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bur.i Secret s,

This is a mystery story involving a dead man's very
odd last will and testament. The peculiar contents and
strange items willed by him to a local newspaper were
delivered in a shoe box.

From the grave, the deceased man set out to do
an after death expose6of a supposed corrupt
politician who it was thought would do anything to
avoid scandal and disgrace.

To defend himself, the politician came forward
with a seemingly outrageous scenario that involved
the antediluvian giants mentioned in the Bibled and it
sounded believable! His detailed account even pulled
in the Seventh-day Adventists because of their claim
to an ancestral connection with those ancient people.
Subsequently, there developed an eye-opening
insider's take on the Adventists and their beliefs.

This story begins in a place no one would expect
and ends in a way none would ever dream.
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A note from the author

This is not a typical novel. A enormous amount of
background research went into assembling the facts
and therefore the quality of information the book
contains. My other books have been in the field of
Bible history, instructive material for adults, and
newspaper or magazine articles. The novel format
was chosen to allow for weaving a myriad of
interesting details and sometimes odd and quirky
people stories into a story format that is enjoyable to
read, while being tightly packed with bits and pieces
of information_most people have never heard of, or
even thought about.

Therefore, for convenience, this book has
endnotes and comments included for readers seeking
more detailed information. The amount of background
and supportive material was so extensive that it was
impractical to include it all in the story. As such, the
reader may choose to read the story straight through
without interruption and then read the endnotes
separately.

Regardless, the reader is guaranteed a high
number of Awesome!, Amazing!, and | never knew
that!, moments that will surely encourage further
reading in the endnotes. Enjoy!
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To make comments or show an interest in printed copies of
this book please contact: marvinhunt@bellsouth.net

This book available as arBook in the Amazon
Kindle Store.
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The Exhumatiorfdigging up thenidden past)

Chapter 1

arking his rental car on the grass beside
the rain streaked cemetery driveway, a tall

seltassured thirisomething man got out,
shapped open an umbrella and walked briskly
around the car to the passenger door. Out into
the cold drizzle stepped a woman whboked
younger than the man whose arm she took. Her
long brown hair and strikingly beautiful face,
sheltered from the elements by a hooded parka,
were partially hidden in the shadowy folds of
cloth and fur, leaving her features obscured to
such an exterthat one would hope she would
pull back her hood, toss her tresses free in a
provocative swirling swish and reveal her full
beauty for all who appreciate absolute
perfection.

Nearby, a police officer, pretending to be
disinterested turned to the county official
standing by him and asked, "Who's the guy with
the movie star?"

"He's that newspaper guy from up in West
Virginia. | think she's his wife."

"Yeah, sure," doubted the officer, "A married
man doesn't bother opening the door for his
wife.

fl'll lay you odds that little beauty is the one who
travels with sugar daddy while Mr. Editor is on
the road."
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"Cynical, you're just too cynicald or maybe
you're jealous?0remarked the amused
respondent.

"Maybe," was the grinning reply.

Having exhausted all they cared to discuss
about the approaching couple, the two men
turned their attention back to the reason that had
brought them together on this miserable day. It
was March 12, 1992. Biting wind gusts and an
icy, on again, off again, winter drizzle made for a
grim gray day in the rural Georgia mountains.

A bone chilling fog lay close to the cold earth in
the tiny backwoods cemetery as a huddled knot
of unhappy civil servants waited in silence to do
their court ordered duty. At their muddy feet lay
a tombstone face down in the red dirt. Curiosity
got the best of the editor as he wondered what
was inscribed on the marker. Without permission
or prompting, the West Virginia newspaper
editor walked over and stood the cold stone up.
While wiping the dirty smudges from the grave
marker's face and reading the inscription, he
mumbled, "Ishbo Wando 1935-1988 Resting in
Peace.0

Then, editor Thomas Tarbow turned to his
consort, pointed to the inscription and said in a
highly skeptical tone for all to hear, "If this man's
real name is Ishbo Wando, then my name is
Sherlock Holmes."

Too cold to care, the beautiful shivering lady,
diffusing a faint trace of lavender perfume,
nodded in the affirmative and buried her hands

deep into her pockets and silently wished this
morbid exhumation would be over soon.

Paying the couple little attention, the others
continued an expressionless bird-faced stare
while watching the backhoe tractor slowly lift the
cheap metal coffin out of the ragged hole dug in
the wet red earth.

Responding from a hand gesture given by the
officer in charge, the editor and movie star
joined the group standing at grave side. Shifting
from foot to foot and shivering, he leaned over to
her and whispered, "Being here reminds me of a
true story. Did | ever tell you about the time a
pastor tried to figure out a funeral director's
vanity license plate?"

"No," she whispered hoping to put off the
storyteller until later.

Undaunted, he whispered back, "In his car, a
pastor | know followed the funeral director to a
graveside service and noticed the letters on the
director's license plate were IPDFG. For miles
he had followed the undertaker trying to make
sense of the hidden meaning. Finally, he hit on "l
Put Dead Folk in the Ground." Needless to say,
after the funeral, when the funeral director heard
the pastor's thought, he was not amused. The
acronym actually stood for "I pray daily for
guidance."

She managed a puzzled smile which prompted
the editor to whisper, "I love you more than a fat
kid likes cake."




She squeezed his hand hoping a little attention
would temporarily delay him from any more
overt public expressions of his affection. Not that
she cared, mind you, but there is a time and
place for everything.

A worker hooked up the nylon straps to lift the
cold coffin.

Spewing a plume of black diesel smoke, the
tractor's engine roared to life and powered the
lifting arm into action.

"Whoa!" ordered the funeral director, "The
casket is tipping."

After the lifting straps were realigned, the
tractor's crab-like claw-arm laid the corroded
casket onto the soggy soil. Solemn as a death-
row parole board, six reluctant men were
officially witnessing the exhumation. Their breath
fogged the icy air over the freshly opened grave
and then disappeared like spirits escaping
through the rip in the roof of the kingdom of the
dead.

Put off by the out-of-state visitors who had
insisted that this act had to be done
immediately, the impatient constable motioned
for the proceedings to commence. Dutifully, the
goulashes-booted funeral director handed his
umbrella to an assistant and slogged to the side
of the muddy coffin.

The coroner followed.

Slipping on bright blue latex gloves, the funeral
director stepped forward and inserted his special
tool for unlocking coffin lids. As the hinges
groaned allowing the top to open, all present did
an astonished double-take at the dead giant laid
out before them. There he lay, cold, stiffd and
grinning! At first glance, it looked as if he had
just awakened and was flashing a broad "Thank
You!" smile. The dead man was grinning from
ear to ear as if expressing a much appreciated
pardon from the prison house of death. The
undertaker knew better. He recognized that the
glue that once stuck the corpse's lips together
had released, allowing the flesh to recede and
expose the cadaver's crooked yellow teeth.

As the sunk-eyed corpse lay smiling into the
gray morning sky, the constable shook his head,
clearing the cobwebs of disbelief. For a second,
he thought it looked as if the lifeless hulk was
about to blink his eyes in the rain. Turning away,
the shaken lawman swallowed the lump in his
throat, put a handkerchief over his nose to block
the stench of decay and ordered, "Let's get on
with this. This was your newspaper's idea Mr.
Tarbow. Take a good look and tell us what you
think."

Tarbow moved over next to the shriveled

corpse. Holding a rumpled old photograph next

to the ugly gi acatsédshecol d d
editor to gasp in such shock that it sparked a

surge of excitementtoraceupt he edi alor 6s
column, radiate out into his arms and fingers,

and leave his hands trembling. The dead, had

almost come back to life! Or, at least, this dead
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man would explain a lot about a mysterious life
lost and now found.

Then, unable to keep his emotions bottled up,
the editor exclaimed, "I knew it! | just knew it.
This guy is Howard Hardemann. If his name is
Ishbo Wando, then stinkin' pigs can fly."

Motioning to his female companion, he said,
"Here Raye, look at him. Is this him or what?"
Turning to the wooden-faced row of onlookers,
Thomas Tarbow, having made a positive
identification, exclaimed, "It's just as | thought.
This guy's originally from West Virginia. The
locals called him Scar. It had to do with a knife
fight he lost. You can see the ugly gash right
there on his neck."

Then the editor pointed to the grave marker.
Above a biting gust of wind, he spoke for all to
hear, "Il bet you that silly name, Ishbo Wando,
was dreamed up by someone in a Federal
Witness Protection Program."

"Yes, it looks like Scar got a brand new name
and a brand new start before he had a chance to
settle up with society for what he did under his
real name!"

Responding to a, "Let me see it," hand signal
from the constable, Thomas handed over the
photograph.

As the local officials huddled and compared the
photo to the corpse, the editor mentally
composed his newspaper's front page.

He imagined his lead story would read:
Mystery Deepens
Friday, March 13, 1992
By Thomas Tarbow , Publisher/Editor

Yesterday, officials disinterred a man
from a rural Georgia grave site in accordance
with a court order obtained on a request made
by this editor and Sheriff Davis. The
exhumation was the result of an ongoing
investigation conducted by the staff of this
paper. This editor traveled to Geor gia to
witness the grave opening where officials
positively identified the corpse as a former
resident of our county. Even though the
tombstone was inscribed as Ishbo Wando, the
grave actually contains the remains of
Howard (Scar) Hardemann, formerly of Sp ivey
Sinks, West Virginia. Hardemann purportedly
died in a mining disaster at the Solomon Mine
explosion of 1969. At the time, investigators
assumed he had been killed along with six
others in a mine tunnel cave -in following an
explosion. They were tunneli ng near the
military depot when the mishap occurred. We
now have proof that the death of Howard
Hardemann in 1969 was .....

Abruptly, the newspaperman discontinued his
mental copy composing when the coroner
stepped over to the coffin and pulled back the
dead man's collar revealing a bullet hole in the
front of his thick neck, "Yep, that's how he met
his Maker. Shot through the neck at close
range." Then rhetorically he asked, "Who'd want
to stand before God with whisky breath and a




bullet hole in the throat? What a waste of human
potential. Wonder how many chances he blew?"

And then, after finishing his righteous moralizing
he added, "You know, I'm always amazed at
how such a small bullet can bring such a big
person down. They make little smooth round
holes going in and big ugly ragged ones coming
out. Anyone wanna see where the slug exited
the body?"

Still reeling from the vivid word picture of the
final judgment and how they might personally
fare, the witnesses all waved off his offer for a
closer look at the gruesome stroke of the death
angel.

Turning to the funeral director, the coroner
ordered his men, "Load him in the hearse.
They'll be working on him over at the hospital
morgue. They'll double-check his identity with
the dental records Mr. Tarbow brought along."

"They can do that sort of forensic stuff here?
Don't they have to send him off to a state crime
lab or something?"

Annoyed at the lack of confidence in his abilities,
the coroner explained the procedure. "There
isn't much to it. The x-ray department will take a
picture. It's just a straightforward comparison of
the x-rays we made with the dental x-rays you
brought along. Any more questions?"

The newspaperman, already repulsed by the
cadaverbés grotesque
more details.
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For his own records, Tarbow took several mug-
shots of the corpse and stated matter-of-factly,
"As far as I'm concerned, I'm satisfied. More
proof isn't necessary for me. I've seen Howard
Hardemann with my very own eyes."

With photos in hand, the editor was soon on the
flight back to the little West Virginia mountain
town of Spivey Sinks. Today, 25,000 people live
within a ten-mile radius of this hub of commerce
and culture. About 90,000 people live in the
county. Houses sell in a general range of
$30,000 and up. One daily newspaper, five radio
stations and one small television station serve
the area.

Although poor and underemployed, the little
mountain community is better off than most. Its
economy is based principally on coal mining with
a major boost from the payroll of the neighboring
Spivey Mountain Military Weapons Depot. The
"Sinks" as locals call their little town, rests on top
of the vast Pittsburgh coal bed that stretches
across several states.

==

Twenty-two Years Earlier




Deep in the belly of the mine, Billy Suches and
Ladislas, his new helper, ran into trouble with
their coal-sawing machine. Suches shouted over
the earsplitting noise trying to teach the foreign
kid how coal is mined and said, "Kid, this coal
seam is like the icing in the center of a big cake.
You got that?"

Ladislas, a young Polish immigrant who spoke
very broken English, nodded, grinned and
pretended he understood. This, his first day on
the job, had him desperately trying to make a
good impression.

"Kid," Suches instructed, "Our job is to go in and
loosen up this here fillin' between the layers of
the cake."

"Won't be running out of no cake fillin' neither,"
Suches said as he made a sweeping gesture as
if he were the King of Coal pointing to the outer
limits of his realm.

"This coal is more plentiful than pig tracks. Why,
this field is bigger than the whole state of West
Virginia. I'll bet you don't have nothing like this in
jungles where you come from."

Ladislas, halfway understanding, shrugged his
shoulders, feigning a grin.

"What us miners do," boasted Suches, "is chip
out the filling between the layers of this

big cake. We're like ants. Yeah, we're just like
ants! Miner ants. Yeah, miner ants. And me and
you are the leader ants. We're like the ants at a
picnic that finds the big cake with a dark

chocolate icing between the layers. Yeah, me
and you go in ahead of everyone else and blast
loose the filling so the rest of the miner ants can
load it in cars and push it up top. Up there they
take what we mine and ship it to power plants. |
reckon there ain't nobody that ain't helped by
this stuff."

Warming to his role as the self-appointed
resident coal mining philosopher, Suches
bragged, "Then when us ants have taken all the
icing out, we kick out the ceiling props and let
the whole place cave back in. What a blowout!
The wind will blow you clean off of your feet
when the roof falls in!"

Suches was proud that he had dreamed up the
ant analogy all on his own. "Maybe someday,"
he dreamed he'd write a book all about coal
minin', as soon as he could afford to have it
printed. Diggin' into the Big Birthday Cake, what
an idea, he surmised as the mind numbing din of
the coal saw droned on and on.

Suddenly, their Paul Bunyan sized chainsaw
kicked back and started striking sparks and
spitting teeth. The gigantic saw ground to a halt
as blue-gray smoke billowed out of its stalled
electric motor.

"It's stuck in something and locked up,"
screamed Suches as the men coughed and
choked while their work chamber filled with the
acrid stench of burning electrical wires. Not
understanding what was going on, Ladislas
tightened his grip on the saw handle and stared
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at the trembling, smoking saw motor. Suches
screamed, "Cut the thing off!! Cut the thing off!"

Misunderstanding the meaning of cut it off,
confused by what the words literally meant,
Ladislas held on tighter thinking he was
preventing the machine from tearing itself to
pieces.

Yelling again Suches bellowed, "Turn it off! Kill
the thing!!"

The Polish boy only became more confused
about what to do.

Desperately, Suches swatted at his helper's
hand with a shovel. The metal blade came down
edgewise on Ladislas' hand and cut deep into
his thumb. The pain and shock of being struck
from behind caused him to immediately release
the switch. Jerking his bleeding hand back,
Ladislas turned to Suches with questioning eyes
full of pain that were screaming, "What did you
do that for?"

Suches, ignoring Ladislas' quivering bloody
hand, stared at the smoking cutter and swore
into the dark dusty silence, "This worn out hunk
of junk ain't never run right. How am | going to
make production when my stuff's always tore
up?"

Squatting on the cold wet floor Suches ran his
finger through the pile of broken steel teeth and
coal dust. "Well, I'll be. . . . The dust got chips of
metal in 'em. | ain't never run into no metal in a
coal seam."”

Reaching for the switch with his bloody thumb
wrapped in a rag, Ladislas asked, "I start?"

"No you stupid Pollock, git your hands off that
thing or I'll break your other thumb! Get out of
here before you really do tear up something,"
ordered Suches.

"Go and find Scar."
"Who Scar?" asked Ladislas.

firhe foreman! The foreman! Just go and find the
biggest man you've ever seen, and you'll know
you've found Scar."

Twenty minutes later, Scar with Ladislas in tow,
crawled into the low jagged tunnel. Gasping for
breath to fill his dust-clogged lungs, Scar
bellowed in a low, vulgar tone, "Hey, Billy Goat,
git your lazy self up. You been sleepin' on the
job again. | found your boy wandering around
the mine. If you'll keep him on the job, this
Polock's one of them hard workers from the old
countryd he'll work harder than a whole dozen
of you hillbillies."

Wise from past arguments lost with Scar,
Suches held his tongue and shined his miner's
lamp onto the smoking saw, redirecting the
foreman's attention, as he pointed to the broken
machine.

Sarcastically the foreman scowled, "Goat, how'd
you tear it up this time? Was you runnin' your
mouth again when you shoulda' been payin’
attention?"




Billy Suches replied, "I ain't done nothin'.

"You better not be lie'n to me boy. If you're lie'n
you're die'n." Then Scar looked Suches in the
eye and asked, "Did | ever tell you how I killed
that little runt in that altercation at Irv's Tavern? |
just swatted him down like a bug. He shoulda’
knowed better than to come at me with a little
.22 caliber pea shooter. | told him to put it up. He
wouldn't listen. Too drunk, | guess. So when he
put the gun in my face, | just reared back and
squared away. Killed him with one swat.0

For some perverted reason, Scar told and retold
his gruesome murder story with great relish.
Actually, he was out on bail awaiting triald and
the real truth was that Scar was facing murder
charges and serious time in prison.

Ignoring the retold murder story, Suches
restated, "l ain't tore up nothin'. | sure ain't
wantin' to tear up none of the company's stuff,
cause | got production to make and six
younguns to feed."

The giant turned his massive head toward
Suches and spoke through breath laden with
garlic and cheap wine, "I don't know what you
sawed into, but whatever it is, it ain't makin' no
sense to me. I'll be gettin' a crew to dig out this
area."

Leaving to round up the rest of his men, the
foreman wrestled his 260 pounds back to the
main entryway.

Scar exited the area like a lion marking a
boundary tree and spat a long arching stream of
shiny brown tobacco juice onto the wall watching
it splatter onto Suches' shoes.

Within minutes, the metallic ring of picks and the
gouging of shovels echoed through the tiny
chamber. Straining men with backs bent low,
carved out a small low room over the object that
had wrecked the saw. As the coal cleared away,
they found that the saw had cut into the edge of
a concrete and steel slab wide as a freeway.

"This ain't makin' no sense," said the foreman as
he tried to figure out the specter. "We're a full 60
feet underground.” In the piercing light of miner's
headlamps, the outline of the white concrete
floor came into view. "Sounds hollow
underneath," he added as the jackhammer
blows reverberated around the chamber. "Cut a
hole in the slab and let's see what's under us."
Jack hammers slowly chipped through the thick
concreted making a large jagged hole in the
mine floor.

After the dust cleared, deep in the belly of the
West Virginia coal mine, amazed miners lay
face-down like spokes in a wagon wheel staring
into what appeared to be a deep man-made pit.
Scar leaned over the edge and studied what he
could see inside of the mysterious hole,
contending, "This thing looks like a cistern or a
very large dry well."

Peering into the hole, the other miners took
turns guessing what they were seeing. The one
called "No Neck" deduced, "Looks like we cut
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into the top of a big tank, like a cistern or

somethin'.

ICBM in Silo
Battery powered lanterns projected long white
streams of light into the black void. It was a full
eight stories deep and looked very much like a
modern missile silod with a missile still in place,
staring up at them!

"Beats all I've ever seen. It's like looking down
on the point of a bullet chambered in a
gun."

The chill air streaming up through the rough hole
reeked musty and staled like a newly
desecrated pharaoh's tomb. Unnoticed, the
black bullet-shaped object squinted and opened
an electronic sensor eye that looked up at them
as their probing lights flashed through the
chamber.

Breaking the mausoleum-like silence, No Neck
observed, "I'll be, the thing looks kinda like a
rocket, but it ain't got no fins on its tail."
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Another pointed a coal-stained leathery finger
and said, "There's somethin' painted on the side
of the thing. Ain't our rockets supposed to have
a flag or numbers or something painted on 'em?"

Their angle of viewing prevented them from
identifying the logo. The miner who had pulled
duty in the Air Force, said, "From the looks of
the inside of this thing, it looks just like a
Minuteman missile silo. I'll bet this thing is some
kind of Air Force secret weapon. It's the right
size you know. Wish we hadn't found it. They're
not gonna like it one bit that we discovered their
little secret.”

Someone questioning the Air Force missile silo
scenario stated, "You're dumber than dirt. How's
the thing gonna fly when it's 60 feet
underground?"

The former airman nodded, "Maybe it blasts
through the ground and then launches like a
submarine-launched cruise missile, or maybe
this is just a secret storage tank or somethingd |
don't know, and | don't think | want to know
either."

Silence . . . . then suddenly a dull thud echoed in
the deep chamber beneath them. Something
had shattered against the tall black object, and
the pieces went showering onto the floor far
below.

Startled, everyone jerked back in horror.

"What was that?" shouted the shocked foreman.




"Just a lump of coal,” grinned Blaster through his
only front tooth. "See. | told you it wasn't a
rocket. It's not made out of iron."

Infuriated that Blaster had jeopardized
everyone's life, Scar grabbed the man's collar
and jerked him into a face-to-face confrontation.
His voice quivering with a mixture of anger and
fear, the foreman shouted, "You stupid dimwit!
Don't ever do anything like that again! Don't you
ever do that again or you'll be wakin' up dead!
Do you git that?"

No one snickered during the long silent pause.

After a few minutes, Scar's nerves settled back
down, and he directed his light toward the black
object again. Drizzling a mouthful of tobacco
juice down into the silo, he pointed and said,
"There's a staircase built in the wall of this thing.
I'm goin' in. Anyone goin' down with me?"

From out of the darkness, Jeremiah Pittman, the
roof bolter, spoke a bone chilling prediction,
"Sure as the devil will be cast into the lake of fire
and brimstone that thing is booby trapped.”
Pointing with a metal roof bolt as long as a
broomstick he added, "Mark my words, you
better think twice before you go down there. The
way of a fool is right in his own eyes, but he that
hearkeneth unto counsel is wise. The only
mystery about what is down in that hole is why
the military people let us get so close."

Scar looked at Pittman, considered what the
bolter had said and then reluctantly overruled his
better judgment and dismissed the warning.
Putting on a mockers pose, Scar requested
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sarcastically, "Jeremiah, how's about you goin'
back to the office. Call the Army Base, and you
ask 'em why anyone would be stupid enough to
bury this thing here under our property!" Then as
an afterthought the foreman added, "And
Pittman bring back rope, all of the power cords
we have, some extra lights, and the Polaroidd
and if it ain't askin' too much, say a prayer to the
Man upstairs for me."

Pittman, a stumpy man, kept a well-worn Bible in
his pocket and was more pious than most. A
person who practiced what he preached, he was
the crew's resident conscienced and constant
pain in the neckd being the embodiment of Mark
T wa i addps, "Few things are harder to put up
with than the annoyance of a good example."

In Pittman's mind, the mines were his mission
field, and the mine's heathen savages all
needed salvation through Jesus. To the miners,
it was group sport to make fun of Pittman's
religious fervor, but privately it was another
matter, as he was often approached and asked
to explain what he knew about Bible topics.
Pittman's answer was always the same, "Only
volunteers go to heaven. To get there, you must
get outside help. No matter how big or smart or
rich you are, you can't do it on your own."

Acknowledging Scar's prayer request, Pittman
turned back from his errand to the surface and
said, "Scar, 16 uhhhé o

"Yeah, what now Bible thumper?"




"Uhh, nothing, | guess. Be careful. That's all.
Just be careful. I'll be ahh prayin' for you."

Without further argument, Pittman began the
forty-minute trek up and out of the mine.

In the meantime, Scar stared into the dark hole
and spat a shiny stream marking new territory.

Jeremiah Pittman had made his heart think
about the possible dangers of booby traps and
trip wires.

Overruling his second thoughts and against all
of his better judgment, Scar disappeared down
the rusty spiral staircased alone into the cold
throat of the dark unknown.

Silent in their thoughts, his crew waited.

A huge rat scurried in and out of the darkness,
crawled over a miner's boot and started climbing
a nearby timber. Mine rats can make a good
living off leftover lunches and human fecal
matter. Someone picked up a shovel to whack
the filthy rat off of the post. A more sensible man
grabbed the shovel away and reprimanded,
"You don't kill rats down here you moron! They
smell stuff we can't. Look at him. He's sniffin' for
firedamp gas. Looks to me like he's found it."

Watching intently, one of the older miners
remarked, "That's Daddy Rat, leader of the
pack. You can always tell the leader 'cause of
his size."

The rat spiraled around the post as it climbed.
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Up next to the ceiling, the rodent kept nervously
circling the wooden support while sniffing the
damp air. Everyone's eyes followed the shiny,
gray rodent as it scurried back down the post
with an evident urgency. Once the head rat
reached the mine floor, it made a dash for the
center of the tunnel, jumped straight up in the air
and squealed. Rats from everywhere converged
from the blackness joining their leader in a race
to find safe air.

"Daddy Rat knows somethin'. Check the air! If
it's firedamp gas, a spark will blow this place to
kingdom come!"

The Mine Safety Officer ordered, as he checked
his Flame Safety Lamp, "Pass the word, light no
matches."

Hearing, but not understanding, a figure sat
hidden back in the dark shadows. The young
Polish boy, bored at gibberish spoken too fast
for him to understand, nursed his throbbing
thumb, while trying to figure out Billy Suches'
cruel blow. Absent-mindedly, he reached into his
shirt pocket and took out his pouch of loose
tobacco and cigarette papers. Carefully,
Ladislas formed the white paper around his coal-
black index finger and filled the little trough with
sprinkles of brown tobacco. He passed the open
cigarette under his nose and sniffed the rich
tobacco aroma. Rolling the cigarette between
his dirty fingers, he smudged the snowy white
paper as he twisted the ends shut. With a
smoker's expectation of pure satisfaction, he
licked the cigarette paper from end to end to
create an airtight seal.




Rummaging around in his shirt pocket, he finally
pulled out a large kitchen match and scratched it
against his belt buckle. The initial flare of the
igniting match lit up the dark chamber with a
flash of bright sulphur-yellow light. As if frozen in
strobe-light slow motion, minerséfaces etched
with fear, turned toward the flame, their mouths
forming the words, "No! No! Don't light the
match!!!"

Too little, too late.

The tiny spark kindled a bomb-like methane gas
explosion.

By dumb luck, Scar was left alive while those he
left behind were entombed. The mine's roof
collapsed sealing the fate of the other men and
closing off a way for Scar to escape. Shaking
and sick with fear, unable to return to the
mineshaft above, he started feeling his way into
the unknown darkness thinking he would surely
die a slow miserable death by starvation or
worse.

Eight stories below the opening cut in the silo
ceiling, Scar circled the tall black object and
eventually stumbled onto a tunnel opening.
Although partly collapsed, the broad tunnel
entrance was lined with white tile and had once
been illuminated with fluorescent light fixtures
that were now dangling from rusty chains and
broken wires.

Cautiously, the big man crawled over a rubble
pile and into the dark tunnel. An hour of wading
through ankle deep puddles and clambering

over fallen debris finally brought him to a large
central room. A frustrated grunt of amazement
was all he could mutter as his helmet light
reflected off the walls of a circular concrete room
covered with white tile up to eye level. The high
vaulted chamber was made of rough concrete
walls which were streaked with rust from the
maze of broken pipes that crisscrossed the area
and disappeared into the other tunnels. Spider-
webbed with fractures, the chamber had the look
of a surreal painting caused by roots which had
grown through the cracks and died in matted
tangles resembling witch's hair. Scar surmised
that the complex was abandoned because an
earthquake had rendered the tunnels too
dangerous for continued use.

Stepping over piles of rubble, Scar approached
the disintegrating electronic consoles lining the
outer walls and tried to make sense of the
various gages, valves and handles. However,
none of it made any sense. He concluded this
might have been the climate control center of
the complexd ord was it something else?
Actually, he didn't care. Reality was, he might
die in this dark forsaken place and no one would
ever know or care.
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With the helmet lamp dimming, he sat down,
turned off the light and took stock of his
situation. In the total blackness he thought of
times past and what to do next. It's funny what
pops into a person's head. He remembered a
chance encounter with a German psychologist
named Rudolph and his story of being lost at
sea. Rudolph had been a member of Hitler's
youth and eventually joined the German Navy.
While at sea, Rudolph fell overboard. He said at
first he just swam around waiting for someone to
throw him a line, but it didn't happen. The ship
kept on going. Seeing the ship moving past him,
he began to wave his arms and shoutd all to no
avail. The ship sailed on and the German
seaman remembered seeing only the foamy
wake from the huge propellers. That's when he
offered to make a deal with God. He promised
he would dedicate his life to Christian service if
he were rescued. And, the ship turned around!
Rudolph became a Christian psychologist.

Sitting there in the thick inky blackness, Scar,
the barroom brawler, also prayed for a special
deal and then turned on his headlamp and
refocused. He conjectured that he was in the
hub of a large wheel-shaped complex with
spokes radiating out in all directions. Like a ratin
a maze, all he wanted was out, and sooner
rather than later. But, unlike the rat, the miner
only had a limited time to make his escape.

When his lamp went dark, the proverbial jig was
up. On a miner's hunch, he decided to make his
way through the tunnel that seemed most likely
to come out at the military storage depot. An
hour later, his lamp growing ever dimmer, he
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tripped over a set of stairs. Looking up,
squinting, he narrowed his eyes and saw a tiny
lifesaving sliver of light piercing the blackness at
the top of the steps. Running up the stairs he
slammed into a heavy steel door. As he tried to
jimmy the rusty latch, a light came on and the
unblinking eye of a surveillance camera alerted
security and set off an ear splitting alarm.

Suddenly the thick door swung open and the
beaming miner, arms open wide to greet his
liberators, believing salvation and rescue had
come, found himself face to face with a squad of
heavily armed military police yelling, "Get down!
Get down on the floor! Now!"

Stupefied, the big man hit the deck, offering no
resistance as they cuffed him and placed a hood
over his head.

Minutes later they searched him, took his wallet
and stuffed into a military van and driven several
miles before being unloaded and led into a non-
descript concrete building. Frog marching with
ankle chains and wrist restraints he made his
way to an interrogation roomd or so it seemed
to him once they sat him down and removed his
hood. Put him on display as if he were some
strange and unusual bird the guards circled him
sitting under a bright spot light while waiting for a
superior officer to arrive.

A heavy metal door opened on squeaking
hinges and someone unseen but of obvious
importance walked into the room.




fiMr. Hardemann we checked and found out you
are a foreman at a coalmine just outside the
depot. How did you get here?0

Hardemann told his incredible story.

firhe interrogator sighed, Mr. Hardemann, you
have really stepped into it. No one on this depot
has ever been down there. 1t& strictly off limits.
And now you, a civilian, of all people have taken
a stroll through a top secret restricted aread this
is just incredible! You, sir are in up to your
eyeballs!o

Hardemann replied tersely, fl was just doinémy
job. How was | to know what you military types
were up to? What happened? | was climbing
down the ladder in the silo and the next thing |
know there®& an explosion and 1dn trapped. Did
the crew get out? Is everyone okay?0

The interrogator grimly stated, A havend heard,
but it dona look good.o

Hardemann let loose a stream of expletives and
followed up with, fl should@ backed off. | had no
business going in and putting everybody in
danger. He sat with his massive head in his
hands.

The interrogator added, fit& worse Hardemann,
it turns out youde a convicted felon awaiting trial
on second degree murder charges, and you of
all people have stumbled headlong into a top
secret area. The easiest thing to do is shoot you
and do us all a favor. Nobody knows youde
here, so it would be a nice clean kill, and the
world would be rid of the likes of you.0
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Hardemann winced as he thought he heard a
pistol being cocked.

fButé othe interrogator added with a sense of
regret, irhat®& not my choice to make. For now,
youdl remain here incognito until they decide
what to do with you or where to dispose of your
body.0

==
Chapter 2

boyds match fIl ame,

who had been on his way to the surface,
dived for cover. Still half a mile from the safety of
the mine's entrance, the miner heard the
ominous low rumbling from deep in the mine's
throat. He knew that at any second an enormous
wall of fire would blast up the mine's gullet and
vomit from its black mouth into the outside air.
Diving into a hole in the side of the tunnel,
Pittman pressed himself tightly against the wall.
In full fury, the passing tornado of fire blew him
loose and sent him flying across the railroad
tracks of the haulage tunnel.

I I earing the explosion caused by the Polish

Haulage Tunnel Entrance

Pr ea




Desperately praying, he grabbed onto a cross tie
and flattened himself between the rails. The
flame front swept over his head burning the
oxygen and poisoning the air with its acrid
breath as it swept toward the mine's entrance.
With bleeding hands, he snuffed out his fiery
clothing, flipped open his rescue canister, and
bit down on the snorkel mouthpiece. He knew
that the self-rescuer would give him thirty
minutes to escaped only thirty minutes to live or
die a horrible death with his lungs filled with
noxious fumes!

The mine went deathly silent. Only the rhythmic
drip, drip, drip of water from the haulage way
ceiling could be heard. A burned and bruised
Pittman inched his way up the railroad track
through a low blue haze that he thought smelled
like C-4 plastic explosive.

"I knew it! | knew it! That hole was booby
trapped. | knew it! | knew it all along!"

Outside, the explosion sent shock waves
radiating through the mine overburden and

into the air like ripples on a pond. Miles away, it
was heard and felt. Within minutes, the rescue
squad and a young newspaper reporter named
Thomas Tarbow arrived just in time to see a
lone, ragged figure stagger into the light.

Pittman, stumbled from the mine, burned,
batteredd but alive!

A rescuer said, "He's been burned. We'll take
him over to Vet's Hospital."
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Workers from neighboring mines arrived and set
up search and rescue teams. At the hospital, in
a curtained off area of the emergency room
smelling of disinfectant, Jeremiah Pittman sat
waiting for the x-ray films to develop.

Later, as his burns were cleaned and dressed,
the attending physician reassured him, "Pittman,
you're a lucky man; your injuries look a lot worse
than they really are."

Thenurseaddedt o t he doctom®ds
she finished bandaging his arms, "A little salve
and a few daysorest will heal you right up."

Although his ears were still ringing and his arm
hurt, Pittman figured to be home before dark.
"Home! Alive with my family! Praise the Lord and
His mighty angels! Praise the Lord!"

Left alone in the room, things settled down, his

mind cleared somewhat. Then, he remembered
the call he had been instructed to make. Using

an emergency room phone, he called the Army
base.

At the other end, an operator's soft voice
answered, "Spivey Sinks Military Depot
headquarters, may | help you?"

Pittman exclaimed, "l was in the mine
explosion!"

"Excuse me sir? What mine explosion?"
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"The one next to your depot. You mean you
don't know about it? What kind of stupidity would
it take to bury something like that?"

"Like what?"
fiWhat do you mean what? Like a missile!"

"Sir, | positively don't know what you're talking
about, but hold on while | connect you to
someone who can help. | damnnecting you with
the Base Commander's Office."

An astonished aid, forgetting his military
etiquette yelled, "General, get the phone,
stat!"

A startled general asked, Who is this?"

Pittman blurted out the whole story in one long
stream of words.

The General, reeling from Pittman's graphic
account commanded, "Mr. Pittman, keep this to
yourself. Don't talk to anyoned especially a
news organization. You got that? I'm sending
two men to debrief you. Sit tight. And, Pittman,
for the sake of the families, please don't tell
anyone what you saw."

Jeremiah Pittman, a former soldier, knew how to
take orders even when they didn't make sense.

The General immediately ordered the entire
area around the mine sealed off. "I don't care
what the owners or the local authorities say. Tell
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‘em, uhh, tell 'em it's for military security
concerns.

fivyes, tell 'em it's for security reasons."

Just minutes after he had hung up the phone, a
very puzzled Pittman found himself the center of
a flurry of attention. Military police hurried him off
to a guarded room.

"Why's the MP posted outside my door?"
"Oh, he's just a guard to keep the press away."

"We have them at all VA hospitals you know,"
answered one of the two men who had just
rushed into the room.

"We're doctors," said the taller, stork-necked one
as he introduced himself.

The other asked, "Mr. Pittman, the General says
you say you saw a rocket in a silo?"

"Well, put it this way, | looked down in that hole
with my own two eyes and saw something
awfully strange."

"Pittman, did you tell anyone else what you
saw?" asked the bird-necked one.

"No, not yet."
"You're sure you saw a rocket?"
"Ask the others. Thatoés

have to take my word for it. The thing was huge,
and black as a crow."

wh @t




"l don't think we'll be asking the others," replied

the second one, "Looks like you're the only one

left. Nobody could survive what happened down
there."

"I'm the only one left?"
"Looks that way."

The news of his friendsédeaths hit him like a
kick in the gut. Pittman with a tear in his eye,
shook his head and began repeating, "I told
them. | told them."

Running over the discovery of the mystery silo in
his mind, Pittman asked his interrogators,
"How'd the Army get that thing buried there
anyhow? You must've dug a tunnel from the
depot to the mountain. Is that how you did it?"

The two ignored his question and stepped to a
far corner of the room and huddled in an
impromptu conference. Turning away from
Pittman, they talked quietly about him as if he
were some sort of strange and unusual alien
whose presence they had to explain to an
unbelieving world. The tall one turned back to
the increasingly agitated miner and said, "Now,
Mr. Pittman as far as we can tell, you're suffering
from the side-effects of inhaling methane gas.
Causes people to hallucinate, you know?"

"Causes them to what?"

"Causes them to hallucinate, Mr. Pittman. You
know. See things that

fMr. Pittman, you know how easy it is to mistake
things in the dark. Who hasn't imagined they've

seen something weird in the shadows? Well, I'l

bet you've imagined some pretty strange things

yourself sometimes when you were alone in the
mine. Haven't you, sir?"

Before Jeremiah Pittman could reply, he
continued, "Well, Mr. Pittman, we all know you

How could a missile be buried 60 feet
underground? After the struggles you went
through to escape the explosion, what could you
expect to remember accurately? We think you
imagined seeing a missile because you were
affected by methane gas.

Then asking a leading question, "You know, you
have probably forgotten everything that
happened before the

Pittman retorted angrily, Hog wash! | saw what |
saw. 0

fNow, now, Mr. Pittman, this is very common.
Why, this happens all the time when people are
involved in traumatic situations. People just
block the bad out. When people get into car
wrecks, they can't remember a thing that
happened during the accident especially if
someone gets killed or injured badly. In fact, you
should be thankful to even be alive."

Pittman, becoming irritated with this man and

not trusting him asked, fSo, you're sayin' you
edondteawbhy meete. del |l

you want me to |ie?d

a
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"No, no, Mr. Pittman, we just don't want you to
tell people what you think you saw. Okay?"

"Don't tell me what | did and didn't see. | know
what | saw. It was no hallucination. | saw
something | shouldn't have seen, and you can't
t el | me no different!
want me to lie."

Showing concern at not getting the message
through the miner's thick head, the stork stated
regretfully, "I'm afraid, sir, you're a lot sicker than
we thought. | mean, who would believe you saw
a rocket in a silo under a coal mine sixty feet
below the ground? That makes no sense.
Besides, Mr. Pittman, it's a matter of national
security. You wouldn't want to say anything that
would jeopardize national security. Would you?"

Becoming irate, Pittman bellowed, "How come a
doctor is talking about national security
anyhow?"

"We're specialists."

Turning away, Pittman spoke to his reflection in
the window and asked, "Just how dumb a hillbilly
do you take me to be? Nobody's going to tell me
what to say. | saw what | saw, and I'll tell
whoever | want."

Unseen by Pittman, a signal was given to
summons help. Hurried footsteps of the
approaching nurse echoed down the hall and
into the room. The lady in white entered
concealing a large syringe behind her back.

"You need me?"

The men nodded. The nurse walked over to
Pittman and in a professional, not to be
questioned tone of voice said, "Mr. Pittman, we
want to give you a little something to help relax

Wh a tyourlnénraes. Wekaawiit's bieen ia sough dagafor
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you. This will make you feel better. You'll just
feel a tiny bee sting right here in your arm."
No right of refusal was given.

The needle was hardly withdrawn before his
arms and legs turned to lead. An overwhelming
desire washed over him to lie down, relax and
sleep.

Seconds later, free from emotional agitation, the
miner started repeating in an ever-slowing
cadence, "l told them the thing was booby-
trapped. | told them the thing was booby-
trapped. | told them. | told . . . | told."

When his lips couldn't form the words any more,
Pittman floated off into pleasant drug induced
dreams. Jeremiah Pittman is lying spread-eagle
on his grandma's feather bed, sinking deeper
and deeper into the soft goose-down. He smells
the old pine wood head board and smiles. His
eyes gently close. The light bulb hanging from
the ceiling winks out, and the room fades to
black.

"Sorry about that Mr. Pittman, you were in the
wrong place at the wrong time. Sweet
dreams, you're one tough hillbilly."

you




Minutes later, the two "doctors" are seen
pushing a gurney, rolling Pittman to a waiting
helicopter. Lifting off of the hospital roof, it
disappears into the West Virginia night sky.
The next day the Spivey Sinks Gazette ran the
following story.

Explosion Rocks Solomon Mine
Tuesday, July 8, 1969
By Thomas Tarbow

Six men of a seven-man crew are presumed
killed in the explosion and collapse that
rocked the Solomon Mine late yesterday
afternoon. Only one person, Mr. Jeremiah
Pittman, 48, a roof bolter, survived the blast
and is being treated for burns and contusions
at Spivey Sinks Veteran & Hospital. Officials
said that Pittman escaped by using his self -
rescue canister and crawling nearly half a
mile to safety. The 20 -year veteran miner was
reportedly on an errand going back up to the
mine office when the explosion occurred.
Veteran's Hospital's Dr. Timothy Murphy, the
attending physician, said he could not
comment on the exact nature of Pittman's
burns, but he did say that Mr. Pittman was in
satisfactory condition and being attended by
military specialists.

The names of the six other men were not
released pending notification of the next of
kin. This bringstot welve the number of
miners killed so far this year in West Virginia.
On the average, an American miner is killed
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every other day, and one is injured every ten
minutes.

The Solomon Mine is a small drift mine in the
west face of Spivey Mountain. The mine is
privately owned and employs forty -six people.
The mountain and Solomon Creek form the
western border of the Spivey Mountain

Military Weapons Depot. An investigative

team from the Bureau of Mine Safety and a
number of Army specialists are on the scene.
For security reasons the Army has sealed off

the area. B
==

"| tried to tell you! | tried to tell you," screamed
Pittman as Scar chased him through the
exploding mine. Running for his life, the
dreaming miner sank into quick sand up to his
knees and stuck fast. Turning around with terror-
filled eyes, he saw the torso of Scar raising his
mangled arm high in the air and waving a bloody
miner's axe over his head. Pittman shouted as
he stared into the bloodless dead face of Scar
Looking into Scar's serial-killer eyes, he
pleaded, "Don't kill me! Don't kill me! | tried to
warn you! | don't want to die in this awful dark
place!" Trying desperately to free himself, he
turned to run. His mind commanded his body to
run, but his legs would only work in slow motion.
Helplessly, hopelessly, he looked over his
shoulder and watched the shiny blood drenched
axe plunging toward the back of his neck.

The blow never landed.




The nightmare abruptly ended with the
struggling dreamer wildly thrashing and flailing
on the bed.

Awakening in a cold sweat, Pittman struggled to
gain consciousness over the drug induced sleep
and sat bolt upright in bed. Focusing his
reluctant eyes, he shook the cobwebs from his
brain, realizing that he had only been dreaming.
Looking around, Pittman rubbed his eyes, trying
to make sense of the confusion as to where he
was. He sat up, looked around and wondered,
"Since when did veteran's hospitals have
balconies overlooking the ocean?"

On unsteady legs, the confused coal miner
cautiously made his way to the rail. Staring in
disbelief as if his brain could not compute what
he was seeing, he saw puffy white clouds
drifting high over airplane hangars in the
distance, and a line of fighter jets dressed in
camouflage standing on the tarmac beside the
nearby runway.

"What in tarnation is that out there?"
Holding his bandaged hands to his eyes, he
squinted and desperately tried to make sense of
the scene. "I must be dreaming. Spivey Sinks
ainét got nothindé |i

"Mr. Pittman, how do you feel now?"
Behind him stood a man he had not met before

who had quietly stepped onto the Penthouse
balcony.

ke t
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He asked, "Are you feeling better? You had an
accident. Do you remember having an
accident?0

Without waiting for a response, the man asked,
fMr. Pittman, how many fingers am | holding
up?o0

Do you have a headache? Are you hungry?

You must be thirsty. Can we get you something

to drink?"

He continued unabated until Pittman blurted out,
fiStop with the questions! Where am I? What am

| doinghere?And who are you?o

fNow, Mr. Pittman, you are perfectly safe, and

as for me, Il 6m just doing
you are doing. You have had a pretty nasty
accident . o

fl want out of here!" bellowed Pittman in an ever
increasing louder and louder wail of confusion
and fear.

"I understand. In due time, Pittman," replied the
officer gesturing with his hands for the man to
calm down. iSit down here and talk to me a
minute. We just want to get your side of the

h stary about the mine accident. Before we get

started, how about some coffee? Maybe a sweet
rol |l ?20

Pittman didn't hear the questions. Instead, he
kept pleading, "Where am I? Who are

you anyhow? Where am I? Who are you? What
am | doing here? Where's my wife? | want my
family."

Ny




The man spoke reassuringly with soft tones,
"Jeremiah, you must not get all excited. You
have been under a lot of stress. Getting all
worked up is not helping matters."

Pittman began to hyperventilate and was
becoming more and more irrational. With coal
miner's muscles, he shoved his way toward the
door and demanded, "l want out of here now! |
have my rights! I'm a veteran! | want out of here,
and | want out now!"

Irritated at his failure to calm the patient and
fearing for what might happen next, the
interviewer said, "He's totally irrational," and
waved for help.

"Sorry Pittman, but you're going to have to get
settled down for your own good."

Three guards appeared out of nowhere and
hustled the muscular miner back onto his bed,
pinning him down as a nurse moved up beside
his bed and hurriedly flicked out the air bubble in
the hypodermic needle. Again, no right of refusal
was given.

A terrified Pittman looked away as she plunged
the needle deep into his shoulder. The room
lights began to spin over his head. Grandma's
feather bed again. Daylight faded to black.

The next day, Pittman awoke and didn't move a
muscle. Lying as still
case, he carefully moved his eyes inspecting the
room hoping he had been dreaming some

terrible nightmare. It was not to be. On a nearby
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table lay another sedative-filled hypodermic
syringe. A huge guard sat reading a comic book
by the open window.

Looking up he noticed, "Oh, Mr. Pittman, you're
awake. I'll be right back."
"No, no, donot " he
from his dry raspy throat.

But the nurse-guard was already signaling

Pittman's awakening before he could get him

stopped.

go yet,

A man who did not identify himself walked in a
few minutes later and motioned for a disheveled
Pittman to join him on a soft luxurious Italian
leather couch out on the balcony.

Reluctantly, Pittman joined him. When they were

seated, the man asked, iiWWhat can we make you

for breakfast, Mr. Pittman? Our chef is standing

by waiting for your order.
A dispirited Pittman didnd
pleaded, "When can | go home anyhow? | want

to go home. "
"When home is real/l

you go

fithenl want to go now! 0

wel, not so fast Pittman. I
it out by now, youbve got
traublet andoyoutare hohcoaperating with largyoné s

toworkthi s out . O




A

In alowvoice, Pittmansaid,1 ai nét done fidbdehrilused, but now webve got
wrong. O we can talk to you about the importance of this
matter. You need not worry. Your family has
fiWell that may be true, but you and your crew been notified that you have been moved to this
stumbled onto something that you should never hospital for special treatment and as soon as
have seen. 0 you are able, we'll fly you home."
iLi ke what 2?0 "Fly me home? Where am | anyhow?"
fLike what you say you saw down there in the "Well, Mr. Pittman, let's just say home is 500
mine. 0 miles from here, and that's the Atlantic Ocean
you see down there. You are one privileged
fl saw, whatl s aw! 0 character, my friend. This is one of the finest
penthouse suites Uncle Sam owns. Some call it,
fivres, thatodés the probl em| 6CampDavidbytheSea.0 We j ust <call i
Pent house. Youbd be surpri
fiyou saw something, but you just think you saw, facility. Look around you, windows on every
what you saw. 0 si de, a wonder ful cross br
own Jacuzzi, a private rooftop pool and your
On a silver tray, a butler brought coffee and own bar. Believe it or not
juice. sitting on the roof. Why, it even comes with a
cook, butler and a maid. What do you think
Seeming not to notice, the miner said, dondft aboutthat,Pi tt man?o
understand what youdre gayind. I saw what |
saw. 0 iNot much. | ainét been swi
kid. | dondédt drink no alco
flLook Pittman, you know from your past military for us. So none of this means a hill of beans to
experience that some things are eyes only and me. O
that no copies are allowedtobemade. 6 Theyobr e
so secret that only people on a need to know "Just git this through yourh e a d , I aindt g
basis are allowed to see them. Do you anything against my will! And if this is such a
understand what | dm s ayi n fcyplace for me to enjoy, where's my family?
You bringing them up here, too?"
iKi nd of, but it wasndt my fault that | saw what |
saw! We were just ther e| daévoididy theuastion,the mamaasd, "No need
doin.o to worry. They know you're safe and sound. We
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told them you're in a special burn recovery
hospital."

"I'm in a what?"

Where | come from, a manos
fl t 6 s cqvar stdry taabuy us some time to
plead our case with you. We want you to see Taken aback by the miner's simple honesty, the
your fine family again, | AfénRskedBido, weudmae dwi Idloi ng ng
that until we get you successfully debriefed. It is you saw?o
in the name of national |security. o

Definitely more cooperative, the miner
fSuccessfully debriefed?dPittman shot back, responded,Ai f it 6s a national se

ivhat kinda doubl e t al
With a bit of an edge, the man replied, "Pittman,
you're an intelligent man. We didn't go to all of
this trouble, and violate your civil rights, and put
our careers in serious jeopardy, just so that you
might forget some stupid idea about a missile
being buried 60 feet underground. Anyone with
half a brain can figure out that doesn't make
sense. In fact, we are doing you a favor. You
would be looked at like a complete idiot if you
mentioned anything about this to anyone. Do

you want to be | ooked

Feeling control of his temper slipping away, the
man laid it out plainly, flListen to me, mister.
Whatever you think yousawd -y ou d i
that simple. Whatever you can imagine it isd -it
isn't. Let me try to explain it with a paraphrase
from the Good Book. Eye hath not seen, nor ear
heard, neither have entered into the heart of
man, the thing you saw. You've stumbled
headlong into something you need to forgetd
forever. What we did was for your own good.
Got it?"

dn' t|!

Reeling from the in-your-face confrontation,
Pittman found a new spirit of cooperative and
said, fireah, | got it now that you finally shucked
it down to the cob. All you had to do was ask.

k i swotldlaetl? Wenat kinld of & fetson would want

at
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to do something agin his country

The officer smiled and said, i 6 | | see
something in this for you. Look for a little token
of the governmentoés ap

The miner, wanting to go home and tired of
struggling, gave a guarded smile, and the two
shook hands.

With a pledge not to tell his secret and a
handstekettolseal tHe deal, Jeremiah Pittman
left for West Virginia on a private jet at 3:00 a.m.
Two hours later, the plane landed at Spivey
Sinks Military Base. Later that morning, a
helitopter ferried Pittman back to the local
veteranbds hospital

==

He

Home again in a kitchen filled with the
welcoming aroma of freshly baked cinnamon
rolls, Pittman sat down to his favorite breakfast
of fried eggs with potatoes and onions. He

anyhow?o
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asked, "Maudie, what do you keep looking at
anyhow?"

Wiping her hands on her apron, she walked over
to where he was sitting and asked, "What
happened to all of the bandages you had on
your head? When they brought you out on the
balcony in the rolling chair you looked like a
mummy. | don't mind saying. It scared me
plenty. Why, you were so bandaged up you
could hardly wave. Look at you today, there's
not a mark on you. You're all healed up. They
must have used some powerful medicine."

Fayla, his daughter, joined in, "Yeah papa, you
didn't even look like yourself. We all felt so dumb
standing in the parking lot and waving up at you.
What was that all about? Why couldn't we get in
to see you?0

Guessing that this was part of the charade to put
his family at ease while he was gone, Pittman
managed a halfhearted grin, opted not to bother
explaining what had really happened. Instead,
he stated, "It's a miracle I'm alive . . . a miracle!
The Lord is good. He is very good."

Maude wiped the sweat from his brow with the
clean side of her apron. "We were worried sick
that you had something terrible ailing you. But
look at you now, you look fit as a fiddle. We had
everyone praying for you. Why, we began to
think the government men weren't telling us the
truth about how sick you really was."

Pittman reached up and patted his wife's hand
and said, "Now Maudie, government men don't
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lie. They take an oath to always tell the truth.
Everyone knows that. And anyhow, I'm mighty
thankful just to be alive, and I'm home. Now,
stop standing around fussing over me. I'm
hungry."

==
Jeremiah Pittman continued working in the
mines until 1985 and passed away peacefully
six years later in his sleep. As far as anyone
knew, Pittman died a good soldier not telling
anyone his secret. Not a perfect man though, he
had harbored grudges. The older he grew the
more he had become obsessed with getting
even.

==
Chapter 3

Thomas Tarbow received a Wednesday

morning call from the law firm of Spivey,
Spivey, and Thompson. Bill Spivey, an attorney
friend said, "Thomas, a Mr. Jeremiah Pittman
from over in Coal Creek died, and we're
probating his will. The old man was a retired
coal miner, and he named you, well, | mean your
newspaper in his will."

I n the spring of 1991, the newspaper editor,

"That name, Jeremiah Pittman, should | know
this man? Why would he leave money to my
newspaper?"

"Thomas, | don't think it's money. | get the idea
from his relatives that the old guy must have




been some kind of an eccentric oddball type, not
weird weird, just a little strange. Anyhow, he left
you three items: a couple of shoe boxes and a
cigar box sealed up with tape. Oh yes, believe it
or not, he also left you a majorette's baton." The
lawyer chuckled and added, fHe sure sounds
ikckanodd duck. 0

"Got any idea about the rest of the stuff? Like
what's in the boxes?"

"Can't tell a thing just looking at them. They don't
weigh much, and they're kind of grungy looking.
Could be stuffed full of stocks and bonds for all |
know. In which case, you could pay up the bet
you lost the last time | skunked you at golf.
Remember the million-dollar hole, Thomas?"

The editor feigned memory loss.

Chuckling, his friend chided him, "Uhh Thomas,
I'd expect a church leader to always tell the
truth."

"Umm Humm, good point, but nobody's perfect, 6
he smiled.

"Listen, Thomas, all kidding aside. | don't know
what's in these boxes. | haven't a clue. You'll just
have to see for yourself."

"We're going to have the heirs in at 10:00
tomorrow morning. We need to have you here to
represent the paper as its chief officer. Can you
be here and sign for these things?"
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"No can do. I'll be out of town tomorrow. Leaving
early in the morning to go backpacking on the
Appalachian Trail. Won't be back in the office
until Sunday night."

"Which way are you heading?"

"We're going to pick up the trail down in Virginia
and head south into North Carolina. There's
eight of us going this time. Two counselors and
six kids."

"How many miles do you hike a day?"

"A good day is eight. We're not pushing it. Just
want to hike and take in some great vistas of
God's Creation..."

The lawyer cut in, "I don't think | can hold the
family off until Monday."

Tarbow countered with a suggestion, "Listen,
Bill, how about me sending Dee Dee Williams,
my assistant editor, in my place?"

Spivey paused a few seconds as his mind
weighed legal alternatives. "I'll tell you what,
have your secretary type up an authorization
from yourself saying your assistant can
represent you on behalf of the paper. You sign
the authorization, have it witnessed, and I'll let
her have the boxes. | can make that work. What
do you think?"

"Great! | appreciate itd and Bill, just to make
sure everything is okay. I'll have Dee Dee put




the stuff in the safe until | get back in town.
Okay?"

The lawyer replied, "It'll be okay this time, but
Thomas, remember, you owe me one."

"Don't | always?"

The next morning, Thomas instructed his
editorial assistant, Dee Dee Williams, to pick up
the boxes and research some background
information on who their strange benefactor
was.

On the drive to the trailhead, Tarbow reflected
on the family newspaper which had been
founded by his late father in 1952. His dad
remained a source of inspiration having left his
son a legacy of common sense wisdom and
sage advice that was often served up with a
great deal of humor and wit. These memories
often floated to the surface as he thought to
himself Dad used to sayé

The editor reminisced on how, after studying
journalism in college, and his stint with the Cold
War style of U.S. Army Special Forces in Bad
Tolz, Germany. He returned home as a citizen
who had seen the other side up close and
personald and never talked about it or flaunted
what he knew or could do. He deeply loved God
and his country. The newspaper and its
responsibility to the community was the focus of
his secular life. He loved it, and he was good at
it. Owning the only local newspaper in the area,
and acting as both publisher and editor for the
little five-day-a-week publication, he stayed
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about as busy as he wanted to bed and had
every weekend free. To be honest, he knew that
the paper pretty much ran itself. He had good
people who did the routine day to day work as
he functioned more as the publisher who
oversaw the operation. Life was good, and he
knew it.

The paper's main offices were two glassed-in
Florida rooms, one for the editor, the larger for
the staff. The offices, later additions to the main
building, were added onto the front of an aging
brick structure that had once been a grocery
warehouse. In the editor's office, Hammurabi,
King of Babylon, Tarbow's enormous cat, waved
his tail like a dust mop across the well-worn
couch. The office, otherwise known as
Hammurabi's Kingdom, was a pleasing jumble of
papers, magazines, and cat toys. His backpack
and trekking poles were leaning against the wall
in the far corner.

The knotty pine walls were decorated with
pictures of Tarbow's family, his man toys and his
U.S. Army memorabilia. There were also various
pictures of his kids and one of his late wife
sitting on their Harley-Davidson motorcycle.

Materially, life had been good to Tarbow. He had
all of the things a man could want and much
more than he needed. Nowadays, Thomas
would have gladly traded them all and his family
wealth for a second chance at life with his much
loved deceased wife. He smiled, Like Dad used
to say, all that glitters is not gold.

===




Keeping her normal Monday morning ritual, Dee
Dee Williams arrived late for work carrying a box
of fresh, hot from the fryer, Sneckerdoodle®
donutsd which she ceremoniously placed on
her editor's desk.

"Morning, Reverend Tarbow."

Nodding in a mock condescending manner he
smiled and answered, fiGood morning, Ms.
Wil liams, I pray all [

Tarbow, a Seventh-day Adventist was a layman
leader in his local church. His title was Elder. He
knew full well she was only ribbing him and that
she knew he wasn't a minister. Her friendly little
dig was aimed at his denomination not using the
title "reverend" because they believe that only
God is holy and deserves that title.

Plopping down her purse beside the store fresh
donuts, the leggy, twenty-two year old blond was
doing outstanding work at her first job out of
college. She moved on to the business of the
day and volunteered, "lI've got those boxes of
Mr. Pittman's locked in the safe just like you
asked."

"Good, that stuff has been on my mind all
weekend. Wonder what it is?"

After hanging up her coat Dee Dee walked over
to the donut box and carefully chose a jelly filled
one, held it up like it was some prize winning
pastry and offered it to her boss. "Here, try this.
Maybe it'll make up for me being lated again,"
she smilingly said and then added, "Our car
wouldn't start again. My husband is charging up

s |wel |
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the dumb battery again. If we ever get rich like
you, we're going to stop buying the other man's
troubles and get us a brand new car.0

Fully aware of her constant battle to keep her
old worn out vehicle on the road, Tarbow smiled
sympathetically and began nibbling at the edges
of the delicious bakery sweet. Careful not to let
the filling squash out he leaned over the desk
and into the doughnut so as to protect his tie, all
the while stroking his cat with his free hand.
with you?o

Not the least bit fussy like other cats,
Hammurabi decided to leap from his owner's lap
onto the desk and stick his head into the
unguarded doughnut box.

"Hammurabi! You get your furry head out of that.
Big fat cat!" Continuing his fussing with the
unresponsive animal, he fretted, "Shoo now!
Shoo! Nobody wants cat hair all over their food."

One delicious donut later Tarbow opened the
business of the day with, "So, Super Siss, what
happened while | was gone?"

Super Siss was simply a term of endearment.
Before a typical work day passed he may
address her with five or ten different names and
titles. It just depended on how the day went. All
of his employees received equal treatment and
were used to being addressed as: doctor,

mi ster, miss, brother
All misnaming was in good humor and never
meant to be derogatory. The employees
responded like in kind and called the editor:

and




pastor, reverend, deacon, professor, and
sometimes even Mr. Tarbow.

Dee Dee (aka Super Siss) replied to his query
about what had been going on in his absence
and said, "Pretty much same-o-same-o stuff
goin' on around here. Probably would have been
a whole lot more fun backpacking."

"Probably so. I'm definitely going to take you and
Edward one of these times. That is, if you two
can get in shape," he smiled.

"What's the name of your club?"

"Pathfinders. You know, it's our denomination's
equivalent of the Boy Scouts and Girl Scouts.
And, I'm a Pathfinder leader. We do a lot of
camping, hiking and community projects that
kids love to do."

"Interesting, but not for me, " said Dee Dee and
moved on, "l gave your cat some of that new
stuff you left, but he didn't like it. Fed him a
vegetarian hotdog instead. Now, he loved that!"

Thomas smiled disapprovingly and addressed
the cat, "Getting kinda fussy in your old age?
Huh boy?"

He turned to his assistant and added for future
reference, "Remember, he's crazy about
McDonald's Happy Meals too. And, if all else
fails, let the fat boy starve for a couple of hours.
He'll come around eventually and even eat dry
cat food!"
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Then getting down to business, he asked,
"Anything else?"

"Oh yeah, someone broke in over at Bill Spivey's
law office, but it looks like they didn't take
anything. The sheriff thinks the culprits must
have been some kids, because all they did was
dump files and generally mess up the place.
Your buddy Bill is really steamed though."

Tarbow stated, "I guess he would be."

iNo, you donodt
putter using it for a pry bar!"

Thomas mused, "I hope the sheriff finds them
before Bill does!"

Dee Dee added, "Other than that, it's been

pretty quiet around town. | did talk with Mr.
Pittman's wife. You know, the man who left us
that stuff? However, didn't learn much. That was
a couple of days ago. Was that Wednesday?

We l | anyway, o0 iBttmanlived nt i
down in Coal Creek."

"I drove over to his place to see if | could find out
anything first hand. We're talking seven miles of
crawling up and down the mountain, dodging
coal trucks and fighting motion sickness from ten
thousand curves in that road. You know the
saying: West Virginia had so many roads they
had to curve them to fit them all in the state!"

Tarbow smiled but didn't answer because he felt
no need to respond to such an obvious truth.

under st and,
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She continued, "So while | was over there |
stopped in at Honaker's. You know, it's that little
place that is a feed store and café combined. |
just wanted to do a little snooping around,
maybe get some background on this man who
gave us the boxes. Well basically, | drew a
blank. The waitress remembered Mr. Pittman,
but she didn't know much about him. Said he
sorta stayed to himself. That's all | got, but |
tried."

"From what | was able to pick up in Coal Creek,
there was nothing unusual about Mr. Pittman
other than he was a fusty old man who liked spy
novels and taught Sunday School. His widow
said he retired some years ago. They have a
grown daughter."

"Here's the odd part. Two men in a blue Ford
Fairlane were pulling out of the drive to Pittman's
house just as I'm driving up. From what | could
see, these guys were wearing three piece
business suits, sporting dark sunglasses and
looking exactly like G-men right out of an old
movie. It was weird. They really looked out of
place."

Tarbow responded in a friendly scolding way,
"You're just an innately suspicious person. You
should be a big city investigative reporter
cracking open corruption in high places. My
guess is they most likely were just plain old
insurance salesmen from up at Charleston."

"You know what?, You're right," she admitted,
"because Maude Pittman did ask me, 'Are you
from the government too?' | asked her what she
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meant by that question, and she told me that the
two nice young men had asked to look through
Mr. Pittman's personal papers. Said they were
with The Government Miner's Insurance
Corporation and that they were looking for
Jeremiah's copy of a policy. According to what
they told her, their Washington office lost the
original policy. They said somebody probably
misfiled it, and they need the original to pay
Pittman's life insurance claim."

"Thomas, here's the rub, | didn't think much
about it at the time, but the more | think about it,
the more their story doesn't pass the smell test,
especially in this age of computers."

"Does it sound silly to you that two guys would
travel all the way from D.C. just to find an
insurance form?"

"Don't know," concluded Tarbow, "I guess it
depends on how much the insurance was worth.
Besides, it is a government agency."

Opting not to comment on his inferred disdain
for government waste, Dee Dee continued,
"Regardless, Maude Pittman bought their story,
hook, line and sinker. The lady said she told
them that as far as she knew all of her
husband's important papers had been taken to
the law offices of Spivey, Spivey and Thompson,
but that they were welcome to look around the
house if it would help. She said they were polite
and careful not to muss up her things as they
searched. Said they thanked her time and time
again for her cooperation."




Tarbow questioned rhetorically, "It's interesting
that she mentions the law office of Spivey,
Spivey and Thompson, and the next thing you
know someone ransacks Bill's office."

Dee paused, "Now who's being suspicious? And
by the way, you've got powdered sugar on your
tie."

"Did your G-men or whoever they were show
any identification?" asked Thomas while dusting
off the sugar smudges.

“ldon6t t hink she asked.
type of person who would think to doubt two
men dressed in suits saying they were from the
government. I'm sure it never occurred to her
that the government doesn't issue that kind of
miner's insurance."

"She says her husband battled with black lung
for years and finally died quietly in his sleep. |
did find out a curious little tidbit though. She
says that Pittman was often visited by nice
people from the Army. Sometimes they would
bring a nurse along and sometimes a doctor.
Seems they were so concerned about his
health, but Maude said it was awfully
embarrassing sometimes because she felt
Jeremiah didn't really appreciate their concern.
She says, he would argue with them and be
upset for days after they left. And uhd one last
thing, Mrs. Pittman asked us to call after we
opened the boxes. Apparently, the contents are
as big a mystery to her as they are to us."

"Ahh yes, those boxes!"

Mr
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Without further comment, Tarbow cut a swath in
the clutter on his desk, stacking magazines on
the floor, papers in a pile, clippings on a stack
and leftover bits of cat food in the trash. Slowly
swinging open the massive walk-in vault door,
Dee Dee emerged with three dog-eared boxes.
Tarbow stacked them on the freshly cleared
space and commented in a lawyerly voice, "Not
very impressive are they, Ms. Williams?" Then
gesturing as if to a packed court room he
instructed, "Please be seated on the couch and
witness the official opening of our inheritance."

s. Pittman is not the
"Yes, counselor!"

Hammurabi welcomed Dee Dee to his vinyl
throne by crawling on her lap and turning on his
purr motor.

The only other noise in the room was the muted
rustling of a funeral home calendar next to the
old oscillating fan.

Dee Dee suggested, At hi nk
need some kind of special letter opener
hickeydoo to open them. o
Smiling confidentially, Tarbow reached into his

pocket and pulled out his trusty knife and stated,
fiThis doohickey wil/| wor k

youbre

The knife blade easily slit the tape around the
shoe box. Folding the lid back, he looked like a
kid opening a package from grandma, hoping for
a big surprise. However, common sense told
him to expect to find nothing of any value. After
all, the old coal miner had spent his whole life
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half a mile below the earth, eking out a hard
living, seeing only one sunset a week. Personal
wealth was certainly something he did not
accumulate. As expected, the first box offered
no surprise.

"Nothing special here," replied Tarbow as he
looked into the box crammed full of old brown
business envelopes, the long window type with a
black stripe across the front.

"Junk mail," he mused, "Just old junk mail
envelopes dressed up to look like something
they are not."

The editor quipped, "The old man fell for the
tired old gimmick of making envelopes look like
they've got a government check inside. Wonder
how many magazines he ordered?"

Thomas tossed the box aside but Dee Dee took
a second look.

"Not so fast," Dee Dee retaliated, "Those things
look like the envelopes my tax refund comes in.
They could be the real thing."

"Don't be silly," he shrugged.

"You want to steam one open?" she asked.
"Well that's hardly necessary," he replied, "The
deceased willed his magazine clearing house

junk mail winnings to us . . . . didn't he?
Therefore don't we own it?"
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"Ohhh!" she passed the envelope back, héntip
it open. Whatta we got to lose?"

Seconds later, an astonished newspaper editor
held in his hands a check for $1919.41 dated
June 1979. The check was real. It was made out
to Jeremiah Pittman and was from the U.S.
Treasury Department.

Amazed, Thomas exclaimed, "The box is
jammed full of these things! They're real!"

Dee Dee grabbed up the second shoe box
wondering what could be next. It too was packed
with checks still sealed in their original
envelopes. They both sat momentarily stunned
trying to make sense out of the two boxes full of
un-cashed checks that had been willed to the
newspaper.

"If they are still negotiable, Maude Pittman is a
wealthy woman!"

Then, simultaneously they remembered the
cigar box. Tarbow held it next to his ear and
shook it. "It's a lot lighter than the others, no
checks in here."

Again, he carefully cut the top and pried open
the lid. The pleasant aroma of an old cigar box
and the cameo picture of King Edward printed
on the inside of the lid carried him back to
another time. He was a kid again remembering
how he stored his model cars, Boy Scout merit
badges, a rabbit's foot and his fossil collection in
a cigar box just like this one. Like the one his
dad had gotten him at Ankeny's drug store.




Thomas was suddenly eleven years old again
and thumbing

Dee Dee cut short his sentimental journey with
an anxious, "Mr. Tarbow, earth to
Commander Tarbow, what's in the box?"

"Ohhh," he stammered. "I'm not sure."

He picked up a piece of paper that was lying on
the top of the jumbled contents of the

box. Unfolding the yellow sheet, he read the
scrawl of an elderly hand. Scytale was printed in
bold letters across the top of the page with
Pittman's signature and the date written below.

"This doesn't make any sense unless, Scytale is
some kind of a code word or something?"

After handing the sheet with the unfamiliar word
to Dee Dee, he dumped out a bunch of old
newspaper clippings, a well-worn Bible and a
long white ribbon.

From the pile on his desk, he fished out the
white ribbon. It was about half an inch wide and
several feet long. It was covered with hand-
printed symbols and characters made with a
black marking pen.

Not making any sense of the symbols, all
Tarbow could muster to say was, "Strange,
really strange."

After a time, he laid the small Bible and the
ribbon aside and moved on to consider what
else lay before them.

through hi {
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BeeDeeSwishing tosndke making copies of the
tattered originals, put the copy machine to work.
It jammed while copying the handwritten note.
Extracting the copied sheet that was now all
rumpled, she glared at the copy machine, then
cleared the paper jam, tossing the rumpled
sheet into the adjacent trash can.

Studying the box's contents, Thomas observed,
"These clippings are all from our newspaper.
Some of them date back over twenty years."

"Peculiar, most peculiar, most of them are
concerning a mine explosion | wrote about
years ago and some of the others have to do
with the military depot. Here, take a look and
note they're well before your time, Super Siss."

Dee Dee laid out the copies of the clippings in a
semblance of order. Lacking sufficient desk
space, she kicked off her high-heels and knelt
downinf ront of the
ankle tattoo and short skirt, she could have
passed for a Nun preparing a prayer list. She
took the newspaper clippings, briefly read each
one and carefully placed them side by side on
the couch. An aloof but wary cat king kept a
suspicious eye on the proceedings.

"Mr. Editor, when was the last time anybody
swept in here? The carpet over here has
something crunchy all over it."

Thomas quipped, "I'll have to have a word with
King Hammurabi because that's his space over
there." He felt it wise not to mention to his

couch.

f




assistant that she was kneeling in spilled kitty
litter.

"Well, can you make any sense out of the
clippings?"

Dee Dee replied, "I'm not sure. The earliest one
is written by you and dated July 7, 1969."

Thomas reminisced, "That was three years
before dad had his last heart attack. | had just
gotten out of the Army. Read that one to me,
please."

Dee Dee moved over to the window, turned
toward the light and began to read, "Six men of
a seven-man crew are presumed killed in the
Solomon Mine . .. "

Tarbow raised his hands and made a "T" as if he
were calling for a timeout at a football game. He
said, "Let's get Ruby in here. | want her to hear
this, too."

Ruby, Thomas's former sister-in-law, also known
as Big Ruby, always managed to be working
near the office door when something interesting
was being discussed. She was omnipresent.
Tarbow didn't seem to notice or at least he didn't
appear to care.

As if on cue, a plenty past two-hundred pound
rotund lady, known to be light on her feet,
floated into the office with her stenographer's
pad in one hand and the last part of a donut in
the other.

She inquired, "You wanted to see me?"
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Tarbow looked up, smiled a knowing smile and
said, "Ruby, take a minute and listen to this stuff
we're going to be reading. See what you make
of it. You've been around here as long as | have.
Maybe you can help?"

Dee Dee picked up the copy of the column
marked #1 and began to read:

Explosion R ocks Solomon Mine, One Survives
Tuesday, July 8, 1 969
By Thomas Tarbow

Six men of a seven-man crew are presumed
killed in the explosion and collapse that
rocked the Solomon Mine late yesterday
afternoon. Only one person, Mr. Jeremiah
Pittman, 48, a roof bolter, survived the blast
and is being treated for burns and contusions
at Spivey Sinks Veteran & Hospital. Officials
said that Pittman escaped by using his self -
rescue canister and crawling nearly half a

mile to safety. The 20 -year veteran miner was
reportedly on an errand going back up to the
mine offic e when the explosion occurred.
Veteran's Hospital's Dr. Timothy Murphy, the
attending physician, said he could not
comment on the exact nature of Pittman's
burns, but he did say that Mr. Pittman was in
satisfactory condition and being attended by
military specialists.

The names of the six other men were not
released pending notification of the next of
kin. This brings to twelve the number of




miners killed so far this year in West Virginia.
On the average, an American miner is killed
every other day, and on e is injured every ten
minutes.

The Solomon Mine is a small drift mine in the
west face of Spivey Mountain. The mine is
privately owned and employs forty -six people.
The mountain and Solomon Creek form the
western border of the Spivey Mountain

Military We apons Depot. An investigative
team from the Bureau of Mine Safety and a
number of Army specialists are on the scene.
For security reasons the Army has sealed off
the area.

"Do you folks remember that event?" Dee Dee
asked.

Tarbow replied, "Oh, | remember it all right. It
was the worst thing to happen in these parts in
many a year. But | can't say | recall anything out
of the ordinary about this particular explosion. It
was just another gas explosion, although they
never figured out how it happened. There's been
worse in the state. Back in 1914, the second
worst mining disaster in the history of the state
happened right here in our county. That
explosion killed 183, and it took them two full
weeks to carry out all of the bodies. | don't mean
to sound crass, but a few people dead in a local
mine explosion is not really national news."

Dee Dee laid out the remaining news clips from
Pittman's collection. "Well, it looks like you filed
four more stories on follow-up, Thomas."
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"Yes, but that was some years ago. There's
been a lot of water under the bridge since then.
Tell you what, let's get this organized and make
a list of questions which need to be answered as
we go along. Maybe, we can piece together
something that will explain why Mr. Pittman sent
us all this stuff. Let's start by reading the articles
and evaluating why he may have saved them."

After a short discussion, they agreed that the

unknown origin of the blast talked about in the

first article should be listed first for further

consideration. Big Ruby dutifully wrote her first

entry on the stenographer6

1. What was the origin of the explosion?

"Okay," said Thomas. "Let's hold that for now.
Go ahead and read the second clip, Dee Dee."
His assistant shuffled through her copies and
began to read aloud:

Newspaper Clipping #2

MEMORIAL SERVICE AT SOLOMON MINE

Monday, July 14, 1969

by Thomas Tarbow

A memorial service was conducted today at
the entrance to the Solomon Mine for the six
men killed in the explosion of July 7. A group
of nearly 100 mourne rs stood in the drizzling
rain as the Reverend Odell Quackenbusch, led
out in the service. He said that God had called
the men to a better home. Reverend
Quackenbusch shared the memorial service
with Chaplain W. T. Armentrout, Captain,




U.S. Army. Together, the two ministers laid a
wreath on the freshly sealed entrance of the
mine. Since the explosion, a military guard
has been stationed on a twenty -four-hour
watch circling the whole area.

Then Tarbow, Dee Dee and Ruby decided to
add a second question, this time concerning the
mysterious military guard: 1. What was the origin
of the explosion? 2. Why the military guard?

"If no one has any further comments, let's hear
what the next one says," said Tarbow. Dee Dee,
read again.

Newspaper Clipping #3

COLONEL BROWN RETURNS TO SPIVEY
SINKS
Tuesday, July 15, 1969
by Thomas Tarbow

Colonel Abel Bill Brown Jr., 59, the only child
of the late Reverend and Mrs. Abel Bill
Brown, has been temporarily reassigned to
the Spivey Sinks Military Weapons Depot.
Colonel Brown i s an archeologist/geologist
with the Army Corps of Engineers and has
been asked to do research in the Spivey Sinks
area.
Brown heads up a team of U.S.Army
geological experts. He says the recent
explosion at the Solomon Mine has raised
some questions about mining going on so close
to the military depot. Seismic concerns were
raised about the stability of the earth around
the depot's many underground storage
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facilities. Colonel Brown and Lieutenant
William Rushmore Bloom, the Army Public
Information Officer, assured that Brown's
work was only routine.

On background, Brown said he was glad to be
back home, and he planned to do some fishing
while he was in the area. He hoped the visit
would help relieve some of the tension that
had given him an ulcer. The Col onel said he
wasn't sure how long he would be able to stay
but he looks forward to the day he can come
back and fix up the home place.

Tarbow spoke up, "Okay, so far we have two
points. What do we add to our list?"

"Basically all | see of interest in this clipping is
that Colonel Brown was an Army
Archeologist/Geologist and may be someone we
should talk about shedding some light on just
what those underground storage tanks contain,"
stated Dee Dee.

Tarbow interceded, "That might be interesting,
but I'm not sure it's relevant to our present
inquiry."

Dee Dee added, "On the other hand, you won't
know if the information is relevant until you ask
Col. Brown what he was doing at the depot."

Big Ruby added, "Thomas, you know him, don't
you?"




"Well, yes and no, our place was just down the
road from the Brown's, but he was already
grown and gone when | was growing up. | doubt
I'd recognize him after all these years, and |
can't imagine he'd remember me, a kid from the
neighborhood."

"But this man obviously knew something about
the explosion. Wouldn't it be worth finding him

and at least hearing if he has any light to shed

on this?" asked Dee Dee.

"Okay, we'll keep his name on the back burner.
Besides, he must have died years ago."

"He didn't!" Dee Dee replied in an, "I'll bet you,
tone of voice.0

"He's gottabe ... "

"I'll bet you a million bucks that I'm right,"
challenged his confident assistant.

Thinking, Tarbow stalled for time.
"You wanna bet or not?"

"No, | don't believe in betting," he smiled.

"But if | were a bettin' man, I'd take your money."
He continued," Alright, Super Siss, what do you
know that | don't? Only a fool would chance a
wager like that on anything less than a sure
thing. So, what've you got up your sleeve?"

"Well, as a matter of fact, you would have owed
me a million bucks, sir. Only last month, we ran
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a piece on a nursing home and who do you think
was one of the patients we featured?"

"Cheater!"
"No sir, not a cheaterd just well informed!"

"Don't you read your own newspaper? Colonel
Able Bill Brown Jr., one of our more famous
nursing home residents was featured."

A friendly voice interceded, "If you two are
finished with your juvenile bickering," said Ruby,
"I'll read the next item."

Newspaper Clipping #4

OFFICIAL REPORT ISSUED ON THE
SOLOMON MINE DISASTER
Monday, July 21, 1969
by Thomas Tarbow

A spokesman for the Department of Mine
Safety confirmed that the explosion that took
six lives in the Solomon Mine disaster of July
7 was most likely caused when the miners
broke in to a pocket of methane gas often
referred to as firedamp. The report went on to
say that Jeremiah Pittman's life was spared
because he had left the immediate area where
the machine was working to return to the
mine office. The spokesman said that the
explosion had so weakened the entire system
of tunnels that all further work was
prohibited. A memorial service was held on
July 14 at the entrance to the mine that has
now been sealed. Friends and family are




having a marble monument made to be placed
at the he ad of the mine -grave of the six fallen
miners. Donations to help pay for the marker
may be sent to the "Spivey Sinks Miners
Memorial Fund" in care of the Spivey Sinks
National Bank on Bates street.

"Yes, it's coming back to me now," said Tarbow.
"They did say it was methane gas, that stuff
miners call firedamp. Yes, read some more."

Newspaper Clipping #5

MILITARY BASE ENLARGED TO INCLUDE

SOLOMON MINE

Thursday, August 21, 1969

by Thomas Tarbow
Just three weeks after the mine disaster
where six local mine rs lost their lives, the
Spivey Mountain Military Depot has
announced it will annex all of Spivey
Mountain, and the adjacent area called Spivey
Sinks. The area which covers six square miles
is already being fenced off and patrolled by
the Military Police. Lieutenant William
Rushmore Bloom, the Public Information
Officer for the depot, said the Army plans to
use the abandoned shafts in the Solomon
Mine for long term storage tests. He said that
the constant cool temperature and the ability
to seal off outside air might make the mine
shafts ideal locations for long term storage of
electronic parts and supplies. Bloom said the

experiment will be called The Diluvial Project .

Bloom added that this enlargement of the
depot had been on the drawing board for a
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long time, and that the accident of three
weeks before, prompted the Army to go ahead
and begin the annexation immediately. Lt.
Bloom declared that nothing was going to be
done in the new experiments that would
endanger the residents of Spivey Sinks. He
wasn't sure how long the tests would last.

"Okay, Ruby, read back our list please."

She recited, "Number one, what was the cause
of the explosion?o
iSecondly, why the military
Dee Dee, wanting to keep things simple, stated,

"I guess we can forget the first item about the

gas. That is, unless we assume the authorities

might be lying."

"How s0d lying? Do you know something we
don't?" he asked.

"No, nothing specific, just natural skepticism. It's
a government press release after all."

"Ummm hmm, | see where you're coming from,
but | just don't think this is a cover up sort of
thing. The fact is, it's always methane gas. That
stuff has killed more people than you want to
know," replied a confident Tarbow.

"Everybody okay with that?"
All agreed.

fNow that that is settled, we only are left with the
guestion as to why a military guard was posted,




and whatever else we might decide to add from
the last clipping,” he added.

Dee Dee wondered out loud about the strange
titted The Diluvial Project. "Anyone got a clue
as to what diluvial means?"

Tarbow pontificated, "I'm not sure if it's from the
Latin word diluvium or the Late Latin word
diluvialis. Either of which came from the same
root."

"If you won't be offended, Professor Tarbow,"
Dee Dee smiled, "I'd like to look it up myself and
confirm what you have said in plain English.
Besides, it disgusts me that you actually know
things like that. How many people are there like
you in the world anyway? There are times you
should definitely consider yourself over-
educated."

He pulled a mock arrogant face.

His assistant stepped into the outer office to get
the dictionary only to be startled by an unkempt
man with thick hands. In his late fifties, she
caught him eyeing the doughnut box on Big
Ruby's desk.

She smiled, "Can | help you, sir?"

"Oh, pardon me, ma'am," the man replied
sheepishly. I'm Reverend Odell

Quackenbusch from down in Coal Creek. You
might say I'm here to get some advertisin' done
for my Gospel Light Missionary Church of the
Word. You do know we redone the old Starlight
motel into a home for wayfaring strangers and
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stranded travelers? They come in from out on
the interstate, don't you know?"

"Uhhh, I don't think so," she replied in sort of a
half-puzzled manner. Like John the Baptist, the
reverend didn't waste his breath on the finer
social conventions and polite religious parlance.
He was sincere and on a mission for God.

"We support ourselves by sellin' used clothes
and things that people gives us. That's why |
need for you to come down, and write a story
about the mission, and take some pictures so
we can get more things to sell. We got real nice
stuff."

Then, like a kindly grandfather, speaking what

was on his mind, even if it was embarrassing, he
looked at the attractive young woman's attire

and said with tota | sincerity, "I
stuff that would fit you. Come on down

tomorrow, and I'll give you half off of anything on
our bargain rack."

Hearing the preacher's high-pitched voice,
Thomas called out, "Odell! Odell Quacken-
busch, is that you?" Tarbow referred to preacher
Quackenbusch as one of those interesting
personalities he had to deal with as part of
getting along with the public. Like a dog walking
on two legs, Odell was a sight to see, whether
graceful or not. However, Tarbow would be the
first to say that Quackenbusch was a true man
of God on a mission to save every soul that
wandered in from the highway of life.

o1




Odell stuck his head into Tarbow's office and
grinned, "It's me again."

"Preacher, did | hear you wanted to buy some
advertising?" asked Tarbow.

"Why no. . . . | don't want to pay for it. | work for
the Lord. You know?"

"Does the Lord pay you by check or cash?"

"Well, kinda a little of both, you might say. What
you gettin' at, anyhow?"

"The way | see it, Odell, if the Lord pays you
then you oughta pay me. What if | gave every
preacher free space in my paper? Who would
pay the rent around here?"

While the Reverend was searching his mind for
a comeback, Tarbow grinned at him with a
certain admiration for the man's strength of
conviction and very frugal Spartan lifestyle.
Odell wasn't given to the pretense of shiny suits
and silk ties. A short-sleeved white shirt and a
clip-on tie was plenty good enough for him.

On a hunch, Tarbow took a long shot and
motioned for the preacher to come over close
and then whispered in his ear, "Odell, | was
wondering, was Jeremiah Pittman one of your
church members?"

"Why yes . . .. did you know him, too? God rest
his soul. What a good man he was. We all miss
him."
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Thomas put on a mock serious air and said,
"Reverend, you are about to experience that
rare and unusual privilege that | call an
executive session. Tarbow hustled the surprised
preacher to the outer officed which in fact was
the sidewalk in front of the newspaper building.
There, he asked some pointed questions.
(Tarbow was known to use the traffic noise to
make sure no one could overhear his more
sensitive conversations with clients and
employeesd as Big Ruby had really great
hearing and it was even rumored she could read

lips.)

The editor, in his state of executive session,
began by asking, "Odell, what do you remember
about Brother Pittman?"

"What | know about my flockd sheep or goatsd
dead or alived | keep to myself."

"You've got me all wrong, Odell. I'm not trying to
dig up dirt about the dearly departed brother."

The Reverend looked at the editor askance and
said, "I don't know what you're gittin' at, but |
ain't tellin' nothin' that would hurt someone, even
if they are already in Paradise!"

Tarbow pulled out a bigger tool to pry loose the
information he was seeking, "Odell, just imagine
a picture of you in front of your mission. Now
envision that picture so big that it covers the
whole front page of my newspaper. The
headline reads as follows.0

REV QUACKENBUSCH MISSIONARY ON

THE HI GHWAY OF LIFE!




Tarbow continued massaging the preacher's soft
spot, "Odell, just think of the people from all over
the county who will read about the mission and
give you clothes and money. Do you hear me,
Odell?"

"l ain't tellin' nothin' personal.”

"That's fine with me. | just need some facts to fill
in the gaps in Jeremiah's life. It's for a little
project we're working on. Now think, Odell, did
Brother Pittman ever talk to you about the
Solomon Mine Disaster?"

"Some . ... not alot, but some."
"Well, tell me all you can about what you know."

Not being nosy, just very interested, Dee Dee
and Big Ruby tried to listen through the office
window. Fascinated, the inquiring duo watched
their boss cross his arms, pull a concerned face
and say again and again, "You don't say?. Ahhh,
that can't be true! Really! I'll have to check into
that."

Twenty minutes later, Tarbow and Reverend.
Odell Quackenbusch ended the executive
session and came back inside. Shepherding the
preacher over to one of his staff reporters,
Tarbow put his hand on Odell's shoulder and
said, "Sissy Sue, the Reverend Quackenbusch
has a very interesting story to tell you about his
missionary work down in Coal Creek. Get all the
details and see me about putting together a full
front page story."
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The reporter, her mouth wide open with
astonishment, stammeredd front page? "But, sir,
we've never done. .. "

"First time for everything. He deserves it. 1dl
have Dee Dee work with you on it. Shed know
what | have in mind."

A half-hour later, after the reported took notes, a
delighted Reverend Quackenbusch stepped
lightly down the sidewalk saying to himself, "The
Lord sure does work in mysterious ways His
wonders to perform.”

Shortly thereafter, Tarbow called his staff back
together, "We did good by Quackenbusch.
That's all I'm gonna say for now. We did really
good by Quackenbusch."

With an okay you're the boss look, Dee Dee
continued, "Are we ready for the dictionary
definition of diluvial?"

She read, "of or caused by a flood, especially
the Biblical Deluge, also called the Flood of
Noah."

"Close enough," confirmed Tarbow. "Diluvial fits,
he deeme d |[t's afi about coal. After all, we all
know that coal was formed from the vast
accumulation of trees and plants that were
ripped loose by the Flood of Noah. Scientists
call it rafting."

He then told everyone more than they wanted to
know by exclaiming, "That would have been




something to see, the immediate aftermath of
such a flood. Can't you just imagine huge
islands, some of them miles across, made of
nothing but floating trees and plants all jumbled
up together? Of course, the whole floating mass
waterlogged, sank and then got covered with
really deep layers of mud and rocks. Then, all of
the pressure from the overburden caused the
buried material to turn into that black stuff, we
call coal. Yes, | can see the Army calling it, The
Diluvial Project, since the whole event was
about what happened in a coal mine."

Dee Dee and Ruby readily agreed to what
seemed obvious.

She continued, "Also, | took the time to look up
the word Scytale. Do you want the long or short
version?"

"A shorter version will do just fine for me." Ruby
smiled.

Dee Dee set the scene, "I think using the word
scytale was Pittman's clue to us that he had
used a secret code somehow to hide a message
in the things he left us."

"Really?"

"Where'd you get that idea?"

Dee Dee explained, "It turns out that the word
scytale is a method for making a secret code. It's

described in a book called Cloak and Cipher. Let
me read a passage. 0
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Tarbow's young assistant paraphrased, "When
the slave arrived, the ruler; whose name was
Lysander, ordered everyone from the room
except the letter carrier. Then he asked the
astonished slave for his colorfully-decorated
belt. As the surprised slave watched, Lysander
put one end of the belt into a hole in his
Commander's baton, then twisted the belt
around the baton in a tight spiral so that the
edges touched."

Pausing for effect, Dee Dee continued, "The
jumble of letters on the belt, which looked like a
religious charm, sprang into words and
sentences when read down the length of the
baton. Thanks to the transposition of words,
Lysander learned that his Persian allies were
really his enemies, and that they were hatching
a plot against him in Sparta in the hope of
raiding the city while its army was away. The
bogus letter was simply a decoy. Lysander
wasted no time, rushed his army back to Sparta
by forced marches and smashed the plot. The
scytale (rhymes with Italy), the oldest-known
type of transposition cipher, had saved Greece
from the barbarians."

Dee Dee concluded, "Thomas, don't you see?
That explains the majorette's baton and

the ribbon. Wrap the ribbon around the baton
and you have Pittman's scytale!"

"Interesting . . ., she's onto something, Ruby."

Big Ruby smiled and gave Dee Dee an atta girl
pat on the back.




Not needing to be asked, Dee Dee hurried into
the vault and emerged a minute later with the
majorette’'s baton and wearing a smile of
anxious anticipation.

Tarbow took the ribbon out of the cigar box and
taped one end to the baton and carefully
spiraled the ribbon around the baton. Three very
surprised people watched as a message
appeared.

"But, what does it mean?" he asked rhetorically.
==

Meanwhile, back in Coal Creek, the widow
Pittman was thinking, "Wouldn't it be nice if she
helped those nice young men find the missing
insurance papers? She dialed the number left by
her visitors. "Motor's Inn, may | help you?"

Maude Pittman replied hesitantly, "Why uhh yes,
can Mr. Blue come to the phone? Is Mr. Blue
staying there?"

"Is he a guest here?" asked the operator matter-
of-factly. "You sure he's staying here?"

"Well, | reckon he's stayin' there, or so he told
me he could be reached at this number."

"Hold on, I'll check the guest register. Yes, he's
here. I'll transfer your call now. Mr. Blue is in
room 107."

"Yeah," answered a raspy bothered sounding
voice."
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"Uhh, this is Maude Pittman. Is Mr. Blue there?
Is this a good time? Am | bothering you?"

" Ohh, Mr s . Pittman! o
agent as he immediately began to sweeten up
his attitude. iVirs. Pittman, how you been?"

excl

"Fine. Uhh Mr. Blue," she continued, "Did you
find the policies yet?'

"No we haven't. Why?"

"l was just thinking that you might want to ask
the people over at the newspaper to look for our
lost insurance policy. We found out the other
day that Jeremiah gave them three boxes of
papers. It was part of his will. We don't have any
idea what's in them, or why he did it. Our
daughter, Fayla, thinks he wants them to write a
story about his life and the mine explosion or
something, but | don't know. Jeremiah never
mentioned it to me."

"I hope it's okay that | told you? The newspaper
people are nice folks. You know? | know they'd
be glad to help you. I'm sure they would. By the
way, which newspaper are you talking about?"

"Why, it's the only one in town. You know, the
one up on main street beside where the Hurley's
Feed and Seed used to be before they tore it
down?"

"Oh, that one," he feigned knowing and
continued, "Thanks, Mrs. Pittman, is that all you
wanted to tell me?0

a




"Uhh Huh."

"Thanks again Mrs. Pittman, you've been a big
help. If you think of anything else we should
know, please call again."

Click.

Agent Blue, grinning ear to ear, turned to his
partner. "Bingo! We just hit pay dirt. Get dressed
mister. We've got an entry to make during the
night season. I'm talking tonight, chum."

The puzzled partner snuffed out his cigarette
and asked, "You mean we got to break in
another place? | don't know man. If we keep this
stuff up, one day, odds are, we're gonna end up
like the Watergate burglars. And they'll let us
hang out to dry just like they did them. Brother,
we're expendable. When it comes to them or us,
you know who's going to get to spin in the wind.
It ain't the boys in Washington."

"Yeah, yeah, | have heard all of that. But this
time we're gonna be all right. Besides, protecting
civilians is a national security matter. It's our job,
just in case you forgot."

"Yeah, | know all of that, but sometimes | think

you have to have a moral lobotomy to do this
work."

===

Chapter 4
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were always dead-still after midnight. They

would have remained so back in June
1991 if it had not been for a wrist watch alarm
that shattered the silence in the blue Fairlane
rental car. The vehicle, parked under a line of
big trees near the newspaper office looked
empty. But inside, two men dressed in black,
roused to go on their mission.

The hilly, tree lined streets of Spivey Sinks

"Dooberstine, are you awake back there?"

"My mind is, but my body is numb on the right
side. Gimme a minute to shake this off."

"You got the bag?"

"Yeah."

Agent Blue whispered, "Make sure the interior
light doesn't turn on when you open the car
door. Remember the close call we almost had

over at the attorney® office a few weeks back? o

fiyeah, the night a little light bulb almost blew our
cover.o

fivou'd think we could remember that they don't
wire rental cars for undercover work."

The agent pried off the plastic cover of the dome
light, and removed the bulb.

"Okay, it's fixed. Let's go."

Putting on black ski masks, they disappeared
into the darkness.




Meanwhile, inside the office about to be
burglarized, Hammurabi, King of Babylon,
swished his bushy tail in a comfortable arc
around his body, yawned sleepily and squeezed
his green eyes shut. The enormous cat
stretched out on his vinyl throne, a well-worn
office sofa. It was bed time for his royal majesty.

Hammurabi the Cat prepares to attack!

Hammurabi's kingdom, also known as the
editor's office, was equipped with an imperial
scratching post and a regal litter box. The
louvered windows were always set slightly ajar
to vent the musky feline odor. Behind the great
oak desk of Thomas Tarbow, the paper's
editor/owner, stood a battered wooden file
cabinet, the top of which doubled as the kingly
cat's high throne. In a large picture frame
hanging on the wall behind the file cabinet was
the editor's favorite quotation.
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"The greatest want of the world is the want of
men,d men who will not be bought or sold; men
who in their inmost souls are true and honest;
men who do not fear to call sin by its right name;
men whose conscience is as true to duty as the
needle to the pole; men who will stand for the
right though the heavens fall." Ellen G. White

==

An unexpected metal on metal, key sliding into a
lock sound, broke the silence in the darkened
office. The cat's green eyes popped open.
Hammurabi cocked an ear and assumed the
stance of full feline alert. The cat that had heard
the pick-key in the lock of the outer office door
curiously watched two figures entering his
domain and soft-shoeing across the floor. With
night vision six times better than a human, the
attack cat prepared to defend his kingdom.
Hammurabi unfurled his tail and vaulted silently
from the sofa to the top of the cabinet behind the
editor's desk. There he crouched, ears laid back,
nose uplifted, tail flattened with a slight curl at
the tip. Legs twitching like coiled springs, fangs
displayed and claws unsheathed, he hunkered
in the dark.

"Careful," said Blue, as he stork-stepped
through the clutter.

After switching on his flashlight he asked, "What
a mess! How does anyone find anything here?"

From across the room, the safecracker
whispered an order, as he worked on the heavy
door, "Dooberstine, check the rest of the office




while I'm inside the vault. Take a look at the
papers on those tables, and I'll see what | can
do with this safe.”

Five minutes later, the table was cleared. Files
and papers were tossed everywhere.

Dooberstine, searching the waste basket, held
up the crumpled copy of the handwritten Pittman
note that had been mis-fed through the copy
machine earlier that day. Smoothing out the
paper, he began to read to himself.

"Pay dirt! The stuff we're looking for is definitely
in here somewhere. This note is a copy of part
of Pittman's papers."

Blue replied, "Yeah, and I'll bet you anything, it's
all right here in the vault."

And then Dooberstine chided, "Are you up to
opening it, partner?"

"Piece of cake!" he whispered, "Just a big
closet-safe built for fire protection."

Blue pressed his ear onto the vault door, spun
the dial, listened intently, and then reached into
his bag of safe-cracking tools for the drill.

The safecracker whispered another order as he
worked on the heavy door, "Dooberstine, check
those file cabinets

Poised in the darkness, Hammurabi laid low
while watching the shadowy figure approach,
sidestepping the editor's desk. Moving in front of

whi |l e
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the cabinet, the intruder worked his light from
the bottom up carefully reading the yellowed
drawer labels, until he reached the cabinet top.
There he froze in placed -doubting his
unbelieving eyes.

"Eyes!" he silently gasped, "Enormous glowing
bright green eyes!"

His light illuminated the menacingly outline of an
enormous cat. Dooberstine slipped his pistol
from his shoulder holster and pointed it to where
he thought the animals fangs should be. Then,
with a cautious quiver, he raised the light and
focused its beam into the meanest, greenest
eyes he had ever seen. Without warning, the
huge cat sprang with a piercing sharl and landed
full force on the i
claws into the ski-mask, the cat dug in, and held
on. Screaming and struggling, the terrified
intruder had fallen prey to Nature's original
stealth bomber!

The agent shrieked, and spun around and
around desperately trying to shake off the
attacker. In the fray and frenzy, he accidentally
fired his gun and inadvertently flung his heavy
steel flashlight through the plate glass front
window. The flashlight tumbled into the grass,
and landed with its beam directed back at the
shattered window. The bright light with its red
emergency flasher blinking was sending an
uniwanted disttessicalle t he vaul t .

Breaking glass and the sound of the gunshot,
echoed into the doghouse of the residence next
door. As if on cue, after the first dog started

ntruder
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barking, every dog within earshot began to
sound an alarm that spread immediately
throughout the entire neighborhood.

Up and down the street, sleepy people pulled
back the drapes, turned on their porch lights,
and squinted out into the darkness.

"Dooberstine! Abort the mission! Abort the
mission!"

Bleeding, the attacked agent ripped off his ski
mask and let it fall unnoticed to the floor.

"Egress! Egress stat!" ordered the frustrated
team leader.

Frantically, the agents raced out of the office,
pausing only to pick up the blinking flashlight.

Seconds later, they pressed themselves flat
against the automobile floor while gasping for
breath and listening to the approaching police
car. Blue stayed low. Dooberstine just moaned
in agony.

Much to their relief, the cruiser sped by with
lights flashing and siren screaming.

Blue, using his rear view mirror like a periscope,
watched a sheriff's deputy roar up to the
building.

Shortly, more deputies sped by and joined in.

From the front floor of the car, Blue asked in
frustrated low tones, "What happened back
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there? Why, oh, why did you discharge your
weapon?"

Sheepishly, his partner replied, "I'm not sure
what it was, Blue. But, | think that guy had a
mountain lion crouching on the file cabinet. It
jumped on my face and started clawing like a
wild beast. | don't know what happened after it
gotholdofme. 1 tdés all a bl
me good. My face feels like it has been
shredded!"

After a long wait, Blue cautiously slipped under
the wheel and started the engine. Slowly, the car
pulled away from the curb, lights out. Turning
right at the end of the block, he switched the
car's headlights on just as a speeding oncoming
car rounded the curve up ahead. The headlights
of the fleeing agentsdcar were on bright and
temporarily blinded the oncoming driver.

The other driver, Thomas Tarbow,

unintentionally swerved his speeding car into the
burglards path. Bl ue whi
toward the curb to avoid a head-on collision. In a
glancing blow, the cars bumped each other with

a dull thud. The Ford bounced off the curb,

sliding until it was crosswise the roadd

straddling the center line.

Tarbow screeched to a stop some distance
away and jumped out of his old Volvo. He
shouted to the occupants of the Ford through
the dark distance between them, "Are you okay
back there?"

ur .
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Blue shouted curtly hoping to shift the blame
with a coarse remark, "Yeah, you idiot, why don't
you learn how to drive?"

Taken back by the crude remark, thinking he
may be encountering a drunk, Tarbow walked
cautiously toward their car and volunteered, "I'm
fine. No one is hurt over here!"

Satisfied that there were no injuries, Blue
decided to make a run for it. He jerked the
vehicle into gear, spun the tires, and fled the
scene before Tarbow could identify either the
car or its occupants.

Staring at the blue smoke of burning rubber,
Tarbow shook his fist at the fleeing car and
blurted out, "You imbecile, you're leaving the
scene of ... !" Not completing the sentence, he
turned to inspect his car's bumper. With only
minor damage, his Army tank solid Volvo
showed only a smudge of blue paint from the
other car.

He muttered, "This is shaping up to be a banner
night. First my office is broken into, and now |
almost get killed in a hit-and-run accident."

The thought, office broken into, shocked Tarbow
back to reality. He hurried back to his car and
also sped away.

As he drove up, the street outside the office
looked like a parking lot for police cars, with
flashing lights and sputtering radios. A crime
scene investigative
was already photographing, and searching for
clues when Tarbow arrived.

t earm
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Making his way through a crowd of neighbors
and gawkers, Tarbow stepped over the yellow
Police Line\Do not Cross\Crime Scene ribbon.

An officer standing guard outside recognized
Tarbow and remarked, "It's sure a mess
in there, Mr. Tarbow."

Tarbow elbowed his way through the officers
and asked, "Hammurabi, anybody seen
Hammurabi?"

"What's that? What's a Hammurabi, anyhow?"

"Never mind. It 6s

impatiently.

my cat,

"Here baby, daddy's got a treat for you. Here
kitty, kitty, kitty, kitty."

Tarbow, oblivious to everyone staring at him,
reached into the pocket of his sport coat and
pulled out a handful of fish-flavored cat treats.
Waving them around the room, he called, "Here
kitty. Here kitty, kitty, kitty."

Tarbow had almost given up when he heard,
"Meow, meow, meow."

The muffled little voice of Hammurabi came from

under Tarbow's desk. Like a father finding his

long lost child, Tarbow scooped up his cat and

began talking to it, "Hey buddy are you alright?

fAre yomscareu2lt's okaye You dkaybueddyd Did i ¢ e
you cut yourself on that glass out front?"




The cat meowed something assuring that only
his owner could understand.

Thomas, fussing over blood he noticed on the
cat's feet, asked again, "How did you hurt
yourself big boy? Don't see any cuts though.
What's this wooly stuff under you claws boy?"

All occupants in the room stood dumbfounded
with jaws dropped open in silence. Grizzled
crime scene investigators stood staring at a
doting cat lover in full blossom. Then, Tarbow
suddenly realized his office was crowded with
police officers whose eyes were fixed on him
and the cat cradled in his arms.

That 6s when
all of you looking at? stance, cleared his throat
and asked in a mind your own business tone of
voice, "What have you found so far?"

Sheriff Eddie-Wayne Davis sighed, pushing up
the brim of his Smokey Bear hat and said, "Well
now, Thomas, now that we know your cat is
safe, we'd like to deal with some other important
guestions."

With a friendly glance at Hammurabi, Eddie-
Wayne patted the animal on the head, looked at
Tarbow and said, "Somebody tore up your place
real bad. Looks like whoever did it was a pro,
except for one thing."

"What's that?"

Thoma®Whataa b ¢ w,
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"Why would any burglar in his right mind leave
his tools, fire a shot through the ceiling, break
your window and leave his mask behind?"

Tarbow gave a puzzled shrug and put the cat up
on the filing cabinet throne. Then he began to
survey the mess that used to be his office.

"Why would anyone go through my stuff like
this?" Tarbow asked as he picked up his phone
off the floor.

The sheriff said, "It's a puzzle all right. What
have you got in your walk-in safe that someone
would want bad enough to break in to get it?"

"Someone tried to break into my fire safe?"
taking a

"Yeah, but somethin' spooked them. Whatever it
was, scared them so badly that they hightailed it
out of here, leaving their stuff behind. | doubt
we'll find prints though. The only clue we have is
that ski mask with blood on it. You don't suppose
that cat could have . . . ? Nah, he's a pussycat,
not a junk yard dog."

"Beats me," replied a puzzled Tarbow. "There
can't be more than forty or fifty dollars petty cash
in the safe. Basically, the only thing we use the
vault for is fire protection for our files. You know,
we keep our morgue, accounts receivable, and
other stuff like that in there. Here, I'll open it and
show you."

Tarbow swung the door open and gestured for
them to go in. Eddie-Wayne and his deputy
stepped in and looked around the walk-in vault.




It was built with one aisle down the center with
open shelves lining the right and left.

After snooping around and finding nothing
interesting, the deputy poked his boss with his
flashlight and whispered, "Chief, this place looks
more like a cat supply store than a fire safe.
There ain't nothing in here but cat food, cat toys,
cat magazines and cat stuff . . . . on every shelf."

Wrapping up the immediate on-sight
investigation, Eddie-Wayne turned to Tarbow
and said, "Listen to me friend of mine, we're not
playing reindeer games. Those people who
came in here tonight were armed. Believe me,
Amigo. There's somethin' in here they want, and
if they want it bad enough, they'll be back. This
break-in wasn't some neighborhood hoodlums
looking for drug money.0He paused and asked,
"Is the newspaper investigating something, or
someone that would make them do this?"

Tarbow replied, "My friend, this is Spivey Sinks,
West Virginia, not New York city! The last
scandal we had here was when your preacher
ran off with the widow Crowe. Andd he was a
widower!"

The sheriff replied, "Thomas, you can joke all
you want, but be careful, buddy."

Tarbow thought it over and nodded in genuine
appreciation for his friend's honest concern. As
the sheriff left, the editor closed the front door
and locked it.

Left alone to guard the office with the broken
window, Tarbow picked up his cat and said,
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"Well, I guess it's just you and me. Mind if | join
you on your couch? Weodl |l
eye.0Then in a pensive sort of way, Thomas

asked his cat, "Was it you that tangled with the

bad guys, buddy?"

Ever the aloof stoic, Hammurabi didn't reply.

==
The next morning Dee Dee came to work to find
a bleary-eyed editor and Big Ruby straightening
up the dumped files and scattered papers.

"Whaaat happened?"

"Somebody broke in, tore the place up, and left
without taking a thing," replied a weary Tarbow.
"I spent the rest of the night on the couch
guarding the place. Had to stay because they
broke out the front window. I'm bushed."

He continued, "The only one that knows who
done it is the cat, and he ain't talkin'. This really
burns me up. It's like waking up and finding out it
really wasn't a bad dream after all."

Tarbow, dead tired from a sleepless night, sat
down, put his face in his hands and stared at the
mess.

After hearing the details of the break-in, Dee
Dee asked, "You had breakfast yet?"

Tarbow, who looked like he had been surprised
by the dawn said, "No, not yet. Super Siss, that
couch could double as a medieval torture rack.




And my mouth, it tastes like the Russian Army
slept in it."

Cémon boss, Dee Dee

breakf ast at

Trying to straighten his bed hair with his fingers,
he said, "Sounds like a winner to me. You
comin' with us, Ruby?"

She nodded a no thank you. "Just ate, but
thanks anyway. Maybe | can make a dent in this
disaster while you're gone."

Then she added, "Bring me back one of those
low cholesterol egg and cheese biscuits, if you
don't mind?"

Tarbow splashed some water on his face,
combed his hair and tucked in his shirt before
leaving with Dee Dee.

Dee Dee and Thomas were regulars at Wingo's
Dairy-O, a diner from the fifties that was never
remodeled. It still proudly served cherry Cokes
drawn from the swan-necked dispensers of the
original soda fountain. Above the serving deck
hung a faded advertisement that read: Dixie
Dew Syrup, it covers the earth like a dew and
gives a biscuit a college education."

Taking the last two seats at the crowded
counter, Dee Dee and Thomas ordered while
overhead the propeller fans slowly wobbled
stirring the greasy air in the smoky diner.

Keeping up a freewheeling banter above the
sounds of clanking dishes and the din of

Wingo's. o

S
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customersoOconversations, one of the waitresses
asked the other, "Eloise, did you see the
scratches on the man's face who was sitting at

g tablestivedsel early this mdrding?" d o

"Yeah, he looked awful. Said a cat scratched
hi m. o

"It must have been a big cat! Yeah, he told me
they were at someone's place when this big ole
cat just went wild and jumped onto his face for
no reason."

Overhearing the mention of the cat grabbed
Tarbow's attention. Thomas inquired, "Eloise,
hey, Eloise, Marcie, how badly was he scratched
anyhow?"

Eloise replied, popping her gum, "You'll have to
ask Marcie, she's the one who was throwing
herself at him!"

"Did not!"

"Did too!

"Ain't so!"

"Well it don't matter anyhow. They said they was
leaving town this morning. The one who was
scratched told me they were on some special
assignment out at the Army depot."
Remembering the events Tarbow had told her of

the night before, Dee Dee took a stab in the
dark, "Were they driving a blue car?"




Marcie said, "Yeah, a big one like the police
drive. Think it was a Ford."

Eloise cut in, "See, | told you she had the hots
for him, why she even checked out the kind of
car he drove. How 'bout that, little Marcie the
innocent one?"

Marcie sneered jokingly at Eloise while ringing
up a ticket for a departing customer as she
batted her eyelashes and asked him, flimmy

Darl ind, do | l ook to yI
do somethind |like that?
"No comment," he smiled.

==
Tarbow turned to Dee Dee and asked, "Are you
thinking what 1 &dm thinki

at Pittman's place?"
"Yes, it just might be."

Eloise added, "Marcie even knows where they
were staying."

"So, what if | do. Lots of people stay at the
Motor's Inn!"

"Orders up," bellowed Wendell Wingo with his
raspy smoker's voice through the kitchen serving
window.

The conversation ended in a sideways glance of
dismissal as Eloise popped her gum and
shuffled off to deliver the order.
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Dee Dee and Thomas' eyes met as they silently
surmised, "Well what do you think of that."

"Super Siss, why don't you call Maude Pittman.
Maybe she remembers something about
the men in the blue car that we should know."

Dee Dee dropped a coin into the old phone on

the wall. Back in a few minutes, beaming from

ear to ear she said, "Cha-ching!, | think we've hit
pdy dirk 8he gaseme theirgghomemombey and | d
then she told me that she had called them
yesterday afternoon. She told them that maybe
you had the papers they were looking for at the
newspaper office.0

u

Dee Dee theorized, "Now, someone breaks into
our office, leaves a ski mask behind with blood
n grit. Ancsthen, this mdrnéng anaan with deep s a w
scratches driving a blue Ford packs up and
leaves town."

Thinking they may be actually putting the pieces
together correctly, Tarbow quipped, "Well, how
'bout that Hammurabi! An assault cat? That
would be a first for that big fat coward."

"Maybe we should be figuring out a way to
interview Hammurabi."

"And before | forget it," said Dee Dee, "Mrs.
Pittman said the men were staying at the
Motor's Inn."

The food arrived. Locals referred to Wingo's
breakfast special as being so good that you had
to ask for forgiveness before you ate it.




Finishing his breakfast, editor Tarbow wondered
out loud, "You know Super Siss, we oughta get
over to the motel. Suppose they'd let us snoop
around?"

"Maybe, just maybe," said Dee Dee, "They
advertise with us, you know."

Dee Dee pulled her wheezing old Datsun up to
the registration parking area at the Motor's Inn,
set the parking brake and left the car running.

"Sometimes it doesn't start and | have to roll
start it. l'tés such a
"Okay, that makes sense," replied a no longer
puzzled Tarbow.

Fumbling with the door handle, he asked, "Now
how do | get out of this thing?"

"Just roll the window down. Use the outside door
handle."

"Oh, that's how it's done," smiled Tarbow, "What
kind of a scrooge do you work for that you can't
afford a decent car? You should talk to your
boss about a raise. This thing should be
condemned as a rolling road hazard."

Proof that life is what happens to you on the way
to doing something else, Dee Dee's husband
rode by just as they were entering the motel. He
did an astonished double-take and turned his
motorcycle around in the center of the street and
parked nearby for a better look see.
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"Cross your fingers boss, if we're lucky, the
manager we do business with will be on
duty.”

Dee Dee reached into her purse and pulled out
one of her business cards as she walked

up to the registration desk. "Hi, I'm Dee Dee
Williams from the Gazette, is Patsy in?"

The desk clerk dutifully took the card and
disappeared into the back.

Seconds later Patsy Booker appeared smiling.
"Hey, Dee Dee, what brings you here? You
gonna write an article about the finest motel in
town?"

"Maybe," replied Dee Dee in a sassy friendly
way, not ruling out the possibility.

"Patsy, can we talk for a minute in private?"
"We can talk in my office if you like."

The three filed into Patsy's small office, and after
proper introduction of her boss, Dee Dee got to
the point. "Patsy, we're trying to get some
information about two men we think have been
staying here. We don't know their names, but
they are driving a big blue Ford. One of them
probably has his face bandaged. Have you seen
anybody who fits the description?"

"Well, there have been two guys staying in 107.
Looked like businessmen to me. They checked
out early this morning. | didn't see any bandages




though. But then again, only one of them came
to turn in the key."

"Did you get their names or the name of the
company they worked for?"

"Let me see?"

Patsy buzzed the desk clerk and had her bring
in the record card for room 107. "You know I'm
not supposed to do this?" Dee Dee raised her
eyebrows at her friend in a pleading sort of way.
Patsy silently read over the card in her hand and
suddenly burst out laughing. "This name and
address is as bogus as a three-dollar bill'" The
address Mr. Smith gave is a phony! | know,
because | used to live in D. C. You guys are
onto a real winner here! Here, see for yourself.
There's nothing here that will help you."

Tarbow and Dee Dee examined the room record
card and laid it back on Patsy's desk.

Dee Dee pursed her lips and set her brow in a
puzzling manner and asked, "Don't you keep a
record of phone calls?"

"Yes we do, if they charge them to their room,
but as you see, they probably used a

credit card. We wouldn't have a record, because
we don't charge for local calls."

Then Dee Dee asked, hoping for the break
every good detective gets sooner or later,
"Could we see the room where they stayed?"
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"It's fine with me, but you won't find much. By
now, our housekeepers have cleaned it up. They
really do good work. My girls are the best in
town," she bragged with a grin. Patsy handed
Tarbow the key to room 107 and reminded the
pair of junior detectives, "Don't forget to return
the key when you're through."

Room 107 was located in the back annex of the
motel complex.

"Cross your fingers, maybe they haven't cleaned
it yet."

The door swung open, Tarbow turned on the
lights. The beds were still unmade.

"The house keepers are late! Sorry about that
Patsy!"

"Okay, Sherlock, now what do we look for?"
asked Tarbow trying to figure where to
begin.

"Just look for anything that would give us a clue
as to who these men were."

Rummaging around in the wastebasket, Dee
Dee announced, "We've got something
interesting here, looks like bloody bandages."

"Save them," replied Tarbow, "That'll be
something the Sheriff can send off for forensic
testing. Just pull out the whole plastic trash bag,
and we'll take them with us just as we found
them.




Then Tarbow added, MMay be hedl |
compare them with the ski mask stains.”

Continuing to search, Dee Dee expressed
frustration, "l feel like a rank amateur. There's
just nothing of any value in here that | can see.
This isn't at all like the movies. No telephone
numbers scribbled on a crumpled match cover.
Nothing but bandages, just a few bloody
bandages."

Dee Dee moved over to the small writing desk,
sat down and put her chin in her hand to think.
Doodling with the keys on the telephone she
said, "No clues, except for bloody bandages.
What would they prove? If they had only made
some telephone credit card calls, then we would
have something to go on."

Staring up at her from the telephone was the
REDIAL button.

Then, in a moment that would make Sir Author
Conan Doyle proud, Dee Dee thought, "What if,
we pushed the redial button? Would it
automatically dial up the last person these men
called?"

Nervously, she studied the phone and then
made the demonstrative statement, "Don't touch
the phone. 0

fOkay, 0 r ep lniapudzledvaiceb o w

fJust sit tight for a minute while | run up front.
Don't touch the phone! Okay?"
iWhat ever

you say. o0

W a
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An excited Dee Dee dashed back up front and
inquired of her manager friend, "Patsy, if | were
to push the redial button on the phone in room
107, would it place my call?"
"NO_"
Dee Dee's heart sank.
Patsy clarified her answer, "It wouldn't work
unless | had an account to charge it to. There's
no one to charge it to. The room is empty."

Dee Dee asked, "You mean if the room was in
my name, the call would go through?"

"Sure."

Dee Dee held her breath and asked, "Patsy, if
the call goes through, will your computer printout
the number called?"

"Sure."

"Patsy, if | promise to pay for the call, will you
set it up."

"Sure, just give me a minute. I'll ring you when
it's all set up.”

Dee Dee returned to room 107 and explained
her plan to Tarbow.

The phone rang.

"Hello," answered a hopeful Dee Dee.




"You're all set.”

ifhanks, Patsy. o

"Cross your fingers again, Thomas," Her hand
trembled as she carefully raised the handset
from its cradle and pressed the redial button.
Covering the mouth-piece with her palm, she
whispered, "It's ringing."

"YeS."

"Uhh, hello, who is this speaking," asked Dee
Dee hesitantly.

A man asked gruffly, AVho are you trying to
reach?"

"Uhhh," Dee Dee asked again, "Who did you say
you were?"

"l didn't," came a blunt reply.

And then the gruff man on the other end of the
line asked, "What number did you dial?"

Dee Dee suddenly realized that she was in way
over her head. She hadn't planned what

to say if someone actually did answer, and now
she was nonplused for words.

"Uhh, I'm looking for a friend," she replied
lamely, fis this the Quality Inn?"

Unseen by Dee Dee, the man on the other
phone initiated a trace on the origin of his
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mystery caller and began a conversation to hold
Dee Dee on the line.

He said in a puzzled manner, "Tell me again,
who were you trying to reach?"

Just as Dee Dee began stammering again,
someone started beating on the motel room
door. Bang! Bang! Bang! The repeated blows
reverberated throughout the room. The door
quivered on its hinges.

A muffled voice yelled, "Open this door! Open
this door right now!"

Dee Dee slammed the phone down and stared
open-mouthed at the door. The door knob
rattled, and then the assailant seemed to move
away.

firhomas, it's them. They're back! They've come
back to clean up the evidence! We're dead.
They'll murder us! What'll we do now?"

Dee Dee tried to pick up a brass lamp to protect
herself. It was bolted down! Tarbow grabbed her
by the shoulders and instructed, "We'll flatten
ourselves against the wall by the door. I'll open
the door, and we'll run out when they charge in."

Tarbow twisted the knob and flung the door
open just in time to see a blur of a human figure
fly by, trip, and tumble onto the floor in a heap.
Dee Dee and Tarbow stood dumbstruckd
overcome by what they saw. The avenger lay
spread-eagle, face down on the floor grasping a
large baseball bat.




Recovering, a few seconds from the hard fall,
the would-be, ferocious killer shook himself and
turned over.

In unison they gasped, "EDWARD! What are
you doing here?"

Edward,0 Dee Dee's school teacher husband,
jumped up and began menacingly slapping the
bat against his hand. His whole body quivering
in a deputy Barney Fife rage, he retorted, "The
guestion is what are you two doing here? fi

flCaught you in the act,
of you, locked up in a sleazy motel room. Why |
oughta..."

Dee Dee and Tarbow looked at each other in
absolute amazement. Dee Dee put her hand to
her mouth to hold back the laughter as Tarbow
stood wide-eyed trying to find the right words to
placate this hapless little husband.

Finally, regaining her composure, Dee Dee
asked through tears of suppressed laughter,

"Edward you don't think Mr. Tarbowand I .. .?"
"Looks that way to me!"

"Come on, Edward! Use your head."

Then, turning toward Tarbow she gestured
mockingly and said, "Just look at him! | mean,
does he look like someone | would . . . !  mean

look! Let's get serious, Edward! You gotta be
kidding!"

d i
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Edward cautiously eyed his imagined love rival
for a few seconds and then said, "Well, it sure
doesn't make sense to me that you'd be here
with a man twenty years older than you.
Someone wouldreallyhav e t o be
he said in a tone of voice that was rapidly self-
correcting as common sense told him to ease off
and realize this was his wife's employer and
maybe there was some plausible explanation.
"No offense, Mr. Tarbow, no offence mind you.
But, something just doesn't look right with this
picture."

dndt |1 ? Look at the t
Tarbow stood temporarily immobilized by his
damaged ego as he thought of Edward adding
ten years to his age thus making him forty-seven
instead of thirty-seven. Tarbow lamented, "This
guy must think that | was there at the discovery
of fire."

But, the tension soon subsided between the
three friends. Lowering his baseball bat, Edward
swallowed hard and wondered aloud, "So, just
what are the two of you doing here anyhow?"

Tarbow, glad for a chance to change the subject
to something positive, replied, "We're doing an
investigation. Thatos
some leads regarding the break-in at the
newspaper |l ast night. o

"What break-in? I've not heard of any break-in."
"Well, Edward, it's a long story, but that's really

why we're here. We think the two men who were
staying in this room last night might have broken

w O

al

desper

at



into the newspaper offices last night. Sorry,
that's all there is to it, Edward. No steamy tryst,
no secret rendezvous, just a couple of news-
paper people playing detective."

Tarbow, seeking a gracious way to close out of
the awkward situation suggested, "Look, it's
getting to be lunch time. Why don't you two do
lunch on me? Let me go home and get a
shower. You guys put lunch on my credit card
after you drop me off at the office."

On the way out, the editor turned detective
stopped back by the front desk to get the
number they had called on the redial and paid
for the call. Bedraggled and tired, he stuffed the
number with a Washington, D.C. area code in
his rumpled coat pocket and headed for the
office as a passenger in the asthmatic Datsun.

The seemingly unintentional disparaging remark
about his age was still stinging quite a little bit.
Was it a Freudian Slip or did the veneer
covering his male vanity crack a little? Then , in
a moment of manly readjustment, Tarbow spoke
out loud to himself, "Get a life mister! Suck it
up!" He chuckled and changed the subject of his
internal dialog to a different channel.

A few minutes later, on the way home, the
widower Tarbow passed his vacant house where
he and his wife, when she was alive, used to
live.

He reminisced, "Life was so good when my Jo-
anna was with us. Why do bad things happen to
such good people? Why had she of all people,
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have to get cancer? What a waste! He recalled
the day of the funeral and how he took her cold
dead hand in his, caressed her lifeless cheek
and kissed her on the forehead one last time.
The light of his life had been snuffed out.

He mused, i B, it's mom, me, and the kids all
living over at the old home place. | guess, for
now, it's best for everyone. We all need each
other, especially since dad died."

He imagined, "Maybe I'll move out the furniture

and sell the house someday, but for now, it's not
all that big a deal to mow the grass and keep the
placeup.May be someday | 61|

Not wishing to angle too deeply into another
sentimental funk, he pressed hard on the
accelerator and sped on past the vacant home.
Again he changed the channel of his internal
dialog and drove on to his mom's place. He had
other things on his mind needing immediate
attention, pining over a deceased spouse was
not productive.

==
That afternoon, Thomas returned to the office in
better spirits.

He plopped into his swivel chair and said, "You
know, Ruby, a hot shower and some fresh
clothes can sure change a man's outlook on
life.0He added, "By the way, | stopped by the
hardware store and picked up a deadbolt lock. |
was even going to have the place wired with a
burglar alarm until | got to thinking about the cat.

s el




He'd sure be a problem for a motion-detector. |
could take him home . . . | guess? But you know
mom. She won't hear to it. She just has this
thing about cat hair."

Big Ruby grinned, "l know she does. Some
people just don't appreciate cat hair all over the
furniture and in their soup. Narrow minded, |
guess."

As i f he didndét hear
up the deadbolt and wondered aloud, "Who
could have broken into our office? What could
they want in here, maybe the Pittman stuff? But
is that stuff really worth breaking and entering
for?"

Tarbow, a well-practiced procrastinator, laid the
lock back on the front corner of his desk, making
a mental note to have it installed as soon as
possible.

Dee Dee walked in a few minutes later.

The editor sat sorting through the piles of paper
that were once organized files as he said, "Miss
Marple, how did lunch go?"

"It was just fine, Edward actually believes us,0
she teased.

"Here's your credit card back. Edward said
thanks but thinks we should tell him the next
time we decide to go to a motel together."

Dee Dee cleared a spot on the vinyl couch to sit.
She said in a voice seeking understanding and
forgiveness, "Mr. Tarbow, this morning | didn't

her

Page
59

mean to imply that you'reanoldmanl t 6 s
that anyone over thirty is, well, you know."

just

"Well," she said, "When | told Edward to look at
you, | made it out like you were some sort of
disgusting old geezer with hair growing out of his
ears. I'm sorry | said it that way. | meant you
looked all frumpy from your night on the couch."

He said nothing. Then, after long pause for
melodramakic, effe@t aer saicbima tqné tbaksbed

knew was meant to be forgiving, "Kid, let's get

this mess in chronological

==

In a corner of the White House West Wing, the
savory smell of hamburgers and raw onions
clashed with the dignified air of a walnut paneled
conference room. A lone figure sat at the end of
a long conference table cluttered with styrofoam
burger boxes and crumpled paper napkins. On
the wall behind him hung a framed statement.

The great want of this age is men.
Men who are not for sale. Men who
are honest, sound from the center
to circumference. True to the
heart 6s cor e. Me n
condemn wrong in friend and foe,
in themselves as well as others.
Men whose consciences are as
steady as the needle to the pole.
Men who will stand for the right if
the heavens totter and the earth
reels. Men who can tell the truth
and look the world and the devil

who wi




right in the eye. Men that neither
break nor run. Men who neither
flag nor flinch.

The secretary poked her head in the door and
said, "Sir, Agents Blue and Dooberstine are here
to see you. Do you want them to come in?"

The distinguished looking man in his early 60's
wiped the ketchup from his lip and replied, "Yes,
it's about time, send them in."

The two men entered the imposing chamber
with cautious deference.

"Did you men just get in?"
"Yessssir."

No handshake or greeting smile was offered. No
invitation was given for the men to be seated.
Remaining standing, the two nervously tried to
figure out what to do with their hands.

"Well, you see that I'm eating a cold cheese-
burger instead of dining with the President and
some very influential people. You do understand
that irritates me plenty, don't you?"

The two nodded obediently in unison, knowing
better than to speak. A highly agitated Haman
Crookshank grimaced and spread out his fingers
and pressed them deep into his bulging
stomach. Simultaneously, he gritted his teeth
and scowled, "It's too bad that ignorance isn't
painful. It's stupid people like you that causes
corporations to put instructions on soup cans."
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"Frankly, I'm horrified. You'd better thank your
lucky stars you didn't get caught. This whole
thing is getting out of hand! And thanks to you
two, we could be in deep trouble. Given enough
rope, you'd hang us all!"

"But there's no need to rehash your botched
assignment now. Let's pick up the pieces and
get this project back on track. When I'm in a
better mood, I'll expect a full explanation. Right
now, there are some basic things we need to
know ASAP."

Crookshank picked up the handwritten note
beside him stamped "SECRET" and handed it to
Mr. Blue. Written on it was:

Things to be determinedd
1. Has Tarbow met Colonel Brown yet?
2. Does Tarbow have any idea what this is all
about?
3. What does his assistant, Dee Dee Williams,
know?
4. Set a date for the next attempt to get
Pittman's papers.
5. How will Colonel Brown be discredited?

Means to be used.

1. Wire taps on Tarbow's office and home.
2. Surveillance of Col. Brown.

3. Another break-in at the newspaper.

Blue and Dooberstine stood awkwardly holding
the paper between them. At the pathetic sight of
the two grown men struggling to read from the




same sheet of paper while standing, Crook-
shank finally relented and ordered, "Sit down
Tweedledee and Tweedledum, I'll handle the
details on the taps. I'll set up the surveillance
too. I'm going to put someone so close to Brown,
he won't be able to sneeze without us knowing
about it. They'll be like two mice in a shot glass!"

Crookshank | eaned back
want to review your new plan on how you are
going to go back into the newspaper office and
get it right this time! Do you understand | want
this on my desk in the morning! Any questions?"

Agent Dooberstine cleared his throat and feebly
responded with a weak voice, "Mr. Crookshank,
with all due respect sir, I'm not able to go back
until | get healed up. That animal put a real
hurtin' on me."

Gathering up his burger wrappers while brushing
the crumbs onto the floor with his sleeve, Crook-
shank replied, "Humm! We'll get someone else
who is not afraid."

"Well sir, call it what you want, but there's some
kind of animal in that office that | don't want to
tangle with again. I'm serious."

Crookshank obviously skeptical asked, "Blue,
what do you think?"

"Umm, Dooberstine told me what he saw.
Personally, | really doubt that it was a lion or
even a bobcat. It was more like some kind of an
overgrown house cat that was probably scared
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to death. The idea that it was a trained attack-
catis a little much."

He patted his partner on the shoulder and

added, "I'm not afraid of it, and neither is
Dooberstine. However, it might be suspicious if
he showed up with those facial scratches in
Spivey Sinks again. I'd just as soon have
someose etséhvath me,next'tileé, i§its all righd | |
with you, sir?"

"If that's the way both of you feel, it's all right by
me. Work on it, and let me know who you pick."

Having reached satiety, Haman Crookshank
began to mellow-out. The conversation drifted
into a colorful account of the newspaper fiasco
the night before. As the meeting closed, the
Presidentds National
unconvinced that a newspaper office in Spivey
Sinks would be guarded by a mountain lion.

Secur

Admitting that something made the seven deep
scratch lines on agent Dooberstine's face, he
deduced, "Who knows what kind of wild
creatures those hillbillies might chain up? The
next time you go in, stun the thing if you have to.
And, if I were you I'd cook up a better cover
story. Maybe you can tell your compadres that
you were rescuing a baby from a burning
building or something? Not that you got
scratched by a pathetic cat! Andd | don't want
any more screw ups! Is that understood?"

With a renewed sense of understanding, agent
Blue went home to dream up a new and better
plan.




The next morning Crookshank approved the
fnew and betteroscenario with a smile.

Later that morning, from his office on Secrecy
Row in the Executive Office Building, Agent Blue
summoned his junior assistant, Special Agent
Jael Manly. Ms. Manly, burdened with a
deadbeat ex-husband and raising three children,
was a lady with a justifiable anti-male attitude . .
. . just what they needed.

With a heavy knock on the open door, she
sought permission to enter the office and seated
herself as one who had been summoned, but
di dndt kBilue spokevimpersonally over
some papers he was reading, "Agent Manly,
have a seat. firell me, Ms. Manly, you have cats,
don't you?"

"No sir, | have a cat, not cats," she said in her
best monotone Sgt. Joe Friday voice.

"I mean, you know about cats, don't you?"
"Yes, | guess. Are you wanting a cat, Mr. Blue?"

He laughed, "Are you kidding? My motto is The
only good cat is a dead cat."

"Actually, | need a person who knows about cats
to help me with a special project. That's all."

"Well, what do you want to know?"

I just need some reliatrl
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MAre you interested?0
i guess so. 0

fFirst, | need for you to put together a marketing
survey for a cat magazine."
Long pause.

He grinned, "Ms. Manly, don't look at me in that
tone of voice."

"With all due respect, Mr. Blue, is this company
business? Or are you off on one of your, shall
we say, tangents again? I'm thinking of your
chinchilla farm?" she smiled.

"No, no, this is legit. Well anyway, | mean it is
company business."

"So what is this about a marketing survey?"

"That's the device you'll use to get information
about a particular cat. That's all, just an innocent
little inquiry."

Manly replied, "And | assume you don't want to
tell them who you are or why you need to know.
Is that correct?"

"Exactly."

Blue and Manly spent the next hour in a strategy
session designed to unearth the real truth about
the attack cat."

Finally, she nodded her head in affirmation of
ber aomnitméenntd carefuliaexacuderthe dat
marketing survey.




She thought, "Only in America!"
==

It was a full week after the break-in and the
Motor's Inn imbroglio before Tarbow and Dee
Dee got around to trying to figure out more
about the Pittman puzzle. Having a newspaper
to get out every day meant the investigative
journalism had to wait.

One afternoon after the paper had been put to
bed, Tarbow broached the Pittman matter with,
"Super Siss, | think we need to get back to the
ABCb6s of basic journal
when, where, why and how of all of this Pittman
business. I've tried to add up the facts but they
don6t seem to
Dee the list, "Here, look it over and tell me what
you think."

As Dee Dee was reading, the phone rang in the
outer office and Ruby answered, "Spivey Sinks
Gazette, may | help you?"

A brusque female business voice on the other
end of the line said, "I'm calling because we're
doing amarketingsur vey. Weobr e
homeowners with cats. Do you have a cat in
your home?"

Ruby answered, "This is not a private residence.
We're a business, but we do have a cat that
lives here. Would we still qualify?"

dHmlvanded Ded o
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"Fine," replied the surveyor, "May | ask a few
questions about your cat?"

Ruby came back, "Just a moment, you need to
talk with the cat's owner. He's in the next office,
hold just a moment please."

Jael Manly gave Blue the thumbs up signal as
he listened on the speaker phone.

"Hello, this is Thomas Tarbow, how can | help
you?"
"I understand

Manly asked,

'YesTyeelammh o, what ,
"Excellent. May | ask you a few questions for our
m gat fhod tharketing survey?"

"Sure, always happy for cat calls."

She rolled her eyes and pretended not to have
notice the juvenile double entendre.

"Wonderful! May | have your first name please?"

"Thomas. That's Thomas Tarbow."
ng to reach
She confirmed, "You're the cat's owner?"

"Most definitely. | share my office with the most
independent cat in the world. His name is
Hammurabi, King of Babylon. He's a rare seven-
toe."




Placing her hand over the phone, she urgently
asked Agent Blue, "What's a seven-toe?"

He shrugged ignorance and whispered, "Wing
it!"

"Uhhh, Mr. Tarbow, about that marvelous cat of
yours, would you mind telling me a little more?
Please tell us his age, his weight, his
temperament and especially what he likes to
eat.0

Sharing a softer side of his sometimes too
matter of fact personality, Tarbow spared no
details, including mentioning Hammurabi's all-
time favorite food as sardines in shrimp jelly.

Learning more than she cared to know, and after
a gracious goodbye, Manly backed out of the
bogus survey and hung up the phone.

Shaking her head in disbelief, she said, "That
man's a certified feline-a-phile. He does sound
like a nice guy though."

Agent Blue, proud of Manly's performance,
slapped her on the back like she was one of the
guys, and said, "How would you like to meet that
cat?"

"The King of Babylon, no less!" she smiled.
He thought, "Wait until | tell our scar-faced

colleague what kind of lion done him in. A
seven-toed pussy cat!"
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He leaned across the desk, cracked a little grin

and declared, "Ms. Manly, very soon because of

this great performance, we're going to test your

mettle. I'm taking you with me to our next visit to
Spivey Sinks. Thatoés where
survey information to a real-world test."

===

Early in the week, after the break-in at the
newspaper office, an out-of-town visitor came to
inspect a second-story rental apartment across
the street from the paper.

Delia Glidden, a tall willowy woman, led the way
up the creaking staircase to show the apartment
for rent. "It's kinda plain, but it's clean. We sold
his stuff and fumigated the place after the last
tenantskipped on his rent. o

"You do know | want a month in advance and
the security deposit?"

Unconcerned with the demand, the potential
renter nodded in the affirmative.

Glidden unlocked the padlock and swung open
the hasp, commenting, "We had to put this kinda
lock on so we could lock out those who have
tried to beat us on the rent." She said in a
foreboding tone issuing a veiled threat, "People
get real cooperative when we lock up their
things."

"I'll bet they do."




The door swung open into the large living room
with high ceilings and a bare wooden floor. Light
streamed into the room through two large
windows that faced the newspaper office. Dust
particles glittered i
flowered couch from a repossessed mobile
home, a threadbare wingback chair, and one
Mexican pottery lamp on a rickety end table
completed the Spartan living room ensemble.
The place smelled like old wood.

"I'll take it."

"But you havendt seen
yet, and there are rules you'll have to agree to."

"Such as?"

"Well, with my art gallery right below this
apartment, | won't tolerate untoward behavior
and a bunch of seamy characters coming and
going all hours of the night."

"Okay, | can handle that." The man thought to
himself, "Honey, I'll be the quietest renter you've
ever had. This place will be as quiet as a
convent."

Their footsteps on the creaking floor echoed
throughout the empty rooms as the new
renter dutifully inspected the bare kitchen with
the dripping faucet and the nearly empty
bedroom.

"I'll take it. Il be working nights, and I'll probably
go home on the weekends. So, I'd appreciate it if

n

t

youdd keep an eye on thi
me."
More than willing to keep tabs on her own

i h eroperty,raudist Gligden didrot Wwotherasking. T h e

where he worked or what he did on weekends.

Why should she care if he paid cash in
advance?

Smith anted up the cash without flinching and
accepted the key.

After giving the place one more look through, he
driave over boehe nicesh rdotebiretavn, ohe m
Spivey Park Inn. There, he rented a
businessman's suite for long-term guests and
paid cash for a month. His place of work: the
Glidden's apartmentd his place of residence:
Spivey Park Reserve Suites.

he

That afternoon, the government agent who was
acting under orders of Haman Crookshank,
purchased an expensive padlock, a gallon of
roach spray and a stack of books and
magazines. A clean-freak, he sprayed the
apartment with Lysol and then moved in several
suitcases. In minutes, the communications
specialist set up the surveillance equipment
needed to watch and record all activity at the
newspaper office.

In the meantime, directly across the street,
Tarbow hung up the phone after the cat
marketing survey. From then on, he would be
under a watchful eye. His every word would be
recorded for listening ears in Washington, D.C.
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===

Picking up where they left off, Dee Dee said,
"Boss, all these data points to only one man who
can help usd -Colonel Brown. | think we really
need to clarify three things with him."

Dee Dee read the list out loud.

1. It looks like Pittman was given hush money to
keep quiet about something very important.

2. The money came as a government
entittement benefit, therefore it wasn't a bribe
from the mine operators to cover up a safety
violation.

3. There must be something incriminating in
Pittman's papers that somebody wants
destroyed.

"l don't know what this is all about, but we have
to begin somewhere. Colonel Brown seems like
a good place to start."

"Make me an appointment with Brown. I'll go
over to the nursing home tomorrow and see if
we can get the ball rolling," said Tarbow.

The super-sensitive ear of a parabolic
microphone listened from an open window
across the street. For backup, the
eavesdropping agent had attached a domino
sized infrared transmitter to a window pane of
Tarbow's office. This little transmitter converted
the vibrations of the window into infrared pulses
that could be easily picked up with a receiver
several miles away if necessary. To make the
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system fully redundant, the agent also put on a
phone tap.

Testing his equipment, the listener played back
the taped conversations and declared he was
officially open for business!"”

===

Chapter 5

Dee Dee phoned Tarbow early one

morning at home, "Hey, sorry for the late
notice, but | was just now able to arrange for you
to meet Colonel Brown this morning. To save
you a trip to the office, you may want to drive
straight on up there."

Two weeks had passed since the break-in.

Tarbow turned his thoughts to Colonel Brown as
he drove on through the mountains. He
remembered Brown, but not with fond
memories. It had been years and years since
he'd seen him. He recalled that Brown was a
stern and solemn man whose heritage was of a
rock-ribbed fundamentalist preacher's son.
Tarbow mused, the Browns were the Bible, and
Bible only people. If God said it, that settled it,
they believed it.

The patriarch, known as the Reverend Doctor
Brown, was a scholar who specialized in the
early history of the world. He traveled widely,
giving talks about the people who lived before
the Flood of Noah. He called them antediluvians.
Doctor Brown believed they were fifteen feet tall




and so scientifically advanced that they were
able to experiment with genetics and make
dinosaurs. He based his size of Adam and Eve
on the Bible text of Genesis 6:4, firhere were
giants in the earth in those days; and also after
that, when the sons of God came in unto the
daughters of men, and they bare children to
them, the same became mighty men which were
of ol d, men of renown.

The Reverend Doctor Brown was quite well
known in his day. Additionally, he was a
meticulous person who kept careful notes in a
journal that he referred to as his Other Book of
Knowl edge. The
association was infused with his daddy's
teachings and attitude. The son also studied his
Bible and shared many of his father's views .

Col onel Brown i nhe-earetl ed
old journal and treasured it. However, it was said
by the saints that the

talk, but he didn't quite walk the walk of a
sincere believer. In his case, the apple fell along
way from the tree.

Tarbow mused how hard it was to believe that
the Colonel Brown he knew, could strike fear in
a kid simply by raising his eyebrows and that
Brown was now an old man in a nursing home.
He chuckled, "Wonder if I'll still feel intimidated
by him?06 He snickered,
shake in my boots."

The Volvo eased into the gravel parking lot of
the country nursing home. Guided by a hand-
lettered "Enter Here" sign, he made his way up
the driveway to the main entrance. Thomas

p rCelanel, bye r 4
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stepped inside a large dayroom and paused.
Patients sat in wheelchairs parked in a cluttered
semicircle in front of the loud blurry television.
Residents, some tied into their chair, others
endlessly rocking and nodding, all appeared
oblivious to the glitzy game show and the rest of
the world as well.

Tarbow, not in the mood for a reality check that
he himself might be getting older, tried to
minimize eye contact. He thought a lingering
look could be an emotional hook, an invitation to
personal intimacy that he would rather avoid for
now. He remembered the words of the Canadian
writay Brmily Garn veho said, "It is not all bad, this
getting old, ripening. After the fruit has got its
growth it should juice up and mellow. God forbid
| should live long enough to ferment and rot and
h ffakto theagtolnd in & sgjuashd g

r étahe reeeptibnsdesk, danbovt askedkpelitely,t h e
"Pardon me, but I've come to visit
Colonel Brown. Do you know him?"

"Why sure, he's our most famous resident," the
nurse replied proudly. "The people from the
newspaper were out here two weeks ago and
took his picture. Took mine too. Put us right on
the front page! | bought four copies!"

U Falow recallechtteatdt evasractually three weeks
ago, in the front of the "B" section.
"But who cared?" He was always humbled by
the importance and prestige people placed on
getting their picture in the paper.
He recalled, "How many times have | seen a
yellowing scrap of news print kept as a




treasured family possession. So and so grows
biggest pumpkin. So and so is given an award
for..."

Tarbow tried to tease out some basic
information without sounding too nosey, "Is he
all right? How's his health these days?"

"Oh, he's frail, but compared to some others
around here, he's really sharp mentally."

An aid at the nurse's station pointed him out,
"Col onel Browndés right
toward a wizened man slumped over in a wheel
chair, the sickly remains of a human whose ribs
had fallen in like the frame of an old abandoned
house.

Trying to hide his disappointment, Thomas
stammered, "Uhhh, is that Colonel
Brown, the retired Army Colonel?"

"Sure," she nodded affirming what she had
thought was a clear statement. His hopes of
gaining some worthwhile bit of information from
this visit vanished as he asked himself, "This is
the person who is supposed to unravel the
meaning of Pittman's note?"

Thomas lamented, "Just look at him. The poor
old man looks so pathetic. It will

make no sense to try and have a lucid
conversation with someone like that."

Thomas started to approach Brown, but
hesitated and picked up a magazine from a
nearby table, stalling for time while deciding

what he should do next. He argued with himself,
"Shall | proceed, or just leave the old man alone
in his stupor?"

Then, as he was standing there looking slightly
confused and perplexed, a nurse sitting nearby
noticed him and asked, "Can | help you sir?"

"Uhh, not really, | was just hoping to speak to
Colonel Brown, butd well . . .0 He shrugged at
the seemingly hapless old man.

¢ v 8'm Radydy kig pavaté dut® huese,"saidithet e d
strikingly beautiful brunette in her prime thirties.
She extended her hand, flashed a brilliant smile
and stopped him dead in his tracks.

Stunned by her beauty, Tarbow shook her hand
and smiled without speaking. This woman was
movie-star beautiful. Tarbow's mind was thinking
at warp speed. He thought, A é m st andi
this magnificent specimen of Creation and
breathing the same air. She's not just good

lookingd she'sbeaut i ful ! o

"My mother named me Rachel after a lady in the
Bi bl e. I't means | ittle
lamb or a saint, so my friends call me Raye."

Thomas grinned cautiously."

Toying with him, she teased, "Did your
mother give you a name?"

"My given name is Thomas, my nickname is
Tom. You can call me whatever you like," he
smiled coyly.
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Rachel grinned, looked away, tossed her tresses
as if she were going to speak but said nothing.

The thought passed through his mind, "This
could be interesting. What gives with this female
trailing a faint essence of lavender perfume? 0

He had mentally prepped to visit a grizzled old
Army retiree, but was totally unprepared for a
serendipitous encounter with a knock-out of a
woman with dancing brown eyes.

She teased again, "Remember, my name is
Raye, that's R-a-y-e. I'm thirty something,
presently single and shy. Your name is Tom?"

Tarbow smiled, kept his wits about him and
mused to himself that she would be a good
candidate for heaven. Then he asked, i S o ,
is the colonel ?0

Feeling her flirting had fallen flat, she replied,
"Yes sir, this is Colonel Brown, and I've just
been assigned to care for him. He's had a bad
spell lately. One of his retirement benefits is a
private duty nurse when he needs one."

" liftrbduce you," said Rachel, now in a very
professional monotone voice.

"No, No, that's all right, I'll leave the old fellow
alone," he replied weakly. But his words were

too soft and too late. She had already reached
the Colonel and was wheeling him toward the

editor.
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"It'll be better to talk with the Colonel in his room.
It's right down the hall. You know, he says he
never gets visitors, so he's glad you came," she
said as she leaned forward and patted the weak
old man on his bony shoulder.

The rubber tires squeaked over the shiny waxed
tiles as the petite brunette wheeled the limp old
man into his room and parked the wheelchair
next to the television. She leaned over and said,
"Colonel, if you need anything just call. I'll wait
outside."

She turned on her heel and headed for the door
while offering a parting benediction back over
her shoulder, "Now you boys have a nice visit."

Sizing up Tarbow, her eyes met his as she
paused in the door and looked back. He looked

i \alnerable, his blue eyes dulled with the color of

some yet to be discovered sadness. She made
note of this possible vulnerability to be
researched later when she read over his bio
sheet.

T ar b aepditerial manner was usually direct
and probing. He quickly scanned the Colonel's
room. It looked like a political picture gallery of
high-powered notables. The walls were hung
solid with awards and clips of Colonel Brown
pictured with politicians and presidents. Tarbow
thought, "Very impressive sir. You've certainly
soared with the eagles."

Tarbow picked up a folding chair leaning against
the wall and placed it directly in front of the old
colonel. This was not the person he




remembered when he was a boy growing up.
The colonel he knew was a large man with coal
black hair and a pencil thin mustache. He
remembered a proud man who stood ramrod
straight, wore aviator
swagger stick.

Now, as Tarbow looked at the remains of the
once proud man, he noted sadly how time had
ground this man down, leaving him a shuddering
shadow of his former self. All that seemed left
was a man with slumped shoulders, a few wispy
strands of gray hair and tired liquid eyes that
turned down at the corners. Gravity had drained
all of the life out of his face. The old man's
trembling hand grasped the stub of a burned out
cigar as he sat staring blankly from under his
thick bushy eyebrows, a pathetic husk of a once
robust male.

Tarbow said softly, "I'm the Tarbow, do you
remember me?"

No response.

Tarbow raised his voice and repeated, "I'm the
Tarbow boy, remember me?"

The old man pointed his trembling hand at the
television and said, "Shut that noisy thing off so |
can hear you! The housekeeper insists on
turning the thing on every morning when she
cleans up in here. It aggravates me all day long.
| despise that idiot box!"

Tarbow, more interested now, sat down again.

SO
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"You said you are the Tarbow boy."

"Yes," he replied, "I'm the kid who used to sneak
in and fish in your pond. Never caught much
shaughg $tranges yos neveemcdught ws fishinge d
either . 0

"Ah," the Colonel replied, "I never caught you
because | didn't want to. You and your buddies
used to steal apples from my orchard too."

Suddenly the old man didn't seem quite so
pathetic and frail anymore. Tarbow asked,
"How'd you know | was in your orchard?"

The Colonel righted himself with his elbows
against the chair arms. "I knew," he said
as he formed an all-knowing grin.

By now Tarbow was marveling at the change in
the Colonel. He was sitting up straight and
looking at him with eyes that still had flames of
fire flickering behind them.

"So, what brings you here, Tarbow? Are you still
running your dad's paper?"

"Yes sir."

fil heawads yionu t he Ar my?2o
AfYeah, did a stint with
Germany. Colonel, you know the drill, parachute

in at night behind enemy lines, organize
resistance, cause the enemy grief. Not a lot |

can talk about, but you already know all of that

dondét you col onel ?0
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The old man nodded and then asked, "You and
your mother still Adventists?"

"Yes sir, mother works in our community
services department helping the poor and needy
and I'm an elder and youth leader."

The colonel said, "Funny thing, I've traveled all
over the world and everywhere | went there
were Seventh-day Adventist hospitals and
people doing missionary work. Good people’ (see
endnote # for detailed information. But you folk sure
have some wacky theology."

Tarbow chose to let the religious slur go by as
unnoticed. He would deal with "wacky theology"
statement later.

"So, are you here on newspaper business or
what?"

Tarbow fumbled with the cigar box he had
brought along in a grocery bag and began

to speak. "Well, uhhh, Colonel, your name was
mentioned in a note written by a dead man."

The Colonel stared at him as if he were
patronizing a five-year-old, "Written by a dead
man? That's an interesting twist."

"What | meant was it was written by a man who
is now dead. It was part of his personal effects.

firhat's clearer. And, my name was mentioned?"
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The nurse reappeared at the door. "Gentlemen,
if you don't mind, 16d I
of my purse.”

Raye rummaged through her purse. Removing
the pack of cigarettes, she left the purse open
on the table nearby where Tarbow and the
Colonel were talking. She then quietly exited the
room.

Brown followed her out the door and gave her a
suspicious glance. Tarbow's eyes also

followed her out the door, but the two men had
entirely different thoughts on their minds.

"Now where were we? Oh, yes, | was telling you
that your name was mentioned in a note that
was given to me."

"And you're sure the note was referring to me?"

"Yes sir, most definitely” he replied. Then he
filled the Colonel in on the details about the will
and the contents of the cigar box and the two
shoe boxes. He read Pittman's decoded
message on the ribbon which had said that
Colonel Brown was his government contact.

The Colonel didn't seem surprised. Instead he
sat quietly thinking. He pressed his fingers
together at the tips making imaginary triangles
and shapes and stared through them toward the
floor. "So what do you want from me?"

"Well," Tarbow said slowly, "I'd like to know what
is really going on over at Spivey Sinks Military
Depot. | mean, is there something buried over

Kk
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there that the world should know about? To
begin, do you know this Jeremiah Pittman and
what should | ask you about him?"

The Colonel squirmed in his wheelchair and
rubbed his chin with his feeble hand as if he
were struggling with some inner conflict. The
editor, giving the old man time to think, walked
over to the window and quietly drummed his
fingers on the sill.

Sinking back into his protective shell, the colonel
finally replied, "Yes, | know some things, but why
should I tell you?"

Tarbow sat down and pulled out the old
newspaper clippings. The Colonel pointed to a
small table on wheels, "Slide that thing over here
so you can have somewhere to lay them down."

As Tarbow was preparing to discuss the
displayed newspaper clippings and other items,
the nurse appeared again. "Just wanted to put
my ChapsStick back in my purse," she grinned.

Colonel Brown, obviously irritated by the
interruption, commanded, "Make it quick and
close the door behind you on your way out. I'll
call you when | need you." And then he added
for extra emphasis, d need her like a fish needs
a bicycle. o

Tarbow felt sorry for Raye. Brown was brutally
rude. Either he didn't like his nurse or didn't trust
her. Something about this beautiful lady seemed
to bother him.
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Raye strained, trying to get a glimpse of the
clippings as she fumbled with her purse

while replacing the ChapStick. She left promptly
but intentionally forgot to close the door.

"Tarbow, get the door," ordered the Colonel.
Figuring it wasnot
and closed the door.

As the Colonel inspected each of the clippings,
Tarbow explained, Tol onel , sir,
hope | have of unraveling the meaning of the
checks and Pittman's secret or whatever it is. |
don't mean to plead but . . . "

Brown interrupted, speaking as a man who knew
much more than he was telling, thought for a
minute and said in a low voice, "I'll help you,
provided you meet my conditions."

Thomas, realizing that a door into the mystery
had just been opened a crack, asked, "So
what are your conditions?"

Speaking as a man who had already thought
long and hard about this arcane subject, the
Colonel spelled out, "l want you to file for my
official records under the Freedom of
Information Act. I'll tell you specifically what to
request and where they will be found. Once you
have dug out all you can through official
channels, I'll consider helping you fill in the
blanks. Are you willing to meet those
conditions?"
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The colonel's tone of voice made it unmistakably
clear there was no room for negotiation.
Obviously, he had been practicing this speech
for some time. Tarbow, anxious to gain a
toehold anywhere he could he responded,
"That's good enough for me."

A few minutes later, he wheeled the Colonel
back into the day room and promised, "I'll be
back soon, | hope."

Raye was down the hall talking on the payphone
when Tarbow intentionally passed nearby. He
was hoping for a
happen, so he just waved and smiled. She
quickly muttered something into the phone and
called after him, "Nice to meet you, Thomas,"
and resumed her conversation in businesslike
hushed tones.

Climbing into his car, Tarbow took one last look
back, hoping to catch another glimpse of the
beautiful Raye. What he couldn't see was a
government agent at work. Raye Navarette was
already in Colonel Brown's room rewinding the
tape recorder in her purse and checking to see
that it had picked up all that had been said.

Within minutes after Tarbow's departure, the old
man slumped back into his familiar posture and

began staring blankly at a pot of plastic flowers

nearby.

On his drive back to the office, Tarbow was
already inventing reasons to returnd reasons
which had precious little to do with the Pittman
mystery. That nurse had awakened something
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cl ose g@gncounter.

inside him hed6d thought
wi f e 6 s . Iptlegrgth be khown, life had
been a long lonely trek since his wife's death.

Although he would be the first to deny it, after
all, a church leader has his responsibilities, he
may have been a little smittenby t he
nurse. Already, against his better judgment he
was thinking that interviewing the old man might
have side benefits like getting better acquainted
with the staff.

col

==

't didnot

Steps were initiated to implement the Freedom
of Information Act. Dee Dee called the office of
the local congressman and ordered an
information packet. In about a week, a fat
envelope bearing official government markings
arrived in the morning mail.

"Fantastic," said Tarbow as he used his pocket
knife to slit open the envelope.

It contained: A CITIZENS GUIDE ON USING
THE FREEDOM OF INFORMATION ACT AND
THE PRIVACY ACT OF 1974 TO REQUEST
GOVERNMENT RECORDS dated July 1, 1987.

He read it over carefully.

"Super Siss, would you come into my office for a
minute please?" asked Tarbow as he stood in
his doorway holding the bundle of government
papers.
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Dee Dee punched in several commands and
saved the document she was composing on her
wordprocessor. Parking her glasses on top of
her straight blond hair, she left her cubical to see
what her boss was up to now.

"Super Siss, | 6ve read over
the Freedom of Information Act to get Brown's
papers. The law says there are nine basic
exemptions to total disclosure of the facts. One
of them looks like serious trouble for us. The first
exemption permits the government to withhold
documents that are classified to protect the
national defense or foreign policy. It says the
rules for classification are established by the
President of the United States. If we want stuff
about the Army, we may be in serious trouble."

Taking the booklet handed her, she said, "Looks
to me like the President makes the rules. Then
the government can hide anything it wants by
calling it an issue of national defense."

"Yes, and it won't be the first time," Tarbow
replied with unusual skepticism, fiA nagging
guestion keeps coming up in my mind, Do we
have the right to know the full truth or do our
government officials have a duty to withhold
information for the overall public good? And of
course, who decides what is the overall public
good?"

"l hope you didn't expect an answer," she
grinned.

Uninterested in being sidetracked, Tarbow
continued, "Dee Dee, this national defense

t hi
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exemption is tricky stuff. It sounds like a huge
loophole to me. Maybe | should check with the
Colonel and have him tell us exactly how we
should word our letter of inquiry."

fiyes, a return visitis just whatweneed . 0
s stuff about wusing
"I'll call him right now if you would like me to."

"No060 he said in a tentative
trying to make up theirmind, | 6d r at her go
takwi th him privately.o
Continuing his self-justification, firhis way there

won't be any misunderstandings."

Dee Dee didndt quite under
but thought nomoreofit He al so, wasnodt

he understood his reasoning.
==

On the return trip to the nursing home the
Colonel was in the same place where Tarbow
had left him before.

"Hello, Colonel Brown, it's the Tarbow boy
again."

Brown looked up and slowly formed a
welcoming grin. "Hey son, good to see you
again. Wheel me down to my room where we
can talk."

Looking around as he wheeled Brown to his
room, he searched for Raye. Tarbow trying to
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disguise his interest in the beautiful nurse,
asked, "No nurse today, huh?"

"Day off," replied the Colonel.

Tarbow made a mental note not to come on

Tuesday,i t 6s her day of f.

In the conversation that followed, the Colonel
made it clear that The Freedom of
Information Act does not allow for fishing
expeditions. One must be specific.

After getting further instructions on how to word
the letter, Tarbow couldn't resist another try at
getting the Colonel to talk. He asked in a
rhetorical way, "You know, you've really piqued
my interest. Can't you at least give me a hint
concerning what this is all about?"

The Colonel raised his voice and spoke as a
man used to having his orders obeyed and
said, "Thomas, | told you, you do your part, and
I'll do mine. Is that clear?"

Recognizing an absolute verbal stonewall,
Tarbow relented and said, "Okay, okay, I'll be
back when I've got the stuff."

Back at the office, Tarbow composed this letter
using the colonel's advice:

Brigadier General E.T.B.Thompson
U.S.Army Corps of Engineers

The Pentagon
Washington, D.C.
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Re: Freedom of Information Act Request.
Dear General Thompson:

This is a request under the Freedom of
Information Act.

| request a copy of the documents containing
information aboufhe Diluvial Project
headed up by Colonel Abel Bill Brown Jr.
(ret). This request covers all documents
from the year 1969 to the present. This
request also includes all related evéls to
the Spivey Sinks Military Weapons Depot
experiment in West Virginia and all other
projects undertaken in lowa at Springvalley
Sinks, in Pirmasens, Germanv, and in Utah
at Moroni Pinnacle Sinks. Also requested
are the related projects (by whatevede
name used) that were carried out in Canada,
England, Germany and Australia.

In addition please send a copy of JANAP
146 (Joint Army Navy Publication) and
AFR 2062 (Air Force Regulation) and all of
the revisions since the publication of these
regulatons that deal with how official
information should be released.

In order to help determine my sta@syou
assess fees, you should know that | am a
representative of the news media affiliated
with The Spivey Sinks Gazette and this
request is made as paftnews gathering
and not for a commercial use.

| request a waiver of all fees. Disclosure of
the requested information to me is in the
public interest because it is likely to
contribute significantly to public
understanding of the operations or actisgtie




of the government and is not primarily in my
commercial interest.

Thank you for your consideration of this
request.

Sincerely,

Thomas Tarbow

Editor

Spivey Sinks Gazette

Spivey Sinks, West Virginia 25807

==
Obviously troubled, Dee Dee knocked on
Thomas' office door. "I've got a big problem. |
just got off the phone with mom. Dad's going in
the hospital for emergency open heart surgery. |
really need to be there. You know mom can't
handle this by herself."

Tarbow responded, "That's awful. I'll put your
dad and your family on our church prayer chain."
Dee Dee paused as the prayer chain offer was
sinking in, looked at Tarbow askance and said,
"Uhhh thanks for the prayers. I'm not much into
that kinda stuff."

Tarbow replied, "Personally, | know prayer
works. It's really not complicated, it's like the
opening of your heart to a friend. In my
experience, I've found that honesty is the best
policy. Express your doubts in your prayers and
see what the Lord can do."

"My church follows the guidelines found in
James 5:14, "Is any sick among you? let him call
for the elders of the church; and let them pray
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over him, anointing him with oil in the name of
the Lord."

Tarbow continued, "Recently, my pastor
anointed a lady who was a diabetic with heart
trouble. She had been in a coma for days. Hard
living had taken its toll. In the hospital, matters
had gone from bad to worse. The patient
needed an emergency amputation of one of her
legs or risk death from gangrene. She only had
hours to live if she didn't wake up and cooperate
with the surgeons. Her family asked my pastor
to come and anoint her in the intensive care unit.
They considered it to be their last resort. Neither
the pastor nor the family had any positive
expectations. As she lay there on life support the
pastor anointed her and prayed that the Lord
would do what was best for all concerned.

The pastor went home thinking the next time he
would see the afflicted lady in the coma was at
the funeral home. But, the next day, she woke
up! The amputation went well and eventually the
lady healed nicely. With a new attitude, the lady
said she believed her life had been spared for a
reason. After leaving the hospital she studied
the Bible, was baptized and praises the Lord
daily for His healing."

"So, what's to say? God does answer prayer. I'm
not saying that happens all of the time, but some
of the time miracles do happen. Would you like
to pray for a miracle for your dad? Would you
mind if we had a short prayer just now?"

He prayed, she said she appreciated it.




"When are you leaving?"

"We hope to leave in the morning, but we'll need
to scrape together some travel money first."

"Ruby."

Big Ruby, from her listening post just outside the
door, was in the office in a split-second and said,
"I'm sorry to hear about your dad.”

Dee Dee nodded her appreciation of concern.

Tarbow said, "Ruby, cut a check for $500
traveling money for Dee Dee if you would
please. Call it an advance on salary."

Big Ruby returned to her office and busied
herself with the details.

"How long you gonna be gone?"
"Couple weeks for sure, no longer | hope."

After hugging Thomas for his help, Dee Dee
took off the rest of the day to prepare for her trip
home.

The next morning at 10:00 a.m. Dee Dee and
Edward drove up in front of the newspaper
office. Edward waited in the car while Dee Dee
ran inside. "Reverend Tarbow, we're off. Hope to
see you in a couple of weeks. Thanks again for
all of your help! o

Tarbow and Big Ruby stood in the door and
waved goodbye.
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Dee Dee yelled, "Thank you, Doughnut Man,"
and they drove off in a cloud of blue smoke
spewing from the wheezing engine of their
battered old car.

Tarbow grimaced and shook his head, "l wish
she'd get over that doughnut stuff andé get a
newer car.o

Big Ruby turned and said, fivyeah, doughnuts
sound good to me. Got

fNope. Andyoudon 6t need any
chided and then added, Vell, Ruby, it looks like
youde going to have to step in again and come
out of retirement until she gets back.0 He smiled
and added, MNobody knows this business better
than you.o

fiyeah, been there done that,0she said, fAnd |
got the t-shirt to prove it. Just until she gets
back, then it& all hers again.o

===
Several days later Big Ruby answered an

incoming call for Tarbow. She called into his
office,

"Thomas, there's someone named Raye on the
phone, says she wants to talk with you."

Tarbow snapped to attention and replied, "I'll
take it in here."

"Thomas Tarbow here, may | help you?"

any |
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"Mr. Tarbow this is Raye, the colonel's nurse,
remember me?"

"Of course. What can | do for you?"

"The Colonel wanted me to call. He wants to
know if you can come by and visit again?"

"Sure can. When did he have in mind?"

"l suppose anytime you can make it will be
okay."

Tarbow replied, "Uhhh, I think | can make it this
afternoon, say around two? | think my calendar
is clear."

"Ok. I l&ell him. We'll see you then."

He had Ruby call and cancel his lunch at the
Lionés Club.

Taking no chances, Tarbow arrived early at the
nursing home wearing a brand-new sport coat,
freshly pressed slacks and smelling as if he had
spilled his aftershave.

===

Just as she planned, Raye met him on the porch
and informed him, "The colonel's asleep right
now, should | wake him, or do you want to wait
out here for a while?"

Thomas successfully suppressed his
nervousness and natural male inclination to say
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something embarrassingly stupid while trying to
impress a stunningly beautiful woman. Instead
he engaged the gears of his brain and
responded rationally, "Yes, perhaps you could
provide some background information?"

As he pulled up two wooden rocking chairs,
Raye stole a glance and wondered how to play
this stranger, AiWhat made him seem so
vulnerable on the one hand and daunting on the
other 2?0

An hour's worth of rocking chair talk established
their common ground. They discovered they
both liked pizza and that 8:00 p.m. would be a
good time for him to pick her up.

If Raye hadn't reminded him, Thomas, with a
heart fulll of cupi dsd
without seeing the colonel. So much for his
trying to remain totally rational, emotionally
detached and in control.

arrao

Back in the colonel's room Tarbow reassembled
his thoughts and began, "Sir, I've not forgotten
you. It's just that I've never heard back from the
government. Its been eleven days already, |
guess it takes time to process things up there in
Washington."

heard a thi

"You haven''t

ng
"No sir," he replied.
"Well, | think you will soon. You've really stirred

up a hornet's nest up there. They've already
been here twice trying to pump me for
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information about your inquiry. It's a pity though,
with my advanced age and all, | have a hard
time understanding their questions, if you get my
drift."

Tarbow laughed, "Why you sly old rascal. You
have the ideal disguise for misunderstandings."

Because of his impending date, Tarbow cut the
conversation short and promised to return as
soon as he heard back from his request.
==
That night they drove up to Charleston to a little
place called Luigi's Pizzeria. At the door, Luigi,
with an authentic old-country Italian accent,
personally welcomed his guests. The pungent
aromas of garlic, cheese and herbs wafted from
the kitchen as soft Italian music played in the
background.

"Umm, smells good," remarked Raye.

Inside, a hand-painted mural of vineyards and
villages covered two entire walls. Grapevines
laden with plastic fruit hung from the ceiling
making the restaurant look like a grape-arbor
over an outdoor patio.

The lights were low and Thomas was battling
self-control. He thought, Here | am. Thomas
Tarbow, sitting across the table from a woman
who looks like she should be a Hollywood
fashion model. What am | doing here?
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Luigi's waiters were dressed in Italian sailor suits
as they navigated between the wooden tables
with savory Italian dishes on silver trays. When
the waiter came, Raye and Thomas ordered and
resumed their getting acquainted chatter.

"You eat here often?"
"Occasionally."

The truth was that he often came to Luigi's
Ristorante Italiano before his wife Jo-Anna had
died of cancer.

The conversation lulled. He fumbled with the
silverware, straightened up coaster under his
glass and smiled kind of sheepishly. It was time
to ask the question that pushes open the door
into anot her peawsysnds
eventually be asked no matter how corny it
sounds.

Tarbow broke the ice matter-of-factly with a
leading question, "So tell me about yourself.
What's a lady like you doing in a place like
Spivey Sinks, West Virginia?"

Professional lying always bothered her, but
Raye this time found the deception especially
onerous. She forced a troubled smile, and
started delivering her well-rehearsed cover
story, "lI've gotten kicked around a lot in my life.
I've been married a couple of times and I'm not
looking to make any more long-term com-

mi t ments. 0

Tarbow made a mental note.

f

e




Raye continued, "I met my first husband in
college while | was in nursing school. |
dropped out and worked to put him through
medical school. It's just the age old story. Five
years later he showed his appreciation by
divorcing me and marrying his prettiest nurse.
We had no children. As part of the settlement, |
made him pay to complete my nursing degree.
I'm an RN."

Tarbow hung on her every word as she
continued, "l guess | was on the rebound when |
met my second husband. He was a little man
with a big heart. Had a special gentleness about
him. When we met, | was lonely and so was he.
It seemed so right at the time. But, life dealt me
and him both a bad hand. Little Eddie got his
toes ran over by a lift truck on the loading dock
where he worked. Gangrene set in and they
began by amputating two of his toes. They call it
Berger's Disease. After his first operation it was
all downhill. He never got well. Operation
followed operation and Little Eddie complicated
it all by refusing to quit smoking. The effects of
the nicotine caused his blood vessels to
constrict in his extremities. As his disease
spread, he eventually lost his legs and even
some fingers. Finally, thanks be to God for His
mercy, Eddie's heart gave out, and he died at
home while | was at work."

Raye stared at the table, looking like a person
very familiar with what was served up from the
kitchen of sorrows. She closed her cover story in
a quiet, almost inaudible voice, "I miss Little
Eddie, he was so good to me. I've had my share
of heartaches. Long term commitments just hurt
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too much. So for now, | work as an agency
nurse. The pay is great
up and down the East coast. When | get tired of
one place | move on to another.”

Seeing that Tarbow didn't understand, she
explained, "I work for an agency that provides
nurses for health care institutions. The agency
pays me. | guess you might say | work in a
nurseds | abor pool . It

s
He nodded in understanding.

She ran her finger around the rim of her glass
and looked up at Tarbow and asked, "So what
about you?"

"As you know, I'm a widower. My family and |

are Seventh-day Adventists. My mom helps with

the kids. | still have the house where the kids

were born. It's still completely furnished.

Someday when the children get older or if | find
someone t o share our |ives
back. My son Timmy is twelve, and Megan, my
daughter, is ten . I'tds bewveget har d,
along.o

"What's an Adventist? Is that like a Jehovah's
Witness or something?"

Tarbow smiled, "Bless their hearts, for some
reason people automatically liken us to
Mormons and Jehovah's Witnesses, even
though we have absolutely no connection with
them in any way. Our roots are found in New
England in mainline Protestant Christianity.
You'll find a large measure of Baptist, Methodist,

an
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and Presbyterian beliefs in us. Foremost, we are
conservative Christians whose bedrock
foundation belief is that Jesus Christ is first, last
and always at the center of all we believe and
do. Our beliefs center around the most important
action a person can take in this life which is to
accept Jesus Christ as their personal Savior.
Everything else is of lesser importance.
Everything!"

Raye pushed back from the table, took a deep
breath, looked him in the eye and asked through
a big smile, "So why don't you just come out and
say how you really feel?0

"Uhhhhh,0is the only sound Tarbow could
muster as he squirmed and tried to figure out
what she meant or if he had overstepped the
boundaries of a first date and said something
that offended her.

She laughed and said, "I'm sorry for making fun.
But, you just told me a whole lot more than |
ever wanted to know about your religion."

Backpedal ing, Tarbow
just i n me. I didnot
that, but it bothers me the way we Adventists are
stereotyped. 0

Then, seeking to recover from the awkward
moment, she started rummaging through her
attic of long forgotten details and recalled
something she had heard somewhere,
sometime long ago and asked, "Are you the
people whose Sunday is Saturday?"

apol
me an
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Now, recomposed, Tarbow stepped down from
his soapbox, smiled and said quietly, "We go to
church on the same day Jesus did."

"I thought Jesus went to church on Sunday."”
"You're not alone, most people do."
IIWhy?II

"It's a fascinating story about how my church
was founded. But, you know what, this is not a
topic to discuss on a date in a pizza parlor. Mind
if | tell you more about it at a better time?"

"Uhhhe.™"

A waiter interrupted with, "Y'all the ones that
ordered black olives?"

===

It was plenty past midnight before Tarbow pulled

up in front of Raye's apartment. She reached

over and squeezed his hand in hers, kissed her
indek fimgedand pfadedthe kissaomn hisycheeki t 6 s
She gaidsoftly, SThislwa® nice, ftmmas,lwe k e
should do this again soon."

He looked at her in the darkened car, kept his
maleness under control and replied, "Yes, it was
extra special. | hope the next time will be real
soon."

Thomas left, one happy camper.




Raye went straight to the shower and tried to
wash away her guilt. She hated lying to this
decent man. If there was a glamorous part of
being anagentt hi s wasnot
thing quits weighted heavily on her mind.
==
Big Ruby raced into
waving her arms so excited she was unable to
speak. Thomas, trying to make sense of what
she was saying, launched into an impromptu
game of charades. Finally she blurted out, "It's
the White House calling! They're on line two. |
think!o

"The what house?"
"The White House!"

"Ruby. Have you been smoking those funny
looking cigarettes again?"

Exasperated, she pleaded, fThis is no time for
silliness. Thomas, just answer the phone!"

"Hello, Thomas Tarbow here," he said in an
untended, certainly uncharacteristic falsetto
voice while juggling his handset.

An official sounding telephone operator replied,
"Mr. Tarbow please hold the line for

Mr. Buckner Haman Crookshank, National
Security Advisor to the President of the United
States."

it
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Polished as his elegant mahogany desk, the
caller said, "Hello Mr. Tarbow, I'm glad | caught
you in. I'm Haman Crookshank. | work for the

¢ a IPtesideng in theharea ofimaiiohaksecurity

matters. Perhaps you've heard of me and the
National Security Council?"

"Well, yes, | think | know a little about the NSC,"

Tar b o wabew saifl ih preteaded ignarantei Aceaybul y

sure you have the right person?”

"You're the publisher of the Spivey Sinks
Gazette?"

"Well, yes | am!" he replied, "But, what in the
world do you want with me?"

The caller was grinning at what he saw to be the
mental mismatch of a polymath and a country
bumpkin. Crookshank sorted through the dossier
of pictures and documents on Tarbow and his
family as he cradled the phone to his ear. Pulling
out an official looking paper he said, "Well, Mr.
Tarbow, it's been brought to our attention that
you have an interest in the long forgotten history
of Spivey Sinks Military Depot. | see from your
FolA (Freedom of Information Act) application that you
have asked for some very specific documents.
I'm wondering why you selected these particular
papers?”

"So that's it. You had me going for a minute. It's
not every day that we get calls from the White
House. What's the big deal about wanting
information on the depot?"

"It's part of the process."




"What process sir?"

"The discovery process. We have to know
whether the public interest overrides our
obligation to national security." His voice was
betraying annoyance.

The line went silent as he waited for Tarbow's
reply.

Then Tarbow exercised
No human being can stand to have long blank
spaces of absolute silence during conversations.
Tarbow waited him out.

Finally, Crookshank cleared his throat to break
the spell of silence and cast a large net,

"Thomas, have you ever visited the White
House?"

Always suspicious of strangers using his first
name, Tarbow replied, "Yes, | have. We
toured the place as part of our high school
senior trip. Once was about enough for me."

Crookshank backed up, thought a moment and
tossed his net again, "How about your mother
and the kids? They ever visited the White
House?9d

"No, | can't say as they have," Tarbow replied
and he thought to himself, "How does that guy
know about my mother and my kids?"

"Well, look Thomas, | was just thinking, why
don't you plan to come up here and we'll discuss
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this Freedom of Information request face to face.
The President and | are most interested in your
request, and if you don't mind the inconvenience
it would be better if we discussed the matter in a
more secure setting. You and | both know the
power of the pressé and well, | just want to
make sure you're up to speed on this before
anything is written that could harm your
communityorwellé ot her s. 0

Tarbow replied, fAll in the name of national
skedurepgygroer ds axi om.

fOf course, 0 respdiches®. Cr oo
While you're here, I'll see to it that your family

gets a V.I.P. tour of this place. When can you

come up?"

Tarbow hesitated for a moment and looked up to
see his secretary standing and staring at him.
He put his hand over the phone and softly spoke
to her, "Ruby, if you don't mind," and then he
rolled his eyes toward the door.

She walked into the outer office and then
doubled back and stationed herself beside the
doorway, and as usual she pretended to read
something. Irritated, he finally gestured that she
should close the door. She grudgingly eased it
most of the way closed but continued to read.

"Thomas, are you still there?" Crookshank
asked.

"Yes, uh, pardon me, when did you say you
wanted us to visit?"

k st



"That's up to you, Thomas. However, next week
would be better for me. How about Wednesday
or Thursday?"

"I'll have to get the kids out of school, but | think
we can work it out. Tell you what, Il have my
secretary call and confirm the details."

"Thomas, that'll be great. Thomas, why don't you
plan to fly up here. There's no need for you to
drive all this way. Just keep your receipts, and I'll
personally see that you are reimbursed. And
Thomas, come to the main gate and tell them to
call me. I'll see to it that you have passes
waiting."

With nicotine-stained fingers, Crookshank held
up the surveillance photos of the entire Tarbow
family. "I'm looking forward to meeting you, little
Megan and Timmy. We'll see you next week."
Crookshank hung up the phone, pounded his
desk with his fist and shouted, "I knew you'd
take the bait you hillbilly nincompoop."

Tarbow hung up the phone. A knot formed in his
stomach as he remembered the old saying, "If
you can't run with the big dogs, stay on the
porch."

By accepting Crookshank's invitation, he knew
he had just jumped off the porch.

A Wednesday visit was arranged. On Tuesday
evening the excited family drove the 43 miles
north to Charleston, West Virginia and spent the
night. The next morning they took the 6:00 a.m.
Delta flight via Atlanta and arrived at
Washington National Airport at 9:15 a.m.. A taxi
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drove them the remaining three miles to the
White House gate.

==
True to his word, Crookshank had made
arrangements. Tarbow left his mother and
children in the hands of a pair of friendly tour
guides. Thomas was left wondering what sort of
a tour Mr. Knows My Kids Names had in mind
for him.

Thomas Tarbow, small town newspaper editor
and a very courteous security guard made their
way through the cramped narrow hallways of the
West Wing to Crookshank's office.

The National Security Advisor was a tall
distinguished looking man in his early sixties
with gray hair, silver rimmed glasses and a large
infectious smile. His long nose seemed well-
shaped for sniffing the winds of change in the
land of power politics. Waiting by his office door,
he personally welcomed Tarbow.

The National Security Advisor's office was quite
a contrast to Hammurabi's Kingdom. Tarbow
smiled to himself, "Not too shabby, Mr. Buckner
Haman Crookshank."

The room was spacious with a high ceiling,
expensive fabric wall covering and crowned with
ornate white and gold molding. Heavy blue and
gold swag draperies were gracefully pulled away
from the only window using scarlet tie-back
cords.




"An opulent space," Tarbow remarked
inadvertently out loud, giving the impression
t hat taxpayeroés were
luxury.

Crookshank, a politician long skilled in disarming
criticism, smiled while commenting, "And, not a
di me of the decor was
wife and | have saved our pennies over the
years, made a few good investments, and now
we can afford some of the nicer things in life."
Crookshank's massive mahogany desk was
placed beside the window so the natural light
could stream in from his left through the
bulletproof glass. Overstuffed wingback chairs
covered in pure silk were placed beside a
matching sofa that sat across from the desk to
accommodate visitors. A long highly polished
conference table, international flags, and family
photos filled up the rest of the office.

Tarbow was speechless. He hadn't expected to
meet a public servant wearing an Armani suit,
Rolex watch, and solid gold cuff links the size of
quarters.

Crookshank seated Tarbow in one of the mauve
striped wingbacks and carefully moved the other
chair into position so they could talk without the

barrier of the desk between them. He said, "I like
to look my friends right in the eye when we talk."

Crookshank lifted a cigarette from a silver box
on his desk and began the conversation with a
ritual he would repeat many times throughout
the rest of the day. With a flair for the dramatic,
Crookshank spread out his long fingers and

St

pressed them firmly into his stomach.
Simultaneously, he gritted his teeth and

¢ krowned, t'lts my uicer," vishich was félloved witth i s

an appropriate grimace.

Tarbow didndt know whet her
Tums or ignore the display. He tried to ignore it,

t & X put theecongedsationchovergd.arouvig/ the pros
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and cons of liquid antacids or tablets until an
aide appeared with a tray of fresh donuts.

"Picked them up myself on the way in this
morning. They're strawberry filled," said
Crookshank placing the box on a low glass
topped table beside them. Dig in doughnut man,
he said as the words tailed off and ended in a
long extended grin.

Alarm bells went off in Tarbow's head. He
wondered, "Had Crookshank really called
him by that ridiculous name? Doughnut man!"

Tarbow could only recall having heard that term
once before when Dee Dee called him that
before going home to help care for her father
after his heart surgery. It had been an offhanded
flippant remark, a throwaway line from a friend
and certainly not a title Tarbow coveted.
Besides, it was made outdoors as she yelled it
out of her car window.

Stunned, a wary Tarbow wondered,
"Crookshank couldn't have possibly known that
unl ess . . .0 Tarbow |
issue would be dealt with later.

et t
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More formal now, the conversation took a turn
for the serious when Crookshank said, "Mr.
Tarbow, let's lay the cards on the table. You
have me and the President perplexed and
concerned about the FolA request you made
about the Diluvial Project.”

"The President?" said Tarbow, as he nearly
choked. "Yes the President. Why else would you
be here?"

After Tarbow recovered, Crookshank said, "Look
sir, you see that russet leather folder lying over
there? | use that to carry in the papers to brief
him on national security affairs. One of the
pieces of paper in there is about your request.
It's not easy to get mentioned in that folder, if
you know what | mean."

Crookshank stood up and walked a few steps
over to the window. "Tarbow, you are seated
next door to the most powerful person on earth!"

"And, | have to protect him from the danger that
unfounded rumors can cause. Take for instance,
the War of the Worlds radio program Orson
Welles made back in the thirties. Welles created
mass hysteria. | mean, people actually believed
that the earth had been invaded! | personally
think those people who believed it must have
been really stupid, but regardless, it's our
responsibility to see that sort of thing doesn't
happen again. It could. You know? Under the
right circumstances, this bunch of lemmings
could jump right over the proverbial cliff," he said
as he gestured toward the window and beyond
to indicate the entire American population.
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Then Crookshank gave Tarbow his well-
practiced sincere look and said, "Now, people
like yourself in the media have more
responsibility than you might think. Your paper
could print something that gets picked up on the
wire services or CNN and before you know it
you're on the world news. We really do live in a
global village, you know.

It's not like this is the first time someone has
reported flying saucers in West Virginia. | mean,
there was the report of seeing an immense
cigar-shaped ship at Sisterville in 1897 and the
moving lights in the sky over Huntington in 1910.
And, most of all there was the 1952 sighting of
giants in green coveralls near Flatwoods. Who
knows what's really out there and if they have
bases here on earth.”

Tarbow was stupefied by the direction of
Crookshank's comments. "Who brought up

the crazy idea of flying saucers and earth
bases?" An astonished Tarbow thought this was
an issue of secret military missiles, not some
nutty ideas about aliens and unidentified flying
objects!

Crookshank went to the window again,
assuming a pompous Napoleonic pose in
silhouette and stated, "We have a responsibility
to the people of this great nation of oursd and to
the whole world, to provide stability and promote
the peace. "Look out there, Thomas, the entire
world is at our feet. We are literally standing at
the power center of the world."




Crookshank rose up on his toes and took in a
deep breath, "Think about it Tarbow, | work for
the most powerful person in the world. But, he
can't do everything. He has to depend on
servant leaders like myself to protect national
security."

Crookshank let the silence hang, awaiting some
form of adulation.

None was forthcoming.

Tarbow figured that if he were a cartoonist, he
would depict Crookshank as Narcissus,
a man who knew no ego boundaries!

Crookshank turned his view away from his own
reflection long enough to say, "Sometimes a
man can say the wrong thing for the right
reasons and actually create chaos with his well-
meaning words."

As the national security advisor remained
standing pompously at the window, Tarbow
recalled an incident from the Bible in which
Jesus had a showdown with the Devil. How did it
go? He paraphrased. fAnd the Devil led him up
to a high place and showed him in an instant all
the kingdoms of the world. And he said to him, |
will give you all of their authority and splendor,
for it has been given to me, and | can give it to
anyone | want to. So if you worship me it will all
be yours. o

Tarbow had the eerie feeling he was being
invited to bow down to Crookshank and stop the
investigation. However, unlike Jesus, Tarbow
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did not say, "Begone Devil!" Instead he asked in
a quizzical voice, "You want me to stop my
investigation?"

Crookshank scolded, "I didn't say that. You did."
Crookshank continued as he lit another
cigarette, "You know, I've often wondered how
other great servant-leaders feel. | mean you
can't always be in great health and feel good.
Can you? But regardless, you have a
responsibility to carry on."

Tarbow shrugged and thought, "Yeah, the show
must go on?"

Crookshank continued, A mean, what is the
Pope thinking when he rides along in his
Popemobile past his thousands of admirers? He
smiles and waves as if it was the most satisfying
thing to do on earth. | wonder, don't you think he
must secretly think that this vicar of God
business is a little farfetched, especially when
his feet hurt or he has a cold?

But, you know, a man must do what a man must
do. Deep inside of him must be something that
tells him to serve the people regardless of how
he feels, because so many are depending on
him. | mean, it's unimaginable to think that the
Pope would come out and say, "How about you
people going home and leaving me alone? | just
need some space. | don't feel well today."

| just have a feeling that the Pope knows that
their whole system depends on him being a
faithful servant to his responsibility. Millions of
people are helped by his church every day and




ten-thousands more work for his organization.
One wrong word from him and he could upset a
really big apple cart. Think about it. Offerings to
the church would dry up. Priests and nuns would
be unemployed by the thousands and hospitals
and schools around the world would close. What
a tragedy could come about with just a few ill-
chosen words."

Crookshank soldiered on, "I don't suppose it's
much different with Seventh-day Adventists like
yourself. An influential man who forgets he is a
servant-leader can disrupt the lives of thousands
maybe even millions of other people if he is not
careful. Some of us carry some very heavy
responsibilities by virtue of our office, or very
volatile information we may know. Do you
understand what | am saying, Mr. Tarbow?"

The editor failed to respond because he was
sitting in stunned silence wondering how
Crookshank knew he was Adventist. It hadn't
been mentioned. How did he know?

Then without waiting for a reply, Crookshank
tried a congenial approach. "Thomas, have you
ever served on a Presi
quite a prestigious thing you know. It would be a
real plus for your community, not to mention the
prestige you would personally gain for posterity.
| can arrange . . . "

Tarbow, insulted at the shabby proposition
dressed up like a magnanimous gesture began
to replyé but was interrupted as the blue phone
rang. It was one of four phones on his desk,
each a different color.

d ¢

Crookshank answered and talked in hushed
tones. Tarbow took the cue and moved

out into the secretary's office to wait. As he
waited, he got a hunch. Call it inspiration, or
whatever, but Tarbow got a feeling that the
number they had discovered by redialing the
motel phone was the number of the blue phone
on the desk in front of him.

"Pardon me, is there a public phone | might use
while I'm waiting on Mr. Crookshank to finish his
call?"

Tarbow was let into a small office down the hall.
Following his hunch, he phoned back to the
newspaper. "Spivey Sinks Gazette, this is Ruby,
may | help you?"

"Ruby, listen carefully, | want you to do
something for me. Don't ask any questions,
just do exactly what | say."

Ruby wasn't listening. Instead she replied, "I'm
so excited for you. Are you having fun? Have
you met the president yet?"

b n t'Viesayles, Rubymueiie bawinga nedlly dretatdirse.
No, | haven't met the President. Now do just
what | tell youd please!"

Tarbow carefully whispered instructions to his
secretary and quickly hung up the phone. By the
time he returned Crookshank was waiting.

Tarbow checked his watch. If his hunch was
right, one of the phones would ring in three
minutes.
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Crookshank returned the conversation to
generalities about the civic responsibilities of the
press. Tarbow kept eyeing his second hand. The
blue phone rang once on exactly the second
Thomas had anticipated.

Crookshank reached for the phone, and then
settled back when it didn't ring again.
Tarbow now had a three minute wait to clinch
his hunch.

Crookshank asked, "Thomas, have you ever
seen the Oval Office?"

"Uhh, can't say as | have." He tried to joke and
cover up his nervousness, "Don't get up this way
often you know?"

"Tarbow, you have to experience it to under-
stand its stateliness. Sometimes, | go over there
when the Chief is not in and sit in his chair and
drink it all in, the ambience, the grandeur, the
history, the power."

Tarbow was on the spot. He needed to stall for
exactly three minutes.

Then inspiration struck, Tarbow picked up a
doughnut and walked over to the window. He
said, "Yes, I'd love to see the Oval Office, but
first | have to wonder what it is like to be in a
position like yours. You also must carry a heavy
burden of responsibility."

Crookshank jumped at the opportunity to hold
forth and said, i ¥u know, people are like
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crayons, some are bright, some are dull, some
are old, some are new, some are sharp, some
are broken, bu t éHe hesitated and turned at
looked directly at Tarbow and continued, "We all
leave our own mark and have to fit in the same
box."

Crookshank was building for a dramatic climax,
it was time to pin Tarbow down and ask for his
decision on the Presidential Commission.

Then, the blue phone rang. It rang just once.
Crookshank reached to answer, but the phone
di dndét ring again.
ifthey o6l | call back, 0 he
moment of opportunity passed.

The mystery man behind the break-in at the
newspaper office was unmasked by a single ring
of the phone. The lid had been pried off of
Pandora's box with a redial button and a
telephone call.

Just then Crookshank's secretary stepped into
the room to remind him of their lunch date.
Crookshank's magic moment passed. Tarbow
dodged a bullet he didn't even know was
coming.

The rest of the day was played at fast forward
with tours, and meeting busy people who
dutifully smiled and shook hands. It quickly filled
the hours and turned the day into a pleasant
blur.

qui

ppe



Crookshank personally escorted the family to
the waiting cab and parted with the remark,
"You're important to us, Thomas. A lot is riding
on your shoulders. Think about it my friend.
Think about it seriously."

Crookshank turned on his heel and smirked,
"Adios loser."

Waiting for the plane to take off, his mother
gushed, "Wasn't it marvelous, Thomas? Such a
nice person, Mr. Crookshank. How did you get
to know someone as important as him anyhow?"

Thomas smiled, "Newspaper connections, mom,
just newspaper connections."

Minutes later he turned toward the window and
stared down at the lights passing under them as
the jet engines whined, Raye was on his mind,
he'd think about Crookshank's offer later.

==

As Tarbow headed home thinking of Raye,
Crookshank was listening to a taped replay of
Tarbow's conversation with Ruby. He replayed
again and again Tarbow's instructions about
calling the number of the blue phone.
Crookshank turned livid.

Furiously, he fumed, "Get Blue on the phone!"
"Blue!"

"Yessir."
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"I want you and Navarrette in my office at 10:00
a.m. in the morning."

"You mean pull her out of the field?"
"Got any better ways to get her here?"
"No sir."

According to Blue's urgent instructions, Raye
Navarrette was on the early plane to
Washington, DC, Raye and her supervisor,
agent Blue, took their places in Crookshank's
office. Ms. Navarrette sat in one of the wing-
backed chairs next to the messy table with
doughnut crumbs yet to be cleaned up by the
housekeepers.

A highly agitated Crookshank wasted no time
with preliminaries by stating, "Navarrette, I've
asked to see you personally because | am very
concerned about a turn of events that transpired
here in this room yesterday. That idiot, Turbo,
made a most disturbing phone call from this very
place yesterday, and I'm incensed about it to say
the | east! o

"Sir, do you mean Tarbow?"

"Yes, Tarbow, | said Tarbow, the idiot jerk."

Crookshank shook his head, "What a toothless
goober. He should have stayed home on the
porch and played his mandolin. Those stupid
civilians so underestimate us. Tarbow never
thought to consider that we might record all
incoming and outgoing calls.”




Crookshank continued, fiSomehow that slick
imbecile got the number of my blue phone and
had his secretary call it right while he was sitting
in that very chair you are in. That galls me
plenty!" Crookshank leaned over into Raye's
face and whispered for emphasis, "Navarrette,
tell me you didn't do something stupid and leave
the number lying around while you were
stepping out with this hillbilly?"

Insulted Raye blasted, "Sir, | resent the
innuendo, | didn't do something stupid and leave
the number lying around! It's all business with
me."

His face reddened even more, "Okay Navarrette,
find out how he got my number. People like that
knuckle-dragger Tar-blow are not worthy of
inflaming my ulcer."

"It's pronounced Tar-bow, sir, not Tar-blow."
Trying to lower the tension, Blue changed the
subject and attempted being sunny, "Mr.
Crookshank, thanks to your influence, our
people in South Carolina tell us Dee Dee
Williams has been neutralized."

"I'm assuming that's good news?"

"Yes sir, itis."

"Well, I'm interested. Speak up. How did you do
that?"

"Well sir, while she was home on sick leave
visiting her ailing father. One of our people
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arranged to make her a job offer that was too
good to pass up. I'll spare you the details, but
suffice it to say, she took a job, a very lucrative
job with a government contractor. I'm happy to
report that she passed her security check with
flying colors and has sworn to uphold the loyalty
oath."

Crookshank looked puzzled, "What loyalty
oath?"

Blue grinned, "Our loyalty oath. You know, the
one | made up for the occasion.”

He continued, f5ince she now has a security
clearance rated at the level of SECRET, she
understands that there are things she cannot
discuss with anyone. We made it clear that it is
just part of working for the government
especially regarding military projects. We also
made it plain that her oath of silence includes all
military or related information, i.e., Spivey Sinks
Military Depot. That way, even after she leaves
employment there, she'll still have to keep her
secrets."”

"Not bad, not bad Blue," smiled Crookshank,

"Sometimes, | think you're a man with real
potential, but then again,0 Crookshank grinned,
"Even a blind pig finds a few acorns every once
in a while."

"Just doing my job sir," said Blue, flushed with
pride.

Then, in an obvious change of mood for the
better, Crookshank leaned forward and said,




"Listen to me, both of you. We're only looking at
shadows on the wall with this Spivey Sinks
thing. | don't know what is buried under that
mountain, but | know it could be devastating if
even the knowledge that something may be
there gets out. In the interest of national
security, we've got to keep a lid on this thing. As
we discussed, that will now have to include
discrediting Colonel Brown and that newspaper
snoop named Tar-blow, or whatever his name
is. Anymore discussion?"

The meeting adjourned and a rebuked,
embarrassed and angry Raye Navarrette
headed back to Spivey Sinks. Why s he
quit right then and there was beyond her.
==
The same day Navarrette was ordered back to
Washington, a letter arrived informing Tarbow
that his request for information under the FolA
had been denied. Letter in hand, Thomas went
to visit the colonel all the while hoping for a
chance meeting with his beautiful nurse.
Disappointed to find Raye out of town, Tarbow
proceeded to the colonel's room for the follow-up
interview.

The colonel was lighting up his after lunch cigar
when Thomas walked in.

Tarbow handed him the form letter and said,
"Well sir, I've done my part."

Brown studied the FolA denial and mumbled, "I
suppose you want me to keep my end

h a
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of the bargain now?"

"That'd be correct sir . . . and on tape." Thomas
opened his brief case and brought out a tape
recorder and pointed the microphone in Brown's
direction.

Brown squirmed and asked, "They didn't say
anything about a recording. Uhhh, why do you
have to record this?

The statement, "They didn't say anything about
a recording," momentarily blind-sided Tarbow.

d n\&ho were the "they" colonel Brown had been

referring to? Was he about to hear a cooked-up
story that Crookshank and his ilk had something
to do with? Or . . . was it just a Freudian slip?
Tarbow made a mental note, held his peace,
and continued as if he hadn't noticed the faux
pas.

"Look at it this way, sir, when | need to keep the
facts straight, | back myself up on a tape. It
protects me and you. You're not trying to weasel
out of our agreement are you?"

The old man chafed, "Turn the dumb thing on.
I've never weaseled out of anything!"

Tarbow explained the ground rules, "Colonel
Brown, what | would like to do is make

this an organized interview with some structure
that | can easily refer back to. I'll ask a few
guestions to layout the landscape and you can
explainandfili n as you see f

Can
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The old man nodded and took a deep draw on
his cigar. With the snap of the record button, the
cassette player turned on. Tarbow began as if
he were doing a legal deposition by asking
Brown's name, address and the date. He also
asked if Colonel Brown was involved in
investigating the mine explosion and did he
know a Jeremiah Pittman. After the long list of
formalities was out of the way, Tarbow asked,
"Colonel what do you recall about the Solomon
Mine exploding, and how did you get involved?"

Brown started, "It's kinda fuzzy now, that was a
lot of years ago. I'm an old man you know, but I'l
tell it as best | can remember. | wouldn't want to
swear to any of this in court."

Tarbow murmured, "You're weaseling."

He put his hand over the microphone and
stuttered, "l ... 1...1...1just don't feel right
about doing this."

AVhat's the problem? You got something to
hide?" Tarbow chided.

Brown glowered, "Yeah, as a matter of fact | do!
| feel like a traitor telling what | know."

"A traitor to whom? A traitor to yourself, the
Army, the nationd a traitor to whom?"

"I'm not sure. | just don't feel good about being a
whistle-b | ower . That's all . o
trembled, a long cigar ash broke off and

splashed on his shoe. To break the tension,

Tarbow excused himself to go raise the window

for ventilation.
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The conversation took a long pause as Tarbow
pretended to struggle with the window as the old
man fought his inner battle.

Brown finally relaxed and said, "On the other
hand, | think covering up and suppressing the
information | have is downright criminal and
dangerous. Who knows what is lurking out
there? We might be able to head them off if we
started our research now."

Tarbow scribbled down two points to question

later, "Where was outthere?0 and who

were the out thereo peopl e
talking about heading off?

Then Tarbow decided to take a different tack
and fill in as much background as possible
before diving into specifics. Pulling out a
summary sheet of the newspaper clippings he
read:

1. July 7, 19690 Six men were killed in the mine,

one survived.

2. July 14, 19696 A memorial service is held

and a military guard is assigned to the mine.

3. July 15, 19698 Colonel Brown an

archeologist/geologist is assigned to investigate.

4. July 21, 19698 Methane gas.

5. August 21, 19690 Military base is enlarged to

include the mine. The Diluvial Project is
Hannounced.i t at ed hand

6. September 23, 196906 A fireball is seen over

the base.

t



7. January 3, 19716 Annex closed, a 20 or 30
year waiting period is declared to assess the
experiment.

8.0 The disaster is ultimately blamed on a
pocket of methane gas.

c;:_::.‘é?ﬁ?l

Tarbow resumed the questioning, "Colonel
Brown, did you meet Jeremiah Pittman, the
survivor of the mine explosion?"

"Yes, over the years we met several times to
discuss what he remembered about the
explosion."

"And what did he tell you?"

"Well, he didn't remember a lot. He really didn't
see much. The old man had it fixed firmly in his
mind that they had uncovered a missile that the
Army had hidden. He wouldn't be convinced
otherwise. You know how it is, when you think
you have seen something with your own two
eyes."

"And, is a missile what they uncovered?"
"Gracious no! That would have been too simple!
We let him believe it though. It was better for
him to think it was a secret missile then to know
the real truth."

"What is the truth?"

The colonel pulled himself up in his wheelchair
and chewed on the stump of his cigar, "The real
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truth is something you're going to find very hard
to believe, Thomas."

The colonel paused as if he were preparing for a
long well thought out discourse, "Look Thomas,
why don't | tell this in my own words? This
interview stuff may be alright for you but I'd
rather tell it like | remember it. Ok?"

"Fine with me, except for one more question.
What was an archeologist doing in the Army?"

The colonel grinned, "Seems a little odd doesn't
it? Well, actually I'm a carryover from World War
I1. During the war the photographic intelligence
departments of all the combatant nations were
staffed by large numbers of archaeologists.
They used archaeologists because we had
adopted the use of aerial photography
developed by the military in World War | for
military reconnaissance. It was a logical thing to
do. We archaeologists knew what to look for in
aerial photographs. And, to make a long story
short, my college major was archeology and my
minor was geology. After the war, | stayed in the
Army on what | would describe as sensitive
special assignments."

Tarbow, using his journalistic instincts probed,
"Did you want to tell me what some of those
special assignments were?"

"NoO."

Tarbow returned to the matter at hand thinking
to himself that a bird in the hand is worth more




than a whole flock in a bush. "Colonel Brown,
what do you recall about the mine explosion?"
==
"It all started for me when | was brought in to
investigate the explosion. Pittman had called the
Army, to tell them that the miners had uncovered
a missile. The base commander knew there
were no secret missiles, and thought maybe it
was part of a terrorist plot to plant a bomb and
sabotage the depot. They've got some really
critical stuff stored over there that no one is
supposed to know about.

Anyway, the commander immediately put a
guard around the mine, and sealed it up. When
me and my team got there, the first thing we had
to do was get a story out to the public, and
implement public relations damage control. We
worked through the Army PIO (Public
Information Officer), and prepared press
releases for you, and the others who were
interested. As you know, we eventually released
a convincing report that took advantage of the
explosion on the methane gas without disclosing
what we actually found. You coal mining people
were accustomed to gas explosions, so it quickly
settled the issue."

"So why didn't Pittman tell what he knew?"

"Simple, we bribed him. We pumped him up with
patriotism, and convinced him that he should
keep quiet for the good of his country. Moreover,
we saw to it that he got disability checks for the
injuries he received from the explosion. We
explained to him that the money was like
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wor kersd compensation.
got hurt on the job. We all thought he swallowed
the whole thing, hook, line and sinker until you
showed up with his boxes of un-cashed checks.
Regardless of whether he cashed the checks or
not, I'm sure he died thinking that thing was a
missile."

The colonel re-lit the stub of his cigar. Tarbow

went over and raised the window a little higher.
The conversation began again as another puff

made the cigar tip glow bright red.

"Look, Tarbow, when | arrived on site, we had a
mess on our hands. We had six dead men
buried in a coal mine. They were near
something of unknown origin, size and
undetermined potential danger. We had no idea
what was down there, and we weren't taking any
chances. Once we got the area sealed off, we
had to fall back and assess what to do next.
Remember, Thomas, if that thing was a missile,
or a hidden thermonuclear device, it had a
terrible potential for destruction."

"Look at it this way, if that thing buried down
there was just a medium sized weapon, let's say
one-megaton (the equivalent to one million tons
of TNT), it could do horrendous damage. If it
were exploded in the air, the radiation from it
would immediately kill unprotected humans in an
area of six square miles. At the same time an
electromagnetic pulse would wipe out electrical
equipment, overhead power lines, antennas,
pipes and railroad tracks. Also, it would virtually
paralyze communications. On top of that, the
fireball would produce a wave of blinding light
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and heat so intense that it would cause second-
degree burns to exposed people up to nine and
a half miles away! Are you beginning to get the
picture?"

Y

An amazed Tarbow said, iiY e s , sir. o

"The air burst would flatten, or severely damage
all but the strongest buildings in a circle of 4-1/2
miles, and the fallout could contaminate over
1000 square miles. Needless to say, we were
very cautious about digging into the mine.

fAs | told you before, they brought me in to run
the operation because of my background in
archeological digging methods from my service
during World War 1. It also made for a good
cover story, since no one thinks of an
archeologist digging to find a terrorist's bomb."

The colonel flicked his cigar ashes onto the
floor, and began explaining what he had to get
done. "The first thing | had to do was get an idea
of how big that thing was that was buried under
the coal seam. There are ways of seeing into the
earth without digging you know."

Tarbow gave a puzzled reply, "No. | didn't
know."

The colonel came back, "Well, we can't really
see anything. Probably a better way to

say it is, we can sense what is down there, and
pretty deep too. Twenty miles in depth is not
uncommon."

Tarbow was hesitant to ask his next question,
for fear of the long and complicated explanation
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that might follow. But, his curiosity compelled
him. "Just how do these sensor things work?"
Then he added to hedge his bet, "I mean
expl ained i n ,andyoursay 6 s
paraphrase."

"Well, it's not all that hard to understand. As you
know, the earth is surrounded by a huge
magnetic field that has invisible lines of force.
These force lines connect at the North and
South poles. Every Boy Scout knows these lines
exist because he can see his compass point to
the North pole. What he may not know is that
the compass needle is aligning itself with the
magnetic lines of force surrounding our planet.

fBasically, what science has done is to find
disturbances in those lines of force made by
buried things. Here again, a Boy Scout knows
not to try to read his compass near something
made of iron. The metal deflects the lines of
force and the compass needle gives a false
reading. Knowing all of that, we take an
instrument called a magnetometer and pass it
over an area. We then look for anomalies or
variations in the readings of the lines of force.

"Actually, magnetometers have been around a
long time. As a matter of fact, we used them
during them during World War Il as submarine
detectors. They were effective because a large
mass of metal, such as a German U-boat,
causes measurable disturbances in the earth's
magnetic field. When you think about it, a
vicious steel shark the size of a submarine is an
enormous chuck of metal swimming just below
the ocean's surface. Well anyway, airplanes
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equipped with magnetometers flew close to the
water in the Straits of Gibraltar, and actually
sunk a number of U-boats trying to make the
passage submerged.

"After the war, the oil and mineral companies
started using the technology for exploration.
They call it, magnetic prospecting. Today, they
tow magnetometers behind ships, put them up in
satellites, and dangle them out of helicopters.
Recently, | have even heard of archaeologists
using magnetic surveying to find buried altars
and large stone carvings.

"Anyway, | ordered the use of a magnetometer
to get an idea of what was under that coal mine
without disturbing the site. We got quite a
surprise! Back in those days, we would mount
our instrument in kind of a flying torpedo called a
bird and dangle it on a long rope behind a small
plane. Then, we would fly back and forth over
the area with the bird trailing behind on several
hundred feet of rope so that we could stay away
from the plane's magnetic field. Well anyway, |
had them fly a grid pattern over the area, so that
the entire area was electronically mapped. Their
flight pattern was several miles square. So, we
ended up with quite a detailed profile of an area
much larger than the mine's surface.

"When we analyzed the data, | couldn't believe
the pattern | was seeing emerge. Instead of
finding one major anomaly, we found ten! The
data showed that there were ten large objects,
the size of our Minuteman Intercontinental
Ballistic Missiles or ICBM's, and they were
deployed in a spoked-wheel configuration three
miles apart. In the hub of the wheel there
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appeared to be a command center, which was
about a mile from the Military Depot. All ten sites
were connected by tunnels. Naturally, we were
flabbergasted because what we were seeing
looked like a flight of ten missiles, all
interconnected to an underground command
post. What was weird though, was that the
anomalies really didn't seem to have anything to
do with the Military Depot. The circle of
anomalies did not surround the depot, as one
would expect. It looked more like the location of
the depot near the rim of the wheel was just a
coincidence."

Brown lit a second cigar. Tarbow raised the
window higher.

Brown, unimpressed with the wide-open
window, grunted his disapproval and continued,
"We were puzzled and apprehensive. This was
truly an F.T.E. for all of us.0

MAnF. T. E. ?0

fireah, youknow? Fi r st Ti me Ever . 0
The old man continued, 5o, the next thing | did

was to order a set of aerial photographs. We

saw that the area is(Apocked
sink hole is a large hollow into which surface
water flows to join an underground river or

drainage system.)

"When we analyzed the aerial photographs, we
found ten distinct depressions in the earth. From
the ground, these look like ordinary sink holes,

W



but from the air, we could see the wagon wheel
pattern."

The colonel continued, "From the air, these large
bowl-shaped depressions in the ground also had
greener vegetation than the surrounding areas.
Thomas, the things the old timers called
sinkholes or sinks, for short, turned out to be
something a whole lot more than just a
collapsed mine or an underground water
reservoir."

Tarbow, ever the skeptic, was not convinced. He
decided it was time to move on.

He asked, "Just to keep the record straight, is
that when you decided to enlarge the base?"

"Yes, common sense told us, we had to get the
whole thing encircled with a fence and station
guards around the area. It was easy enough, we
just had the property appropriated, fenced and

guarded. o

Tarbow thought to himself, "Yes, | remember
how you literally kicked families off of their
ancestral homes to enlarge the base using what
| now realize was the lame excuse of fNational
Security. o

Refocusing, Tarbow dropped the thought and
moved on. "So what did you do next? Cut off the
top of the mountain with bulldozers?"

"You just donoét
to be a responsible scientist. You have to
understand that archaeological sites are the

bsonlwhntso z ¢

Page
98

accumulation of layers of history laid down with
the most recent event on the top. An
archaeological site is like a document. But, as
the excavator reads the document, he also
destroys it. The process is irreversible, because
excavation is usually total destruction. In these
modern times, archeologists utilize the science
of cartography, surveying, photography,
geology, soil science, ceramics, physical
anthropology, ethnology, comparative osteology,
and paleobotany. Archaeologists are really
anthropologists of the past."

"In our case, we had to check with the
Charleston Office of Culture and History and
with the Federal Government before digging to
make sure we weren't disturbing a historical site.
There could have been an Indian burial ground,
a Civil War Battlefield or even a frontier fort
located in the area. It turns out there are
seventeen such sites around this area, mostly
Indian camps, but none were close to our dig."

Tarbow, trying to show restraint, but also trying
to speed up the story, gave the old man a hand
signal urging him to please move along.

Obliging, grudgingly, the Colonel continued,
"After we got our clearances, we simply
bulldozed off the overburden. Since it was a drift
mine, which has a shallow tunnel that goes
straight into the mountain, we only had to
remove about sixty feet of soil. Basically, we
turned the area into a strip mine. Within days,
ave veere tosvn to the eaplogiom site. Out of
respect for the dead, we removed the bodies
and buried them in a small plot nearby along




with their bank belts, dinner buckets and battery
cap lamps. We even had a preacher from town
do a small funeral. He was a man Pittman said
we could trust. His name was the Reverend
Quackenbush or something like that. As far as |
know, the preacher kept his vow of silence.”

Groaning like the old man he was, the colonel
twisted in his chair, turned off the tape recorder
and pointed toward his top dresser drawer and
said, "Before | forget it, Thomas, go over there
and open up that drawer. You'll find a safe-
deposit box key hidden in a box of change and
junk."

Tarbow fished out a long slender key with a
drawer number and bank name stamped
on it.

"You talking about this?"

"Yes, Thomas, put that thing in your pocket and
forget you have itd unless something happens
to me. I've already put your name on the access
list. There's no need to ask questions now. You'll
understand if you ever have to open the box. In
the meantime, it's nobody's business! Keep it to
yourself. Okay?"

Tarbow nodded obediently and pocketed the
key.

The editor was returning to restart his recorder
as Raye walked into the room. She said, "Well,
look whose here."
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Thomas pulled hard on the reins of his runaway
emotions, slowed his mouth down and said. "We
were just finishing up an interview. Sorry you
missed it, this guy is a most interesting fellow."

He patted the colonel on his shoulder and
received an immediate disapproving grumble.

Raye put her purse on a nearby table. Picking
up the old man's chart she asked, "Did you take
your heart medicine while | was gone?"

"Yeah."

"Good, it'll keep you going for a long time if
you're faithful about taking it."

"Oh, | try to keep a little medicine in me all of the
time."

The conversation lulled.

Then, with a glint in his eye Tarbow spoke up,
"Work like this leaves me hungry."

"Uhmm Hummm," Raye smiled, "You got
somewhere in mind?"

"Depends.”

"On what?"
fOn whether we go together or not."

"Seven o'clock okay?"
The old colonel grumbled, rolled his eyes, and

said, "If you two sappy little adolescents don't
mind, I'd like to take a nap."




As he was gathering up his recording
equipment, the editor turned to the bony old man
and said, "I'll be in touch."

He waved goodbye to Raye, and loaded his
equipment into his Volvo. Once he was buckled
in, he reached into his jacket pocket for his
ignition key. Along with his keys, the long safe-
deposit box key tumbled out. Tarbow picked it
up, turned it over in his hand, and then tossed it
into the glove compartment for safe keeping.

A happy man, he busied himself making plans
for his second date as he drove back to the
of fice. Hedd try to
key later.

Meanwhile inside the nursing home, Raye was
on the telephone reporting that a recorded
interview session had taken place. She
conveyed that she had not yet found out the
subject, but would work on getting the
information that night over a dinner date. She
also alerted the agent at the listening post
across the street from the newspaper office that
Tarbow was on the way.

==
With a sincere sense of urgency Crookshank
summoned Blue to his office. "Blue we've got to
implement damage control. | want you on it
immediately. That hillbilly Tarbow, already
knows too much, and now he has Brown on tape
spilling his guts about who knows what? Can
you believe it? This is getting out of hand. We
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need to get a lid on this, and we need to do it
now! o

Blue listened patiently waiting for the tidal wave
of anger to subside.

Crookshank continued to let the vitriol flow, fFor
all we know Brown is running his mouth about
the whole thing. | will say this, for his own sake,
that old man better not be talking out of school!
Blue, the way | see it, we need to get all over
this thing right now, and discredit Tarbow before
he bl abs to the whol e

He paused for a second . . . .and then added a

f i g d r eondescdndirtg foetnote Vit ceer yw eodfv et

Tarbow muzzled, Brown can tell anything he
jolly wel/ pl eases. 0

Calming down, Crookshank reared back in his
overstuffed chair and grinned, "And this is just
how | propose to do that. Let me tell you a story
about what rumors can do."

Thinking here we go again, Blue politely
interrupted, stammered, and asked in as
diplomatic manner as possible, "Is this another
one of your war stories."

Crookshank answered back in an agitated voice,
"No, no. This is serious. Just listen and see if
you can get my point. This is a true story. There
was a young divorcee who went missing down in
Georgia. There had been rumors that she was
into drug dealing, and that the deal went sour,
and someone killed her. Authorities could not
find her body. This is where the plot thickens.
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Her boyfriend worked for a meat packing
company. Rumors got out that he cut her up and
ground her into the sausage. Furthermore, the
product was sold in the local supermarkets.o

Crookshank reiterated, "This is a true story! The
rumors spread and the local people refused to
buy the sausage. The story got so big that the
company recalled all of the sausage it had in the
stores. They tried to fight back with explanations
of how such a thing could not possibly happen.
The meat company's customers were not
convinced. Their customers got it in their minds
that the girl's body had been mixed into the
sausage products and they weren't about to
believe anything else. Her boyfriend vehemently
denied any wrong doingd but things only got
worse and worse. Eventually the company went
bankrupt, all because of the rumors they could
not refute. The real kicker to the story is that
they eventually found the girl several years later.
She had been shot through the head and left in
a remote wooded area. Of course, by the time
they found her body the sausage company was
long out of business, all because of a false
rumor . f

I n a dull ardobs
your point?"

moment ,

"It's simple you dolt! All we do is discredit this
man Tar-blow. We get some rumors started that
he can't refute.”

Crookshank laid out his plan, "I think we should
alert someone from one of those UFO
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investigating organizations that Tarbow is
covering up material about his discovery of flying
saucers hidden under Spivey Sinks."

"That's preposterous and brilliant all at the same
time and nobody gets hurt."

"That's my point," Crookshank continued, AVhen
the investigator shows up, Tarbow will deny it,
but that will only add fuel to the fire. Next, we
plant a story or two with drawings in a couple of
those supermarket tabloids. That'll really put
Tarbow on the griddle. Then, if he refuses to
print a rebuttal in his local paper, we arrange for
the UFO investigator to go to a paper which is
sold statewide. Naturally, that would include
circulation in Spivey Sinks."

Crookshank added, "The whole point of this is
simple, if we get the rumors circulating about his
credibility before he goes public with what he
thinks he knows, we can nullify whatever he
says.

fiCan't you see it now? The headlines will read:
EDITOR TURNED UFO HUNTER SAYS
MISSILES UNDER SINKS! 6

B Creokshank ctddred, "G& ® wordon it rigrs

away."

Crookshank's final comment was a tongue in
cheek suggestion, "Let's call this Operation Meat
Grinder."

The National Security Advisor grinned like he
had Tarbow in a jug and the cork in his hand.




==
Tarbow's Volvo pulled up to the curb in front of
Raye's apartment. He started to get out but she
was already in the doorway ready to go.

Minutes later they were on their way to Luigi's
Ristorante Italiano. Petite and pretty, Raye
looked ravishing in black slacks, a black
turtleneck sweater and low-heeled shoes.

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye and
told himself, "There oughta be a law against a
woman looking so good."

Raye probed, "So what's new? That was a
surprise to see you visiting with the colonel. Are
you boys up to something?"

"No, not that | know
promise for tonight, | won't talk newspaper, if
you won't talk nursing home. Do we have a
deal? And, I've got a special surprise for you if
you'll agree to my terms."

Raye was disappointed with the self-imposed
restriction, but reluctantly agreed.
Unannounced, Tarbow turned off the road to
Charleston and onto his street. Slowly, he pulled
up in front of the darkened house where he and
his family used to live.

Raye looked at him in a questioning way and
said, "Thomas, this is not a pizza parlor.
What have you got in mind?"

of |
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Tarbow just grinned, and asked her to wait in the
car. In a few seconds he had the garage door up
and the light on. Inside the garage sat a
glistening little white sports car. Tarbow
motioned for

Raye to come see.
"Well whatcha got here, Mr. Tarbow?"

He beamed, i t 6s my 197 3T.lkker sc he
it? You wanna take the grin test?"

"l guess so. But, what's a grin test?"

"Well, to date, no one has been able to ride in
my little car without grinning. Some like to call it
a 130-mph Volkswagen, but there ain't no
Volkswagen parts in this baby. It's a Porsche,
not a Porsh. The proper pronunciation is with an
bheos thedeads Got it? Barsb-s h mla k@ a

Then his smile faded, "l haven't driven it much
since; welld for a while."

He paused and recovered with, "How about it?
You want to take it to Charleston for the grin
test?”

"So, did you say this was just an expensive
Volkswagen?" Raye asked, tongue in cheek.
Tarbow pulled his glasses down his nose and
peered over them as a lecturing law

professor. He scolded, "My dear, that's the
greatest understatement since Noah said, dt's
gonna rain.d
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firhe only similarity between a Porsche 911 and
a Volkswagen is they are both made by people
who speak German! You'll understand the
difference more completely when | light off the
rocketsd after we strap ourselves in of course."

Tarbow fired up his little two-seater rocket ship
and then declared in his best Colonel Klink
German accent, "l've changed my mind.
Tonight, vee are going to eat at da Heidelberg
Haus, a verry fitting place fur a trip in my leetle
kar."

They arrived at the German restaurant, an
unassuming little place located in a strip mall,
with a hardware store on the right, and a beauty
parl or on the | eft. Th
at from the outside. But, when the front door
swung open, it was like stepping back into the
old-country. Music and entertainment were
provided by a four-piece German band, in
traditional Bavarian dress of lederhosen(bibbed
leather shorts), ornate suspenders, knee socks
and Tyrol hats topped with feathers in the brims.
The band belted out the hearty sounds of
German good times. Happy music spilled out
through the front door and welcomed guests. A
tuba thumped out its bass um-pah-pah while an
accordion played the melody. Singing along the
happy guests clapped their hands and enjoyed
the show.

Wolfgang, the owner, who had recently
immigrated to America, took the stage as the
star entertainer, while his good wife Heidi served
her delicious German fare. Wolfee, as his
friends called him was also dressed in traditional

German attire, belting out a heavily thurred
version of "I Lost My Heart in Zan Francisgo" as
well as other crowd pleasing favorites.

Tarbow leaned over to Raye and said, He 6 s
all that good, but his personality makes up for
his | ack. o

Amused, she smiled.
50, what do you think of the place?"

right. Has a |

itéds all
that kinda thing. o

Michelle, a perky little beauty with long black

e |p | haicaad eyea to mdich, tookuheihorder éor theo o k
non-carnivore special while giving Tarbow one

of those suspicious looks that asks, AiWho's this

wo man? Whoarwiée@dsAnna? the wife

we know?bo

Raye and Tarbow enjoyed the great food while
being entertained by
music with wooden spoons.

After the meal Raye leaned over and asked,
iSo, who is the overly f

fOh, just a friend. My wife and | used to be
regul ars here. o

As they drove out of the parking lot Raye
couldn't hide her grin as the Porsche roared out
of town.

Everyone grins when they ride in a 911.
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