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Once more, as he'd done since he discovered Revanne's nom de screen
six months ago, the slight, quiet man eavesdropped on her on-line "chatting"
and stored the déta on his hard drive. She was up and chatting early this‘
morning. While eavesdropping in real-time on his monitor,.hellooked at his
TV playing a tape of her news reports, including a recent one of a Duke
football game téilgate part}. He vidéotaped ﬁer local news reports and played
them repeatedly. Stills of her hung all over the walls of the little dim
room, his fantasy palace.

This tape, one of his favorites, showed the tailgate party with Revanne
dressed iﬁ tight deSigner jeané,'tank fop, and two-inch pumps. AHe became
excited as thé camera zoomed in on her showgirl legs' husgles teasing through

her tight jeans. The video changed to another reporting situation, the camera
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panning her from the side—once more highlighting her legs as she sat cross-

legged in a very short miniskirt. He salivated to the point m

Having set automatic rewind with replay, the videotape was in its third

replay when Revanne's computer networking ended, leaving him thwarted.
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Mercedes lay awake in the early morning light, 1looking toward where

she thought her restive husband slept. Groggy, she paused and listened to

the crickets. In the distance she heard the dull throb of a northbound

3
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freight toiling its way up Southern Pines' railroad gradient, one of the
_ steepest east of the Mississippi. Around the shades, light began to filter
into the large upstairs bedroom of their Victorian house.

She stirred and reached for him, moved by instinct_rather than conscious
desire. Moving her hand about, groping for him, she suddenly realized he
wasn't there. Mercedes raised her head and looked for him, squinting her
eyes in the dim light. Alarmed, her breathing'accelerated to quick gasps.

Getting hold of herself, she focused her thoughts and realized it was
Simon again. Mercedes knew by now the cycle of vivid nightmares and sleepless
nights which Bennie had endured periodically, especially at the anniversary
of their infant son's death.

She sat up.

"He's at his computer terminal," she thought. "Why can't he make his
peace with Simon's death?" She demanded aloud, getting the attention of

one of their cats who had been sleeping peacefully at the foot of the bed.
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Mercedes remembered vividly how in the mid-sixties she and Bennie, newly
married and awaiting their first baby, had been reassigned to the new RF-
4C reconnaissance aircraft by the Air Force from Britain to the United States.
Bitterly, she thought how the advertising brochures and real estate brokers

had convinced them that their new home was a perfect picture of the American

Dream. Then Simon was born, a great joy to the new parents. But their dream

home had turned out to-be a death trap.

They had been justifiably proud of Simon, born so healthy and intel-
ligent—so beautiful. Little did Bennie and Mercedes Alza realize, when
they bought their home that they were sitting on a sinister ecological time
bomb, ticking right under where Simon crawled toward his first attempt to
walk, only to find it harder as he weakened.

Once more, as if torn by a riptide, Mercedes was stricken by the memory
of Simon's agony. Twenty-seven years ago, they had watched -helplessly as
Simon wasted away from leukemia caused by chemical wastes buried throughout
their suburban neighborhood, and even under their own home. She pulled out
a Kleenex to wipe the swelling tears streaming from her eyes.

When little Simon began to show signs of listlessness, the Alzas imagined
they were just overreacting with their first-born. But the abrupt onset
of swollen glands and bleeding discharges made them fear for him, and they
took him to the medics. Test after test confirmed the unimaginable final
verdict: acute lymphatic leukemia, no more than six months to live. Their
son never reached his first birthday.

Months passed before Bennie and Mercedes could talk of Simon's death.
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When they grew able to discuss the loss with sympathetic neighbors, they

discovered a high incidence in the neighborhood of -such afflictions. Children”

and young adults had fallen victim to leukemia and other cancers. Further
investigation revealed that the development had been built over a lethal
chemical dump which had been filled in and "forgotten.'" But they found out
too late to save Simon. Over the years, ;Bennie and Mercedes had concluded
in no uncertain terms that pollution was like a giant claw insidiously closing
over the entire planet.

Bennie's distress had festered over the years but he had remained away
from TV publicity. He felt a pervading sense of pointlessness in the TV
interviews of other families with similar tragedies, the too personal ques-
tions, and the callous zeal with which the reporters filmed the weeping
parents . . . all this not expressing sensitivity to the parents' anguish,

but just exploitation to generate ratings and/or sales.
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Mercedes rose rapidly, pulled on her bathrobe, nudged her feet into
her slippers, and reached for her glasses. Then like a cat, she shot down
the stairs to find Bennie. Once more, she would try and talk him out of
it.

She reached the closed doér to Bennie's large model railroad room and
peered through the small window, past the cloth Bart Simpson doll hanging
on the window by suction cups.

Bart Simpson's T-shirt said it all: "No Way Man!"

Hesitating before opening the door, she let her eyes sweep around the
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room to become accustomed to the eerie glow of the computer screen, the only
light by which the slim man feverishly networked with a friend, a most attrac-
tive lady friend—Revanne Grossman--a reporter for Durham's major network
affiliate, Bennie and Revanne were avidly communicating about something.
Mercedes had a wrenching gut feeling about the topic. She felt ill, Bennie
and Revanne were still at it. They weren't giving up. Mercedes took a deep
breath and prepared to reason with Bennie.

Quietly she entered the energized room and scanned the HO gauge model
railroad medieval villages which surrounded the computer console and work
statiop. She slithered toward and stood behind him. Mergedes looked at
the screen. Bennie and Revanne were analyzing the implications of a recent

Wall Street Journal article about the restlessness in the United States'

military community brought about by the post Cold War drawdown and lack of
commensurate jobs in the civiliaﬁ sector. The agitation was also believed
to be contributing to the increase in domestic violence being experienced
by the military community.

Additionally, many military types were motivated more by ideals than
money, which exacerbated the disillusionment of entering the civilian commu-
nity where money seemed to Be all that mattered. Many felt betrayed because

they were part of the all-volunteer force, as opposed to World War II draft-

ees, who were only too happy to muster out in 1945.

Bennie closed by remarking that he understood the implications of this
article, particularly for political agitation. It would provide recruits
for organizations. He  kept his commentary very general in case they were
being monitored.

Of course Revanne understood the hidden meaning of his closing state-
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ment and agreed to meet him 90 yards down the 8th fairway at the Pinehurst
Golf Course at 11 A.M. today, to review the fertile potential for highly
skilled recruits for their project.

Mercedes was aghast. In a panic she thought, "Has it come to this?

Am I going to have to turn them in to the FBI? Is the environment that far
gone to justify these means to save it? Save it for what? I must talk him
out of it. Overthrowing the U.S. is immoral. I can't let them do it. People
won't accept this. It's too unsettling. Surely they aren't amoral."

Mercedes turned on the soft lamp next to the computer console and cradled
Bennie's head in her arms. While stroking his short, graying hair, she looked
at his gallery of heroes hanging on the north wall past the pictures of
castles and cathedrals. Margaret Thatcher, Mikhail Gorbachev, Lech Walesa,
Pope John Paul II, and Milton Friedman, among others, accémpanied personal
tributes to his father, receiving a Medal of Freedom from Dwight Eisenhower,
on pictures from F.D.R., Charles de Gaulle, and Winston Churchill.

Bennie took off his glasses and turned his héad toward her, his earnest
brown eyes under dark eyebrowg rapidly cataloguing the sensitivity and kind-
ness being emitted from her large black eyes.

He raised his arms, found her hands, gave them an appreciative squeeze.

He thought, "I just don't know how to shake this."

He closed his eyes and tried to relax. The well-known frames of his
nightmare were still running in his mind as he bathed in Mercedes' comfort
and let his head fall back on her chest. Images came to him repeatedly but
had no clear significance: tall, vital oak trees, their massive branches
flexing in the crisp fall wind; the joy of children playing among acres and

acres of wilderness in the Berkshires, his extended family's home. Bennie
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would then see, through his own eyes as a child, himself playing with his
brothers and sisters in the forest among the birches and maples. He never
saw his siblings, he could only hear their encouraging shouts and playful
taunts. Suddenly their calls turned to sobs of terror as the air filled
with overpowering sounds and the ground shook beneath his feet. He was left
standing alone in a wasteland among stumps and ravaged earth, an acrid stench
in his nostrils, and no sound save for a terrible, desolate whimpering, the
pitiful cry of Simon in his final hours.

Consciously, he thought, "I sit here wide-awake——all sorts of images
flash through my head as throughout the night, everything interspersed—my
childhood—clear cutting of Mount Owen at the peak of its autumn glory—
Simon's agonizing death—I see the oil well fires in Kuwait, their black
smoke and Simon melting into the black Vietnam Memorial in DC. 1Is this the
kind of life we fought for?"

Mercedes looked down at the picture of Simon on the computer console.
Bennie had surrounded the pictufe with a silver and pearl rosary.

He sighed deeply and, as a feeling of great weariness overtook him,
he felt Mercedes' hands in his hair and around his face. She pulled him
to her again and he became calm. She was well acquainted with the details
of his visions, and dreams, and shared the hollow feeling of loss the years
had done nothing to diminish.

"It all seems to prod me," he said.

(vHe reached to caress her jet black hair. Her round eyes, framed by
imperceptible wrinkles, were encouraging him to share his troubles out loud.

"I'm starting to believe it's like my brother says--omens and portents——

something beyond me—a yearly command to do something about all the waste.
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I owe it to Simon." He continued to look into Mercedes' eyes, his own
radiating determination and valiancy.

"Don't think I'm crazy but it's like he wants me to do something—and
not just some small gesture, but something big--a real change. But what
can I do now? Other than what Revanne and I are considering?"

"You could write a book about what happened. Rachel Carson raised our
consciousness." Mercedes hoped to encourage him. She looked at the book-
shelves above the computer console, filled with volumes on ecology, ﬁistory,
electric railroads, economics, and geopolitics.

He shook his head.

"Yes, but by and large—even today—things don't seem to.have changed
much since we were duped into buying that house back in Simon's time. Sure,
people are more aware, but it's mostly lip service—not doing anything real,
and still special interest politics as usual in Washington and Raleigh."

The dawn continued to light up the eastern éky, one of their cats clawed
the door. '"Margot, I bet," Bennie said.

Mercedes smiled and stepped back.

" she said.

"I guess she wants to go out,

Not wanting to hurt the cat, Bennie got up and opened the door slowly.
As he started towards the side entrance, Margot rushed ahead, nearly causing
him to trip over her in the dim light. Upon opening the door, he heard the
first timid chirps from the trees. They would become more assertive when
joined by the blue jays, he knew. He watched ﬁargot's sleek gray shape as
she took up her regular position under a bush near the bird feeder.

"Margot," he said, "they're too fast for you; you never catch anything."

Bennie decided to finish last night's dishes and watch CNN's Headline




Chase-9-Virus Rodeo

News. After checking the Weather Channel and local radar summary, he went
back upstairs to find Mercedes who had gone back to bed.

"Well,.Margot is happy now," he said as he sat down on the side of the
bed, nudging Mercedes to bay attention.

"I've got lots of ideas for changes, but they're so radical—things
would really'have to be bad for the people to accept them—I mean, a real
bucket of shit." |

"Oh Bennie, do we have to? Now?" she whined, and shook her head.

"Look Honey—I've got to talk about this. I've held back long enough.
You have to know now." He nudged her shoulder annoyingly until he was sure
she wouldn't drift back to sleep.

Then, with her usual kindness, she rose to participate in order to play
devil's advocate, hoping to get him to reconsider.

He began quietly, rapidly. "If we delay action, it'll be too late—the
limits to sustain the Earth's interdependent biodiverse life-support system
will have been irreversibly broken. Look at what man has done to parrots
in the tropics. Soon, there won't be any." Bennie stretched out his long,
lean length. He looked toward Mercedes to see her reaction.

Mercedes' eyes indicated that she was interested. She propped herself
up and placed her hand on his shoulder.

"I hear you talking," she said. '"Most people don't understand what
we've learned about biodiversity—that all living things are boundltogether
like a finely woven rug, depending on their environment and each other.
I've thought about it too. People can't absorb it until something happens
to drive it home, like Simon did for us. It'll take something like a Pearl

Harbor to convince people to change drastically."



Chase-10-Virus Rodeo

"Pearl Harbor—I 1like that—that's a good way of putting it!" Bennie
said, pleased at his wife's succinct response.

She looked back at him and smiled.

' he said.

"That's what we need—a surrogate ecological Pearl Harbor,'
"We have to generate a massive event covertly that rattles people's cages
so they understand the need to alter their behavior. Yet we don't want to
screw things up worse than they are now. In '4l we went from being die-hard
isolationists to embracing global war in an instant. F.D.R. made good use

of our natural gut reaction towards violence when we feel threatened. Terri-

torial Imperative, they call it. That basic instinct can be harnessed toward

positive public policy objectives."

Bennie's imagination shifted to full power, his- bright observant eyes
dancing with delight. '"We've got to convince people that an'ecological Pearl
Harbor has occurred and catastrophe is on the horizon."

"Yes, but with education like AIDS, and connected to the environment

so people will learn to practice safe ecology, hopefully better ‘- than they

are learning to practice safe sex," rejoined Mercedes as she looked at him,
hoping he would reconsider the project with Revanne. She rose to open the
curtains.

"It has to happen in time to alter behavior in an orderly, logical man-
ner—that's the problem. We haven't much time," Bennie concluded, then moved
on to his next concern.

"We can't be callous about jobs, though. We can't be anti-business.
Jobs just have to fit in‘the total system—as a farmer plants in the spring,
harvests in the fall—livelihoods can't inadvertently compromise the integra-

tive life-support system of the planet."
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"Boy, Bennie! That's a mouthful of ten-dollar words—even for a profes-

sor!" she said.

"Damn it, Mercedes—this is serious stuff!"

"Maybe so,‘but if people can't understand what you're talking about,
how will they relate?"

He paused, then tried to make his thoughés more user friendly.

"We use mechanical instead of human energy in modern societies—right?
I mean, motors instead of muscles. So fuels and resulting economic activi-
ties, like production and waste disposal, have to be subordinated to the
life-support system—not the other way around, as currently."

"I'm with you. If we continue to use dirty fossil fuels we'll destroy
what sustains life." |

"Exactly!" He paused to look at her. "So we need clean fuels, and
economic activity which is sustainable. Inlterms of wastes, they must be
recycled without long-term harm to the balance of life."

"Well, makes sense!" She took off her nightgown and reached for her
bra.

" Bennie let his gaze dwell on her full breasts and thought how well she
had carried her figure into her mid-fifties. Their eyes met. She shrugged
off her bra. Bennie's eyes followed with thankfulness that he had married
a good-looking woman who had retained her shapely body without any apparent
effort other than drinking red wine, eating vegetables with meat, and walking
instead of driving.

"Eggs or éereal for breakfast?" she asked as she pulled on a snug pair
of jeans. |

"You!" He said, as he got up and pulled off his pyjamas. She looked




Chase-12-Virus Rodeo

at him abprovingly as he advanced toward her and reached to fondle her.
They stood in front of the full length mirror of their bedroom. '"Look, home
porno!" He said as he gently fondled her breasts. He slowly reached into

her jeans and began stroking her. . . .

3*
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Bennie groped for his trousers and UNC-Chapel Hill basketball sweatshirt.
He decided Mercedes' Spanish-style coffee would do him some good and followed

her down to the kitchen.

Mercedes' black eyes were hot with determination as‘she looked sternly
at Bennie.

"Who thought up the idea tﬁat we have to destroy to gain economic
wealth?" she demanded. 'People are too lazy to clean up after they take.

The logger can feed his family, spotted owls can feed theirs; there's plenty

of room for everyone if done right." She poured boiling water over the coffee

grounds and the scent made them hungry, reinforced by the sight of her

homemade croissants, with an aroma like that of a Parisian bakery.

He paused. "It can be done, you know. We just need leadership and

will." His determined eyes narrowed as if for combat.

"Hey, I'm on your side," she laughed, and held her hands protectively
over her face.

He made a playful swipe at her.

She set the steaming coffee mug in front of him, sat down oppoéite across
the table, and reached for some banana muffins, pausing to peel burnt spots

off some of them. They sat in silence, enjoying their coffee, muffins, and
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croissants,

After breakfast, they moved to the large living room where Mercedes
stood at the window watching Margot stalk a squirrel. The cat 1leapt and
chased the squirrel up one of the magnolia trees‘gracing their front yard.

Bennie took her hand to get her attention. She looked into his eyes,
acknowledging his conviction.

"If our habitat isn't viable, if we can't breathe, drink the water,
or sustain agriculture—well then, what good are jobs and corporate wealth?"
he said. '"Besides, we can enhance efficiency and lower costs for business
if we make better use of resources. An economic gain would naturally result
from an environmental gain," he concluded.

"If it's so obvious, why is there so much resistance?"

"Because a lot is invested in our present systems. Look, if I told
you that we had to spend $30,000 on an electric car in the next six months,
and we had just spent $18,000 on a gasoline car, now worthless, you'd resist
—big time!"

"I would, I most certainly would," she smiled.

"That's why the change has to evolve over time, so reasonable adjustments
can take place. But democracies aren't known for this kind of long-term
strategic vision. God, Mercedes, do we have time to make the changes that
need to be made?"

The immensity of the task sank in; he looked at her entreatingly. "The
change from present fuels to non-fossil fuel electricity has to start its

phase-over, and soon. . . ."

"How soon? . . ." she asked.

B "We need to start immediately," he replied earnestly. "For it'll take
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decades for the economy to adapt in an orderly manner, minimizing joblessness
and social unrest. I don't believe democracy would even react before a real
ecological Pearl Harbor. But after that, it'll be too late—the damage will
be irreversible. So, we're going to have to act."

"Bennie, are you proposing what you and Revanne have been working on?"

"Yes. I think an authoritarian system—with the right person or group
at the helm—is the only way. We'll be the leaders." Bennie looked at Merce-
des with unwavering eyes as he made this jolting statement.

"I knew it. I know what you've been researching, and with Revanne no
less." She shook her head. '"But Bennie, Communist regimes and dissolution
of the Soviet Union have all shown authoritarianism is a bankrupt form of
government. You know what I went through during the Spanish Revolution."

Bennie knew Mercedes was getting edgy. She turned away from him and
looked out the window, perhaps at the squirrels. Then she turned back to
him and said, "There has to be some other alternative." Her normally calm
eyes betrayed fear. 'Is there no other way? 1Is there really no way with
democracy? After all, isn't it sweeping the old Soviet Empire with a
resounding repudiation of authoritarianism? . . ."

He tilted his head to the side and raised his eyebrows. '"Yes and no,"

he went on. '"One can already begin to see special interest politics and

bitter ethnic strife creeping into their systems. . . ."

He rationalized. ''Preserving the planetary life-support system—our
environment—can't take place with constant local concessions, made to con-
stituencies afraid of losing out in the effort to clean up the environment.
As Tip O'Neill said, all politics are local. Only dread will convert the

global problem of the life-support system into a local issue."
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He pounded his fist into his palm and said, '"Man's wastes are overwhelm-
ing nature's ability to recycle them; they're building up dangerously. We're
losing diversity of life by the slaughter of so many species. It adds up
to the probable unraveling of the life-support tapestry. It has become almost
that simple, Mercedes—not quite, but almost! Saving life-support has to
be priority one. Otherwise, we've no habitat for us to be around to carry
out our economic activities."

Mercedes thought a moment, then replied, "It all sounds logical, Bennie.
You may convince your students with that argument, but try and sell that
to the majority—many of whom can't ‘even balance their checkbooks—or your
daily commuter who'll 'sit for hours in traffic gridlock, then goes out and
does the same thing the next day and the next—even in DC with their nice
Metro!"

"I think it can be done with less pain-and-suffering than the conversion
of the former Soviet economy to free market forces," he tried to be hopeful.

"Yeah, right." She gave him a skeptical frown.

"Look," he pleaded. '"Just as with the Russian economy, the longer we
wait to implement change, the greater the conversion shock will be. Look
at us converting to the metric system, for example. . . ."

"Oh Bennie, it's true, but get real!"

"No, Mercedes, hear me out. All that society takes for granted means
nothing on a dead planet. The public has to be enlightened to understand
this reality. It's a global problem—has to be approached with global per-
spective Legislators tend to be focused on purely local issues and the here
and now—as their constituents. Life is strategic and global—Ilocal options

aren't relevant. I'm afraid there isn't any room for much flexibility in
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maintaining the Earth's life-support system. Biology, physics, and chemistry
aren't responsive to the weasel worded spin control of politicians."

Mercedes nodded in assent. |

Bennie was absolutely convinced. He could feel his pulse pounding.
He tried to project his tensions to his extremities. He began with each
toe. One at a time. Then each finger tip. One by one. He felt the tension
gradually dissipate.

Calmly, he visualized his anxieties. He saw with clarity that time
was running out. As a university educator himself, the retired military
officer could appreciate Hans Oeschger's studies at the University of Bern,
which had proved beyond doubt that carbon dioxide in the atmosphere was
building up to perilous levels. Oeschger's ice core reconstruction of the
past 160,000 years' atmospheric history had been measured with Swiss preci-
sion: man was pushing top limits at 350 parts per million, but no one except
Greenpeace seemed to care.

Bennie knew that, coupled to this, man continued his mindless destruction
of species which make up the tapestry of the life-support system, without
any thought of consequences. Literally millions of plant, animal, insect,
and other species would be annihilated over the next few decades, threatening
to unravel the delicate balance of interdependence between all living things.

It was like pulling a thread from a tightly-woven Persian rug——an
individual thread (species) didn't seem important to the total structure—yet
pulling one thread (destroying a species) could begin unraveling the whole
pattern of the rug (the planet's life-support system). The problem was that,
one-thread-at-a-time, the route to cafastrophe seemed so normal. Not until

the fabric was well into unraveling, would most people see the path they
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had chosen. The processes at work were so insidious that only a few could
make the neceésary leap in imagination required to foresee what lay ahead.

Bennie studied his wife's face. She remained skeptical. Sipce she
had come to the United States, she had been a proud defender of its democratic
system. "Even with all its flaws," she liked to say. "It's still better
than the alternatives—and I should know."

Bennie knew he would have to work hard to persuade her to consider his
alternative. "Democracy works through consensus. Politicians constantly
have to make concessions to various groups so they can stay in power. And
people have time myopia—they want immediate benefits but want costs pushed
into the future. Each group wants others to bear the burdens. Politicians
work around this by favoring focused pressure groups who make big contribu-
tions in gratitude—like tobacco, guns—and screw ordinary unorganized clus-
ters—like users of Amtrak." He took her hand and squeezed it.

Mercedes took a deep breath. She wasn't ready to concede. She looked
at Bennie intensely.

"Bennie, look at the corruption we've already got in this system. Poli-

ticians caving in to pressure from oil and automobile lobbies, redefining

wetlands to give developers more breaks—and the frauds of the savings and

loan crooks! Think of the ways politicians have used the recession to mislead
the public, creating the conflict of jobs versus the environment. The poor
spotted owl is just the latest focus of that special interest disinformation.
I could go on and on. Still, it's the best system I know of." Her eyes
searched his.

"But the reason all these powerful interest groups get their way is

because they point out very visible current costs, like job losses in timber,
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for example. They argue that people's jobs are more important than a bunch
of trees and owls. It's all very effective when addressed to the masses,
~ particularly out of context. . . . Time myopia at work," he inferred.

"Still, Bennie, compare that with the track record of any dictator.
That breed does not, historically, show very much respect for the long-term
welfare of their people. How do you propose to do better . . . dear?" She
placed her hands on her hips, challenging him, and waited for his answer.

Bennie appreciated her challenges. Without those, he felt he would
make a serious miscalculation.

"I just don't know right now—there's got to be a way. All I know is
we can't Have a government whose sole purpose is to line the pockets of the
well-connected few. The looting has to stop," he blurted out, looking up
suddenly and meeting her eyes. Mercedes' large black eyes still demanded
more.

"We should be electrifying and upgrading the railroads," Bennie said.
"But we still spend billions on highways. 1It's true, Texas is talking high-
speed trains, but what they're doing is nothing compared to the Europeans
and what we're investing in oil and highways."

Mercedes sat motionless, her face attentive but without an expression
he could read. Her eyes seemed to acknowledge his earnestness.

"The handwriting's on the wall,"

he said. "It's way passed the time
to end our dependence on fossil fuels once and for all, and go totally clean
electric."

Mercedes' look bore into him. "And how do we manage that?" she asked.

"Research and implementation of an electric economy with a combination

of clean fusion for central generation and super conductors for grid distribu-
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tion. It'd be supplemented by soft paths—like solar and wind—for local
areas and individual residences. It's long overdue; we'll just have to see
to it, that's all."

She was silent for a moment, then asked, "How?"

"We'll have a coup." Bennie's intense look pierced her to the bone.
There, he had said it, almost casually, as if a coup d'état was an everyday
thing.

Mercedes mocked the idea. "A coup! Sure. What are you and Revanne
sniffing, anyway? Look at what happened in the Soviet Union last August.
Yeah—sure!" She sat up, her raven hair an inky void in the soft light.

"There's no other way." He took both her hands and held them tightly.

Once again, Mercedes' black eyes narrowed with resolve.

"We mustn't give up," she said. 'Maybe, there's another way. It's
not necessary to destroy ﬁo gain economic wealth. Look at Fort Bragg--loggers
harvest timber regularly yet there's enough forest left for soldiers to
maneuver in and deer to roam. It's not like upstate New York or the Pacific
Northwest, where paper interests and loggers destroy by clear cutting."

' Bennie said. '"Polluters, local government

"Bragg is an exception,'
officials, real estate brokers,  developers, and Washington all are in bed
together—damn shitheads. But you're right, all sectors can be responsible—
look at this article."

He released her hands and reached for a clipping about the Collins Alma-
nor Forest in northeastern California and handed it to her.

She scanned the article, "Collins Pine Company is privately held," she

read. "It has practiced sustained-yield selective harvest management for

S50 years. Loggers and spotted owls can coexist indefinitely. See? It can
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be done if there's the will. But we need leadership towards that end!"

"So what have I been telling you!" Bennie looked at Mercedes vindicated.
"We need better leaders with the right vision—not myopic. That's exactly
what I'm saying. Us!" Bennie pounded the tablé.

Mercedes was losing momentum. She winced defensively as she realized
that Bennie might be right.

Seeing her soften to his idea, he proceeded with confidence. "Look
at Switzerland. They're going to put trucks on rail cars by the end of the
century. The European Community is really pissed, but the Swiss have the
Alpire passes! And Austria. There you have economic wéalth and a rational
environmental policy--we don't need eitremism on either side. Livings have
to be earned, but government has to.establish and enforce the basic rules
evenly, like refs in a basketball game."

‘ He looked directly at her.

"This is where we've failed miserably," he said noticing she was backing
off. |

Feeling that he was on a roll, he pressed for the kill.

"Sweetheart deals between polluters and government are business as usual.
We have to put a stop to key officials available at-a-price to special inter-—
ests—Iletting polluters write environmental legislation. Shit! That's like
letting the Mafia write anti-crime legislation. Most politicians seem to
put power and private gain before genuine public service. They make special
exceptions for powerful constituencies in their districts over and over."

Mercedes nodded her head. "So you think special interests will devour
the nation with their greed, corruption, and short-term vision. And it's

all reinforced by democratic agencies and officials. You're not saying
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'anything new, Bennie. Sir Winston Churchill drew the same conclusions on
the fatal flaw of democracy. What can you offer that's better? I'm
listening."

Bennie got up, kissed his wife. "I've got to think about this—I'm
going out to the DZ." He grabbed his windbreaker and headed for the front
door,

Mercedes watched him walk down the front steps to his 24-year-old V.W.
Beetle, which he'd modified with an electric motor. He needed to be alone

to formulate some answers.

Southern Pines was exploding in beauty. Interspersed into the green
were maples, dogwoods, and others, gloriously crimson, purple, orange, and

yellow in a kaleidoscope of intense hues under a Carolina Blue sky. Passing

by horse farms on the way to the Holland Drop Zone in the Fort Bragg military
reservation, Behnie marveled at the majestic bay and chestnﬁt horses prancing
about, reflecting the fall sunshine like polished mirrors. Such communion
with the tangible was his way of coming to terms with the infinity of the
Cosmos.

Drop zones, or DZs, were extensive open areas surrounded by open forest
for military airdrop exercises. When not in use they were like giant cathe-
drals, ominously silent and majestic. The Holland DZ was the closest to
Southern Pines, some eight miles out on the lonely serene Manchester Road
to Pope Air Force Base. Upon reaching the DZ, Bennie pulled off the road,

bounced along on the sand, and found a peaceful spot to park. He got out
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and walked toward the edge to a spot bordered by magnificent trees. He sat
down to collect his thoughts. He remained transfixed for several hours,
meditating in the twilight of consciousness.

He raised his head and looked around. A warm breeze off the sand ca-
ressed his face. Hawks soared gracefully, taking advantage of updrafts ema-
nating from sand heated by the blazing sun. Suddenly, Bennie had an inspira-
tion. |

"Yes, that's it, I know. . . ." He spoke aloud as if conversing with
the trees. '"Yeah. Natural selection is just genetic engineering over time.
It weeds out the undesirable so as not to pollute gene pools. We have per-
verted the natural system by preempting its quality control with our short-
term horizons. That's it, but what to do? . . ."

Bennie seemed, as in a Wagnerian opera, to be having communion with
the gods. Suddenly, from Fort Bragg's distant McPhearson impact area, a
major artillery exercise exploded with loud blasts and bright flashes, harking
him psychically back to the Saigon "lullaby" of yesteryear—his "1965 days
in Vietnam and the constant artillery barrages and B-52 raids protecting
the outer perimeter of Saigon—a beguiling apparition, the spirits of the

Gotterdammerung back into the mists of war. Vividly, the future flashed

in his mind: airlessness, blackened skies, infertile sand in which nothing
could take seed, and a surf next to which thousands of fish lay gasping.
The Gods had spoken.

He picked himself off the sand, brushed off his trousers, and prepared

to return home to discuss his rationales with Mercedes once more. First,"

however, he had to meet Revanne. He had to be sure. Many might die. A

coup could fail and plunge the world into global nuclear war and extinction.

= ' ' o e A e’ e’ e

1




'Chase-23-Virus Rodeo

‘of our own species—exactly the opposite of his goal.

On the other hand, the current abuse of the environment was sure to
lead to extinction, a coup only might. Bennie found the galactic odds in
favor of a coup. He would have to convince other nations, the former Soviet
republics in particular, that his motives were in their best interest as
well. He would have to show that he was no threat to them in a territorial
way, that everyone would gain by getting rid of fossil fuels and deforesta-
tion. They would see that it was imperative to do so almost immediately.

Time was running out—crunch time was at hand!
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Revanne waited at the rendezvouz spot off the 8th fairway. As the area
was isolated, she decided to sun herself while waiting for Bennie. She turned
the golf cart into the sun, sat back and propped her legs up on the dash.

About a hundred yards away hidden in the forest, a man watched with
bated breath as Revanne stretched out. His heart hammering, he focused his
powerful binoculars on Revanne's thighs, now exposed as the wind whipped
her pleated hiniskirt above her gleaming white stretch lace bikini panties,
He became aroused as Revanne parted her legs slightly and exposed the dark
mound of her pubic hair under the semitransparent stretch lace. He could
hear the pounding of his heart as she unbuttoned her sleeveless silk shirt
lefting it fall to the side, baring her lace .demi bra swollen with its con-
tents. She shifted to make herself more comfortable, taking an occasional
deep breath as she drifted into a semiconscious state. His mouth went dry

as the Arabian desert while he reached inside his trousers.
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He decided against self-gratification and silently made his way toward
the golf cart. Today, he'd actualize his fantasies of the past six months.
He stopped in a clump of trees and bushes barely ten yards from Revanne and
feasted on her with his powerful binoculars. The 36-year-old New Yorker
‘was far more succulent than she'd ever looked on TV. He slithered toward
the rear of the golf cart and quickly pounced, placing one hand on her mouth
while the other groped up her muscular inner thigh toward her lace bikini.
She panted heavily in panic as he moved his hand up, and inserted it inside
her bra to linger on her voluptuous flesh.

He moved his head next to hers and séid, "] want to release your mouth
and not hurt you. You're much too beautiful to hurt. I don't want to hurt
you. I just want to touch you."

She felt his heavy breath against her ear. It sent chills of disgust
down her spine.

"I know what he and you are up to. I'll>let your mouth go if you promise
not to scream. Remember, I don't want to hurt you. Just nod your head and
don't look back."

Revanne nodded her head, terrified.

He released her mouth, unzipped his fly, and exposed his penis. He
tried to insert both his hands inside her tight bra. He released it and
her freed breasts sprung out in the open. He violated her breasts savagely,
then reached inside her bikini seeking her secret entrance. He started smil-
ing, baring his teeth. He was about to place one of her hands on his penis
when he heard Bennie's golf cart pulling up in the distance. He released
Revanne and ran off in the bush.

Stunned, Revanne just lay there motionless.
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Bennie, who had been enjoying the aroma of the freshly cut grass as
he pulled up, couldn't believe it was happening, yet there she was, the busty,
petite woman in disarray. His wiry facial muscles tightened into swirls
while his resolute eyes shone with anger.

He looked her over for blood to determing if she was wounded or even
alive. He stood there debating whether to leave her alone, not disturb the
evidence, and call the police. After a moment he determined that she was
indeed breathing and didn't look seriously hurt. He walked to Revanne with
determined steps and covered her breasts with the' loose bra and buttoned
her blouse. His tender care broke the trance and she moaned and mumbled
incoherently.

Bennie went back to his golf cart and got a water bottle and handed
it to Revanne.

"Thanks," she said meekly, and took a few sips. She looked at him
with sincere gratitude, making Bennie think of refugees reaching safety at
last.

"My God, what happened?" Bennie asked, taking her hand. "Are you all
right, Revanne?"

She sobbed convulsively as Bennie sat next to her and hugged her prétec—
tively. After what seemed an eternity, she became coherent. Brooklyn-born
Revanne looked at Bennie and fury swiftly flashed across her steely blue
eyes before being concealed by lowered eyelids.

"All he did was fondle me. He would've done worse if you hadn't come.
That bastard."

"Oh Bennie, what's it come to?" She sobbed again and shook her head.

Bennie kissed her tenderly on the cheek and hugged her again.
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They sat in silence and slowly the color started to come back to her

cheeks.

Suddenly, Revanne gave a start.

"Oh God, Bennie. He knows."

"Knows what?"

"About us." She looked at him with alarm.

"You and I? Or the project? What did he say, exactly?"

"Something like I know what he and you are up to."

"Well that could mean anything from an affair to the coup. Did he use
‘my name?"

"No, he didn't use your name or mine, for that matter."

"If he's tapped into your bulletin board, then he knows our nom de screen
anyway, I would say." -Bennie paused to think and then he winced with concern.

"Oh boy. -He's probably stored all our messages on his hard drive.
Good thing we've kept our messages general. But FBI analyéts putting them
together might guess what we're planning. We've got to find out who he is,
what his motives are, and see if this has spread beyond him."

Revanne nodded assent.

"You know what this means, Kid?"

Revanne shook her ‘head.

"We're going to have to use you as bait to draw out our friend so we
can determine what he's up to."

"Do I have to? . . ."

"I see no other way. We're going to play cyber sex and lure him out.

And, you'll have to pleasure him."
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Revanne looked at Bennie with disgust. "No way!"
"Lbok, Kid, you'll have to put on a show and excite him. Then I'm sure
he'll want to fondle you again."

"Bennie, that's disgusting. I won't do it. I'm not a whore."

"Look, he knows something and we can't have him loose out there. He
could reaily screw us up. We might even have to have Joe Dab put a contract
out on him."

"For what he did to me is good enough reason. The courts won't do a
fucking thing." The rage returned to her steely blue eyes.

"You're right about that." He nudged her.

"We must find out if he's just a stalker," Bennie said. "Or if there's
more to it and he's told anyone else about what ever he knows."

Bennie paused to think, then said, "He's a dumb shit, though."

"What do you mean, Bennie?" Revanne cocked her head and looked at Bennie
inquiringly.

"He tried to psych you out and gave away the fact that he's tapped into
your computer. We know something that's very important. This wasn't a random
event. He's picked you out for some reason. Why? That's the biggie!"

Bennie paused again and looked iﬁtently at Revanne, her sexuality and
clothes. He then thought about how he was aroused during her TV reporté
and how he enjoyed her showgirl legs. He also remembered how Katarina Witt,
the East German Gold Medalist, had been stalked.

"I've got it, Kid! Those dynamite legs of yours on TV. That classy
slut look of yours. Oh shit!"

"What?"

"That probably means he's been taping you. Must have a whole library



Chase-28-Virus Rodeo

on you. Not only does he know your nom de screen, but your real name as
well. Probably playé the tapes over and over to play with himself."

"Hon, you're disgusting."

"Look, the way you come across on TV, any real guy would wet his pants
over you. I sure could!"

"Oh Bennie." Revanne looked' at him uncertainly, as her lips parted
slightly. "Really?" She adjusted her hair as her self-esteem began to regain
ground.

"Oh yeah!"

Slyly, she placed his hand on her inner thigh.

He let it linger and looked intently at her.

She looked down at his hand, tightened her leg muscles with periodic
ripples of energy and then looked back at Bennie tentatively, wondering if
he would respond or think she was tainted.

Suddenly, she twinkled up to him and planted a wet open-mouth kiss on
his surprised lips, swirling her tongue inside his mouth.

After her emotional release, she sheepishly looked at him.

' she said.

"I'm sorry,'

"Oh, no trouble at all!"

Unconsciously, he groped upwards, enraptured by the thigh's firmness
and feel, t;en quickly pulled back his hand, like an embarrassed schoolboy.

She looked at him coyly. New Yorkers recover quickly.

"Look, like I said. You turn me on when I see you on TV." He ran his
hand up perilously close to her bikini. "I must confess that I've thought

how nice it would be to jump in the sack with you and wrap those legs around

my neck.'" His hand stopped against her bikini, sensing its moist warmth.

1
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"Oh, Bennie." Revanne pressed her lips to his ear, her tongue darting.

"Oh, do I do that to you?" She blew into his ear.

He felt her spurts of warm breath against the side of his face increase
in velocity with~excitement;

"You're putting me on," she teased, coy innocence written all over her
face.

Bennie felt that he was sitting on a nuclear weapon which was about
to go off. His heart rate increased. He felt a rush.

She edged closer to him and bumped his side with hers deliberately.
She forcefully grabbed his head and planted another long very wet open-mouthed
kiss, and augured her tongue deeply into his mouth. She suddenly was seized
by the urge ta be cleansed by being ravished by someone she admired.and 1dved.
That would cleanse her, she thought. The exorcist would have to be illicit,
not her husband. She unbuttoned her blohse, her bra was still unclasped.

"Look out, Revanne! I've just so much . . . resistance." Bennie's
tone betrayed his intense desire for her.

He fondled her vigorously, urgently.

Revanne stood up next to the golf carf, took off her blouse and bra.
Sﬂe casually tossed them into the air.‘ She turned around slowly so Bennie
would get a good and complete look at her. She raised her skirt and turned
around again. Then she sat as close to Bennie as she could. Shéllowered
her hand to his groin, and found that he was tumescent. ‘She unbpckled his
belt and her fingers clasped him eagerly.

He bit hér neck gently. His passion increased as he fondled her with
increasing desire.

Revanne pushed Bennie away and wriggled out of her bikini, lashed her
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tongue on it and bit it playfully.
"Now's your chance to wrap my legs around your neck. Come on Bennie,
tongue me.,"

She handed the moist bikini to Bennie.

He took it passionately, and worked it with his mouth while their e&es
locked on each other.

Revanne pulled away from him and motioned him to lie down in order
for her to sit on his face.

He rose to do so, but then they heard golfers approaching in the dis-
tance. |

They looked at each other, sorry and glad at the same time, that the
golfers had saved them from being overcome by raw passion and compromising
their marriages.

She quickly put her blouse on, and ﬁut her bra in her purse.

Bennie stood and hid his embarrassment as best he could.

In the distance, the stalker watched through his powefful binoculars
and felt thwarted once more. As he left, he was more determined than ever
to penetrate Revanne,

Revanne looked at Bennie with pleagure. "I needed that."

They dwelled on each other, overcome with the implications of their
near consummation.

"Oh God, Revanne, what have we done?" Bennie said later.

"I won't tell, if you don't," she said playfully. "I'm going to enjoy
working on this project. You're great Bennie—in a perverted sort of way.
It's added spice with you planning to overthrow the government."

He leaned over and kissed her lips gently.
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"You're going to have to be the bait to draw him out. Once we know
the score, then we deal with him. Fester '1ll know how."

"Shit!"

"I see no other way. You and I'll have to put on a show to excite him.
I'm sure he's hooked."

"Bennie, you helped me, I needed to be exorcised. But I don't want
to be touched again by that man. As for you, that's another matter."

Their eyes met intensely. Both sensed that they were on an unavoidable
collision course. And yet, how could they betray their spouses whom they

both loved and revered?

Bennie got up, went to his golf cart and reached for his bag phone.
He punched his programmed home number and pushed send.
"Mercedes, I'll be late. Something's happened to Revanne. Tell you

about it when I get home. I'm going to take her home. Bye."
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After turning in the golf carts, Bennie drove Revanne home. She had
walked to the golf course. They pulled up in her driveway. Bennie got out
and opened the door for her.

Revanne was limp with guilt as Bennie helped her out of the car. They
slowly made their way to the déor. She fumbled around with her keys. Once

inside, she sat down heavily in a large armchair.

Prior to military retirement, Bennie had been assigned to Pope Air Force
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Base near Fort Bragg. His squadron had worked with the JFK Special Forces
on Special Air Warfare operations in conjunction with AC-130 gunships out
of Hurlburt Field in Florida.

Colonel Lester (Fester) Grossman, Revanne's husband, had been a special;
ist in psychological operations (PSYOPS), and had been Army liaison with
Air Force Special Air Warfare. Tbgether, Bennie and Fester had flown many
covert missions in the Middle East, Africa, and Central America.

"Fester" had most recently been in Operation Desert Storm. He'd also
been in Delta Force before retirement. Delta Force came into -being after
Bennie's retirement from the Air Force, so Bennie had never been on one of
‘their missions.

Fester had also built up quite a reputation for his piano playing in

the Officers' Club Casual Bar on Friday nights.

"Hey, Fester," Bennie hollered urgently.

In a minute, a roaring bear exploded into the room. One look at Revanne
was all he needed to know something grievous had happened.

They related the events, other than their near liaison.

Fester hastened towards Revanne and held her tenderly.

"He didn't, did he?" her étocky husband asked, anxiety written all over
his face.

"No, he just fondled me. Bennie arrived just in time to prevent worse."

"Thank God for that." Fester's anxiety evaporated as he looked at Bennie
gratefully.

Suddenly Bennie felt guilty and self-conscious.

Bennie advanced his thoughts on the intruder's motivation.
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Fester rubbed his chin and said, "I think your theory makes sense, Ben-
nie. Does he know anything about the project? Is our goose cooked?"

"Right now, I've no way of knowing. All I know is that Revanne and
I never talked specifics on the computer. We knew it wasn't secure. We
just talked generalities more in ways related to her reporting job."

"Hmm," Fester mused.

"Now," Bennie continued. "If the FBI had reason to believe that we
were up to something, counter intelligence experts could possibly make some
dangerous educated guesses."

"Wé have no choice," Fester said. "We've got to find out who he is
and what he knows. And if he knows too much and hasn't spread it, we'll
have to blow him away. Otherwise, we may have to abort the project."

Bennie and Revanne winced.

Fester thought for a while.

"After what that fucker did to Revanne, I wouldn't feel bad about blowing
him away. Not at all."

"Blowing him away might be the easy part. It's what comes after that's
the bitch," Bennie said.

"Well sure, we don't want to get caught," Fester acknowledged.

"No. What I mean is that killing is easy. But making him disappéar,

especially if he's got an ordinary household . . ."

"Oh, you mean mail, utility bills, family? . . ." Revanne said.
"Exactly, Doctor Watson."

"Oh shit," Revanne said. '"But if we've got to blow him away, how about

faking a drive-by shooting? . . ."

"Too dramatic," replied Fester. '"Won't-give us a chance to sanitize
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his house. If the cops find tapes or hard copy on Bennie and you—we 're
fucked, baby."

Bennie and Revanne winced again.

"No," Fester said, and faced Bennie. "We'd have to lure him out to
a DZ. Holland would be good. And I'd have to throttle him while you and
Revanne Qistract him. I hate to use her as bait. I don't know what else
to do; though. . . ."

Fester looked at Revanne with resignation.

He thought some more and then said, '"We could ieave his car at the
Raleigh Airport in one of the parking areas, I've left mine for several
weeks at Terminal C."

"Right," Revanne said. '"That'd give us time to sanitize his house,

crash his hard disc, and collect all videos of me. He flew away and never

came back, right? . . ."

"Well, something along those lines,'" Fester agreed.

"What about his mail? . . ." Bennie asked.

"Many forget to stop their mail," Fester replied.

"I guess you're right. Still, people will start asking questions."

"I hope it won't come to that," Fester said. "But I have a sick feeling

that we'll have to do it. . . .

"Now to the trap," Fester said. "I;d feel better if you all did a voyeur
charade, Bennie."

Fester faced Revanne, "Wouldn't you rather have Bennie fondle you, dear?"

"Oh yeah!" Revanne almost gave herself away.

"You sure you want to go that route? What if Revanne and I go all the
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way? . . "

"Well, I know you don't have AIDS. I can live with you and her having
sex. It woﬁ't keep me from loving her. You'd be doing it for the cause.
That other guy, I'1l kill him before I let him touch her again."

"Well, I'm going to have to give him at least a tickle and a squeeze,
Fester." Revanne reminded him. "We have to bring him out believing that
he'll get into my pants, otherwise, he won't come. He's tasted me already,
and Honey, you know how good I am." She threw a quick, concealed wink at
Bennie before passionately kissing Fester.

"Shit, I guess you're right."

"Hey guys, I've got to roll." Bennie became uncomfortable and felt
a need to get away. He couldn't handle it anymore at this time.

Fester turned away from Revanne and walked Bennie to the door.

"Thanks for taking care of her," he said giving Bennie a nudge.

3
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"So, what happened to Revanne?" Mercedes said, scowling at Bennie.

Bennie related events, an edited version, and added, "I hope this is
a private fetish thing over an attractive TV reporter and that he's. not
sharing it with anyone. We might even have to blow him away."

Mercedes looked at Bennie sternly and thought, "I'd be a fool to think
Bennie would be different. He'll be a Hitler. How long can I wait before
I pull the plug on this thing?"

She said, "See what I mean about dictatorships? You're already talking .

about killing people."
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"Look, Honey. Look at it like we're avenging Revanne. The courts aren't
going to do anything about it. He'd be back loose on the streets in hours.
You know that."

She paused and then looked at Bennie, fire in her eyes.

"So you volunteered to sacrifice yourself to have an affair with Revanne
to draw him out. How noble of you Bennie. Such dedication." Mercedes glared
at him,.

"Now wait one, fhat was Fester's idea," he said, lowering his eyes.

"He'd rather have me have sex with Revanne than some stranger. It's
going to be like in the movies. Strictly a professional relationship."

"Come'on, Bennie, give me a break and cut the bullshit. And get that
shit-eating look off your face. I've watched you wet your pants over that
slut."

One could tell that Mercedes only saw a cover story that wasn't worth
the time of the day.

Bennie decided to be quiet and let the storm blow over.

"Oh, how convenient for you, Bennie. I'm sure you're going to hate
every moment. I know how you drool when she comes on TV. I've seen you."

Mercedés' eyes flashed darts at Bennie. Her normal serenity was replaced
by transient ire.

"Look, I admit I find her attractive. Yeah, very attractive. But that
wasn't on my mind when I left this morning. It all kind of happened.
Really."

"Sure."

Mercedes glowered with poison at Bennie.

Bennie moved desperately to change the topic.
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"It was lovely out there, really lovely—the leaves, horses. Any inter-
esting mail? . . ." he ventured.

She looked at him with disdain.

"The usual junk, nothing really."

Mercedes resigned herself to the inevitable and led the way to the living
room, sat down on the Queen Anne sofa. She asked, "Want something to eat
or drink?"

"Not now, I'll get something later. We still need to do some talking,"
Bennie said. He was not fond of small talk and leapt right in. "While
sitting out there, I had a sudden inspiration. We're going to have to
fast-forward the process of natural selection—through genetic engineering
somehow. We'll have to change our DNA or control it somehow so we, és a
species, can. evolve beyond the rapine scumbags we are, destroying other life
as if it was meaningless! How to do that without creating evil and mischief,
that's the predicament."

She looked at him intently.

"Are you sure you didn't play with Revanne yourself, and make up this
assault thing? I know she likes you. . . ."

"OK, you've got us. We made it all up so we'd have a perfect cover
story and can go out and fuck like minks all day."

"Don't be gross, Bennie. You just don't seem all that sorry about this.
You men are such animals."

"Are we going to talk about Revanne and me or get on with the project?"

Bennie resumed his monologue, "With our technology, we've substituted

mechanical for human energy to increase our productivity and economic wealth.
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There's nothing wrong with that in itself, but we've failed to factor in
consequences of our wastes and development on the rest of the species with
which we share the earth. We've looked at other species as being expendable
and saw ourselves as endowed with some form of supernatural license by a
divinity we call God. Unfortunately, we're destroying the planet. . . ."

"All over now, there are hazardous chemicals, leaking landfills, improp-
erly packaged nuclear wastes, and plastics. Add to this the o0il and nuclear
mess in the former Soviet Union. What this adds up to is that the balance
of life is upset from the ozone layer éown to its very basic particles, DNA.
When we mess with the basics, like phytoplankton, we're playing ecological
roulette. Too much UV-B compromises the phytoplankton's ability to reproduce,
thus réducing the food for the krill. Then the whales and seals go hungry
and have massive die offs. Food we ﬂeat is affected the same way—we're
tempting fate—it affects the balance of the entire life and food chain up
to and including ourselves. . . ." |

"Bennie, we've been through this before. What are you trying to convince
me of now?' |

"Now, more than ever, I feel the need to take action, to do something,
far beyond just mobilizing the neighborhood to protest when Simon died.
We've got to induce a change soon, But with our long history of pork-barrel
politics and economic corruption, I see only one way," he lamented.

"Oh, we're back to that. Well, unless you can prevent abuse, there's
no reason to overthrow the democratic process. I don't want to see you
turn into a dictator, Bennie. We'd end up substituting a set of abusive

leaders for a set of crooks." Mercedes looked at Bennie without blinking.

Bennie paused for a moment in the face of his wife's doubts, then
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continued the argument he had formulated under the trees.

"Mercedes, hear me out. Gasoline automobiles are the final insult.
They spread our poisons to the far corners of the earth. They're the narcotic
which keeps the mindless consumption economy going. If people don't buy
them, we have a recession—like now-—perhaps even a depression, creating
armies of unemployed workers and social unrest. Economic recoveries then
come back with increased car sales and additional bulldozing of land for
ever more development. There must be a way to have a vibrant economy without
destroying everything. Look, statistically, every individual spends over
300 grand, in his lifetime, on cars—300 grand on rust!"
"Rust? . . ." Mercedes cocked her head inquiringly.
"That's what happens to old cars in junkyards. Rust. And CFCs from
corroding old air conditioners. Our country spends tens of billions a year
on imported cars, then more tens of billions on imported oil to feed the
damn things-—which becomes carbon dioxide to contribute to the Greenhouse
Effect. All these huge sums leaving our country and destroying Earth's life-
support system. In fact, our huge negative trade balance is mainly a result
of motorcars, oil, and even cocaine! Isn't that ridiculous?"

"I'm not denying there's a problem and a huge one, but still—" Mercedes

-~ // R

began. ./

Bennie interrupted. "We've become so dependent on the economy of the
automobile that a powerful array of political interests maintains we should
have cheap gas and more roads. Labor and management, conservatives and
liberals: no one seriously questions the mobility and convenience of the
motorcar, yet go on 183 or 114 in Dallas at rush hour, you immediately see

the absurdity of road-based urban transport. I've even heard some church
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congregations go out in parking lots and have priests bless their cars."

"Oh Bennie, really. It makes sense and it doesn't, just like you and
Revanne this morning."

"No, seriously. Let's leave her out of this for now. Let's separate
these issues, OK? . . ."

"Yeah, sure.”

"And here's why we have to act now. As Eastern Europe, Russia, and
the Third World try to jump start their economies, gasoline cars will become
their narcotic as well., Concrete arteries are showing up there already.
It started with us and spread to Western Europé and Japan. The new capita-
lists won't question it any harder than we have. Henry Ford turned a plague
loose upon our world and we'll have to reverse it. The current government
won't want to phase them out—too many jobs depend on thém and recurring
threats of recession prevent drastic action. People aren't afraid of
environmental desecration—without fear, there's no impetus for change."

Mercedes looked at him and said, "There you go, Bennie, already talking
like a dictator. Are you going to scare people into change? How?"

"Only fear will work, as with AIDS. But it's got to be worse and total,
for many ignore AIDS today because they think they're not vulnerable. I
agree—we've got to prevent abuse, but we've got to change the whole govern-
ing system. The system is corrupt. I know this is your concern—I haven't
been ignoring it—how do we and our associates do this without becoming
corrupt as well? I've been thinking that we'll need the efficiency- of

' Bennie saw Mercedes' eyes go wide, and hastened to

Hitler's mid-thirties,'
add, "without his abuse and brutality. I want to help the world by changing

people, not exterminating them," he vowed.
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Mercedes looked at Bennie with uncertainty. "I can't believe he's gone
nuts," she thought. "It must be Simon and Revanne."
She said, 'How will the American people accept an authoritarian leader

when the Soviet Coup failed? . . ."

He paused for a moment, reflecting, groping for an answer. "I've got
it., It's inevitable that with perceptions of disappearing career jobs, a
runaway crime situation, and growing net foreign debt, that Americans will
fear a much lower standard of living. These all lead to corrosive uncertainty
on a social scale. Public order and social norms have already broken down.
Between the NRA arming criminals to the teeth and courts turning them loose,
I'm afraid the social contract hés collapsed."

"I'm afraid you might be right."

"Actually, my reference to Hitler was more appropriate than I realized,"

he said. "We're in a Northeim Syndrome of middle class malaise, like that

which settled on Germany as a result of the thirties' depression and hyper-
inflation of the twenties."
-""Northeim Syndrome, what's that?" Mercedes asked.

"It's a label that characterizes what happens to a country's middle
class when it feels disenfranchised by perceived economic and social decay.
The middle class is the backbone of modern societies and family values."

"The term resulted from studies of impacts on the town of Northeiﬁ,
Germany, by Professor William S. Allen, of its experiences in the twenties
and early thirties resulting from hyperinflation and the Depression. It
was this maléise that led to their.acceptance of Hitler in 1933."

"You can - see eariy symptoms here in the U.S. resulting from loss of

upward mobility by many. People are angry at the system. The middle class
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prefers economic and social stability to political latitude—that's the lesson
of the Northeim Syndrome. Here, I'll show you an economic aspect, it's
readily obvious."

Bennie went upstairs to get an economics textbook and a German stamp

album. Back at the table, he opened the textbook and pointed out a schedule.

"See here, in January, 1913, the price index was one—which means say,
a loaf of bread costs one dollar. By January 1921, it was 14, which means
that now you pay 14 bucks for that loaf. By January 1922, 37. 1In 1923,
$2,785! By August 1923, you would pay $944,000 for that one loaf! By
November, that year, $750 billion for that loaf. . . ."

"I know it's unbelievable, but look at these stamps." Bennie fumbled
through pages of his German album and pulled out some stamps in sequence.
"See this one, 500 marks. At that time, they could still print the number
as they printed the stamp. Now this one, one millibn; here they had to strike
over the numbers because the inflation got so rapid. Look at this one, 5
milliarden, that's billion in German. Five billion to mail a bloody postcard

across the damn street. By then postal rates were changing every ten minutes

until collapse. Added to the humiliation of World War I, the hyperinflation-

laid a subconscious foundation to middle class anxiety which manifested itself
in acceptance of the Nazis in the thirties, even in Northeim. Interestingly,
Northeim had a recovery of sorts in the late twenties, being a big junction
for the state railroads. The Depression didn't impact the middle class much—
relatively speaking—most were civil servants who only suffered salary cuts—
not job losses. But around them, they saw the misery of unemployed private
sector workers—and that's what made Northeim's middle class anxious—they

feared their future as they could see themselves in the soup kitchens."
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"Even with low unemployment here, the unemployed and homeless are highly
visible, especially on TV--this gives our middle class an increasing level
of anxiety. They wonder if they're next? That and violence in the streets."

"The middle class perceives they might get hurt by economic and social
corrosion," she ratified with vigor. ''People like us whose savings might
get wiped out. Look at our IRA—I know how I'd feel if we lost it all in
a few months--I'd be ready to kill someone."

He could see her lips tighten. -

- £ Uy
"That's appalling, Bennie. So that's the Northeim Syndrome."
"And we're setting ourselves up for the very same thing with the decline

of status jobs and our growing foreign debt. Our debts are denominated in

dollars as the German World War I reparations were in marks and they paid

them off with inflated funny money. We'll end up doing the same thing with
our foreign debt—in fact we're doing it already. When the Germans lent
us a dollaf in 1985, they had to give up 3.10 marks; today when we pay them
back that dollar, they only get 1.57 marks—we've cheated them out of 1.53
marks already! 1In a few years, we've cut the real value of our debt in half
without paying a cent, just through inflation. As long as the debt is dollar
denominated, the government can reduce its real liabilities by doing what
\\amounts to legal counterfeiting. We, the people, get screwed—without enjoy-

ing it—of course! I wish we could pay off our mortgage that way."

\
“~._  "Right now, since our economy is so big and most people don't understand
—

economics and foreign currency dealings, the decay is barely perceptible.
Only GIs in Germany and Japan feel what's happening as the old dollar goes

down the tubes for cars and oil. One day, it'll bite us in the ass. Maybe,

like Mexico. Like the dollar decay, the life-support system is decaying.
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At first, you barely notice—then—BOOM—it's all over baby. I can remember
when I got four marks to the dollar—as Inspector Clouseau would say—not
anymore! Perhaps, we can survive the decay of the dollar—as a Third World
power, but I know man can't survive the catastrophic failure of the life-
support system!"

He looked at her, detecting a hint that she might be ready to agree.

She looked back with intense, but silent interest.

"Eventually, though, our economy might just implode as the Soviet's
did-~that'll be crunch-time. What keeps the public off balance is distraction
by rock videos, 900-numbers, and talk shows—the old Roman idea of distraction
from reality through the Circus Maximus. The dynamic is the same as the
wariords' opium in the Far East of olden days. And it works. Left-wing
talk shows brainwash people into being nonjudgmental, so ‘when people are
on juries, they don't convict. Right-wing talk shows brainwash them into
becoming intolerant and hating, arming themselves, and having paranoiac
delusions about a totalitarian federal government."

"Oh Bennie, be serious."

"That guy who shot up that restaurant in Fayetteville, got out of the
death penalty on an abuse defense. Look at these gun magazines—guys playing
army in weekend militias. What bullshit. You tell me, Mercedes. . . ."

"I can't, Bennie. But I agree that people feel uneasy about our economic
future. They feel their future is disappearing. They feel in their bones
that something fundamental has changed. . . ."

Mercedes thought for a minute and then said, "But won't that make them
want to hold onto their consumption lifestyles more desperately? The last

gasp of the good life? So, wouldn't they resist even more? . . ."
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"Exactly my dear. Exactly why we have to get their attention with a
dramatic event, for here we now sit——fat, dumb, and happy-—even though our
planet may be uninhabitable in 100 years."

He added, "And it could happen, because the destruction's insidious,
like termites eating away your two-by-fours. You think all is fine until
one day—surprise, surprise—the whole House collapses."

Bennie detected that Mercedes seemed to be wavering.

He sat motionless for a moment. Then pressed on, determined.

"Despite automobiles, Switzerlaqd is where electric trains are the order
of the day. I'd like to have America become a scaled-up Switzerland. And
their money, it's the best! We can live without cars if we have a train
system like Europe's. We could also use a hybrid-type bus trolley like
Germany's. It's a diesel bus in sparse rural areas which becomes an electric
trolley in denser urban areas, one vehicle combining advantages of road
flexibility and rail speed/cleanliness."

"All automobiles could be fitted with code devices, like aircraft
transponders or bar codes, so road embedded sensors could be used to tax
people for their use of roads and parking lots. That way they'd pay the
true cost of private personal transport. Think how much parking space could
be returned to forests and urban renewal. Besides, we can have little elec-
tric cars for local forays like going to movies or restaurants. Who can
have Pontiac excitement at 55 MPH anyway?'" He laughed out loud and Mercedes
joined in the sarcasm.

"You know, Mercedes, by 2015, Europe will have in place an intercon-
tinental 180 MPH transit system running on electricity from fission or fusion

power."
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"Yes, western Europeans have managed their fission