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Dedications 
 
This short story is dedicated to Elaine’s sister, Peggy, who believes there is a 
mythological simian out there, somewhere living in the deep forests of America. 
 
 

  



Copyright © 2016 James T. Dollens   5 

 

Table of Contents 
 
Charleston 6:30 am 

The PACKAGE 

Encrypted Message 

The Target 

Rat Management Incorporated 

First Contact 

Surveillance 

Recruit 

Aconitum 

Outside of Charleston on the way back to Baltimore 

Asheville, North Carolina 

Somewhere in Central America 

 
  



Copyright © 2016 James T. Dollens   6 

 

Charleston 6:30 am 
 

Dr. Henry Lewiston wanted to get an early start today to clear his desk, 
because he was scheduled to board a flight for Las Vegas in the afternoon. The 
flight schedule called for a short lay over in Atlanta then onto Las Vegas for three 
days of faculty meetings and a little fun. 

 
At about a mile from campus the display on the dash switched from the 

satellite radio station to cell phone. While the standard ring tone was heard 
through the car speakers, a number he did not recognize flashed on the screen. 
While calls of this type are not unusual during his normal work day, since he gets 
many calls from his students, a call this early in the morning is usually from his 
contact list, which consists of key campus employees, friends and family. 

 
He reluctantly selected "connect" and responded with, "Good morning. 

This is Dr. Lewiston. Who is calling, please?" 
 
"Dr. Lewiston! This is Detective Morland of Charleston PD." 
 
"Detective?" 
 
"Yes, of the Charleston Police. I need to talk with you about a case I'm 

working on. Where are you right now?" 
 
"I'm approaching campus. I should be in my office in about five minutes." 
 
After turning onto the campus property he could see the ubiquitous blue 

flashing lights of several police cars parked in front of the administration building. 
 
"Is that you coming through the entrance?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Okay. Come on down to our patrol cars. I will meet you there." 

 
Dr. Lewiston heard the line go silent as he continued toward the waiting 

collection of officers. Detective Moreland approached the car as Dr. Lewiston 
emerged. 

 
Displaying his badge, "Morning Dr. Lewiston. I have a few questions about 

two students of yours....a Manuel Ostenza and Juan Ortiz." 
 
"Ostenza and Ortiz......Oh Yes....two of our international students from 

Spain, I believe. What's going on with them?" 
 
"Have you seen them this week?" 
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"No.... they aren’t in any of my classes this term, but the Registrar should 

have their schedules." 
 
"I actually need to see more than their schedules, Dr. Lewiston," Moreland 

said as he presented him with a search warrant. 
 
"Damn!" thought Lewiston as he read through the paperwork. "There goes 

the Vegas trip right out the window!" 
 

The PACKAGE 
 
Later that day at police headquarters in downtown Charleston, Detective 

Jerry Moreland retrieved the box of evidence from the trunk of his car and hiked 
up the stairs to his office on the second floor. There he saw his partner, Detective 
Raymond Stamps, sitting at his desk in the bullpen. 

 
Looking up from reading the PACKAGE for what seemed to be the 

hundredth-time Stamps said, "Anything new from those college folks?" 
 
"No....they believe they’re students from Spain. I collected what they had 

about them, interviewed some of people they had been in contact with and talked 
to their instructors. Get anything from their apartment?" 

 
"Yea...I collected some paperwork, books, and a few newspapers. They’re 

in there," nodding to another evidence box on his desk. He continued, "The 
forensics team is going over the rest upstairs in the lab. Oh... by the way, the 
Chief wanted to see us as soon as you got back." 

 
The Chief of the Charleston Police Department, Ronald Hampstead, was 

in his office when the two detectives got off the elevator on the seventh floor. His 
assistant waived them to go into the Chief's office immediately. The Chief 
appeared to be completing a call on his cell phone when they walked into the 
office. He waived them in and motioned them to close the door behind them. 

 
Hampstead started the conversation as Moreland and Stamps sat down in 

the two office chairs in front of the desk. 
 
"Hellova thing we got here, gentlemen. We get an anonymous call at 3 am 

about a PACKAGE in Brittlebank Park right across the street. So...what have you 
found out?" 

 
We found a laptop computer and two cell phones. Forensics is sifting 

through everything right now." 
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"Yes," Hampstead responded. "John is on the way to give us his 
preliminary." He turned to Moreland.  

 
"Nothing from the college. Their records show them as international 

students from Spain on student visas issued earlier this year. They attended 
summer classes regularly, but only a few fall classes. Just enough to stay off the 
university attendance reports. I talked with their instructors and they said that 
they were failing their classes after the first four weeks of the fall term." 

 
Hampstead followed, "The PACKAGE doesn't help there either. It has 

nothing about their whereabouts the last couple of weeks." 
 
Moreland quipped, "It looks like they expect us to DO something to earn 

our keep!" 
 
"Oh...thanks Jerry!” Hampstead responded angrily, "I fully expected 

something from an anonymous source to give us a nice, gift-wrapped package.” 
 
At that point there was a knock on the Chief's door and John Smith, 

Director of the Criminalist Lab, walked in. 
 
"I hope you have better news," glancing derisively toward Moreland. 
 
"I think so." Smith started. "We found four sets of prints in the apartment. 

We're searching for any matches to our local and state databases. The school 
computer matched the colleges "burn" model, which means that he did not use it. 
One of the cell phones has lots of data: pictures, emails, and music. The second 
phone is very curious. This one had only a few calls and text messages. All the 
texts and the data were encrypted, but the PACKAGE had some information 
about that cell phone. It should allow us to decrypt and open all of them. We 
should know more in a few hours." 

 
"Have you contacted State about the prints yet?" 
 
"No! I wanted to get your OK before we sent up a flare like this to them." 
 
"Good." Hampstead thought about the last time they contacted the State 

involving a foreigner. As soon as they got our file, they took over the case and 
ran, lickety-split, to the FBI. 

 

Encrypted Message 
 

Mike Horton was the first to read the unencrypted messages on the cell 
phone. In his third year with the department as a CSI tech, he recently attended a 
class to recertify his computer specialization. He used the password found in the 
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PACKAGE to get into the cell phone. He then he used the cracking software 
recommended by his colleagues in that class to decrypt the text messages 
inside. 

 
There wasn't much information on the phone since, as one of the 

detectives surmised, was of the disposable type typically purchased with cash at 
a filling station somewhere. Later he would use the cellular service provider to 
determine where it was bought, but he first sent a text to his boss showing him 
what he found. 

 
A few minutes later his boss walked into the lab, "Send this to Detectives 

Moreland and Stamps and meet them at the entrance to the park as soon as 
possible. Hopefully, the evidence is still there! " 

 
Detectives Moreland and Stamps, a detective from the Mount Pleasant 

Police Department, and several uniformed Mount Pleasant officers met CSI 
Horton at the entrance to Patriots Park across the bridge from downtown 
Charleston. Two officers remained to close off the entrance to the park while the 
rest proceeded to the USS Yorktown visitor's center to lock it down. 

 
Using binoculars, CSI Horton scanned the area indicated by the GPS 

location that he retrieved from the cell phone. Across the visitors parking lot CSI 
Horton saw a trash bin behind the athletic fields. Noting there was no one near 
the trash bin, the team carefully walked the approximately 200 yards to the trash 
bin. 

 
As indicated in the text message, the team found hidden underneath the 

trash bin two 30-06 semi-automatic hunting rifles each fixed with a 4 X power 
scope. They also found nine rounds of ammunition and one fired cartridge. Latex 
gloves and a jar of turpentine were also found. A large amount of blood was 
discovered about five yards away from the trash bin. 

  

The Target 
 

The Chief met the Mayor at a bar next to the Slave Market. "Yes Mayor," 
Chief Hampstead stated emphatically, “the instructions in the text message were 
to put on the latex gloves. The purpose was to minimize the possibility of leaving 
prints as well as GSR from firing the guns. Then they were ordered to target 
anyone at the visitor's center, which is easily reached from the vantage point 
behind the trash bin. After firing all the rounds they were supposed to replace the 
guns under the trash bin, put the cell phone and the latex gloves in the jar of 
turpentine and place it inside the trash bin." 

 
“Why turpentine?” the Mayor interjected. 
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“The turpentine would have destroyed the cell phone and ruined the latex 
gloved effectively leaving no physical evidence other than the fired weapon." He 
added, "After completing their mission, these fellows were supposed to return to 
their apartment to await for further instructions." 

 
“Any idea whose blood was at the park near the guns?” 
 
“No, but we’re running a DNA analysis on the blood. The techs also found 

fur… from a wolf.” 
 
“A wolf?  Here?! But there’s no wolves around here.” 
 
“Yes, a wolf. The tech sent over his preliminary report. There was wolf’s 

fur mixed in with the blood.”  
 
“And no victim?” 
 
“No mayor. The tech said with the amount of blood loss the victim should 

have been taken to a hospital or died, but all the hospital patients and morgue 
registrations have been accounted for. The victim simply disappeared, but the 
PACKAGE mentioned the two missing students from a local university. We’re 
following up on that lead to determine whether there is a connection.” 

 

Rat Management Incorporated 
 

While Bill Adams continued his recovery he heard the team leader debrief 
every member of his team, who he calls Rat Management Incorporated, 
discussing their tasks they completed in Charleston. At the completion of the 
debriefing session he dismissed them. Most returned to jobs that had flexible 
start times while the rest are students at the local university who could miss a 
class or two and go unnoticed. 

 
From the original eight, the remaining team members, who consisted of 

the team leader, the RV driver, Bill, and the nurse monitoring Bill’s recovery 
started their return back to the regional office in Baltimore. The team leader 
immediately began his debriefing session with his leadership over their secure 
line. 

 
Before he dozed off he heard the team leader say, “Based on the 

intelligence you obtained, our agent found and disabled the terrorist. However, a 
second was stationed a few yards away. He heard the commotion and fired one 
round at our agent, which was deflected. Before a second round was chambered, 
our agent was able to approach the second subject and kill him. Both men were 
gathered by our capture team and are being transported to the designated 
evacuation site. Our agent returned to base camp unharmed and is currently with 
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me recovering. All other teams have been dismissed and the rest of us are 
starting our return trip to Baltimore.” 

 
 

First Contact 
 
Bill first had contact with this group while attending a small college in 

Baltimore to earn an MBA. It was there he observed several international 
students that did not appear to be interested in attending classes. They attended 
the first class of the term, but left after the first break. He didn't see them again 
until the middle of the term a couple of weeks later. Again, they attended class, 
but they left class again after the first break. 

 
Prior to 9/11 Bill, as with most people, would not normally think much 

people not attending class, but that has all changed now. Anyone, especially 
those from the Middle East, not acting normally raises one’s suspicion level.  In 
this case, Bill knew that these fellows were attending class just enough to stay on 
the class roster. If they didn’t the Registrar would remove them from the roster 
and notify ICE, who would be required to deport them, since the requirement for 
a student visa is to maintain their good standing with the university. 

 
Bill spent eight years with the Army’s military police where he served as a 

detective. Given his prior military experience, he knew he should let someone 
know what he observed. However, he didn't want to raise any unnecessary 
alarms with campus security or the local police. He decided to contact a friend of 
his from his Army days, Michael Wells, who worked in corporate security in 
Baltimore. He sent Michael a text explaining what he knew about them. Almost 
immediately Bill got a call from Michael. 

 
Michael started the conversation with, “Hello Bill. Good to hear from you. 

What has it been? A couple of years.” 
 
“Yes, that’s about right.” 
 
“Bill, I wanted to get back with you quickly, because our office has been 

notified of several cases like this. Would you do a favor for me?” 
 
“Sure Michael. What do you have in mind?” 
 
“Please keep this information to yourself until I get back with you. Also, 

give me a day or two to get back to you.” 
 
A few days later Bill's suspicions were confirmed. 
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“Bill, I asked one of my colleagues to look into those students in your class 
and she uncovered some interesting connections. I’m not able to discuss their 
status with you at this time, at least, not on these cell phones. Would it be alright 
if I send a text?” 

 
“Sure.” 
 
“Good. Talk with you soon.” Michael disconnected the call. 
 

. A few minutes later Bill's cell phone signaled an incoming text message. 
 

It was from Michael. It read. "Bill, we need to talk in more detail about our 
friends. You find a mail box store at the address below. Tomorrow at 10 am ask 
for Helen. After verifying your identity she will give you a package and an 
envelope. Return to your apartment, make sure you are alone, open the 
envelope and follow the instructions indicated on an enclosed note. Take care." 

 
The next morning Bill picked up the package at the prescribed time and 

returned to his apartment. In the package he found a cell phone, a blue tooth 
headset, a key fob and a power pack. The envelope contained a key from the 
mail box store and a piece of note paper containing a four digit numeric code. 
After powering up the phone, Bill saw the screen prompting for a four digit code. 
With the proper code entered a voice connection was established. 

 
"Mr. Adams, this is Operator 37. We've been expecting your call. Please 

hold for Mr. Wells." 
 
A few seconds later he heard his friend Mike on the other end, "Bill!" 
 
"Hey Mike." 
 
"Apologies for the cloak and dagger stuff. If you will give me a few minutes 

to explain I think you will understand why." 
 
"Okay," Bill said. 
 
"Those two you observed are here on student visas. They were attending 

other colleges in the area, but had to transfer to another college due to poor 
academic performance. They are sponsored and receive financial support from 
an Iranian born businessman who came to the US during the Iranian revolution in 
1979. The businessman kept a low profile since then until the late 90s when he 
began to sponsor students of Middle Eastern descent like your students. 
However, after a few terms they simply disappear from the area when their 
student visas are about to expire. Nobody seems to know where they've gone. 
Their sponsor won’t say and neither the local police nor the FBI can locate them. 
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“The company I work for wants to find out more about these guys. They 
want to know what they do when they’re not attending their classes and where 
they hang out after hours. We suspect that your two will soon disappear as well 
since their student visas will expire at the end of the month. By tracking their 
movements we may be able to locate the others that have disappeared. Given 
your particular skills in the Army, Bill I would like to know if you have an interest 
in following them for a few days." 

 
“Sure. What type of surveillance do you want?” 
 
"Just follow one of them for a few days and keep us informed." 
 
"Sure! I'm in." 
 
"Good Bill. We found out that one of them works for our Iranian 

businessman at a convenience store a few miles from campus and the other 
works for a landscape maintenance company that happens to have the contract 
with the university you are attending. Our maintenance guy will be on campus 
later this afternoon. You can start tracking him and it shouldn’t cause any 
suspicions since you are a student there. I'll transfer you back to Operator 37 
now who will give you more information. Talk to you in a couple of days." 

 
"Mr. Adams, this is Operator 37 again. The cell phone, Bluetooth headset, 

and electronic key fob are your surveillance equipment you will use on this 
mission. The power pack has a battery and a cord that can be used to refresh the 
batteries in the other three devices. All three devices contain a GPS system that 
is accurate to within a few meters. We have the capability to monitor your 
location through these devices. 

 
“Let’s review each, Mr. Adams. The smart phone as you know can be 

unlocked via the four digit code that has been given to you. You have a 
maximum of three tries to enter the correct code otherwise the phone goes blank. 
However, the GPS remains active allowing us to continue to monitor its location. 
Once unlocked the phone also establishes a Bluetooth connection with the 
headset. The phone has only a few functions activated: cell services for text and 
voice, camera, and two applications. All functions are fully integrated with the 
single ear piece headset. All images taken will also be transmitted to our central 
server. Nothing is saved on the phone. 

 
“The phone has two applications. The application with the black Home 

icon establishes a connection with our service center. You will hear a beep 
through your headset and the Home icon will change to green.  Our operators will 
wait for your confirmation code via voice or text, which is the four digit code for 
the phone. This is your primary communication link with us. Use it for any 
question or comments you have. Pressing the green Home icon will break the 
connection. The Home icon will change back to black. 
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“The other application on the phone is displayed as a red ball. It is used 

when you are in surveillance mode. Press and hold for two seconds and the 
application will activate with the ball changing to green. 

 
“The headset has a microphone and video camera. All voice and video is 

streamed to our center at all times while the ball is green. The surveillance 
session will be monitored at all times. You will occasionally hear instructions from 
an operator. The micro video camera is located in the headset where the 
microphone is usually positioned. The video camera will be controlled by an 
operator back at the center. He can move the camera up, down, left, and right. 
He can even execute the zoom feature from one to ten power. You may receive 
instructions to adjust the mic bar on headset or move your head to get a better 
angle of an object, but most of the time we will be listening to the audio and 
viewing the live streaming video. When the surveillance period is over, press and 
hold the green ball for four seconds to end the session with the center and close 
the connection. The ball color will change back to red. 

 
“We don’t want you using your vehicle during surveillance operations 

unless it is an emergency.” 
 
Bill’s phone indicated receipt of a text message. 
 
“There is a commercial parking lot not far from the Inner Harbor. On the 

fourth level you will find a car or truck ready to use. We occasionally swap them 
out. Double-click the lock icon to locate the car. All necessary parking passes will 
have already been added. Be sure to bring the vehicle back to our parking lot 
after each surveillance period. That’s about it Mr. Adams. Any questions?” 

 
“No, I think I’ve got it.” 
 
“Good. One more thing. We have designated the maintenance guy as 

M21 and the store guy as S34. Good hunting Mr. Adams.” 
 
“Uh…..thanks” 
 
And the line was disconnected. 
 
 

Surveillance 
 
Bill followed the two for eight days using voice records and images. He 

carefully recorded their daily patterns and habits. Most of time they stayed in their 
apartment leaving only to attend the local mosque, visit a coffee shop and few 
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restaurants, and go to work. As indicated, S34 worked at a store and M21 
worked for a landscape maintenance company. 

 
On the eighth day Bill resumed the surveillance of the two subjects at their 

apartment building, but this day started differently. Instead of first dropping off 
M21 at the landscaping company both drove to the store. Bill observed them pull 
behind the store. Someone from the inside opened the back door and handed 
M21 a small blue cooler, which he put in the trunk of their car. S34 then dropped 
M21 and the cooler at the landscape company location. M21 loaded the cooler 
into the back of the maintenance truck and drove off toward campus with Bill not 
far behind. 

 
Bill followed M21 onto campus as he pulled behind the administrative 

building. He observed M21 get out of the truck, retrieve the cooler out the back, 
and enter the building through a service door. A few minutes later he returned to 
the truck without the cooler. He jumped back in the truck, continued around the 
building and left the campus. 

 
Bill pulled the car into student parking and walked quickly into the lobby. 

He noticed a sign announcing a meeting of the entire faculty and staff to 
introduce the new university president. The time was for late in the afternoon just 
before the start time for the evening classes. 

 
He thought, “There would a lot of people here then not just in the meeting 

room at the end of the lobby, but in the above two floors where many of the 
evening classes are held.” 

 
Bill selected some brochures sitting on a table outside of the 

administrative offices and started to walk toward the main meeting room on the 
other side of the lobby. He was acting like he was reading one of the brochures 
when he heard from his earpiece, 

 
“Bill, this is Operator 22. I have asked a bomb disposal expert to listen in 

on your session.” 
 
“Hello Bill. This is John.” 
 
“Hey John.” 
 
“Chances are he would hide it in the meeting room in a spot that wouldn’t 

raise suspicion. I see you’ve entered the room. Pan around the room please.” 
 
“Okay” 
 
Bill saw that the room had been already set up for the afternoon meeting. 

The chairs were already poisoned on the floor as well as on the podium. He 
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scanned toward the back of the room where the refreshments tables were set up 
and dressed with white tablecloths. The tables were empty now, but would be 
filled with snacks and drinks shortly before the start time of the meeting. 

 
“Bill, check those tables with the white tablecloths.” 
 
Bill approached the tables. 
 
“Carefully lift the tablecloth on each table.” 
 
Bill did as instructed. He was at the last of three tables when he saw the 

cooler placed next to the inside of the table legs. He knelt down to get a closer 
look for himself as well as for the expert back at the center. 

 
“Bill, we’ve dispatched a disposal unit. They should be there in about five 

minutes dressed as landscape maintenance crew. Please wait until they arrive to 
make sure no one disturbs the cooler.” 

 
“Yes, I will!” 
 
In a few minutes he heard door at the rear of the building open. Seconds 

later two “maintenance” men entered the room. 
 
“Thank you,” Mr. Adams. “We’ll manage it from here. Please go out the 

back door. We have a car waiting for you.” 
 
Bill nodded and quickly removed himself from the building. The man inside 

the car nodded and Bill got in the car. 
 
As they drove out of the campus the driver said, "Hello Mr. Adams. I'm 

Steve Page.” 
 
“Call me Bill please.” 
 
“Bill. Your suspicions were correct. The team inside found a bomb with an 

electronic timer set to go off 30 minutes after the start time of the meeting. 
They’ve called 911 reporting a suspicious package at that location and notified 
campus security to evacuate the building. Good job!” 

 
“Bill, I've contacted a capture team to pick up those guys, but we’ll have to 

catch up with them first. You want to tag along?” 
 
“Oh yea!” was Bill's response. 
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“We think M21 will be meeting S34 at the landscaping business to drop off 
the truck, but to be sure I split up the surveillance team to monitor the 
landscaping business, the apartment, and the store.” 

 
They blew down the street running just short of the ticket speed. 
 
Bill heard in his ear piece, “Surveillance Two is reporting M21 arrived back 

at the maintenance company, changed out of his uniform, and S34 just picked 
him up.” 

 
A few minutes later, “Surveillance Two has them heading in the direction 

of the store.” 
 
“Okay,” Steve said. “We’ll pick them up at the store. They continued on for 

about two miles and made the turn onto the street where the store is located. 
They spotted the car with M21 and S34 about two hundred yards ahead. Steve 
and Bill saw the car turn into the store parking lot and drive behind the building. 
Steve parked the car on the street about 100 yards from the store parking lot. 

 
Bill’s ear piece chirped again, “Surveillance One reports the two have 

entered the rear of the building.” 
 
"Okay," Steve said. "Surveillance Two: After the capture team enters the 

store block the front parking lot entrance. Surveillance Three: Continue to 
monitor for local police cruisers.” 

 
Bill heard three 10-4s in his ear piece. 
 
Steve said, “Capture team: what's your status?" 
 
The Capture team leader responded, "We are in position behind the 

store." 
 
"Good, I will go into the store to see if there are others in the store besides 

the three suspects." 
 
"The store manager, too?" Bill said. 
 
"Yes, we think he receives the material. We think S34 knows how to build 

an IED and M21 was used to place it." 
 
Bill saw a large SUV pull up behind their car. 
 
Steve said "Please get in the SUV with Surveillance Three and I will pull 

into the parking lot." 
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"Okay." 
 
From the Surveillance Three SUV Bill saw Steve drive into the parking lot 

and park near the front door of the store. The SUV followed and parked four 
spaces away from Steve's car. 

 
Bill heard Steve, "Surveillance teams. Everything still clear?" 
 
"All clear,” was their reply. 
 
Bill watched Steve enter the store and heard him ask for directions from 

the clerk behind the counter. After receiving directions Bill saw Steve emerge 
from the store. Then he heard him report, "The clerk is the only one in the front. 
Our two must be in the back room. Capture Team: You are authorized to enter 
the store.” 

 
Two members of the capture team approached the back door, tried to 

open it and found it to be locked. They used a vise to crack the frame, opened 
the door and rushed in. At the same time two more entered the front and 
restrained the clerk. Bill heard several silenced rounds fired from his ear piece. A 
few seconds later he heard the Capture Team Leader say "two alive and 
secured; one dead." 

 
Then Steve said, "Bring in the truck." 
 
A white panel truck pulled around the back of the store while the Capture 

Team left the building with the two captives. Two from the white truck quickly 
went in with a body bag, removed the deceased person and drove away. Another 
white truck arrived seconds later. Bill observed three individuals enter the 
building and for several minutes filled the panel truck with material from the store. 
When complete all teams casually left the area with Steve following in his 
vehicle. 

 
Once clear Steve stopped by the SUV so Bill could return to the vehicle. 
 
"What happens now?" asked Bill after realizing his earpiece had gone 

dead. 
 
"I've been instructed to ask you to hold your questions for now. Someone 

will be in touch with you within the next two hours to answer your questions. Let's 
get you back to your car for now." 

 
A few minutes later Steve turned into the lot where Bill left his car, but 

parked next to another car. 
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Someone in a black SUV parked a few spots away, got out, walked to 
Steve's car and handed him some equipment. 

 
Steve turned to Bill, "We retrieved your surveillance gear from the other 

car." 
 
He also shook Bill's hand and said, “Thanks Bill for spotting that guy. They 

might have been successful if you had not observed M21’s odd behavior." 
 
"You're welcome!" 
 
Bill got into his new surveillance car and returned to the office complex to 

retrieve his personal car. Driving back to his apartment he couldn't help but think 
about the day's events. 

 
Later that evening Bill's secure phone rang. His friend, Mike, was on the 

other end. 
 
"Bill, I read some good reports about you today. Your actions helped 

diffuse a bad situation and some pretty bad guys were rounded up. Thanks for 
your help! 

 
Not knowing exactly how to respond all Bill could say was, "You're 

welcome.” 
 
"Bill as you may have surmised we work mostly in the background, the 

gray area between the legal and illegal. We can't publically acknowledge your 
efforts, but knowing you, public gratification isn't why you did what you did today." 

 
"I saw something unusual and thought something had to be done before 

anyone got hurt." 
 
"I concur Bill. The situation called for action. Would you be interested in 

doing more?" 
 
"Sure. What do you need?" 
 
Bill's cell phone received a text message. 
 
"Can you meet with us at 10 am tomorrow?" 
 
"Sure." 
 
"Okay. The address is in the text. See you tomorrow!" 
 
And the call ended. 
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Recruit 
 

9:45 am the next day.... 
 
The address was a non-descript office building in an office complex in the 

northern suburbs of Baltimore. Bill could see that it was on the edge of the 
complex next to large park. The parking lot closest to the building was nearly full, 
but he found a visitor’s spot near the entrance. As he walked to the doors and 
into the lobby he noticed a glass wall on the other end of the lobby. Beyond it the 
park wrapped around behind the building as well. The text indicated he should 
report to the receptionist on the fifth floor. 

 
When the elevator door opened on the fifth floor, Bill noted a single 

receptionist-style desk and two stuffed chairs sitting about 15 feet across from 
the elevator bank. The receptionist acknowledged Bill while he contacted 
someone on his cell phone. 

 
“Sir, Mr. Adams is here,” Bill heard him say. “Please have a seat if you’d 

like. Mr. Wells will be out shortly.” The receptionist nodded to a coffee station in 
the corner of the room, “There’s fresh coffee over there.” 

 
“Thanks,” Bill said as he walked over to pour a cup. Just as he was about 

to take a seat the door opened and his old friend greeted him. 
 
“Good morning Bill. Good to see you again.” 
 
The two men shook hands. 
 
“I see you have your coffee. Come on in. There's a conference room just 

down the hallway.” 
 
Mike turned back through the doorway and led Bill into a spacious 

conference room set up in boardroom style the windows overlooking the park 
behind the building. Both sat at the table so they could see the park. 

 
“Thanks for coming Bill. I want to discuss two items today. First, let’s talk 

about what occurred yesterday. Second, a job offer.” 
 
“Okay!?” 
 
“Bill, the first thing I want to say is to reiterate what I said yesterday. 

Thanks for being observant. Your keen eye revealed a terrorist cell in our own 
back yard one that we were not aware. Your efforts resulted in a failed mission 
on their part and a completely dismantled cell. The store owner was a deep cover 
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agent who used those two for a mission to use an IED to devastate a campus 
and add to the terror on US soil had they been successful.” 

 
“Yes,” Bill acknowledged, “but the news only reported finding a suspicious 

package at the campus. Did your people take the IED?” 
 
“Yes, our team disabled the IED and replaced the contents of the cooler 

with random electronic parts. You may have also seen something about the 
store, too.” 

 
“I did, but only a line about a break in with the store owner reported 

missing. The police suspect his employee who your people referred as S34, but 
he is also missing.” 

 
“Bill, our primary objective is to locate and observe potential terrorists 

working within the US. After we determine they are who we suspect, we collect 
sufficient resources to intercept the individuals and quickly diffuse the situation. 
The operation yesterday ended with only one casualty and none of our people 
injured. Most importantly, the perpetrators were neutralized.” 
 

“I saw one carried out in a body bag. What happened to the other two? 
Were they turned over to the police?” 

 
“No Bill. We don’t trust the current administration to treat them like spies 

as they obviously were. The administration would most likely try them in open 
court, which would potentially expose US security assets, or worse simply deport 
them allowing them to return to harm the US again. However, even with a military 
tribunal, where foreign spies are supposed to be tried, the trial could possibly 
expose our people to US authorities. Instead, we are transporting them to a 
facility located outside of the US. They will be incarcerated in this facility for the 
rest of their natural lives in complete anonymity to the world.” 

 
“Wow, how big is this organization?” 
 
“Actually, I don’t know. I run this group, but my teams only operate in the 

coastal areas from Virginia north to Maine. When one of my operations range 
outside of my region I have a central office team here that transfers operational 
responsibility to the other region. Operationally, we’re independent from the other 
regions. We are independent financially as well. This office here is the corporate 
headquarters of a conglomerate, which consists of security firms, real estate 
firms, and medical facilities. These firms generate enough funds from their actual 
operations to fund our activities. There is, obviously, a management organization 
that communicates with the regions, but I’ve only met one of the board members. 
All other communication is through a sophisticated security protocol. In fact, while 
I am aware that the incarnation facility exists I do not know the location. We 
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simply turn over the captives and the deceased to another team who manages 
their transportation.” 

 
“Hmmm,” was all Bill could reply to the avalanche of information. 
 
“The same organizational philosophy applies to my groups. My teams 

operate as separate cells. There is no communication between cells. They only 
communicate with our central system of anonymous operators through secured 
communications like you witnessed yesterday. So, if anyone is caught by the 
police the entire organization isn’t compromised. In fact, each individual has a 
real job within one of my organizations when they are not on an assignment.” 

 

Aconitum 
 

 
“Bill, we want you to join our team. Your military training and physical 

condition would make you an idea candidate as one of our agents. You would 
need to pass a rigorous physical examination, but if you don’t have any unknown 
ailments you should pass it without any problems. They key to this assignment is 
your mental and physical capability to handle the stress of the metamorphosis.” 

 
“Metamorphosis?” 
 
Mike continued, “Our scientists have developed a serum that will greatly 

enhances the capability of our field agents. The serum causes the body to 
produce great amounts of testosterone, which increases muscle mass and 
density. The result is a field agent that is much stronger and faster. Test subjects 
that were already physically fit have been clocked at speeds close 30 miles per 
hour for short durations. Their increased strength allows them to lift at least 500 
pounds and literally leap over a ten-foot-high wall. 

 
“Muscle density is dramatically increased as well to the point where the 

body can deflect almost any penetration from a knife attack up to most rifle 
rounds including the AK47 and M16 rounds. 

 
“All agents given this serum are under care of a doctor and nurses who 

monitor the agents the previous two hours and while the serum is taking effect. 
The serum causes the body to consume great amounts of energy to cause the 
physical changes. During the two-hour period prior to injection of the serum the 
medical staff injects intravenously the appropriate amount of sugars and 
carbohydrates to help the body attain maximum effect. Right after the serum is 
injected the agent is anesthetized, because the metamorphosis is extremely 
painful. After the process is complete the agent is revived is ready to begin the 
assigned mission. 
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“There are several side effects though. The body produces fur covering all 
but the face. The nails on the hands and feet generate claws approximately two 
inches long. Consequently, we’ve had to modify the boots to maintain that 
advantage. We’ve also modified the two weapons used by an agent to account 
for the lengthy claws. The M16 combat rifle has been fitted with a larger trigger 
guard. The side arm is a silenced Glock 9 mm caliber using sub-sonic rounds. 
The slide and round ejection mechanisms are manufactured from the latest 
polymer design making the mechanism virtually silent, which has been a problem 
with semi-automatic pistols. 

 
“The metamorphosis lasts from four to six hours. We also developed an 

anti-serum to reverse the metamorphosis more quickly under sedation in less 
than an hour. However, our preference is to let the body reverse the process 
normally without sedation. The agent does not go through a painful process. The 
fur and claws drop away and the body slowly returns to normal over a two-hour 
period. 

 
“Development of the serum began with one of our Native American team 

members, who is now our first agent. His team leader saw him pack a small pipe 
and a bag of what appeared to be tobacco before one of his missions. He told his 
team that the bag did not contain tobacco, but a special mixture given to him by 
his grandfather. His grandfather told him to smoke it a few hours before 
beginning his mission. During his missions, he felt he was much stronger and 
quicker. 

 
“Our research staff performed some tests before and after the agent 

smoked the mixture. They determined that he indeed was stronger by about 15% 
and he performed about 10% better in the quickness tests. They also noticed a 
surprising density increase in his skin and muscle with his body’s ability to deflect 
an attack with a knife. They interviewed his grandfather who said that the 
material is dried flowers of the Aconitum plant more commonly known as 
Wolfsbane. It has been used by his ancestors, the Blackfoot of Montana, for 
many generations. Our staff researched the Blackfoot of Montana and found that 
they were among several Native American tribes that had a reputation for being 
fierce warriors. The warriors of these tribes would perform a ceremony prior to 
going into battle smoking this special blend of Wolfsbane. Our researchers 
interviewed some of the elders who were told by their elders that the young 
warriors would return from battle virtually unharmed. They claimed that an arrow 
from an enemy would strike the warrior, but not penetrate the skin. 

 
“Upon additional research they found that some tribes still use the 

Aconitum plant today, but in the form of a potion. One of the final right-of-
passage steps for a young male is to survive alone in the forest for one week 
without bringing weapons, food, or water. They are only allowed to carry a potion 
prepared by their tribal Shaman. This potion is prepared from the same plant 
used by their warrior ancestors, except it is much stronger. The Shaman uses 
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both the flower and the root of the plant. Normally, the root is deadly, but the 
flower abates the root poison enough to create a beneficial solution. As with their 
ancestors the solution increases strength and reduces susceptibility to injury. 
However, temporary side effects include extreme pain during the metamorphosis, 
growth of fur all over the body, and toe and finger nail growth. This 
metamorphosis is temporary only lasting from one to five days depending upon 
the potion’s strength. Our researchers found out that variations of this potion can 
be found in native tribes in the North American region, in areas of Russia and 
Northern China, in the mountainous region around Nepal, and even in the 
aboriginal region of Australia. 

 
“Our serum is a highly distilled version of the ancestral potion. We’ve been 

using it with some success for several months. Our agents can use their extreme 
strength and quickness to enter a facility stealthily, neutralize an enemy, and 
return without notice. 

 
 “How many have you recruited?” 
 
You would be the fourth out of a total of five. 
 
Unhesitatingly Bill responded, “Okay, I’m in.” 
 

Outside of Charleston on the way back to Baltimore 
 

A tractor-trailer had recently merged onto I95 northbound from I26 out of 
Charleston. It was running at speed across Lake Marion when the driver was told 
to take the next exit and head back south on I95 then north on I26 toward 
Asheville. New orders would be given when the rig reaches Asheville. 

 
Bill woke up feeling refreshed. He looked up at the nurse monitoring his 

vital statistics who smiled, “Welcome back, sir.” 
 
She took out a small flashlight and used it to test his pupillary reaction, 

“How do you feel?” 
 
“I’m fine. I seem to be recovering faster from the metamorphosis.” 
 
“Good. The doctor ordered a new combination of carbohydrates to assist 

your recovery.” 
 
“Are you ready to sit up?” 
 
Already getting up from the hospital bed, “Yes. I’m good to go.” 
 
“Good, because the boss wants to talk with you next door.” 
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“Okay, thanks Henrietta.”  
 
Bill moved to the next compartment where he saw his boss sitting at a 

chair in a small room. He had some paperwork spread out before him on the 
table. Looking up from the paperwork he smiled at Bill, “How are you doing?” 

 
“Good to go,” he repeated. 
 
The boss glanced over to the corner of the room, “Grab some coffee and 

breakfast if you like and join me.” 
 
Ravished Bill filled his plate with scrambled eggs, sausages, and a biscuit. 

He poured a cup of strong, black coffee and sat down at the table next to the 
boss. 

 
“We’ve been given a new assignment. Our intelligence operatives have 

been monitoring a site not far from Asheville. It is purported to be a family retreat 
owned by a local mosque, but there’s been some unusual activity in recent 
months. Armed guards have been posted 24 hours per day for nearly two weeks. 
They have been holding military training sessions for as many as 30 people: 
firearm training, hand-to-hand combat, and physical training. There has also 
been an unusual amount of vehicles delivered to the site.  

 
“Bill, it looks like they are planning a fairly extensive operation. We’ve 

been tasked to meet with the other four agent teams to assault the site and 
disable the operation. We should be in the area by this evening. In addition to the 
other four agents we will also have sufficient extraction personnel to move the 
captives as soon as the agents have eliminated the threat.” 

 
“Okay boss. I’ll be ready to go.” 
 
At three AM the next day Bill and the other four agents had already 

morphed into their new bodies. Their extremely sharp night vision had identified 
two guards at the main gate and four roaming guards circling the outside of the 
compound’s buildings. 

 
Bill’s first task was to disable one of the guards at the main gate. Bill and 

his agent partner stealthily approached the two guards. They electronically 
signaled each other and the rest of the agents that they were in position. Other 
acknowledgements were heard in their earpiece. On the “go” signal Bill emerged 
from the darkness, quickly snatched the gun from the astonished guard’s hands, 
and knocked him out with a single sharp blow to the temple. Lastly, he fastened 
the guard’s hands and feet with a plastic cuffs and taped over his mouth. 
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With that task quietly completed Bill joined the other four agents to 
complete the same task on the other four armed guards roaming the compound. 
The five agents then entered the compound sleeping quarters and disarmed the 
rest. With all the compound’s inhabitants safely disarmed the agents called in the 
extraction teams to remove the adults leaving one teenaged girl to care for the 
children until authorities arrived. 

 
With the mission complete the teams began leaving the area with their 

captives. Bill’s boss contacted the county sheriff to send his people to the 
compound. 

 
On the other end of the line the sheriff smiled and said, “Thanks for your 

help!” 
 

Asheville, North Carolina 
 

A local hardware store owner in Asheville, North Carolina pulled into his 
parking lot, parked his car, and walked to the Store’s front door. With his morning 
coffee in one hand and his keys in the other he turned the lock to begin his day. 

 
He reached down to pick up the local newspaper and threw it on the front 

counter. Waiting for his first customer, he sat behind the counter sipping his 
coffee and scanning the paper when he noticed a short article at the bottom of 
the first page. It read: 
 

Sheriff’s deputies were called to a remote area of the county where there 
is a compound on a fifty acre tract. Owned by the local mosque it was 
reported to be used as a retreat for the members. However, the deputies 
found what appeared to be a training camp for terrorists. They found a 
cache of rifles, hand guns and almost 100,000 rounds of ammunition. 
They also found explosives and bomb making equipment. Among the 
many computers and cell phones the deputies found several plans to 
assault government buildings and businesses throughout the region. What 
they did not find were adults, but only twelve children all under the age of 
ten. The FBI confiscated all material collected by the deputies and their 
forensic teams and closed the facility to only federal government 
personnel. 

 

Somewhere in Central America 
 

Abdul Halim Sadri of Iran AKA Juan Ortiz, an international student from 
Spain, woke up. He blinked his eyes several times to clear his vision only to see 
the darkened area of the inside of a small tent. He crawled out of the small one-
man tent to see the early morning light of day. He stood up and looked around. 
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He saw that he was inside a metal cage approximately five by ten meters by four 
meters high with the top of the fencing covered with concertina wire. Hanging on 
the fence are two boxes: one marked WATER and the other marked FOOD. Next 
to them stood a small shovel. The only thing he could see beyond the cage on all 
four sides was dense jungle. 

 
He then heard over a hidden loud speaker, “Abdul Halim Sadri. Nod if you 

can hear me.” 
 
He nodded to the invisible loud speaker. 
 
“Pay attention! I am only going to say this once. This is the last place on 

Earth you will see.” 
 
He looked around this time with adrenaline starting to pump through his 

body. 
 
“It appears I have your attention now. You have been provided with the 

necessary means to sustain life. You have shelter, water, and food. You will also 
notice a shovel. I’ll let you figure out what to do with that. 

 
“You may attempt to escape from your cage, but be warned. There are 

many animals in the jungle that will kill you. If you do not attempt to escape you 
will have the opportunity to live out the rest of your natural life. You may choose, 
however, to meet your God earlier. Taped under the lid of the container marked 
FOOD you will find a small black plastic box. I’m sure you will figure what to do 
with the white pill inside.” 

 
At that point the loud speaker went silent. 
 
Abdul Halim Sadri fell to his knees and prayed to his God, but no one 

heard him. 
 
 
THE END 


