




2qx

THEMONTEREYPROTOCOLS

74themontereyprotocols

thecognitivefunctiondepictedinthestateproduced
narrativeandrealitywasnowoneofthemostterrifying
featuresofthepropaganda.

"Yosaydoesthatstar-spangerbanneryetwhale.’nit
allbelongstome,papaping,badeda,papaaaaPOP!"

theend.
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tell from the vocabulary and cadence when they had
words read by the "Dear Leader" ai.

"On Sunday August second, our great nation suffered
a horrendous terrorist attack, the likes of which few
people could imagine. The nuke was not just an attack
on the great city of Chicago, but was part of a deep state
conspiracy to overthrow the government of the United
States. Tonight, we have assembled twenty five of the
conspirators. They have been convicted of high treason
against the United States."

"The traitors include eight members of my own cabi-
net, four senators, three congressmen, five generals and
five evil fear-mongering scientists that sought to de-
stroy our booming economy. We have gathered them
here tonight to bring them to justice and carry out their
sentence before the American people."

The canned music and generated voiceover stopped.
The video switched abruptly to a live feed from the
ballroom and a hot mic.

There was a conventionally produced professional
graphic overlaid with the names and mugshots of all
twenty-five people. They were all shown under the head-
ing PROVEN GUILTY in red and black.

There were Dr. Khan, Mac, and Sara listed alongside a
doctor from the cdc and another from usamriid.

The feed cut to a brightly lit outdoor stage. It was
surrounded with screens saying PROVEN GUILTY and
TRAITORS. There’s a sweeping pan of live closeups.

You hear an announcer say:
"Please rise for our national anthem."
They couldn’t seem to find a professional singer for

their last minute event. You could tell the people assem-
bled on the stage were singing, but that feed couldn’t be
heard through the broadcast.

Instead, the nation heard the confused ramblings on
the hot mic. The open and stark juxtaposition between
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Flo’sexplanationispunctuatedbytheringofacoin
soundeffectbeingflungintotheairfromherphone.

"WellJody.Itwasnicetomeetyou.I’mnotsurewhat
theAllianceisdoingbettingsomuchonyou,butthey
knowathingortwoaboutmathandlongbets,so..."Flo
trailedoffasshewalkedtowardthedoor.

"GoodnightandgoodluckJody."shesaid,andwas
gone.

Youopenyourlaptopandfireoffamessageinthe
groupchat.

Youexplainthecurrentstatusofthetrackingproject
andwhyyou’resteppingback.Youmakesomerecom-
mendationsifvolunteerswanttocontinuetheprojectin
amoresecurefashion,andrecommendsomefolksyou
knowMacandSaratrustedtoleadinyourplace.

Itwas5:56pm.
Youstareatthewhiteboardagaintodecompressand

secondguessyourdecision.
Youwereponderinginsilencewhenannationalalert

wentoffonyourphone.
Thealertdirectedyoutoalivebroadcastforanim-

portantmessage.
Youturnedthetelevisionbackon.
Thescreenwasfullofbrightlycoloredgraphicai

slop,thekindyousawonclassmatestictokfeeds.This
crapcouldn’tpossiblybeit.Andyet,thosecheapgraph-
icswereoneverychannel.

Onnationalbroadcasttelevision,yousawfakeaigen-
eratedvideosofthePresidentdoingvariousthings:
holdingatrainedbaldeagle,drivingahugetruck
throughcrowdsofzombies,directingtroopsintobat-
tle.Itwasabigflashyopeningspreadwithflagsand
fireworks.Itwaslikeagraphicspackagethatmightbe
producedforamajorsportingevent,butitwasallai
generated—poorly.

Thevoiceoversoundedliketheleader,butyoucould
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strive for knowledge, connection and freedom."
"So the Alliance of like-minded indy crypto nerds

work for Alice, yes, which is a way to say they work for
everyone and no one." Flo says.

"I sometimes work for the Alliance, but I’m almost
always working for Alice." Flo finishes.

"Why does the Alliance want to hire me?" you ask.
"I don’t know exactly, but what good is a currency for

the world if everyone in it is dead or a slave?" Flo asked.
"Given what is happening, most individual members

of The Alliance will survive just fine, they’ll probably
thrive in fact. They can shield themselves and their fam-
ilies atomically. But the Alliance needs Alice to survive,
and Alice needs a community. And how to defend a
community or a town in real life is outside the scope of
what the Alliance normally does or can do quickly." Flo
explains.

"Having glanced at the job description, it seems the
Alliance wants someone, or some group of people, to
write protocols that communities can use to protect
themselves in the face of what is coming. Protocols that
can be adapted and owned at a grassroots level. They’d
be rules that need to adapt faster and be more localized
than a global monetary protocol. Some rules need to be
immutable and other parts need to be flexible." Flo said.

"I don’t think I can do that alone." you say.
"You won’t Jody, Ministers are meeting in Japan, Ko-

rea and China. Europe is unifying in Brussels. In Africa,
a message from Athens is being disseminated into hun-
dreds of languages. The King is scheduled to address his
commonwealth on Sunday."

"We have been fighting this virus, this weapon, this
war, for thousands of years. Many individuals have
stood against it far more alone than you feel, with much
much less at their disposal. We have won before and we
will prevail again."
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ToMs.Cokerandothers.
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"It’sajobJody.It’sajobtheythinkyoucanaccom-
plish."Flosaid.

"WhywouldIworkforabunchofcryptobros?"you
say,

"ThisisAmerica.PeoplecanworkformoneyJody."
shesays.

"Butiscryptoworthanything?"youask.
"Doyouknowwhatatreasurymarketis?Orwhatis

happeningrightnowtoyourmoney?Doyouevenhave
anymoneyJody?"Floasked.

"No.Idon’tknow.AndIguessIdon’treallyhaveany
moneytoloseIsuppose."yousay.

"DoyouworkforAlice?"Youask.
"Wellyesandno.AliceisnottheAlliance.TheAl-

lianceworksforAlice."Floexplains.
"Idon’tunderstand,isAliceliketheheadboss?Who

isAlice?"Youask.
Flochuckled,"Yeah,inaway,Aliceisthebossofall

thecryptonerds."
"Aliceisanidea."
"Aliceistheideaofauserthatcryptographers,de-

velopersandgamershavebeenwritingsoftwareforfor
fiftyyears.Alicerepresentsapersonthatwantstodo
hardthings.Aliceisupagainstbadpeoplethatdon’t
wanthertogetwhatshewants.Aliceneedssoftware
andcryptographytoaccomplishhergoalssafely.People
whounderstandwhatAlicewantsworkforher;theytry
tobuildwhatshewillneed."

Flocontinues,
"Alicecouldbeagirlorboy.Alicecouldbeoldor

young.Aliceislegion;Aliceiseveryoneandnoone."
"Aliceislikeaprincessinacastlewearetryingtofree

withaflashlightandmorsecode."
"WearetryingtofreeAlicewithsafegeneralcomput-

ing."
"Aliceisametaphorforallhumanity,forallwho
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"Oh, well Francis didn’t ... " you said.
"Francis wasn’t strapped? vaxxed? masked? Francis

didn’t believe in a lot of things." Flo said coldly in the
past tense.

Flo took a folded piece of paper out of her pocket and
handed it to you.

"This is message from the Alliance of Like-minded
Independent Cryptocurrency Experts. Can I give it to
you?" She asked.

"I guess so?" you say.
You look down to see a short cryptic message. It

didn’t really make sense.
"What does this mean?" you ask.
"It’s a website Jody. It’s a url. It’s a publicly accessi-

ble webpage open to the world, anyone can view it with
a computer or phone. You type it into an address bar of
a browser." Flo explains.

"May I take a picture of your hand holding the mes-
sage Jody? As proof of delivery?", Flo asks.

"I guess so." you say.
She snaps a picture narrowly cropped on your hand

and the message. And then flashes you the picture be-
fore sending it off.

"I assume Francis gave you a wallet with some seed
money. Did you manage to keep that Jody?" Flo asked.

"We got attacked right after Francis made his delivery.
They took everything."

Flo looked down at the carpet of the conference room
and took a few steps back before walking forward to
pick something up off the floor.

She dropped the black card envelope from the Al-
liance on the conference table and pointed to it.

"Did you lose that Jody? The Alliance isn’t going
to waste time on you if you can’t keep track of twelve
words. You need to keep that like it’s valuable." Flo said.

"Why do they want me to go to a website?" you ask.
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ADDISONCOUNTRY,VERMONT—Noaahadis-
suedextremecoldweatheradvisoriesacrossNewEng-
landforFridayeveningthroughtoSaturday;theperfect
weathertokeepalltheflatlandersawayfromyoursnow
globesanctuary.

EveryFridayinwinter,forthelastfouryears,you’ve
thrownyoursplit-boardintherusty2002SubaruLegacy
(yourmotherbought"Certified-Used"whenyouwere
threeyearsold)andheadedouttothebowl,usually
staying’tilthelastrunat9pm.

YoucouldhavegonetouvmonaGreenandGold
scholarship,butyouaskedyourmomtostopataski
mountainonthewayhomefromthevisittothebigcity.
Betweenyourgradesandasingleparentincome,you
gotofferedasecondfullridescholarshipinexchangefor
beingadashoflocalflavorattherichkidschool.The
modestslopesandthreechairliftswerethekeyvalue
propositionoftheprivatecollege.

Tonight,therewasonlyasmallgangofsnowboarders
attheshelterandafewrogueskierswhippingabout.
Withthehardersnowfromlastweek’smelt,youopted
forskis,grabbingyourpolesfromthetrunk.Aface-
warmerandgoggleswereabsolutelynecessary,leaving
nothingexposedtothecold.

Itwasastringofemptychairsallthewayupthe
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dataprojectwasprobablygoingtobeoverinamonth.
Youcouldseethewholepicturenow.

Youwereonlyrecordingtheinitialtrajectoryofa
genocide,agenocidethatwaslongpreparedforand
well-organized,agenocidesupportedbywellarmed
forcesthatdidnotwanttobestopped.Theyhadmissed
youinthefirstpass,buttheywouldbebacktostopyou
soonenough.

YouunderstandwhyKhan’steamflewoutonTues-
day.YouunderstoodwhyKatiahadfledlastnight.

Youstaredatthewhiteboard.Youlookedatthenum-
bersMacandSarahaddrawnonMondaytorecorda
fewdozenhospitals.

Everythinghaddeterioratedsoquickly.Thesemon-
stersweretoobig,toofast,toosmart,toowellprepared.

Youallhadlost.
Therewasnothingadormousecoulddotostopor

evenslowwhatwascoming.
Youweredone.
Soyoudidnotcommityourdataorpublish.
Insteadyousatinsilenceintheconferenceroom...

thinking,untilyouheardaknockonthedoorframe.
"Isthisnonproliferation?"awoman’svoiceasked.
"Ahhh...nonproliferationiskindofover."yousaid

defeated.
"AreyouJody?",thewomanasked,
Youturntoseeawomandressedinaworkcoverall

holdingaclipboard.Youcouldseeshehadapistol
holsteredunderherjacket.

"AreyouAlice?"youask.
"MynameisFlo.WereyouwaitingforAlice?"she

said.
"Isthatagun?"youask.
"I’malicensedbondedcourier.I’mlicensedasa

bodyguardtoo.It’salegalregisteredfirearm,Jody."
Flosaid.
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mountain, but as you scooted forward for your first ride
up, a skier turned at speed and stopped directly on the
line next to you, right as you bent your knees for the
chair to pick you up. You glanced at the lift operator, as
if to say "did you see that", but Brett was looking at his
phone again.

Looking down as the ground dropped away, the full
spectacle of your fellow traveler hit you.

It was as if someone had been transported from Mont
Blanc forty years ago into present day Vermont. Long
narrow heavy laminated fiberglass skis, massive chunky
boots and a mostly neon one piece jumpsuit with bright
colorful patchwork. It was so very mid-80s, but also
new old stock. The attire was mint, unfaded, unsoiled,
equipment without a scratch. It looked like someone
spent several thousand dollars on ski gear in the poshest
towns of Switzerland money laundering in the go-go
eighties, then put the entire getup in a closet for forty
years.

"Jody? Is that Jody?"
Oh gosh, this loon knows you, there goes your sanctu-

ary time.
"Yes?", you stammer.
"I recognize that silicone piercing. It’s Carl, Professor

Carl Sable. You took my intro to political science course
a few semesters ago.", he said.

"Hah! That’s some retro outfit you got there." you say,
as you pull down your face warmer, "I was just thinking
about you on the drive here. Public radio is telling the
whole country that all your crazy predictions are coming
true. The United States is planning to invade Greenland,
then perhaps Canada and Russia ..."

"... and it’s all because of The Mercator Projection!"
you both shout in unison with a belly laugh.

"Yes, it’s difficult to convince someone of the true
magnitude of things when they are perpetually shown
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hundred percent exposure rate for healthcare profession-
als.

Without vaccines, those hospitals would be closed in
two weeks. Without vaccines, their fate might be sealed
within hours in fact. When those hospitals closed and
the public panicked and fled, the two week timer on all
rural hospitals would start.

Given the trajectory of what you saw, you suddenly
understood why Henderson’s guidelines for the highest
impact incident weren’t really written with the expecta-
tion that hospitals would be treating the sick.

Henderson’s guidelines had assumed care would
occur in the home or in community lead isolation cen-
ters. The guidelines themselves referred to non-existent
guidelines, yet to be established. He said public health
officials would need to establish protocols guiding at
home care of individuals or for care at places established
in the community, assuming hospitals would not be
effective beyond a certain scale.

There were never going to be any hospitals for the big
one.

You deny your conclusion and try to bargain one
more time.

If you resisted, if you defiantly published data for a
fourth day, you’d be marking those reporting hospitals
and your collaborators for renewed targeting, which
would eventually mean violence. They’d be harassed
again overnight; fewer would cooperate tomorrow. Even
if hospitals held on, without vaccines, weaponized strain
or not, the math of the virus was fairly inevitable.

If you kept recording the data, even if hospitals
wanted to report and people wanted to help you, with-
out vaccines, in a matter of weeks there wouldn’t be
anyone to answer the phone. The data would end.

You closed the laptop and moved it toward the middle
of the conference table. Regardless of what you did, your
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aworldviewthatsystematicallydistortsreality.",the
professorsaid."Hopefullyhedoesn’tinvadeRussia
though."

"Isupposeit’sbettertohavehostileattentiondirected
attheicecoveredbarrenwastelandsratherthancoun-
trieswherepeopleactuallylive.",youoffer.

"Alwayslookingatthewholepicture,JodythePanop-
tic",theprofessorquipped.

"Iguessso.Lotsoftimetothinkonthetopofthe
world",yousay.

Thebanterpausedasastiffwindmadeitdifficultto
hear.

"Youaregraduatingthisyear,RIGHT?ANYPLANS
LINEDUP?"ProfessorSableyelled.

Youshout:"WHELP,IhadHOPEDtogetajobin
WASHINGTON,butwiththewaythingsareturning
out,THAT’SLOOKINGLIKEABUST!There’saGLUT
ofHIGHLY-QUALIFIEDpeopleandNOJOBS!I’ve
appliedtothegraduateprogramHERE.SoI’llprobably
STICKAROUNDforanothertwoyears."

"You’reinaSTEMTRACKRIGHT!?!"Carlyelledinto
silenceasthewindstoppedabruptly,likeeveryoneina
bustlingcafehushinginunisontohearyouranswer,

"Yeah,physicsmajor,mathminor.Myolderbrother
wasavideogamedeveloper.Hetaughtmehowtocode
whenIwasten.Ijustwantedtobeabletomakecooler
gameswithhim."youexplain,"Ididn’trealizethatthe
seniorjobfairwouldbemostlydefensecontractorsor
theDepartmentofEnergyforme."

"Oh.Soyou’resomehowallergictomoney?"thepro-
fessorjabbed.

"Idon’twanttomakeweapons."youshootback.
"Thenwhynotmakevideogameswithyourbrother?"

Carlasked.
Youpause,takeadeepbreathandinarapidmonotonous

tonesay:"MybrotherbrokehislegskiingatKillington

66themontereyprotocols

distributionofhospitalsthatstoppedreporting,you
fearedthetruthcouldbeevenworse.

Howcouldyoubetheonlyoneseeingthis?
Youturnedaroundandfoundaremotecabledtoan

anchorpointontheconsoleunderthetv.Youturned
thetvonandskippedaroundwithsourcesandchan-
nelsuntilyoufoundafewnationalnewsprograms.

Thenewsprogramswerealltalkingaboutsomething
controversialahighprofilepersonhadsaidonsocial
media.Theywerecoveringprotestsagainstoccupation
andmessagesleaderswerepostingtosocialmediain
support(oragainst)someviolenceorprotests.

Therewasnothingonthetelevisionabouthospitals
orcasesofanoveldisease.Therewasnothinginon-
linenewssources.Therewasnothingonsocialmedia.
Youcheckedinternationalnewssources,butmostof
themhadscaledbacktoreportingonprotestsorlegal
processesfromafarwhentheirreportersweretargeted
earlierintheyear.

Ifyoupublishedcountsofexposedhealthcareprofes-
sionalsagainforThursday(somehow,somewherenew)
theremaininghospitalsstillreportingwouldbetargeted
overnightandmorewouldrefusetoreportbytomorrow.

Yourremainingdatacollectioncollaboratorswouldbe
targetedagainovernighttoo.Withoutnewrecruits,you
werelikelygoingtohavefewerhelperstomorrow...with
harderworktodo.Therewerepeopleyoudidn’tknow
thathadjoinedthegroupchatyesterday.Youdidn’t
understandwhypeoplewhoweren’tcontributingwould
wanttojointhechat,butyouunderstoodwhytheywere
therenow.

Evenwithoutthreatsandsabotage,youexpected
theretobemorehospitalsnottakinganyphonecalls
tomorrow.

Fromthetrajectoryofthedata,therewerelikelya
numberofhospitalsnearepicentersapproachingaone
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while visiting for Christmas in 2019. ’ multiple surgeries
and a lot of pain killers; our mom tried to warn him.
He had been working for a big game studio in Portland,
but they shutdown in-person for covid. Then he got laid
off the next January. He oded right before Christmas in
2022. Fentanyl."

Professor Sable raised his matching mittens abruptly,
forgetting there were poles attached to his wrist as he
said, "I’m so sorry. I remember now. You wrote that
paper on the legal changes to requirements for criminal
prosecution at the dea."

"I’m so very sorry for your loss. It’s such a terrible
epidemic", he added.

You both tip your skis up as the ramp rises to meet
you. As you both slide off the chair, you turned your
back and shout over your shoulder:

"Every year, one hundred thousand more ... ",
... dead Americans. you say in your head, as you speed

away, over The Long Trail and down the back slope
riding the edge of darkness.

You consciously pull the end of the caustic sentence
so the hundred thousand needles might go deeper if
Professor Carl finishes the sentence in his own voice.

You had spent the winter of your freshman year mem-
orizing precision topography of the entire mountain
using data downloaded from the Vermont’s public geo-
graphic information database. You misused some com-
puter lab resources and the expensive plotter at school
to print a massive custom shaded topographic map with
more detail of the mountain than any available map. It
was the exact width of your dorm wall. You even sold a
couple digital copies of the pdf to friends.

By your sophomore year, you had built virtual com-
puter models to plan fringe out-of-bounds lines where
you could cut out of designated areas for fresh un-
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laptop, but the account block made it so no one else
could view your work. You couldn’t collaborate publicly
like that anymore.

In the group chat, the tone had sharply deteriorated
twelve hours ago. There were resignations being posted
in comments from about nine o’clock last night onward.

There were a number of graduate students that had
resigned or no-showed without explanation. About half
had resigned citing online harassment or targeted per-
sonal threats. Of the hard cases that stayed, they noted
a significant amount of friction getting any hospital ad-
ministrator to speak to them or give official counts.

Beyond obvious threats and sabotage, some of the
hospital systems with the highest exposure rates from
Wednesday were no longer answering the phones for
anyone, period.

It seemed like every facet of your data tracking project
was disintegrating as you touched it on Thursday.

What had seemed like a seamless turnkey open col-
laboration the day prior was now a chilling series of
ghostings, dropped lines and dead ends.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, you were look-
ing at a forty percent reporting rate instead of the nearly
hundred percent coverage from the day prior. It ap-
peared many of the hospitals that did report counts were
smaller rural systems that simply hadn’t been threatened
to keep quiet, yet.

Of the epicenter cities, only a few hospitals in New
York City kept reporting.

Despite a sixty percent drop in hospitals reporting,
the total count of exposed healthcare professionals went
up. There were now over 2,400 healthcare professionals
exposed. Roughly extrapolating, that would put com-
plete totals at over six thousand nationally. That would
be a roughly four-fold increase from the day prior, but
you had lost a lot of data sources. Given the size and
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touchedpowder.Buta"runin"withatreeandacon-
cussionaloneinthewoodsendedthoseadventures.You
onlyridewithinthelinesnow.

Youstopontheedgetolookatagianthollowed
outEasternHemlockwithanenormouspileoftelltale
porcupinedroppingsfrozeninaperfectmeterhighcone
atthebottom.

That’sawaytobeJody;whatapieceofwork.
Someonetriestohaveasimpleconversationandyou

turnyourbacktoofferthemahundredthousandbarbed
jabsinreturn.Whatanastyasymmetricdefense.What
alonelycreature,inalonelyplace.Jodythepanoptic
porcupine,barbsout,alonewithapileofexcrementasa
warningtoallwhowouldcomenear.

Ahauntingchillsinksoveryou.Youfeeldeepregret
atyourturnofphraseandswiftdeparture.Yourflashof
ragetowardtheworldturnstoguilt.Soyouheaddown
thebacksidelookingfortheelectricneonSable.

Youspothimshufflinghisantiqueskistowardthe
backlift.Yougoinatfullspeed,stoppingonthelineas
thechairpicksyoubothup.Yousmileandwavewithall
yourcharmastheoperatorshootsyouagrizzlylook.

"HaveyoueverbeentoMontereyJody?",Carlpicks
up.

"California?I’veneverbeenonaplaneprofessor."you
say.

"Well,asyouareprobablyaware,thecollegemain-
tainsasatellitecampusthere..."

"Maintained,past-tense.They’reshuttingitdown."
youinterrupt.

"...right,butit’snotshutdownyet."hecontinues,
"andthey’vehadanumberofstudentsdropoutbecause
theirvisaswerecanceled,orforsundryotherreasons
withgrantsandwhatnot."heexplained.

"Sotheyneedtomaintainaminimumnumberof
buttsinseatsforthenexttwoyearsforaccreditation.
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ThorandLightningwouldbewaitingforbreakfast.So
youmadeyourwayoutofthebasementandheaded
overtoDr.Khan’shouse.

YousawavanforMontereyCountyAnimalControl
pullingawayasyouapproachedDr.Khan’shome.

Thefrontgatewasopen,thefrontdoorwasopen
too.YoucouldseewhereThorandLightninghadmet
thestormtroopers.Therewasblackplasticandsome
biohazardtapehaphazardlylitteredabout.

Thecleanoutcrewhadbeenheretoo.Youcouldsee
themarkingsofthecastersfortheirbinshadscored
patternsinbloodintothehouseandouttothecurbas
theyclearedthecontentsofDr.Khan’shome.Theyhad
takenpapers,electronicsandpersonaleffects.Shelves
werebareandhishomeofficewasnowempty.

WhateverDr.Khan,MacandSarahadtriedtodo,it
didn’tseemlikeitwasgoingwell.Oratleast,itdidn’t
seemliketheyweredoingitinsecretanymore.

Youhadlostyourguardian;youhadlostyourfour-
leggedfriends.Andyouwereslowlycomingtothe
realizationthatthreeofthepeoplewhorecruitedyou
weren’tdoinggoodeither.

Youwerebacktosquareone.Andtheonlyreason
youwerestillalivewasbecauseyouweresmall.

YouwalkedonthegrassoutofDr.Khan’scompound
andthenheadedbacktowardtheinstitute.

At"work"(whatevertheinformaljobyouhadbeen
doingwas)thingshaddeterioratedrapidlyovernightas
well.

Youhadbeenusingapersonalaccountonapublic
coderepositorytomanagethedata,butyouraccount
hadbeensuspendedovernightwithoutexplanation.You
begantheprocessofappeal.Therewereanumberof
peoplewhohadforkedyourdatarepository,alltheir
accountsweresuspendedtoo.

Youcouldstillpullyourdatadowntoyourfresh
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Since you say you don’t like bombs, I was thinking ...
well they have collected the leading researchers and
thinkers in the field of nonproliferation ...",

"Nukes are very much bombs professor." you say,
"... not just nukes, their work is much broader, fo-

cused on preventing the use of weapons of mass destruc-
tion more generally. If you want to apply your world
view and talents defensively against war, and against
a whole array of weapons, they are the experts." He
pauses.

"Do they have a social media expert?" you ask.
"HA! No. Yes... free speech is a tricky thing." he says,
The clutch of rowdy snowboarders set up camp on the

nape of a ridgeline on the Long Trail and were trying to
scream across Lake Champlain to someone in New York
through the inversion layer of ultra-cold compressed air,
but the direction of wind wasn’t in their favor.

"The cold doesn’t bother them?", Sable asks.
"I think they brought a flask for warmth", you say.
"Ah ha. Listen, I have it on authority, if you apply,

you’ll get in. I know you’re a Vermonter on scholarship,
but there is a little money in a grant for the summer
(about five grand when the job is complete) and I can get
you a free place to live, right by the beach." he promises.

"There is a research project a few years old that a
group is looking to have updated. They want someone
out there this summer, by the first week of June, to up-
date the data and re-run a simulation that’s already been
done. It’s super easy, just updating datasets and hitting
run."

"Do you surf Jody?", Carl asks, as he ends his pitch.
"What’s this simulation about?" you ask.
"Have you ever heard of star wars?" he returns,
"Like Obi-Wan Kenobi?" you say,
"No no, think more like space satellites, like Golden-

Eye", he said.

Terminus

They say you’re not supposed to sleep with a concus-
sion, but invariably everyone has to sleep sometime.
Katia said it was a slight concussion.

There were a couple of cots and some blankets in the
fallout shelter.

You woke up on Thursday morning alone in the
dimly lit room. There was no sunlight. You had no idea
what time it was.

You found a light switch and the indirect fluorescent
lights gave you some bearings.

On a desk was a laptop and a note:

I saved this for you Jody.
You can’t save the world with a laptop, but it certainly
can’t hurt. If you need wheels, the title is in the glove
box.
Good Luck,
Katia

Next to the laptop was a plastic bag with various
items you were well acquainted with from the last pan-
demic: masks, sanitizer, gloves, etcetera—just provided
without explanation.

There were copies of the papers that had been on
the conference table too. You recognized the key fob to
Katia’s car on top.

You wanted to stay in the vault all day, but you knew
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"Ibrokethejoystickonmybrother’soldcontroller
whenIwasfourandheneverletmetouchhisNintendo
64again,soIneverreallyplayedit",yousay.

"I’veneverseenthepuzzleinafirstpersonshooter",
youadd.

"Ahhh—welllisten",hestammeredasthetopofthe
liftapproached."Shootmeanemailwhenyougetac-
ceptedandIcansendyouthecontactinfofortheapart-
mentandtheresearchproject."

Asyoudisembarkedfromthelift,younearlyfell
backwardasallcontrolononeskiwaslost.Youlook
downtoseeyourrightskihasstructurallyfailed;it
delaminated(splitintolayers)rightattheheelofthe
binding.Thebindingholesfailedatthesametime.

Aftersixyears,thousandsofruns,back-countrytrails,
rocks,trees,jumps,flipsandturns,yoursplitboardis
finally"splitcity".

"Lookslikeit’stimeforsomenewskis,"Carlsays.
Notwantingtogodownfromthesummitononeski,

youunclipthebindingsandtrytojointhetwohalves
backintoaboardasbestyoucan,remountingthebind-
ingsacrossbothhalves.

"That’saneattrick."ProfessorCarlsays,
"Yeah,itwaskindofexpensive.Itwasasixteenth

birthdaypresent.Costmorethanmycaratthetime,’
probablynotgoingtogetanewonethisseason."you
explain.

"MaybeanewboardinMontereythen.Itwasgoodto
seeyou,butit’scoldouthere,shootmeanemail".

Ashetrailedwayshouting,"AndJody...you’llnever
seeallthedistortionsfromasinglepoint.",andwiththat
theneonsablefisheredit’swaydownthehilltoaspeck.

Gonewasyourevening,skiseasonandsanctuary
time.

Youlimpyourboarddownthemountainononeand
ahalfedges,snowpackingbetweenthelayers,swelling
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serverwasnotinabin)itsaystheattackcurrentlyun-
derwayisunlikelybecausetheviruswouldspreadback
tothecountrythatlaunchedtheattack."Katiasaid.

"Theinstitutesaysthescorpionwon’tstingusbecause
itwoulddietoo."yousummarize.

"Wefailedtohaveempathywithourenemies."Katia
bulletsthepoint.

Therewasnomoreactiononthefeeds.Justempty
roomsandoffices.Afewscatteredpapers.Therewasno
soundexceptthehumofthecathoderaytubesandthe
ballastoftheoverheadflorescentlights.

"Somedaysoon(orperhapsithasalreadyhappened)
nearthefrontlinesofthewarinmyhomecountries,
therewillbeayoungsoldiertaskedtopaintthesilhou-
etteofagroupofrunningschoolchildrenonatankto
seeifitwillstopanai-enableddronetargetingsystem.
Andontheothersideofthefrontline,atechnicianwill
getatapontheshouldertorerunanaitrainingmodel
withoutanexclusionsetandredeployanover-the-air
updatetoallactivedrones."Katiasaid.

"Thewartheyarefighting,andtheweaponsthey
arebuildingarenotconfinedbygeography.Theyare
comingforusnext."Shesaid.

"Whatifwecouldstopthewar."youask.
"It’squickerandeasiertoeatyouryoung."Katia

retorts.
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as it goes. You knocked out what ice you could and
threw it across the back seat of your mom’s old Subaru.

As you wind down the mountain on the back road,
you slow down for what looks like a black bear walking
along the side of the road on a flat straight.

You stop the car.
Well, that is not right. Because it’s January.
All the bears have to be denned up by now. What the

hell is this creature?
It turns to cross the road, dragging a massive tree

branch above it’s head, like a giant rodent flag bearer
without a petard.

Jeez-um CROW, its got to be the most massive beaver
in Vermont. A fifty pound tank. HOLLLY CRAP.

You look downhill and notice the massive area has
been inundated under a sheet of snow covered ice. You’d
never noticed that in four years.

Seems like beavers are normally in for the season
when you’re driving by. Perhaps the record drought put
this guy behind on food for the winter.

The enormous magnificent beast stops on the center-
line and stares directly at you. It lifts its body to preen
some gravel from its chest and belly with its forearms.
Slowly. Almost as if to say: "Yeah, you like that?"

In its glistening pelt, you catch a shimmer of the or-
bicular bullion that made John Jacob Astor break so
bad—a store of wealth and power for survival that could
be extremely tempting to commodify, at the most terrible
irreparable cost to America.

What a beautiful creature. What a landscape.
Back to your current milieu, you look down to see the

oil light has come on again.
You put your four-ways on, kill the ignition, pop

the hood, then pull the break as you reach behind the
passenger seat to grab a fresh quart of oil and the funnel
(and rag) all in one hand.
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The alliance wants something; they will not stop."
"But their courier was captured. He was probably

taken to a detention center, which is probably not good
given the circumstances." you say.

"They’ll send someone else." Katia said.
"Are they good people? Should I work for them?", you

ask.
"If the Alliance is looking to enlist the aid of a country

mouse to fight the scariest monsters in the world, you
probably don’t want to know what the world will look
like if you don’t try to help them." Katia said.

You and Katia look at the security feed on the old
cathode ray tube monitors as the last bin of material
from the institute is tipped into the yawning jaws of a
garbage truck.

"Do you think we will be seeing red flowers or white
flowers?" you ask Katia.

"We won’t really know what we’re looking at for
another week. There are many other things they could
have done too." Katia said.

"Why are they doing this?" you asked. "Why are they
attacking us?"

"Do you know the parable of the frog and the scor-
pion?" Katia asked.

"That’s the one where the frog agrees to carry the
scorpion across the stream, but the scorpion stings the
frog midway and they both drown?" you ask.

"What was the moral of the story? Who had the moral
failing?" Katia asked.

"Well the scorpion killed them both, but his retort is
that he’s a scorpion." you offer.

"So where did the real problem lie?" Katia asked.
"The frog didn’t understand the scorpion. The frog

was incapable of empathizing with the scorpion." you
say.

"Right now, on the institute’s own website, (if the
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Normallyyoudon’tneedafunnel,butwiththecold
temperature,thiscouldturnintoafluiddynamicscom-
edy.Theoilstartstocomeoutofthequartasonegiant
ballofmolasses.Youtrytostopitimmediatelyasit
comesout,butnowtheballofoilhasformedacolumn
oftackycoffeetoffeesuckingitselfoutofthebottlebyits
ownviscosity.Ohlord,makeitstop.

Asyoustruggletocontainyourimminentecolog-
icalcrimesagainstthemountainbeaverhabitat,two
carsspeeddowntheroadandswervearoundyou.A
BenzandaBeamer,redandblue,NewJerseyandMas-
sachusets,bothwithcampusparkingstickers.Freshmen
probably.They’redoneyellingandsnowboardingtoo
apparently.

Theyeachclipthewhimsytopofthebeaver’streeas
theyswervebackintotherightlane.Theancientrodent
jerks,thenbolts,leavingthetailofhistrophyblocking
halftheroad.

Youlookbackdownunderthehood,youseethe
slow-motionoilconfectionarydisasterhasmostlybeen
avertedbythefunnelandyourinattention.Youputthe
quartbottlebackinthecarandthrowthebeaverhis
dinnerasyouwaitfortherestofthemolassestoget
throughthefunnel.

Thatcouldhavebeenacloseone.
Youstareattheyellow"0526"stickerinthewind-

shield.LastMaywastheonlytimeTyler’sgrandpaletit
passinspectionwithoutahassle.Rightbeforehisgarage
closedinAugust,thatwaslasttimeanyonewouldever
workonthiscar.

Youdon’treallyneedacar;youcantakethebusor
traintovisithome,whichyou’vebeendoinganyhow.

GiventheLegacy’smassandcurrentstoredgravita-
tionalpotentialenergyatanelevationofapproximately
threehundredmetersabovesealevel,ifitdidn’tstart
again,doesapathwayexisttopilotitintooneofVer-
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theotherdirectionfromitsmarkings.Whenthatsecond
trainfinallystopped,sheaskedastrangertotakeher
toacouplewhowantedachildbuthadbeenunableto
haveone.Thestrangertookhertoafarm.Thatiswhere
Iwasborn.Thoseweretheparentsthatraisedme."

"Whathappenedtoyourmother?"youask,
"Mymotherknewherscarsandherentirebodywas

evidence.Herbodywasevidencethataninternational
treatyhadbeenbroken.Itwasevidenceoftheintentto
committheworstcrimeagainsthumanitypossible.She
knewiftheauthoritieseverfoundher,withherscars,
andthefactthatshehadnowgivenbirth,itwouldeven-
tuallyleadthemtome,andtheywouldkillusboth."

"Shetoldmyadoptedmotherherstory.Shewrote
downtheredandwhiteflowersinaletterformyeigh-
teenthbirthday.Sheinstructedmetoalwaysfleefrom
evilandkeepthesecretoftheweaponalive."

"Withmyadoptedfather’shelp,shehadalltheevi-
denceoftheexistenceoftheweaponshecarriedthrough
herbodydestroyedforever.Onlythesecretshepassed
tomeremained."

"I’msosorry."yousay.
"Jody.Thereisnosciencefiction.Therewasnothing

invented.Therewasnosplicing,noediting,orcross-
breeding,nonewgeneticdesigntechniques.Theweapon
wasmadethroughspecification,infectionandselec-
tion.Theweaponwasmadebyrejectinghumanity,and
embracingdeathandsecrecy.Doyouunderstand?"

"Ithinkso."yousay.
"IhavetoleavethisplacetonightJody."Katiasaid.

"I’mtellingyouthesecretsoyoucanunderstandwho
youarefightingandhowtostopthem."

"Alicewillbecomingback."Katiasaid.
"WhoisAlice?"Youask,
"TheAlliancewantssomethingfromyouJody."She

said."Theyknowyouarehere,yousignedforDr.Khan.
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mont’s many privately held steel reserve stockpiles with-
out calling a tow truck, or endangering life and limb
with the missile?

... wait wait wait, go back ... this bear beaver story still
doesn’t make sense.

How in the wintry hell does the beaver get back un-
der the ice? It’s negative ten degrees. The ice must be six
inches thick by now. It’s den is clearly visible fifty yards
out, with an entire underworld food storage system
protected by six inches of ice armor.

How is it getting under the ice to get home to the
den?

This isn’t plausible.
You close the hood of the Subaru, and you hear faint

muffled craunching. You walk forward ten yards and
peer over the edge of the road, you see the beaver has
pulled its tree into a large corrugated pipe culvert.

The residual heat from the ground must be keeping
the water in the buried pipe from freezing, at the mo-
ment. That’s the entrance, and it swims to the den from
there; a culvert to the underworld. It will probably still
freeze hard tonight if it stays as cold as they’re saying.
That might be its last fresh meal of the winter.

But, if the beaver’s portal to The Upside Down is an
under-the-road wildlife passage, we’re left with one last
cliched puzzle to solve.

You do an about face and walk to the downstream
side of the road to see the pipe outlet has been sub-
merged by flooding. There’s thick solid ice up to and
covering the crown. The beaver couldn’t enter the por-
tal that way, and that is why the beaver ... you know. Ba
dum ’tis.

You’re so funny Jody.
A narrow sliver of a waxing crescent moon illumi-

nates the alien landscape beyond. There’s probably
thirty acres, all now protected by ice. The den exterior
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"I’m not from Ukraine Jody. I was born there, but I am
from somewhere much farther east."

"My mother was a doctor. She was educated at a time
when it was very common for women to be doctors, and
equals with men. She was very brilliant. She was caring."

"But she was too smart, too proud, and too caring to
be in the place where she was born."

"She deduced, as part of her work, that there seemed
to be a place where people were sent where no one
ever returned. She asked too many questions about
that place, so the authorities eventually told her that if
she was truly interested in finding the answers to her
questions, she must go. And they would arranged for
her passage."

"The place was like a prison, or a camp, but with a
despicable unspeakable purpose. It had many differ-
ent configurations. There were cells outside and inside.
Large groups of cells and individual cells placed at vary-
ing distances."

"The place was profoundly isolated by geography. It
was only accessible by rail."

"They put her in that prison. They raped her. They
mocked her for questioning. They mocked her empathy.
They said she could be reborn as a cure for empathy."

"They put her in various cells adjacent the sick until
she became infected. She knew no one could be allowed
to leave that place alive, so she pretended to be dead
after the sixth day of being sick. They took samples from
her and threw her in a pit."

"Her body was scarred by the disease and the lime
they threw in the pits. She was partially blinded. But she
made it back to the train tracks and covered herself in
dirt to wait. She caught that train and she hid under the
train."

"When the train reached the end of the line, she hid
herself on the longest train she knew would be going in
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isrockhardtoobynow.Alongtheedges,aringofcen-
turyoldhemlocksblackentheperimeterprovidingaerial
cover(andhabitat).Itlookslikethestandsofdeciduous
treesareharvestedinphases.

Yousteponefootoutontotheice.Notapeeppopor
tong.Itseemsthick.There’sawholeworlddownthere,
withfoodinstorageforagrowingfamily.It’sahomefor
ahostofothercreaturesinsuspendedanimation.

That’sthewaytobeJody.Certainlybeatsanold
moundofcrap.

Backinthecar,youturnthekey.TheLegacyroars
backwithnooillight.

Youreleasetheparkingbreakandfeathertheclutch
togetenoughmomentumtoescapethelocalminimum
ofthebeaver’sdomain.

Youwonderifyoucantakeatrainallthewayto
Monterey.

Acomputersimulation.Morefreeschool;freehous-
ing.Fivegrandain’tmuch,butwhat’stheworstthat
couldpossiblyhappen?

Youturntheradioontohear:"threatenedtradesanc-
tionsinretaliationoverGreenlandinDavos"...and
that’saNOPE.

Youhitmemory4toseeifyoucanpickupMontreal
offtheionosphere.

Et"vousécoutes[abunchofstatic]"offabitofa
ionicreflection,butit’snotenough.

Youhitmemory5for"Dirt"radio,andcatchasinger
songwriteronherbridge:

Holdyourfriends,forgivethenight
Dietoloveandliveyourlife...
’Dirtradioinaclutch’,youthink,asyousledyourold

Legacyclosertowardanewrestingplacesomewherein
thevalleybelow.
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falloutshelter.
"ListentomeJody."Katiasaid.
"TherearethingsIneedtotellyou",shesays,"Ineed

youtorepeatafterme."
"Specification,infection,selection."Katiasaid.
"What?"yousay,stillabittumbled.
Katiatriesagain:"Repeatafterme,Specification,

infection,selection."
"Specification,infection,selection."yousay.
"Good."Katiasays.
"Thereisafieldofwhiteflowers,buteveryfiftieth

flowerisred.",Katiasays.
"Idon’tunderstand",yousay.
"Shhh!"
"Thereisafieldofwhiteflowers,butoneofeveryfifty

flowersisred.",sherepeats.
"Youtaketheredflower.Yousaythisistheone,but

more.Thatisyourspecification."
"Youpickalltheredflowers,andyouburnthefield.

Thenyousowonlyredflowers.Whenyourflowers
grow,youharvesttheseedsoftheredonesandburnthe
restagain.Yourepeatthisprocessuntilonlyredflowers
grow."

"Finally,whenyoutakeyourseeds,andcompare
themwithseedsinthewild,youhaveameasureofwhat
youdidtonature.Anyonecanseewhatyoudidwith
theearthandthemagnitudeofyouractions.Theycan
counttheseasonsandwhatyoudidtothesoil."Katia
says.

Shepausesbriefly,
"DoyouunderstandwhatI’vesaid."Katiaasks.
"It’spossibletoaccentuateanaturallyoccurringspeci-

menthroughaprocessofhusbandryandselection."you
stammer.

"Good."Katiasays.
Shethencontinued.
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You see a lone white carry-on suitcase in a nook.
"Am I in the vault?" you ask.
"You’re in a fallout shelter Jody." Katia says, "You are

safe here. The room goes into a safe room scenario when
that entrance is used. There is no way for anyone to get
in here now."

You begin to examine the room as your eyes adjusted
to the dim lighting.

You see a shower head and an open drain on the floor.
You recognize an eye wash station.

"May I?" you ask and point with your elbow.
"Of course, that’s what it’s for." Katia says as she

motions toward your wrists with a pair of diagonal
cutters.

She cuts you loose, and you rinse the chemicals from
the flash bang from your eyes and face. The eyewash
station solution doesn’t rinse off concussion.

Katia shines a flashlight in your eyes, which doesn’t
fix concussion either.

You both watch on dull green monitors as the storm
troopers ransack the institute.

They take Francis, they take the security guard.
You watch as the storm troopers leave the front door

of the institute open with every door and lock broken.
The only limiting factor to the raid was the rate the
hydraulic jaws of dump trucks could chew through the
contents of the demolition bins.

"What was in the envelope Jody? Who was it for and
who was it from?", Katia asked.

"It was for Dr. Khan. From some kind of alliance. I
didn’t open it." You say.

"That was fast, but also too late." Katia said.
The two of you watch on a monitor as they clear

the contents of the computer lab and basement storage
rooms.

You wait nervously as they examine the door of the
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Therewereindeedtrainsthatwentmostofthewayto
MontereyCalifornia.

YoutookanEthanAllenfromRutlandtowardCastle-
ton.YoutradedthatinforaLakeShoreLimitedinSch-
enectadyandyouwereoff.

Youcouldhaveneverimaginedthebeautyandrich-
nessofAmerica.

YousawacountrysoverydifferentfromVermont–
goodandbad.

Youpassedboringandbatteredmilltownsandhuge
industrialwastelands.Yousawfoodgrowingasfaras
theeyecouldsee.Yousawtheequipmenttoprocess
foodandenergyonanindustrialscaleforthefirsttime.

Therewasatremendousbustleofpeoplecompared
toyourlittlestate.Itfeltexhilaratingtoseesomany
people.AnditfeltgoodtoseethatAmericawasstilla
thrivingengineofdiversity.

Yourealizedwehavesomuchwealthwithsomany
differentpeoplealllivingandworkingtogether.

Youhadneverbeenasucker–youknewwehadalot,
butyouhadn’tseenityourself.

ForyourVermontprovisions,yougottoshopfrom
yourgrandmother’sstore.Youtookwithyouonegallon
maplesyrup,sixpintsjam,fourpintsapplebutter,two
pintshoney.Forpickles,youtooktwodill,twobread
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"Green.Luckydaykid.",hesaysashedropsyour
shoulder.

Thestormtroopersleaveyouzip-tiedonthefloorat
theendoftheconferencetableastheybeginrollingin
demolitionwastebinsandclearingthecontentsofevery
roomonthewing.

Papers,books,journals,electronics,personaleffects,
youcanhearaseverydeskandfilingcabinetispopped
anddrilledopen.Everysinglepieceofelectronicequip-
mentisputinasteelbinandcartedtowardthecurb
whereyoucanhearthescreechingofgarbagetrucks
consumingthecontentsoftheinstitute.

Youseethebootsofsomeoneclearingtheconference
table.Allthepapers,thephone,yourworkstation.The
whiteenvelopeFrancisjustdeliveredgetsknockedon
thefloor,butisquicklyslamdunkedintothebin.Every-
thinggoesinademolitionbin,everythingbutthedumb
smarttvmountedtothewall.

Youlookaroundtonoticethatunderneaththeconfer-
encetableislikealittlesaferoom.Thetableismadeof
twosolidverticalsupportsrunningmostofthelength.
ThetableislikeagiantdoubleT-beam.

’Avoidcaptureatallcosts.’youhearSarasay.
Youcrawlunderneaththeconferencetabletowardthe

middle,butjustbeforeyoureachthehalfwaypoint,the
floorgivesoutandyoutumbleforwardoffatrap-door
headfirst.

Yousummersaultforwardanddownwarduntilyour
headiscaughtinsomeone’sarms.Therestofyourbody
keepstumblingoverandyourfeetlandonafirmmat.

"AreyouokayJody",youhearafamiliarvoice.
It’sKatia.
"Ithinkso.I’mjustabitconcussed."yousay.
Youseethetrapdoorcloseaboveyouandlatch.You

hearapiercingscreechasyourearspopfromasudden
increaseinairpressure.
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and butter and one pint cowboy candy. You knew Amer-
ica didn’t have what your grandma had.

You grabbed your brother’s Nintendo and his fa-
vorite n64 game. Your mom loaded you with bottles of
sunscreen. Most of your attire wasn’t going to fly in Cal-
ifornia anyway, so you planned to hit the second hand
store with the money from scrapping your old Subaru
Legacy.

In Chicago, you caught a California Zephyr toward
the incredible majesty of The Rockies that you had
dreamed of descending with your split board. Deserts
and grasslands; great forests and rivers.

America was huge.
Sacramento to San Jose, then a bus from the airport to

Monterey.
Professor Carl had put you in touch with the lead

researcher Kristof, over Telegram. You were given the
address of a luxury building that was, indeed, directly
on the beach. You picked up a key from the doorman
and found an ancient looking long board waiting for you
on the coffee table with a hand written note:

Hello Jody, Had this lying around. ’ thought you
might use it. Wear sunglasses to protect those special
"pan"oculars. - Carl ;)

On the counter were a box of manuals, a usb stick, a
fingerprint key fob, and a sophisticated looking mechan-
ical key on a lanyard.

There was a short page of instructions to access the
institute basement computer lab in room B005, which
would be your office for the summer. As well as instruc-
tions for using the usb and key to access a remote server
already running the simulation.

The grant included a provision for food that would be
stocked for you. It took you a couple minutes looking for
a refrigerator before you opened one of the full length
cabinets to reveal what looked like the take away wall at
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Francis walks into the hallway but then slowly walks
backward into the conference room with his hands
raised.

The conference phone starts ringing. You go to an-
swer, but there is no time.

From the main entrance, a loud male voice yells
"CLEAR!".

You turn your head to see a canister knock it’s way
down the hallway. You close your eyes and try to protect
your head with your arms as the flash bang explodes.

Federal storm troopers marked as POLICE fill ev-
ery room in the wing, pointing military-style rifles and
yelling contradictory orders.

"DOWN ON THE GROUND; HANDS UP! HANDS
BEHIND YOUR BACK; GET BACK! ON YOUR KNEES!"

You just sit stunned at the conference table, too scared
to move.

They get Francis pinned on the ground zip-tied call-
ing him the N-word as they try to scan his face while
also holding him to the ground with a knee in his back.

"You can’t say that word." you say, but you’re knocked
in the forehead with the butt of a rifle in rebuttal.

"Scan whatever that is quick before it swells or you’ll
never get a green." you hear one of them say.

You get zip-tied and maneuvered up by your shoulder
so they can scan your face.

[BOOP]
"Red letter. No good." the storm trooper mutters

through a mask.
"Chin up kid. Try it again." says the commanding

officer.
He presses the palm of his hand into your temple to

momentarily reduce the swelling like a boxing coach.
You open your eyes as much as possible and lift your

head up.
[BEEP]
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thecoopyoucouldneveraffordtoshopat.Therewasno
wayyou’deatthismuchfood,butyoucouldselectwhat
wouldbestockedintheapp.

ThewholeInstitutewasclosedforthesummer,but
youaccessedyourlabfromabasementsidedoorwith
thekey,sothatdidn’tmattertoyou.Thehallwayhad
alargelockeddoorontheleftwithanilluminated[5]
aboveit,whichwasalittleconfusing.ButKristofdi-
rectedyoubacktoacomputerlabyoupassedwithan
non-illuminatedB005signoutside.

Thecomputersetupwasfairlysimple.Youhada
dumblinuxcomputer.Youranascriptfromtheusb,
togetherwiththefob,toconnecttoyourcomputing
clusterat‘empart-blue.us-chi-hiput-1.clouds‘.

Fortwomonths,youranasystemcalledempart.
Itwasfairlystraightforwardtoexplainitbywalking
throughtheletters.

AnElectroMagneticPulse(emp)isawaveofmag-
netism,likefromatoymagnetormotormagnet,but
muchstronger.

Similartowaterwaves,therearedifferentsizes.There
aresmallonesthatlaptheedgeofalake,andwaves
thatlapanocean.Therearetsunamisandwallsofflash
boilingwaterfrommeteoriteimpacts.Butunlikewater,
strongmagnetwavesreallyonlyhurtelectronics.(They
passthroughplantsandanimalswithoutharm.)

Inelectronics,however,thewavesinducecurrent,
whichcausesextremevoltagesandcatastrophicfailure
whenthemagneticfieldhits.That’sanemp.

Empscanbecreatedinmanyways.Thesystemyou
werelookingatwasonlyconcernedwithmajoremps
causedbynuclearreactionsintheupperatmosphere.A
payloadonasatellitethatcouldstrikewithlittleorno
warning.

Next,theAnalysis(A),theempartsystemwasde-
signedtocontinuouslyevaluateboththehumanand
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Experts

Thereisnootherreturnaddress.Therearenopost-
markingsormachinelabels.Thepaperfeltthickand
soft.

Hehandsyouaclipboardwithanemptymanifestto
signforthefirstenvelope.

Assoonasyousignhereachesinhisbagtopullout
ablackcoinenvelopethesizeofacreditcard.Insideis
whatfeelslikeaheavymetalcardwithplasticprotectors
oneitherside.

"Doyouknowwhatawalletis?Likeforcryptocur-
rency?"heasks.

"IthinkIdidthatonce.Likethetwelvewords?",you
say.

"Exactly"hesaid.
Yousignfortheblackenvelopetoo.
"What’syournamekid?",heasks.
"Jody"yousay.
Francistypesyournameintohisphoneandsnapsa

pictureofthecompletedmanifestwiththeconference
roominthebackground.Youhearawhooshasames-
sageleaveshisphone.

Francistakesoutalargevapeandtakesadrag.You
andFranciswaitawkwardlyinsilenceforamoment.

Youlistencloser;itisn’tsilence.
Francisisn’tsettingoffyouralarmbells.Thereare

literalcaralarmsgoingoffallaroundtheinstitute.You
hearakidscreamingandsomeonefranticallywhistling.

"WerewejustinanearthquakeFrancis?"youask.
"Don’tthinkso."hesays,"Igetusgsalertsonmy

smartwatch."
Youhearan8-bitvideogamecoinsoundeffectem-

anatefromFrancis’phone.
"Alrightkid.I’mout."Francissaysasheturnsto

leave.
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financial cost of one of these emps going off. The anal-
ysis calculated how many people would die from the
event and how much money would be lost in things de-
stroyed. Those cost numbers were updated every few
seconds and shown live in a table.

There were about a dozen of these satellites "of inter-
est" that were mostly all Russian in origin, but China had
a few suspects up there as well.

Kosmos 2553 had been one of the key satellites of
interest. It was launched right before the invasion of
Ukraine in 2022. However, on November 5th 2024 it
began an orbit shift to a higher elevation. On January 31
2025, it appeared to suffer a catastrophic control failure.
It now just spins out of control flashing randomly as it
spins on three axis. It’s still tracked, but most believe it
got fried by radiation in its higher orbit.

The total human and financial analysis was done for
each satellite, and you could see the cost breakdown per
satellite and per line item of the cost components.

The system used little "sims" or simulated entities to
represent humans in air traffic, cars, trains and for any-
one on critical medical equipment. It would show little
hearts for individual sims with pacemakers. It simulated
ongoing surgeries, including by type. It estimated bed
counts in intensive care units on life-support at every
hospital in the US. Then anyone on oxygen or a respira-
tor outside of a hospital too.

At any given time, the simulation would have roughly
sixty thousand people up in-the-air, plus or minus
twenty thousand. There were roughly eight million
simulated individuals that used an electronic device to
regulate their heart rate.

The non-human financial cost was much less interest-
ing to look at. That part only looked at major infrastruc-
ture. Electronic equipment didn’t move nearly as much
as the tiny sims. The financial analysis was just a picture
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cases. Major urban hospital systems were seeing a fair
number of cases per capita.

You were looking at your map and trying to spoon the
last beans from the clear plastic clamshell when someone
walked by the conference room.

You looked up to see a large black man dressed in a
uniform had passed by in the hall. He doubled back and
poked his head in the conference room to say:

"Is this nonproliferation?, Is this the center for the uh
let me see here. "

"Yes. You’re in the right spot." you say.
"I’ve got two envelopes here for a Dr. Khan at nonpro-

liferation.", he said.
You see from his uniform the delivery business is

called Carl the Courier with a cartoon caterpillar holding
a parcel.

This second Carl is setting off your warning bells.
"Carl?" you ask.
"Ha, no. My name is Francis. Carl the Courier was

just the name of the business when I bought it.", he said.
"See" he says pointing to the embroidered Francis on

his uniform.
"So you bought the courier business from Carl?", you

ask.
"Nah, I bought it from a guy named Jose, He bought

it from a gut name Scott. There may have been a Carl in
the 50’s, but we just liked the name." Francis explained.

"Anyway, I’ve got two envelopes here." he says as
he hands you a large white envelope addressed to the
center. The return address in the upper left hand corner
simply reads:

Alliance of

Like-minded

Independent

Cryptocurrency
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mapofhowmuchthestuffonthatsquarepixelwould
costiftheybroke.Mostofit,atthispointwereaichips,
whichwerelikelyinflatedassetsanyhow.Thesystem
justhadtosumeverythingontheimagebasedonwhere
theempwouldbeatanymomenttofindthecost.

Thesimulationranaroundtheclock.Itwasn’toneof
thoseboringjobswhereyouhadtohitrunandwaitfor
theresults.

So,ifitallranbyitself,whatdidtheyneedyoufor?
Youspentthefirstfewdayslearningthesystemand

howtomodifythecodebehinditinasandbox.Then
Kristofwouldgivenewsimulateddatafeedstointe-
grate.You’dhavetoaddthedatasource,thenspotcheck
thefinancialcalculationswerebeingdonecorrectly.And
thenprogramthevisualstodisplaythenewdata.It
wasallfairlyeasyonceyoudidonebecausemostofthe
feedsweresimilar.

Therewereacoupleofstatisticalfunctionsthatwould
detectanomaliesinthedataonadayoverdayorweek
overweekbasis.

Lookingatthesourcecodeofthescripttoconnect
oneterminal,youworkedouthowtochainseveralter-
minalstogetherasiftheywereonedisplay.Afterafew
weeks,whenyourealizednobodyelsewasusingthelab
whatsoever,youbuiltajumbo-tron.

Yousetyourownhours.Youhadnocoworkers,no
bosslookingoveryourshoulder.Thebestpartofthejob
wasthatyouenjoyedstaringatmapsandwatchingdata
change.Theprofessorfoundagoodfit.

Yourqualityoflifewasfairlyhigh.
Youcouldwalktothebeachatdawn,catchafew

waves,takeashower,programforafewhoursthenhead
outifthewaveswereup.Yourworkscheduleendedup
beingtightlyinverselycorrelatedtooceanwaveheight.
Whenyourfeedsweredoneandyougotboredflying
aroundthecountryonasupercomputer,you’dplay
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pletedayofindividualcountdataonanationallevel,
whichgaveyouonestepinadifferentialrateofchange.

OnTuesday,thenumberofexposedhealthcarepro-
fessionalsnationallyhadbeenabout538.ByWednesday,
thecountwas1585.Thatwasabitscaryforarateof
change,basicallythree-foldinaday.However,there
weremillionsofhealthcareprofessionalsnationally,so
youcomfortedyourselfknowingonlyaverysmallfrac-
tionhadbeenexposed,sofar.Butyouknewtoomuch
aboutexponentialgrowthtotakemuchcomfortinthe
magnitudeofcurrentcounts.

Youdidn’tneedtoplotordomuchinterpretationto
seevaccinationrates.Onlyfivehospitalsseemedtohave
gottenthememoandbegundeployingavailablevaccine
stockpiles:onenearBaltimore,oneinBoston,aNew
YorkCityhospital,SanFrancisco,andahospitalnear
Atlanta.Theywereabletocoverthosethathadbeen
exposed,buttheyhadstoppedshortofvaccinatingtheir
entirestaff.Presumably,theywerealreadyrationing
theircurrentvaccinestocks.

Eventhemostconservativeepidemiologicalmodels
suggestthatringvaccinationalone,afteranattackofthis
magnitude,wouldbetotallyinadequatetocontainthe
subsequentoutbreak.

Thefragmentofacommentaryfromausamriid
epidemiologistechoedfromthenightmaresofyour
bedtimereading.

Youplottedthedataonanationalmapandbegan
flyingaroundlookingforanomaliesofcasespercapita.

Themostobviousfeaturethatpresenteditselfregard-
ingexposedhealthcareprofessionalspercapitawasthat
certainlocationswithhigherexposurehadalsohosted
majoreventsinthepreviousweeks.

Inthosepopulationcenters,thefractionofhealthcare
workersexposedwasalreadyapproachingfiftypercent.
Moreruralhealthcaresystemswereseeingfarfewer



26 the monterey protocols

video games.
There were a lot of levels in the video game Gold-

enEye, and it had a sufficient amount of reading and
puzzle to justify your interest.

The only problem for your summer was, you basi-
cally had zero dollars and zero cents to your name after
the train ticket. But since all your material needs were
satisfied, that wasn’t really a problem for you. It would
only be a problem if you made friends that wanted to
"go out", so you just didn’t.

Your mom still sent you twenty dollars a week, but
that didn’t really buy gum in 2026.

So you spent the summer reading, staring into the
vastness of the Pacific Ocean, catching waves, working or
just staring into the simulator.

Now, you are not an unreliable narrator. You are
still very much a pacifist, but the trip, the vastness of
the data displayed, your new linux and coding chops,
the video game, and the fact that you were essentially
setting off all the emps all the time, made you feel a bit
drunk on power, like you were lording over the world
as some kind of Bond villain in a private geostationary
command center.

But, but, but... you weren’t bombing anything, you
were just doing the math to find out what would happen
if you did. And just doing the math didn’t hurt anyone.

You had started on June 2nd. The contract went until
Sunday August 2nd.

The apartment was provided through August. The
apartment building was always deserted as Petra.

You had stopped getting new feed integration assign-
ments to add in the middle of July. You spent the closing
weeks double checking your own work and document-
ing your code.

You went in for your last day with a pizza and some
kombucha to watch the simulation you helped augment
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On Wednesday morning, you still weren’t exactly
sure what your new job was, or who was paying you,
but you went back to the institute to compile statistics
on the number of healthcare professionals exposed to a
novel virus sweeping the country.

You stopped to feed Dr. Khan’s dogs on the way in.
No word from Dr. Khan, Mac and Sara. They must be

where they were going by now. You saw Katia’s white
car parked near the Institute, but she was nowhere in
sight.

You began the process of consolidating merge re-
quests for Wednesday’s data for the East Coast around
nine o’clock from a distributed group of volunteers.

It was just Jody alone in the conference room.
You begin to make the acquaintance of your various

new colleagues by their chat handles and avatars.
You looked at the little tripod conference phone while

waiting for data to come in. The conference phone had
an 802 number. That’s funny.

You had brought a three bean salad from your refrig-
erator at home. No need to do food runs if it’s just you
today.

You took a break around four o’clock to feed Thor and
Lightning.

By five o’clock, you were merging your second com-
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onelasttime.Youhadsomehousekeepingtoputall
theterminalsinyourjumbo-tronbacktoindividual
terminals.

Youhadalsostartedtonoticeaninterestinganomaly
ontheyearoveryearhumancostaroundChicagowith
your"lemming"simsbeginningaroundJuly30th.

Simswithpacemakerswereallowedtoroamany-
whereinthecountry,orevenofftheboard,andyou
noticedasharpdropinriskaroundChicagocompared
tothepreviousyear.

Normallytherewouldbeaboutseventhousandsims
withpacemakers,todaytherewereonly4,324.

Yoususpectedtherecouldbeaproblemwiththefeed,
butthetotalnumberofsimsnationallyhadn’tchanged.
Soyougoknockingondoors.Youfiltertoshowonly
pacemakersandthenonlythosebasedinChicagoland.
Thedistributionhadspreadfartheroutandyoustart
clickingtheircurrentlocations,MackinawIsland,Grand
Haven,TraverseCity,MadelineIsland,WisconsinDells,
BrandonMissouri–theseseemlikeresorts.They’reall
onvacation,justmoresothanlastyearapparently.And
morethanothercities.Itmusthavebeenagoodyearfor
simsinChicago.

Outofthecornerofyourlefteye,youthinkyouseea
flicker.Theotherroomfiveisnowaroomtwo.

Lookingbacktothesimulatoryourealize,there’s
noairtrafficontheradar.Youlookatbothhumanand
financialforairtrafficandit’szero!Didalltheplanes
nearChicagolandandgetdiverted,ordidthefeedjust
godown?

Youwerelookingatpacemakers.
Kosmos2553begantosweepinalmostperfectlyover

thehighcostcentralbusinessdistrict.
Dead.Stillspinningoutofcontrol.Aspeckofsequin.

Adiscoballwithoutaspotlight.
YouwerelookingatKosmos2553asitpassedovera
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Whywouldofficialcontemporaneousreportstryto
muddleorconfusesomethingsosimple?

Yourstomachgrowled.
’Themonstersmustbehungrybynow’youthought

toyourself.Youputthepaperbackontheconference
tableandheadedovertofeedDr.Khan’sdogs.They
seemedtobewarmingslightlytoyoueachtimeyoufed
them.Thor’sactwasstillfairlyscaryeachtime,butyou
weregettinglessafraidofhisshow.
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park next to Lake Michigan when your feeds froze.
You check your internet connection:

ssh kristof@empart-blue.us-chi-hiput-1.clouds

...

ssh: connect to host empart-blue.us-chi-hiput-1.clouds timeout

kristof@lab5.monterey#> ping 8.8.8.8

64 bytes from 8.8.8.8: icmp_seq=1 ttl=114 time=12ms

64 bytes from 8.8.8.8: icmp_seq=2 ttl=114 time=13ms

64 bytes from 8.8.8.8: icmp_seq=3 ttl=114 time=11ms

Your connection to the internet is fine.
You ping other places but only your cluster seems

down.
’ guess they were serious about ending on time.
It’s still light out. You see some evening weather com-

ing in. You see the tops of palm trees swaying about
through the basement window.

You can put the lab back tomorrow. You’re going
surfing. We already knew this.

As you grab the pizza box and go to head out, you
notice a sliver of light in the hallway. You follow it to see
the giant bank vault door is cracked open.

Kristof was pretty adamant about not ever entering
other rooms in the basement.

And you see it’s now room one.
The door was on some kind of a timer.
You look in and see dim florescent lighting, but would

have to push the door to see more.
Stay within the lines Jody. Don’t do it.
You take your empty pizza box and head for the

beach blasting Adele through your conductive head-
phones.

After sunset, you stare into the ocean with your bare
feet on the railing of the balcony, just looking out, feeling
the warm ocean breeze for an hour.
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And they were off.
You made your way back inside the institute to take

your place at the foot of the conference table.
Data collection was done for the day, and there

weren’t going to be any more errands.
You looked at the papers strewn about.
There was a copy of a microbiology journal from

2003. You saw a bound booklet about a 1971 outbreak
of smallpox in Aralsk, Kazakhstan. You begin to flip
through it.

There was a map.
You saw a dotted line on the map tracing the voyage

of the Lev Burg, July-August, 1971. Twenty stops in the
Aral sea around Rebirth Island to collect fish and seaweed
samples, to survey the ecological impact of a major river
diversion for irrigation.

’All epidemics should only take place on boats’, you
think to yourself. They’d be so much easier to analyze
that way.

But the official reports from the time were full of
many scenarios where Patient 1 in the outbreak con-
tracted the disease off the boat or from someone who
had gone ashore.

But when interviewed in 2002, the report from the
institute said:

Patient 1 insists that she did not disembark from the
Lev Berg at any of the ports of call along its route. ...
Patient 1 noted that official policy allowed only the male
members of the crew to leave the ship, and that this rule
was strictly enforced.

Why were there so many scenarios in the official
report claiming the index patient disembarked, or pur-
chased items at markets, or was infected by a fellow
crew member, but when interviewed decades later, she
said she never got off the boat and no one else on the
boat got sick?
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YourSundaysanctuaryisdisturbedbyaracketonthe
kitchentable.

There’saflurryofnotificationsonyourphone.It’s
allcryptoapps.Itlookslikeyoustillhadfourofthem
installedfrombeforethecollapsein2022.

They’realldifferenterraticpriceaboveandbelow
notifications(youneversigneduptoget)forthecore
currencies:btc,eth,sol,&xrp.

Theseeffingidiotcryptoscammersareusingthesame
pricefeedacrossfourexchanges.Whatajoke.

Itwouldbecoolifonedaydecentralizedfinancewere
like,youknow,moredecentralized,aspromised.Itall
justseemssorigged.

Youdon’tevenwanttobotheranymore.
Aftercheckingyourbalancesarestillzero,asthey

havebeenforyears,youjustdelete,delete,delete.
Nomoreofthatbs.
Youstareintotheoceanwithyoursongonrepeat.

Whenitcrumbles
Wewillstandtall
Faceitalltogether...

empartisdone.
Nowwhat?
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withorwithoutus."Dr.Khansaid.
"Mycarisoutfront,yourbagsareinit.",Katiasaid.
Thefiveofyoumovedtowardthefrontentranceas

Katiagavethetravelitinerary.
"I’vegotMontereyCountySherifftoescortusup

HighwayOneandaCHIPwaitingasapacecarup
the101.We’vegotthreehundredmilesofrange,it’sa
hundredandfiftymilestogetthere.Itshouldbetwo
andahalfhourswithouttraffic,butit’s4:15nowwhich
meanswe’llhavetomakeitupifwehitanything."Katia
said.

"AreyoucomingKatia?"Dr.Khanasked.
"IgoawayfromevilSir.TravisAirForceBaseisasfar

asIcantakeyou."Katiasaid.
"JODY!"Sarayelledasyouallclearedthelobby.
"GotothestoreandbuyN95masksandhandsani-

tizer.DoyoulikevaccinesJody?"Saraasked.
"Yes"yousay.
"Takewhatevervaccineisavailable.Wearamaskin

crowdedplacesatnight.Avoidlargegatherings.Avoid
captureatallcostandstayTHEFUCKAWAYfromall
hospitalsandclinics."Sarasaidassheheldopenthe
doorofthesedan.

ThelightbarontheMontereyCountySheriffcruiser
spunupasSaraduckedintothesedan.

"Whereareyougoing?Areyoucomingback?"you
asked.

"We’regoingtogetyourmomavaccineorwearen’t
comingback."Dr.Khansaid.

"Feedmydogs!",Headded.
"Katiawillwatchoveryou."Sarasaidasyouheard

herseatbeltclickandwatchedKatiaflashapeacesign
atthepolicecruiserlurchingforwardblastinganerratic
siren.

Themotorofthecruiserroared,theelectricmotorsof
thewhitesedanwhirred.
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"Is it really 30% fatal without a vaccine?" you ask.
Sara paused for a long moment.
"That guide was written for a attack involving clas-

sical smallpox. That was the worst possible threat we
suspected when that paper was written. We learned the
Soviets had a bioweapons program producing metric
tons of virus after the Soviet Union collapsed, but we
didn’t get a glimpse of the virus they were producing
could be until 2002." Sara said.

She continued, "There are many people who say that
Doctor Henderson saved the world from the scourge
of smallpox by leading the global effort to eradicate it.
There’s a smaller set of people who say Dr. Hender-
son saved the world from smallpox twice, by creating a
stockpile of vaccines as a deterrent against a bioweapon
attack. The truth may be, Dr. Henderson likely saved the
world twice, but the virus his vaccine stockpile stopped
wasn’t smallpox. It was something a bit worse."

"What was the other virus?" you ask.
"Now is not the time for speculation." Sara said.
Dr. Khan burst upstairs with a cry: "Okay, in or out!"
"I’ve got us four jump seats on a GlobeMaster leaving

Travis at nineteen hundred. Sara? Mac? are you in?"
"Like ALL IN? Are we actually doing this?" Mac

asked.
"All in, it’s now or never." Dr. Khan said.
"I’ve got to be in." Mac said.
"Sara?" Dr. Khan asked,
"From all enemies foreign and domestic," Sara said,

"I’m all in."
"Jody! Jody we need you to stay here and hold down

the fort. Answer the phone, keep collecting the data." Dr.
Khan said.

"Where’s Katia?" Dr. Khan asked.
"What time is departure?" Katia asked.
"The wheels on the bus go up at nineteen hundred
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YouwokeuponMondaytoawarmbreezesweeping
upthecoastthroughyouropenbalconydoor.

YouheadovertotheInstitutetodisassemblethe
jumbo-iron,totaketheeightterminalsyouhadassem-
bledintoonemake-shiftdisplaybackintoawholecom-
puterlab.

Younoticeadoublelineofcarswaitingforgas
stretchingalongDelMonteAve.Whatisgoingonin
thiscountry,nowwehaveafuelshortage?Great.

Asyouenterthroughthebasementdoor,thehallway
wasasdarkasalways.Thebankvaultdoorwasclosed
again.

Hadsomeonebeenheretoclosethedoor?
Thenumbernexttothegiantdoorwasatwotoday.
Youputtheeightterminalsbackwheretheybelong.
Youtrytologbackintotheempartcluster,butno

luck.Theymusthaveshutitofftosavecost.
YoupingKristof.
BasedinUkraine,Kristofalwaysseemedtobeonline,

mostcertainlybythishour.
’Howweretheygoingtopay?’youwonder.
Didtheyevenhaveyouraddress?orbankingdetails?
Youcanseelightcomingdownfromthestaircase.

Youhearmuffledvoices.It’sthefirsttimeyou’dheard
anythingallsummerexceptthecleaneronceaweek.
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graphoftheintroduction,

Ifusedasabiologicalweapon,smallpoxrepresents
aseriousthreattocivilianpopulationsbecauseofits
case-fatalityrateof30%ormoreamongunvaccinated
personsandtheabsenceofspecifictherapy.Although
smallpoxhaslongbeenfearedasthemostdevastating
ofallinfectiousdiseases,itspotentialfordevastation
todayisfargreaterthanatanyprevioustime.Routine
vaccinationthroughouttheUnitedStatesceasedmore
than25yearsgo.Inanowhighlysusceptible,mobile
population,smallpoxwouldbeabletospreadwidely
andrapidlythroughoutthiscountryandtheworld.

Geeze,thatsoundsprettybad.
Youflippedtothenextpage,toseetheguidelines

werefirstdraftedin1998.Sincealotmoretimehas
passed,ourremainingimmunitymustbeevenlower
now.

YouflippedtotheSummary,

...Unfortunately,thethreatofanaerosolreleaseofsmall-
poxisrealandthepotentialforacatastrophicscenario
isgreatunlesseffectivecontrolmeasurescanquicklybe
broughttobear.

YoufliptoasectiontitledPostexposureInfection
Control,

Vaccinationadministeredwithin4daysoffirstexposure
hasbeenshowntooffersomeprotectionagainstacquir-
inginfectionandsignificantprotectionagainstafatal
outcome.

YoulookatSaraandask,"Soifthisiswhatwecan’t
sayitis,andnursesdon’tgetvaccinatedwithinfour
days,istherelikeatreatment?"

"Thereareabouttwomilliondosesoftreatment,but
it’ssomewhatunclearhoweffectiveitwillbe,giventhat
we’veneverusedit.",Sarasaid.

"Theyneedvaccines."Sarapunctuated.
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You walk upstairs for the first time.
Upstairs the wing is a very similar configuration to

the basement. Instead of vault on the left and computer
lab on the right; upstairs there is a fishbowl conference
room on the left and a row of offices on the right.

There’s three people in the conference room. You rec-
ognize some of the folks from the website. Even though
you aren’t starting classes for another month, you figure
you’ll introduce yourself.

Maybe they know something about the grant.
There is a whiteboard on the far end of the confer-

ence room. They appear to be in some kind of exercise.
There’s some major university initials up on the board:
ucla, nyu, mg, ui, jh, wr, fd. Some schools you know,
some of them you don’t. They each have a red number
and a green number next to them. All the greens appear
to be zero except for wr and fd, which are at a hundred.

A woman on the near end of the conference table
writes down a number on a clipboard and finishes her
call, turning her attention toward you.

"Hello, I’m Jody. I’m an incoming graduate student,"
you say.

"Hi Jody, I’m Sara. How’d you get in here?"
"Oh I’m the one that was running empart all sum-

mer. I always come in through the basement.", you say.
"Dr. Khan?", she raises her voice toward a slender

black man at the end of the conference room who raises
his hand, but then glances your way and stops.

"I’m sorry, one moment.", he puts his hand over the
phone receiver to address you.

"Who are you and how did you get in here?", he
asked.

"I’m Jody, I was the one running empart this sum-
mer, since June. I used the basement door." you say.

"Katia!", he says, raising his voice.
"Mac, Sara, forget what you just heard.", Dr. Khan

tv off 45

sourcing data collection to graduate students on break
across the country. With your map, each took a slice
based roughly on latitude. They were able to distribute
the task of calling individual hospitals to many people
and then correlate the results in batches.

The data collection was also expanding to every ma-
jor hospital systematically. By eleven local time, two
hours after noon on the East Coast, the evolving system
had near total coverage in the Eastern Daylight time-
zone, and you were catching up on Central Time. You
assumed, given the population distribution of the United
States, that the team would probably catch up com-
pletely in the mountain time zone and wrap up the West
Coast around two thirty in the afternoon, which is about
what happened.

By three in the afternoon, you all were done and
double checking the data. With enough time for a late
lunch.

The phone rang. It was Katia for you.
She gave you a small errand.
You went into an office adjacent Dr. Khan’s and took

a key fob from an art glass bowl. You went into the
basement and found Dr. Khan listening in on a phone
call in the bank vault room. You pointed at the closet,
he nodded, and you opened it to find four metal roll
on suitcases, three black and one white. You rolled the
three black suitcases out of the basement door toward
the parking lot.

You hit the pinwheel on the key fob and saw the four
ways on a large white sedan flash. You put the three
suitcases in the trunk before going to get sandwiches for
everyone.

You arranged the soup and sandwiches on the console
under the television.

You picked up a paper entitled Smallpox as a Biological
Weapon by D.A. Henderson and read the second para-
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says,"I’msorrySir,I’mgonnahavetocallyoubackI
haveasecuritysituationhere."ashehungupthephone.

Yougotobackup,butamuscularwhitehaired
womaninapantsuitisnowblockingthedoor.

"Let’sgotomyofficeJody,"Dr.Khansaid,"let’sfig-
urethisout."

Thethreeofyouwalkacrossthehalltoanexecutive
office.Katiapositionsanarmchairinfrontofthedesk
foryoutositin.Andthetwoofthemsitontheedgeof
thedeskaboveyou.

Dr.Khanbeginstopepperyouwithquestions.
"Youwererunninganempasimulationthissum-

mer?",heasked.
"Yesanempartsimulation."yousay.
"Whatisempart?"heasked.
"It’sacontinuoussimulationtoevaluatethetotal

humanandfinancialcostofanempusingsimulated
datafeeds.",youexplain.

"Itrunscontinuouslywithsimulateddata?",heasks
again.

"Exactly,"youconfirm.
HeandKatialookateachother.
"Whowereyouworkingwith?",heasked.
"Kristof",yousay.
Again,Dr.KhanandKatiaexchangelooks.
"WhorecruitedyouJody",heasks.
"ProfessorCarlSable",yousay.
"He’satenuredprofessorhere?",heasked.
"...fromtheVermontcampus,Ithinkhewasanad-

junct,Ionlytookonecoursefromhim."youexplain.
"Hehadapulse."Dr.Khanglares.
"Doyouknowwhathappenedyesterday?"heasks.
"Idon’tknow.Iimaginelotsofthings.Canyoube

morespecific?",youoffer.
"Okay,here’swhat’sgoingtohappen.You’regoingto

sitthere.Katiaisgoingtoaskyousomemorequestions.
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Whenyougotback,everyonewasinDr.Khan’soffice
onaconferencecall.Youtriedtogoin,butthedoorwas
locked.Youwentbackacrossthehalltotheconference
roominstead.

Thespeakervolumewashighenoughyouwereable
tomakeoutthreeverydistinctvoicesontheotherend
ofthephone.Onevoiceseemedangry,thesecondwas
somewhattimidorfry,andthethirdvoicewasthemost
garbledtorturedthingyou’deverheard.

Dr.Khanwastheonlyonespeakingfromourside.
Theconversationbegantogetmoreandmoreheatedas
timewhenon.

"Welltheyatleastneedtobemovingatthispoint.To
beinpositionintime."heyelled.

"That’snotyourpurview.Theyarenotyourvaccines.
ItisOURstockpile.AndI’dremindyouthatyouare
animmigrantspeakingtoausgovernmentofficial."the
angryvoicesaid.

"I’mafullnaturalizedcitizenoftheUnitedStatesof
America."Dr.Khanshotback.

"I’mnothearingthatyouare.Youneedtofixyour
tone."theangryvoicesaid.

Thetenorofthecallbecamesubduedandended
abruptlythereafter.ItseemedDr.Khanfelttherewas
littlemoretobesaid.

Youlookedoverandsawalotofemotiononthefaces
ofSaraandMac.Itwasamixofanger,disgust,fearand
confusion.ButbetweenDr.KhanandKatia,youdidnot
seeangerorfear.Dr.Khanmerelystoodupwhenthe
callendedandusheredeveryoneoutofhisoffice.He
thenclosedtheblindsandhisofficedoor.

Katialeft.
SaraandMacstartedworkingthephones,butthey

weren’tcallinghospitalsdirectlytoday.
Sincenobodyneededtophysicallybeintheconfer-

enceroomtocollectdata,SaraandMachadbegunout-
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Katia is then going to check your answers. And then
we’ll figure out what to do with you.", he says.

Continuing, he says, "If you leave this office, I will call
Monterey pd to find you and take you to the nearest fbi
field office. You will likely be charged with high treason
and face swift execution given what has happened and
our current climate."

"I don’t understand." you say.
"I know Jody." He says, "I’m sorry." as he leaves to

cross back to the conference room and draws the white
vertical blinds shut blocking your view.

Katia gets a clipboard and starts firing. Date of birth,
parent’s date of birth, siblings. High school, home ad-
dress, friends, family. Medical history, medications, drug
use. She takes your wallet. She goes through your Tele-
gram, social media, email, call logs.

She runs you through the chain of events on Sunday
evening. She wants to know everything you saw on the
jumbo-tron. Again and again and again.

She doesn’t seem to care about the vault door.
She goes outside, and stares at you from the hallway,

checking what you’ve told her with a series of phone
calls.

After about an hour. She summons Dr. Khan to come
back in and says, "wait a minute."

With the three of you in the room, she gives her re-
ports:

"There is no record of a Carl Sable teaching at the
campus in Vermont. Your transcripts list the course as
being taught by a Scott Johnson, who they admit went
on a last minute sabbatical, but they have no record of
who taught in his place. Nobody ever filled out paper-
work. There is no Carl Sable fitting your description that
lives in Vermont.", Katia pauses.

"The apartment building is owned by a local realtor.
They said that flat was rented by an off-shore corporate

tv off

You had finished entering all of the data from Mon-
day around midnight.

You were exhausted and decided to just go back to
your beach front apartment, which had apparently been
provided to you by Denmark’s Defense Intelligence
Service (ddis). You figured, if the Danes were as smart
as they seemed, it should be fine. Right? And indeed,
there were no swat teams waiting at the beach. The
shell company in the Seychelles had kept its secret.

Leaving the next morning was a little thrilling too.
And as you walked out the lobby at seven in the morn-
ing, there weren’t hundreds of fbi agents waiting with
guns drawn to apprehend you. Just people jogging and
biking to work.

Given a first pass, the team at the institute had de-
cided to refine the data collection program. They had
selected noon of each day as the sampling point. They
wanted counts of exposed staff and running counts of
total staff. The plan was to start calling hospitals on the
East Coast around 9am local time, starting with those
who had reported zero cases the day prior, and working
up by size, giving larger hospital systems more time to
tabulate their counts.

As the low person on the totem pole, you took break-
fast orders and went to collect them.
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entitylocatedintheSeychelles."
"Ialreadyknewthis,butwantedtodoublecheck

givennewinformation.Kristofreturnedhometofight
forUkrainein2022.HewascapturedinMarchof2023.
HediedincaptivityinMayof2023.Hisbodywasre-
turnedshowingsignsoftorture.",Katiaswallowed.

"Hewouldnevertalk."Khansaid."NotKristof."
"Hischildrenweretwooftheluckyfewtoreturnin

thelastweekApril2023.",Katiasaid.
"Welp.It’snotliketheygotanything.Itwastheir

satellite."
"That’swhatcan’tIfigureout."Katiasaid.
"Givenwhatthislittlecountrymousehastoldus.

Itseemstherewasagroupthatknewanattackwas
imminent,fromhackingRussianintelligence.Butthen
chosetomitigateforlossoflifeinsteadofstoppingit.",
Katiaexplained.

"Anonymous?"Khanasked.
"...putoutastatementcondemningtheattack,the

useofnuclearweaponsinspaceanddisavowingany
advanceknowledge",Katiasaid.

"Whoelse?"
"Well,wecouldspeculateallday.Itcouldhavebeen

anyofthefoureyes,nato,Japan,China,Israel,even
Indiaisfairlygoodathackingnow.Butgiventheway
theUnitedStateshasbeenconductingitselfonthein-
ternationalstage,itmightbeeasiertomakealistof
entitiesthatdidn’twanttofryusfinancialmarketsinto
thestoneage."Katiaexplained.

"Whataboutshewhoshallnotbenamed?"Khan
asked.

"Idon’tthinkJodywouldhavecomeupstairslooking
foracheckifthatwasthecase."Katiasaid.

"Iguessthat’strue."Khansaid.
Theybothturntolookatyou.
Khansays,"Whatthehellarewegoingtodowiththis
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Youthenbeginenteringtheredpercentagesoffthe
boardintoacolumndatedAugust3rd,onehospitalata
time.
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albatross now? Faque!"
"There is an old sailor’s trick, but the lore says it’s

very bad luck." Katia grins.
"We could outsource the job to local security forces."

Khan says.
"They’re getting hungry by now. It’s almost time."

Katia said.
"Do you know what happened yesterday, Jody?",

Khan asks again.
"Yes." you say solemnly.
"Given what has occurred, even if you weren’t privy

to it, we can’t really let you go. Nor can we really turn
you in given what we’re currently working on." Khan
explained.

"You seem too dangerously naive and green to be
alive, and yet here you are in the colosseum death
pit with the scariest monsters known to man.", Khan
paused.

"You’re a little country mouse Jody. But you’ve made
it this far. So you’re going to meet some new monsters.
We’ll either solve our albatross problem or you will have
made a friend." he said.

"I don’t understand." you say.
"You’re going to go let my dogs out." he said. "And

feed them."
"My family fled apartheid South Africa when I was

three. My mother liked these big dogs; they made her
feel safe. I unfortunately inherited one of these beasts
from her. He’s going to be your first test Jody." Khan
said.

"This is my address," he said handing you a note.
"Do you know how to get there without gps?",
"It’s a few blocks from here", you say.
"Good. You’re going to be navigating a lot without

gps.", he muttered.
"This is the protocol," he says, "You look in the mail
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like terrorist attack has been to maintain a stockpile of
vaccines for rapid distribution in the event of an attack.",
Dr. Khan said.

"As long as healthcare professionals are vaccinated
within three to four days of exposure, they should be
fine." he added.

"Where are the vaccines?" you ask.
"The vaccines are being held in the Strategic National

Stockpile pending a confirmed positive test from the
cdc." Dr. Khan said.

Silence fell over the room.
"Can I help you with your map?" you ask.
"We would be good Jody; that would help a lot." Dr.

Khan said.
You go into the basement and grab a few dumb termi-

nals to cobble together a workstation. You find a dataset
of every major hospital in North America and you put
on some gospel music through your headphones to enter
the whiteboard of data.

I will stand for you, will you stand for me, everybody deserves
to be free.

You open a terminal:

sudo apt-get update; sudo apt-get install qgis;

You open another terminal:

mkdir monterey-tracking;

cd monterey-tracking;

git init;

touch na-hospitals.csv;

git add na-hospitals.csv;

localc na-hospitals.csv;

You enter a column of zeros for green immunization
status, fixing Fort Derick and Walter Reed to 100% .
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slot.Therewillbeanotherdogbarkingbeforeyoureach
thedoor,that’sFlash,he’sharmless.ButThorwillcome
tothemailslottosnarl,growlandsnapatyou.",he
paused.

"DoyoulikedogsJody?",heasked.
"Normally?",youasked.
Hesaid,"Areyouleft-handedorright-handedJody?"
"Left."
"Okay,"hesays,"givemeyourrighthand."
Hetakesasmallbottlefrombehindhisdeskandputs

aspritzofaredoilysubstanceonyourhand.Itsmells
fruityandfloral.

"That’sthepasscode."Khansays."Ifyouevertry
thiswithoutthepasscode,nomorehand.Ifyouusethe
wronghand..."

Hepausestoensureyougrasptheimplication,then
continues,"Soyouputyourrighthandallthewayinthe
mailslot.YouleaveittherewhileThorgrowlsandsnaps
atit.Whenit’sclearhehasdecidedhe’snotgoingto
eatyourhand,youopenthefrontdoorandtrywiththe
wholeenchilada."

"Thorwillcomeouttoinspectyou.He’llgiveyoua
woofandagrowlortwo.Ifhedoesn’tthinkyouarea
threat,he’llgochecktheperimeteranddohisafternoon
business.Don’tmoveuntilhehasfinishedhisassess-
ment.Whentheycomebackin,youputtwoscoops
offoodinthelargebowlandslideitintotheroomoff
thekitchen.Thorwillgoin,lockthedoorbehindhim.
Flashgetshalfascoop.WaituntilFlashisdoneeating
toreleaseThor,oryou’llhaveadogfightonyourhands.
Don’ttrytobreakupadogfight."hefinished."That’s
theprotocol."

"Okay.Thenwhat?",youask.
"Thenyoubringusbackfood.",Dr.Khansaid.
"Givenwhatyoutoldusaboutempart.It’sproba-

blybestifyourphonestayshereoffinaFaradaybox,
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terroristattacksontheUnitedStatesthatdisperseda
pathogentoalargenumberofpeopleatmultiplesites
overaperiodofatleastaweek."Katiasaid.

"Thishappenedlastnight?"youask.
"Thecaseswe’reseeingtodaywouldhavebeenex-

posedabouttwoweeksago;undetectedtheattacks
couldhavecontinuedupuntilyesterday.Theymaystill
beongoing."Macsaid.

"Whatisthepathogen?",youask.
"Wearenotspeculatingonaspecificpathogen."Dr.

Khansaidfirmly."Wearewaitingforconfirmedtests
fromthecdc,theywillmakeapositiveidentification."

Youlookdownattheconferencetabletoseeitlittered
withcopiesofapapersThe1971SmallpoxEpidemicin
Aralsk,Kazakhstan,andtheSovietBiologicalWarfarePro-
gramandapapertitledSmallpoxasaBiologicalWeapon.
There’sabooktitledSmallpox-TheDeathofaDisease
withabunchofflagsstickingoutoftheendchapters.
There’sacouplepapersonanthrax,butit’sstillinthe
centerofthetableuntouched.

"Whatdotheredandgreennumbersmean?",youask
Dr.Khan.

"Theredisthefractionofhealthcareprofessionalsthat
havebeenexposedtothesecasesofunknownillness;
thegreenisthefractionofhealthcareprofessionalsthat
havebeenvaccinatedforsmallpoxinthelastfiveyears."
Dr.Khan,wincedandturnedhisheadawaitingthenext
question.

"Whyareallthegreenszero?"youask.
Katiainterjected,"BecausetheUnitedStatesstopped

vaccinatingforsmallpoxin1972,andallmodernat-
temptstovaccinatehealthcareprofessionalsforsmallpox
weresabotaged."

"We’renotspeculatingKatia!",Dr.Khansaidsternly.
"Okay."Katiasaid.
"Theusnationaldefensestrategyforasmallpox-
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right?", Katia confirmed.
"That’s probably good." you say.
Dr. Khan’s modest compound was ringed by a pueblo

wall with an iron gate to a front walkway. As soon as
you open the gate you hear Flash’s excited howling. You
walk across terra cotta pavers toward the front door with
a large "BEWARE OF DOG" sign. As you touch the mail
slot flap you hear Thor’s deep throaty growl. Wow that’s
scary. You look in to see black demon eyes and massive
fangs and chomping jowls. By all appearances, he seems
very angry. He’s actively growling and biting at you.

’Here goes’, you say.
And you give up your right hand as an offering,

moistened with a few close test chomps, then given a
through inspection of five sniffs. Satisfied Thor steps
back to announce your arrival with a couple sharp barks.
You follow the protocols for feeding and proceed to find
Flash’s best spots as Thor finishes his dinner from inside
the locked room.

You pick up the dinner order on your way back to the
institute. You’re a little nervous about being mistaken as
a delivery person, but They aren’t out tonight.

When you arrive back at the Institute, you’re greeted
with cheers.

"Yo, Greenland is back! Yay Greenland!" Mac yells.
"What happened?" you ask.
"Well Vermont, while you were gone, Danish intelli-

gence services announced they had obtained advance
knowledge of yesterday’s emp attack over the midwest
as part of their own intelligence gathering. They took
credit for running a year long clandestine harm mitiga-
tion operation with the objective of minimizing loss of
life.", Katia said. "Which is why air traffic was warned
and so many people at high risk had decided to go out
of town."

"But how did they make all those people go on vaca-
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tion?", you ask.
"Oh come on Jody." Sara says, "A special offer, tar-

geted ad, flier in the mail. It’s fairly easy to manipulate
behavior on an individual level, especially when most
people carry a computer with push notifications enabled
in their pocket."

You spread out the takeout on a table under a big
screen tv near the entrance of the conference room op-
posite the white board.

"We got you an eggplant parm Jody", Sara said. "We
didn’t know if you were a vegetarian."

"Thank You!" you say as your turn to face the white-
board.

The whiteboard is now full of short codes. You rec-
ognize the codes from empart. They are not colleges,
they’re hospitals.

There’s a black hole in the middle of their map
stretching from Des Moines to Cleveland. Quite an emp.

You look up to Vermont: uvm, rr, dh, with 5, 2, and
10 percent red respectively—and all 0 greens.

Your stomach drops.
’Mom’, you think with a jolt of panic.
"What do the numbers mean?" you ask.
"No no no, Jody don’t look at that.", Mac says.
Katia, Sara and Mac all look to Dr. Khan.
"The kid’s going to find out eventually.", he says,

"might as well bring ’em in now."
"Jody. Jody look at me." Sara says.
"Jody, there has been a strong uptick in reports of a

group of people presenting in emergency rooms with
severe abdominal pain. They are being diagnosed with
meningococcemia or severe acute leukemia. But we don’t
know what the illness is.", Sara explained.

"What does the cdc say?", you ask.
"The cdc dismantled their early detection programs

last year. But it appears there was a series of major


