What was happening yesterday morning?” Banning asked. He 

leaned forward, looking at the General the way a feral animal eyes its prey. 
“According to what I’ve been told, he was going to Oreal’s house 

to install surveillance equipment so he could tell when the judge was home 
and where he was in the house. Like I said, this man is experienced. He’s 
careful.” 

“Maybe your careful, experienced agent got caught breaking into 
the house,” Banning said. “Have you checked with the police?” 

“He wasn’t caught. We would have heard. He wouldn’t have told 
the police he was with us, but we would have heard.” 

“So what’s your next step?” Donovan asked. 
“We’ll send someone else to the house. Who knows, the guy 

could have fallen and hurt himself, or had a heart attack. Anything could 
have happened.” 

“Don’t you think someone would have found him if he’d fallen or 
had a heart attack? It’s been more than a day.” Banning said, scowling. 
“What else could have happened to him?” 

The general shook his head. “We really haven’t a clue. But we’re 
working on it. This guy is a real pro. He’s carried out important missions 
for us before and never failed.” 

“We don't want to know what he’s done in the past,” Donovan 
said, holding up a warning hand. “Just find him and get him back on his 
job.” 

“There is one more thing,” the general said, his voice hesitant. 
“One more thing?” Donovan repeated. 
“A bad thing?” Banning asked, glaring at the general. 
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The general shrugged. “I’m not sure. Just something you should 
know.” 

“So what is it, general?” Donovan asked. 
“This agent… the one who’s missing…” Sherman’s eyes darted 

from one to the other of them. “He was one of the agents involved in the 
Galaxy attack.” 

“Oh Christ!” Banning exclaimed. 
“Then I guess you’d better find him pretty quickly,” Donovan 

said. 
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Chapter 35 
 
“You can’t just keep this man prisoner in my house,” Judge Oreal 

said to Troy and Carter, both of whom were sitting on an old, dusty and 
stained couch in the basement of the Supreme Court Justice’s house. The 
judge was standing. The FIIEB agent who had broken into the judge’s 
house was tied to a chair, sitting in the middle of the room. He was looking 
at the judge with a hopeful expression on his face, as if the judge were a 
voice of reason that might quell the vengeful attitude of his other two 
captors. 

“He was sent here to kill you, Eduardo,” Carter said. “He works 
for the Feebs. Do you think the Feebs would have taken it upon themselves 
to assassinate a sitting Supreme Court Justice? Somebody high up in 
Ferris’ administration, or even the president himself, ordered your death. 
There’s no one we can turn this guy into. What law enforcement agency is 
free of Ferris’ influence?” 

“So what to you propose doing with him?” the judge asked, 
frowning at his old friend. 

“He knows more than he’s telling us.” Carter’s mouth turned up 
in a sly grin. “Remember Devin Smalley?” His wink to the judge went 
unnoticed by the FIIEB agent. 

“I do,” the judge said, the corners of his mouth twitching as he, 
too,  tried to control a smile. “So what do we do with this man?” 

“I say we kill him,” Carter said, matter-of-factly.  
“Whoa,” the agent said, his eyes wide with fear. “Don’t listen to 

him, Judge. You can’t be involved in murder. You’re a Supreme Court 
Justice.” 

“C’mon guys, we need to find a better alternative,” Troy said, a 
look of alarm on his face as he looked first at Carter, then at the judge, who 
appeared to be considering his friend’s idea. 

“There are no other alternatives,” the judge answered, matter-of-
factly. “It’s my house he broke into and it was me who was his target. He 
was well-armed and he wanted to kill me. I have a perfect right to defend 
myself.” He looked down at the man and shook his head. “As far as I can 
see there’s no other option. I’ll shoot him myself.” He reached out his 
hand and Carter handed him his gun. 

Troy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
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“Wait a minute,” the agent cried. “How about if I admit what I 
did? Turn me in, I’ll confess. Turn me in to the local authorities, not to the 
Feebs.” 

“You’ve seen Troy and me,” Carter said. “We’re both wanted. All 
you have to do is tell the authorities about us being here and it will get us 
arrested. The judge too.” 

“I won’t tell. I’ll keep quiet about you two being here.” 
“Right,” Carter said. “You’ll let them prosecute you for trying to 

kill the judge and never mention that there are two escaped fugitives in his 
house.” 

“We have to kill him,” the judge said. He sounded impatient to 
get it over with. 

Carter nodded. 
“Hey wait a minute,” the agent whined. “I have more information 

for you. Something you can use against Ferris. That’s something you want, 
isn’t it?” 

“Let’s listen to him,” Troy urged. “Information against Fremont 
Ferris is always important.” He looked at the other two, hoping that they’d 
lose their enthusiasm for killing the agent. Troy was still a pacifist at heart. 

“Trust me, this will be enough to fight Ferris, maybe even bring 
him down,” the agent said. 

Carter and Judge Oreal exchanged glances. The judge could 
barely suppress a smile. “What do you think?” he asked Carter. 

Carter looked directly at the agent tied in the chair. “So you’ve 
got something on Ferris? As my pappy used to say, ‘if you haven’t got 
something good to say about someone… let’s hear it.’ ” 

The agent looked at all three of them. “This is something that 
you’ll have to keep me alive to testify about. It won’t do you any good if I’m 
dead.” 

“Just tell us,” Troy said. He was afraid that his two bloodthirsty 
companions would resume their plan to kill the man. 

 “You remember the Galaxy nightclub attack?” the agent asked, 
looking at each of them.  

They all nodded. 
“Fifty people killed by a Muslim terrorist in L.A.,” Judge Oreal 

said. 
“Fifty people killed by Feebs,” the agent said. “Or at least forty-

nine of them. That terrorist only killed one person.” 
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Their disbelief showed on all three of the men’s faces. “That’s 
preposterous,” the judge finally said. “Why would we believe you?” 

“Because I was there. I was one of the Feebs doing the shooting.” 
“But there was a terrorist,” Troy objected.  
“There was one guy who was there to kill someone. We’d been 

following this guy—Nagi—for months. We knew he went to Jihadist 
websites, we knew he bought a gun, we watched him case the nightclub 
several nights over the previous weeks. When he went there that night we 
were right behind him. We used his presence to make it look as though it 
was a massive attack. We did almost all the killing.” 

“But why?” the judge asked, his face showing his shock. 
“Isn’t it obvious? After that attack, voters started flocking back to 

the president. Ferris’ people said we couldn’t afford to change leadership 
when we were under attack by Islamic terrorists.” 

“How many of you were there?” Troy asked. He no longer 
seemed skeptical. 

“Five of us. There were some security guards and cops at the club 
but they only came into the building after the firing stopped. They didn’t 
see anything.” 

“Jesus H. Christ,” Carter said. 
“What do we do now?” Troy asked. He and Carter both looked at 

the judge. 
“You’ll testify to this in court?” the judge asked the man in the 

chair. 
He nodded. “To every word of it.” 
Troy began shaking his head. 
“What?” the judge asked, looking at Troy. 
“This will never make it to court,” Troy said. “Or at least this guy 

will never make it to court. Ferris was trying to kill you, judge. Don’t you 
think he’ll kill some pipsqueak whistleblower on something as big as this?” 

“So what do we do?” Carter asked. 
“We need to go directly to the media before Ferris finds out we 

have this guy. Have them interview and film him, then put it out on the 
internet and news outlets.” 

“How do we do that?” Carter asked, staring at his friend. “Who 
do you know in the media who would be willing to report this? They’ll 
become a target themselves.” 
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“My daughter knows someone. At least she used to. He’s a 
reporter and a writer. He’s never been afraid to report the truth. He wrote 
a biography of Ferris and one of Derek Stewart.” 

“You mean the writer, Luke Evangelista?” the judge asked. 
“Exactly. Luke’s a friend of mine and of my daughter.” 
“Do you know how to contact him?” the judge asked. 
“No, but my daughter will.  I’m willing to bet on it.” 
“So call your daughter,” Carter said. “You said you had her cell 

number.” 
Troy borrowed the judge’s phone and dialed the number that only 

he and a few others knew. He hoped that, seeing the judge’s caller ID, 
Karin would answer her phone. She picked up on the third ring. He told 
her what he had just learned and asked her if she still had contact with Luke 
Evangelista. 

“He’s right here,” Karin said. She put Luke on the phone and 
Troy told him what he’d told Karin. 

“Keep him there,” Luke said. “We’re on our way.” 
Troy closed his phone. “Karin and Luke are coming here.” 
Carter and Judge Oreal smiled at each other. “I guess we can 

thank Devin Smalley,” the judge said, giving Carter a wink. 
“Who’s Devin Smalley?” Troy asked. He remembered that Carter 

had brought up the name right before he’d suggested killing the FIIEB 
agent.  

Carter glanced over at Judge Oreal, then looked back at Troy. 
“He was a student in our dorm at college. A student who fell for our bluff,” 
he whispered. 

The agent was sitting in the chair with his eyes closed, obviously 
feeling relieved that he’d escaped being killed.  

“So when you said you were going to kill him…” Troy spoke in a 
low tone so the FIIEB agent couldn’t hear. 

“He became our new Devin Smalley,” Carter said. 
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Chapter 36 
 
We were on the move. Karin and Tracy and I were headed for 

Washington, DC., to the house of Supreme Court Justice Eduardo Oreal, 
where Troy, inexplicably, was hiding. Toby had returned to Seattle, 
convinced that when the news came out about the Galaxy attack being 
staged, the time would be ripe for starting a revolution. 

As soon as we reached the mountains of West Virginia, we started 
thinking about how to elude the Feebs when we arrived at the Supreme 
Court Justice’s house. From what Troy had told Karin, the Feebs had tried 
to kill the judge and might still have the house under surveillance. We 
stopped for breakfast at a small mountain hamlet, hardly more than a 
junction at the intersection of two roads, but with a restaurant, a gas 
station, a country store, and a bus stop. We needed to make a plan. 

We scooted into a booth, Karin and Tracy on one side of the table 
and me on the other. Despite the absence of Toby, Karin was keeping her 
distance from me. Although Toby was gone, and she and I had become 
closer since we had found agreement on our choice of nonviolence to 
oppose President Ferris, we hadn’t resumed any kind of physical 
relationship. She’d told me that we needed to “keep our minds on what we 
were doing.” Resuming our old relationship was what I did consider myself 
doing, but I guess the feeling wasn’t mutual. I remained hopeful. 

We filled ourselves up on an old-fashioned American breakfast of 
eggs, bacon and pancakes and worked out a plan. If Judge Oreal left his 
house, we assumed that whoever might be watching the house would 
follow him. Presumably, no one knew that Troy or his friend Carter, both 
of whom were wanted, were in the house, nor that they were holding a 
FIIEB agent captive. We could park one street away and then enter the 
house from the alley, which Troy told us was concealed from view and 
afforded entrance to the house through the kitchen. It sounded as if it 
would work. We called Troy and told him we’d let him know when we were 
in the area. 

We finished our coffee and headed back out to the car, which was 
the same SUV that Tim Running Wolf had traded for Toby’s car in Idaho. 
Toby had at least been gracious enough to let us take it. Tracy got in the 
back and Karin on the passenger side in front and I walked around to the 
driver’s side. When I turned to enter the car I felt something pressing 
against my lower back.  
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“Get into the car but don’t start it,” I heard Ron’s voice behind me. 
I turned and saw the dark face of the young Native American only a foot 
behind me. He had a gun in his hand.  

“I thought you hunted with a bow and arrow… or a knife,” I said. 
“Not this time. Now get in the car.” 
I opened the front door and slipped inside. He opened the back 

door and slid inside beside Tracy. 
“You!” Tracy exclaimed. 
“Sorry about this everyone,” Ron said in a quiet voice.  He 

sounded almost embarrassed, but his gun was pointed at Tracy’s side. 
“Wellspring is very disappointed in you,” Karin said. She didn’t 

appear intimidated by either Ron or his gun. “She believed in you. She 
even defended you after we knew you’d killed the others.” 

“She said you loved Tracy,” I said. “That you wouldn’t have killed 
her. Was she right or are you the despicable traitor that I told her you 
were?” 

Ron heaved a sigh. I could see in the mirror that he had a sad look 
on his face. “You were both right. I wouldn’t have killed Tracy. I still don’t 
plan to.” He turned toward Tracy. “You took care of me. I know you have 
feelings for me. Maybe in a different time and place things could be 
different for us. I know I can’t kill you. Wellspring is right about that.”  He 
swung the gun away from Tracy and pointed it at me. I was half-turned in 
my seat, looking at him. “It’s you I need to kill, Luke. You’re the one 
who’s planning to write a story about the Galaxy attack.” 

“So let Karin and Tracy out of the car,” I said. 
“I can't do that. Not yet anyway. You need to drive the car. This is 

too public here.” He waved the gun at me. “Start the car and pull back onto 
the road.” His tone had become commanding. 

I did as he asked. We re-entered the highway and continued in the 
direction we’d been driving. It was a four-lane road, but not a freeway, and 
it wound through the forest with only an occasional house or farm 
alongside the road. A perfect spot for a murder. 

“Wellspring couldn’t figure out how you could turn your back on 
your own people,” Karin said. She was turned toward Ron as she talked. 
She still appeared calm, although Tracy, sitting next to Ron, looked 
terrified. 

Ron didn’t answer. 
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“Fremont Ferris believes the same thing about Native Americans 
as Barry Hurley does,” Karin continued. “He shares the belief that your 
people have never had a right to any of America, that you were a bunch of 
illiterate savages who deserved to be driven out by more educated, civilized 
Europeans. He and those around him, like Richard Banning and Reverend 
Goodson, don’t believe there’s a place for you in a country that belongs to 
white people.” 

“That’s bullshit,” he finally said. 
“What’s bullshit, those ideas or that President Ferris believes 

them?” 
“The ideas. I know that Ferris believes them.” 
“So how can you work for him?” 
“I don’t work for him, I work for the United States of America. 

That’s what you people don’t understand.” He turned his attention on 
Karin in the front seat. There was a sneer on his face as she spoke. “People 
like you want to destroy our country. You break laws, you disrupt order. 
Wellspring even wants to secede from the United States. Abraham Lincoln 
was one of our greatest presidents because he stopped the union from 
being split in two, but Wellspring wants to break America apart again. I 
have a duty to protect my country.” 

I realized that I was listening to Army veteran Ron White talking, 
not Native American Ron White. Ron had told me that he’d been in 
Afghanistan in the army. He’d been thoroughly indoctrinated in a United 
States military point of view. If I wanted to convince him of anything I 
needed to talk to him as a patriot, not as a Native American. 

“You’re right about people threatening our country,” I said.  
“Did you ever read the constitution?” 

“Of course I did. I had to swear to uphold the constitution in my 
job as a soldier and then again when I was recruited by the Feebs.” It was 
obvious that my question irritated him. 

“What does that mean, to uphold the constitution?” 
“It means to keep anyone from taking away our freedom,” he said, 

defiantly. 
“The constitution mostly outlines the limits of the power of the 

government,” Karin said to him. “It protects us from the government 
taking away our freedom.” 

“I told you I’ve read it,” Ron said.  
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We were getting into a dense area of the forest. I could tell that 
Ron’s attention was mostly attuned to the sides of the road, as if he were 
looking for a place for us to stop. He was only half listening to Karin and 
me.  “Take that side road into the woods, Luke,” he said. 

An unpaved narrow road led into the woods. I wasn’t sure if it was 
a driveway or just a small road leading to who knows where. I was pretty 
sure that wherever it led, Ron meant for me never to leave from it alive. I 
glanced in the back seat and saw that Tracy was buckled in. So were Karin 
and I. Ron wasn’t. I floored the gas pedal and swerved as we turned onto 
narrow road. We hit a ditch and the rear end of the car flew into the air, 
then it rolled over onto its driver’s side, slamming the ground with enough 
force to send a sharp pain through my left arm and shoulder. We rocked 
back and forth a few times, then the car became still. I looked back. Ron 
was halfway onto the floor and lying against the door. He appeared to have 
been knocked unconscious. There was blood coming from his head and 
the side window was cracked where his head had hit it. 

For some reason the airbags had not deployed. Perhaps the car 
was too old. I looked at Tracy, then at Karin. “Is everyone OK?”  

“I’m OK,” Karin said. She was hanging in her seat because we 
were on our side. Her seat belt kept her from falling. 

“Me too,” Tracy said. She was also hanging by her seat belt, 
leaning against Ron.  

“Can you get Ron’s gun?” I asked Tracy. 
She wiggled around in her seat, then braced herself and 

unfastened her seat belt. Still bracing herself, she reached down and 
picked up the gun.  

“Karin, can you crawl out of the car?” I asked. 
She had already managed to open the passenger door and 

unfasten her seat belt. She was pushing herself up through the door. I 
unfastened my own seat belt and followed her. My arm and shoulder were 
sore but they didn't appear to be broken. 

“Ron’s not breathing,” Tracy said from inside the car. Her voice 
was shaking. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. I couldn’t tell if I was relieved or sorry. 
“He’s dead,” Tracy said. I could tell she was about to cry. 
“OK, leave him. Get yourself out of the car. We’ll leave the car 

here. There’s no way it can be traced to us anyway. It belongs to Tim 
Running Wolf, not to any of us, and no one will connect him to us. We’ll 
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have to find another way to get to Washington.” I was trying to keep all of 
our minds on the business at hand, instead of the fact that a young man 
we’d all once been fond of had just died, and that he’d been going to kill 
me before that. 

Tracy emerged from the back door. She had tears running down 
her cheeks. I helped her to the ground. 

“Are we just going to leave him here?” Tracy asked. She looked at 
me, then at Karin. I couldn’t tell if she was more frightened or depressed. 
She looked both. 

“We need to go,” I answered. “We’ll walk back to the restaurant 
and ask if a bus comes this way. We don’t want to be caught here trying to 
explain a dead FIIEB agent.” 

“He wasn’t just a FIIEB agent,” Tracy said. She looked down at 
the ground. “I know he said he was going to kill you, but…” she looked up 
at me. “He was still Ron.” 

“I know,” I said. “He felt he was doing his duty. We don’t need to 
judge him.” I surprised myself by my own words. I was remembering 
something Derek Stewart had taught us when we’d found out that the 
young Muslim who’d joined our group was a member of a terrorist 
organization and had been sent to assassinate Derek. Of course, Maurice, 
as we knew him, the young jihadist, changed his mind and ended up 
defending Derek and the rest of us, and sacrificing his own life in the 
process. 

Karin reached out and took my hand. “Were you thinking of 
Maurice?” she asked. 

I nodded.  
“Me too. Maybe in enough time, Ron could have been changed by 

Wellspring, the way Maurice was by Derek.” 
“I’d like to think so,” I said. 
We unloaded our bags from the wrecked SUV, and then we 

trudged back toward the restaurant. 
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Chapter 37 
 

“Things are getting out of control,” President Ferris said, leaning 
forward, his elbows on his desk in the Oval Office, his head in his hands. 
“You’ve been giving me a picture that everything was taken care of, and 
now you tell me that Luke Evangelista is still on the loose and that a FIIEB 
agent with potentially incriminating evidence against us is missing.” 

“General Sherman swore to us that his assassin would take care of 
Evangelista,” Richard Banning answered. He was sitting in a chair in front 
of the president’s desk. Next to him was White House Chief of Staff Jervis 
Donovan. Only the three of them were in the room. 

“The missing FIIEB agent is troubling,” Donovan said, “but 
Evangelista is the one who is dangerous. If he actually has testimony—we 
know he has a video—he’ll go to the Times or the Post with it, maybe even 
CNN.” 

“What does Sherman say?” the president asked, looking up and 
shifting his gaze from one to the other of them. 

“The man who was tracking Evangelista said he was traveling 
across country. He thought Evangelista was headed for Washington, but 
he wasn’t sure. He stopped reporting in a day ago.” 

“Jesus Christ!” Ferris exploded. “Why are Sherman’s agents 
disappearing? How come two trained agents fall off the map as soon as 
they’re assigned to go after either of those two? Is there someone out there 
protecting these guys?” 

“We should have acted more decisively,” Banning said, casting a 
sidelong glance at Donovan. “No one listened to my advice.” 

“Your advice was to send in massive numbers of Feebs against the 
Eco-Pacifists and The Posse,” Donovan said, turning to Banning. “There’s 
no guarantee that would have gotten Evangelista and it would have 
generated a wave of opposition to the president.” 

“But it would have shown the country that I’m not going to put up 
with dissidents any longer,” Ferris said. “Richard was right. We should 
have used more force. Those yokels who support me wouldn’t change their 
minds if I nuked that whole Indian reservation, or whatever it is. You can’t 
be meek if you’re defending the country. How about if we wipe those 
opposition groups out now?” 

Banning and Donovan looked at each other. “That wouldn’t solve 
our problem,” Donovan said. “Evangelista is the one we need to stop 
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before he exposes the truth about the Galaxy attack. Those dissident 
groups are a side issue now.” 

The president looked at Banning. “Richard?”  
“Much as I hate to say it, I agree with Jervis,” Banning said. “We 

need to devote all of our attention to stopping Evangelista. He’s no longer 
with the dissidents so far as we know.” 

“So what do we do?’ 
“Evangelista has got to go to one of the news outlets,” Donovan 

said. “We can get Sherman’s men to monitor all those who might publish 
such a story and wait until he contacts one of them. Then we can find him 
and dispose of him before he has a chance to present any of his 
information.” 

“Sherman’s fucked up everything so far,” Ferris said. “Can we 
depend on him?” 

Banning shrugged. “He’s a two-star schmendrick.” 
“The Feebs are our best bet,” Donovan said. “I’ll also talk to Nate 

Broadmoor at the CIA. He can use some of his people to look for 
Evangelista. According to Sherman’s information, he’s traveling with one 
of the Urban Resistance leaders… a woman.” 

“Get on it,” Ferris said. “I can’t believe that we’ve let one measly 
reporter become such a threat to us. We should have gotten rid of him 
when he wrote that terrible book about me. It as filled with lies, nothing 
but lies, all lies.” 

“We’ll get him this time,” Donovan said, rising from his chair. 
“Then we can go after the dissidents,” Banning added, standing. 
“It’s a constant fight to keep this country free,” Ferris muttered, 

waving his hand to dismiss his two senior advisors. He had his cell phone 
out and he had already begun tweeting. 
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Chapter 38 
 
It was great to see Troy again and the reunion between he and 

Karin was heartwarming. They hadn’t seen each other since early in the 
days when she’d returned from Africa. Troy introduced me to his friend 
Carter James, an impish-looking Black man with disheveled looking gray 
dreadlocks, who appeared to be Troy’s age and who seemed always on the 
verge of breaking into laughter. 

“You’re a fucking good writer,” Carter said, sticking out his hand 
to shake mine. “I read both your books—the one about Ferris and the one 
about Derek Stewart—before they were banned by those goons here in 
Washington. The judge is a fan, too.” 

“Where is the judge?” I asked. We’d only seen Troy and Carter 
so far. We were in the Supreme Court Justice’s house, which looked pretty 
much as I had imagined a Supreme Court’s home should look. It was a 
nearly 150-year-old three-story Victorian on a block of single-family 
homes, which was rare for the area. Inside, there were books everywhere 
and pictures of the founding fathers on the federalist blue walls. Only Troy 
and Carter, both of whom were agitated and at high alert, seemed out of 
place. 

“He’s at work,” Carter answered. “He has to make everything 
appear normal so no one knows we’re here, or that we’ve got a FIIEB agent 
in the basement.” 

“I need to talk to that agent. I’m surprised no one has come to 
find out what happened to him.” 

“Oh they’ve come,” Troy said. I noticed that he was holding onto 
Karin’s hand, as if he were afraid that if he let her go he’d lose her again. 
“They’ve been watching the house since the day we caught that guy. 
They’ve even snooped around the front and back door, but no one’s tried 
to get in yet. Luckily, when the Judge leaves, they usually leave with him. I 
guess it doesn’t occur to them that their guy is still inside the house.” 

“Where is he?” 
“In the basement. We’ve got him locked in a bathroom,” Carter 

said. 
“It’s time I talked to him.” 
 

*** 
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The FIIEB agent, whose name was Sebastian, despite his work 
shirt identifying him as “Dave,” told me everything I needed to know. He 
had been one of five Feebs who had followed Mahmoud Nagi into the 
Galaxy the night of the attack. Following anonymous tips, which were 
traced to Nagi’s workplace, the Feeb task force had kept the Iraqi-
American under surveillance for months, during which they detected that 
he visited an ISIS-sponsored jihadist website. They’d watched him make 
arrangements to purchase a high-powered rifle, witnessed him visiting the 
Galaxy nightclub several times, and seen him socializing with the security 
guard, as if to insure that he would be able to enter the club without 
arousing suspicion in the future. A day after he’d picked up his weapon 
from the illegal dealer he’d discovered through the jihadi website, they 
followed him when he returned to the Galaxy. This time, they were under 
different orders. Whether or not Nagi used his weapon, they were 
supposed to launch an attack, killing a large number of patrons. When 
Nagi opened fire on Terry MacMillan, the five FIIEB agents in the building 
began firing. Sebastian told me that he and his colleague had been totally 
surprised to find that Nagi had only killed one man. 

Sebastian had no information beyond the fact that his orders came 
from his direct superior and that he and four other agents carried them out. 
After the attack, the task force had been broken up and each man sent to a 
different assignment from any of his colleagues. Sebastian had not had any 
contact with any of the other agents nor his supervisor, since the day after 
the attack. 

Most importantly, he was willing to tell all of this to the media.  I 
asked him why. 

“They weren’t going to let any of us stay alive. Not for long,” he 
answered. He wasn’t tied up, as Troy told me he had been when they’d 
talked to him earlier. Troy and Carter had let the FIIEB agent leave the 
bathroom and come into the main room in the basement, where he sat in a 
cushioned chair and talked to us. Carter held a gun on him the whole time. 

“But they used you to go after Judge Oreal,” I said.  
“It was two birds with one stone,” Sebastian answered. “The 

Feebs don’t like any loose ends. Oreal is a high profile target. If they sent 
me, who they were going to get rid of anyway, then they only had to get rid 
of one agent for both jobs, the Galaxy and the judge.” He had a habit of 
flashing a quick, nervous smile, then looking serious again, as if he were 
unsure whether to relate to us as allies or enemies. 
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“They must have known that you knew that,” I said. I wasn’t at all 
sure that he wasn’t lying to me.  

He shook his head. “They know how to get things done, but 
they’re not mental giants, at least not the people immediately above me.” 
He cracked a smile, which disappeared almost as soon as it crossed his face. 
“And I’m more paranoid than most. Maybe they weren’t going to kill me, 
but we’ve lost a lot of agents who’ve been involved in high-level 
operations… operations they wanted to keep secret.” 

“So you’ve got nothing to lose by spilling the beans on your 
agency?” 

He frowned. “Sure I do. They’ll be after me as soon as it becomes 
public… maybe even before. You’ve gotta watch your step. They’ve got 
informants in all the media.” He swung his gaze over to Carter. “These 
guys and the judge were going to kill me if I didn’t talk. At least if I agree to 
provide information I’ll stay alive a little longer. These guys—he looked 
over at Carter and Troy again— were going to kill me now.” 

I was shocked.  I looked over at Carter. He was a 70 plus year old 
Black man with a wrinkled, kindly face and eyes that danced with humor. 
Troy, who was sitting at the other end of the couch, gazing lovingly at his 
daughter, was a pacifist, or at least he had been the last time I’d talked to 
him. Would these two really have killed Sebastian? And Judge Oreal, he 
was a liberal Supreme Court Justice. He didn’t even support the death 
penalty. I figured that the three of them must be convincing actors. 

“You need to talk directly to someone in the media,” I said to 
Sebastian. “I can write a story, but someone from the Times or the Post is 
going to have to verify it. They’ll want to hear and record your testimony, 
without disguising your identity.” 

He shrugged. “What are my other options?” He smiled 
uncertainly. 

I didn’t smile back. “You haven’t got any.” 
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Chapter 39 
 
James Reddington had, in the distant past, been my editor at the 

Washington Post. He hadn’t fired me, but the combination of my 
provocative stories against the newly elected Ferris Fremont, culminating 
in my honest but admittedly outrageous book on the president, plus my 
almost continual inebriation, had led to the mutual dissolution of our 
relationship. Despite his displeasure at my unrestrained attacks on the 
president, Reddington was no patsy for the administration. He was one of 
those editors who managed to publish a constant stream of revealing 
stories about the true nature of the Ferris administration without going so 
far over the line that he, or his reporters, would get arrested. I knew that 
Ferris had tried to silence Reddington and his paper, but, partly due to 
liberal judges such as Eduardo Oreal, he had not been successful. I was 
banking on him to publish my story on the Galaxy attack.  

The first challenge was to get him to listen to me. 
Based on what Sebastian had told me, I had to assume that the 

Feebs had Reddington under surveillance. If they’d done their homework 
they’d know that he and I had a history, and they probably had their 
antennae out for any attempt I made to contact someone in the media. 

Every one of us—Karin, Tracy, Troy, Carter and I—was wanted by 
the Feebs. That left Judge Oreal as the only one of us who might be able to 
contact the Post without alerting the Feebs that it had anything to do with a 
story about the Galaxy. Of course, Judge Oreal had been, and probably still 
was, a FIIEB assassination target. You’re pretty desperate when the only 
one who can safely conduct your operation is someone the government is 
trying to kill. We were pretty desperate. 

I didn’t meet Judge Oreal until the end of the day when he 
returned from his office at the Supreme Court. I recognized him from his 
pictures, but he looked younger in person, probably from the animated 
expression on his face and the mischievous look in his eye, especially when 
he and Carter talked to each other. Apparently their relationship went back 
to college days. He told me about their bluff with Sebastian, the FIIEB 
agent, who still was convinced that the judge would kill him if he failed to 
cooperate. 

The judge had met James Reddington on several occasions, 
sometimes socially, but also when the editor had interviewed him for an 
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article in the Post. As the most liberal justice on the Supreme Court, Judge 
Oreal received a lot of attention from the Washington Post. 

“I’m not sure you should tell Reddington that I’m involved,” I told 
the judge. “His last experience with me was when I was totally drunk and I 
denounced him, his paper and the entire journalistic profession. I really 
should have saved my attack for another paper, such as the Washington 
Times, which I denounced later, but Reddington was the one who was 
handy at the time. He may be skeptical of anything involving me.” 

The judge looked surprised. “I thought you were a respected 
journalist. Certainly your books on Ferris and Derek Stewart were 
examples of excellent scholarship. I was amazed by how fairly you treated 
both men, given you had strong feelings about each of them.” 

“Oh he wouldn’t question my journalistic integrity. He’ll 
probably just think that I’m angling to get my job back with the Post, and 
he had enough of me for one career.” 

“So what should I tell him?” 
“Anything that will get a meeting with him. In fact, ask him to 

come here. It’ll be a lot easier than me trying to sneak into his building 
with Sebastian in tow. The Feebs are watching your house, but they 
probably won’t interfere with someone coming to your door. Once he gets 
here, he’ll be a captive audience and I can explain everything to him. You 
can add your experience with Sebastian breaking into your house and 
giving you his confession about the Galaxy. He can meet Sebastian and 
hear his story. I’ll introduce him to Tracy and tell him about the others who 
were killed and show him the video.” 

“You’ve thought this all out.” The judge smiled as if he were 
pleased with my plan. 

“It’s what happens after the Post breaks the story that I haven’t 
figured out.”  

“What do you mean?” 
“We’re letting the genie out of the bottle. This information will 

have a powerful effect on the country. I know there are some people who 
are ready to use it to start a revolution.” 

“A revolution?” 
“Overthrow the government by force. Both the Urban Resistance 

and a group called The Posse know about this information and they’re just 
waiting for it to come out so they can arouse public support for 
overthrowing Ferris.” 
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The judge looked alarmed. “But this information is enough to 
lead to Ferris’ impeachment. There’s no need for a revolution. The wheels 
of government will take care of Ferris.” 

“Will they? He pulls a lot of strings. The right wing media will 
attack this as fake news. Ferris will agree with them. He has control over a 
lot of congressmen. This is going to require an investigation and, even if 
such an investigation proves we’re right, somebody in the house will have 
to bring impeachment charges. It’ll end Ferris’ chances to get reelected, 
but he may get away scot-free.  Anyway, some of the groups who want to 
revolt don’t just want to get rid of Ferris, they want to overthrow the whole 
system of government.” 

“Surely that’s a small minority of people.” 
“I think so, but sometimes the majority can be easily led.” 
The judge shook his head in dismay. “We may need to involve 

more than just us. I mean before it goes public. If we tip off some people 
who can sway public opinion and some congressmen whom we think we 
can trust, they can be ready to act as soon as the story is released.” 

He had a point.  
 

*** 
 

James Reddington hadn’t changed a lot since the last time I’d seen 
him, which was four years ago. His red hair was thinner in front and his 
waist was thicker, but otherwise he looked the same… down to the scowl 
on his face when he entered Judge Oreal’s living room and saw me sitting 
in front of him. Karin, Troy, Carter, and Tracy were also in the room. 
Sebastian was downstairs, locked in the bathroom, waiting— I was sure 
with bated breath—for his entrance. 

I stood and extended my hand to Reddington. “Good to see you 
again, Red.” I used his nickname, which everyone who knew him did. I’d 
never known whether it was based on his hair color or his last name—
probably both. 

Reddington didn’t shake my hand, but he didn’t leave either. He 
stood where he was and looked around the room. “I recognize Mr. 
Raynham, and Karin Milne, the Urban Resistance leader whom I believe is 
wanted by the Feebs for that disturbance in Seattle. Mr. Raynham is also 
wanted, if I’m not mistaken.” He turned to Judge Oreal. “You keep 
unusual company, judge.” 
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The judge smiled. “And you know Mr. Evangelista, I gather. Let 
me introduce the others.” He turned to Carter. “This is Carter James. He’s 
also wanted for breaking out of federal prison with Troy…with Mr. 
Raynham. And over here, is Tracy Murray, a person you’ll want to 
interview, I’m sure. Oh, and we’re keeping a FIIEB agent imprisoned in 
the basement.” The judge was still smiling, but Reddington’s face showed 
his shock. The judge pointed to an empty easy chair. “Why don’t you sit 
down, Mr. Reddington, and we can explain why we asked you here.” 

Reddington cast me a suspicious glance and sat down.  
The judge asked if anyone wanted coffee or tea, but no one did. I 

would have asked for a gin and tonic, but that would have brought back too 
many memories for Red. The judge sat down himself. “OK. Mr. 
Evangelista— Luke—this is your show, so you begin.” 

Reddington still looked suspicious, but by now he was curious. It 
was clear to him that Judge Oreal hadn’t brought him to his house just to 
try to get me a job with the newspaper.  I launched into my story, 
beginning with the official accounts of the Galaxy nightclub attack, 
although I was sure that Reddington was well aware of them, and then 
talking about my contact with William Lippmann in Los Angeles, and his 
subsequent death. 

Reddington’s face showed his astonishment, but he kept listening. 
Tracy joined in and described what she had seen at the Galaxy. I 

told Reddington about the assassination of the witnesses in Snoqualmie 
Village and then about Frank and Natalie in Flagstaff. I recounted their 
story and showed him Frank’s video. By this time he was more than 
astonished, he was incredulous, asking questions of both Tracy and me and 
looking at Judge Oreal to gauge whether he should believe what he was 
hearing.  

“Tracy’s testimony and the video is enough to convince me,” 
Reddington said, “and what the Lippmann man said about Nagi only firing 
on one man just adds to the story’s credibility. It’s too bad—I mean it’s 
tragic, of course—that all the other witnesses are dead.” 

“Not all of them,” Troy said.  
Reddington looked at him. “What do you mean?”  
“The story gets worse, Mr. Reddington,” Troy continued. “The 

Feebs sent someone here to kill Judge Oreal.” 
“What?” Reddington exclaimed. He looked at the judge, as if 

wondering whether or not he were OK. “What happened?” 
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“They sent an assassin who showed up when the judge was in 
court, but the assassin didn’t know that Carter and I were here. We 
captured him. He admitted that he was a FIIEB agent and that he was sent 
to kill the judge.” 

“My God,” Reddington said. “You captured him? What did you 
do with him?” 

“We questioned him further,” Troy said, obviously pleased with 
being able to tell his part of the story. “Remember the judge said we were 
keeping a FIIEB agent captive? He’s downstairs. We’ve been able to talk 
to him, and he told us something else. He was one of the Feebs involved in 
the Galaxy attack.” 

“He admitted it?” Reddington gasped. 
“Told us the whole story. He was one of five Feebs who did all the 

shooting.” 
Reddington looked skeptical. “He told you that of his own free 

will?” 
“It took a little persuasion,” Carter interjected.  
“Will he admit it in court?” Reddington asked. 
“Being a judge, I hate to say this,” Judge Oreal said, rejoining the 

conversation, “but his court testimony is not the important thing. That’s 
why you’re here. We want your newspaper to tell everyone this story.” 

“Will anyone believe it?” Reddington asked. 
“That’s your job… and Luke’s. You need to make them believe it,” 

the judge said. “But you have witnesses and a video and the agent 
downstairs has consented to have his testimony recorded. I will swear him 
in myself.” 

“So you want me to run the story,” Reddington said, as if he 
couldn’t believe it. “The story of the century. The story that will bring 
down a president?” 

“We do,” the judge said, “but not immediately. We want to get 
our ducks in order first. We’re concerned about the public’s reaction. This 
could cause riots, even rebellion. Some of Karin’s colleagues in the Urban 
Resistance already know about this and they’re planning to react with 
violence as soon as the story comes out. Their aim is to start a revolution. 
There are others who are ready to join them.” 

“Others who know about this?”  
“Toby Davis who was with me in the Urban Resistance and Barry 

Hurley, the leader of The Posse, who was sheltering two of the witnesses 
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who were killed, both know,” Karin said. “And they are both planning to 
start a violent revolution when the country hears about it.” 

Reddington nodded his head. “So we have to be smart about this. 
Have you thought what to do?” He looked first at Judge Oreal, then at me. 
I guess I’d gained some credibility in his mind. 

“We’re putting together a plan,” I answered. 
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Chapter 40 
 
Our first task was to move out of Judge Oreal’s house. Karin, Troy, 

Carter and I were all wanted by the Feebs, and we knew from Ron’s 
attempt on my life that they intended to kill me.  Also, the Feebs wouldn’t 
keep circling the judge’s house forever, and soon they’d come looking for 
their missing agent.  There also was no reason to assume that losing their 
assassin would stop them from sending another one. Troy, Carter, Karin, 
and I decided that wherever we went, the judge should go with us. 

“Did Derek ever sell that house he owned here in Georgetown?” 
Troy asked Karin and me, as we sat around the judge’s kitchen table, me 
having a gin and tonic, with Karin, to my shock, joining me, and Troy, who 
was a recovering everything, drinking a diet Coke. Carter James was 
sipping whiskey while he helped the judge cook all of us his favorite 
dinner: New England Cod and boiled red potatoes. Carter and Eduardo 
Oreal, the two former college roommates, were definitely re-bonding.  

“I’m sure he still owns it,” I answered Troy’s question. “It was in 
his family for years, but it’s probably rented.” 

“We can check,” Karin suggested. “Do you want me to call him?” 
She looked inquiringly at me.  

“Go ahead,” Troy and I answered, simultaneously.  
Karin made the call. It turned out that the only person living in 

Derek’s townhouse was a trusted caretaker whom Derek’s faithful lawyer, 
Charles Erskine, had hired to keep up his property, in case Derek ever 
returned. The townhouse was only a mile from the where we now sat in the 
judge’s home.  

Everyone agreed that we all should move—everyone but Judge 
Oreal. He refused to move out of his house, even temporarily. Despite our 
arguments, all of which he agreed with, he was adamant that no one was 
going to threaten him into hiding. When we couldn’t convince him, Carter 
insisted on remaining at the judge’s house, sleeping during the day and 
acting as a sentry at night. He still had the FIIEB agent’s gun. 

I could tell that Karin and Troy and I all shared a similar feeling 
when we walked into the four-story, 19th century townhouse in which the 
three of us had lived with Derek Stewart for almost a year. What we were 
all experiencing was the memory of the remarkable owner of the Victorian 
home. It had been his calm personality, his prodigious intellect, his 
limitless compassion and his iron-willed adherence to a philosophy of 
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nonviolence that had attracted all of us to him in the first place and which 
had been the hub around which each of our lives revolved during the time 
we had been with him. 

Mrs. Rafferty, the gray-haired, plumpish Irish-American, live-in 
caretaker who had kept up the house ever since Derek had left the country, 
turned out to be an excellent cook and housekeeper who was delighted to 
have guests join her in the spacious and lonely house she had been 
minding for the last three years. She told us that, as a young woman, fresh 
from Ireland, she had worked in the Stewart household when Derek was a 
teen, although she had not seen him since those days of his youth.  

Having gotten instructions from Mr. Erskine—instructions which 
had originated from Derek himself—Mrs. Rafferty had stocked the house 
with Karin’s, Troy’s and my favorite foods and libations. It was the kind of 
personal touch that surprised none of us. For me it meant a large supply of 
gin and tonic water, to which I availed myself as soon as we were settled 
into the house. 

Although Judge Oreal and Carter did not live with us, they joined 
us in the living room of Derek’s townhouse for our first strategy meeting. 
We were all sitting on the familiar antique furniture—the long couch and 
overstuffed easy chairs—from which we’d conducted many similar planning 
sessions, under Derek’s leadership. James Reddington was also present. 
Reddington had never met Derek Stewart, but I could tell that he felt in 
awe sitting in the legendary peace activist’s home. Tracy, who had moved 
into the townhouse with us, had been similarly starstruck when we’d first 
arrived. 

“Where are you keeping the FIIEB agent?” Reddington asked. 
He had brought along a videographer from his paper in order to film 
Sebastian’s confession of his role in both the Galaxy attack and the planned 
assassination of Judge Oreal. 

“He’s locked in an upstairs bedroom,” Carter answered. “He 
seems to be cooperative, although if he escaped from us, we’d probably be 
visited by a FIIEB assault squad within the hour, and Sebastian would deny 
having told us anything.” 

“I think he’s convinced that the Feebs would kill him,” I 
countered. “His only hope is with us. Once we get Ferris removed from 
office, he’ll be a lot safer, even though in the long run he may go to jail.” 

“Removing Ferris from power is easier said than done,” Karin 
joined in. “How’s your story coming along, Luke?” I’d noticed that her 
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barriers to my sometimes not-so-subtle advances had been coming down 
ever since we’d moved into Derek’s house. We weren’t sleeping in the 
same bedroom yet, but we’d started having nightly drinks and 
conversations together in the living room after everyone else had retired, 
just as we’d had years before. I was hoping that our domicile’s familiar 
atmosphere would keep working it’s magic on her. It certainly was for me. 

“I’m done. The evidence we’ve compiled is overwhelming. The 
real issue is who else do we get to help us. Who will organize something in 
congress to call for an investigation that will lead to impeachment 
proceedings? We need to have the impeachment practically in motion in 
order to counter Toby’s call for a revolution.” I turned to Troy. “Will 
Senator Williamson help us?”  

“I’ve already contacted him,” Troy answered. He was sitting next 
to Karin on the couch. They hadn’t been out of each other’s sight, except 
at night, since they’d reunited.  “He doesn’t know about the Galaxy yet, 
but he knows something’s coming.” 

“Can you meet with him? You’re still wanted by the Feebs and 
he’s probably under surveillance in case he tries to meet with you.” 

“I can ask him to come to my office,” Judge Oreal offered.  
“Great,” I said. I was pleased by how much the judge had joined 

our effort to expose the truth about the Ferris Administration. I guess 
having someone try to kill you provides a lot of motivation. 

“Our real weakness is that there aren’t any populist groups 
working against the president,” Reddington said, speaking up for the first 
time, “…except those such as The Posse and the Urban Resistance, who 
want to start a revolution. Ferris has destroyed all the other activist groups 
and jailed their leaders. If we want to prevent a national revolt, we’ll need 
to find some influential spokespeople who can urge restraint.” 

 “The problem is that all the underlying anger and resentment that 
people have been feeling is going to be unleashed once they find out that 
their president is not just a tyrant but a murderer,” I said. “There’s going 
to be a ready audience for voices such as Toby and Barry Hurley. The 
likelihood of things descending into chaos is pretty great.” 

My words had a sobering effect on the group. Everyone sat silently, 
each person trying figure out what we could do to prevent the country from 
flying apart. 

“There’s one person who might be able to unite everyone behind 
a peaceful solution,” Karin said, her voice hesitant. She looked at me then 
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at Troy, as if wondering if we knew whom she meant. I was pretty sure that 
I did. 

“You mean Derek,” I said. 
She nodded.  
We looked at each other, both understanding what we would be 

asking of the man who had changed each of our lives. “Which one of us 
should make the call?” I asked. 
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Chapter 41 
 
Derek was on his way. He was still wanted by the Feebs, and 

although he had been sent to jail once, and even been an assassination 
target, no official charges had ever been filed against him. None of us 
doubted, however, that Derek and probably Tina and Josh, his two faithful 
bodyguards who never left his side, were on a no-fly list, which made our 
immediate problem that of how to get the three of them into the United 
States. 

Once again, the mysterious Mr. Erskine, Derek’s attorney, came 
to our rescue. He informed us that one of the properties Derek’s 
grandfather had owned was a secluded retreat on the edge of Alice Town in 
Bimini, the Bahamas. By flying first to Havana and then to South Bimini, 
Derek and his tiny entourage were able to take the estate’s yacht to Florida, 
and from there to drive up the coast, then inland to Washington, D.C. He 
had called ahead and we were ready to greet him at the door. 

As Troy and Karin and I stood waiting for Derek to appear, I was 
reminded of the day we’d waited in the same way after he had been released 
from jail following his imprisonment for holding a rally at the foot of the 
Washington Monument. It was Derek’s speech at that rally that had 
captured the enthusiasm of Troy, who had then led the campaign to free 
Derek from jail. Troy later joined our small cadre of Derek’s advisors, 
where he learned that he and Karin were father and daughter. I glanced 
over at Karin and Troy standing shoulder to shoulder, in the townhouse’s 
entryway. None of us had imagined that we’d be back here again.  

“He’s here,” Troy said, peering out the side window.  
I opened the door. A late model Hyundai sedan had pulled up to 

the curb in front of the townhouse. The first person to emerge was Tina 
Nguyen, the diminutive Vietnamese-American computer whiz who was 
also skilled in martial arts and served as both Derek’s technical assistant 
and bodyguard. She moved with all the grace and youthfulness that I 
remembered from before. I guess Africa had agreed with her. She glanced 
at the open doorway where I stood, alongside Karin and Troy, then 
surveyed the street in both directions and tapped on the driver’s window.  

From the driver’s side of the car a giant of a man, Josh Mannerly, 
the African-American former NFL lineman turned physical therapist and 
then bodyguard for Derek, stepped out of the car. He circled around the 
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front of the car, his eyes on the houses lining the street and the cars parked 
along the curb, then opened the passenger door. 

Derek hadn’t change at all. But then why would he? He was 68 
years old, but appeared to be in his early thirties. The miracle of his 
resistance to aging and the magical re-wiring of his brain during the forty-
year coma, in which he’d been suspended since being wounded in the 
Vietnam war, had been as mysterious to me as it was to the physicians who 
had cared for him.  

Unlike his two always-vigilant bodyguards, Derek took no interest 
in assessing the possible dangers of suddenly appearing on the 
Georgetown street from which he’d been attacked, nearly four years ago. 
He looked up at us on the porch and his face broke into a wide grin. With 
his dark skin, narrow face and wide, smiling mouth, he was a remarkably 
handsome African-American man, the son of a white American father and a 
mother of Ghanaian royal lineage, both of his parents having died in his 
infancy, which is why he was raised by his wealthy American grandparents. 

Karin rushed forward and threw her arms around Derek. I could 
see there were tears on her cheeks. I was more restrained, but Troy 
followed his daughter’s lead and enveloped Derek in a bear hug. I stuck 
out my hand, but Derek grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me close 
to him. “Are you well?” he asked. The last time he had seen me I was 
suffering from the debilitating symptoms of several tropical diseases. 

“Perfectly healthy,” I answered. “Let’s get you off the street.” 
Josh and Tina had come in close to where Derek stood, and although they 
both remained alert, they were exchanging hugs with Troy and Karin. The 
last time we’d been together we had all been a team. I hugged the two of 
them myself, feeling a sense of security knowing that these two highly 
intelligent and impressively athletic and talented bodyguards were once 
again in our midst, although Derek prohibited them using their skills for 
anything other than non-lethal self-defense.  

Inside the house, Judge Oreal, Tracy, Carter James, and James 
Reddington were waiting in the living room. Derek didn’t appear surprised 
to see them. Before he greeted them, however, he excused himself and 
went into the kitchen, where Mrs. Rafferty was preparing drinks and food 
for our group. I could hear his warm greeting. When I followed him into 
the kitchen, I saw that the elderly housekeeper was in tears. It was their 
first reunion in almost fifty years. 
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“I told her that it gives me an unbelievable degree of solace to 
know that my home and my friends are in such capable and loving hands as 
hers,” Derek said to me as I walked in. “She took good care of me when I 
as young. I hope you all realize how lucky you are to have her around you.” 

The kindness in Derek’s perpetually calm voice brought back 
memories. His attentiveness to the elderly housekeeper, whom he hadn’t 
seen since his adolescent years, reminded me of the almost miraculous way 
he could be thoughtful and yet remain focused on the real issues 
confronting us at the same time. I assured him that we felt fortunate being 
under Mrs. Rafferty’s care, obviously embarrassing her and prompting her 
to turn back to fixing the food for all of us.  

“It’s wonderful to have you back,” I said to Derek. “We may be at 
a turning point in dealing with President Ferris, a turning point for the 
whole nation, and we want you to help us ensure that the country follows 
the right path.” 

“You probably overestimate the power of my guidance. I’m eager 
to do whatever I can to help, but the resources I can offer are limited.” 

I knew that Derek’s humility was genuine. It was one of his most 
disarming characteristics, especially in someone who possessed the 
extraordinary gifts that he did.  

I introduced Derek to Judge Oreal and Carter James as well as 
Tracy and James Reddington. Derek took a seat. I couldn’t help but 
remember how many times he, Troy, Karin, Tina, and Josh and I had sat in 
this same living room planning our next move against the Ferris 
administration. I hoped we’d be more successful this time. 

I went over the evidence we had against Ferris, both with regard 
to the Galaxy attack and the attempt to assassinate Judge Oreal. I explained 
that James Reddington was ready to publish my story exposing the 
evidence against the administration in both cases. Red had also been able 
to get CNN to agree to run the videos along with the confession by 
Sebastian, the FIIEB agent.  

“Senator Jack Williamson—you remember him—is pulling 
together support in both houses of congress, although he’s being cautious 
so no one connected to the administration learns about it before we’re 
ready. Representative Kennedy from Massachusetts is ready to call for 
Ferris’ impeachment in the House.” 

“It sounds as if everything is in place,” Derek said. “What is it you 
want me to do?” 
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Karin spoke up. “There are dissident groups who know about our 
information and they want to use it to spark a revolution—a violent one—to 
get rid of both Ferris and everyone else in the government.” 

“And you think they have a chance of succeeding?” Derek asked. 
“The Posse is a bunch of right-wing nationalist racists who have a 

small following, and they don’t really have an agenda except to be able to 
keep their guns and keep the government out of their private lives,” Karin 
answered. “But the Urban Resistance is much larger. They’re in cities all 
across the country. They not only want Ferris out, they believe the whole 
government is run by large corporations and wealthy oligarchs and needs 
to be replaced by a different system. They're willing to use violence to 
accomplish their ends.” 

“Isn’t the Urban Resistance the group you were leading?” Derek 
asked. 

Karin’s face reddened. “I was one of their leaders, but no longer.” 
Her voice showed her embarrassment. “I believed in their philosophy, but 
I don’t support their use of violence.” She looked down at the floor. 
“Although I’m afraid I went along with the idea of violence briefly.” She 
raised her head and looked over at me. “Luke helped bring me back to my 
senses.” 

Her words surprised me. I hadn’t thought that my arguments had 
played a role in changing her mind, but I was pleased to hear that they had.  

Derek smiled at me. “I made you my biographer for a reason, 
Luke.” His face broke into an even wider grin. “You have an unusual 
personality. You tend to either jump into things impulsively or you retreat 
into yourself, filled with enough self-recriminations to dampen anyone’s 
initiative. But when you see that the truth is being misrepresented, you 
cannot resist acting to correct it. That’s why I wanted you to tell my story 
and that’s why your discovery of the Galaxy attack compelled you to reveal 
the truth to the rest of the nation. I’m glad that you and Karin found each 
other again.” He turned to Karin. “So who leads the Urban Resistance now 
that you’re no longer with them?”  

“Toby Davis, a former history professor like myself. He’s 
committed to a complete overthrow of the whole government,” Karin 
answered.  

 “Will Toby Davis listen to a nonviolent argument?”  
“He heard one,” I answered. “Karin, Toby and Tracy and I lived 

with the Eco-Pacifists for a couple of months. Their leader, Wellspring 
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Moon, is nonviolent. In fact, she preaches Satyagraha, just as you did. 
Toby regarded her as completely unrealistic.” 

Derek thought for a moment. “Does Wellspring Moon have a 
following?” 

None of us had thought of involving Wellspring in our plan. “She 
has a large following,” I answered. “But her interests are more 
circumscribed. She’s trying to claim much of the Pacific Northwest for her 
Native American consortium. She’s taken the government to court. If she 
wins, she’ll secede from the United States and form her own country—one 
that is both nonviolent and ecologically friendly.” 

“That’s an ambitious agenda,” Derek said. “Is she someone who 
would be listened to by people who are opposed to President Ferris, 
perhaps less extreme members of the Urban Resistance or others who 
don’t belong to any group?” 

Karin and I, who, along with Tracy, were the only ones in the 
group who had spent time around Wellspring Moon and her followers, 
looked at each other. We both nodded. “Definitely,” I answered for the 
two of us. 

“OK,” Derek said, “then we’ll include her in our campaign.” He 
looked over at Red. “Mr. Reddington, if Luke or Karin can convince Ms. 
Moon to speak, then you’ll have to arrange a venue for that to happen, one 
that will reach a national audience.” 

Reddington nodded. “CNN has been eager to schedule an 
interview with her ever since her protest in Washington State, so that 
shouldn’t be difficult.” 

I could see that Derek’s lightning fast mind was already making a 
plan. He swung his gaze around the room. “I propose that we have a joint 
extended news conference, with as many media outlets as possible. The 
congressmen’s message should precede the actual presentation of the 
evidence against President Ferris and his Feebs. That way, everyone who is 
watching will know that members of the government are prepared to act, 
and that fact might convince some viewers who are prone to taking things 
into their own hands to not do so. Senator Williamson and Congressman 
Kennedy can explain that, based upon the news that is about to be 
presented, they are instituting impeachment procedures against the 
president. Then we can present the evidence, with video testimony by 
Tracy and the FIIEB agent. I will follow with an argument for a nonviolent 
popular reaction to what people have just learned.  Karin can address the 
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members of the Urban Resistance and present her message before Toby 
has a chance to present his. Wellspring Moon can schedule a separate 
interview to reinforce the idea of peaceful actions rather than violence.” 

Despite his admonition that he was only able to offer us guidance, 
Derek had developed our complete plan for us. Now the only question was 
whether the plan would work. 
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Chapter 42 
 
Our presentation on CNN was ready to take place during prime 

time. My story, containing the same information, would appear in the 
Washington Post the next morning. Wellspring Moon was to be 
interviewed on CNN the next evening. She had been happy to lend her 
voice to our effort, especially since Derek was involved. I was eager for the 
two profound thinkers on the subject of nonviolence to meet each other.  

Although I had suggested that we all go into hiding as soon as our 
presentation was completed, thinking that the Feebs would immediately 
try to arrest us, Derek insisted that our arrest, if it happened, would only 
strengthen our message about the Ferris administration’s despotic 
behavior. “In order to stand up to evil, it is often necessary to endure it, 
instead of trying to escape, ” he told us.  I was not surprised to find that 
Wellspring Moon was in agreement.  

Senator Williamson and Congressman Kennedy gave their 
speeches, telling the country, and indeed the world, that they were about 
to hear of such egregious violations of laws by the Feebs and the Ferris 
administration, that the two elected representatives were prepared to 
initiate impeachment procedures in congress the next day. As soon as their 
presentation ended, James Reddington of the Washington Post presented 
the video evidence from Tracy and Sebastian, plus the 9-second video from 
Frank’s cell phone, showing that the Galaxy nightclub terror attack was a 
false flag operation by the government, designed to gain support for 
Fremont Ferris being elected to a second term. Judge Oreal described 
Sebastian’s attempt to assassinate him, followed by another tape of the 
FIIEB agent admitting as much.  

By the time Reddington’s presentation of the evidence had 
finished airing, there were already reports of sporadic demonstrations in 
several major cities. The most violent was in Seattle, where the Urban 
Resistance claimed responsibility for the explosion of a car bomb outside 
the downtown federal building, the location of the local FIIEB office. Five 
people were known dead. Protesters were already marching in Seattle’s 
streets. Then Derek Stewart came on the air. 

The CNN announcer provided a brief biography of Derek, 
complete with video clips of his largest rallies three years ago, such as the 
one in front of the Washington Monument, during which he’d been 
arrested by the Feebs. He said that Derek had been spreading his message 
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of nonviolence in Africa, his mother’s home continent, and that he had 
come back to the United States expressly to address the American public 
regarding the revelations of which they had just learned.   

Derek sat motionless, looking into the camera, his features 
relaxed and a beatific expression on his face. His voice, when he spoke, 
was even and calm. “Whenever power resides in a small number of people, 
who have authority over the rest of a country’s citizens and no checks on 
the exercise of their power, we have a situation that is ripe for despotism. 
America’s founding fathers realized this fact and designed a constitution 
that would discourage this from happening. Unfortunately, what you have 
just heard through the testimony of incontrovertible witnesses is that a few 
people, by controlling the means to exercise power and by concealing the 
truth about their actions, have subverted this system, as well-designed as it 
was. The lies they told were gross perversions of the truth and served to 
conceal horrific actions. These actions included the murder of innocent 
people, the assassination of witnesses, and an attempt to assassinate a 
sitting Supreme Court Justice.” 

Derek paused and let his words sink in to whomever was listening. 
Reports were coming in that nearly every television set in the country was 
tuned to his speech and it was being live-streamed across the internet. 

“Some of you have been convinced that the degree of duplicity 
and despotism engaged in by your country’s leaders is a demonstration 
that our democracy cannot work. The evil that supported such behavior, 
you say, is inherent in the system itself. I agree, that this is how things 
appear to be. But you needn’t throw the baby out with the bathwater. You 
don’t have to violate the very rules upon which our country was founded in 
order to take back the country from those who have robbed it from you. 
I’ve seen what happens when that is done. I’ve spent the last three years 
living in failed states. None of them resembles a democracy. 

The future of our country is in your hands right now. We know 
what is wrong and now we’ve seen what the unlimited power of the 
government can do when it’s in the hands of evil men. But they didn't 
follow the rules. They violated the laws in the most egregious ways. They 
will be held accountable. It’s up to each of us to be sure that the laws they 
violated are preserved, that all the rights of those who are vulnerable are 
protected, that the policies of government don’t just serve the rich and 
powerful. Some people are preaching violence as a reaction to these 
revelations about the Ferris administration, but violence isn’t the answer. 
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Many of you are very angry right now. Your anger makes you want to seek 
revenge to right the wrongs that have been done to you. But the people you 
will attack are your fellow citizens. The businesses you will destroy are 
owned by people like you who depend upon them for their livelihoods. The 
soldiers and policemen, and, yes, even the Feebs, are people just like 
yourselves, who have been duped by your country’s leaders. You must see 
them as people, people like you, not as symbols of the leaders behind them. 
Using violence to correct a wrong instead of using the laws and the courts 
that have been set up to enforce them, is what will cause the country to 
descend into chaos, into a situation in which those who wield the greatest 
violence will dictate what the rest of us must do. That’s not democracy. To 
regain our democracy, we must live by its values, obey its rules. Anything 
less will destroy us. The power to overthrow the despots who have gained 
control of the system is already in your hands. It resides in the mechanisms 
of democratic action. Take to the streets, but take to the streets to demand 
that your representatives honor your wishes, as they are supposed to do in 
a representative democracy. You already have the power; use it wisely, not 
foolishly.”  

Derek’s message was followed by Karin voicing a plea over the 
airwaves to those who were loyal to her in the Urban Resistance to heed 
Derek’s message and disavow violence as a response to the revelations 
about the Galaxy attack and the other illegal actions of the Ferris 
administration. 

The cable network was flooded with messages, three quarters of 
which were in support of Derek’s and Karin’s words. A vocal minority 
denounced their speeches as mealy-mouth pabulum, representing 
surrender to the interests of the privileged, who owned the congress and 
the courts, and who would undermine any attempt to use the government’s 
resources to rein in their excesses. They called for violent protests in the 
streets. Some called for armed insurrection. 

Senator Williamson’s and Congressman Kennedy’s call for 
impeachment hearings was, surprisingly to me, echoed by an onslaught of 
congressmen and senators in what appeared to be a revolt against the 
imperiled Ferris administration. Although the majority of support for 
impeachment was from Democrats, a substantial number of Republicans 
joined the chorus asking for an investigation and hearings into the 
government’s actions. 
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Derek, Karin, Judge Oreal and the rest of us returned to Derek’s 
townhouse and celebrated our success, while we discussed our next steps. 
The fate of the country still hung in the balance. Riots and organized 
violent actions were spreading across the country, although the number of 
participants in them was, so far, small. Whether they would grow or 
diminish was anyone’s guess. The Feebs were making valiant attempts to 
quell the riots, but whenever they made an appearance, they quickly 
became the prime targets of the protesters. In several cities, FIIEB 
headquarters were assaulted, either by armed protesters or with bombs, as 
had been the case in Seattle. 

“I think it is important to bring nonviolent demonstrators into the 
streets,” Derek said. “Nonviolence must be active, not passive. Our voices 
must be louder and more persuasive than the voices of violence.” I was 
reminded of Wellspring Moon’s statement about Satyagraha not being 
passive. “Karin, can you organize such a thing?” Derek asked. 

Karin looked over at Troy. He smiled and nodded. “Troy and I 
can,” she answered. 

“But it would help if you’re part of it,” Troy said. 
“Of course,” Derek answered. “I was thinking about making a 

speech on the mall, in front of the Washington Monument.” He smiled at 
the two of them. “That seemed to work before.” 

“You were arrested,” I reminded him. I was having my second gin 
and tonic, a well-deserved one, I told myself. “And Karin and Troy are both 
still wanted by the Feebs. Karin blew up the Port of Seattle, remember? 
And Troy—and Carter too, for that matter—are both prison escapees.” 

“That is true,” Derek answered. “And we may all have to go to jail. 
We may all be guilty of the crimes of which we are accused. Karin did, in 
fact, commit violence against the Port of Seattle.” He smiled, as if the 
prospect of jail held no fear for him and should not for any of us, either. 
“We shall simply see if that happens. Right now, I believe the government 
is engaged in something more serious, which is dealing with the evidence 
of its own crimes.” 

 “I’ll ask Wellspring to join you,” I said. “The two of you have a 
remarkably similar message.” 

“That would be wonderful,” Derek said. 
“This is going to be a difficult struggle,” Judge Oreal said. He was 

sipping a whiskey, which had been brought to him by Mrs. Rafferty, who 
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seemed delighted to be able to serve all of us with whatever drinks we 
wished for. Only Troy and Derek abstained. 

“Do you mean bringing a case against the president?” Derek 
asked. 

“No, I think that will be cut and dried,” the judge answered. “But 
Ferris can always declare martial law and bring out the army to preserve 
order. He could dispense with legalities and order congress and the courts 
to be shut down.” 

“The people would never stand for that,” Carter, who was on his 
second whiskey, said. “It would push things over the edge. There would be 
a full-scale revolt. He looked over at Derek. “Would you still urge 
nonviolence if Ferris brought out the army?” 

Derek smiled at him. “Of course. Unfortunately, an armed revolt 
by the people would provoke a military action in response. That’s a good 
reason not to attack the government with violence. Nonviolent protests, on 
the other hand, make an armed response by the government appear 
disproportional and immoral. I trust the humanity of many of our generals 
and most of our soldiers, when it comes to their reluctance to fire upon 
unarmed citizens who are engaged in peaceful protests. But if such a 
disproportionate response by the military occurred, it would create 
enough of a backlash amongst the populace that massive numbers of 
people could be brought into the streets to support the protesters. The 
people would eventually win such a confrontation. If enough of the country 
wants something, there is no way to stop them. Anyway, I’m hoping that 
there are some voices within the administration that would oppose Ferris if 
he declared martial law and attempted to suppress the demonstrations by 
force. We always have to assume the best about our fellow human beings. 
Our expectations of others can be a strong influence on their behavior.” 

As always, Derek’s assumptions about human nature were more 
optimistic than mine. “I’m less sanguine about convincing the country not 
to use violence if Ferris declares martial law,” I told the group. “But I don’t 
think that will happen. I’m totally convinced that everything Derek said 
tonight is not only right, but that it will convince most of the country to 
support what we’re doing. It seems to me that we need to do everything we 
can to pursue justice against Ferris and his henchmen using legal means. If 
Ferris is impeached or jailed, that will show that the system is working.” I 
looked around the room, finally zeroing in on Karin and Troy. “But we 
have to remember that, even if Ferris is defeated—impeached or jailed, or 
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both—the presidency will revert to Daryl Rogers, his vice president. Rogers 
could be complicit, but he’s not part of Ferris’ inner circle and I doubt that 
he was privy to any of the crimes that were committed, so there’s no reason 
to assume he won’t replace Ferris as president. Not only will that limit the 
kind of changes that the government will make, it will inflame those who 
are calling for a complete revolt against the government.” 

My words silenced the group. Everyone looked at each other with 
glum expressions on their faces. 

“Cheer up,” Derek said. “The election is only months away, is it 
not?”  

I nodded. 
“Then the path toward changing things is self-evident,” Derek 

said, a broad smile creasing his face. “Take to the streets. Convince the 
voters to throw the bums out.” 
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Epilogue 
 
“Damn Luke Evangelista,” President Fremont Ferris said, his 

face crimson with rage as he paced around the Oval Office. Jervis Donovan 
and Richard Banning sat silently in front of his desk, waiting for their 
leader’s anger to subside. “General Sherman was supposed to get rid of 
Evangelista before this ever got out of control.” He stopped behind his 
desk and glared at the two men in front of him. “Sherman is grossly 
incompetent and now he’s going to pay for it.” 

Donovan and Banning both looked at each other, wondering what 
was coming next. Was the president going to order the assassination of the 
head of the Federal Investigation and Immigration Enforcement Bureau? 

“We’re going to go on television ourselves,” Ferris said, looking 
around the room as if searching for a place to sit and then abruptly 
realizing that he was standing behind his own chair at the Presidential 
Desk. He pulled out the chair and sat, then leaned forward. “Every crime 
that was mentioned in that treasonous CNN broadcast was committed by 
the Feebs. We’re going to condemn it all. We’ll say we had no knowledge 
that General Sherman’s bureau had done such horrific and illegal things. 
We’ll demand that the General be removed from office and tried for his 
crimes. It will be us that saves the country from the excesses of a FIIEB 
organization gone rogue.” He stared at Donovan and Banning, as if daring 
them to object. “Do either of you have any difficulty with that?” 

“We don’t have a choice,” Donovan answered, calmly. “General 
Sherman will deny it and say he was following orders, but it’s his word 
against ours.” 

“And we can always arrange an accident that can take Sherman 
out of the picture,” Banning added. “I’ve heard he has a weak heart. 
Nathaniel Broadmoor probably has some CIA methods that can hasten the 
onset of a heart attack. After all, the stress of all of this must be quite a 
burden on the General.” 

A smile started to spread across Ferris’ face. “OK, we’ve got our 
plan. Jervis, you can work with Dan Smythe, our Press Secretary, to set up 
a press conference for me.” His expression became serious. “This is 
serious, but not fatal. Both of you start adding up what kind of dirt we’ve 
got on members of both houses from both parties to block anything those 
turncoats Williamson and Kennedy try to organize to get me impeached. 
When this is all done, we’ll deal with the two of them bigtime.” 
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Both men nodded. They had their marching orders. As they 
started to rise, Donovan’s cell phone buzzed. He glanced down at it, and 
then held up one hand to still the others while he took the call. His face 
drained of color. When he closed the phone he looked at President Ferris, 
and for the first time in nearly thirty years of partnership, the president saw 
panic in Jervis Donovan’s eyes. 

“What the hell is it?” Ferris demanded. 
“General Sherman has turned himself in to a military court. He’s 

admitted everything.” 
“That’s great!” Ferris said, but his gleeful expression turned 

serious again when he saw the devastated look on his Chief of Staff’s face. 
“What else?’ he asked. 

“He says he has tapes of all of his conversations with the three of 
us, linking us to everything the Feebs did.” 

“Tapes?” Ferris voice was barely a squeak. 
“Apparently he recorded every meeting we had,” Donovan said. 
The president lowered his head into his hands. He sat for several 

seconds, then his shoulders began to shake. He quickly sucked in his 
breath and raised his head. “It’s over,” he said to the two men in front of 
him. “Get out of my office, you losers. It’s every man for himself.” 
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Suggested Further Reading 

Previous books in Casey Dorman’s Morality Series: 

Morality: Book One—Where Have All the Young Men Gone? 

Derek Stewart, the last American soldier to have been wounded in 
Vietnam, awakes from a 40-year coma and, along with Luke 
Evangelista and Karin Milne, leads opposition to authoritarian 
president Fremont Ferris. 
“Reminds me of Philip K. Dick” Warren Bull, award-winning 
author. 

The Peacemaker: An Ecological Science Fiction Novel 
The Peacemaker is a tale of the dangers of territorial competition, 
of racial hatred, and of ecological disregard. Based upon the twin 
disciplines of deep ecology and biomimicry, it is an inspiring story 
of the triumph of nonviolence, of environmental sensitivity, and of 
science. 
“The Peacemaker is, plain and simple, a wake-up call.” Riya Anne 
Polcastro, author of the Left Behind series. 

Also by Casey Dorman: Atheistic Nonviolence 
The foremost advocates of nonviolence, such as Gandhi and 
Martin Luther King, based their nonviolent positions on deeply 
held spiritual beliefs. In this essay, well-known atheist, Casey 
Dorman examines whether a nonviolent position requires an 
underlying spiritual belief and concludes that it does not. He 
further examines the practical, non-spiritual, arguments in favor 
of nonviolence and nonviolent resistance, even in the face of 
ruthless and tyrannical opponents. This essay, which is 
informative and readable, provides the philosophical basis for the 
author's ideas in his 2017 novel, "2020." 
 
“…a short read that’s long on thoughts for rumination.” Billie 
Kelpin, author of  Lucky, the Left-Pawed Puppy. 
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On Nonviolent Resistance:  The Dandelion Insurrection by Rivera 
Sun 

Under a gathering storm of tyranny, Zadie Byrd Gray whirls into 
the life of Charlie Rider and asks him to become the voice of the 
Dandelion Insurrection. With the rallying cry of life, liberty, and 
love, Zadie and Charlie fly across America leaving a wake of 
revolution in their path. Passion erupts. Danger abounds. The 
lives of millions hang by a thread. The golden soul of humanity 
blossoms . . . and wonders start to unfold! 
 
Author Rivera Sun creates mythic characters from everyday 
people. She infuses the story of our times with practical solutions 
and visionary perspectives, drawing the reader into a world both 
terrifying and inspiring . . . a world that could be our own! 

 

Note from the Author 

Word of mouth is crucial for any author to succeed. If you enjoyed 

the novel, how about posting a positive review on Amazon or 

Goodreads. You don’t have to say much, just a sentence or two will 

be enough. It would make all the difference and would be very much 

appreciated.  

 

Interested in following Casey’s writing? You can subscribe to his 

blog/newsletter and receive all the news about his new books, his 

book signings and his public appearances.  Go to 

http://caseydorman.com/subscribe/ 
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