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from: Mom

to: Tommy

date: 5 November 1983 9:39AM
subject: Re: The Green

| think what you have always had trouble
seeing is that people are people and none
of them are perfect. People are always goin
to fail at times and let you down. That's why
the Bible says to keep your eyes on Jesus
and not people. He does not let you down.

' from: :
v Gl to: T::rnTnT | think people let you down, who profess to
S S iBgma . date: 5 November 1983 be Christian, and you consider it that Jesus
i . - Subject: Re: The Green el failed you, somehow. | am sorry for howeve
e g S ey g | may have contributed to your disillusionme
1 B By 2 [ thi -
2 Sag Ty T | nk whiat with The Green.
LT N a0 ; I mm Ou have alwd

INCREASED RESOLUTION SACRIFICES THE BIG PICTURE. A COMPREHENSIVE OVERVIEW SACRIFICES
A DPETAILED UNPERSTANDPING. YOU CAN'T BE EVERYWHERE AT ONCE. LIFE IS INVISIBLE. CONSCICUSNESS
IS WHAT'S LEFT WHEN YOU STRIF AWAY EVERYTHING THAT CAN BE EXPLAINED.
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ON THE FACE CF IT, THIS MAY APFPEAR TO BE NO-
THING MORE THAN THE &&4dl, dNSOL/IC/TES
COMMERCIAL BLILK MALNG...
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HOWEVER,; BENEATH

THE SLFPERFICIAL
FENEER LIES SOME-

- THING ALTOGETHER
| MORE SITANITSTER,

IT IS,
IN FACT,
AN E-MAIL
FROM MY
MOTHER,




\The, Green \

SHE HARPLY PUT ME OFF
THE GREEN, T'M USING
IT RIGHT NOW, AREN'T I%
PERHAPS SHE REFERS IN-
STEAD TO MY APOPTION
OF AN... lNORTHOLOX
THEOLOEN.

—Noun

k linki

4 laree computer networ

IOQrigin: 1970-75]

QUITE SIMPLY; UNTIL I REACH-
EC A CERTAIN AGE I HAD NEVER
THOUGHT TO QUESTION THE --

LM,

N =

IT SHOULD BE NOTED HERE
THAT I 2IZ2 ATTEMPT TO
LEVERAGE RELASON WHEN

FORMING MY PHILOSOPHY.

WHY [PIE THEY SHUCK ALL THE
MUMERCLOGICAL SIENIFICANCE
OF HESREW AT NiCEAT

BUT EVENTUALLY;
THE PISCREPANCIES
WERE TOO NUMEROUS
TO IGNORE. | WAS
NOTICING PATTERNS
NO ONE ELSE WOULDP
APMIT TO SEEING.

THERE WAS...

SOMETHNG
THERE.

WAIT! I'VE 20T THAT FILE
HERE SOHEWHERE ..

COLGATE

-
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STRANGELY;

I'VE BEEN POING SOME READP-
ING; AND? IT'S STARTING TO
SEEM CLEAR THAT THESE

GUYS USEL PEISTIC LANGLAGE

INTERESTINGLY...

AS SORT OF A PLACEHOLELER.

THOSE PUPES HIERE MOSTLY PEISTS.

AT JEFF-

THERE'S SOMETHING
ELSE GOING ON IN
THIS MATERIAL.

IT WAS MY CONTINUING RESEARCH INTO THE INTELLECTUAL CONCEITS
SURRCOUNPING THE FIRST AMERICAN REVOLUTICON THAT SPURRELR ME
BEYOND THE RECEIVEDR WISPOM AND HISTORICAL PROFPAGANDA I'P?
BEEN 80 COMFORTASLE WITH IN MY YOUTH.

Yol
RECALCITRANT

ANYWAY: IT'S TIWME FOR ME
TS WALK THE POES

FART
E“RO JPLY




WITH PERSPECTIVE; THE PREVICUSLY LNRLEST/IONEL ORIGINS
OF CHURCH POGMA WERE PRAWN INTO SOLL REL/EF.
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IT HADP FINALLY SHWAELS ON ME THAT A RATIONAL EXAMINATION _ bt
OF THE SOURCE MATERIAL SHOULDPN'T TAKE FOR GRANTEDP THE _ . )
EXISTENCE OF A GOD(S). PHILOSOPHIA

THESE CLoWHsS ALL PRESUME THE
EXISTENCE OF AN S TECTIVE M4l
STANSRS: WHICH ITSELE IMPLIES THEIR
THECLOGY BEFORE THEY ARE OBLIGEDR
TO ASSERT SdET ONE. ™

BUT WHAT, THEN; WOULLE BE
iE SQULRCE OF THAT
STANRARDT

NATURALIS

PRINCIPLA

MATHEMA TICA
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T IMPRI{MATUR s

EVEN WHERE | HAPN'T AUTOMAT-
ICALLY ASSUMEDP THE SCRIPTURE
INERRANT

S0 WHAT WERE CHRIST'S

CAND? IN SOME FOGGEY WAY |
HADPN'T -- ESPECIALLY WHERE

TRANSLATIONS PIFFEREPR)

WOLLE THESE
IPEALS STILL
HOLR UF IF
A GoP(S)
ZeNT




7. There are nonbiblical writings along
the arder of commentaries on the OT,
paraphrases that expand on the Law, rle
“books of the compannity, war conduct,
thanksgiving psaling, hymnic
compositions, benedictions, liturgical
“texts, and sapiential (wisdom) writings.

/ |
y THE TENPENCY HAD STILL BEEN TO WORK

BACKWARLS FROM THEISM TO TRY ANDP

FIND BITS OF SCRIPTURE THAT CONFIRM-
EDP THE BELIEFS | ALREADY HELD.,
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i The Dead Sea Scrolls were mast likely writtes by the Esscnes during the pericd from about 200 B.C
o 68 C.E/AD. The Fssenes ara mention

wed by Josephue and in 3 fow other SOUTCes, but not in the New
iestament. The Essencs were a strict Torah ohservant, Messiansc, Apocalypiic, baptist, wilderness, now
unwzﬁt Fewish sect, They were led by 3 priess they called the

! “Teacher of Righicousness,* who Wi
bly killed by the estahlishmeni prasthood in Jerusalem.
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WHAT was THe SOURCE OF KNOWLEDGE
ABOUT GOP(&) IN THE FIRST PLACEZ
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A GLASS BOTH AALF-EMPTY
AND AALF-FULL.
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WHILE THE CHILDPHOOD REVELATION THAT e T

WREAL/TY™ WAS NOT REAL HAD BEEN SHOCKING et ol L g
ENOUGH; IT PALEP BESIDE THE KNOWLEDPGE THAT BUSE GET'S HERE, YOURE

MY PARENTS DEL/IBERATELY L/IEL TO ME. o

YOU BEALLY
MEEP TO SEE
THIS PHOTS
STREAM.

ALL RISHT
Mo, ALL
RiEHT.

—
HEY == WHAT
/5 THIST %
— OH SPAM
— % A FUCKING

_ o CONCOH,
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GRAPUALLY; | ACCEFTEL THAT PECOPLE LIED, TS - 16 JLET
EVEN WHEN THEY PIPN'T MEAN TO, SIMPLY AS A LITTLE Sudiaris
A CONSEQUENCE OF /MPERFECT LANGLAGE, il
sl —

HEH; THE
YA LITTLE BASSGY."
* "‘

KITCHEM.
g T
| BET IT ‘

| REMEMBER

LOCK AT
THE S/ 25
OF THIS

WELL -~ P2 YO WANT

e — — e
10 SEE THIS OR NOTF WS E————______:__
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NATURALLY THE OBSERVATION
& CONTESTELS, BY MY
MOTHER IN PARTICULAR.
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HERE H#ENRY M/ILLER POES NOT
APDPRESS RELIGION SFIRECTLY:

HE BROACHES THE TOPIC IN PASS-
ING THEN MCVES ON TO SEEM-
INGLY dNRELATES MATTERS.

ONE CAN FORG/VE HIM NOT
WANTING TO GET SO&&ELS
FoWN IN THE MINUTIAE.

POSTOEVSELKY |15 MORE YVICI-
Ols; BUT EVEN L&ESS PIRECT.

OSTENSIBLY HE ARGUEDP FOR
FAITH, PESPITE THE INSCRUT-
ABLE NATURE OF THE WORLP.

Ul mai 15 S0 ODSCSSCd Dy SySICl ] T caucTioT atr ne 1s read
o distort the truth deliberately, he is ready to deny the evidence of his sen|
0 long as he justifies his logic. All civilisation does 1s to develop in man

nany-sidedness of his sensations, and nothing, absolutely nothing more. 4
hrough the development of his many-sidedness man, for all we know, mg
each the stage when he will find pleasure in bloodshed. This has already
o him. Have you noticed that the most subtle shedders of blood have alm
nvariably been most civilised men, compared with whom all the Attilas o
stenka Razins were just innocent babes, and if they are not so outstanding
s Attila and Stenka Razin 1t i1s because we meet them so often, because tl
re too ordinary, and because we have got use to them. At any rate, civilis
1as made man, if not more bloodthirsty, then certainly more hideously an
ustice and exterminated those he thought necessary to exterminate with

¢ consider bloodshed an abomination and we engage in this abominatio
1€ 1s not stupid, he 1s monstrously ungrateful. Phenomenally ungrateful. 1
hat the best definition of man 1s--a creature who walks on two legs and 13
eaning of human life can be summed up in the one statement that man a
f proving to himself every minute that he i1s a man and not an organ-stop
0 be absolutely sure about it), perhaps the whole aim mankind 1s striving
1es in this incessant process of achievement, or (to put it differently) in Ii

he attainment of any goal, which, needless[ ' 1
s to say, a formula; h!.lt ‘tw e-two-makes-i{ NEITHER OF THESE MEN |
-entury must be, and is-ndeed morally bou COULD ESCAPE THE 'l
n the other hand, a rhan of actions1s mostl CONCLUSION THAT K

THE MAFP /s NOT

irect, the inevitable, and the THE TERRITORY.

o put it differently--consci

gitimate res
1sness leads to

Pa\

Continued next issue



Tags:
1960, tab1, tab2

TA B%tesln?v@s()gnmus but fair. | don't know if the

equipment had any real effect, but he started talking
just the same.

bmp bmp bmp clickity clicky click bmp bmp bmp

Little Tommy:.

"Semen the color of old comic book pages, aged
plastic, tape residue, dipping sauce for crayons that
were flattened for a specific age group. You know,

so they wouldn't roll away -- the crayons, not the age
group. Dog piss on the carpet, striped wallpaper, a

tray of stale flat bread, a portfolio of chalk drawings."
"What else do you remember?"

"The weather. Nothing.”

"Let's start over from the beginning."

Aptitude tests. Memory. So far, things were progressing
smoothly. | actually choked back a tear. | admit it: | was
proud of him.

"Son, have you figured out what's going on yet?"

"A severed, pierced penis. In a can of Prince Albert pipe tobacco.
Title: Not Funny.”

| wrote TABZ2 on the inside of his hat and placed it on his head.

"Let's get the hell out of here."



Tommy hated the matching outfits. Orange toboggan hat, bomber
jacket, military goulashes. | had told him to think of it as his uniform.
He scratched at his buzzcut, dumbly.

| hoisted him into his car seat.

Winter had struck while the other boys were studying. Permafrost,
monochrome landscape. | had Tommy out and about in the elements
every day; we covered four miles on average pacing the farmer's
market near headquarters. He was already beating up on the boys

In the class ahead of him.

Or so | had forecast, when | set him on this routine.

Reality didn't quite track. Tommy wasn't meeting his PT requirements.
| began scrubbing his face with an abrasive washcloth and doubled
his hours.

"Father, who do | have to blow around here to get a time sheet?"

"You'll be done when | say you're done."

The kid's mother.

| cleared my cache and ducked into a flower shop, dragging Tommy
behind me. He planted himself on the floor and booted up a comic
book. | should never have bought him that thing.

"The usual?"

We came in here at least twice a week.

"Affirmative. Red."

| jammed the bundle of roses under my arm and yanked Tommy
along to the truck. | thought he might have released a slight whimper,
but | couldn't be sure so | ignored it.

The mesh was offline in the truck. | punched the dashboard and
Tommy let out a laugh. Finally the HUD activated and we peeled out
of the parking lot.

| was thirty-three years old.

So far, 1960 was diminishing returns.

CHp be conlonwed...
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COWBOY ACTOR
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| WANT You
TO BRING ME |
HIS #E42 ON [l
A PLATE!




MR. SPEAKER, MR. PRESIPENT PRO
TEMPORE,; MENVBERS OF COMTRESS,
AME FELLOW AMERICANS; 1N THE
NORMAL COURSE OF EVENTS,
FRESIFPENTS COWIE TS THIS CHAMBER
TO REPORT ON THE STATE OF THE
LNION. TONIGHT, NO SLUCH REFORT
|& NEEPEDR: IT HAS ALREARPY
BEEN PELIVERED BY THE
AMERICAN PEOFLE.

THE TERRORISTS ARE TRAITORS
TE THEIR OWN FAITH, TRYING,: IN
EFFELCT, T2 HIJACK 1SLAM ITSELF.

| WANT YOU
TC BRING ME
HIS 4E4L2 ON

A PLATES

TOMISHT; WE ARE A COUNTRY
ANAKENED TO DPANGER AND CALLEP
TS PEFENF FREEPOWM. OLUR GRIEF
HAS TURMELR TO ANGER AN ANGER
TO RESCLUTION. WHETHER WE BRING
OUR ENEMIES TO JUSTICE OR BRING
JUSTICE TO OUR ENEMIES; JUSTICE
WILL BE [PONE.

OUR WAR ON TERROR BESING
WITH AL QAERA; BUT IT POES
NOT ENE THERE.,

.__;"':I il

MY FELLOW CITIZENS, FOR THE
LAST MINE PAYS, THE ENTIRE WORLE
HAS SEEN FOR ITSELF THE STATE OF

THE LNICN, ANL? IT 15 STRONG.

THE TALIBAN MUST ACT ANE
ACT IMMELPIATELY.

THEY WILL HAME OVER THE TERRCRISTS
OR THEY WILL SHARE THEIR EBATE. | ALSO
WANT TO SPEAK TONIGHT PIRECTLY TO
MUSLIMS THROUGHCOUT THE WORLE.
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THAaMNE YU VERY MUCH.

MR. SPEAKER; YICE PRESIPENT
KERRY; MEMBERS OF CONGRESS,
PISTIMGLISHER GUESTS, FELLOW
CITIZENS: AS WE GATHER TOMISHT,

OUR MATION IS AT WAR, OUR
ECONOMY IS IN RECESSION,
ANE? THE CIVILIZERF WORLEP
FACES LUNPRECEPENTELR
PANGERS.

AFGHANISTAN
“::"““‘r—\ ,-“"-_- {”“‘- ~

_ SHAHA-KOT |
x,eflj VALLEY

YET THE STATE OF OUR
LMIOH Has NEVER BEEM
STROMGSER.

THE LAST TIME WE MET IM
THIS CHAMBER, THE MOTHERS
AMP FALIGHTERS OF AFcHAMISTAM
WERE CAPTIVES IN THEIR OWN
HOMES, FORBIPTEN FROM
WORKING OR SOING TO SCHOOL.
TORAY WOWMEN ARE FREE; ANE
ARE PART OF AFGHANISTAN'S
NEW GCVERNMEMT.

OUR SECONE? GOAL |15 TO PREYENT
RESIMES THAT SPONSCOR TERROR
FROM THREATENING AMERICA OR

OUR FRIENPS AND ALLIES WITH
WEAPONS OF MASS PESTRUCTION.
SOME OF THESE REGIMES HAVE
BEEN PRETTY GUIET SINCE
SEFTEMBER THE 1ITH.

STATES LIKE THESE, AN
THEIR TERRORIST ALLIES,
COMNSTITUTE AN AXIS OF
EviL; ARMING TO THREATEM
THE PEACE OF THE WORLI.

OUR PROGEESS |5 A TRIBUTE

TO THE SPIRIT OF THE AFSHAN

PEOPLE; TQ THE RESOLYE OF

OUR COALITION; ANE? TO THE

MISHT OF THE LINITER? STATES
MILITARY:

OUR CALSE |& JUST,
ANE? [T CONTINLES.

NORTH KOREA 15 A REGIME ARMING
WITH MISSILES ANP WEAPONS OF
MASS PESTRUCTION, WHILE STARVING
IT'S CITIZENS. IRAN ASGRESSIVELY
FLRSUES THESE WEAFONS ANE?
EXFORTS TERROR. |RAG COMTINUES
TO FLAUNT ITS HOSTILITY TOWARDPS
AMERICA ANP TO SUPFPORT TERROR.




GSENTLEMEN; POUBT TH_-"l"-T SAPCAM
SOPHISTICATED [l /CAL WEAPONS.
FACILITIES.

| HAVE A MESSASE FOR SEC. RUWSFELLR,

FOR GEN. FRANKS AND FOR ALL THE MEN

AN WOMEN WHS WEAR THE LINIFORM OF
THE UNITER STATES:

MAJCOR COMBAT fgmuggy/ N THE BATTLE
GPEWBH& IM - _: :: OF |[Bad, THE M-
N IRAGQ HAVE  J===—=| [TED STATES AND

[ -‘.l OUR ALLIES HAVE
Ao, pREVALED,

THAT SOUNPS LIKE SOME
SHIT / WOULP HAVE PLLLER!

Continued next issue




C U/ E&Blmglmfded Tommy into the truck and

Tags:
1960, tab1, tab2

took him to work with me.

The boy perked up at the sight of the two-story displays.
A damn sight better than the consumer grade equipment
his mother used to review her nude home shows. We had
a spare terminal so | logged him in with basic access and
let him handle analysis on some non-essential traffic. No
one would mind. With his orange cap he almost fit in.

Perturbations in the mesh. We were bringing a new series

of embassy clouds online and things were not going smoothly.
| was asked to supervise a side-switch.

At 07:30 Tommy spoke up, something about overlap.

"Pop, we've got incoming.”

Three embassies were competing for the same channel.

Ping errors were filling up the logs. | asked Tommy if he had

a solution.

"Subnet them."

My men went into action and the crisis was averted.

Chief gave Tommy a lollipop.

Tommy liked the snow but touching his hand to it produced
tears. | growled at him a bit.

| gassed up the truck and we cut across town back to the hovel.
We had opened a new file on Tommy. CU/FARLEY would follow



him the rest of his life. He'd shown aptitude. All of that testing wasn't
a waste after all. His mother would grumble but his interest was clear,
honest. We assigned him TAB2 and that was that.

Inside the house | prepared a plate of sandwiches and pickles and
we settled in to monitor the logs. Again Tommy showed initiative and
reorganized his own desktop for efficiency. | dozed off for a while and
when | came to he'd routed the embassy logs through his login. He
picked out some trouble spots and saved the boys back at HQ a few
hours of grief. | considered pulling him out of school for a few months
until the embassies were all up and running. Heh, not likely, not with
his mother.

Flipped on the telescreen. Presidential election. Iran.

Can't escape it. Switched off the telescreen and back to Tommy's
progress, trawling the logs. | showed him how to clean up a few
streams and in a few minutes he was giving me pointers on my own
structures. | wondered how long this could hold his attention.

At 10:25 a page came over the wire, calling me back in to HQ. |
strapped Tommy into his seat and we were on our way.

The truck spun through the slush and | got hung up in the parking
lot. | left the vehicle and trudged towards the building with Tommy
In tow; housekeeping would dig out the truck as time permitted.

We made it up the stairs and Chief stopped us before we got to

our terminals. CU/FARLEY was already twenty pages thick. They
had decided to call in their investment early. | slicked down Tommy's
eyebrows with my thumb and handed him over.

My son and | locked eyes, with Tommy full of comprehension.

He reached up to his head and removed his orange toboggan. He
glanced at the name I'd scrawled inside it, TAB2, and then passed
it over to me, his three-year-old arms not quite bridging the gap
between us.

| nodded. | understood.

o be conlinued...
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WE'KE REALLY GCING TO
HAVE TO GET TO £NOW
EACH OTHER BETTER!

COME CN \—
FQWN-/




THE 2-%r

MEMOR/AL.

Lo You
WANT THE
REST OF

THIS

BISCUIT#
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HALF /DEAD IS THE
SON oF A SPECIAL
FORCES VETERAN...

THE TRAUMA OF THE EVENT
TRIGGERED HIS LATENT TELE -
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Now, A CHILD REBUNLT IN A SUP-
REMELY POWERFUL CYBORG BODY

HE ROUTINELY cAUSES EXTENSIVE
PROPERTY PAMAGE 70 THE
CITY HE CcALLS HOME .




WHAT'S OUR
INTEREST IN
THIS GUY=

IT'e AN HONEST

QLESTION! ISN'T IT OF VoL

HE'S TEARING A
SWATH THROLGH
LOWER
MANHA 7T AN,

BUT IN TERMS
OF OUR ONGONE
STRATES ¥

US INTERVENING
DOESN'T MAKE
ANY SENSE
T ME.

HOWEVER: S&k4y/
YOU'RE FROMWM THE * LHRO 1S A REFUGE FROM
YEAR L08&%, YOU THE ENE OF THE WORLE.
ML ST KNOW WHAT IN 288, HE INITIATER A
YOU'RE Tl A/NE SUCCESSFLUL TIME-JUMF BACK
AZOLT. TC THE YEAR /&@8&, WHERE
HE NOW SHARES LEAPERSHIF
OF THE AC7RON TEAM WITH
HiS TWIN BROTHER, TA40MH4S
SEieAT. SEE 4 Sio-
ERAPHICAL PORTRAI T
IN THE BACK OF THIS ISSLUE.

YES; MY BROTHER.

BUT I FPON'T REMEMBER
ANY OF TS, ANP TH4T
1S WHAT EONVCERNVS ME.

Continued next issue




ACTRON

Real Name: Thomas A. Bright, Jr.
Occupation: Adventurer (comics)
Identity/Class: Human

Legal status: citizen of the United States
with no criminal record

Aliases: Tom, Tommy, TAB2

Marital status: Married

Known relatives: Eva Bright (wife), Piro
(brother), Violet Bright (sister), Thomas
Bright, Sr. (father), Margaret Bright (mo-
ther)

Group affiliation: Actron Team

Base of operations: Chrysler Building,
New York City

First appearance: ACTRON vol. 1, #1
(1986)

Other appearances: ACTRON vol. 1,
#1-3 (1986-1987); ACTRON vol. 2, #4-
10 (1988-1989); ACTRON GRAFHIC
NOVEL (1988); ACTRON vol. 3, #1-6
(1990), HOUSE OF HERESY #1 (1994);
ACTRON CITY vol. 1 (1998)

History: THOMAS BRIGHT's parents
both operated as agents of the United
States Government throughout the 1950s
and 1960s. MARGARET BRIGHT's work
in a covert radiology lab is thought to have
contributed to the development of super-
human abilities in all three of the BRIGHT
children. THOMAS was inducted into the
youth C.1.A. training program in August,
1968, and graduated the following Sept-
ember; shattering all previous records for
academic progress. In spite of his remark-
able progress, he never became an active
field agent, preferring instead to enter the
private sector. Since the early 1980s, TH-
OMAS has served as leader of the ACT-
RON TEAM, operating out of the Chrys-
ler Building, New York City.

Height: 6" 1"

Weight: 190 Ibs

Eyes: Blue

Hair: Black

Known superhuman powers: Flight, in-
vulnerability, class 100 strength
Weapons: The ACTRON armor consists
of a carbon nanofiber outer shell, an array
of advanced partical beam weaponry and
a unique biomechanical control interface
that links with THOMAS' visor.
Accessories: THOMAS wears a custom
visor attachment which serves as a real-
time personal interface to THE GREEN.
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PIRO

Real Name: Piotr

Occupation: Freelance agent, pirate
Identity/Class: Human

Legal status: Citizen of the United States
with no criminal record

Marital status: Single

Known relatives: Actron (brother), Eva
Bright, (sister-in-law)

Group affiliation: Actron Team, C.L.A.
Base of operations: The Chrysler Build-
ing, New York City; The Ship

First appearance: ACTRON vol. 1, #3
Other appearances: ACTRON vol. 2, #4-
10 (1988-1989); ACTRON GRAPHIC NOV-
EL (1988); ACTRON vol. 3, #1-6 (1990),
HOUSE OF HERESY #1 (1994); ACTRON
CITY vol. 1 (1998)

History: PIRO is a refuge from the end of
the world. In 4086, he initiated a successful
time-jump back to the year 1986, where he
now shares leadership of the ACTRON
team with his twin brother, THOMAS BR-
IGHT. Prior to his time-jump, PIRO served
as chief security officer for PLINTH MOLD
INDUSTRIES. As early as 1968, PIRO is
known to have been a C.|.A. asset in ch-
arge of training new recruits in hand-to-
hand combat. By the late 1970s he was
assigned to monitor the emerging super-
powered population of New York City. His
current operational status in C.1.A. is not
known at this time.

Height: 6" 1°

Weight: 190 |bs

Eyes: Brown

Hair: Brown

Known superhuman powers: Photo-
graphic reflexes

Weapons: PIRO has received extensive
training in all NATO and WARSAW Pact
small arms. He also retains unexplained
access to state-of-the art particle beam
weaponry, presumably procured through
the United States government. B
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Tags:
1961, tab1, tab2

TOWARDS MYTHOLOGIZING
THE COMING RESURGENCE

OF COVER] WARFARE

(SB:WR-U; 10-17-1961)
(Office of Origin: BT/FUCK)

Son, you said you wanted to know what | do all day at

my job. That is, since we've been separated and you've
been off at school. To that end, |'ve written up this account
based on notes | took sometime last week. | traveled from
New York to New San Francisco to take part in one of the
operations assigned to my group.

Here is my description of what took place.

Faint smoke wafted out of nearby chimneys. Awkward-looking
clouds clung to the sky, a gross of cotton balls scattered at
random, then glued down carelessly onto an enormous blue
shirt. | observed the aerial tableaux through a crack in the
curtains. My hotel room was cold.

Shifting focus, | came to notice the ground directly below my
window. It offered up only the faintest suggestion of tangibility.
lts contours were blunted by yet another layer of new fallen
snow. Bemused, | traced the deceptive topology at high
resolution, scanning the area for markers before proceeding
to vacate for the last time.

| made my way out onto the balcony. Even as my room's heavy
wooden door clicked shut behind me, | instinctively checked my
pocket for the plastic key card.

It was present.



Coat tucked and breath stale, | tunneled through the mounting drifts,
trudging towards the front office. | swiped my key card and slipped
Inside. The night clerk had dozed off, abandoning the assortment of
Rap Chowder clips he had pulled up on his terminal. He was probably
inebriated. Stealthily, | snuck past him.

Moving down the hall, | edged past a throng of blinking, chattering
vending machines. My trench coat trailed along behind me, probably,
| thought, getting dirty. | bustled once more into the laundry room,
tossed my knapsack down on a table and placed my hat on the
dryer.

Laundry was done.

After stowing my garments, | dropped my room card on the front desk
and called for a taxi. Yawning, | leaned up against a support column
and strained to catch the closing salvos of the Rap Chowder season
finale. It seemed | had not alerted the night clerk to my presence.
That suited the situation fine, as my taxi would not show up for some
time and | was in no mood for small talk.

An hour later | detected the heat signature of a car engine and then
the slush of tires racing through black snow. It was my ride.

The taxi driver wasted no time and engaged his car horn, initiating
a blast of sharp, targeted audio. Modus operandi endemic to the
New American service industry: never in a hundred consecutive life
sentences would he have thought to come into the hotel and fetch
me. Remind me sometime to tell you about Hanoi, and the drive
who actually did.

| tossed my knapsack over my shoulder and hopped into the cab.
The driver was a tough looking Arab, equipped with the usual rough
shaven beard and a giant, furry parka. He had a three-dollar cigar
clenched tightly between his brown teeth. As he spun the orange
cab out of a snow bank, | leaned back into my seat with a sense
detached curiosity. The Motel 7's automation was apparently in-
operable; | checked my balance and discovered that | hadn't even
tipped the desk clerk on my way out.

The driver propelled us across the bridge and on to JFK, where
eventually he halted the cab and told me to get out. | tossed him a
single hundred and he affected only the slightest nod towards the
meter. | didn't budge, so he gave me the finger, then sped off into
the freezing smog. | had to laugh.

Soon, | was aboard my plane.



Floating safely above New America, | rang for my stewardess. She
brought out some coffee and loaded it up with a fair amount of synth-
cream. Somewhere over St. Louis, | was enjoying a fifty-dollar cup
of Folger's Crystals. Unlike most passengers | didn't let them sway
me with their dubious offers of a more rarefied blend -- | know from
bitter experience that no matter what you order, on a government
airplane you end up drinking the same cup of coffee. It still befuddles
me that no one ever seems to notice this. Menus are little more than
a racket they try to put over on unsuspecting customers. What you
actually get is whatever they have too much of.

Finally, we approached New San Francisco. Tires screeched across
the runway. Air pressure in the cabin shifted to sea level. Presently,
a voice came over the intercom, announcing our impending arrival.

| gazed at the surface of my leaf, pretending to read a newspaper
article. Shrewdly, | had opted not to activate the pay-device.

"At the tone, all passengers will unbuckle their seat-belts and dis-
embark in an orderly fashion."

There was an almost deafening racket of clacks and clatters.
"Once again, thank you for flying Federal Airlines."

"Like we had a choice," came a muffled retort from several rows
pack.

A number of heads from various sections of the plane snapped
around to face the speaker, all of them in perfect synchronization.
Immediately, | ascertained which of my fellow passengers were Air
Marshals.

| returned my leaf to the seat-back in front of me, then reached up
Into the compartment above my head to withdraw my bags. Nothing
seemed to be missing.

Exiting the plane, | was forced to elbow a few tourists out of my way:.
Nothing too unusual; a young Pioneer Scout had nearly caused me
to trip and fall. Children were everywhere in coach, clogging up the
Isles with their sluggish movements. This would not have been a
problem if I'd taken a seat in first class, where children are generally
forbidden, but such an expenditure would have raised flags with the
wrong people, and on this flight | was concerned with keeping things
-- as far as those wrong people were concerned, anyway -- quiet.
Friendly shoving has become commonplace during an average
disembark, and so my excess physicality went unnoticed.

On the way into the terminal | passed through a metal detector. My
sidearm triggered a shrill cacophony, followed by an array of hastily
drawn weapons. | flashed my TSA card discreetly, at waist level,

and got through the checkpoint without much hassle. As you know,



| can activate its logging processes mid-flight, or even pull it out
and wave it around if | so desire. In this way it would have been
trivial to clear a path through the crowd by sending everyone
diving to the floor. | don't need to tell you that | restrained myself.
Even with non-networked weaponry such as my own, flashing a
gun would have attracted attention from the mesh.

| wandered into a nearby pay-zone and called for another cab.
My long-range implant was by now producing only blips and
bleeps. For some reason, disabled.

My experience with that last cab driver in New York had put me

on edge. | recalled now that when | climbed into his vehicle he had
shifted his eyes instantly to my left earlobe, where they paused for
a bit longer than | would have liked. He was careful, also, to look
me up and down several times, tracing all of the obvious marker
points. He had really been quite subtle about it. To my mind, this
was uncommon and suspicious behavior for a New York cab driver.
| found myself considering the implications. Something might be
going on with the cabbie unions here in the States. Wary of sur-
prises, | loaded my Colt and stuffed it into the cargo pocket of my
trousers.

When my taxi finally arrived | slid into the back seat and gave the
driver a once-over of my own. Ditto. The same type as the last one.
Excepting that this fellow, rather than expose his bushy eyebrows
and lice-infested hair to the world, sported a grey taxi cap with a
dark, translucent visor. He was chomping a duty-free cigar (unlit)
and taking sips from a can of Stro's Light. A Paki.

Before putting the car in gear, he pivoted around in his torn seat.
With no small effort, he stuck out his free hand, then moved his
eyes back to me. Sensing the inherent purpose of the gesture, |
pushed a fifty towards him -- extended it just far enough to catch
In the tips of his fat fingers, really -- and settled the rest of the way
back into my seat, which served to punctuate the exchange. The
driver remained silent. His seat creaked under the weight of his
body.

"Take me to the Embassy," | growled as harshly as | could muster,
"And put some stank on it. | have an appointment to keep."

With a squeal of tires and a strangled burst of exhaust smoke, we
were off.

After a short drive we careened to a stop in front of the Embassy.
| evacuated the back seat and leaned into the taxi's front window,
glaring at the driver, adopting an aggressive posture. In response,
the Paki clenched my collar into his fist and pulled me in even
closer. It seemed he wanted to share a few words.



About time.

"Meter say five hundred am fifty, stupid fart."

He spit out his cigar, which came to rest lightly on the floor.
My cue.

| rammed the barrel of my Colt into his throat. He recoiled against
the seat with a muffled thud, spilling beer all over his lap. | then
gripped him by the hair and smashed his head into the dashboard,
smirking amusedly because his forehead had just taken out the
meter, and because his pants were now soaking wet as if he'd
burst his bladder. He raised back up, groggily, and steered his car
the hell out of there. | wouldn't have believed it, but the cabbie trade
had actually gotten more belligerent in my absence. As a corollary,
I'd just saved five hundred bucks. You have to stay sharp on the
basics.

| stomped up the stairs of the Embassy and kicked open the door,
which hadn't been latched to begin with. Gradually, | got myself into
character.

The place was fossilized as ever. All of the antiques, artifacts and
arch-politicos were still glued into place, practically inert. The room
was artificially quiet, which also conformed to my mental inventor
from previous visits. All right then, noise-cancelers were still being
employed. What was new, here, was that the place had apparently
been outfitted as a nano-blank zone. | wondered why.

Good thing | had thought to pack my Colt and not bothered with
the network weaponry.

Without warning, a butler sidled up to me, whispering that he wanted
to take my coat. | kicked him out of the way. He tumbled into a chair,
looking dumb. | decided to ham it up in my new role and barked at
him that | hated being touched by the help. He muttered something
and | made a show of ignoring it as | pushed on into the long central
corridor.

Quickly locating the correct cube cluster, | burst into the Coordinator's
office and dropped down onto his horsehair sofa. His eyes moved to
meet with mine and then just as casually returned to his pressure -
screen. | remained silent. After a few minutes passed, he realized
that it would be up to him to initiate conversation.

"I'm sure you are aware," he finally said, agitated but monotone in
his murmur, "that this sudden reappearance of yours will make cer-
tain impending maneuvers more... awkward... for my department. |



will have to make up another acceptable room for you here in the
embassy, and re-issue your cash and supply requisitions." He wiped
his forehead, the pitch of his voice lowering steadily as he continued
to speak, resembling nothing so much as air being let out of a bicycle
tire. "I'll also have to find some way to pay for all of this, since you
are still officially off of my books."

Well, that didn't seem like much of an obstacle to me. | was a dip-
lomat and this was his embassy. | was sure he could come up with
something involving the embassy lawyers, numerous layers of com-
plex accounting, and a few billion dollars out of his discretionary fund.
Throw in a gaggle of highly trained Russian prostitutes and no one
would ever be the wiser. This was, after all, his area of expertise.

"Why not just write it up as a series of business lunches," | thought
to myself.

But | chose not to say any of that out loud. Instead, | sat motionless,
staring, thinking about Iran and 1959, wondering why |'d bothered to
haul his perforated ass back home with me. He must have guessed
what | was flashing on, because he quickly dropped any pretense of
busting my balls and cut straight to the conclusion of his prepared
speech. He hates going through the motions as much as | do.

"Okay. | give in," he mouthed, the vitriol now suspiciously absent from
his voice. He had put up his token resistance, which for the purposes
of budgetary documentation would have to suffice. He tossed me my
pass and all of the needed cards, already made out and validated,
packed into a large manila envelope. He held it out with one hand,
not looking away from whatever it was he was scribbling, somewhat
erratically, into his leaf. | had never known he was ambidextrous.

"Tom," he said to me as | left the room, "Let's not botch this up, not
like the last time | had to rely on you. You know what I'm talking
about."

The wisecrack was wholly unnecessary.

| halted, wanting to launch into him, but quickly reversed myself and
resolved to just let him have his insults.

Son, at this point the man is little more than a torso. His titanium legs
are encased in medical plastic, but that hardly represents a cosmetic
improvement. Below the elbows, his arms are tracked with skin grafts,
and must be covered up by shirtsleeves even in summer. True, the
substrate now conceals more firepower than | could ever hope to lift
with my merely human-gauge limbs, but technically he was correct.
During the war, I'd botched the rescue attempt that made all of his
"improvements" possible. After all, he'd still possessed both of his
legs when we were dispatched to Tehran. For this, | do carry some
measure of responsibility.



Turning again, | looked down at the manila envelope and said
nothing. | closed his office door gently on my way out.

As | hoofed it down the south corridor, | fished through my envelope
of cards, digging out the one that would open my room. It stated:
Room 1097, Tenth Floor, Second Hall. | pocketed the room key and
made my way toward the central security elevator, arriving just in time
to glimpse the doors snapping shut.

| located the stairwell.

With little effort | advanced to the tenth floor. Swiping my key card, |
tossed the security door open and proceeded into the hallway.

As | reached the door of my actual room, | fished out the card again
and shoved it into its slot. The whole door frame quivered as | ambled
Inside. This place was antique, but | didn't mind the clumsy old mecha-
nisms, in spite of what my diplomatic status might have entitled me to.
| wouldn't end up using all of that new equipment anyway.

| suppose the room itself was quite impressive, by conventional stand-
ards. A hot tub was situated, or sunk into, really, the middle of the floor,
equipped with its own bar. The carpet was some sort of deep white pile.
| don't know, but it looked expensive. Cathedral windows with variable
display angles. Universal remote. The furniture was a posh mixture of
vintage and the very latest in network enabled. | waved my hand in
front of the couch and seats around the room reconfigured themselves
to my pre-stored, custom contour. A few more gestures and my temp-
erature/humidity preferences were transferred to the local mesh.

| have not devoted much of my attention over the years to the ins
and outs of fully-integrated interior design, but | can tell you that this
wasn't the work of amateurs. | wasn't able to locate a single bug.
Good for them. There's no telling what kind of footage this room has
been able to capture, during the periods between wars when it is
used to house foreign dignitaries. And the like.

I'm afraid my reputation preceded me here and | did not expect many
frivolous trifles, but, still, a few of the line items from my standard rider
were missing, and remain absent, which continues to annoy.

Well, that's about all | have time for right now. | have quite a bit of
work to do before | can turn in for the night. You know I'm not much
of a writer, but | hope this has given you some idea of what an aver-
age day of mine is like here at the embassy.

Hope to see you soon.

C’%- be condinued...
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