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Chapter 1 

7:10 AM, PDT, 9:10 AM CDT, 10:10 AM 

EDT 

Greenfield, California:  Automatic Tellers 

arrive 

Vic got half way down the block and looked east to see the sun peek over the 

Gabilan Hills.  And then he saw something else!  Vic slammed on the 

brakes.  That something else was falling out of the sky.  Well it wasn’t 

falling.  It came down slow in a cloud of dust and sort of settled in.  Vic did 

a double take.  He almost hit the siren, but then said to himself.  “Calm 

down.  You’re already here and nobody’s in your way.”  He rubbed his eyes 

to make sure he was awake.   

A multi sided building with a screen in the middle of each side.  There was 

more underneath each of the screens.  They looked like Automatic Teller 

Machines.  Vic sat in his vehicle in the middle of the El Camino waiting to 

see what would happen next. 

As the dust settled an old man strolled out from behind the building playing 

a fiddle for all he was worth.  Vic glanced to his right and noticed a young 

boy on his bicycle had stopped and was taking the whole thing in. 

The old man let the fiddle drop to his side and looked straight at the young 

boy.  He motioned for him to come over but the boy was frozen.  The old 

man tipped his hat and walked over to the closest screen.  The boy could see 

the outline of a hand on the screen and when the old man placed his hand 



on the outline money came out of a slot below the screen.  The boy let out a 

yell and rode his bicycle over closer. 

“Feller says if’n you put yer hand on that machine it’ll give you 

money.”  The old man stuck the money he had gotten in his pocket and 

started playing his violin again.   

The boy pulled even closer and said.  “I ain’t no thief man.  My mom hates 

thieves.” 

The old man stopped playing and said to the boy.  “Hain’t stealin if ‘n the 

machine gives it away.  It’s just bein frennly.”  The old man resumed his 

tune and walked away. 

The young boy thought about it for a moment.  His mother had sent him to 

the store.  She had wanted to send him for milk and cereal, but there had 

only been enough money for the milk.  With more money he could buy 

both.  He summoned every bit of courage he had and walked boldly up to 

the machine and placed his palm on the outline of the hand. 

The screen read “Good Morning Rodolfo.  Welcome to Casino 

Fortunatus.  You may retrieve your Daily Bread from the slot 

below.“  Money came out of the slot.  “Please do not visit the machine again 

today.  You will be welcome again tomorrow.  We appreciate your custom 

and hope you like our numbers.” 

Rodolfo was elated and scared out of his wits at the same time.  He had just 

finished putting the money in his pocket when Vic pulled his police car up 

over the curb and stopped next to the cash machine.  Rodolfo wanted to run 



but he could not move.  He just kept shouting “I didn’t steal nothin, I didn’t 

steal nothin, I didn’t steal nothin.” 

Vic tried to calm him but he couldn’t get a word in so he shouted.  “Hey 

kid.  Nobody said you stole anything.” 

Rodolfo stopped yelling and then repeated quietly. “I didn’t steal nothin.” 

“I know you didn’t kid.  I was watching.  I just want to know what the old 

man said to you and if the money you got is real.” 

Rodolfo pulled one of the bills out of his pocket and handed it to Vic.  It 

sure looked like a real $20 bill to Vic.  “Just wait right here.”  Vic went over 

to one of the cash machines and put his palm on the screen.   

“Good morning Vic.  Welcome to Casino Fortunatus.  You may retrieve your 

Daily Bread from the slot below.  Please do not visit the machine again 

today.  You will be welcome again tomorrow.  We appreciate your custom 

and hope you like our numbers.” 

“Hey kid.  Did it know who you were too?”  Vic asked, turning around.  But 

Rodolfo was nowhere to be seen. 

Vic went back and sat in the cruiser.  He wasn’t sure what was going on but 

he was sure it was no ordinary occurrence.  He knew he was going to have 

to take this out of town, get in touch with some people in “high 

places”.  Greenfield was his home, and as chief of police it was “his 

town”.  If he was going to maintain any influence at all the next few minutes 

were critical.  Before he got on the phone to anyone he wanted to have clear 

in his own mind what he meant to accomplish.  He had options. 



The County Mounties, the Monterey County Sheriffs.  He had friends there, 

but they would expect to be in charge.  The California Highway 

Patrol.  They had the same control problems and a smarmy attitude of 

superiority.  The Mayor, the County Supervisors the Governor would all 

have to know but Vic hated politicians.  The FBI?  There wasn’t a single 

official channel that Vic could think of that would not tell him to keep a lid 

on it until they got there.  And as soon as they did get here they’d probably 

be sending him for coffee and little else. Vic was first on the scene and 

wanted to establish himself before he got shuffled off to Buffalo.  

Vic knew there was a risky avenue but it might be the only one that would 

not leave him shining bureaucratic boots or sniffing official behinds.  He 

could go straight to the news media.   Not the generic news media.  A 

person he knew.  A contact. 

Vic searched his wallet for a card.  Sofia Robles.  Channel 23 Salinas.  He 

had helped her with sources for a report on sexual abuse of illegal 

aliens.  Sofia Robles had been fearless and relentless.  These women were 

considered fair game by almost everyone they came in contact 

with.  Employers, fellow workers, police, immigration agents.  Vic was one 

of the only officials with any trust in that community.  His mother had been 

illegal, and he didn’t forget that.  

It had been a great story.  Vic found her women who were willing to take 

the risk and talk to her.  Vic believed that she had truly appreciated his 

work.  She thought she had blown the lid off and that things would 

change.  He remembered how sad they both were when the story was over 

and they realized that no one was planning to do anything else for these 



women, and nobody did.  Sofia had maintained a few relationships and 

helped some of them relocate, and Vic saw some of them around town now 

and then, but end of story.  

He had reconnected with Sofia when a cement mixer had hit a tanker truck 

at the Walnut Avenue overpass.  Three fatalities and multiple 

injuries.  Sofia had been unflappable.  

The cash machines had been discovered and what was a trickle of people 

was turning into a steady flow.  Vic held the card a moment and decided to 

dial.  Everything else was a dead end and the clock was ticking. 

“Sofia Robles please.” 

“Speaking.  Chief Castenada, what can I do for you.” 

“Hope it’s not too early.” 

“I’ve been up since five Chief.  What is it I can do for you?” Sofia sounded 

impatient. 

“Well I think I have something here in Greenfield that might be of some 

interest to you.” Vic didn’t was at a loss on how to explain it. 

“We’re up to our eyeballs in human interest stories right now Vic and I’m 

pretty busy, so why don’t you shoot me an email.” 

“How about a group of Automatic Teller Machines that are giving anyone 

who shows up $100?  That have enough human interest in it for you?” 

“Are you drunk?” 



“No”.  Vic knew he had her attention. 

“Stoned?” 

“No.” 

“Have you gone nuts?” 

“No.  I saw this ah.. thing come down myself.  Right at sunrise.  You’re my 

first call.  Don’t make me regret that decision.  I don’t think this will stay 

under wraps very long.” 

“OK Chief Castenada.  Comb your hair, brush your teeth, and put on your 

best shirt.   We go live in 15 minutes.” 

“15 minutes?” 

“I’ll get the helicopter.  I may have to lie just a little, but I’ll get it.  I’m 

walking out the door, where is it. 

“Half way between Palm and Apple on the El Camino.” 

“See you in 14 minutes.” 

Vic actually gave himself a quick glance in the rear view mirror and decided 

he looked as good as he was going to look.  He started to make a list of who 

else he was going to call after he’d talked to Sofia. 

“Who or what the hell is Casino Fortunatus?”  Vic asked himself.  He didn’t 

have a clue.  Well he had a clue but he dismissed it. 



He sat in his car and watched as stream of people came coming to get their 

money grew.  Many left running, no doubt to bring their friends and 

relatives. 

Manuel from the Hacienda Restaurant ran by and yelled.  “I guess the three 

Kings came a little late this year, or maybe early.  I don’t mind.  My wife’s 

bringing the Kids.  Feliz dia de los Reyes Magos.” 

Vic called his dispatcher and let her know what was up.  She ran down what 

was on his morning schedule.  Velma wanted to know when she could get a 

break to get down there.  Vic laughed and said, “soon.” 

Velma said, “Now Vic, if you wait til that, that… whatever that thing is 

leaves, and I don’t get down there you owe me a hundred bucks.” 

“You put the first patrolman who comes in on the radio and hot foot it 

down here.  I don’t want to be owing you no hundred bucks.” 

“Roger that Chief.” 

“I love it when you talk radio Velma.” 

Vic’s conversation with Velma was interrupted by a swirl of dust.  A 

helicopter sat down right next to him and Sofia and her cameraman jumped 

off.  She was yelling and gesticulating wildly to be heard over the helicopter, 

which was already taking off. 

“Over here.”  She had a microphone in hand and situated herself with her 

back to the automatic tellers and motioned Vic to her side.  She wasn’t 

wasting a second. “Count us in Vern.”   Vern held his hand in front of the 

camera with his five fingers extended and folded them in one at a time.  



“This is Sofia Robles, News Channel 23, Salinas, coming to you live with an 

exclusive News Channel 23 report from the sleepy little town of Greenfield 

in the heart of California’s Salinas Valley.  I am with Greenfield Chief of 

Police Vic Castenada.  What is it we see behind us Chief Castenada?” 

“We’re seeing a group of automatic teller machines that are giving $100 to 

anyone who shows up and puts their hand on the screen.” 

“I’m not sure I’m following you Chief.” 

“The best way to understand is to just do it for yourself.  Come on over with 

me“. 

They walked toward the machines with her cameraman Vern following 

every step.  They got in a line for one of the teller machines.  The lines 

moved fast.  People got their $100 and left in a hurry. 

“Chief Castenada, do you have any idea who is behind these machines, who 

is giving away all of this money?” 

Vic hesitated and then answered.  “The screen mentions something about 

Casino Fortunatus.  That’s about all I know.  Here we go. It’s your turn Ms. 

Robles.  You’ll see what I mean.” 

Sofia Robles switched her microphone to her left hand and put her right 

hand on the screen.  The Screen read “Good Morning Sofia, Welcome to 

Casino Fortunatus. You may retrieve your Daily Bread from the slot 

below.  Please do not visit the machine again today.  You will be welcome 

again tomorrow.  We appreciate your custom and hope you like our 

numbers.” 



She motioned to Vern to bring the camera closer.   “Get a shot of that screen 

Vern, and another shot of the money coming out the slot. 

“Well folks.  Now you’ve seen it live.  Frankly I didn’t believe it until I saw 

this.  I have a 50, two 20s, and ten 1s.  $100.  And the machine knew who I 

was.  This is simply beyond comprehension.  How long has this been going 

on Chief?” 

“I saw this, this building just kind of settle down on this spot at 

sunrise.  I’ve been right here ever since and every person who has gone up 

to the machine has gotten their $100, including me.  There are 10 screens 

and so far there has been little waiting.” 

“So you were the very first person to use these cash machines?” 

“No, actually I was third.” 

“Who were the other two?” 

“An elderly gentleman and a young boy.  The old man went first and he 

kind of persuaded the young boy to go after him.” 

“Anything notable about them.” 

“Well the old, er elderly gentleman had a violin, which he played.  I’d never 

seen him before.  The young boy was a local youth.  Hispanic I believe.” 

“But the elderly gentleman you’ve never seen before?” 

“No, I would remember him.” 

“Do you think he was associated with the cash machines?” 



“They seemed to show up together, the cash machines and the elderly 

gentleman.  I don’t know if that was just coincidence or not.  But let me put 

it this way.  I’ve lived h Greenfield most of my life and I know just about 

everyone here.  On the same morning that ten automatic teller machines 

show up and start giving everyone $100 the man shows up and starts 

playing his violin.  Using my years of investigative experience Ms. Robles, 

yes they are connected.” 

“You mentioned the name Casino Fortunatus.  Do you have any idea who is 

behind Casino Fortunatus or why they chose your town of Greenfield?” 

Vic cleared his throat and answered “No, Sofia, I have no idea who is 

behind this or why they chose Greenfield.” 

Sofia caught the hesitation.  “Do you think the, how is it you described him, 

the elderly gentleman, is worth a further look?” 

“Worth a talk yes.  But I don’t like to speculate about things I know nothing 

about.  At this point I have not formed any opinion about whether or not 

these Teller Machines constitute any type of infraction.  I’m not sure if 

there have been any laws broken.”  

Sofia decided not to press it now.  She signaled Vern to follow her.  “This is 

Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield California.  We’ve been 

speaking with Greenfield chief of police Vic Castenada who was one of the 

first witnesses to the  Casino Fortunatus automatic tellers that are creating 

such a stir.”  Sofia waded into the crowd. 

Velma walked up to Vic.  “Well what’s the process Chief?  Baby needs a new 

pair of shoes.” 



“Just get in line and when it’s your turn put your hand on the screen and 

collect the money.  And when you get back to the office I want you to get me 

a phone number.” 

“Sure Chief.  Whose?” 

“Etienne Duvall.” 

“Whata ya want to talk to that asshole for.” 

“I guess you know him Velma?” 

“Like you said on TVChief, It’s a small town.  I’d rather say I know of him 

and leave it at that.  Got any idea where to start looking?” 

“I heard he was in Mexico.”  Vic ventured. 

“Good spot for him.  I was hoping you could be a little more specific than 

that.” 

“I think his brother is still doing business in King City.  Maybe he 

knows.”  Vic could tell Velma didn’t relish the task, but he knew she would 

handle it. 

“I’ll give him a call.  Any message you want to leave?” 

“Nah.  I just want to talk to Etienne.” 

“You think he’s in on this?” Velma asked. 

“I’m not sure what this is yet Velma but I’d bet you that $100 dollars you’re 

about to get that he’s either in on it or knows who is.” 



Velma nodded her head and went to get her cash.  

Vic knew Velma to be opinionated but he had never heard her call anyone 

an asshole right off the bat like that.  Vic chuckled at the whole thing.  He 

sure didn’t know how this day could get any stranger, but he wouldn’t bet 

against that happening either.  



Chapter 2   

7:41 AM PDT, 9:41 AM CDT, 10:41 AM EDT 

Rodolfo gets home with milk   

Rodolfo got home with a whole gallon of milk and three boxes of 

cereal.  His mom gave him a big hug.  Then she took hold of his shoulders 

and held him at arm’s length.  “Ok Dolfi, what did you do.  I’m not gonna 

get mad at you because I know why you did it.  Don’t think I haven’t 

thought of it myself.  The world is not fair Dolfi, but it’s the only world we 

got and that world starts to get a lot worse when we steal.” 

“Mami, I swear I didn’t steal it.”  He took the $60 he had left out of his 

pocket and handed it to her. 

“What have you done Dolfi.  Oh my God, we’re taking it back.  We’ll talk to 

whoever you robbed and give them this and pay back the rest when we 

can.” 

“A cash machine gave it to me Mami.  It gave some to the old Gringo and 

that Chief guy too.  You know, the cop.” 

Belinda was worried.  She put her hand on Rodolfo’s forehead.  “Are you 

sick mijo?  Did you hit your head?” 

“No Mami, it’s true.  Go down there if you don’t believe me.  Maybe you can 

get it too.  We need the money Mami.” 

Belinda had never known Rodolfo to lie.  She was worried and 

excited.  What if he was telling the truth?  Rodolfo had earned the benefit of 



the doubt.  He was the best boy she knew and she couldn’t be mean to 

him.  “OK Dolfi we’ll go see what is happening.  The baby’s hungry.  Let’s all 

eat and then we’ll go check out your crazy story.” 

Belinda set the table for Rodolfo and Herself and a high chair for the 

baby.   She passed by the TV and turned it on on her way to the table.  They 

were all chewing when Belinda and Rodolfo glanced over at the local news 

channel and saw Sofia interviewing Vic.  Their smiles just grew wider and 

wider until they ran out of face. 

“Baby I’m sorry.  I should never have doubted you.” 

“Mami, I understand.  I know it’s crazy but it’s real cause it’s on the news. 

That Sofia lady is saying it.”  



Chapter 3  

7:52 AM PDT, 9:52 AM CDT, : 11:52 AM 

EDT 

Vic considers Etienne 

Vic thought he knew why he hadn’t caught it earlier.  This building with the 

cash machines had made him lose track of where he was.  This was his old 

friend Etienne’s spot.  Well he didn’t own it, but as long as Vic had known 

him, Etienne never tired of telling people that he was born there.  Not in an 

empty lot.  There had once been a house there and Etienne’s parents had 

lived in that house when his mother was pregnant with him and he had 

been born right there, in that house.  This made Etienne one of the few 

people actually born in Greenfield.  The nearest hospital was in King City, 

12 miles south. 

This was the exact spot that Etienne used to perform one of what he called 

his “rituals”.  He used to stand here on his birthday and drink a whole 

bottle of tequila.  Vic had even participated before he realized how 

ridiculous it was for someone to elevate their childish idiocies to the level of 

“rituals”.  Vic used to think it was fun or at least not stupid. 

Vic remembered one of Etienne’s “rituals” in which he was a participant.  It 

had almost ended in disaster for Vic. It was almost on this exact spot.  He 

had been a little nervous about drinking tequila in public but Etienne could 

talk him into anything in those days.  Sure enough about half way through 

the bottle the cops showed up.  Vic remembered getting belligerent and 

telling them that they were interrupting a very important birthday 



“ritual”.  Before he knew it he was handcuffed with his face mashed into the 

hood of the police car.  Etienne started his routine of talking the cops out of 

arresting Vic.  He showed them his driver’s license to prove it really was his 

birthday and gave each of the cops a shot of tequila.  He offered them 

more.  Somewhere in the process the cuffs were gone and Vic, Etienne and 

two cops were passing around a bottle of tequila.  Etienne could talk 

himself out of anything. 

Vic leaned against his cruiser and congratulated himself on his good 

judgement in not calling another branch of law enforcement.  He watched 

Sofia Robles work the crowd.  It was not hard for her to get people to 

talk.  Everyone was on a money high. 

People were coming and going from the cash machines.  He paid particular 

attention to their expressions and body language.  They were all drunk on 

money.  Etienne had taught him that money was the most powerful drug in 

existence.  He thought back to their conversations.  “People build up a 

tolerance quickly and they ‘need’ more and more.  After they’re hooked on 

money most people would do anything to get it.” 

Etienne was as obsessed with making money as most people but his 

obsession included trying to understand how money was created and how it 

operated.  He wanted to understand money’s effect on human beings.  He 

was searching for the formula for money.  Looking at the morning’s events 

Vic knew that somehow Etienne was wrapped up in this. 

Vic hadn’t seen Etienne in at least 10 years.  The last that he knew was that 

Etienne’s whole family had moved to Arkansas and Etienne had followed 

them there.  Vic had heard the same rumor as Velma, that Etienne was 



living in Mexico now.  He’d moved there when his parents died and never 

came back.  Velma will find him.  Vic wanted an answer to the $64,000 

question: Who or what the hell was Casino Fortunatus?  If anyone 

had an answer he was sure it was Etienne Duvall.  



Chapter 4   

7:28 AM PDT, 9:28 AM CDT, 10:28 AM EDT 

Amy calls Etienne 

Amy was keeping herself as busy as she could.  This was her last day as a 

barista at the e-fect coffee bar and she didn’t want to be a slacker.  She was 

still working just to show Balthazar that she could do it, hold down a job 

that paid her bills and help develop a Video Game at the same time.  She 

had to admit that she was pushing herself.  Tonight was their launch of La 

Disconquista and Balthazar had wanted her to take the day off so she could 

help him with any last minute details.  

The job was her way of not being dependent on the fickle world of game 

development.  She didn’t need the money.  Her severance package from her 

last job at PayPal was enough for years.  The barista job had led to her only 

major argument with Balt.  All or nothing was his philosophy and he didn’t 

like that Amy was able to strike a balance and maintain focus on more than 

one thing at a time.  “You got plenty of money,” he would tell her.  

She had told Balthazar that the reason she didn’t want to live off her 

savings was to heed some advice that her father had given her, “Thou shalt 

not touch thy principal”.  But it was really something her mother had taught 

her, “In difficult times always find work that has something to do with 

food.  That way you could always eat.” 

Her times were far from difficult, but she had never regretted the decision 

to continue working while developing the game.  She had met their other 



partner Frank there.  He was the owner of the e-fect.  Like many other 

Seattle residents Amy had first been attracted to the e-fect because of its 

refrigerator.  It was an Einstein/Szilard model.  No moving parts.  It drew 

its power from the heat of the espresso machines. 

Szilard was one of Einstein’s students.  They had developed the refrigerator 

in their spare time, between atomic bombs and theories of the 

universe.  Einstein had used his experience working at the Swiss Patent 

office to help navigate the Patent process.  The refrigerator was not really 

an efficient design for a coffee bar but Seattle gamers and technophiles 

couldn’t get enough coffee iced by an Einstein Design. 

Amy was one of the few who came for the Szilard connection, she could take 

or leave Einstein.  Leo Szilard was her hero.   He had written his PhD. 

theses on Maxwell’s Demon and Amy had followed suit.  Szilard was the 

first to associate Thermodynamics with Information and see the possibility 

of Perpetual Motion.  Amy catapulted that connection to the phenomenon 

of money. 

It wasn’t the chump change she received for working at the e-fect nor the 

occasional croissant that she ate, not even thermodynamic refrigerators 

that had made her job so valuable. The e-fect served as the Gaming Rumor 

Mill for all Seattle, and the World for that matter.  All the best gossip ran 

through it.  The e-fect’s motto “Continuous Coffee and Discrete 

Conversation” caught many a techie customer off guard.  The 

$2.718281828…($2.72) bottomless cup of coffee did not purchase 

confidentiality.  Amy was the main beneficiary and she knew more than she 

was telling.  But it was the addition of Frank, the owner of the e-fect, that 



had taken their Gamer Team into a whole new realm.  Frank was the best 

coder that anyone knew.  He ended up writing almost all the code for La 

Disconquista.  Code writing was something that neither she nor Balthazar 

was very good at, so this had really helped.   And speaking of Frank, where 

was he?  It was not like him to be late and here it was closing in on 8:00 

and he had yet to show. 

Amy thought a quick call to Etienne might help her get some control over 

her excitement.  Although he would never officially join their effort, they all 

considered him the fourth member of their trio.  She punched in his phone 

number.  She was about to hang up on the ninth ring when a groggy voice 

came over the phone. “Bueno.” 

“You’re still sleeping aren’t you?” 

“Not anymore.” 

“It’s two hours earlier here and I’ve been up for two more.” 

“So what’s your point?” 

“I’m just jealous is all.  I’m too excited to sleep.” 

“Me too Amy, only I took it off the other end.  I just got to bed.” 

“I’m sorry I woke you Etienne. I just needed someone to talk to.  Frank’s 

not here and you know Balt, he’s all,  ‘Don’t talk it to death Amy, you’ll jinx 

it’.” 



Etienne was always glad to talk to Amy.  “Don’t sweat it.  I‘m not the one 

that needs the rest.  It’s you and Balt that’s on the spot tonight.  And what’s 

up with Frank.  He’s gonna be there, right?” 

“He said he’s going to.  He better.  Half the people coming are for 

him.”  Amy thought one more shot.  “If you hopped a plane right now.” 

“Don’t think I’m not tempted.  This is the moment I’ve been waiting half my 

life for.  You guys will be setting people free.” 

“You guys?”  Amy would have none of that. 

“OK, Us guys.  But you gotta remember Amy, it’s hard to liberate people 

who don’t know they’re locked up.  And the guards who don’t know they’re 

guards might be a tough sell too.” 

“When the guards see that they’re the most trapped of anyone they’ll want 

to come with us Etienne.”  Amy smiled 

“Anyone else talked to me that way and I’d tell them they had a Polly Anna 

complex, but not you Amy.  You make it sound practical.” 

“Play or be played Etienne.  Maybe tonight we can open some eyes.  We got 

50 RSVPs already.  A lot of the best gamers in Seattle.  They’re 

curious.  And a dozen journalists, the gamer press will be here.  And the 

Coders, Etienne.  We got 20 Coders coming to meet Frank.  Frank i0s a 

wizard.  They want to see the source of the coding.  They all want to meet 

him.” 

“That’s great Amy.  Did you get someone from Wired?  We really want them 

there.  They’ll give us an audience we can’t get anywhere else.” 



“We got a maybe.  They’re not sure we’re important enough yet.  They’ve 

got a finger in the air checking for any breeze in our direction.” 

“The fools.  If they don’t come, this time tomorrow they’ll be regretting 

missing the Launch of the greatest Alternate Reality Game ever.”  Etienne 

gushed. 

“Now who’s the Polly Anna?  I know we don’t have to convince ourselves 

Etienne, but I gotta believe that I’d be interested in La Disconquista 

whether I was part of it or not.  I think there’s a ton of people ready to Play 

Money.”  Amy seconded Etienne’s enthusiasm.  

Etienne loved to see Amy at work so he went with her. “I think the key 

moment is when people find out they’re already in the game, already 

playing money, except someone else is making all their moves and 

collecting all their winnings.” 

“And feeding them all the losses.  You don’t have to be in the stock market 

or have a ‘nest egg’.  Every time you buy a stick of gum or a banana 

someone is raking off the top, 24/7.” 

Etienne thought any more of this might make Amy more nervous so he 

decided to wrap it up.  “We the best Amy.  Nobody else even talks about 

offering everyone a seat at the table every day.  They wouldn’t know how.  I 

think we’ve got the doors as wide open as we can.  We can put out the 

welcome mat but people have to walk through the door 

themselves.”  Etienne could sense that little smile creep onto Amy’s face 

again.  



“Grasshopper has had her wisdom lesson for today master.”  Amy never 

missed an opportunity to goose him when he got all Zen. 

“You’re the one who woke me up out of a sound sleep.  This is what you 

get.   I’m just barely out of the dream world and the dream world is chock 

full of wisdom.  I thought you’d appreciate me sharing a little of it with you, 

even though I had to break protocol to do it..” 

“I forgot Mr. Pythagorean, by all means take your leave and go make your 

bed.”  Amy quietly hung up.  Etienne went up stairs for the ceremonial 

making of the bed.  He knew what a pompous ass he was at 

times.  Pomposity was not a new trait or specially attached to the current 

endeavor.  He had a Professor in college who had labeled his writing style, 

“Pompous Prose.”  He was pretty sure it wasn’t a compliment. 

Etienne had begun the “Making of the Bed” after he read that the followers 

of Pythagoras made their bed first thing every morning to separate the 

world of sleep from the waking world.  OK.  Pull up covers, stack 

pillows.  Fold throws and place them on the foot of the bed.  Amy had 

gotten him up early enough that he might catch some of the basketball 

game at Benito Juarez Park if he got a move on.   

He thought back to his first conversation with Amy about a year 

before.  She had somehow gotten the number for his landline in Mexico.  It 

wasn’t even registered in his name but somehow she had come up with 

it.  “I hope this doesn’t sound too weird,” she started out.  “Which means 

you know it’s going to be weird.  I’m working on an Alternate Reality Game 

called Maxwell’s Wallet.  The players, you know, like never run out of 

money.”  Etienne remembered laughing out loud and the long silence that 



followed.  He didn’t try to fill the space because he was afraid he’d be 

jabbering nonsense.  To his great relief Amy finally started speaking 

again.  “It’s my attempt to make money into a perpetual motion machine, 

you know, like Maxwell’s Demon.  So Maxwell’s Wallet.  Get it?” 

“Yes I get it,” somehow tumbled out of his mouth. 

“I want to create a game that doesn’t stop when somebody wins or 

loses.  Everyone can keep playing forever until they, you know, like 

die.  Like, like I’m dying of embarrassment right now.  If you want I’ll hang 

up cause this is, like crazy.  OK bye.” 

“No, no, no, don’t, like, hang up.”  Then it was Amy’s turn to laugh.  Etienne 

continued, “I’m just kinda speechless cause I’ve been waiting for this call 

for so long I almost fainted.” 

“So you see some connection between Maxwell’s Wallet and your ah.. 

excalibrator?”  Amy asked. 

“No, I don’t see a connection, I see the same thing.”  Etienne wanted to be 

adamant so he repeated it.  “It looks to me like we’re working on the same 

thing.” 

Amy was overjoyed, “You really think so.  So cool.  Everybody else just 

thinks I’m kinda crazy.”   

Etienne had to give his downside.  “Another similarity then.  I don’t want to 

chase you away, but the very best reaction I’ve ever gotten is for people to 

think I’m harmless.  This conversation is the most serious inquiry I’ve ever 



had.  Now’s your chance to back out.”  That had begun their 

friendship.  He’d spoken to her almost every day since. 

As soon as the bed was made to sufficient standards he was down the stairs 

and out into the morning air.  Through the big gate, left on Orizaba and up 

to the Ancha de San Antonio.  Left on the Ancha, down a hundred yards 

and right on Calle Nuevo.  About halfway up the slow hill to the park his cell 

phone rang.  Since he’d already spoken to Amy he was pretty sure who this 

was. 

“Bueno.” 

“Etienne.  Sounds like you’re in the open air.” 

“Balt.  Sounds like you’re on a boat.” 

“On a pier overlooking the Sound.  Sun on my shoulders.  Gotta be a good 

sign.  Where are you?” 

“Just passing the Rosebud Hotel” 

“What, you got Citizen Kane fans in Mexico?” asked Balt.  “Very cool.” 

“No such luck.  The real name is the Rosewood, but we all need our white 

whales.” 

“There you go mixing your metaphors again Etienne.  Rosebud?  What does 

John Maynard Keynes’s boyhood snow sled have to do with Captain Ahab’s 

White Whale?” 

“Not to be picky about mixing things up Balt, but John Maynard Keynes 

was the economist.  You’re thinking of Charles Foster Kane, from Citizen 



Kane.”  Etienne wished he could see Balt’s expression because he didn’t 

hear a sound. “Citizen Kane and Captain Ahab were both on quests for the 

unattainable.  Like trying to re-invent money, La Disconquista dude.” 

“OK you got 10 seconds to connect Citizen Kane with Moby Dick on any 

other level.  Go.  10, 9, 8… 

“Can I speak?” 

“Only if you can make the connection.” 

“Well the Rosebud was the sled that Citizen Kane was looking for and this 

particular Rosebud hotel has a Starbucks in it.  I just walked by it.  Starbuck 

was Captain Ahab’s first mate on the Pequod in Moby Dick.  That do it for 

you?” 

“How do you do that Maan?  And you tell me you’re not smokin the Ganja 

down in Mexico.  Where does it come from?  How’d you get so far out of 

Babbalon without the Ganja?  Your brain must be producin it, like all 

natural.  I don’t have that power so I gotta smoke it.  This is for you.” 

Etienne heard Balthazar take a long hit and blow it out.  “OK my 

turn.  Starbucks is from Seattle, and if you is really Rasta Baptist you 

oughta be on a plane here to where the Ganja is legal and Babbalon don’t 

mess with us.  We want you here with us Etienne.  You got 12 hours.  You 

could get to Timbuktu in 12 hours.” 

“Would you call me Ishmael if I did?” 

“I’d call you father Abraham if you’d come.  We could use you here today.” 

“Amy told me the same thing but you know my deal.” 



“Your deal.  I’m bout fed up with your deal.  What’s all the noise?  What do I 

hear?” 

“I’m walking by the basketball game.” 

“I thought you liked to sit and watch it.” 

“I do, but I gotta walk to the top of the park first.  If I don’t walk up here 

first  I’ll find fifty excuses not to and only forty nine to do it.  So just walk 

with me a minute.” 

“OK, I’ll walk as long as I can smoke a little too.  Sun in Seattle.  I’m going 

to meet Amy at The e-fect.  She’s still working that crazy job.” 

“You get good coffee don’t you?” 

“Yeah, but..” 

“But you get good coffee.” 

“Yeah, good coffee.” 

“And you met Frank there?” 

“OK, OK.” 

Etienne was glad Balthazar dropped it.  Now he didn’t have to listen to him 

bitch about Amy’s job again.  “Is there anything Amy needs?  I just talked to 

her but you know she’d never ask me for anything.” 

“She’s the same with me, so I got nothing.  Anything you want me to tell 

her?” 



“Tell her she has the best mind in the world and I owe her more than I can 

say.”  

“I know what she say to that, ain’t nobody owe nobody nuthin.”  They both 

liked that about Amy.  No dredging up past slights, no baggage.  When 

Etienne reached his destination.  “I’m at the basketball game.  You know 

this is my only spectator sport now.” 

“Yeah, you only been living on it for the whole year.  What’s so special.  If 

you was here you could go see the Super Sonics.  Real basketball Maan.” 

“This is the real basketball.  Real basketball is pick up games.  Next 

five.  That’s as good as it gets.  No stacking teams, winner keeps the court 

and the next five challenge.  Clean slates.  Clean slates in every 

direction.  Real, honest competition.  The Supersonics got owners, draft 

picks, endless regular season followed by endless play offs.  I see the talent, 

but the basketball comes last, the business comes first.” 

“Yeah, but we get to know the team.  The Supersonics is ‘our’ team.” 

“Balt I hate to break this to you but the Supersonics moved to Oklahoma 

over five years ago.  Your team is gone.” 

“Yeah Etienne, I think I heard something about that.” Balt did not really 

follow basketball. 

“And besides,” said Etienne, “I know these guys playing right in front of me 

too.  Maybe not by name, but I know them.  I even give some of them 

nicknames.  I know their tendencies, their strengths and weaknesses.” 



“That’d help if you still played or was a coach.  But what difference does it 

make to know their tendencies if you’re just sitting in the park watching 

them.  Come on Ishmael.” 

“I’m not in Seattle yet Balthazar.” 

“I like the yet.  That means you’re coming sometime.” 

“Yes I’m coming sometime, just not today.  It’s crazy Balt.  My plan was to 

create a life here where I could just pick up and go and the opposite 

happened.  I’ve never been more entwined in a community in my whole 

life.  I just don’t know how to leave.  Put the immigration stuff on top of 

that and I’m pickled.” 

“You watch your pickup basketball game my Rasta Baptist Brother.  We’ll 

handle this here today.  But don’t you tardy yourself too long down Mexico 

way.  We need you here.  It gonna be crazy and you know how crazy it 

gonna be.” 

“Yeah I know Balt.  The crazy is strong in us all or we wouldn’t be where we 

are today.” 

“Are you sure you’re not smoking something down there.” 

“Just the game Balt.  I’m smoking ‘pick up basketball’.  Got me all high.” 

“Just imagine what things are gonna be like when La Disconquista has an 

open spot for everybody everyday.   Don’t you sit down there in Mexico too 

long.  You got some play left in you.” 



The call dropped.  Etienne wasn’t sure if Balthazar had hung up or not.  But 

it was just as well.  If they talked much longer he really might head on over 

to the airport in Léon and hop a flight.  And he wasn’t ready for that, Yet. 

The basketball game was wrapping up and Etienne had gotten so keyed up 

that he thought he’d walk off some of his excess energy with a quick trip by 

the Jardin.  He walked the few blocks up cobblestone streets and sat on a 

bench facing the Parroquia, a Gothic Cathedral for which San Miguel was 

justifiably famous.  He had sat near this spot and watched a light show 

projected on the Parroquia during his first week here.  It was Medieval 

Europe meets Haight-Ashbury.  But that was San Miguel, so full of 

contradictions and irony that he thought at times it would break.  It was 

like Amy and Balthazar stalking Virtual Reality in Seattle and finding him 

3,000 miles away in Mexico.  What were the odds? But odds had nothing to 

do with it.  Cosmic Coincidence Control was now in charge.   

Amy had jarred him out of his stupor.  She already knew more about his 

work than he did just from reading his web site.  Her “Maxwell’s Wallet”, 

was practically an overlay of his “excalibrator”.  What made it bizarre 

was their different sources.  Etienne’s excalibrator  came from the 

Bible.  He put together the Daily Bread of the Lord’s Prayer with the story 

of Zacchaeus the tax collector and the Transcendental Number e popped 

out.  Amy had developed Maxwell’s Wallet by combining Information 

Theory and Thermodynamics and the Transcendental Number e popped 

out.   

Etienne knew that Amy thought of him as something of an idiot 

savant.  She was right.  He had never really understood the math in 



excalibrator.  At least he didn’t until Amy had begun to explain it to 

him.  Money as Pure Information.  Money as Pure Network.  Money as 

Pure Game. . 

Their first six months had been a little rocky until they brought Frank in to 

finish writing the code.  He “eliminated the noise” as he liked to say.  Now 

all they needed was players.  



Chapter 5   

8:23 AM PDT, 10:23 AM CDT, 11:23 AM 

EDT 

Rodolfo at machines with Mom  

As soon as they finished breakfast Rodolfo was practically dragging his 

Mom out the door.  While She was getting his baby sister bundled up, 

Rodolfo was getting his Grandma’s sweater and jacket and helping her put 

them on.  He opened the door and looked at his mom who was a bit 

exasperated.  “You start with your Abuelita and we’ll catch up.” 

Rodolfo hesitated.   He knew his mother would take her time if he wasn’t 

there to push her.  But then he thought it was probably wise to start ahead 

with Abuelita.  She did not walk very fast. 

Belinda had caught up to them by the middle of the next block.  Her steps 

were crisp and purposeful.  Rodolfo liked to think he was the great 

motivator of the family but he knew his mother was every bit as 

energetic.  The only time she did things at a slow pace was when she was 

dealing with his Grandmother or baby sister.  Even though he couldn’t 

remember it too well he was sure she had been the same way with him. 

Belinda got close enough to the El Camino to see the cash machines and 

people getting money and she still had trouble believing what she was 

seeing.  She had witnessed it all on TV and now in person and try as she 

might she had no frame of reference which allowed her to make sense of 

this.  Maybe what she was feeling was relief that Rodolfo had not stolen the 



money.  That wasn’t it though.  She had never really doubted her son, at 

least not in a way that she could conceive of him as a liar.  It was the 

outrageous nature of the situation.  Cash machines giving money away.  She 

had never in her life seen anyone distribute cash without some ulterior 

motive.  That motive may at times be buried in the fine print.  Even when 

people were doing what they considered charity there were expectations. 

She forgave herself for her momentary doubt of the most honest boy that 

God had put on this earth.  Rodolfo was her rock before and he was still her 

rock.  She was happy to see what she was seeing even if what she was seeing 

had her confused to the point of distraction. 

Rodolfo took her hand and led her to the nearest line.  It took about 30 

seconds for the excitement to kick in.  Before they knew it they were at the 

front of the line.  It was their turn. Belinda placed her hand on the outline 

on the screen.  Within seconds $100 popped out the slot below.  She 

motioned for her mother to go next.  Same process and within seconds she 

got her $100.  She hesitated a bit but finally put the baby’s hand on the 

screen as well.  $100.  They walked away with another $300.  Belinda could 

not remember the last time she had $300 in hand that wasn’t spent before 

she got it. 

She told Rodolfo they were going shopping.  “Let’s get a few things at the 

corner store and then go buy some clothes.   You know how long it’s been 

since we had new clothes Dolfi?”  Dolfi didn’t answer, he just took her hand 

and they walked away together. 

The Corner Store was a madhouse.  There was a long line at the cash 

register and the shelves were in disarray and empty in places.  The owner 



was trying to handle it by himself but it was apparent that was 

impossible.  He smiled at Rodolfo and said “Hey kid you want a job.” 

Rodolfo tugged his mother’s hand and asked, “Can I mom?” 

Belinda looked over the owner and told him, “you know he’s only 10 years 

old.” 

“I knew he was young, but lady I’m in a fix.  I was 9 when I had my first 

job.  The bum I had working for me here this morning got his money from 

those machines and got his girlfriend and I may not see him again for a 

couple of days.  I know your kid’s honest.  I review the tapes.  He even got 

one of his buddies to put something back one day.  I just need a little honest 

help.  No heavy lifting.” 

Belinda was wary, but she looked at Dolfi and knew he’d be OK.  “Well how 

about 4 hours?  That oughta be okay,” she said. 

“That’d be great.” The owner said.  Rodolfo jumped in the air. 

“Hey Lady, how about you after?   Get somebody to watch the baby and 

come on in.  I mean look, I know your kid got that honesty somewhere.  I 

can’t keep up.  And I don’t have time to go looking for someone.  15 an hour 

for the kid, 20 for you.” 

Belinda hesitated a second. 

“Ok 25, but I ain’t going any higher.” 



“I can’t say about me yet but Dolfi can stay.  15 an hour is good for him.  I’ll 

be back in 4 hours and I’m counting on you to look out for my boy Dolfi.  If 

he gets hurt in any way I will haunt you.” 

“Lady, they’d have to go over me first before they got to your kid.”  He saw 

he had convinced her so he shut up about it.  He motioned for Rodolfo to 

come closer.  “First of all just straighten up.  And then see what’s missing 

and go in the back and find what you can to put out on the shelves.  I’ll 

work the register.  When you’ve done that come over and watch me on the 

register.  I gotta piss sometime in the next day.”  Rodolfo laughed and went 

to work. 

“Ok sir.” 

“I’m Casimiro.  Call me Caz.” 

“Ok sir.”  Rodolfo said.   Caz raised his eyebrows.  “Ok Caz..” 

Belinda got Rodolfo in a hug but he managed to wrestle out of it.   Then she 

grabbed up the baby and she and Grandma glided out the door.  



Chapter 6   

8:30 AM PDT, 10:30 AM CDT, 11:30 AM 

EDT 

Balthazar to the e-fect Coffee Bar 

Balthazar walked the ten minutes to the e-fect where Amy was 

working.  He still couldn’t believe that she didn’t take the day off for the 

launch of the game.  But there were aspects of Amy that he never 

understood.  Her behavior was predictable but her motivation was 

incomprehensible to him.  She’d been working there as a barista straight 

through the Maxwell’s Wallet Project and on into La Disconquista.  

Balthazar had to admit to himself that the e-fect had been a gold mine for 

them.  It was a second home to a lot of the gamers in Seattle.  Amy worked 

the bar and walked the floor and harvested a treasure trove of information 

and good old fashioned gossip.  Amy said, “We keep our fingers on Seattle’s 

pulse and don’t have to hire some cyber detective who would either get it all 

wrong or sell any good information he got to our competitors.”  The cherry 

on top was the owner of the e-fect, Frank.  Frank was a stone cold 

unconscious coder.  Balthazar had never seen anyone like him.  He was 

good enough that he could be choosy about what he worked on and he had 

chosen La Disconquista.  Frank gave them credibility.   

Etienne had caught Balthazar’s attention by his identification as a Rasta 

Baptist.  Etienne was the first person, other than himself, that Balthazar 

had ever run across who identified himself in this manner.  He was 

knocking around Etienne’s website Casino Fortunatus and started to notice 



the similarity between Casino Fortunatus and their own project Maxwell’s 

Wallet.  He was exploring the site and went into a chat room and found 

Amy there.  Amy had come to explore Etienne’s slant on Maxwell’s Demon. 

The Demon, and Szilard’s variation, had been the topic of Amy’s PhD 

dissertation.  Amy tried to explore any and all sites that explored any 

connection between Entropy and Information.  

Amy and Balt were talking about what an amazing coincidence it was that 

such different approaches had brought them to Casino Fortunatus at the 

same time.  Frank had been eavesdropping from the next table.  He stood 

up and came over and said.   “There are no coincidences.  I want in on 

this.  Why don’t you let me write up a little code for you?”  They knew who 

Frank was so they took him up on his offer without hesitation.  Amy had 

called Etienne and expressed a desire to work with him and he had 

accepted.  Within two hours they had gone from two partners to four. 

There was some discussion of keeping one or both of the original 

names.   Should they keep Casino Fortunatus or Maxwell’s Wallet or go for 

something new.  Frank tossed out “La Disconquista”, the 

Unconquering.  They all thought it had a game ring to it.  “Some people 

need to know when they have won.  In most existing games it is when you 

have put the entire world under your domination.  This just flips the criteria 

and instead of conquering everyone you set everyone free.  All at once.  One 

person at a time.” 

Balthazar tried to leave his nostalgia at the door when got to the e-

fect.  There was still not a cloud in the sky, as good a reason as any to be 

optimistic.  The room was quiet.  Not disaster quiet, even though everyone 



seemed to be glued to the TV.  Amy was the exception.  She was behind the 

bar polishing glasses.  She looked like she had lost her last friend.  She 

wasn’t sure she hadn’t.  

Balthazar tried to tune in on the dynamic with no success.  Amy paid him 

no mind so he tried to jolt her out of her trance.  “What is it?  All this sun in 

Seattle at the beginning of Spring.  Nobody knows how to cope.  It has 

everybody hinky?”  No reaction. 

He focused in on Amy’s face.  He read some shock.  Sitting on the bar in 

front of her was an open bottle of tequila and two shot glasses poured full.  

Amy finally spoke.  “You’re already stoned?  Today?”  

This whole thing was starting to freak Balthazar out.  His use, or nonuse, of 

the herb was usually of no interest to her.  Maybe just opening day jitters on 

her part he thought.   

Balthazar smiled and started to give his stock response on any inquiry 

related to the ganja.  “The more man …” 

Amy broke in before he could finish, “yeah, yeah.  Babbalon’s falling.  On us 

Balt.  It’s falling on us.”  

He eyed the tequila and looked back at Amy.  “You know I don’t drink that 

stuff Amy.  It’s poison.  What’s the matter?” 

Amy didn’t say a word, she just nodded toward the TV.  Balthazar backed 

up so he could get a good view.  He watched a few minutes of Sofia’s 

broadcast from Greenfield and walked back to where Amy was 

standing.  He wore the same stunned expression on his face.  He picked up 



one of the shot glasses and Amy the other one.  They both downed the 

drinks without a word.  After about 10 long seconds Balthazar turned and 

said, “I’ll be on the patio.  Bring me a cappuccino and get Etienne on the 

phone.” 

“I’ll get you the cappuccino because I’m working here but you can make 

your own damn phone calls.” 

Amy stood, not watching the TV, but listening.  She was trying to form 

some sort of reaction without succumbing to the mind shattering déjà vu 

that had her stomach tied in knots.  This was the third project that she had 

taken almost to fruition.  The other two had been scuttled by a series of 

seeming “coincidences”. She thought over Frank’s comment the day he 

joined them., “There are no coincidences.” 

********* 

Balthazar went out to the patio and started searching his pockets for his 

stash box that held the other half of the joint he had smoked down on the 

waterfront.  The sun was still shining and he tried to let it cheer him up but 

the best he could manage was temperamental confusion.  Whatever was 

going on in California sure sounded like Etienne.  He had been using 

Casino Fortunatus as his brand name long before they met.  And it was a 

component part of La Disconquista.  Could it be that Etienne had done 

what…, betrayed them?  But how was this a betrayal?  Having ‘Real Reality’ 

tossed around and maybe cracked might give their Alternate Reality the 

opening it needed.   



Maybe this was someone else altogether.  Someone making a first move, a 

sneak attack.  But who, how, why?  Etienne had worked hard to keep the 

three of them close.  Frank’s code writing had cemented their team and 

made it the Four of them. 

They had only had one disagreement since then.  Balthazar and Etienne 

wanted January 6th, the Epiphany, as their day to launch La 

Disconquista.  Amy and Frank wanted the Equinox.  Balthazar and Etienne 

had given way to their colleagues.  Balthazar was worried they had made a 

mistake by not coming in under the wings of the Wise Men, Los Reyes 

Magos, the Three Kings.   

It was then that Balthazar began to realize that Etienne was sincere in 

calling himself a Rasta Baptist and not using it as a joke justification to 

smoke weed.  When he heard Etienne say, “God sent Jesus to save the 

world.  He sent the Wise Men to save Jesus.”  He knew Etienne was sincere. 

What Balthazar had failed to mention at the time was that January 6th was 

also his birthday.  It would have just added too much pressure. 

He didn’t know how many times he’d  been told the story of his birth but he 

counted it as fairly reliable because he got the same account from both his 

mother’s and his father’s sides of his family.  He could not think of anything 

else of any importance that they could have a civil conversation over. let 

alone agree on, down to the details.  

His Grandmother Eunice, his mother’s mother, was as devout a Baptist as 

you would ever run across.  His other Grandmother, Queen of Sheba, his 

father’s mother, was Rastafarian to the core.  While they both had pictures 



of Jesus hanging on their walls, Queen of Sheba also had a picture of Ras 

Tafari, the Lion of Judah, Ethiopian Emperor Haile Selassie hanging next 

to it. 

On that January 6th, 35 years ago, both of his Grandmothers had come to 

be present at the birth of their first grandson.  There had been great 

contention over his name.  Queen of Sheba wanted to call him Ras or 

Marley.  Eunice wanted him to be called Paul or Joshua.  They both had big 

plans for the yet to be born baby.   Balthazar’s mother was doing her best to 

keep them apart until her baby was born and then she and her husband 

would break it to them both that the name had already been decided.  She 

and her husband had already decided on Nathaniel, or Nat.  

Balt was a planned home birth so there was no one official to keep the 

whole family out of the modest 2 bedroom home in Compton, 

California.  As soon as she could manage after the baby’s birth his mother 

had laid him on her stomach.  To everyone's amazement he had raised his 

head and looked all around the room.  “He looks so wise Mama.”  

Queen of Sheba jumped on that. “That’s cause this is the day of the Wise 

Men Daughter.  The three kings.  Gaspar, Melchior and the Negro 

Balthazar.” 

This was the first time that a comment from Queen of Sheba had not caused 

a reaction from Eunice.  She sat quietly and then added.  “This is the 

Epiphany, the day when Christ was revealed.  Why don’t we call him 

Balthazar.” Eunice suggested in her softest, least confrontational voice.  



Queen of Sheba did her best to echo Eunice’s tone.  “That boy named 

Balthazar long time before we met him.  He been out there protecting 

Jesus.  That Jesus was a dangerous man.  That king knowed it, and it 

weren’t just when he was growed up.  He was dangerous to that king when 

he was a baby. It was Balthazar and his two friend that saved the Lord.” 

Eunice sat on the bed and started to softly stroke the little baby’s head and 

looked into her daughter’s eyes.  They both nodded and smiled and Eunice 

said, “welcome into this world Balthazar.  It’s a big name for such a little 

baby.  Grow in Christ” 

Queen of Sheba came and put her hand on top of Eunice’s. “Welcome to 

this world Balthazar the Ethiopian.” 

Whether it was true or not he couldn’t say but the one thing Balthazar was 

sure of was that he did not make it up.  Balthazar the Ethiopian Jones.  His 

whole life had been an exercise in living up and living down that name. 

Balthazar sparked the spliff again and took a deep hit.  What was going 

on?  Had they missed a cosmic door that the Wise Men had opened in 

January?   La Disconquista was going to open Maxwell’s 

Wallet/excalibrator and give everyone in the world their own personal 

Purse of Fortunatus, that never ran out of money.  Had they waited too 

late? 

Balthazar took another hit and started to snap out of it.  There is no 

late.  There is no early.  They had chosen to shake up the Gaming 

World.   They were trying to break into a field in which hundreds of 

established interests would challenge their every move.  Balthazar knew 



they had to expect and be ready for the inevitable challenge.  He wondered 

if what was going on in California was that challenge? 

Balthazar was realizing that the process of creating Maxwell’s Wallet and 

La Disconquista had challenged his ability to distinguish between their 

own scenarios and the “real world.”  Frank had nailed it again.   La 

Disconquista was not an Alternative Reality Game, it was an Alter Reality 

Game.  His own reality had been altered.  He was certain that Etienne was 

not “in on” the California deal but that didn’t mean that he had no relation 

to it.  Everything was related to everything else but he trusted his friends 

and he was not going to waste another moment doubting them.  And where 

the hell was Frank anyway?  Maybe another hit on his joint would clear 

things up. 

******** 

Back in the bar Amy’s replacement for the next shift walked through the 

door.  Amy untied her apron and threw it on the counter. “I’d like to say see 

you again soon but I sincerely doubt it.”  She put the cappuccino she had 

made for Balthazar on a tray and walked out to the patio. 

Balthazar was listening to his phone.  Amy tried to read his smile.  She 

always had trouble reading Balthazar when he was stoned.  Some type of 

irony had slipped into his bewilderment.  She decided to stop being an 

observer in her own life.  Amy took the still burning joint out of the ashtray 

and took a hit.  Balthazar laughed out loud when she let the smoke out and 

said “the more woman smoke herb the more Babbalon fall.” 



Amy and Balthazar sat for a few minutes and passed the joint back and 

forth until Amy broke the silence.  “We need to ask the most important 

question.  What would Luca do?” 

“And where the hell is Frank?” asked Balt again.  



Chapter 7 

8:54 AM PDT, 10:54 AM CDT, 11:54 AM 

EDT 

Office of Secret Service Director Jeffrey 

Stark 

“OK boys, and girls, I know we got problems when I find out about 

something this big from my wife.  She calls me 10 minutes ago and tells me 

to turn on my TV.  I asked her what channel and she said it didn’t 

matter.  And she was right.  It’s all over the world.  Some fool started giving 

money away to any and all.  I want to know what the hell is going on and 

why we didn’t see this coming.   And I’d like someone to tell me who or 

what the hell is Casino Fortunatus?” 

Jeff Stark was old school Secret Service.  He’d been in the agency before it 

got ripped out of the Treasury Department and stuck in the phoney-baloney 

world of Homeland Security.  Seeing random people out in California 

walking to an Automatic Teller Machine and walking away with money had 

breathed new life into him.  He hadn’t felt like this in years.  He wasn’t 

rolling into action.  Hell, he was jumping.  He was a first responder at 

heart.  He’d been given one more chance and he was going to ride it for all it 

was worth.   

Although mostly known for protecting the president and other high level 

officials the Secret Service had another job as well.  Their original mission 

was to detect and root out counterfeit.  It was estimated that when the 



Secret Service began enforcement of laws against counterfeit in 1865 that 

one of every eight notes in circulation in the U.S.A. was bogus.  The Secret 

Service put a stop to it.  At the protection of high government officials they 

had a fairly spotty record.  The bill that created the Secret Service was 

sitting on Lincoln’s desk awaiting his signature the day he was shot, so they 

could hardly be blamed for that.  But there were a handful of presidents 

who had been shot on their watch.  Jeff Stark had never been too keen on 

the protection of officials part of the job.  What interested him was rooting 

out counterfeit.   

Money in the 21st Century was a different creature from the one that had 

been put under protection of the Secret Service in the 19th Century.  Almost 

everywhere cash was on the wane.  Money now existed as electronic bits 

that were stored in many ways.  Its security had a definite cyber 

quality.  Establishing whether an electronic blip is genuine, or not, is a 

much more difficult job than establishing the authenticity of a piece of 

paper.  Stark had done his best to provide the Secret Service with the tools 

they needed to operate in this arena.  When he began to succeed and 

started to put some sort of oversight on electronic money he had been 

rebuffed and ridiculed at every success.  

The bankers and their supposed regulators in government had no desire for 

any independent voice to have any authority in their playground.  Jeff 

Stark’s audacity had left him in a bureaucratic Siberia.  Other than the 

occasional snow ball or piece of rotten fruit lobbed in his direction he was 

ignored.  What made the crazy cash machines so important to Jeff Stark is 

that they were catching the public’s attention.  They were visible and 

understandable.  Jeff Stark smelled opportunity. 



His staff sat in a tense silence.  This entire episode had taken them off 

guard.  Jeff could see it and he knew he had to walk that fine line between 

hard ass and consoling mother figure, a role he hated.  

“I was surprised.  You know how much I hate being surprised ladies and 

gentlemen, so I was hoping one of you could unsurprise me.”  The staff was 

ready to catch his enthusiasm, he could sense it.  Concentration began to 

beam off their faces.  There were no bullets flying in this case and the entire 

world would be watching them do their job.  He knew the dull blades at 

Homeland wouldn’t know what questions to ask let alone what to do with 

the answers.  For the first time since 2001 he and his department would be 

on point all by themselves. 

“Let’s dig into this.  Whata ya got?  Whata ya got?” 

“The cash machines identify themselves as being from Casino 

Fortunatus.  We’ve found a web site named Casino Fortunatus.  It’s 

registered to some whacko named Etienne Duvall who appears to be living 

in Mexico.  The information we have tells us he’s broke, so him as source of 

the money seems unlikely.  But there’s involvement Boss.  I can smell 

it.”  Ernest Krause liked to be first off the line. 

“Ok Ernest.  You found out all this in less than a half an hour, from 

information the guy put out himself.”  

“Yeah, pretty much.” 

“So he’s not hiding.” 

“No, he seems to be looking for attention.” 



“So explain to me the type of involvement this whacko, as you call him, 

who’s holding on by his fingernails could have in this.  ” 

******************* 

“Boss, Boss, Boss.  I didn’t say I thought he could pull it off by himself.  I 

said he’s involved.  I’d stake my career on it.”   

“Ernest’s right boss, the guy appears to be living on less than a thousand 

dollars a month, which is not exactly penniless in Mexico, but hardly 

enough to do something like this.”  Clyde Munst never missed an 

opportunity to undercut Krause while still agreeing with him. 

“Credit Card history shows grocery and personal items at a store called 

Mega.  Coffee and muffins at a Starbucks and a restaurant called Hecho en 

Mexico.”  Melissa Hunt added.  Just the facts ma’am, as usual. 

“OK, he’s got a pot to piss in and even has a gourmet coffee now and 

then.”  Jeff Stark didn’t want his staff to know that he knew how good they 

were. 

“And muffins too.  He appears to like muffins.”  Hunt loved the small 

details as well.  One never knew when they would be the key.  “And not to 

be a stickler Boss but Starbucks coffee is not considered by too many to be 

gourmet.”  

Stark started to get angry until he looked at Hunt and saw the smile on her 

face and figured out she was just sending him up.  He dished it out pretty 

regularly so he figured he better be able to take it once in a while so he 

returned the smile. 



He saw the confused look on Krause’s face and that made it even 

better.  “OK.  I want the last 5, make it 10, make it 20 year financial history 

on this guy.  I want every piece of information we can find.” 

“Well the web site isn’t the only connection.  He just got his U.S. passport 

renewed.  His place of birth is listed as Greenfield, the town the machines 

came down in.”  Munst’s turn now. 

Krause had what he thought was the key.  “He’s in Mexico on an expired 

tourist visa.  You want me to grab him boss.  He’s already out of the 

country.  We could give him a free trip to Cuba.  We’ll find out what the 

hell’s going on.”  Ernest Krause really wanted to see Guantanamo. 

Munst was ready with his comeback.  He was a speed reader and he had 

devoured most of material on casinofortunatus.com.  “The website has a 

whole set of mumbo jumbo articles on money, creating a new kind of 

money.  excalibrator he calls it.  The 1% Solution.  He’s some kind of 

commie for sure boss.  It’s just not clear what kind.  Maybe we should pick 

him up and sweat him.” 

Melissa Hunt decided to introduce a little sanity.  “He doesn’t look like he’s 

trying to fly under the radar.  He hasn’t hidden himself or his ideas.  He’s 

presented papers at a group called USBIG.  They’re advocating a basic 

income guarantee.  If he’s a counterfeiter he’s terrible at it.  He put his 

entire plan up on the web himself and signed his name to it.”  

Jeff Stark had heard enough.  “OK, this is how we’re going to handle 

this.  Don’t touch him.  Don’t talk to him.  Don’t bother him.  But I want 

eyes on him.  I want to know who he talks to, who his contacts are.  I want 



to know everything there is to know about him from the moment he was 

born in that chicken shit little town, what is it? Greenfield, all the up to the 

present  Did you catch all that Ernest?” 

“Yes sir. 

“And you Munst?” 

“Crystal clear.  You want us in Mexico.” 

“Yes I want you in Mexico.” 

“You mean together.  Me and Munst?” 

“Yes, you and Munst.  I want at least one brain between the two of you.  You 

got a problem with that?” 

“No Sir,”  mumbled Krause.  He wasn’t sure the barb had been directed at 

him, but it was a good guess it was.  He seemed to always catch a lot of 

flack, just for doing his job. 

“Hunt, you I want in Greenfield.  Let’s move.  Those cash machines may not 

belong to this Duvall guy but there’s  some awfully deep pockets somewhere 

and I want to know whose pockets they are.  We’re flying blind.  We know 

why crooks counterfeit, they want money.  But this just doesn’t make any 

sense.  They’re giving the money away.” 

“Ah, that’s why I called him a whack job boss.  This is nuts.” 

Jeff Stark did his best to ignore Krause.  “Until we have some idea of what’s 

going on I want that man to feel free to continue doing whatever it is that he 



is doing.  I want to know personally, immediately, the identity of anyone he 

is in contact with.  Personally!  Immediately! You got that?” 

“Something funny here boss.  He’s one of just a handful of people ever born 

in Greenfield, the only one in 1951.”  Krause was sure he had found 

something, he just didn’t know what. 

“Home birth boss.  Says so right on the birth certificate.”  Hunt summed it 

up again. 

“Good catch, both of you.  See if that means anything more than he’s 

eligible to be president.  We gotta know where the money’s coming 

from?  You three.  Go.  Now.” 

“The rest of you.  Find someone who can get some of the bills from those 

machines to our San Francisco office.  I want them analyzed: paper, ink, 

when and where they were made and who made them.  Use every database 

we have.  If you have a problem with classified documents call me.  If these 

bills are fake we’ll find who is doing this.  Every counterfeiter has a tell, a 

signature.  I want to know who we are dealing with.” 

Stark caught Melissa Hunt on her way out the door.  “Hunt, I want you 

crawling all over that building that houses the cash machines we’re seeing 

on TV.  What’s it made of?  Power source.  How’s it replenished?  I want 

that cop and that news lady interviewed.  I want to know what there is to 

know.”  Stark was saying all this for himself because he never had to 

emphasize anything for Melissa Hunt.  She was the only person who had 

ever worked for him that consistently did a better job than he could have on 

practically everything she did.   



He stopped talking and everybody moved, not out of fear but out of respect. 

Before the door closed behind his last staffer Jeff Stark dialed Federal 

Reserve Chairman Janet Yellen.  It was time to start fishing for an 

ally.  Stark wanted someone else who found themselves on the outside, at 

least at times, and he thought Janet Yellen might fit the bill.  Yellen had not 

been President Obama’s first choice to head up the Federal Reserve.  That 

had been Obama’s good friend Larry Summers. 

Being perceived as taking Larry Summers job was bad enough but Stark 

was fairly sure that it was something else that had caused a great desire to 

have Yellen frozen out.  The fact that she was a woman was part of it, but 

the biggest strike against Janet Yellen had nothing to do with her gender or 

who she pushed out of the way to get the job.  Jeff Stark was sure the 

problem lay in a book that her economist husband George Akerlof had 

authored over 20 years ago.  Akerlof and co-author Paul Romer had done a 

down and dirty examination of the lucrative practice of going 

broke.  “Looting: The Economic Underworld of Bankruptcy for Profit” 

Summers and his band of bankers were rightly on edge.  Someone had 

written a blueprint on how lucrative financial meltdowns could be.  They 

had played the collapse of the word economy like a fine violin.  They were 

maestros.  After every last cent had been hoovered up they stuck the public 

with the tab.  All outlined 15 years before the fact.  Stark knew that if he 

were in their position he’d be more than a little irritated too, with some 

smarty pants economist laying out their scam.  .  

Larry Summers and Obama’s man at treasury Timothy Geithner and Alan 

Greenspan at the Federal Reserve had passed billions, trillions of dollars to 

http://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=Looting:_The_Economic_Underworld_of_Bankruptcy_for_Profit&action=edit&redlink=1


their friends, and made it all look so natural, so inevitable.  They all 

skated.   And Janet Yellen’s husband wrote about it 15 years before it 

happened.  



Chapter 8 

9:33 AM PDT, 11:33 AM CDT, 12:33 PM 

EDT 

Sofia to motel 

Sofia Broadcast for another hour.  She sent a message to the home office in 

Salinas telling them that she needed to take a little break.  She wrapped a 

shot and turned to Vic.  “You got a motel in this town?” 

Vic cast a glance her way and didn’t say a word.  Sofia’s radar lit up.  The 

last thing she needed today was a puppy dog following her around or worse, 

some guy thinking that their shared experiences had some romantic 

implications.  She liked Vic, as far as it went, which wasn’t too far.  She 

decided not to let it pass.  “Look Vic, all I’m looking for is a place to clean up 

and use the bathroom when I want.  I’m particular about where I do that, 

when I can be.  When necessary I can be less particular.  About where I use 

the bathroom that is.  About everything else in my life I’m very particular, 

always.  Very particular.  Always.  If that helps you out.” 

Vic was chastised.  For what he wasn’t sure.  “It’s a block and a half.  Hop 

in” 

Even though it was right down the street It still took them 3 or 4 minutes to 

get there.  The crowd at the cash machines was growing fast but when they 

got to the hotel the parking lot was empty.  It looked like she had gotten 

there before anyone else thought to do it.  She knew there was no story that 

had more legs than money.   



She went to the office and booked four rooms for a full week each.  If it 

didn’t pan out she would just eat the money, but she knew there was 

something in the air here and she didn’t want to miss a second of it.  She’d 

been on location for long periods of time and she knew the value of a quiet 

place at the ready, not to mention the occasional hot shower. 

She turned on the TV as soon as she got in the room.  There was something 

about seeing herself on the screen.  She never got tired of it.  They were 

running some of her earlier shots and she sat down and started critiquing 

her performance.  She took out her notepad but before she could write 

anything down she was replaced on the screen by a CNN bulletin. 

“Coming to you live from our Atlanta headquarters we have this breaking 

story.  The suspect behind the Runaway Automatic Teller Machines that are 

creating such havoc in the small town of Greenfield, California has been 

identified as Etienne Duvall.  Mr. Duvall has a functioning website under 

the name ‘Casino Fortunatus’, the same name being used by the cash 

machines.  We have also learned that Mr. Duvall is a native of the town of 

Greenfield where the machines are operating.  His current whereabouts are 

unknown.  Stay tuned for further developments.  To repeat our breaking 

story: the suspected mastermind behind today’s monetary chicanery in 

California has been identified as Etienne Duvall, whereabouts unknown.” 

Sofia was stunned.  She flipped channels and this was everywhere.  She 

could feel her story slipping away.  If this guy was from Greenfield why 

hadn’t Vic told her anything? 

She got Salinas on the line.  “Charie, This is Sofia in Greenfield.  What’s 

going there?” 



“The place is nuts Sofia.  I wouldn’t have believed anything you said if I 

hadn’t seen it myself.  We want more and we want it now.  We’re world-

wide Sofia.  I’m trying to get it organized here.  We’re dumping everything 

else for this, so don’t worry about anything.  We got a whole bank of cell 

phones just for this.  Yours are on the way.  What else you need?” 

“I need you to tell me why I just got scooped by CNN.  Where’s our 

research?” 

“Research?  Look Sofia, you know what kind of staff we have here.  It takes 

just about everybody we got to keep your feed going out.  Why didn’t your 

cop buddy tell you about this Duvall guy.  They’re from the same small 

town.  He has to know him.” 

“Well Charie I plan to find that out as soon as I get off the phone with you.” 

“Look Sofia.  You got everything we got in terms of information and 

equipment.  It’s not just you, this is the biggest story any of us have ever 

worked.  Just tell us what you need and we’ll try to get it.” 

“That’s what I wanted to hear Charie.  Get me another camera here as soon 

as you can, two if you can spare.  I want b-roll of everything I shoot and it 

wouldn’t hurt to have someone roving the crowd.  I’m gonna need cloths 

and my whole makeup set.  Can you send a van?” 

“You haven’t heard?  The road’s jammed.  Backed up to Soledad 

already.  Big knots forming at every overpass.  You’re on an island 

baby.  Need your Bikini?” 



“Funny Charlie.  Put everything on the helicopter you can.  I got 4 rooms 

here at the Overnighter Motel, so send whoever you can.  I’m at the motel 

right now and our friend the chief is waiting for me.  I’ll be headed back 

over to the cash machines as soon as I hang up with you.” 

“We’ll get our archivist to start combing the local papers to see if this guy 

Duvall shows up on anything that’s not electronic.  But that could take 

days.  The south county papers before 20 years ago are just where they left 

them.  Greenfield used to have its own weekly but it got bought out by the 

King City paper 40 years ago, so who knows what we’ll find, or even if they 

kept archives.  We don’t know what we’re looking for but we’re on it.” 

“Thanks Charlie.  We can’t let this story slip away.  Get me something 

nobody else has.” 

“You’re the big reporter now Sofia. You’re the one who needs to get 

something nobody else has.” 

“You’re right Charie, but just keep me in the loop if you turn up anything.”  



Chapter 9 

9:40 AM PDT, 11:40 AM CDT, 12:40 PM 

EDT 

Amy and Balthazar on patio 

Amy passed the joint back to Balthazar, back and forth until Amy burnt her 

finger.  “You think this is an advisable path to take in preparation for 

tonight, especially with this new wrinkle.” 

“That’s cute Amy.  A new wrinkle.  We were supposed to surprise the world 

and now somebody’s mimicking us.  They’re even using the same names for 

stuff we are.   I hate it Amy but have you considered that Etienne might be 

stabbing us in the back.”   

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves here.  What is going on is not the same 

thing we’re doing.  Neither of us know what is happening and we certainly 

don’t know if Etienne has anything to do with this.  I can’t see him 

undercutting us on the day of our launch?  And I’m not even sure if it 

undercuts us.  It may just make things interesting.” 

“Ms. Understatement makes a reappearance.” 

“Beats the hell out of Ms. Congeniality.” 

“Primal forces have been unleashed”.  Balthazar twisted another spliff. 

Amy was nonplussed.  “I can’t believe anything bad about Etienne.  He is 

my brother, yours too.  We know him.  He is the reason the two of us are 

still working together.   And he helped us to keep Frank too, the greatest 



code writer on the face of the earth.  So let’s chill til we know what’s going 

on.  By the way have you ever known Frank to be this late?  Maybe it’s 

Frank.”  They both laughed. 

Balthazar lit the joint and passed it to Amy.  “Even if Etienne is involved, I 

don’t buy the knife in the back idea.  If he’s part of this and didn’t tell us 

about it, he has a good reason.  The playing field has been altered but we 

don’t really know how.  We’re living in a new world and that may not be 

bad.” 

“You’re right Amy.  We need to let this play out.  If he knew anything about 

cash machines in California you know he couldn’t keep quiet about it, he’d 

be talking about it non-stop.  He’s a salesman not a liar.  If this was his 

doing he’d be pushing it for all it was worth.  I caught nothing in his 

voice.  He was all, ‘How can I help?  Does Amy need anything?’   My bet is 

that he will be as blindsided by this as we are.” 

“He asked if I needed anything?” asked a smiling Amy.   “And he asked 

about you too, if you needed anything.”  Amy reached for the joint.  

Balthazar still couldn’t believe that Amy was smoking pot.  This was going 

to take some getting used to.   She looked at him with her shyest of 

smiles.  “I just quit my job so this is my bon voyage Party.  So don’t think 

it’s gonna be some regular thing.  OK.” 

“OK, and I’m glad you quit the job.  Even with all the gossip we got from the 

bar we need your full attention Amy.  Working as a barista when you have 

god knows how much money in the bank. I know, I know, the sacred 



principal.”  Balthazar figured he better drop it or he’d end up driving Amy 

back to work. 

“The principal is not sacred.  It’s just who I am.”  Amy rested her case. 

Balthazar offered her the joint again and she declined.  Amy was stoned. 

“OK Amy.  Why don’t you call him.  Ask him direct.  He should know 

someone is using his brand.  Call him Amy.  Etienne will level with you.  He 

asked if you needed anything.  Tell him you need to know if he’s working 

with someone else.” 

Amy looked at Balthazar and knew he was right.  Even though Etienne and 

Balthazar were buddies and had that whole Rasta-Baptist thing going on, 

he was a lot more likely to level with her.  “Give me one more hit then 

maybe I be Rasta Baptist too, or at least the Rasta part.  Can’t really see 

myself as a Baptist.”   

She marked Etienne’s number and got a busy signal.  “He seems to be 

otherly occupied.  Let me have one more hit of the Holy Herb.”  Balthazar 

was only too willing. 

Amy hit the joint and passed it back to Balt and then left her mind free to 

head wherever it wanted to go.  She could feel things circling.  Just like 

when she met Balthazar and then Etienne, the “coincidences” were 

strong.   She felt the same tectonic shift as when her “Maxwell’s Wallet, 

Money Is Pure Information” had collided with Balthazar’s “Game Theory 

Minimax Apocalypse”.  It had caused her to lose all interest in her tech 

job.  Squeezing another millionth of a cent out of money transactions had 



become boring.  She quit a high six figure job to create Maxwell’s Wallet 

with Balthazar.  

Her bosses were ambivalent about her leaving.  Her work had already 

driven away clients who were disturbed at its implications.  Amy 

demonstrated at every turn that money was mutual and that a peer to peer 

currency would make much of the modern world of finance redundant.  Her 

bosses already knew this but they did not enjoy having it shoved in their 

faces on a daily basis.  They did want to keep her around to keep an eye on 

her but they couldn’t sweeten the pot enough.  Amy was already checked 

out.  

She looked and said, “I think I know maybe who’s doing the thing down in 

California and it’s not Etienne.”  



Chapter 10 

9:43 AM PDT, 11:43 AM CDT, 12:43 PM 

EDT 

Vic calls Etienne 

It’d taken Velma less than an hour to get a number for Etienne.  Turned out 

the rumor was true, he was in Mexico.  Vic pulled out a card he used for 

calling Mexico.  It had prepaid minutes.  He started punching numbers, 

being extra careful because he had to start over every time he made a 

mistake.  He decided that was taking too long so he dialed it direct.  His 

phone plan charged him an arm and a leg for calling outside the U.S but 

since he’d just gotten a free $100 he figured he could afford it.  He punched 

in the number that Velma had given him and he heard it ring.  A familiar 

voice answered. 

“Bueno.” 

“Etienne?” 

“Si, quien es?” 

“It’s Vic, Vic Castenada.” 

“Hey Vic, you in Mexico?” 

“No, still in California, but listen to you, all Mexican and all”. 

“Yeah, yeah, medio Mexicano Vic, just half.  So what you doing in Mexico, 

and how’d you get my number?” 



“I’m not in Mexico, Etienne, I’m in Greenfield?  You seen the news today?” 

“No, I don’t watch any news Vic.  What happened, you catch somebody 

big?  You are still doing the cop thing right?” 

“Yeah still doing the cop thing.  If you got a TV turn it on.” 

“OK….”.  Etienne searched for the remote.  Right where he left it, as 

usual.  “Wow Vic, Greenfield’s on the TV Box.  What the hell is going on 

there?  Hey, that’s you Vic.  Holy stromboli Vic.  You’re a star”. 

“Look behind me Etienne.  Do you know what that is? 

“Looks like Automatic Tellers Vic.  They finally got to Greenfield huh?” 

“Etienne.  You know anything about Casino Fortunatus?” 

“Did you say Casino Fortunatus?” 

“Yes I did.  I know you got something to do with this Etienne.  What’s your 

connection?” 

There was a long silence and finally Etienne spoke up, “Well I got a web site 

with that name, but....” 

“So where’d you get all the money” 

“I don’t have any money Vic.  I pay the rent and that’s about it.” 

“Don’t bull shit me Etienne.  You got a boatload of money 

somewhere.  Everybody who shows up at these cash machines is getting a 

$100.  That adds up quick.  So don’t tell me you got no money.” 



“I’m pulling down a little shy of a grand a month.  If you’re telling me that 

everybody is getting $100, that’d cover less than 10 people.  I’ve seen more 

than 10 people come and go since I turned on the TV just now.  I don’t 

know what to tell you Vic but I keep my head down.  I’ve achieved my 

lifelong goal of being an illegal alien.  I don’t need any attention.” 

“Good luck with that Etienne.” 

“Holy shit Vic.  They got my picture up on the screen.  Am I in trouble?” 

“How come I got a Texas address for you Etienne, Laredo, but I’m talking to 

you in Mexico?” 

“I live in San Miguel de Allende but I got a P.O. box in Laredo, Texas.  I got 

a mail service; thing called Connexion.  They overnight my mail from 

Texas.” 

“The Texas address might buy you a few hours, but I’m thinking you’re 

about to become a very popular fellow soon.” 

“Yeah, Vic.  You found me.  How difficult can it be?” 

“Same jerk you always were Etienne.” 

“You know what I mean Vic.  Got any advice?” 

“The same solid advice you used to give everybody Etienne.  Don’t eat 

yellow snow.” 

“I guess I earned that over the years.” Etienne smirked.   



“Yeah you earned it, but I do know what you mean.  If the chief of police in 

Greenfield can find you in 15 minutes how long is it going to take the FBI?” 

“FBI?  You think the FBI’s looking for me Vic.  Holy shit.” 

Vic could see Etienne was scared, so he thought now was the time. “Why 

don’t you head up Greenfield way.  I wouldn’t mind seeing you and I got a 

friend that I’m pretty sure would like to meet you.  You might be able to 

help each other out.” 

“The good old days huh?” 

“They weren’t that good Etienne.” 

“OK, OK Vic.  Who’s your friend?  That lovely young lady on the TV?” 

“Yeah that’s the one Etienne.  I got an idea that she might want to talk to 

you.” 

“Hypothetically speaking, understand.  Supposing I was to leave 

here.  Then what?” 

“If I remember right you were always pretty good at getting out of Dodge 

when things got complicated.” 

“Yeah I guess I should just look at all of that as practice.  But getting out of 

someplace is not the same as getting somewhere else.  How the hell do I get 

to Greenfield?” 

“Let’s discuss that with Sofia.  I’m sure she could help.” 

“You’re talking about an interview Vic?” 



“She’s a reporter Etienne.  That’s what she does.” 

“It sure looks like at some point I’m going to have to talk to someone.  You 

trust her Vic?  Is she a straight up person?” 

“I trust her Etienne.  But I’ve only known her a while.  She’s from channel 

23 in Salinas.” 

“Better her than one of those network corporate clones.  Maybe I can kill 

two birds with one stone.  Maybe her channel can get me a plane ticket to 

the states.” 

“You’ll have to ask her that one yourself.” 

Etienne paused.  “I don’t know about any of this Vic.  You got to give me a 

minute to wrap my head around it.  It sure looks like my days of living in 

obscurity are over.  Let me think this over.  Can I get back to you?” 

“Yeah, you can get back to me.  Sometime this decade if you don’t mind.” 

“And what decade might that be?” 

“OK Etienne, go wrap your head, or whatever.  Do you know how to call the 

states?” 

“Yeah Vic.  You just punch in the numbers and then squeeze the phone 

extra hard.” 

“Okay.  Get back to me soon.” 

“Soon.” 



Etienne went and sat in his recliner and turned off his phone.  This was 

nuts.  And what about Amy and Balthazar?  They must be in the land of the 

dazed and confused.  Before he spoke to anyone else he had to speak to 

them.  And say what?  Maybe he’d go way out on a limb and try and tell 

them the truth.  He didn’t know squat about what was going on in 

California and he hoped they didn’t either because, if they did ….well, who 

do you trust?  



Chapter 11 

9:50 AM PDT, 11:50 AM CDT, 12:50 PM 

EDT 

Etienne calls Amy 

Etienne decided enough was enough.  There were too many unanswered 

questions.  The only way to move forward was to talk to Amy and Balthazar. 

He punched in Amy’s number and she answered on the first ring. 

“Etienne?” 

“You were expecting maybe …. Oh hell. Yeah it’s me Amy.  Hello Balt.” 

“Hello Etienne” 

“Amy, you are a voice for sore ears.” 

He was so reassured that it took him a second to register when she 

said.  “So Etienne, did you sell your soul to the devil?” 

“I guess that means you’ve seen what’s going on in Greenfield?”  Etienne 

had not even considered that they might suspect the same things about him 

that he was thinking about them.  It made sense.  He was a weaker link than 

either one of them and he knew it.  That’s why he had resisted their efforts 

to get him more involved.  “I kinda called to ask you the same thing 

Amy.  So if it’s not you guys and it’s not me, then who?  Where’s Frank?” 

Balthazar and Amy had not considered Frank mainly because they thought 

Frank was socially incapable of being involved in any kind of 



intrigue.  Frank was a code writer and a code breaker but neither could 

imagine Frank as a code user. 

“I just got a message from him and he said he’ll be here in 15 

minutes.”  Amy and Balt looked at each other and said, “Definitely not 

Frank.” 

“So OK, we all agree it’s not Frank.  Anybody got a clue or an idea as to who 

it is?  Somebody is putting in some major effort.”  Etienne felt so good to 

have someone to talk to. 

Amy went to speaker phone and Balthazar chimed in, “Somebody with a lot 

of money Etienne?  Why would anyone do this?  Could they be trying to 

torpedo us.” 

“Maybe, but I’m not sure how this torpedo’s us Balt.  I’m not sure what it 

does.  You are still on track for launching La Disconquista tonight?” 

Amy was regretting getting stoned.  She could hear Etienne denying he had 

anything to do with the cash machines but part of her mind wouldn’t let 

that go.  They all knew that he was somehow related to it.  But being related 

to something didn’t mean being involved in it.  Anyone could be using his 

brand names, acting in anticipation of him.  God, why had she picked this 

day out of the last 5 years to get stoned. 

“Balt and I don’t have any choice, we gotta go ahead.  We been working on 

this for a year.  This is like a hobby for you but this is our whole 

professional life.”  Amy would have liked to have that sentence back before 

she finished saying it because she knew it wasn’t true.  Etienne started 

talking and she forced herself to sit up and listen. 



“Don’t think I don’t know what you guys brought to the table Amy.  It is 

never far out of my mind.  But think about the last year and what we’ve 

done.  We are this close to a Game that is ready to challenge 

Reality.”  Etienne held up his hand and showed them with his finger and 

thumb just how close they were.   “You’ve built it and you know that has 

struck fear in the hearts of a lot of people.  There’s a thousand suspects out 

there.  Don’t let someone else throw you off your game.” 

“OK Etienne.  I guess if Cosmic Coincidence Control brought us this far we 

just keep riding that wave.”  Amy felt some equanimity for the first time this 

morning. 

Balthazar could sense that Etienne had not called for some idle chit-

chat.  “So what’s up then?  Why’d you call.” 

“My old buddy Vic from Greenfield just called me.  He’s the cop on TV with 

the news lady.” 

“You know the guy?”  Balthazar’s suspicion radar just reactivated. 

“Yeah I know him.  Greenfield is my home town.  Vic and I used to 

hang.”  Etienne heard defensiveness creeping into his voice even if he didn’t 

have anything to feel guilty about. 

“Etienne you’re asking us to swallow a lot.  What’s going on?”  Balthazar 

could not help being skeptical again. 

“The machines came down in my hometown.  I can’t do anything about 

that.  I’m calling to get your opinion about something.  There’s a possible 

interview.” 



“So, you want permission or what?  I don’t recall you ever asking us 

permission for anything.”  Balthazar sealed himself for whatever answer 

might follow. 

Amy’s equanimity evaporated.  “Are you going to do it?  What are you going 

to say?  Are you going to mention us?  When are you going to do it?” 

“You deserve a heads up.  And I wanted to see if you have any suggestions 

on how to handle it.  Do you want me to mention La Disconquista?  Or 

should I solo this and ignore you?” 

“We’re gonna have a room full of gamers and reporters at 7:00 PM.  I think 

what you say depends on who’s up first, you or us?  It would be nice to have 

some idea what you are going to say.  That’s gonna have a big effect on what 

we say.  Do we tell people we’re friends or just acquaintances or we don’t 

know you?   That won’t stand up long.  Here, talk to Balt a minute and let 

me think.”  Amy passed the phone to Balthazar, stood up and turned 

around. 

“So are you sure you didn’t go back to Babbalon Maan?  You still flying with 

us?”  Balthazar asked. 

“I don’t know any other way to fly Balt. This dropped in my lap.  We gotta 

do something or this is going to be defined before we ever get a chance to 

say anything.  I want to do my best to set you guys up and make sure that 

nobody can, how did Amy put it , Torpedo you.” 

************************************** 

“Yeah Etienne, Torpedos.  Avoid the Torpedos.“  Amy turned around with a 

big smile on her face. 



Balthazar caught the trip.  “Torpedos maan.  Did you hear what you 

said.  We gotta avoid the torpedos.  We’re channeling Turing maan.  He 

break the code so them English ships could weave all through them Nazi 

subs with all dem torpedos.  Now little old Etienne gonna steer us through 

them torpedos they’s shootin at us.  Cain’t nobody sink us as long as we got 

the torpedo man on deck.”   

Etienne could hear Balthazar and Amy talking and laughing but Balt had let 

his hand cover the phone so he couldn’t make out what they said.   Then 

Amy came back on the line.  “Balt’s right. Damn the damn torpedos.  We’re 

the Alan Turing Brigade.   Ain’t nobody messin with our information.  We 

got somebody’s attention, somebody who has a lot of gravity.  They’re 

broadcasting a message to someone, maybe everyone.  We still don’t know 

who’s sending it and what the message is but we got a message too.  They 

got a lot of gravity but we’s floatin, and we can see their damn torpedos.” 

“All this sounds good, but what do I say in the interview?”  Etienne wanted 

to join in the frivolity but he was feeling the pressure. 

“You just need to learn to listen by talking Etienne and this may be the best 

thing that ever happened to us.”  Balthazar figured that he may as well go 

all in. 

Etienne finally figured out what else was going on, what was the 

undercurrent on an already strange day.  “Amy, has Balthazar been giving 

you religious instruction today?  Have you partaken of the sacred herb?” 

Amy blushed. 



“How you know these things Etienne?  You got your third eye up and seeing 

here maan?”  Balthazar was afloat in reverent hilarity. 

Amy composed herself enough to speak.  “Etienne, now that we know 

you’re still with us, it doesn’t matter what you say.   If we can all learn to 

listen by talking it doesn’t matter what any of us say.” 

“Yeah Amy.  You on it.  I be on it too.  I don’t know when they want me on 

TV but I think as soon as possible.  You can call anytime you like.  I don’t 

care if I’m in the middle of the damn interview.”  Etienne was starting to 

regain some composure too. 

“The universe may just be balancing us out.  If we can float wherever we 

are, it doesn’t matter what we say.”  Amy was definitive. 

“Spoke like a true Rasta Baptist.  Did you convert Amy?”  Etienne wanted in 

on this. 

“Let’s not get carried away. It was just a few tokes on a joint.  I’m not ready 

to take any vows.” 

“No vows Amy.  Just love.”  Balthazar never joked about Rasta Baptist. 

“So what do I say in the interview Amy?  How do I listen by speaking?”  

Etienne felt so happy to laugh with his friends. 

“Maybe get real stoned and forget about us altogether.  Ecstatic Amnesia.“ 

Amy was giggling as she said it. 



“You are on the path sister.  I’ll talk to you guys later if I don’t forget your 

phone number too.”  Etienne heard them both laughing as he was hanging 

up the phone. 

And now to Vic and maybe his beautiful Oracle too.  Sofia Robles.  The 

wisdom of the Oaks. 

******************** 

Etienne had one joint stashed away and he smoked it. 

Artificial Intelligence.  Everybody was worried that the machines would 

take over.  Etienne was far more worried about money taking over.  Had 

money achieved consciousness, self awareness?  Was Money taking over 

the World?  And he wasn’t thinking about rich people here.  Money 

controlled the rich to a far greater extent than the rich controlled 

money.  He was thinking of money itself, money as a self conscious, self 

replicating entity.  

Money already had its perfect bodies, Corporations.  Corporations had 

achieved legal status as Persons in the United States.  They were equal to 

human beings at law.  They enjoyed the right of free speech and owned 

property.  It was not a stretch to see corporations as the host organism and 

human beings more and more like foreign bacteria in their digestive tracts.   

Such thoughts depressed him so he tried to look at it from another 

perspective.  It didn’t have to be anything other than someone using his 

plan and some of the labels he had created.  On his web site he had 

encouraged anyone to pick up the ideas and run with them in any manner 



they saw fit.  So he couldn’t really call what was happening a hijacking.  You 

can’t steal what someone else has given away.  



Chapter 12  

10:00 AM PDT, 12:00 PM CDT, 1:00 PM 

EDT 

Sofia meets ED sets interview For 10:45  

Sofia was still pinching herself as she got ready to head back to the cash 

machines.  This was already the greatest story that had ever rolled her way 

and she was just getting started.  She tried to work up some anger at Vic for 

not telling her anything about Etienne Duvall, but she realized that it was 

him who handed her this peach.  She wasn’t going to let him know how 

grateful she was until he explained who Etienne Duvall was.  Never give up 

an advantage while it’s still working. 

She took a last look in the mirror and walked toward the door.  Just as she 

put her hand on the door knob her phone rang.  

“Sofia Robles at your service Charlie.  Is my stuff on the way?” 

“Yes it is.  The chopper’s in the air.  Hey Sofia, you said you booked some 

rooms at the hotel?” 

“Yeah Charlie, I got four rooms for the whole week.” 

“That’s great.  Could you let the hotel know at the desk that Corporate is 

sending a crew from San Francisco and they’d like to use a couple of the 

rooms.” 

“What people from San Francisco Charlie?” 



“You know, the other camera crew you wanted and some on air talent.” 

“On air talent?” 

“Well you know the business Sofia.  They want some faces with a little more 

recognition.” 

“Yeah I know the business Charlie.  By this afternoon they’ll have me 

working background.  This is my story.  I brought it to you and I’m not 

getting edged out.  Got it Charlie?  My story.” 

“They’re not edging you out, they’re just kinda nudging you over a little to 

make some room.  It’s a big story.  You didn't think that you’d be alone 

there forever did you Sofia?  This is a business and we all got bosses.” 

“I didn’t think I’d be here alone forever but I thought the competition 

would come from somewhere other than my own organization.  What if I 

don’t want to get nudged to the side Charlie?” 

“Sofia, don’t push on this.  I’ve already gone to bat for you.  I told them it 

was your story but they didn’t give two shits.  They told me to let you know 

you’d be sharing the spotlight and if you caused any problems they’d pull 

you out altogether.” 

“And what if I didn’t want to be pulled out?  What then?” 

“You know the answer to that.  They already got all the prima donnas they 

can handle.  They’d cut you loose without a moment’s hesitation.  You chose 

this field Sofia.  You know the rules.” 

“Let’s stay in touch Charlie.” 



“Aw come on Sofia, don’t do this to me.  You know I’ve always had your 

back.  It’s a big pie.  You’ll get your piece.” 

“I know I will Charlie.  I’m not quitting.  But that’s about all I can say right 

now.   Tell corporate the rooms at the hotel will be waiting for them.  I’m 

going back to work.”  Sofia hung up.   She hesitated for a minute at the door 

and thought this might be just the right time to light a little fire under Vic 

Castenada and see what happened. 

Vic saw Sofia come out of the motel room and down the stairs.  When she 

got within about 10 feet Vic could tell she had a load of steam on.  She 

almost yelled at him, “Who’s Etienne Duvall and why didn’t you tell me 

about him before?” 

“He’s a Greenfield boy.  We were friends a long time ago.” 

“And you didn’t think it was important to tell me about him?” 

“I didn’t think of him at first.  You know you’re not the only one who’s had a 

crazy day.  And then I wanted to talk to him first before I said anything to 

you.  You know just to be sure about… well just to hear his side of it.” 

“You actually know how to contact him?” 

“You make it sound like it’s some big deal to talk to Etienne.  Hell, the 

bigger deal would be to figure out how to get him to shut up.  He claims he 

has nothing to do with this.  Just somebody else using his brand name and 

stuff.” 

“You’ve already spoken to him?  Did you ask him for an Interview?” 



“Anybody ever tell you that you were kinda pushy?” 

“Once or twice a day.  Did you say anything about me interviewing him?” 

“Yeah Sofia.  I was pretty sure you’d want to talk to him so I.”  Vic’s phone 

rang.  

“Don’t answer that.  Tell me if you asked him if he’ll do an interview.”  She 

reached for his phone and Vic pulled it back and answered it.  Sofia fumed. 

“If you’re so damn interested in an interview with Etienne Duvall why don’t 

you ask him yourself?”  Vic handed her the phone. 

Sofia was startled.  “Hello, who is this?” 

“This is Etienne Duvall.  I take it you’re Vic’s new friend, ah Sofia is it?” 

“Yes this is Sofia Robles.” 

“Well Sofia, Vic tells me you might have some interest in talking to me.” 

“That puts it mildly.  We er.. I definitely have an interest in talking to 

you.  But how do I know you’re really Etienne Duvall?” 

“I’m me, or at least I was when I got up this morning.  Ask Vic.  We go way 

back.  He’ll tell you I’m me.  I’m not real sure about anything else right 

now.  I don’t usually see my mugshot on CNN.” 

“Well assuming we confirm you are who you say you are, how can we set 

this up?” 

“What is it you want?”  Etienne loved direct no nonsense people and Sofia 

was the epitome.  



“We want an interview Mr. Duvall.  We want you live on TV.” 

“Get me to California and I’ll give you an interview.” 

“I think we could arrange getting you to California Mr. Duvall, but I was 

hoping to get you on air a bit quicker.  Like right now.  I don’t think you 

have any idea how much interest there is in this.  Right now.  The world is 

watching.” 

“You don’t mess around.  I like that.  I guess I’m ready.  I don’t know how 

much I’m going to be able to tell you.  I’m not the one doing this.” 

“Let’s not cover details now.  I want to ask you all about it on the air.  I want 

to be hearing your answers for the first time just like the viewers.  You do 

want to tell your story don’t you?  I know you have one.” 

“I guess the truth is I want this about as much as you do.  And I should be 

ready.  I’ve only been preparing for this for 30 years.  So yeah, let’s do 

this.”  Etienne felt comfortable with her. 

“I’ll get someone on that plane ticket right away. It shouldn’t take more 

than a few minutes.”  Sofia was furiously writing questions in her notepad. 

“I’ll trust you on the plane ticket, but soon OK.  Once I’m on TV I’d like to 

head to California.  I don’t know if I know enough about Mexico to be on 

the lam here.”  

Sofia was gassed.  “I’ll get you a ticket on a flight in the next 24 hours if I 

have to pay for it myself.” 



“Great.  I’ll do your interview.  You’re talking to me on my land line 

now.  Will that do?” 

“We were hoping for video too.” 

“I got Skype.  My own little studio.  I do internet classes from my 

apartment.  That oughta give you some nice pictures.” 

“Great.  You think you can be ready in 15 minutes.”  Sofia knew she 

wouldn’t be the only one looking for this interview.  “I’ll get you tech 

support on the Skype.” 

“Make it 30 and one other condition.” 

Sofia felt her stomach turnover.  What does this guy want? 

“You call me Etienne.  I get nervous with Mr. Duvall, and I’m already about 

as nervous as I can take.” 

“OK, Etienne it is.  I’ve got some things to get ready too.  I’ll talk to you 

soon.  Let’s mark it.  I got 10:15.  We’re going to announce this right 

away.  So you’ll be ready at 10:45?” 

“Yeah I’ll be ready.  A half hour gives me time to straighten up a little.  You 

sure you don’t want to talk to me first before going on live TV.  I might 

surprise you.”  

“The more surprise the better.  Really Mr. Duvall, it’s how I work.  I really 

do want to hear it at the same time as the viewers.  It makes it feel more 

authentic.  So we got a deal?” 

“Yeah we got a deal.” 



“Okay, I’ll be back for a tech check in 20 minutes.  Here’s Vic.” 

Sofia looked at Vic and smiled.  Now she wanted to kiss him but didn’t want 

to send the wrong signal.  She started to hand Vic the phone and pulled it 

back for a few more words with Etienne.  “And don’t talk to anyone else 

before that.  That plane ticket buys us an exclusive.  Right?” 

“Exclusively yours.  I’ll be ready.” 

“Sounds great Etienne.  Here’s Vic back.  Talk to you soon.”  She handed Vic 

the phone and hugged him.  Well at least it wasn’t a kiss she told herself. 

“Etienne?” Vic asked to see if he was still on the phone. 

“Yeah Vic.  Give me 5 minutes to slap some sense into my overly stimulated 

brain and then call back.” 

“Looks like you’re finally gonna get that audience you been looking 

for.”  Vic tried to get a read on his old buddy because something was 

different. 

“I think your Sofia gal comes off as a pretty straight shooter,” observed 

Etienne. 

“She’s the real deal.”  Vic smiled. 

“You don’t got some school boy crush, do you Vic?” 

“This ain’t even our century Etienne.  Those days are done.”  Vic laughed. 

“OK, then maybe some old fart crush.  You never get too old for that.” 



“Why don’t you go do some more head wrapping or slapping or whatever it 

is you need and I’ll call back.”  Vic hung up.  



Chapter 13  

10:14 M PDT, 12:14 PM CDT, 1:14 PM EDT 

Etienne phones Amy, let’s her know interview 

is on for 10:45 

Amy picked up in the middle of the first ring.  “OK Ames.  30 minutes and 

I’m going live for the world to hear.” 

Amy did an inside the brain double take.  “You mean like 30 minutes from 

now?  Regular, on the clock minutes?” 

“We’re on Amy.  I think the best tack is to be as absolutely honest as I can 

be.”  Etienne waited patiently for a response.  He knew this had Amy all 

shook up. 

“And what about the cash machines?”  Amy asked. 

“I don’t have clue one about them, so as long as I don’t do any wild 

speculation I won’t trip myself up.  Someone else has decided to shake 

things up so let’s just let 'em shake.  I will say that I like to see people 

getting unconditional money.  That’s the common thread with what we’re 

doing.  Beyond that we don’t know anything.” 

“Sounds like the best path Etienne.”  Amy didn’t know what else to say. 

“Are you going to watch me?”  Etienne asked. 

“What do you think Pablo?”  Amy laughed.  . 

Balthazar chimed in.  “Have you heard from Frank?” 



“No.  I was just about to ask you the same thing. You think he knows about 

this Balt?” Etienne asked. 

“Frank knows everything Etienne.  He told us he was busy this morning so 

we didn’t bother him.  I just thought maybe he called you.” 

“No Balt.  I haven’t heard a word.  I hope this doesn’t rattle him, but he 

seems pretty unflappable.”  Etienne had confidence in Frank. 

“He told me he was looking forward to tonight.  I don’t see how this would 

change that.  We’re full speed ahead and Frank’ll catch up easy,” Amy said. 

“We’re not doing the torpedo bit again are we Amy.”  Etienne smiled 

“I’ll let you decide, but it’s the best bit we got.  The Turing Brigade.  Sign me 

up.”  Amy was serious.  She loved Turing. 

“OK.  I’m gonna clean up my place a little bit and then this member of the 

Turing Brigade is gonna be a star.  And all I gotta do is act naturally.” 

“Was that Buck Owens or the Beatles?”  Amy had the vaguest of notions. 

“Would you believe both?”  Etienne answered. 

“No, I wouldn’t believe both Etienne.  Even if it was true.” 

Amy hung up on that note and let Etienne get ready.  



Chapter 14 

10:15 AM PDT, 12:15 PM CDT, 1:15 PM 

EDT 

Lettuce Field, 3 miles from Greenfield.  

The first sign that something was up was when two members of his weeding 

crew dropped their hoes and bolted from the field at a dead sprint.  They 

never looked back.  They jumped in a car and tore out, flinging dust all the 

way off the dirt road and barking the tires as they swerved onto the paved 

road.  Noe had seen one of them talking on a cell phone earlier and ignored 

it.  He wouldn’t let that happen again soon.  Cell phones were outlawed but 

it was a tough rule to enforce.  He had a lot of rules that he would let slide 

as long as the work was getting done. 

Noe moved closer to the rest of the crew who were in a pretty tight 

pack.  They were weeding sugar beets, hourly work.  Everybody got paid the 

same, so there was not the incentive to work fast that piece work 

provided.  He had guys on his crew that could pick a hundred buckets of 

tomatoes in the morning, take a fifteen break and pick another hundred in 

the afternoon.  Their paychecks reflected it because you got paid by the 

bucket.   When they were weeding they pretty much moved through the 

field as a unit which would allow a little camaraderie and shared music, as 

long as they kept a decent pace. 

Noe was pissed because now two guys would have to go back to the middle 

of the field and finish the two rows that the deserters had abandoned.  The 



whole day would be out of sync.  But he smiled when he thought he’d dock 

them the pay for the 3 hours each of them had already put in. 

There was a steady buzz of talk among the workers, another forbidden 

activity.  The crew was bold today and Noe had no idea why.  “Callenses 

pinches chismosos.” (Shut up gossips) Noe yelled.  But before the sound of 

his yell died down another four workers took off running, leaving their hoes 

in the field. 

“Que esta passando?”  Noe wanted to know what was going on.  When the 

first two guys had run he thought it probably was a family emergency and 

they ran rather than ask his permission to leave.  He liked when they were 

afraid.  But this was six guys out of a 35 person crew.  Noe set his mind to 

put a stop to whatever it was. 

Before Noe could say anything one of the remaining workers straightened 

up out of his stooped position and addressed him.  Noe did not like this at 

all.  “jefe, hay una cajera en greenfield que está distribuyendo dinero a 

todos.  Cien dólares cada persona, si tienes cuenta o no.  Y no solo los 

gringos, a los mexicanos tambien.  Dejanos ir jefe, para agarrar nuestro 

dinero y luego podemos regresar.”  (There’s a cash machine in town that is 

giving everyone $100 even if you don’t have an account.  Not just the 

Americans, the Mexicans too.  Let us go get our money and then we can 

come back to work.”) 

Noe gave them a steady look, his hardest look.  “Alguien les está dando una 

mierda.  Culos y codos, que todo lo que quiero ver.  Volver al 

trabajo.”   (Somebody’s feeding you boys a line of bullshit.  Assholes and 

elbows, that all I want to see.  Get back to work.”)      



About five minutes later Noe saw another guy on a cell phone and he and 

three other workers started to walk away.  Noe went after them.  They 

started to run.  Noe caught and tackled one of them.  He turned the guy 

over and slapped him hard on the face with an open hand.  He looked up 

and saw the other two had come back for their friend. 

“Ustedes dos quieren lo mismo, no hay problema.”  (You two want the 

same.  No problem.)”  Noe stood straight up.  He had the man he had 

tackled by the shirt and he threw him to the ground and squared off against 

the other two.  Then he turned around and saw another dozen members of 

his crew standing and watching with their hoes in hand.  Noe was a badass, 

but he wasn’t that much of a badass.   

The 15 field workers walked as a group, slow and steady past Noe, to the 

end of the field and stacked their hoes neatly just as they did at the end of 

the day and got in their cars and drove off. 

Noe looked at the other 15 or so workers who were eyeing the ones leaving 

and told them to go on and get out of there, the day was over and nobody 

was getting a penny for it.  He said that they had better be back in the 

morning ready to work or they’d be fired.  The remaining workers didn’t 

stick around to see if Noe was going to change his mind, they were off.  In 

less than five minutes Noe stood in an empty field.  He was trying to figure 

out how to tell Preston Witt what had gone on.  He walked to his pick-up, 

leaving all the equipment right where the men had piled it and headed for 

the ranch.  



Chapter 15 

10:15 AM PDT, 12:15 PM CDT, 1:15 PM 

EDT 

Sofia strikes a deal 

Sofia went back up the stairs and called Charlie back. 

“How am I supposed to get anything done if you keep me on the phone all 

the time Sofia.  I’m working as hard as I can.”  Charlie was irritated and he 

didn’t mind showing it. 

Sofia wanted Charlie on her side so she tried to tune into him.  “Me too 

Charlie, I’m working hard too.  As hard as I can.”  

“I know you are kid.  What else can I do for you.” 

“Get me your slime mold of a boss on the line.”  Sofia knew she should have 

saved that, but the clock was ticking. 

“He’s your boss too.”  Charlie was defensive now, but Sofia knew that he 

hated the bastard too. 

“Not since he turned us all into stringers two years ago.  Now I’m an 

independent contractor.”  Sofia was surprised at how pissed off she was. 

Charlie decided to try to deflect her.  “You know I can’t call him direct.  Is 

there something else I can do for you Ms. Independent Contractor?” 

“Get me Josh Bagnold on the line, and I’d like you to stay on too 

Charlie.  You’re a newsman Charlie, not a flunkie.  Let’s rock his world.” 



“I told you Sofia, don’t push this” 

Sofia heard the sympathy for her in Charlie’s voice.  Now was the time to 

spring it.  “I want you to ask him if he’d like an interview with Etienne 

Duvall.  If that’s too pushy I can market it to a half dozen other outlets 

who’d pay big to have it.  You got 5 minutes.”  Sofia cut the call. 

Sofia had barely hung up before her phone was ringing.  She picked up and 

heard the s0marmy voice of Josh Bagnold on the line.  “Sofie Baby, this is 

Josh.  Charlie tells me you got the scoop of the century for us.” 

“Us, as in the hundreds of employees with no benefits, a looted pension 

fund, and hanging on by our fingernails, hoping you don’t find us too 

uppity and fire us for not sleeping with you or one of your buddies.  That 

the ‘us’ you talking about.” 

“What’s Charlie been feeding you?  You’re an integral part of this team.” 

“That’s good then, Mr. teammate.  This team member has an exclusive 

interview with Etienne Duvall ready to air in 15 minutes.  I’d love to share it 

with the team but I have a couple of requests.” 

“You know I’d do anything I can for you Sofie, within reason.” 

“A $500,000 dollar bonus might give me a little reason.  You can never tell, 

it might bring back that old team spirit.  And I want a by line that says Sofia 

Robles, First on the Scene, to run on every piece of tape you broadcast or 

ship out for the next week.” 

“Hell, Why don’t you just ask for my job.” 



“Don’t think the idea hasn’t crossed my mind.” 

“250k.” Josh blurted.  Sofia knew she had him when he bid. 

“This is not negotiable.  My agent has four offers better than what I’m 

offering you.  In or out Josh.  The offer’s on the table.” 

“I’m in, but this better be on the up and up or you’ll never work again.” 

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.  You’ve been the same asshole since the 

first day I met you, but I’ve never known you to lie.  Charlie has my deposit 

details.   I’m ready to go as soon as he gets the check.  Let’s go make some 

money Josh.”  Sofia thought she’d finish with a sentence he’d understand.  



Chapter 16 

10:16 AM PDT, 12:16 PM CDT, 1:16 PM 

EDT 

Etienne Reflects, Rosamond, VALIS, 

Jeopardy 

Etienne was nervous.  His recipe to counter nervousness was 

routine.  Follow routine.  He went out for his regular fresh squeezed juice 

and a cup of diced fruit.  All within a block of his apartment.  He was back 

sitting in his recliner with the juice and the fruit in less than 5 minutes.  He 

turned on the TV.   They were playing Sofia and Vic interspersed with 

pictures of his own self.  Talking heads popped up every few minutes.  They 

were blathering.  Nobody had told them what to say yet so at least it wasn’t 

fully scripted blathering.  About 5 minutes was all he could take.  Thank god 

for the mute button. 

He finished his fruit and juice and then donned his TV producer hat and 

started thinking camera angles.  He plugged his camera into the computer 

and started moving furniture.  This would be a different shot than he used 

for his math classes.  He usually shot pointing down at the table so 

whatever material he was using could be the focus.  Today he wanted the 

camera angle going down to up.  He moved the tripod to the other side of 

the table and dropped it as low as it would go.  He wanted Rosamond’s 

painting as a backdrop.  



The painting had its own mythology in Etienne’s life.  This was its second 

stint on his wall.  It had originally been given to him by his neighbor when 

she found out that Rosamond was his friend.  Or Etienne thought she had 

given it to him until his doorbell rang one day and his neighbor said 

“Remember that painting I lent you.”  Etienne had tried to argue with her, 

tried to buy it from her, but it was no go.  He reluctantly turned it over.  His 

neighbor was in her mid-80s, giving up her apartment.  He let it go. 

He had left the space where the painting had once hung empty for a 

year.  He could not bring himself to hang anything in its place.  And then as 

quickly as the painting had disappeared it came back.  His former neighbor, 

the owner of the painting, had died.  The kind lady who had been caring for 

her had stored her possessions, including the painting.  A foolish thief cut 

the painting out of its frame and stole the frame.  The kind lady knew of 

Etienne’s attachment to the painting and Etienne received it as a gift for the 

second time.  He had it framed and returned it to its waiting place on his 

wall. 

The artist: Rosamond Sheila Stokes Campbell.  Born in India in 1919 and 

left there at age 2.  Raised in Australia until after WWII and then a decade 

apiece in England and Canada.  At the age of 47 she had settled in San 

Miguel de Allende and spent the next 47 years here.  A painter and poet, she 

had authored a line that had come to express Etienne’s mixed feelings 

about his home, planet earth. “There is a harshness in this world that is not 

my climate.” 

They had become friends when Etienne started singing at Cielito Lindo, an 

eldercare facility 10 miles north of San Miguel.  Rosamond was a resident 



there.  Even after she had lost the capacity to respond in conversations 

verbally he knew she was understanding him because she laughed at his 

jokes at the appropriate time. Etienne considered this the highest praise 

because after WWII she had augmented her income as an illustrator by 

selling jokes to the Times of London.  The going rate had been a pound a 

joke, the only other basis of a currency Etienne had ever considered 

legitimate.  He felt a great sense of accomplishment when he could get a 

chuckle out of her.  

The painting was from another dimension.  A pueblo in the background.  In 

the left foreground down the hill from the pueblo stood a scowling 

Padre.  His left hand gripped his crucifix and his right hand held out with 

palm facing an ornately dressed couple seated on a sofa in the middle of a 

sun baked otherwise bare landscape.  Late 19th and early 20th century 

Mexican President and Dictator Porfirio Diaz and his wife Carmelita were 

drawn in transparent white leaving it to the onlooker to decide on the 

nature of their reality.  More than anything else Etienne wanted the 

painting in the camera shot when he did the interview.  He wanted 

Rosamond watching over him. 

He turned on the camera and checked out the shot.  It looked alright to 

him.  “What the hell do I know about this anyway?” 

Once he had everything just like he wanted it for the interview he fell back 

in his recliner waiting for Vic’s call.  His brain had kicked into overdrive 

and couldn’t settle on a single train of thought.  One train had somebody or 

something playing with his thought dreams, blurring whatever distinction 

was left between his ideas and “reality”.  Another had somebody trying to 



jam him up, intimidate him on a cosmic level.  The joker was surely at work 

here, or maybe a simple dose of fate.  

Etienne looked around his living room.  He had two other paintings on the 

walls, also by people he knew.  Together with Rosamond’s, the three were 

the first paintings he had ever owned.  More than decoration, they were 

anchors, connecting him to a place.  

This apartment and the town of San Miguel de Allende was the closest thing 

to a home he had had in over 40 years.  His new hometown allowed him 

time and space to think and tinker.  He loved San Miguel and his plan, if 

you could call it that, was to finish his work right here.  

Etienne’s work had the vaguest of definitions.  He had begun his mission in 

the mid 1980s.  Something, some force of nature had plucked him out of 

what had been an aimless existence and given him a task, a chore.  What 

that something was Etienne could not exactly say.  The best description of 

the unknown entity that had brought him here was what writer P. K Dick 

had called VALIS, Vast Active Living Intelligent System.  Whereas P. K. 

Dick received his messages from VALIS via a pink light beamed from a 

satellite orbiting the earth, Etienne received his via the TV game show 

Jeopardy.  The significance of the messages had nothing to do with whether 

he knew the answer but with the closeness in time in which the topic had 

occurred in Etienne’s day to day existence.  The closest that synchronicity 

had come was simultaneous, but Etienne figured that was just VALIS 

showing off.   

Etienne had precious little to show for his 30 plus years working for 

VALIS.  His main accomplishments were his contributions to La 



Disconquista, the Alternate Reality Game that Amy and Balthazar were 

about to unveil, and these cash machines.  And he could not really claim 

much credit for either.  

Somebody or something, maybe even VALIS, had grabbed the earth by the 

collar and was shaking it vigorously.  This had been his goal, what he had 

always wanted to do.  He didn’t care if someone else got there before him, 

just like he didn’t care to claim any credit for what Amy and Balthazar were 

doing.  Forces had been unleashed in the world, of that Etienne was sure, 

and those forces were altering reality.  So whether this was moving the deck 

chairs around on the Titanic or laying a foundation for New Jerusalem 

Etienne couldn’t really say.  He was just elated that something was finally 

happening.  



Chapter 17 

10:30 AM PDT, 12:30 PM CDT, 1:30 PM 

EDT 

Yellen and Stark at White House 

Jeff Stark’s move to contact Janet Yellen was already paying 

dividends.  Less than an hour after calling Fed Chairman Yellen he received 

a call from her.  “I’ve been summoned.  I could use a witness.  We both 

know the routine.  Nothing in writing and if this thing goes south I’ll be 

hung out to dry.  You’re the only person I can think of that they can’t refuse 

to admit.  If you’re up for it I’m on my way.  I can swing by to pick you up.” 

“I wouldn’t miss it.” 

Jeff Stark was waiting outside the door when Chairman Yellen pulled up in 

her limo.  Other than cursory greetings they took the 5 minute ride to the 

White House in silence.  Neither of them particularly wanted to talk.  They 

both wanted to gather their thoughts.  The situation was too strange for 

polite conversation. 

Upon arrival at the White House they were taken down a long corridor and 

passed into the Oval Office.  Sitting quietly next to President Obama was 

Larry Summers.  Whatever doubts she had that this was anything more 

than a set up were laid to rest.  The President and Summers were on one 

side of a long table with a single chair for her on the other.  She was glad 

she had brought Stark along with her. 



The scramble to get a chair for Stark gave Chairman Yellen a moment to 

ponder the fact that it was the one year anniversary of her senate 

confirmation.  Obama had made it clear at the time that Yellen was not his 

first choice and that he had wanted Larry Summers to be Federal Reserve 

Chairman.  Obama and Summers both resented the fact that the President 

was not allowed to have “his man” at the Fed. 

The meeting began awkwardly with Obama and Summers talking over each 

other.  They paused and did it again.  Yellen had to use every bit of restraint 

she had to not fill the pause by asking if maybe they shouldn’t call in former 

Citigroup boss Robert Rubin or maybe Zen Master and High Randian Priest 

Alan Greenspan to give them some direction.  She decided that a Cheshire 

Cat Smile would suffice.  Besides, it would put her in too strong a position if 

she were to actually speak coherently.  

President Obama finally spoke by himself.  “I thought Larry could help 

bring us some perspective.”  Obama was rattled.  Yellen returned a neutral 

stare, giving away as little as possible.   

She was familiar with the routine.  The boys were marking their 

territory.  She wouldn’t be surprised if they got up and started pissing on 

the legs of the table.  They were shopping for a scapegoat which could 

hardly be considered a masculine pursuit but in the banking fraternity was 

a valued talent.  Janet was well aware that she was engaging the best. 

Perspective was about the last thing that Larry Summers seemed capable of 

providing.  He was visibly unnerved.  Yellen could hear him whispering to 

himself, “deep breaths, deep breaths.”  She thought about asking him if his 

blood pressure needed checking, but was sure that would be taken as 



hostile.  She had no idea that her showing up with Jeff Stark in tow would 

cause so much agitation. 

The head of the Secret Service occupied a unique niche in Washington.  It 

was the intersection of politics and violence on a day to day basis.  Jeff 

Stark’s having brought charges of counterfeit against Citi-Group Bank had 

made him even more difficult to pigeonhole.   

The first lesson that young staffers at the various agencies were taught was 

the art of making another person completely disappear in their presence.  It 

was obvious that Larry Summers, like many others who started at the top, 

had missed this training.  He could not get over the unmitigated gall of 

Janet Yellen bringing Jeff Stark to the White House.  Summers considered 

Stark an interloper and a two bit flunky.  It was all Janet Yellen could do to 

keep from laughing out loud as she imagined steam coming out his ears. 

Obama began the interrogation as blandly as he could manage, “So Janet, 

are you up to speed on what’s going on out in California?  Anything to 

add?” 

Up to speed?  Anything to add?  In her prior meetings with President 

Obama he had projected a strong sense that he believed that he had access 

to the best information and best advice in the world.  Today he was 

fishing.  She did her best not to take the bait.  

“No Mr. President, I’m afraid I don’t have much to add.  We’re all operating 

in the dark here.  The technical skill, the data bases required to do anything 

close to what’s being done in California is beyond our scope and 



capacity.  The Secret Service is on it and I brought Jeff here to update their 

efforts.”  

Obama gave Stark a perfunctory nod. 

“And there is this Mr. President.”  Yellin picked up her black attaché case 

and put it on the table in front of her.  She punched in her code and opened 

the case.  She took out a letter.  “My chief of staff handed it to me on the 

way out of the office.  It was delivered by the U.S. Postal Service on the 

regular route this morning.  It’s been through screening.” 

No one had anything to say so she took that as permission to continue. 

“My Dear Chairman Yellen, President Obama, Chief Agent Stark, and a big 

shout out to you Larry.” 

“We are FreEqSS (Free, Equal, Sentient, Sapient Beings of the Galaxy).  We 

are responsible for the Casino Fortunatus cash machines that have begun 

service in California.  We apologize for the after the fact notification but we 

have found that nobody believes us if we don’t give a little demonstration 

first. 

We are taking control of your Monetary Mechanism. Your banks will 

remain open under restrictions and supervision.  They will be limited to 

securing accounts and transferring money.  They are as of this moment out 

of the loan business.” 

“Existing money will have a layer of new currency wrapped around it.  This 

will be accomplished through direct, equal dividends, paid to everyone.  

Individuals may loan their own money at whatever terms are agreeable 



between themselves and the borrower, but the funds for any loans must 

exist in the system prior to the loan.” 

“The enforcement of the new rules will be made simple through complete 

transparency.  Every transaction that takes place the world will be made 

public.” 

“Money is the foundation of rational thought.  It creates the ability and 

milieu to assess and compare the fantastical, the hypothetical, and the 

concrete in a mathematical context.  Unfortunately this ability carries with 

it no moral construct.  It can be put in the employ of good or evil with equal 

ease.” 

“Money is one of nature’s most powerful forces.  It is Earth’s time to learn 

how to master and control it.   Stay alert and optimistic.  This could be great 

fun.” 

“And Larry, sorry you didn’t get the job.  Some of us here at FreEqSS really 

think you have potential.” 

“And Agent Stark, you turned quite a few heads with your counterfeit 

gambit against CITIBank.  We were all rooting for you on that one.  It’s 

rumored that the top guy even took note.  That is rare indeed.   You 

definitely have a position waiting for you at FreEqSS should you ever get an 

inkling to make a move.” 

“Yours Trueingly”, 

J 

General Manager, Casino Fortunatus, Earth Initiative  



Free, Equal, Sentient, Sapient Beings of the Galaxy.  FreEqSS 

***************************************************************** 

Before anyone could react to the letter the President’s chief of staff came 

through one of the walls and said, “You’re going to want to see this Mr. 

President.” 

He then clicked a remote he had in his hand and another wall opened to 

reveal a flat screen TV.  He turned on the TV. 

“This is Wolf Blitzer in Atlanta.  We have a live report coming to us from 

Greenfield, California.  Sofia Robles, the local news reporter who broke the 

story on the Rogue ATM machines in California has another scoop.  She has 

on hand Etienne Duvall, the man possibly behind the whole thing.  As CNN 

reported earlier Mr. Duvall is the owner of a website named Casino 

Fortunatus.  That is the same name used by the cash machines that are 

giving away money in the small agricultural town of Greenfield, 

California.  We’ll take you there live.”  



Chapter 18 

10:30 AM PDT, 12:30 PM CDT, 1:30 PM 

EDT 

Preinterview Etienne, Amy, Balthazar 

Etienne couldn’t believe it, he had relaxed enough to nod off in his 

recliner.  He saw his face on the TV again but the script running below had 

altered.  

Exclusive Live Interview of Etienne Duvall with Sofia Robles, First Reporter 

on the Scene.  10:45 AM.  Do not miss this. 

Well Etienne was pretty sure he didn’t want to miss it.  Where did he leave 

Vic’s phone number? 

Ready, Set, Go.  Etienne Dialed. 

Vic picked up on the first ring.  “Hey Etienne, I’m going to pass you over to 

Sofia.  So what do I say, good luck, break a leg or what?” 

“I wish this was theater,” responded Etienne; but Vic was already off the 

line. 

“Hello Etienne.  How’s things going there?” It was Sofia. 

“Great Sofia.  I guess this is it.” 

“I got a tech man here and we’re going to try to do a split screen if we can 

get a good connection.  What’s your Skype number?” 



“Fortunatus749.  I’m all set.  Give me a call.” 

“Fortunatus749?  Another coincidence?  These are adding up 

Etienne.”  Sofia was more suspicious by the minute.” 

“I only wish I could tell you I was behind all this.  But I’m not.”  Etienne 

almost sighed. 

His Skype signal chimed and he answered it. 

“Hello Etienne.  Nice to put a face with the voice.  We’re going to run this 

live.  Any mishaps we’ll break completely and get it back.  Here’s Carlos 

with a few pointers.” 

“Mr. Duvall, this is Carlos Bunch and I’m running tech on this side.  Is that 

your TV I hear in the background?” 

“Yes it is Carlos.” 

“Well Etienne first I’m going to ask you to mute that.  If you’re tuned to a 

channel that’s carrying Sofia’s live feed, what you’re saying and hearing on 

your Skype connection will be coming out of your TV at close to the same 

time.  We’ll get feedback.  So mute that please.” 

“Got you.”  Etienne muted his TV. 

“Great.  I see your camera is separate from your computer.  Is it solid?  We 

don’t want it falling in the middle of things.  If the camera’s good I think 

we’re ready for a shakedown Etienne?” 

“The camera’s on a tripod.  It’s solid.  It should be fine.  Everything’s up and 

running.”  Etienne tried to let the nerves just pass through.  He’d never 



spoken to more than a couple dozen people at a time.  And he had no idea 

how big this audience would be.  World? 

Etienne saw Sofia take a stand in front of the cash machines.  “Let’s do this 

thing,” she said.  “Etienne, if you’re stumped by a question it’s OK to say 

you don’t know, or that you don’t have an opinion.  If you want, you can say 

you’d rather not say.  I want this to be something good and something we 

can follow up on.  I just met you but I think you want that too.” 

Etienne nodded his head. 

“You ready to go?” 

“Born ready.”  This was going to take all the bluster he had. 

Seattle 

Balthazar and Amy had gone back inside and got a table with a good view of 

the TV.  The passivity of the situation was almost more than they could 

stand, but they were going to be busy real soon.  They didn’t want to miss a 

minute of Etienne riding this wave. 

“I just wish Frank was here with us to sort this out.” 

“You take Frank as he is or you don’t take him.  We’ve always known that 

Balt.  Here’s Etienne... We’ll figure out Frank after.”  



Chapter 19  

10:45 AM PDT, 12:45 PM CDT, 1:45 PM 

EDT 

Interview 

“Count us in Vern.”  Etienne saw a hand in front of Sofia with all five fingers 

extended.  The fingers were folded into the hand one at a time. 

“This is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California.  We 

have with us from San Miguel de Allende, México, Etienne Duvall, the man 

behind Casino Fortunatus whose Automatic Teller Machines have captured 

the attention of the world.  Good Morning Mr. Duvall.” 

Etienne tried to wake up from a dream.  He had no success.  Maybe one of 

those dreaded flashbacks from his psychedelic days.  He had to face the 

possibility that this was really happening.  He could see and hear Sofia on 

his computer and see the same image on his TV, and there he was in half of 

the screen.  Speak! “Good morning Miss Robles.  Nice to talk to you.” 

“Mr. Duvall, what is your connection to Casino Fortunatus and the cash 

machines we see behind us?” 

Etienne was a deer in the headlights, just waiting for the crash.  Sofia saw 

he was struggling and so she gave him her smile, known to melt glaciers. 

“Etienne?  Why are you giving this money away?” 

The smile did the trick.  “No it’s not my money.  And I haven’t got a clue as 

to whose money it is.  But I think it’s pretty cool.  So I don’t know who’s 



giving away the money but if I had the means I’d be doing it myself.  I tried 

it once.” 

“What do you mean you tried it once?”  

“It was there in Greenfield.  I was gainfully employed at the time and I 

announced that I would be putting half my salary into a hat once a week 

and divide it up equally with anyone who did the same.  No questions 

asked.” 

“How’d that go?” 

“I lasted about a month and a half.  It’s difficult giving away money.  I was 

always suspicious that everybody else was just taking my money and had no 

intention of putting any in.” 

“Did that surprise you, that people would take advantage of you?  It sounds 

to me like you were asking to be taken advantage of.”  Sofia thought to 

herself, who is this guy? 

“No, it didn’t surprise me.  I more or less thought that’s how it would play 

out.  I just didn’t factor in how hard it would be.  I couldn’t take it.  So I 

quit.” 

“Getting back to the present..  You do have a website registered in your 

name that is called Casino Fortunatus?” 

“Yes I do.” 

“Can you explain that?” 



“I can explain the website.  I registered the name and I put it up.  But I 

haven’t given any money away through it.” 

“Well someone is giving money away using the name of your website.  Do 

you have any comment?” 

“That part I can’t explain.  The best I can say is that someone has gone to a 

great deal of effort to make some connection to me or my proposals.  I have 

a website named Casino Fortunatus and I advocate a Universal Cash 

Dividend.  But I have no idea who is doing this.  Until today, as far as I 

knew, Casino Fortunatus was just me.” 

“And now you’re not so sure of that.” 

“Well somebody else has some say now.  They’re doing what I’ve been 

trying to do for half my life.  So I think they’ve earned some credit, but I 

want to wait and see how this plays out before I say too much.” 

“So you have no plans to tell whoever it is to stop using the name of your 

website?” 

“I don’t think I’ll have anything to say as long as they just keep doing what 

they’re doing.  Except like I said, I think it’s cool.” 

“How is it cool?” 

“It’s cool that nobody in my home town of Greenfield has to start the day 

broke. That’s the deal.  When you’re broke you can’t defend yourself.  It’s 

like walking around in a straightjacket.” 

“Defend yourself against what?” 



“Against the world, other people.  When people know you’re broke they 

know you’re desperate and they use that desperation against you.” 

“How is desperation used against you?”  Sofia wanted to know. 

“In the modern world if you can deprive people of money you can deny 

them life’s necessities. You can threaten their survival.  This makes people 

desperate and vulnerable.  Keeping people broke is a form of violence, 

coercion.  A person with money has violent control over a person who is 

broke.” 

“But are you saying that you have to give money to everyone to get rid of 

this problem.  Why not just help those who are really poor, who need it 

most?   Wouldn’t that be a lot cheaper?”  Sofia was enjoying the banter. 

“Tell me Sofia, have you seen anyone show up and not get the money?” 

“Not that I’ve seen Etienne.” 

“So nobody is complaining about not getting their fair share, or calling 

anyone else bums or moochers.”  Etienne had to get this across. 

Sofia thought for a minute.  “No I haven’t seen any of that.” 

“What do you think it would be like there if some people were told, ‘Sorry, 

you’re not poor enough.’  How do you think that would go over?”  Etienne 

smiled. 

“Well I hadn’t thought of it in that way.”  Sofia was intrigued.  “I think some 

people would be angry.” 

“Did you get the money yourself?” Etienne asked. 



“Yes I did.” 

“How did you feel?” 

“I felt great.  But there’s lots of things that make me feel great that I don’t 

think I should do.”  Etienne could hear Amy’s voice channeling through 

Sofia and it made him smile. 

“No one forced you to get the money did they?” 

“No.  I went up there of my own free will.  But more than anything else 

today I was curious.  But I did enjoy getting $100 out of the blue.  I haven’t 

thought about whether I would do it again if it was offered.” 

“You could give away the money you got today,” added Etienne.  “If you 

have a moral problem with it, you don’t have to keep it.” 

“I’m not sure yet.”  And Sofia wasn’t sure yet.  She wasn’t sure what she 

thought about the whole thing, but she had a job to do.  “Do you hope this 

lasts?” 

“Yeah I’d like to see this done every day.  We need a type of money that will 

protect us from ourselves.” 

“Where’s this money that’s going to protect us from ourselves coming 

from?” 

“I think that’s the big question.  We don’t know where this money is coming 

from.  And it’s in dollars.  I need to know more about this before I comment 

further.  But using dollars is not the only way to do this.  My plans for a new 

type of money did not include using dollars.” 



“If not in dollars, Etienne, then what?  Pesos? Rubles? Euros? Bitcoins 

maybe?” 

“Like Bitcoin, in that it is not from the government or banks.  In that way 

what I propose is a bit like Bitcoin.  They’re both floating currencies whose 

value is set in the marketplace.  My proposal and Bitcoin both depend on 

there being a known and predictable quantity of money in 

circulation.  That’s where the similarity ends.  Bitcoin seems to be trying to 

create something akin to gold, scarce and difficult to obtain.  Bitcoin even 

calls acquisition of newly issued bitcoins ‘mining’.    We already have gold 

and I don’t see how having another type of gold changes anything.”  

“My particular version of money is called excalibrator.  It’s a peer to peer 

mutual money, designed to create a community.  Instead of being mined, 

excalibrator more resembles a water cycle.  Rain, collect, evaporate, rain, 

collect, evaporate.  The equal universal cash dividend is the rain.  And that 

rain falls on everyone.  You definitely don’t need to mine it.  You can check 

it out on my website.” 

“It’s not without precedence.  The evaporate part of excalibrator has its 

origins in a currency called Stamp Scrip.  Stamp Scrip was very popular in 

the U.S and around the world in the 1930s.  You can read about it on my 

website or on many others as well.  It used to be difficult to find 

information on it, but the web has changed that.” 

“I’ve never heard of this Etienne.”  Sofia wondered if Etienne was telling the 

truth. 



“There were dozens of versions all over the U.S. and the world during the 

1930s Depression.  It is money that requires a stamp to be purchased and 

affixed to it on a regular basis.  It was invented by a man named Silvio 

Gesell.  Gesell favored a 1% stamp a month.  So a dollar would need a 1 cent 

stamp each month, a $100 bill would require a 1 dollar stamp each 

month.   It is money that is designed to circulate.  It gives money a carrying 

cost.  If you don’t spend it you lose it.” 

“A version was introduced in the U.S. Senate.  Senator Bankhead, from 

Alabama I think, wanted to issue a billion 1 dollar bills that required a 2 

cent stamp (2%) every week.” 

“This is the U.S. Senate you’re talking about?” asked Sofia.. 

“The U.S. Senate.  While excalibrator doesn’t use stamps and has a different 

carrying cost they are the same principle.”  

“Well I guess I’ve got my night’s reading, but getting back to today.  Are you 

sure you don’t know who is doing this?” 

“Nobody I know has the money to do anything like this.” 

“You talk about your version of money outlined on Casino Fortunatus.  You 

say it will work without, er.. dollars..  What does your version look like?” 

“The best way to see what I have in mind is to tune in to the Launch of the 

new Alternate Reality Game ‘La Disconquista’ tonight in Seattle.  The 

people behind it are friends of mine and I think they have done a great job 

of creating a game platform that can create Mutual Money.” 

“And you don’t consider Bitcoin a Mutual Money.” 



“No.  In La Disconquista everyone receives money, or tokens, or points, 

whatever you want to call them, everybody gets some on a regular basis. It’s 

nice to discuss the differences between Bitcoin and excalibrator but 

whoever is doing this is not creating a new currency they are using 

Dollars.  So all bets are off til we know more.” 

“So these people in Seattle are friends of yours, the La Disconquista 

people?” 

“I feel friendship towards them.  You’ll have to ask them how they feel 

towards me.”  

“Could they possibly be behind this?” 

“No”. 

“How can you be so sure?” 

“I asked them.” 

“You’ve been in touch with, how’d you call it ‘La Disconquista’?” 

“I’m in touch with them every day.  Twice on Saturday.” 

“I don’t know about anyone else but you’ve piqued my interest about La 

Disconquista.” 

“That’s good.  Your interest should be piqued.  They’ll be on the web at 

7:00.  I can put you in touch.” 

“I’d like that.  Now back to our current situation.  Any reservations, about 

what you see here?” 



“Like I said, I need to know where they’re getting their money, but other 

than that, no reservations.  I mean, look around.  Have you ever seen a 

happier group of people?  Seeing people with money in their hands who 

were broke just a few seconds ago gives me a profound joy.  Warms the 

cockles of my heart, whatever the cockles of my heart are.” 

“Aren’t you afraid that this ah.. free money could, well, reward laziness?” 

“Everybody’s getting the money so it’s not rewarding anything in particular. 

Rewards are given for doing something or not doing something.  As far as I 

can see all you have to do for this money is show up.  So I guess it rewards 

showing up.”   

“So you don’t think that rewarding, how did you say it ‘showing up’, is 

tantamount to rewarding laziness.”  Sofia thought she had him in a corner. 

“No I don’t.  Look at it Sofia.  There’s a hell of lot more hard workers in 

Greenfield than there are lazy people.  So that means it rewards hard 

working people more than lazy people.  And as long as we’re calling it a 

reward it rewards some other things too.  It rewards being a mother or a 

baby, or being old, or being a volunteer, just as much as sitting on your 

porch and drinking beer.” 

“So you favor a world in which everybody gets exactly the same amount of 

money.  Wouldn’t that destroy the incentive to do a good job or to work at 

all for that matter?” 

“I don’t favor a world in which everybody gets exactly the same amount of 

money.  The dividend is only a portion of a person’s income.  Anyone can 

earn more by producing and selling a quality product or a good 



service.  And now all people will have at least some money to spend on a 

regular basis.  The only incentive destroyed is that people may be less 

inclined to work at a shitty job for low pay.  They’ll be less desperate which 

gives them power when they negotiate their pay rate.   And I can’t overstate 

that people who are capable of working and go out and earn money will be 

better off.  People can improve their position by effort.  That’s incentive.” 

“But you do concede that some people will just take the money and do 

nothing.” 

“Yes.” 

“You don’t think that’s a problem?” 

“A problem for who?” 

“A problem for all those hard working people who have to support them, 

who produce everything these people get free.   There’s no such thing as a 

free lunch.” 

“I think of it more as lunch included.  It’s like the cost of living is high but it 

includes a free trip around the sun every year.  These arguments get 

circular but there is one thing I’d like you to keep in mind.  We spend much 

more to make sure that the few who are truly what we call “lazy” never 

catch a break.  Demonizing the lazy is just a distraction from the real reason 

why we don’t already have a dividend.  If everyone had a reliable source of 

income apart from wage labor they would not be as desperate and not as 

willing to work at a shitty job for shitty wages.  There are people in this 

world who want a large pool of poor people who will work for beans and 

keep their mouth shut.” 



“This is a new one for me.  You’re saying some people want other people 

poor so they can exploit them?” 

“A fellow named Orage summed it nicely ’The whole purpose of Capitalism 

Is for the wealthy to have someone to starve to death for failing to bring 

their tea on time.’” 

“That’s a fairly harsh assessment Mr. Duvall.”  Sofia was starting to catch 

the seriousness that Etienne brought to all this. 

“We live in a harsh world.  The majority of people in the world are chained 

down by money, trapped in conditions beyond their control.  Their 

communities increasingly have only one employer.  Their neighbors are 

broke so there’s no money circulating.   What these cash dividends do is put 

money in people’s hands that they spend.  People spending money creates 

opportunities for entrepreneurs.  Look around Sofia.  I can see it on 

TV.  People are buying things.  A market is forming.  Check the stores in 

town.  I’m not there but I bet the stores are full of customers and products 

are rushing out the door.” 

“I cannot argue with that Etienne.  This is unlike anything I have ever 

seen.  Getting back to these cash machines, you said that someone is going 

to a lot of effort to connect themselves to your concept, your ah… website 

Casino Fortunatus.  Where did you get the name?  Did you think it up or 

did you borrow it from someone else?” 

“I borrowed it, as you so graciously termed it.  Fortunatus was a character 

in a novel in the middle ages.  His story is that he went wandering from his 

home on the island of Cyprus up into Europe.  On his wanders he met the 



Goddess of Fortune who gave him a special purse.  What was special about 

the purse was that it was never empty.  He could always draw money from 

the purse which became known as The Purse of Fortunatus.  It seemed like 

a natural fit for a system that gave people money every day.” 

“So you didn’t borrow it from anyone in the modern world?  Someone is not 

trying to steal it back from you?” 

“You took a big jump from borrowing to stealing Sofia, but no, no one else I 

know of was using the name Casino Fortunatus or the Purse of Fortunatus.” 

“This is all very entertaining Mr. Duvall.  But there is a question I want to 

ask before we go any further.  When the topic of money on a world level 

shows up it is often accompanied by a particularly virulent strain of anti-

Semitism that blames the world’s problems on a Conspiracy of Jewish 

Bankers.  I want to ask now before we go any further.  Is Casino Fortunatus 

Anti-Semitic.” 

“I’m not and I hope the people who are giving this money away are not 

either.  There is an International Financial system that is corrupt to the 

core but it is an equal opportunity employer.  Multi-ethnic, multi-

cultural.  As far as blame goes for the situation we find ourselves in today I 

think every ethnic and religious sect in the world shares blame.” 

“What’s your rationale for all this shared responsibility?” 

“Our world culture is based on looking out for oneself first and not for those 

less well off.   Misery works its way up from the bottom and it keeps going 

until it reaches the top.  It’s usually too late by the time people figure out 

that the misery has gotten to them.” 



“So has this misery worked its way up to the Middle Class?  Is the Middle 

Class under attack?” 

“The whole world is under attack.  There was a joke about the second Bush 

that he had been born on Third Base and Thought he hit a triple.  There 

may be some truth in that but the greater problem is that it was usually told 

by a person who was born on second and thought he hit a double.  George 

W. Bush was only one person.  The real problem lies with the multitude 

that were born on first and thought they hit a single.  Most people in the 

world never get up to the plate, never get a chance to swing the bat.  People 

who are ‘successful’ have convinced themselves that they earned their 

position through hard work.” 

“And you disagree?” 

“I don’t disagree that some people who are wealthy work hard but that is 

the least important part of success.  Very few Billionaires or Nobel Prize 

winners were raised by wolves.” 

“I don’t follow.” 

“The society that one was born in makes success.  Hell, the very notion of 

success is a societal notion.  We are born with a language.  If we’re lucky we 

have access to books. Mathematics, the scientific method, universities, 

museums; these are all free rider entities that we had nothing to do with 

creating.  And then there is just plain old luck like my buddy 

Fortunatus.  These are the things that make success, and I don’t mean make 

it possible, I mean make it exist.” 



“All this is fine, but you didn’t answer my question.  Do you think the 

middle class is under attack” 

“We’re all under attack, with the possible exception of trust fund babies.” 

“So you want to attack the rich?  Take their money?” 

“No, I want to make us all trust fund babies.  There are a lot of definitions 

of what money is, a medium of exchange, a store of value, a unit of account, 

but these functions only make sense if they are used in service of what 

money is supposed to be, a trust fund for everyone.  The Universal Trust 

Fund is the only manner by which we can move from one generation to 

another without having to kill our parents or grandparents and steal their 

possessions in order to get by.  The wealthy have appropriated the trust 

fund function of money.  There are examples of the trust fund concept 

moving down the economic ladder, social security, pensions.  But this is 

always under attack.  The second main industry in the modern world, after 

producing desperation, is pulling up the ladder, making sure that ‘economic 

security’ never goes too far down.” 

 “Sofia, we all must have a trust fund.  That is the natural basis of 

money.  All the rest is window dressing.” 

“So this idea of making everyone trust fund babies is more important than 

keeping our good Middle class jobs here, to protect the Middle Class.”  Sofia 

knew she was tap dancing, but she was so overwhelmed that she decided to 

push ahead on a front she thought she could at least understand.  

“America lost its good middle class jobs because there were countries to 

ship those jobs to who have higher rates of desperation factors than the 



U.S.  More poverty, more corruption.  As soon as the desperation level in 

the U.S. is brought up to sufficient levels those jobs will come back at half 

the wages or less.” 

“So you’re saying we have to give money to these other countries too?” 

“No, I’m saying money needs to be reconstituted everywhere, for every 

country, for every class.  Middle Class Swedes, Upper Class Chinese, lower 

class Jews and Arabs, No Class Americans, Gays, Cowboys, Indians (East 

and West) Prudes, Philanderers, Monks, Sikhs, Dipshits, Japanese 

Emperors, Dalai Lamas.  If I left you out I’m sorry, but that’s the point, with 

this type of money, no one is left out.  It is a Trust Fund for 

Everyone.  Maybe the poor will be the main recipients on day one, but after 

that they won’t be poor.  The bottom will no longer be Zero.  Zero is a 

terrible place to be.“ 

“OK Etienne.  Maybe the deep Purse of Fortunatus can take care of us 

all.  But what about the Casino part?  One of the main criticisms against the 

world’s financial system is that the world economy has been turned into a 

Casino.  Do you really think that more gambling is a better way to go?” 

“Casinos do not gamble Sofia.  A Casino is more of an Insurance Company.” 

Etienne dead panned that one. 

“A Casino is an insurance company?   Now I think you’re stretching a bit 

Etienne.” Again Sofia thought she had him out on a limb and was going to 

do her best to saw him off. 

“They both manage large numbers of Bets.  You can’t predict a single roll of 

the dice, but with a lot of rolls you can be sure that 7 comes up 



16.666666666..% of the time.  You can’t predict when a single person is 

going to die or have a car crash, but over time you can predict the number 

of car crashes and the number of deaths in a certain period of time with 

accuracy.   Casinos and Insurance companies use the Law of Large 

Numbers.  The Casino, and the Insurance Company, are the House and the 

House always wins.” 

“So what does this have to do with your recommendations?” 

“The House Never Loses.  We need to make everyone a member of the 

House, take a cut off the top of the House’s winnings, and distribute it 

equally, before anyone else gets a penny.” 

“You think that’s possible?” 

“I’d sure like to find out.” 

Sofia turned away from Etienne and addressed the camera.  “For those just 

tuning in this is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California 

where we are witnessing a phenomenon.  Since early this morning 10 

Automatic Teller Machines have been distributing $100 per person to the 

public at large.  If you’re somewhere in California and considering coming 

here to get your own $100 we recommend against it.  From the North the 

101 is backed up 8 miles to Soledad.  As you can see with our Newscam 23 

Eye in the Sky people have abandoned their cars on the highway and are 

walking the final 8 miles to Greenfield.  The same thing is happening from 

the South, so unless you have a lot of time on your hands we recommend 

you stay at home and we’ll keep you informed.” 



“We have with us here Etienne Duvall whose website Casino Fortunatus 

appears to be the inspiration for the rogue Cash machines.  Mr. Duvall, do 

you have any clue as to who is doing this today?  I know you told us earlier 

that the money was not yours, but that the Cash Machines are carrying out 

your vision of giving people free money.  Has anyone come to mind?  Any 

clue yet as to who is doing this?” 

“Sofia, I wish I had something to tell you.  I’d like to know.  I’d like to talk to 

them.” 

“The machines seem to be using some sort of bio-recognition 

software.  They are identifying each person who comes to get money.  They 

knew me this morning and I don’t mind saying it was a bit 

disconcerting.  Etienne, tell me, are they operating from some database that 

you have compiled?” 

“No Sofia.  These machines are not using anything of mine except the name 

Casino Fortunatus.  I had envisioned some sort of fool proof ID, but 

participation would have been voluntary.  Have you noticed if the cash 

machines have failed to recognize anyone or rejected anyone who tried to 

get the money.  Is it 100%?  Has it known everyone and given everyone 

money?” 

“Let’s let Vic Castenada field that question.  Vic is the police chief here in 

Greenfield and witnessed the arrival of the cash machines this 

morning.  Vic, have the ATMs recognized everyone who has shown up.” 

Sofia pulled Vic into the frame and put the mic up to his mouth. “As far as I 

know it has recognized everyone and not rejected anyone.  That is except 



for those trying for a second bite.  It just tells them to come back 

tomorrow.  It is uncanny.” 

Sofia walked over to the building and stood next to the second person in 

line in front of one of the screens.  “Do you mind if we watch you getting 

your money?” 

“No problem.  But I guess I can’t hide this from my husband now.  It’s not 

mad money anymore, it’s family income.” 

The camera focused on the lady putting her hand on the screen and the 

message that read, “Good Morning Veronica.  Welcome to Casino 

Fortunatus.  You may retrieve your Daily Bread from the slot below.  Please 

do not visit the machine again today.  You will be welcome again 

tomorrow.  We appreciate your custom and hope you like our numbers.” 

Vic turned to Sofia, “I guess it’s still at it Sofia.  I don’t know who could 

have that kind of information?” Vic ventured. 

“I sure don’t either,” offered Etienne.  “There may be some companies that 

do, with their employees.  I know some people who work at a rest home 

here in San Miguel and they sign in and out with a thumb print.  But they 

have given the system their thumb print.  This one already can identify 

people from their hand print and no one has signed up for anything.  Kinda 

spooky huh?” 

“I think you’ve given it a nice description Etienne.  This whole thing is a bit 

spooky.” 



“Spooky like spies or spooky like ghosts?  I can see the potential for both 

but paranoia has never been big on my list of attitudes.  Just because we 

have something we can’t explain doesn’t mean we should buy 

problems.  Let’s let the problems show up of their own accord.  Somebody 

obviously has some great capabilities and some great resources.  Welcome 

to the modern world.”  Etienne thought he better shut up. 

 “So Etienne you’re not worried about the Big Brother aspects of this 

phenomenon, of someone having too much information, too much power?” 

asked Sofia. 

“Regular Automatic Teller Machines are a little more particular in who they 

let be a customer.  I get my money here in Mexico from a machine pretty 

much like the ones there.  It knows who I am because I tell it.  It also knows 

who people are not.  You bundle up all this information and someone 

already knows an awful lot about us.  But I still don’t see how they could do 

this.” 

“This ability to recognize everyone may be more important in the long run 

than the money.  How does this machine know who we all are?” Don’t get 

too philosophical Sofia thought to herself.  This is TV, not a college 

seminar. 

“There is an awful lot we don’t know, Sofia.  I wish I could help more.  If 

there is a Boogie Man he’ll show up.  Maybe it’s Jesus.  Maybe the 

Devil.  Maybe it’s Citibank.” 

“Etienne, do you want to abolish money?” 



“No.  I think money is one of the most important tools we have.  I want to 

keep the advantages of money without the horrible side effects.  I think this 

is where we start.  A place where nobody, and I mean nobody, is broke.  We 

seem to respect each other a lot more when the other person has money.” 

“On that note Etienne we’re going to pause.  We’d love to have you back in a 

few minutes.” 

“I’ll check my dance card.  I don’t know what else I have to tell you but I’ll 

answer your questions as best I can.” 

“This is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California with 

Etienne Duvall the originator of Casino Fortunatus.  We’ll be back right 

after these messages”  



Chapter 20   

11:30 AM PDT, 1:30 PM CDT, 2:30 PM EDT 

White House reacts to interview, FreEqSS 

Letter 

The interview ended and everyone sat casting glances at each other.  They 

were all taken aback.  

Larry Summers broke the silence.  Before he could stop himself he jumped 

up on the table and started yelling.  “What are you up to Yellen?”  He was 

spitting and choking on his words.  “How did you know I was going to be 

here.  Who are you working with you crazy bitch?  This is a coup isn’t 

it?  Well bring it on.  See how pitchforks stand up against tanks.” 

He turned toward Jeff Stark and was ready with a screed for him when he 

looked at the shocked faces of everyone in the room.  President Obama 

tried to calm him, “Larry I’m the only one who knew you were going to be 

here.” 

As he was climbing down from the table he took a weak stab at some face 

saving.  “Well it’s that damn Bernanke and his quantitative easing. There’s 

so much money out there, it could be anyone.”  

Yellen spoke up as calmly as she could manage, “About all I’m sure of right 

now is that we’re dealing with some pretty sophisticated perpetrators here.” 

“So you do think these are perpetrators Janet?” President Obama asked. 



“Not necessarily Mr. President.  We know so little.  It could be 

anything.  The technical skill, the data bases required are beyond our scope 

and capacity.  I’m not prepared to say they’ve broken any laws at this 

point.  They might be beyond the scope of our laws.” 

Summers couldn’t control himself.  He lit Yellen up again.  “Why did they 

write to you Yellen?  They’ve been in touch with you haven't they.  Are you 

working with them?  Is he working with them?”  Summers screamed 

pointing at Stark.  He then collapsed back into his chair.  Janet Yellen 

thought he was going to faint.  The “vapors” her mother used to call it. 

Yellen did her best to not react to Summer’s histrionics.  “I’m up to my job 

Larry.  How about you?”  That shut Summers up for the moment. 

“No one’s beyond the scope of our laws.”  Jeff Stark, level headed, clear and 

direct.  It was another reason many in Washington didn’t like him.  He did 

everything in a straightforward manner.  He could surgically remove your 

spleen and hand it to you without a hint of drama.  “They may not be law 

breakers but they are hostile to our sovereign control.  We cannot let other 

people run our money, not and remain a free people.”  Stark gave Summers 

a dead stare as he said it. 

Janet Yellen sat in her chair and savored the gift that Summers had just 

handed her.  She now knew what was going on in their minds.  She knew 

that they had wrongly determined she was involved.  This was bureaucratic 

gold.  They were clueless on all counts.  She didn’t know much either but 

she was not embarrassed by that.  She had long since learned that quiet 

acceptance of things beyond one’s knowledge and control could be a 

strategic tool. 



Obama addressed Summers.  “Larry, get a grip.   This is not an inside 

job.  Can you even begin to gauge the preparation that went into it?  We 

would have known about it.  Somebody out there has hacked our money 

system.  Not just hacked it Larry, they’ve taken it over.  And they can 

individually identify every person they come in contact with.  That’s serious 

Larry and we need to get serious.  So straighten up.” 

Larry Summers had taught himself to pause every time he heard the phrase 

“inside job”.  Too many people were pointing fingers at him and his cronies 

over the 2007-08 dust up.  The banking fraternity and their factotums in 

government had portrayed themselves as heroes for saving the world 

economy.  That cover was pretty much blown by now.  But this wasn’t Larry 

Summer’s first rodeo.  He wasn’t at all sure this was not someone mounting 

a very sophisticated counter attack against the fed and banks in 

general.  He knew that in this environment that it was he and his associates 

who were going to get buried if this went south.  Larry had rules and habits 

for such circumstances.  Project confidence and be proactive.  He addressed 

the President directly, “I think you have to put it out there in public Mr. 

President.” 

“Put what out Larry?” 

“Monetary Terrorism." 

“What?”  Obama asked. 

“We need to get the concept of Monetary Terrorism out there just in case 

we need to use it.  You know what kind of extra options calling something 

terrorism opens up for us.” 



“Extra options?” Obama eyed Summers. 

“Constitutional options.  We may need them before this is over.”  Larry 

Summers had said enough, maybe too much in front of their guests.  

Barack Obama didn’t answer.  He just stood, walked over to the window 

and gazed into the distance. 

Obama decided to take this conversation in another direction.   “Have you 

seen any of the bills yet Janet?” he asked.  “That could give us a clue or at 

least a place to start.” 

“The Secret Service just delivered some samples to the San Francisco 

Fed.  They’re being worked over right now,” responded Yellen. 

“We’ve got our best analysts on the way to the Fed as we speak.” Jeff Stark 

added. 

“We have another batch on its way to Fort Knox that should be there within 

an hour, two at the most.  So far nothing.  Federal Reserve Notes.  Non 

sequential serial numbers.  No red flags.”  Yellen did her best to 

demonstrate competence without a hint of panic. 

“Anything else?” asked Obama. 

Stark decided to pitch in, “We’re digging into the ‘Casino Fortunatus’ 

website.  The operator, the one in the interview, is a US Citizen residing in 

Mexico.  I have dispatched agents to get an up close read on that 

individual.  Based on his electronic footprint, at this point he’s not the 

perpetrator.” 



“So you think these are ‘perpetrators’ too.  Is this a criminal enterprise?” 

Obama was starting his deliberate examination. 

“Too early to tell Mr. President.  If they are criminals they do not fit any 

criminal profile I am aware of, unless of course this is a diversion and the 

real crime is yet to come.  We need to monitor it.”  Stark tried to keep 

conjecture out of it. 

The aide came back in.  “That Duvall guy is coming back on the air.  You 

want me to let you know when.” 

“Yes.”  



Chapter 21 

11:30 AM PDT, 1:30 PM CDT, 2:30 PM EDT 

Sofia questions Vic about Etienne 

Sofia did not try to hide her elation.  “Etienne that was outstanding.”  He 

could still see Sofia on his computer even though she was off the TV. 

“Well thank you.  I guess it didn’t go too bad.” 

“Not too bad.  That’s going to be seen by half the planet before the day’s 

over.” 

“I don’t know whether to be flattered or nervous.”  Etienne smiled. 

“Flattered.  Definitely flattered.  That was good.  It was fresh and 

unrehearsed.  Do you need any time to get ready or should we go back on as 

soon as they greenlight me.” 

“I think I got one more go in me as soon as you’re ready and then I’m gonna 

disappear for a while.  Did you get the plane ticket?” 

“No problem, plenty of flights.  When do you want it.” 

“Tomorrow afternoon.  I need to wrap up a few things here.  You think I’m 

safe?  I mean the bad guys aren’t going to get me are they?” 

“Who are these bad guys Etienne?” 

“You know, the spooks, the spies.  You think I’m OK.” 

“Why would they want to mess with a nice guy like you?” Asked Sofia. 



“I’m kind of infringing on their turf a little.”  Etienne was getting nervous.  

“Which turf is that?”  Sofia smelled paranoia.  

“The deprivation business.”  Etienne was growing cautious. 

“Let’s cover this on the air Etienne.” 

“You think I should actually talk about it that way on the air?  Talk about 

how much the powers that be try to silence anyone who shines a light on 

their effort to cultivate poverty.  How about you Vic?  Don’t you think I’d be 

putting a great big target on my back?” 

“That boat’s already sailed Etienne.  You’re all in.  If you don’t knock this 

out of the park you’re sunk.” 

“God-damned baseball analogies Vic.  You really don’t like me anymore do 

you?” 

“Well I’m not sure I like you any less either.  I was listening.  I don’t think 

there’s anything you could say that would piss off the people that run the 

world any more than you already have.  Speak your piece.”  Vic could see 

Etienne’s nerves too.  

“So we’ll go back on in 15 then.”  Sofia was hoping he could hold it together. 

“15 minutes sounds good.  I’ll be ready.” 

As soon as Sofia was sure that the connection with Etienne was cut she 

pulled Vic aside.  “I need an opinion Vic.  Is this Duvall guy playing with a 

full deck?  Is he nuts?” 



“So now you think he’s nuts?   All that ‘Great Job Etienne’ was just blowing 

smoke up his ass.”  Vic wanted to know where she was coming from.  He 

was the one who hooked her up with Etienne. 

“Being Nuts and making great television are not mutually exclusive.  Some, 

maybe even most, of the great television ever made was made by people 

who would have otherwise been locked up in a mental institution.  So can 

you answer the question please?  Do you think Etienne is nuts?”  Sofia 

wanted an answer. 

“Look at what’s going on today and try and tell me anything or anyone is 

nuts.  He’s always talked about this stuff, the money stuff, in a real different 

way than anyone else I’ve ever met.”  

“Different how?” Sofia asked. 

“With him, everything gets jumbled up with money.  He called money the 

Fifth Element; Earth, Wind, Fire, Water, and Money.  Sometimes he’d get 

all religious and talk about Jesus and God and other times it was all science 

and math.  Then it’d be that money is a drug, the most addictive drug in the 

world.  Whether he was talking about physics or the bible he’d wind his way 

back to money.  He called it the double camouflage.  Everything 

camouflages money and money camouflages everything else.” 

“And he thinks he’s the guy who can see through the camouflage?”  Sofia 

was looking for a new tack to take back into the interview and she was 

getting one. 

“Well not just himself, he has a whole slew of other influences, people who 

he thinks have seen important stuff but his biggest rant was always Jesus, 



the Divine Mind.  I can still hear him saying that.  Jesus was the Divine 

Mind.” 

“So he’s some type of Christian then?”  Sofia asked. 

“He called himself a Rasta Baptist, which I guess is some sort of 

Christian.  Maybe that was sincere or maybe he just liked to smoke 

weed.  Whenever he’d light up a joint he’d say, ‘The more man smoke herb 

the more Babbalon Fall.’  He thought he was a prophet sent to earth to 

topple Babbalon.  So Sofia, is that stuff nuts, or does he really know a whole 

bunch of stuff we don’t.  I used to lean towards nuts, until today.” 

“So Mr. Police Chief, were you in on this ‘smoking weed’ thing too?” 

“Sure I was.  It’s what we did in Greenfield, although we were drunks a long 

time before we were stoners.” 

Amy was mining gold.  “Being a cop and all, you must have quit smoking 

marijuana some time.” 

“I quit smoking weed when I almost got busted.  One more Mexican in jail, 

more or less, didn’t make any difference to the penal system but it made a 

whole lot of difference to me.  Me and Etienne were smoking a joint down 

at Oak Park when a sheriff walked up out of nowhere.  The sheriff got out 

his book and was going to cite us when he and Etienne started talking about 

some ‘Police Science’ class they’d both taken at Hartnell.  Turns out they 

were like buddies.” 

“You mean Political Science right?” 



“No, Police Science, cop training.  The class was called Narcotics and 

Dangerous Drugs.  Etienne and the Sheriff started laughing and talking 

about how the instructor had used old Dragnet episodes as part of the 

class.  Etienne told me about how when the class took breaks they usually 

divided into two groups, one group gravitated toward the instructor and the 

other group took the real drug class from Etienne.  The instructor was 

former L.A.P.D. and Etienne loved messing with him.  If a Mexican would 

have done the kind of stuff Etienne did he would have received a ‘friendly 

visit’, at the very least.  I shouldn’t say anything.  It was Etienne’s goof in 

that class that got me a pass on the pot bust.  After that I cleaned up my 

act.  I joined the Army.  And here I am.” 

“But you’re not friends anymore.” 

“He’s just too dangerous for a Mexican to hang around with.  It was kicks, 

but life goes on.” 

“You sound a bit nostalgic Vic?” 

“Hanging around with Etienne was a gas.  He’s a natural for bunko.  He has 

an uncanny ability to talk to anyone, rich or poor, complete hayseeds to 

college professors.  He can speak on their level and make them feel like he 

really understands them.” 

“So he was tight with cops back then?” 

“I wouldn’t say tight with cops.  He was a white boy.  White boys get to say a 

few words before the tazers or the guns come out.  It didn’t hurt that the 

Chief of Police was Etienne’s cousin.  Him and his cousin didn’t get along 



but it was a small town and the other cops knew they were cousins, so you 

know how that goes.” 

“Yeah, I know how that goes.”  Sofia laughed.  

“Sounds like he made quite an impression on you Vic.”  Sofia was absorbing 

as much as she could.  Background she told herself. 

“He did Sofia.  We really were friends once.” 

“And you don’t think you’ll ever be friends again?” 

“I don’t know.  I just don’t trust him.”  

“What do you think he knows?” asked Sofia. 

“There’s a scam in this somewhere and his being in Mexico and not in 

Greenfield when this happened has something to do with it.”  Hearing and 

talking to and about Etienne had lost whatever sting it once held.  This was 

turning into a catharsis for him. 

“What do you think he knows?” asked Sofia. 

“Well, first of all, the spot where the cash machines came down…” Vic 

hesitated. 

“Yes, Vic, the place where the machines came down...” 

“Well, Etienne claims he was born there.” 

“In an empty lot?” 



“There used to be a little house there and Etienne claims he was born in 

that house.” 

“Not in a hospital?”  Sofia felt the skepticism slip into her voice and so did 

Vic.  

“Remember I’m telling you this stuff because you asked.” Vic told Sofia. 

She looked around and figured skepticism was probably not her best 

approach today.  “I know Vic.  I want to hear it all.  Sorry.” 

“OK.  I know about this because on his 30th birthday me and Etienne stood 

on that exact spot and drank a whole bottle of tequila.” 

“Vic, I can’t tell you how much this has helped.  And whether he’s still your 

friend or not and whether he’s crazy or not I’m gonna make some more 

great television with Mr. Etienne Duvall.” 

Sofia walked over to the interview spot and sent a signal to the office in 

Salinas to get Etienne hooked up.  In a minute there he was.  Sofia was 

frantically going over the notes from her conversation with Vic and trying to 

work them into questions.  

Sofia wondered if he could hold it together if she pushed him too hard.  She 

thought she’d ask.  “You ready for me to stop lobbing softballs Etienne.  Oh, 

sorry about the sports talk.”  Sofia watched his face for a reaction. 

“You pitch em, I’ll hit em.” 

Etienne was still laughing at his own joke when Sofia told Vern to count 

them in.  Sofia loved her crew.  



Chapter 22   

12:00 PM PDT, 2:00 PM CDT, 3:00 PM EDT 

Interview Continues 

“This is Sofia Robles, News Channel 23, Salinas coming to you live from the 

formerly sleepy town of Greenfield, California where Automatic Teller 

Machines identifying themselves as Casino Fortunatus have been 

dispensing $100 American to all comers.  We have with us live from San 

Miguel de Allende, Mexico, the creator of Casino Fortunatus, Etienne 

Duvall.  The attitude here is understandably festive and the entire world is 

electrified.  Welcome Etienne.” 

“Thank you.  It’s nice to be there with you Sofia.  And who wouldn’t feel 

festive after receiving an unexpected boon.” 

“Etienne, in the few minutes since last we spoke, has anything come to 

mind about who might be behind this.  Any organizations or individuals 

stand out?” 

“No Sofia.  I really have no idea but you’ll be the first to know if I think of 

anyone.” 

“Etienne I know you’re denying any personal connection but not only is 

Greenfield your home town, it’s come to this reporter’s attention that this 

particular location, where the Casino Fortunatus Teller Machines are 

sitting, is the location where you were born.  Do you have any comment on 

that?” 



Etienne clammed up so Sofia decided it was time to push and see what 

would happen.  “Cash Machines from an unknown source, bearing your 

Brand Name have appeared in your home town in the exact location where 

you were born and you expect us to believe you have no connection to 

what’s going on.  This is pushing credibility.” 

“Credibility is in the eye of the beholder.  It stopped being a concern of 

mine over 30 years ago.  Was I born on that exact spot?  Yes.  At least that's 

what my parents told me.  Do I have anything to do with these cash 

machines?  No.  So Sofia, you’re going to have to learn to hold both of these 

facts at the same time, credible or not.”  Etienne saw a different Sofia this 

time.  He had to remember she was doing her job and they were not 

necessarily friends, not that he ever had that much luck with friends.  It had 

to be Vic who told her about his being born there. 

“OK Etienne.  This is truly a day of incredible occurrences so we’ll leave 

your connection to the cash machines for a moment.  Can you tell me 

something about your motivations and your inspirations for creation of 

Casino Fortunatus.  Is this part of your membership in the Rasta Baptist 

movement?” 

“Sofia, thanks for elevating us to a movement but up until this point Rasta 

Baptist is nothing more than an ongoing conversation with a friend.  As to 

inspiration, Casino Fortunatus came first.” 

“Are you saying there are only 2 people who call themselves Rasta 

Baptists.” 



“As of this moment, yes.  But I have a feeling our ranks may swell after this 

whole thing, especially this interview.” 

“So if your Rasta Baptist Conversation didn’t inspire Casino Fortunatus, 

could you share with us a bit about what it was that did inspire you.” 

“It was Nixon and McGovern in 1972 both coming out with plans to replace 

welfare with some type of Guaranteed Income.  I was in college at the time 

and it just sort of stuck in my brain.  I don’t think obsession is too strong a 

word.  My Master’s thesis at Oregon State 5 years later dealt with welfare 

programs, especially Aid to Families with Dependent Children.  I didn’t 

finish the thesis then, but in many ways Casino Fortunatus is the 

culmination of that thesis.  Casino Fortunatus is broader in scope, like the 

whole universe broader, but what I discovered over these last 40 years is 

that these topics, especially money, can only be addressed in the broadest 

possible terms.” 

“How did this broadening of your interests occur?” 

“In the mid-80s I quit blaming Jesus for Christianity and started reading 

the bible again.  I found the opposite of the world we live in.  The Lord’s 

Prayer, Forgiveness of Debt, Love Your Neighbor as if They Were Yourself, 

Dedication to Truth.  But the central principle I found that keeps me on this 

path is the overarching importance of how we treat the least well off among 

us.  I think this is the determining factor in our fate, in this world and the 

next.  All virtue is dependent on setting a place at the table for the 

dispossessed.  This applies to our family, congregation, city, state, country, 

world.  This is the key that makes everything else work or not work in the 

long run, how we treat the weakest among us.”   



“And you think the bible supports this?”  Sofia motioned towards the cash 

machines and the people around them.  

“My reading of the Bible tells me that how we treat the defenseless is how 

we are going to be treated after this plane of existence, that is after we are 

dead.  We will be treated in the same manner that we treat those who 

cannot defend themselves from the wolves amongst us.  Casino Fortunatus 

is an attempt to give power to the powerless and defend the 

defenseless.  Casino Fortunatus is an effort to live this out in the economic 

sphere.” 

“So you think the economic sphere has spiritual significance?” 

“The economic sphere is important because money is the principal tool we 

use to interact with each other.  That’s how broad the subject got.  And this 

whole thing may be taking it even broader.  These cash machines do not 

surprise me.  I knew something of the sort would eventually happen.” 

“How did you know something like this would happen?” 

“Whether you’re Pierre Teilhard de Chardin seeing gestation and birth or 

Bill from Bill and Ted seeing strange things at the Circle K, it’s not hard to 

see that something’s afoot.”    

“My friend Balthazar says it’s the Minimax Apocalypse, laying bare the 

secrets of money, showing us how to operate its machinery. Balt’s a gamer 

and the Minimax is a strategy to minimize the worst case scenario in any 

situation.  He and his friend’s Video game ‘La Disconquista’ fits in this 

category by addressing the worst case scenario of money, being broke.   



“So how do you fit Rasta and Baptist together?  I don’t see much of a 

connection.” 

“They both have Baptism independent of Paul’s Church.  The Ethiopean 

Eunuch in the Book of the Acts was the first non-Jew baptized as a 

Christian.  It happened just before Paul made the switch from Killer of 

Christians to top dog Christian.  And many centuries later the Baptists 

reclaimed their right to Baptize because the church had become too 

corrupt.  So both have independent sources for their baptism.” 

“So what?”  Sofia had heard it all. 

“Rastafarians and Christians both claim Men from another religion as their 

ideal Human Being.  Jesus was Jewish.  Ras Tafari (Haile Selassie) was 

Ethiopian Orthodox.  Jesus was never a Christian and Ras Tafari (Haile 

Selassie) was never Rastafarian.” 

“Don’t make me sorry I asked.”  Sofia rolled her eyes. 

“OK.  I was raised a Baptist and I love Bob Marley.  That was enough to 

start and it grew from there.  And I liked having a Religious Rationalization 

for Smoking Marijuana.  The Baptists at one time were fiercely independent 

and believed in a strict Separation of Church and State.  I figured I could 

graft the finest aspects of each one onto another vine.  In my Father’s 

House are many mansions.  I could stop by your house with some 

pamphlets and a joint.” 

“That’s fine Etienne.” 



“Just kidding about the pamphlets, but if you really want to know more I’ll 

tell you.” 

“Thanks for the introduction, but not today.” 

“Be free Sofia.”  Etienne could tell they were done.  

“Ladies and Gentlemen, I am seldom dumbfounded, but what I have heard 

from Mr. Etienne Duvall this morning has left me so.  A building housing 10 

Automatic Teller Machines using the Brand Name ‘Casino Fortunatus’ has 

set down in Greenfield on the spot where Etienne Duvall was born.  While 

disclaiming any connection with the cash machines, Mr. Duvall believes 

their mission to be divine.  I am not at all sure what it is that I believe.  This 

is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California.”  



Chapter 23   

12:30 PM PDT, 2:30 PM CDT, 3:30 PM EDT 

Etienne calls Balthazar, Amy.  Frank Shows 

Up 

Amy and Balt had kept a keen eye on Etienne’s webcast, knowing that it 

would be them in the spotlight in just a few hours.  When the interview was 

over they ordered coffee and headed for the patio door.  As they walked 

back to the patio they could feel people staring at them.  Neither of them 

had any experience being famous nor any idea how to deal with it.  

They sat down outside and pulled out their cell phones.  Messages piling 

up.  Their emotions were mixed.  The door opened and the waitress 

carrying their coffee came through with Frank in tow. 

“At last,” thought Amy.  “One less thing to worry about.”   

Frank had a lively spring in his step and was the first to speak, both oddities 

for their usually taciturn friend.  He asked, “Did you see Etienne on TV?”  

“Yes we saw him,” responded Amy.   

“And I bet most of Seattle did too,” added Balt.  

The barista couldn’t hide her stare at her now notorious 

acquaintances.  Frank wanted a private moment so he told her “the 

usual.”  She walked away, sneaking glances back as she went. 



“What’d you think of Etienne’s performance Frank?”  Amy valued Frank’s 

opinion.  She knew he was not prone to exaggeration or buttering people 

up.  

“He did his job.  He’s been waiting a long time for that and he got his 

chance.  He moved things along.”  Frank liked what he saw.   

“He did Frank.”  Amy was glad Frank confirmed her impression.  “Now it’s 

our turn.  We have to do our part.  Are you ready Frank?  Balt, are you 

ready?”  

Frank didn’t exactly look nervous but it was as close as Amy had ever 

seen.  “I think so Amy.  But you know me, I’m a ‘by the script’ guy and we 

are definitely off script now.  We had this whole thing planned and now we 

are going to have to roll with whatever.”  Frank knew his strengths and his 

weaknesses. 

Balt had been so wrapped up with the occurrences of the last few hours that 

he had not considered his own readiness.  “Look at my phone Frank.  100 

messages in the last hour.  How are we going to deal with this?”  Balt 

stopped short.  It was time for some reflection.  He realized he was more 

worried than he had thought. 

Amy chimed in.  “I think you’re right Frank.  We got ourselves ready for 

something that is not going to happen.  It’s going to be something else 

altogether.  We were scrambling to fill a conference room with a capacity of 

50 and now we have at least 10 or 20 times that number that want to be 

here.  My phone’s at 150 messages. Even if we had time to answer them all, 

what are we supposed to tell them?” 



Frank appreciated Amy’s practicality.  It was that practicality that had 

gotten them to this point and it was that practicality that would get them 

through.  Amy thought she saw a whisper of a smile on Frank’s face but it 

was right back to business.  He motioned for them to follow.  “Come with 

me.  I have something to show you.” 

They got up and followed Frank back inside and turned with him toward 

the exit.  The Barista came out from behind the bar and handed Frank his 

coffee in a to go cup.  

“Not fair Frank.”  Amy chided.  “We didn’t get to finish ours.” 

“So you don’t have to pay for them.” 

“Sounds fair,” said Amy. 

They exited out onto the street and Frank guided them left.  Just as they got 

past the building that held the e-fect, Amy and Balt slowed to a stop.  What 

had been a boarded up construction site a few hours earlier was now a 

completed storefront with a sign that read WorldMeetWorld.  

Frank walked towards the door and a doorman opened it for 

them.  “Welcome Boss.  Glad to see you.  We’re all set to go inside.”  

Amy and Balt both said out loud.  “Boss?” 

They walked through a set of double doors into a large open space.  The 

room was square with an open center that was surrounded by a circular 

balcony.  Attached to the balcony were a series of big screens all oriented 

towards the center of the room. 



“24”, Amy observed.  

“Exactly”, responded Frank.  A young woman came up and handed Frank a 

remote.  Frank pushed a few buttons and the light show was on. The 

screens were mesmerizing.  Each could be an independent image or they 

could act in unison.  They spun your body as well as your attention.  The 

final set of images was their own little group, seen from 24 slightly different 

angles. 

“One for every hour of the day.”  Observed Balt. 

“Can’t put a thing past you guys,” dead panned Frank.  “So here’s the 

deal.  This space is available for us tonight if we want to use it.  I got hired 

as the manager so I think I can get us a good rate.” 

Amy wasn’t buying it, “Are you serious Frank?  How’d you get this 

gig.  Between running the e-fect  and writing code, you haven’t had any 

time to look for a job.” 

“That’s it Amy, they sought me out.  I’ll tell you the whole deal after, but do 

we want the space?” 

Amy screamed “Yes”. 

They both looked at Balt who gave a slow nod. 

“Is that a yes Balt?”  Amy wanted a clear answer. 

“Yes, that’s a yes,” was as much as Balt could manage.  

Frank gave a thumbs up to a woman standing in the entryway and she 

returned it and disappeared through a door. 



“OK Frank.  We got this cool venue, how do we let people know?  How do 

we answer the queries and screen our audience,” Balt wanted to know.  “My 

messages are piling up.”  Amy could hear it in Balt’s voice.  He was 

crashing. 

“Check this out.”  Frank motioned them over to the door the woman had 

walked into and opened it.  Inside were a dozen or so young people, each 

sitting at a workstation with earphones on.  They looked eager, waiting for a 

signal.  

Frank told Amy and Balt, “Give them your phones and they’ll answer your 

messages.” 

Balt had seen enough.  “You sure you need us tonight Frank?  Looks like 

you and your friends got it handled.” 

Amy loathed this side of Balt but it seemed like part of the package so she 

took it in stride. 

Frank was taken aback and responded, “Balt, these are not ‘my’ friends.  If 

they’re anyone’s friends they’re ‘our’ friends.  The woman who showed it to 

me told me they had been watching us and really liked what we were doing 

and wanted to help out.  So they built this for us.  She said she knew 

you.  She said it was a surprise for you and Etienne.” 

“I don’t have any friends with this kind of juice Frank.  What’s the 

scam?”  Balt sputtered. 

“I can’t find any scam in it Balt, but if it’s too much we’ll wing it without 

them.” 



Balt didn’t know what to say.  He couldn’t see any scam either.  Just then a 

young woman came out of the phone bank and handed Amy her 

phone.  “We’ve downloaded your messages but you have an incoming 

personal call.  Go ahead and take it.  It won’t throw us off.” 

Amy answered her phone.  It was Etienne.  

“Hello Etienne”, she said and then held her phone above her head and did a 

slow 360. 

They all heard Etienne, “Sure would be nice for you guys to have a place like 

that for tonight.  Where are you?”  

Amy looked at Balt as she answered Etienne.  “We’re next door to the e-

fect.  Frank found it.  Well really, Frank says the place found him.” 

“I was coming in to work early this morning and this woman came up to me 

and said she was going to be our new neighbor and would I like to see 

inside?  The place has been boarded up for six months so I was 

curious.  She showed me around and then out of the blue offered me the job 

as manager.  How could I say no?” 

“You could tell her that it’s the most important day of your life and you 

might be a little busy.”  Amy said it so Balt wouldn’t say something worse. 

“We were discussing terms when she turned on the TV and there you were 

Etienne.  When I say ‘turned on the TV’, it means a little more here than it 

does in most places.  Before I could give him my answer he had turned on 

the 24 screens with your image on every one, 5 times life size.  How could I 

say no?”  



“You couldn’t Frank.  I think this falls under the category of a God 

Send.”  Balt winked at Amy and smiled.  Amy knew that whatever had ahold 

of Balt had let him go.  Balt realized that they were exactly where they were 

supposed to be. 

“And Etienne,” Frank continued, “she introduced me to her staff that goes 

with it.  They’re answering messages right now.”  

“Who was she?”  Etienne smelled the same fishy odor that Balthazar had 

gotten a whiff of earlier and then realized they were in Seattle so that was to 

be expected. 

“She never gave me a name.  She just said they had been looking for an 

event to open the Building.  She called it WorldMeetWorld and said that 

there wasn’t enough money in the world to purchase the kind of publicity 

that we could give them.  She said that by the end of the launch of La 

Disconquista the WorldMeetWorld building would be the most famous 

event venue in the world. 

Balt and Etienne realized that the fish they were smelling was the freshest 

fillet of coho salmon in the whole Puget Sound.  It was the truth.  By 10 

o’clock tonight half the world would know the WorldMeetWorld building 

and by tomorrow night the other half would.  Their brand would be worth 

millions of dollars, if not billions. 

Everybody’s attention was diverted by a group of young men and women 

pushing out big roller carts stacked with chairs.  They got to the center of 

the room and began unloading.  They marked out six aisles emanating from 



the stage and then placed chairs in curved rows emanating outward from 

the center.  

“Looks like you guys got it dialed.  You know I’ll be watching.”  Etienne was 

feeling a bit left out but he knew it was his own fault so he tried not to let it 

show too much. 

“Of course we know Etienne.”  Amy blew him a kiss. 

“Take care my Rasta Baptist Brother,” chimed in Balt.  “We will meet.  This 

I know.” 

“You are a good man Etienne.  Watch yourself in these hours.  We will pray 

for you.”  Etienne had never heard Frank use the word pray.  Something 

was afoot.  



Chapter 24 

1:00 PM PDT, 3:00 PM CDT, 4:00 PM EDT 

Yellen, Stark exit White House  

Janet Yellen and Jeff Stark walked out of the White House and got in her 

limousine.  She told her driver to head for Secret Service 

Headquarters.  They watched Washington pass by with nary a word.  They 

were both mulling over the bizarre and startling nature of the meeting.  It 

had ended on a whimper.   The only consensus was that no one wanted to 

make a fool of themselves. 

A smile crept onto Janet Yellen’s face. 

“Are you going to share?” Stark was in need of some humor. 

“I was just rolling over in my mind that our first contact with an alien 

intelligence could be monetary.”  And she smiled ear to ear. 

“Yes it’s funny, but not just funny, ha ha.  It’s funny strange too.” 

“You mean this is not covered in the Secret Service Manual.  Tell me what 

that means to us?”  Yellen’s smile faded. 

“It means we should go by the book more than ever.  And since we seem to 

be in such a startlingly good mood I may as well get this out now too.”  Jeff 

Stark hesitated, waiting for a response. 

Yellen noticed that Stark was a bit pale.  “Confession is good for the soul 

Jeff.  Out with it.” 



“I’ve been on the guy’s web site.  The Duvall guy.” 

“I know Jeff.  The Fed Chair has a lot of spare time.” 

“I don’t mean I’ve been on his site today, I mean a couple of times a few 

years ago.  I was researching Maurice Allais for my case against Citi-Bank.” 

“The French Economist.  I know.” 

“You keep saying that.  What do you mean you know Janet? 

“Grovener from NSA gave me a briefing on it.  I didn’t ask for it, but he gave 

it to me.   I don’t think you have any idea how much fear you struck in the 

banking community.  The Head of the Secret Service accusing the most 

important bank in the world of counterfeit.  They wanted your scalp.” 

“I hid my activity on the web.” 

“You can’t hide anything on the web.  You bought an app to hide your 

activity but the NSA has a back door on every app there is.  No one is 

allowed to do business unless the NSA can unlock anything they have.” 

“I guess I knew that.  I just didn’t see any down side.  Duvall was into 

Maurice Allais.  He had to be French didn’t he?  Well Allais was the one 

prominent economist to say it right out loud.  He said that what the banks 

were doing when they created money was no different than 

counterfeit.  Duvall featured him on his website.  You know that too, huh.” 

“Yes I know, and since your job is to prevent counterfeit and my job to 

manage the money supply I followed the case closely.” 



“Preventing counterfeit is my job.  It was reading Allais that pushed me 

over the top.  I read everyone who ever mentioned him.” 

“Did you find an authentic point of view at Casino Fortunatus?  Does Duvall 

have any economics or common sense in his writings?” 

“I don’t know if I’d call it economics, I’m not even sure he does.  But he 

does have an identifiable point of view.”  Stark felt unburdened by his 

confession. 

“So you think it’s going to be a problem, your having visited his website?” 

“Janet, you saw Summers today.  They’ll sink me whatever way they can.” 

“Aren’t we being a little paranoid here?”  Yellen wanted him to keep talking. 

“Paranoia is our best bet, the most realistic view in sight.  You know they’re 

after you too.  If they could get us both at the same time, they would.” 

“I know.  But Jeff, what did you expect when you took on Citi-Bank, that 

they would just roll over.  I got in office pretty late in the investigation when 

they still thought they had something to offer you.  Now all you have is 

enemies.” 

“Badge of honor.  Our money system is a cesspool, no offence Madam 

Chairman.” 

“None taken, for the moment.” 

“If trying to charge Citi-bank with counterfeit is what I’m remembered for, 

I’ll be happy.  I don’t think I got particularly carried away.  Citi-bank was 

creating electronic blips by the billion and then betting those blips in the 



derivative market.  That’s counterfeit Janet.  That’s using the power to 

create money for personal gain.  We put other people in jail for that.” 

“I don’t disagree Jeff.  I think you said a lot of things that needed to be 

said.  That’s why I brought you with me today.  Somebody is making a move 

with these ATMs and no one knows who or why.  What’s the long term in 

this Jeff?” 

“Do you buy the Free Equal Sentient Sapient Beings explanation?” 

“I’m a very skeptical person.”  Yellen wanted to be careful in what she said. 

“I’ve been running this over in my mind.  I can’t come up with any person 

or group who would have any interest in doing something like this, unless 

you look at the world from outside.” 

“Me neither.  I mean Counterfeit is simple to understand.  Greed.  But 

this.  If it’s anyone on this planet, this has to be phase one of an ongoing 

plan because this doesn’t make any sense by itself, but I can tell you what 

does make sense.  The headline writes itself. ‘Head of the Secret Service 

associated with rogue cash machines.’  At that point Janet I’d have a few 

hours, days if I’m lucky.” 

“I appreciate your telling me all of this.”  Janet felt bad for Jeff.  He had 

been her husband’s good friend for years and she thought of him as a friend 

as well.  “We’re through the looking glass Jeff.  I know you and I trust 

you.  I can’t say that about too many people in this town.  And I couldn’t do 

it publicly, but I supported your move against Citi-bank, in the privacy of 

my own mind.  Don’t forget your internet records are officially 

confidential.  They’re protected. They’re classified.”  They both laughed out 



loud at that.  “It might give you an avenue for a little push back.”  Janet 

wanted to help him. 

Jeff appreciated her words.  “There’s that and the fact that everybody’s as 

ignorant as we are now.  That makes it difficult to calculate risk and you 

know how risk averse this crew is.  They would never move unless they 

knew what or who they were up against.  What if this turns out to be wildly 

popular?  We could end up heroes.” 

“Jeff, this day just gets stranger and stranger.  Let’s stay calm.  Let’s let 

things develop.  No one has stepped up to take charge yet.  For all we know 

it could be you and me before this is over.” 

“You think I can get past this?”  Stark was thinking out loud. 

“I never thought you’d get past the Citi-bank gambit.  And I sure never 

thought I’d see teller machines giving money away and not be shut 

down.  Anything can happen Jeff.  We have other fish to fry 

now.  Somebody has hijacked our money.” 

“You mean somebody besides Citi-bank has hijacked our money.” 

“OK, but you said it yourself Jeff.  This sure looks like a hostile act.  We 

need to know who is doing this thing with the cash machines and why are 

they doing it?  That’s the 64,000 dollar question.” 

“On the Casino Fortunatus scale that’s just a little over 600 people.” It was 

Stark’s turn to smile.  “The ‘hostile’ comment was more or less for the audience 

in attendance.  This may be hostile and may not be.  Our money is already 



as hostile as it can be to just about everyone.  So a hostile attack against 

that system may not be hostile to people.” 

“Am I part of that hostility to people Jeff?”  Janet was being reflective. 

“Let’s not parse this too much.  Don’t forget, you were the first person 

called today.”  Stark started painting a picture in his mind and didn’t like 

it.  “I think I’ll get out here if you don’t mind.” 

“You still got about 15 blocks.”  Yellen was startled for a moment until she 

remembered who she was dealing with. 

“I need the walk,” was Stark’s only reply. 

She knew he didn’t need the walk but let it go.  “Let’s keep each other 

informed.  Information may be all we have.” 

“Information is all we ever have.  It’s all there is.”  The limo pulled up to the 

curb and Stark got out and closed the door behind him. 

“What a curious fellow.” Janet thought to herself.  She watched more of 

Washington pass by her window and resigned herself to her least favorite 

activity, fabricating a strategy based on ignorance.  She might end up 

having some regret about taking Stark to the White House but her 

conversation with him had made it worth it.  It might be the last honest 

conversation she’d have for a while.  



Chapter 25 

1:20 PM PDT, 3:20 PM CDT, 4:20 PM EDT 

Noe at Ranch House  

Noe pulled up to the ranch house and went to the kitchen door.  This was 

the family entrance and Preston insisted that Noe use this entrance to 

reinforce the myth that Noe was part of the Witt family.  Noe knew better, 

but also knew that any contradiction of a Preston Witt directive was far 

worse than just going along.  Noe had an ache in his stomach that told him 

that whatever it was that was happening in town was going to shatter a lot 

of myths before things were over.  Crews did not run off of a Preston Witt 

job.  It had too much the smell of a strike to it.  The natural order of things 

had been overturned.  

Noe had a family and they weren’t named Witt.  Being Preston Witt’s 

foreman brought benefits to Noe’s real family.  Noe kept order on the ranch 

with all the crews.  He was tough as nails and he had an iron will.  He 

rented out that toughness and iron will to get his family a seat at the big 

table, the American Dream.  He had a son in college and three more who 

wanted to go.  Noe would do anything for his family, well almost 

anything.  He had only one hope for himself and that was to never be 

pushed so far that he had to find out what it was that he wouldn’t do. 

Marybeth Witt came to the door with her ten thousand dollar smile and 

motioned Noe in.  “Preston’s in the office Noe.  He’s watching the 

news.  Have you seen what’s going on in town?  It’s crazy.” 



“No Mrs. Witt, I don’t really know what’s going on.  I’ve been in the fields 

all morning.  How bad is it?” 

“Well, it’s freeloader city Noe.  What is the world going to think about 

Greenfield?  We used to be such a nice little town.  You better go on in and 

talk to Preston.” 

Noe walked on into his boss’s office.  Preston was sitting in his office chair 

watching television.  He had his feet up on the desk trying to look relaxed, 

but he couldn’t pull it off.  They flashed a scene of the cash machines in 

town and he was up on his feet yelling and cussing.  He threw his drink into 

the wall inches from the television.  

He turned and acknowledged Noe, “Sit down.  Sit down.  We need a 

plan.  We gotta get ahead of this Noe.  I’ll get you whatever you need.  You 

need guys with baseball bats, you got em.  We gotta shut that goddamned 

thing down.  You OK being here Noe?  You think the crews are OK without 

you?” 

“They all left boss.  They’re gone.  We ain’t got no crews.” 

“What the hell.  You just let those lazy wet backs go.  What the hell is wrong 

with you Noe?  What the hell am I paying you for?  Where’d they go?” 

“Look on the TV boss.  There’s Simon and Rico right there.  They went to 

get money.” 

“They’re fired.  A couple of goddamned free loaders.  Hope they like that 

free money because they’re all fired.  Shit I’m surprised you ain’t down 

there with the rest of the Mexicans.  Can I count on you Noe?” 



“You know you can count on me boss.  How many times do I have to show 

you that?” 

“I know, I know Noe.  I just get carried away.  I know you ain’t Mexican like 

them.  We all think of you as a white guy anyway.” 

Noe listened to a few more minutes until he convinced Preston to let him go 

check it out in person and report back to him.  He walked out the back 

door, got in his truck and headed for town.  He knew that his position was 

going to change somehow and he wasn’t sure how.  He drove to town.  An 

extra $100 wouldn’t hurt.  



Chapter 26   

1:25 PM PDT, 3:25 PM CDT, 4:25 PM EDT 

Jeffrey Stark Escapes Washington  

Stark walked around the corner and into the first coffee house he could 

find.   Yellen’s information that the head of the NSA had discussed his web 

surfing habits with her was disturbing.  Even if it was Grosvenor at NSA, 

who he had a modicum of respect for, and not Fredericks at Homeland, 

who he loathed, he and the Secret Service would be parting company soon. 

Stark knew that the best way to hold onto whatever semblance of power he 

wielded for as long as he could was to take the “Secret” in Secret Service 

seriously.  He was going to disappear, go undercover.  His first task was to 

get his agents who were working on this case under his umbrella.  Being the 

person who was responsible for protecting high officials from dangers 

inside and outside the government he had considerable leeway in 

maintaining secrecy and anonymity.  

First was the Mexico contingent.  Munst answered his phone just as he was 

getting off a military transport in Houston.  “The top is capped,” was all Jeff 

Stark said to him.  Even though they were sitting together on the plane he 

had to call Krause separately and say the same thing.  “The top is 

capped.”  This was a tactic used when someone in the agency was 

compromised but they didn’t know who.  They had all practiced it before 

but none of them, including Stark, had ever used it.  They were now a 

separate entity, completely under Stark’s authority.  They could accept 

orders from no one but Stark for the next 48 hours.  At that point they were 



required to phone in to the authorization desk to renew or cancel “The Top 

is Capped.”  

He called Melissa Hunt on her way to California and repeated the 

process.  She was the only one to sound distressed.  Stark ignored it, just 

trying to keep his voice as steady and reassuring as possible.  But “The Top 

is Capped” was not for reassuring times.  It was for the most serious and 

confusing of times.  He hoped following procedure to the letter without any 

reassurances would protect his people.  He thought to himself that concerns 

about them were a little late.  He needed to create enough breathing room 

to figure out what was going on. 

He now had two days to chart a course without interference.  He sat and 

finished his coffee and started to line things up 1, 2, 3.  He went outside and 

hailed a cab. 

“Andrews Air Base.  Service Entrance.”  

He had friends at Andrews who could get him anywhere in the country 

without raising any red flags.  He wouldn’t even be asking anyone else to 

violate any rules.  His position was designed to be invisible to other 

branches of the government as he saw fit.  He was now Absent.  Not Absent 

without leave because he had granted himself leave.  As long as no one 

could actually see him face to face it would be impossible for them to fire 

him.  

All three of his agents were loyal and trustworthy.  He believed he was not 

putting them in Jeopardy because they were now required to follow his 

directives without question.  They could all cite chapter and verse from the 



manual on what they were authorized to do and why they could not answer 

any questions from any agents other than Stark no matter their position in 

Government.  It was a version of a rhyme he had learned from his father.  It 

was only one of a half dozen times he had ever heard him use salty 

language.  “I will walk my post in a military manner, take no shit from the 

company commander.”  His staff had been given a post and they would 

walk it in a military manner and there was no one who could divert them 

from that post. 

He had Mexico and California covered so he decided he was going to be the 

boots on the ground in Seattle.  He was very curious about the launch of 

that Alternate Reality Game, La Disconquista. 

He got to Andrews and they let him in the back gate with no problem.  This 

was where he usually traveled from so they knew him.  He went to the 

control tower and checked in with his friend Nate.  He never knew Nate’s 

last name, and that was fine with him. 

“What can you do to get me to Seattle ASAP Nate.” 

“Got the Roller Coaster just about fueled up.  Oughta get you there in two 

hours, two and a half max.” 

“Sounds good Nate.  Pencil me in. and then erase it as soon as we’re in the 

air.  I’m classifying this trip so you haven’t seen me.” 

“Seen who?  Hot foot it, they’re beginning to taxi.” 

Jeff didn’t need to be told twice.  Down the steps and out onto the 

tarmac.  The plane halted and the hatch popped open.  The roster chief 



stuck his head out, got a nod from Nate in the tower, and passed Jeff on 

board.  He hadn’t been to Seattle in a long time.  If nothing else he’d be 

eating fresh seafood before this day was over.  



Chapter 27  

1:25 PM PDT, 3:25 PM CDT, 4:25 PM EDT 

Sofia Pauses 

“This is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California.  This 

just in.  The California Highway Patrol is announcing the closure of 

Highway 101 at Chualar, 20 miles to the north of Greenfield and at the 

mission town of San Miguel 25 miles to the South.  These steps are being 

taken because this vital commercial artery that stretches from San 

Francisco to Los Angeles has become a parking lot around the town of 

Greenfield.  Traffic became backed up this morning when drivers who hit a 

traffic jam started abandoning their cars and walking the remaining 

distance to Greenfield.  The lure of free money just overwhelmed their good 

judgement.  

“The Highway Patrol has given notice that they will begin towing any 

vehicles left unattended on the 101 immediately.  In addition to a 

substantial fine the drivers will be charged with disturbing the peace, so 

folks, get back out there to your cars and let’s get this cleared up.” 

“Local residents will be permitted to pass with a proof of address.  Those 

without proof of local residence will be turned around.  We’ve also received 

notice from the governor’s office that he has declared a state of emergency 

and is activating the National Guard.  The National Guard will be 

monitoring Carmel Valley Road to the west and State Highway 198 to the 

east with the same rules.  Local residents will be allowed passage and all 

others will be turned away.  Greenfield is now officially cut off.” 



“The Highway Patrol announced that as soon as the lanes have been cleared 

they will begin admitting commercial traffic.  Stay tuned to News Channel 

23 for further developments.” 

“So far this has not stopped the flow of people into Greenfield.  As you can 

see behind me there are still people lining up to get their $100.  The best we 

can figure is that this is some combination of those people who have 

abandoned their cars on the Highway and residents of outlying 

areas.  We’ve seen a growing number of agricultural workers as well.  These 

customers, the working poor of California’s fields have the most to gain 

from the Casino Fortunatus cash machines.  The $100 would amount to 

more than a day’s wages for them.”  

Sofia’s head was spinning trying to make some sense of it all.  She decided 

she needed a break and signed off the air.  “Let’s get a cup of coffee Vic.”   

“The coffee at the Corner Store does OK if you’re not too much of a 

gourmet.” 

“Coffee is coffee to me.  Let’s go get a cup and I’ll give you a review when 

we’re done.” 

“You buying?” Vic smiled. 

“You bet.  You’ve done a helluva a job this morning Vic.  I appreciate it.  We 

may not have another quiet time so I wanted to tell you that while I have 

the chance.” 

“Thank you.”  ‘Mr. aw shucks’ acknowledged her complement.  “You let me 

know how Greenfield stacks up in the coffee department.” 



************************** 

From looking at the store now no one would have guessed the terrible 

condition of the shelves when Rodolfo started to work.  He developed a 

system.  Step one: Identify a product and push as much of it as possible to 

one side to create some space.  Step two: go to the store room and find that 

product.  Step three:  Take as much of that product as would fit and fill the 

empty shelf.  Step four: Repeat.  He worked fast and with precision.  What 

had been a ramshackle when he began quickly transformed itself into the 

store that Rodolfo knew. 

He had never had so much fun.  His mind was a natural organizer and the 

act of putting things in their place was for him just an extension of his 

nature.  This was nothing like what he had heard when the adults in his life 

talked about work.  But maybe they didn’t have good jobs like this, so it was 

different. 

Caz’s mood steadily improved as Rodolfo worked his way through the 

store.  A customer yelled at Caz that the coffee was empty and could he 

make some more.   Caz shrugged his shoulders and pointed to the line at 

the register.  He looked at Rodolfo and Rodolfo answered without being 

asked, “I make the coffee at home all the time” 

“You be careful.” 

“Can I call my mom first?” 

“There’s a phone in the stock room Son.  Tell her you’re doing a great 

job.  When you’re done with the coffee come watch me at the cash register a 

minute.  Little by little Rodolfo.” 



Sofia and Vic walked into the Corner Store and saw the line of 10 or 12 at 

the cash register and hesitated.  “It’s gonna be the same everywhere.” Vic 

said.  He pointed Sofia toward the coffee.  He saw Rodolfo filling the coffee 

maker and touched her arm to stop.   

“That’s him,” said Vic in a hushed tone. 

“That’s who?”  Sofia answered in the same hushed tone. 

“That’s the kid who was first at the machine this morning.  He’s the one 

who talked to the old man with the violin.” 

Rodolfo felt someone staring at him.  He turned and saw Vic and Sofia 

talking and his first impulse was to run.  But then he recognized Sofia 

Robles from the news and he thought better of it.  He watched her on 

television all the time and he felt like he knew her.  Rodolfo was star 

struck.  He stood right where he was as she walked up to him and started 

talking.  

“What’s your name son?”  Rodolfo didn’t answer.  Sofia could feel Rodolfo’s 

mix of excitement and fear so she came on as soft as she could.  “My friend 

Vic tells me you were the first one to use the cash machines this morning.” 

Rodolfo didn’t answer.  Sofia could see the fear winning.  “The Chief doesn’t 

want anything from you son.   He, we both, just want to know what the man 

playing the violin said to you.  It’s not just us, I think the whole world would 

like to know.  This is the biggest thing ever to happen in Greenfield.  You 

were the only one that the old man with the violin talked to.  We were 

hoping you could tell us something that would help us understand what is 

going on.” 



“Rodolfo.  My name’s Rodolfo.” 

“Thanks Rodolfo.  Do you remember what the man with the violin said to 

you?.” 

“He just told me it was ok to use the machine.  He told me it wasn’t 

stealing.” 

“I think he told the truth Rodolfo.  I think everyone who is around has used 

the machines.  Do you have family here in Greenfield Rodolfo?” 

“My mom and my baby sister and my Gramma.” 

“Have they come and gotten cash too?” 

“Yeah I went and told them.  At first my mom didn’t believe me, but when 

we saw you on TV she knew it was true.  We all came to the machine, even 

my Gramma.” 

“Would you like to be on TV Rodolfo?” 

“I’d have to ask my mom first, but it sounds like, you know, nice.” 

“Where’s your mom now Rodolfo?” 

“She’s coming here in a little while.” 

“Have you worked here long?” 

“I started this morning ma’am.  That’s what my mom tells me to say to 

women, ma’am.  Is that all right, ma’am?” 

“It’s fine Rodolfo.  It’s very polite.” 



“The other guy who works here, like ah, took off.  So the owner, he knows 

me.  He thinks I’m real honest.  So I just started working, like right away.” 

“Ask your boss if he wants to have his store on TV” 

“Not trying to ease drop ma’am, I’m pretty polite myself.  The answer is 

yes.  Unless you plan to charge me.  You ain’t selling commercials are you?” 

“No not a commercial.  I want to interview Rodolfo because he was the first 

person to use the cash machines this morning.  So you get a free mention 

about your store.” 

“That’s my favorite word, Free.  Only when someone else says it.” 

“Rodolfo tells me he just started working here this morning?” 

“Yeah, my bum of a nephew took off.  He thinks I can’t get by without 

him.  Well he’s got a thing coming.  This kid’s got more done in a couple of 

hours than my nephew gets done in a whole day.” 

Sofia knew she had another scoop here and that this boy was 

special.  “Rodolfo I sure would like to meet your mother so we can get you 

on TV.” 

“She’ll be here in an hour.  She said that’s all I can work today so she’s 

coming to pick me up.” 

“We’ll come back then Rodolfo.  We’ll go now and let you get back to work.” 

“The coffee’s ready,” Rodolfo told them. 

They filled their cups and got in line and Caz said, “It’s on the house.” 



Vic and Sofia stood sipping their coffee on the sidewalk outside the Corner 

Store.  

Sofia said, “It’s time for the 15 minute power nap.” 

“I”ll see you back here in 45 minutes. 

Sofia shook his hand and leaned over close enough to kiss him on the cheek 

and then turned and left.  



Chapter 28   

2:00 PM PDT, 4:00 PM CDT, 5:00 PM EDT 

Munst and Krause Land in Leon  

Munst and Krause were road weary by the time their commercial flight 

from Houston set down in Leon, Mexico.  It wasn’t just the travel, which 

they were used to and normally didn’t bother them.  It was the call from 

Jeff Stark that had really taken the starch out of them.  

They’d had to switch to a commercial flight in Houston which meant they 

had to go through security in the U.S.  Normally they could just flash 

credentials but “The Top is Capped” made them proceed as civilians with as 

little notice as possible.   When they landed in Leon they got trapped in 

Mexican Customs.  They were finding out what it was like being treated like 

a couple of rubberneckers who’d come down to drink half the tequila in 

Mexico.  Just as they were about to open their luggage they saw a sharp 

dressed Limo driver holding up a sign “Krause and Munst.”  As soon as the 

customs agents saw the driver he flagged Krause and Munst through.  They 

figured Stark had arranged it, but they knew not to ask. 

The driver led them to a big, black SUV waiting at the exit door, parked in 

the no parking zone.  There was a swarm of baggage attendants who 

elbowed each other for the privilege of stowing their bags.  The driver 

dismissed the attendants, except for 1, who put their bags in the rear hatch 

and opened the door for them.  The driver got behind the wheel and drove 

off.  



Krause and Munst devoured their surroundings.  They watched everyone 

for tells.  Everyone gives them off.  Years of working crowds in security 

details had given them a keen sense of reading people and situations.  They 

always assumed there was no such thing as a One Way Street and that they 

were being watched from every direction in every way possible.  Today 

would be no different, except now there were two governments 

involved.  They knew the car was probably bugged, the driver would be 

wired, eyes in the sky.  If it could be done it was being done.  This wasn’t 

just protection of an individual, this was the protection of the substance 

that made this and the rest of the world work, money. 

No idle chit chat on the drive from Leon to San Miguel.  Krause and Munst 

and the driver were all three wearing reflector sunglasses so none of them 

could tell when a glance was tossed that might have led to a 

conversation.  They all three seemed to like it that way but no one could tell. 

The driver pulled into a hotel to drop them off.  Munst asked the driver if he 

could take them by the apartment address they had for Etienne.  “No 

problem.  It’s just around the corner.” the driver said.  Krause heard no 

discernible accent in his English. 

The driver wasn’t kidding, the street that Etienne lived on, Calle Orizaba, 

was about a minute and a half from their hotel.  San Miguel de Allende was 

not a large city.  The driver slowed and pointed as they passed a big black 

door and a smaller black door right next to it with a number 20 on it.  When 

he got to the next cross street he took a right and circled the block and 

cruised 20 Orizaba again. 



Both doors, one for automobiles and one for pedestrians, were right up on 

the street and closed so as to block any view of what was behind them.  This 

was standard.  Public and private were very separate in Mexico.  The idea of 

some sort of cosmetic lawn for others to see was foreign.   

“Want to stop and ring the buzzer?” the driver asked. 

“No, we’ve seen enough?” Muntz answered. 

“Yeah, I think we got it.” Krause added. 

Munst was impressed at how adept the people on the street were at 

watching them very closely without looking like they were watching them at 

all.  He had seen this talent before in occupied cities.  There was nowhere 

near the fear that he had seen in some places but nobody looked directly at 

them.  Strictly side glances.  The people sought no interaction and would be 

just as happy to see them gone.  

The only one who even acknowledged their presence was Doňa Juana who 

spent her days in the open store front a half a block before Etienne’s 

place.  Her friend Lupita had them pegged on the first pass and told Doňa 

Juana that they were after Etienne.  When they passed the second time 

Doňa Juana yelled at them, “Déjale en paz.  Él no está molestando a 

nadie.”  (leave him alone, he’s not bothering anyone).  She liked Etienne 

because he spoke to her sometimes and brought her an occasional soda. 

The sun was about to go down.  The driver asked if they would be needing 

him anymore today. They told him to give them an hour.  As soon as it was 

good and dark they were going to pay Etienne Duvall a visit.  



Chapter 29   

2:30 PM PDT, 4:30 PM CDT, 5:30 PM EDT 

Amy, Balthazar, Frank row their ducks  

Frank hit his remote and a stage came up out of the floor in the center of 

the room.  He motioned for them to follow him up to the stage. 

“Which way do we face Frank?”  Amy was a little lost. 

“You face whichever way you want.”  Frank got up on the stage.  “Whoever 

is in front of you can see you straight on live and see the back of your head 

on the screens facing them on the other side of the room.  Whoever’s in 

back of you in the audience can see the back of your head live and your face 

on the screens on the other side of the room facing them.”  Amy nodded 

though it was disconcerting.  Frank continued, “You will be seeing yourself 

looking straight back at yourself from the screen in front of you and 

basically looking over your shoulder at what’s going on behind you as well.” 

“But you’re not limited to that set up.  These screens will show whatever 

camera you want them to show.  You can set them to show the image from 

the cameras directly behind you, which will give you the sensation of being 

behind yourself.  Or a split screen that shows both from the front and the 

back at the same time.”  Frank was already familiar with this stuff, Amy 

thought to herself.  He was like a kid in a candy store. 

“For the broadcast we will have 3 basic formats.  First; one of us at a 

time.  Second; is split between the 3 of us side by side.  Third; for any video 

or graphic display will have 2/3 dedicated to the video or graphic and 1 of 



us to the left.  All of them will have a scroll across the bottom with the 

option of 37 different languages.  We may have more by tonight.”  Frank 

finally ran out of steam. 

“You think anyone will be able to pay any attention to what we’re saying 

with all this?” Amy was withering or was it wuthering. 

“It sounds like a lot Amy, but think about it.  There isn’t anything in the 

package that people don’t already see every day.  It only seems strange 

because we haven’t been in the process of creating it.  And now we are.” 

“I guess you’re right Frank.  Split screen, scrolling, and simultaneous 

translation are not anything that will freak anyone out, but this video 

arrangement Frank.  The 24 cameras and the central omnidirectional stage. 

This is new.” 

“The only ones who will really see how amazingly different it is will be the 

live audience.  There is nothing like this going on live, but in Virtual Reality 

this is old news.  But it’s not the room that’s impressive Ames.  They got 

their own network, their own satellite network.  Unhackable.  And you 

think my coding was good, you should see theirs.  It’s simple beyond 

belief.  You’ve seen some of the staff, and there’s more.  It’s just like, 

whatever needs to be done someone shows up and does it.” 

“OK Frank.  It looks like we’re rolling here.”  Amy was amazed. 

“If this doesn’t qualify as an Apocalypse, at the very least it’s a 

Jubilee.”  Balthazar was smiling again.  

Amy laughed.  “Give me that remote Frank.  I want to play.”  



Frank tossed Amy the remote and she yelled “Yippie.”   She started pushing 

buttons just to see what would happen. 

“You know how much I hate to kill any buzz but we need to make a few 

decisions about tonight and we’ll never make them here.  Let’s head back to 

the e-fect and find a nice quiet place to talk over simple logistics, because 

every logistical plan we had was for something small.” 

Amy shut the screens off and handed Frank the remote.  “Let’s go,” she 

said. 

When they got out on the sidewalk there were two news vans 

unloading.  Luckily they weren’t recognized. 

Amy said, ”Let’s get inside and get a quiet table in the corner.  This is weird, 

and I don’t need weird right now.”  When they got to the e-fect they all saw 

what a bad idea this was.  The room was packed.  As soon as they walked 

through the door people started cheering.  There was barely room to move 

and the marijuana smoke was so thick that there was no need to light a 

joint.  Balt addressed the crowd.  “We thank you for that rousing reception 

and we’d love to stay with you all and party but I think you all know we’re a 

little busy right now getting ready for tonight.”  

Frank motioned for Balt and Amy to follow him to his office.  Once inside 

they looked at each other with sheepish grins and a bit of fear and a lot of 

fatigue.  “I guess we know this is not going to be a place to get any quiet 

planning done.  Follow me.”  

Frank opened what looked like a closet door that opened to a stairway 

headed down.  “Don’t freak.  Seattle Underground.  Half the buildings 



downtown have access.“  Frank went down the stairs and they 

followed.  100 feet to their right was a stairway up.  They climbed the stairs 

and ended up right where they had started 10 minutes ago, inside the 

WorldMeetWorld building.  

“You know guys.  I don’t think there’s a thing we’re gonna get accomplished 

other than stress ourselves more than we already are and I could use a 

nap.  I’m gonna go home for whatever time we got.”  Amy was fatigued. 

“I was going to wait to show you this but you’re both looking a little 

frazzled.  Over here.”  

Frank led them down a short hallway.  The first door to the right had a 

piece of paper pinned to it with Balthazar’s name on it.  Across the hall was 

one with Amy pinned to it and a little further down, one for Frank.  Frank 

opened the door to the first one and they all went in.  It was a dressing 

room with its own bathroom, a small sofa, a couple of chairs and a 

bed.  “Get some rest, the both of you.  Your’s is just the same Amy and I 

have one a little further down.  I told them to wake us up an hour and a half 

before show time.” 

“Who are these people Frank?  That’s a rhetorical question.  Good night to 

both of you.  I wanted to take a shower and change clothes but 1 out of 2 is 

not bad.  Good night boys.” 

They both nodded to Amy as she walked out the door and Frank nodded to 

Balt as he followed her.  Balt stretched out on the bed and was asleep in 

under a minute.  



Amy couldn’t figure out whether she was going to take her shower first or 

sleep first.  She hated getting into dirty cloths after a shower.  There was a 

dresser with drawers and a closet so Amy thought she’d take a 

look.  Elegant, simple clothes: cotton, linen, hemp and silk.  Shirts, skirts, 

underwear, silk stockings, even a selection of shoes.  There were three 

sizes of everything and in almost everything the middle size was 

hers.  And there were pajamas too.  Why not two showers.  Who are these 

guys?  Not rhetorical!  



Chapter 30   

2:30 PM PDT, 4:30 PM CDT, 5:30 PM EDT 

Etienne exits Orizaba, El Portón, El Charco  

Etienne was on psycho energy.  He couldn’t sit still.  He didn’t want to wait 

around for his doorbell to ring or somebody else to call him.  He had no 

idea who or what to expect or what to say to them.  He’d had about all he 

could handle so he grabbed his warm coat and headed out the door.  He got 

halfway to the gate and stopped.  He had to consider that this was not a 

regular day.  He wasn’t sure if he would ever come back to his apartment so 

he knew he better think this through.  He had only felt this way one other 

time in his life, in 1984.  

Etienne had made some intentional changes in his life in that year but it 

was the manner in which the world related to him that had changed 

more.  The symbol and substance of that change was a letter that he and his 

parents had discovered in his grandfather Jasper’s bible.  Etienne had 

carried the letter with him ever since and wherever the letter was, Etienne 

considered home. 

He walked back to his apartment and went in.  Everything in place.  In the 

middle of the big credenza sat his Grandfather Jasper’s bible.  He thumbed 

through the pages until he found the one thing with which he could not 

bring himself to part.  It was a letter written by his Grandfather Jasper.  It 

was addressed to Jasper’s brother Emerson, but apparently never 

sent.  What made the letter so significant to Etienne was that a few hours 

before he found it in Jasper’s Bible he had climbed to the top of a big rock 



at Pinnacles National Monument and made promises to God, and some of 

those promises were in the letter, word for word. 

Etienne had carried the letter with him ever since.  He believed the Letter 

existed on several different levels of reality.  Etienne knew it was an 

important key in fulfilling his destiny and it sure seemed that that destiny 

was starting to unfold.  He had to have the letter with him because he never 

knew when he might need it.  He went upstairs and found a good box and 

some packing material to put around it.  Back downstairs, packed the bible 

in the box, and put the box in his knapsack. 

As soon as he went out the gate on Orizaba he felt everyone looking at 

him.  He decided to spend as little time as possible on the street, keep his 

face under wraps.  He figured the city bus was best to get him out of his 

neighborhood.  Maybe the other passengers had not been home watching 

TV.  

He pulled down his stocking cap and headed for the bus stop on the 

corner.  Within 5 minutes the “Urbano” was lumbering up Orizaba and 

pulled to a stop right in front of him.  He hopped on and took a seat in the 

middle.  He avoided making eye contact with anyone.  The bus took its 

winding path through Colonia San Antonio before turning back toward 

downtown.  He didn’t have any destination in mind.  He was in a confused 

fog.  He rode for 20 minutes and got off at San Juan de Dios, a 

neighborhood church he especially liked because of its stained glass 

window of a descending dove. 

Why couldn’t the cash machines have come here?  This is where they were 

needed.  There was real poverty here, amongst great wealth.  But the whole 



world over was like that.  He loved San Miguel and it had been an integral 

part in changing his modus operandi.  It began with the eldercare facilities 

and the friends he’d made amongst the residents and staff.  It went further 

when after a 50 year hiatus from any religious practice he had started 

attending St. Paul’s Episcopal Church.   It wasn’t a Rasta Baptist Church, 

but for what he wanted that was a positive part of it.  He was making a 

concerted effort to learn how to listen.  His time at St. Paul’s Church had 

taught him much about the coexistence of poverty and wealth.  He would 

like to have told the richer parishioners in the Anglican congregation that 

they all needed to do more, but then so did he.  Where was the 

line?  Etienne had not sold all of his possessions and given the proceeds to 

the poor, so the difference between himself and the ‘wealthy’ was a matter 

of degree.  Many Mexicans considered him wealthy. 

Etienne could not deny he liked good food, at times expensive food.  He 

liked good music, at times expensive music.  His money spent on these 

things helped cooks, waiters, guitarists, dancers.  His Cobb Salad at Hecho 

en Mexico cost as much as the food budget for a family of five for the 

week.  This was how things worked, he told himself.  The poverty seemed so 

endless. 

Etienne lived in a two bedroom apartment with one of the bedrooms 

converted into an office.  He remembered the scene in Dr. Zhivago when he 

returns home after the Revolution.  His family was nowhere to be found 

and their estate was managed by a Commisar who made decisions on living 

arrangements for the house.  She assigned Zhivago a single room and was 

continually tut-tutting him, “there are now more than 20 families living 

here.”  And Zhivago as sincerely as he could “of course this is a more just 



arrangement.”  No matter how hard he tried the Commissar would always 

find irony in his answer.  She would respond, “Your attitude is 

noticed.  Your attitude is noticed.” 

What was a “just arrangement?”  Etienne was not entirely sure he knew, but 

he knew he must do something to break out of what was going on 

today.  There were people attending St. Paul’s who Etienne considered 

wealthy, but they also volunteered time and money to the organization 

“Feed the Hungry”.  They helped feed four or five thousand people a 

day.  That was real, actual help.  He knew many people in the world were 

looking for a better way.  He just hoped he and they could find it. 

Right now all he wanted to do was find his friends.  There were the two 

Lupitas, a one year old and the other an 85 year old.  And Vanessa whose 

mother and grandmother made the dolls that adorned his mantle.  And 

then deep in his heart Yoana and her eight brothers and sisters, the future 

movie star, the scholar, the hero, the twins.  He wanted to see them.  He 

wanted to give them whatever pesos he had before he left town.  If he did 

not see them he would leave it with a friend who knew who they were.  His 

heart was broken.  Why hadn’t the ATMs come here? 

After a few minutes sitting in the little park in front of the San Juan de Dios 

Church he got restless again and found himself up and walking.  His feet 

were making the decisions and before he knew it he found himself climbing 

the steep hill up Canal toward the Jardin.  He was walking toward the least 

anonymous place in San Miguel.  He started to question the decisions his 

feet were making.  He couldn’t imagine any of the people he really wanted 



to see being in the Jardin at this time of day and he really didn’t want to run 

into anyone else he knew.  He had no idea what to say to them. 

He stopped right before Zacateras and hopped a bus headed back where he 

just came from.  He stayed on past San Juan de Dios and hopped off at 

Insurgentes.  He walked down past Plaza Garibaldi and turned right on 

Calzada de la Luz.  He started thinking of avoiding downtown San Miguel 

altogether.  He walked past a phone store and thought better of it.  He went 

back and bought a half-dozen cell phones.  He’d seen it on TV often 

enough.  Use it and throw it.  Burner phones they were called.  He started to 

dig on his James Bond. 

He hadn’t had a cell phone in over a year.  He hadn’t missed it until a 

Christmas Party at one of the eldercare facilities he’d attended.  One of the 

employees had gotten busy in the kitchen and had no pockets in her sleek 

evening dress to put her cell phone.  Without the least hesitation and not a 

hint of self-consciousness she stowed the phone in her cleavage.  Etienne 

would have given anything for a phone and the number but alas he had 

neither.  He thought it best at the time, but he was not so sure at this 

moment. 

He’d been a volunteer at the facility so long that he had become part of the 

landscape, a potted plant so to speak.  The Christmas Party brought 

everyone out in their finest.  It was such a contrast to their daily 

uniforms.  Etienne did more than one double take that night.  The gentle 

affection and generosity he witnessed daily in their care of the aged 

residents had been transformed into elegance and style.  He pinched 

himself to make sure he had not died and gone to heaven.  The only thing 



wrong with the evening was that not everyone was in attendance.  There 

was a smile in particular that was absent.  He had just been the recipient of 

Sofia’s “smile” on TV so he had a referent point.  Sofia’s smile could melt 

hearts, open doors, and befuddle the most sophisticated.  But the particular 

smile that was absent from the Christmas Party, if properly focused, could 

provide the world’s energy needs for millennia.  He worried about her until 

he saw her the next week and she told him that it was fatigue from the 7 to 7 

shifts that had kept her home.  

People were always telling Etienne how selfless his work at Cielito Lindo 

was.  He knew that wasn’t the case.  It wasn’t just nights like the party that 

made it worthwhile, it was the daily activities.  He had more fun going there 

than in anything he had ever done in his life.  And getting to go to the 

Christmas Party didn’t hurt.  The real icing on the cake was getting to know 

the families of the employees.  Meeting them at activities and just seeing 

them around town.  The shy little hand that a four year old had held out to 

greet him.  Watching them grow up. 

Etienne looked around and realized that he had walked all the way to El 

Porton.  El Porton was the traditional northern entrance to the town.  Turn 

left and he would be on the road to Dolores Hidalgo which went right past 

Cielito Lindo.  Turn right and it was back toward the Jardin.  All this 

nostalgia was getting the best of him.  He had to get used to his new name, 

Incognito.  

He sat on a bench and started to laugh that he had finally achieved another 

of his life’s goal.  Besides being an illegal alien he was, finally, a secret 



agent.  He took out one of the cell phones he had just bought and dialed 

Vic’s number. 

“Vic Castenada,”  Vic broadcast authoritatively. 

“How you doin for cash up that way Son?”  Etienne chuckled. 

“Not too bad.  Everyone seems flush.  And you?  You making it through the 

day?” 

“No complaints.  Course I try not to complain much these days.  I really got 

nothing to complain about.  And shit Vic, I gotta be about the most famous, 

or is it ‘notorious’ person on the planet about now.” 

“I guess that depends on who you ask,” laughed Vic. 

“Who could possibly object to people getting money, especially if they get 

some too.”  

“Until today I think a lot of people would have asked the same thing.  I 

think you went a long way to get people to look at the whole thing.  Hell of a 

job buddy.” 

“Holy shit Vic.  Have I got a convert here?” 

“I don’t convert.  I listen and I think.  For the first time in your sorry life 

you made me listen and think.  I don’t say that to many people.” 

“Well I owe a lot of that to you and Sofia.”  Vic had surprised Etienne with 

his praise.  He knew that was a commodity Vic didn’t just toss around. 

“So you gonna make it to Greenfield?”  Vic asked Etienne. 



“I should be there tomorrow, if all goes well.  You go get to work 

maintaining order in good ole Greenfield.” 

“I’m on it.  See you soon.”  Vic signed off. 

The talk with Vic had buoyed his spirits.  It was the first time he and Vic 

had been amiable in his memory.  I must be doing something right, he 

thought.  

Etienne was feeling the need to get out of San Miguel but he didn’t want to 

go far.  And he didn’t want to go someplace where people knew him.  But 

that cut his options down to almost zero.  In that respect Mexico was like 

the Ozarks.  You don’t show up at remote places and just hang around.  It 

makes people nervous.  He remembered going up to a cousin’s house in 

Arkansas up Kenner Creek near Osage.  When he walked towards the door 

his cousin came out with a revolver in hand and wanted to know what his 

business was.  It was OK as soon as it was established who he was.  

Though none of his immediate family was in the area at that time they had 

left no grudges or enemies in the larger group.   His parents and 

grandparents were held in the highest esteem so all he had to do was 

identify himself as Jonah and Wilma’s son and Jasper and Vine’s 

grandson.  Etienne had no cousins near San Miguel so best to stay out of 

remote areas. 

Etienne had a thought, EL Charco de Ingenio, a nature preserve, right next 

to San Miguel.  Quiet and deserted this time of year.  Beautiful trails and 

quiet vistas and a place where he could gather his thoughts.  He walked the 



few blocks to catch the Number 8 Bus.  This took him up the Salida Real de 

Queretaro. 

He sat down and scrunched over.  He stirred when he passed the Mirador 

overlook and raised up enough to sneak a peek at the Hotel Mirador right 

across the street.  He had spent his first month in town there.  His stop 

came up in a couple of minutes.  He reached into his pocket and felt the 

phone he had used to call Vic.  With as little fanfare as he could muster he 

pulled it out and left it lying on the seat beside him as he got off the bus just 

before the Glorietta.  He crossed the road, started walking and was at El 

Charco del Ingenio in half an hour.  



Chapter 31   

3:00 PM PDT, 5:00 PM CDT, 6:00 PM EDT 

Rodolfo, Belinda, Sofia and Vic 

Sofia got to her motel room and paced for a few minutes and then lay 

down.  She was way too keyed up to sleep so she settled for 15 minutes on a 

comfortable bed.  She got up, washed up a bit, and sat down at a small table 

to make a few notes.  These few minutes helped her to compose 

herself.  She headed back to the cash machines on an even keel. 

She was a half a block away when she saw Vic waiting exactly where he said 

he would be.  Out of the corner of her eye she saw Preston Witt walking 

toward Vic with a full head of steam.  She stopped at the edge of the parking 

lot and thought about getting this on her cell phone.  She thought better of 

it because she didn’t want to be discovered. 

She thought she knew what Preston’s take on this would be but she pricked 

up her ears to see if he was as predictable as she thought.  He had been the 

least cooperative resident of Greenfield when she and Vic were doing their 

story on sexual exploitation of immigrants.  

Vic saw Preston walking toward him.  He knew traffic was congested 

because he had never seen Preston Witt walk anywhere in town.  

“What the hell you think I’m paying you for Casta whatever the hell your 

name is.  I want this Goddamned thing shut down.” 



Vic eyed him with some disgust.  “I wasn’t aware I worked for you 

Preston.”  Vic knew Preston wanted Vic to call him Mr. Witt.  He’d even 

gone so far as to pass the request on through a mutual friend.  It was a sign 

of respect that Preston Witt felt he deserved.  So Vic was bound to never call 

him anything but Preston from then on.  

“You know what the hell I’m talking about.  I pay more taxes than anyone 

else in this town.  And I’m telling you to shut it down.” 

“How ya think I oughta accomplish that Preston.  Might start a riot.” 

“Whataya think your pistol’s for.  Put up a barrier and if anyone goes 

through the barrier, shoot the son of a bitch.” 

“On what grounds Preston.  I haven’t seen anyone breaking the law.” 

“On my grounds.  I own this town and that thing is a public nuisance. I got 

three crews here shootin the breeze when the lazy bastards oughta be out in 

the damn fields.  Whaddya gonna do? Or am I gonna have to take care of 

this myself?” 

“I’ll tell you what I’m going to do for you Preston since you asked so nice 

and all.  Not a damn thing.  Nobody here is bothering anyone.  And if you 

show up here with any hired thugs I’ll throw them in jail and then I’ll go 

find you and throw you in jail with em.” 

“You’re making the biggest mistake of your so called career.  I’m gonna shut 

this thing down with or without your help.  And if you think you’re ever 

gonna throw me in jail you’re a bigger jackass than I thought.  I know 

people.” 



“Well Preston, my suggestion is you go talk to those people you know.  I’m a 

little busy right now.” 

Vic turned and walked away leaving Preston Witt a sputtering volcano 

about to erupt.  “Don’t you turn your back on me.  You’re done.  I’ll have 

your chicken shit job before this day is over.“ 

Sofia walked toward Vic trying to get a read.  She had watched the whole 

interaction with Preston but was too far away to hear much.  She’d seen 

that Preston was about to blow up but Vic seemed as cool as a 

cucumber.  She was trying to figure out if Vic was really as cool as he 

seemed or just a good actor.  She saw no signs of stress.  She was 

impressed.  She had some idea of the real power Preston Witt wielded and 

that made her even more impressed. 

“I see Preston is still reading from the same script,” Sofia laughed. 

“He’s never had much range,” Vic opined. 

“So what range does he have?” Sofia aked. 

“All the way from gruff ass hole to mean ass hole, and he doesn’t need 

direction.  He’s a natural.  But he didn’t inherit it.  His father was one of the 

best men I ever met.  I’m told he was one of the original organizers of the 

Grange in Greenfield.” 

“I’ve heard the name but what’d they do?” 

“Farmer’s rights, small farmers fighting big business.  Damn near socialist.” 

“And Preston’s father was in that?” 



“Yeah and Preston’s son Aaron is a lot closer to the Grandfather in 

disposition.” 

“Did they let Mexicans in?” 

“I don’t think so Sofia, but in those days they didn’t let Mexicans in 

anything.” 

“You sound like the local recruiter.” 

“There used to be a Grange Hall here and they did let Mexicans rent it.  It 

was something.” 

“Look over there.”  Without trying to be too obvious Sofia nodded toward a 

young woman carrying a baby and some bags and an elderly lady carrying 

just bags. 

“You think that’s them?” asked Vic. 

“I’d bet on it.” answered Sofia. 

Just then Rodolfo walked confidently out of the store and took the bags 

from his grandmother, Vic followed and offered to take the bags from 

Belinda as well, but she declined passing the baby over to her mother. 

Rodolfo started the introductions.  “This is my mother Belinda, my little 

sister Luz Esperanza and my grandmother Ascension.”  

“I’m Sofia Robles and perhaps you know Vic Castenada.” 

“No ma’am.  I’ve never been arrested.”   

Belinda motioned for Rodolfo to come closer and whispered in his ear. 



“My mom wants to go for burgers if you guys would like to.”  Rodolfo was 

the spokesperson for the family. 

There was a hesitation on Sofia and Vic’s part and Belinda filled the silence. 

“I’ll pay for our burgers so you don’t need to worry about the extra 

people.”  Belinda said bluntly. 

Neither Sofia nor Vic had a word of response.  This is when they realized 

that neither one of them were really Mexican anymore.  This young mother 

asked nothing from anyone, and in her eyes they both might as well have 

been Rockefellers.  

“That’s fine.  Where can we go, everything is full.”  Vic was doing his best 

boy scout. 

“The Frost Top.  We’ll get the hamburgers to go and eat them in the 

park.  My cousin is working today.  We won’t have to wait.”  Belinda did not 

waste words. 

They got the burgers and walked down the El Camino to the park in front of 

the library, across the street from the Casino Fortunatus cash machines. 

Belinda didn’t wait, she plunged right in.  “Dolfi tells me you want to put 

him on TV.  I got two questions.  Why, and what’s in it for Dolfi.  I mean it’s 

like your job chief, and you,” Pointing at Sofia, “You’re getting rich and 

famous off this.  What’s in it for Dolfi.” 

Sofia and Vic exchanged glances.  Sofia started.  “Well chief Castenada tells 

me that Rodolfo was the first one to use the machine this morning.  We’d 

just like to hear what he has to say. I’m sure the whole world would.” 



“Ok maybe you gave me a good reason why people would like to hear what 

Dolfi has to say, being first and all, but you didn’t say nothing about what’s 

in it for Dolfi.” 

“Do you want me to pay Rodolfo to speak with us?” asked Sofia. 

“Yes I want you to pay Rodolfo to talk to you.  There’s a whole bunch other 

news guys around here and if you don’t pay him, one will.  Unless you got 

this cop here to make Dolfi talk to you.  Is that what he’s here for?” 

Vic answered, “Look, I’m not going to force Rodolfo to do anything.  And if 

anybody else tries to tell him to do something he or you don’t want him to 

do, you talk to me and I’ll put them in their place.  Your boy is free to talk or 

not talk to anyone he wants.  If you want me to go while you discuss this 

with Miss Robles just say the word.  I was just curious to know if Rodolfo 

saw or heard anything I didn’t this morning.” 

Rodolfo looked at his mother and kept his mouth shut. 

“Ok, I’ll see you folks later.  And I mean it Rodolfo, if anyone, anyone, 

bothers you, you just let me know.”  On that note Vic got up off the grass 

and walked across the El Camino to where the cash machines were still 

about their business. 

Sofia saw this slipping away.  She knew she had to get this now or lose 

it.  “We don’t usually pay anyone for interviews, but Automatic Teller 

Machines do not usually drop out of the sky and start giving everyone 

money.  I’ll write you a check for $1,000 dollars right here, right now, out of 

my own account and I’ll give you my word that I’ll try to get double that 



from my station later.  We need to do this quickly.”  Sofia looked at Belinda 

and then Rodolfo.  

Sofia saw Belinda turn and look back at her mother.  The mother did not 

move a muscle.  “A thousand dollars would have sounded like a lot this 

morning, but we just got $400.  So that’s not enough.” 

Sofia really wanted this.  “$2,000 is the best I can do, so I hope that’s 

enough.” 

The grandmother touched Belinda on the arm and when Belinda looked 

back at her her mother nodded. 

“Ok, $2,000 now and more later.” Belinda stated. 

Sofia nodded.  She was not successful at hiding her elation so when Belinda 

added.  “and one condition,” what  more thought Sofia. 

“And what is that?” Sofia asked with dread. 

“We want the chief there during the interview.” And then Belinda fell 

silent.  

“I think I can arrange that.”  Sofa was a taken off guard.  “Stay right 

here.”  Sofia ran after Vic. 

Belinda and her little family sat and watched as Sofia crossed the street and 

caught up with the chief and spoke with him for a moment.  She then ran 

back across to where they were all sitting and said, “Chief Castenada said 

he’d be delighted.”  Finally, smiles all around. 



This whole process had left Sofia short for words, a state that was not 

healthy for TV journalists.  They all sat there smiling until Vic walked up. 

“How are we going to do this, in front of the machines or back at the 

store?”  He asked. 

“We told Casimiro that we were going to film his store.  You 

promised.”  Sofia could see a little more of who Rodolfo was all the 

time.  This had nothing to do with enhancing his position at his new job, it 

had to do with honesty and forthrightness.  Rodolfo was a boy of his word, 

and even if it wasn’t him who had said they’d film at the store, it was a 

commitment that Rodolfo was a part of and so it was a commitment that 

must be honored. 

Sofia assured Rodolfo, “We can do both Rodolfo.  It would make a nice 

set.  We’ll talk in front of the cash machines and then walk on over to the 

store and talk some more.  We can show how things started and how they 

affected you and your world.” 

“What’s my world?  I don’t own the world.  It belongs to 

everybody.”  Rodolfo was dead serious and Sofia began to realize why his 

mother and grandmother fought so hard to protect him. 

“We know that Rodolfo, I just meant the world in which you live, and in 

which we all live.  This has affected the way people do things and I thought 

you would be a good example of that.”  Sofia was pretty sure that nothing 

short of pure sincerity would have any currency with Rodolfo so she set her 

mind to it.  “If you’re ready Rodolfo we can start preparing.” 



Rodolfo looked at his mother.  A face set in stone.  Rodolfo struck the same 

pose.  Sofia scrambled to get her check book out.  “Who do I make this out 

to?” 

The stone veneer was broken.  “Belinda Barajas” 

Sofia handed Belinda the check and she nodded to Rodolfo.  “I’ve always 

wanted to be on TV,” was all Rodolfo said and Sofia knew she had a trooper. 

They policed their lunch site and proceeded en masse across the 

street.  Activity with the cash machines had slowed a bit, but there were still 

lines in front of each screen.  

Whenever Rodolfo was worried he thought about music.  He didn’t tell any 

of his friends this but his favorite was Mozart.  He had been on a long bus 

ride in Mexico and Amadeus had come on.  Ever since that his ears were 

wide open whenever he heard a Mozart piece.  They showed up 

everywhere.  His third grade teacher had loved Mozart too, which was just 

one more reason he missed her.  He could sure use some Mozart about 

now.  It’s not that he was nervous, he was not, it’s just that Mozart brought 

him to a special place in his mind that made everything else disappear.  He 

didn’t know how to do it so he asked Sofia straight up.  “Do you have any 

Mozart?” 

“Do I have any what?”  Sofia was the nervous one now.  Her mind could not 

process Mozart with the coming interview.  Focus, focus.  Then she thought 

to herself that Rodolfo was 10 years old and she should find out what he 

wanted.  Rodolfo had not asked for a single thing for himself so it must be 

important to him.  She figured she’d better get to the bottom of it. 



“What do you want with Mozart, Rodolfo?”  Sofia did her best to tune in to 

him. 

“I like to listen to Mozart.  It helps me concentrate.  And if I fart I can just 

laugh like Mozart in his Movie.” 

Sofia smiled and looked Rodolfo in the face.  “Rodolfo I don’t have any 

Mozart here but I’ll get you some before we start.  And if you do fart, I’ll 

laugh with you.”  That was enough for Rodolfo.  



Chapter 32   

4:15 PM PDT, 6:15 PM CDT, 7:15 PM EDT 

Etienne Checks into El Mirador 

Etienne pulled out one of his new phones to check the time.  He thought 

that maybe now that he was “Double Naught Spy” enough someone might 

send him his Astin Martin. 

There was still a little light left in the day when he entered El Charco del 

Ingenio. El Charco had a real feel of being in nature even though there was 

urban development in all directions, Etienne was over the top of a hill just 

east of San Miguel so he couldn’t see downtown.  He started walking one of 

the paths.  He was tired and wanted to lie down and let the day sink in.  He 

didn’t want to go home.  Who knew what he’d find there.  His mind drifted 

but kept coming back to the questions that nagged him.  Who and Why? 

There was a bench up ahead and he sat down on it and started to cry.  He 

wasn’t even sure why.  All his bravado was being flushed out.  Forces 

beyond his knowledge and comprehension had been loosed in the 

world.  Time and again he kept coming back to the events of 1984.  It was 

the closest thing he had to a frame of reference for all this.  He was at the 

eye of a storm again for which he could claim no credit.  He was now he 

who was struck Eyeless in Gaza.  He knew that there were levels of reality 

that we could not perceive with our senses.   God was demonstrating his 

control of the Universe and showing Etienne only what it wanted him to 

see, keeping the rest hidden.  But these were not subtle clues and dreams, 



these were manifestations on a grand scale.  But manifestations of what and 

by whom? 

His first time going through such experiences had left him stupefied, unable 

to work for over a year.  He only survived through the aid of his parents and 

some very good friends. 

The generosity of others had seen him through a whole year before he 

started working again.  It took him years to realize how much it was not his 

own but the effort of others that had pulled him through.  The grace of 

others had sustained him.  He was hoping the world was witnessing that 

generosity universalized because he sure wasn’t ready for another year long 

stint as Blanche Dubois. 

He had taken a vocation that long time ago and it looked like his marching 

orders were being delivered.  The task of this vocation was to topple the 

Colossus that is Capitalism, not through its violent destruction but by 

letting it dry up and blow away, like a tumble weed.  Deny the Money Power 

the desperate and powerless human beings it needed to survive.  Give the 

human race a place to stand. 

Pro or con, he was sure of one thing, he was not in this alone.  Someone else 

was determined to rattle Capitalism’s grip on the world.  Laissez les bons 

temps rouler.  

He decided to use what little light there was left on this eventful day to get 

moving.  He had a destination now, El Mirador Hotel.  He would spend his 

last night in San Miguel where he had spent his first.   He had driven here 

in his father’s pick-up.  Well, by that time it was his pick-up.  He stopped at 



an overlook and San Miguel de Allende was spread out before him.  It made 

the word picturesque seem stingy.  

Right across the street from the overlook he had seen the Hotel 

Mirador.  He checked in.   The hotel had been almost empty so he got the 

best view they had, from a terrace no less.  Since that very first afternoon he 

had never given a serious thought to leaving San Miguel until today. 

He took a tack slightly to the right when he exited El Charco and made it to 

the hotel in the same half hour that it took him to get here.  He didn’t 

recognize the desk clerk, but it had been 8 years after all.  He figured it was 

also pretty unlikely to see the limpiadora Mari and her 10 year old daughter 

Karla.  Mari might still be around but her daughter would now be 18.  It was 

the same with his former students in California.  He’d been retired for 13 

years now.  The youngest were in their mid 20s.  Many had children of their 

own.  His first students were turning 40.  Etienne had evidence of 

something called time. 

He couldn’t say the room looked just like he remembered because he didn’t 

remember it that well.  He laid the box with the bible in it on the bed and 

walked out on the terrace.  This part he did remember.  San Miguel was 

beautifully spread out before him.  The difference now was he knew the 

major landmarks.  It was more than something beautiful to look at, it was 

the landscape of his life.  He took it in for a moment and then decided it 

was time to open the treasure he had brought with him.  

He went back in the room and grabbed up everything he had brought with 

him.  He sat at a table with a good view of the TV and turned it on.  He 

muted it and placed his full attention on the box.  He opened it and pulled 



the bible out. He laid it on the table.  He was leafing through it looking for 

the letter when he glanced up and saw Vic on the TV. 

He gathered that this was a clip from earlier in the day.  This was one he 

hadn’t seen so he decided to listen a moment and upped the volume.  Vic 

was talking to Sofia about the moments that he first encountered the cash 

machines.  He told her that he hadn’t been alone.  There had been a young 

Mexican boy and an old man playing a violin.  Etienne listened for a 

moment and knew by the description that the man playing the violin was 

Jasper.  He knew it.  The only problem was that Jasper had been dead for 

more than 40 years.  

Etienne was in the grip of a vicious nostalgia, and he knew he had to break 

free.  “Snap out of it,” he said to himself.  He would miss the people he had 

come to know and love here, but long before he had ever heard of San 

Miguel de Allende he had committed himself to a task and that task had to 

take priority.  

Besides, he was a broke illegal alien in Mexico. The illegal alien part had 

been a life-long goal but he wasn’t so thrilled about the broke part.  And 

who was he kidding about broke.  The eagle deposited a substantially small 

nest egg in his checking account once a month.  He took in more with his 

pension than half of the households in Mexico.  No more fear. 

Sofia announced that Vic had found the little boy from the morning and 

that she had him there for an interview.  Sofia was bumping the Oracle at 

Jeopardy so Etienne figured he might as well listen. 



As soon as he sat in a comfortable chair he started to nod off and 

dream.  He was getting on an air liner.  The Steward showed him to his seat 

and told him to fasten his shoulder harness.  This was no ordinary 

flight.  Escape velocity.  That’s the ticket.  The newest feature in money, 

escape velocity.  Impossible Dreams Airways, IDA, at your service.  1st Class, 

Universal 1st Class available upon unconsciousness.  



Chapter 33   

4:00 PM PDT, 6:00 PM CDT, 7:00 PM EDT 

Rodolfo Interview 

“This is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield, California where 

the mysterious automatic teller machines calling themselves Casino 

Fortunatus have been distributing cash since sunrise.  We spoke earlier 

with Greenfield Police Chief Vic Castenada who saw the building in which 

the cash machines are housed descend to its current resting place.  Chief 

Castenada has informed me that he was not alone when the building settled 

into its current resting place nor was he the first to receive $100 from 

Casino Fortunatus.  The Greenfield Police Chief witnessed two ahead of 

him.  We have now identified one of the two people and we have him here 

with us live on News Channel 23.” 

“Without further delay I’d like to introduce Greenfield resident Rodolfo 

Barajas.  Rodolfo is 10 years old and attends Oak Avenue School in which 

he is in the fourth grade.” 

“Lopez Barajas.”  Rodolfo corrected her without hesitation. 

“Rodolfo Lopez Barajas.  Rodolfo is it true that you were here when the 

building that houses the Casino Fortunatus teller machines settled into its 

current position.” 

“Yes ma’am.  It’s like they were flying, except like real slow.  It made a lot of 

dust but there wasn’t really too much wind.  The Chief was there.  He can 

tell you about it too.” 



“Was there anyone else there besides Chief Castenada and yourself?” Sofia 

asked. 

“There was the old gringo, the one with the violin.  I think he came with the 

machines.” 

“What makes you think he came with the machines Rodolfo.” 

“Well first I never saw him before, and I’ve seen almost everybody in 

Greenfield and second he showed me how to use it.  Like where to put my 

hand.  He got out some money and showed it to me and then he said it was 

ok for me to get money too.” 

“So he showed you how to use the machine and you went right ahead and 

used it.” 

“Well, not right away.” 

“What slowed you down Rodolfo?” 

“I told him my mom told me not to steal because it’s wrong to steal.” 

“And did he say anything to that.” 

“He told me it’s not stealing if the machine gives it away.  And then he 

played his violin and like backed up, I think so I wouldn’t be scared.” 

“And then you used the cash machine.” 

“Yeah and it knew my name.  It kinda scared me, but we, like, need the 

money.” 

“And you took the money home then Rodolfo?” 



“No, I went to the store.  I was going to the store already, that’s why I was 

down here so early, but I thought now I could get my little sister the cereal 

she likes.  It was way cool.” 

“And then you went home with your groceries for your family.” 

“Yeah and my mom was like, almost mad, and then happy at the same 

time.  She was worried.  She worries about me and my little sister a lot.  My 

Mom is a good Mom.” 

“What was she worried about Rodolfo?” 

“She was worried that maybe I stole something cause I had so many things 

and a bunch of money too.  More money than we had in a long time.” 

“What did you tell her Rodolfo?” 

“I told her about the machines and she got worried again, about maybe I 

was, like sick, and maybe crazy or something. But then we saw you on TV 

and everything was OK” 

“So what did you do then?” 

“We all got dressed real good and came here.  My mom asked me to pinch 

her, to maybe wake her up and I told her she wasn’t dreaming and that she 

should get some money too, before they stopped.” 

“And so your whole family got money from the Casino Fortunatus cash 

machines.” 

“Yeah, my mom, mi abuela, and even my little sister.  We all got a hundred 

dollars.” 



“Did you get another hundred dollars Rodolfo.” 

“No, that machine thing told me only once a day.  I don’t break rules.” 

“And tell us what happened next Rodolfo.” 

“We went to the store to spend some of the money before somebody 

changes their mind and takes it back.  So we bought stuff.” 

“What else happened at the store Rodolfo?” 

“I got a job.  It’s my first job.” 

“What kind of job did you get.” 

“I work at the store now, that one right over there.” Rodolf pointed at the 

Corner Store. 

“What do you do there Rodolfo?” 

“My boss tells me I am his right hand man.  That means I do a lot of 

things.  Mostly I put stuff on the shelves.  I make coffee now too, 

remember.  I made your coffee.  I been making coffee at home for more 

than a year.  My Gramma doesn’t like the new machine we have.  She likes 

to make it in a big pot.  De la oya she calls it.  Don’t tell my gramma but my 

mom likes my coffee better.” 

Rodolfo tugged on Sofia’s sleeve and kept nodding his head towards the 

Corner Store.  He leaned over and whispered “Caz might think I forgot 

about him.  But I didn’t.”   



Sofia motioned for Vern to follow her and they all walked together to the 

Corner Store.” 

Caz came out the front door and half yelled, “That boy is the best employee 

I ever had,” and he waved to the camera.  

“This is Sofia Robles with the very honest Rodolfo Robles in front of his 

new place of employment the Corner Store.  We’ll be right back.”  



Chapter 34   

5:30 PM PDT, 7:30 PM CDT, 8:30 PM EDT 

Preston calls Meeting of Grower’s 

Association 

Preston Witt never took anything lying down when he could take it kicking 

and screaming.  He needed a group of people so he called an impromptu 

meeting of the Grower’s Association.  He was determined that they take 

some action.  And he meant drastic action.  They were trickling in at the 

ranch, one at a time. 

“You boys grab yourself a glass and serve up whatever it is  you want.  We 

gotta get a lid on this thing or it’ll break us all. What the hell we gonna do 

without hungry Mexicans.” 

Preston’s chronic thorn in his side spoke up, much to Preston’s dismay.  

“That part you got right Preston.  We ain’t smarter or better businessmen 

than they are, it’s just there’s a whole shitload of em who’ll work dirt cheap. 

Maybe it’s time to start thinking a little bit different.” 

“There you go with that goddamn commie ass bull shit Tanzini.  Sometimes 

you sound more like a Jew Nigger Lawyer than a good Greenfield 

boy.  Whose side are you on anyway.” 

“I’m on the side of making money Preston and sometimes I think you don’t 

give a shit about that as long as you got somebody you can kick around.  I’ll 

say it straight up Preston, I’d a lot rather make money without kicking 



people around.  There’s a limit to how long you can do it.  This may be that 

limit.” 

“If that’s all you got Tanzini why don’t you just head on downtown and get 

yourself some free goddamned money.” 

“I already did Preston.  It spends real nice.  And my workers got some too 

and they didn’t have to run off the job to do it either.  I gave em time to go 

get their money and take their families too.  And they all came right back to 

work right away.  Hell, I gave em all a raise.  And I’m gonna make a boat 

load of money Preston cause of ass holes like you.  I got the market all to 

myself.” 

Preston looked like he was going to stroke out.  “You get the hell out of my 

house and I don’t ever want to see your sorry ass here again.  I’ll sick the 

damn dogs on you.” 

Tanzini headed for the door and to his surprise a couple of other farmers 

went with him.  Preston started screaming, “More traitors.  That’s what we 

need.  To hell with the bunch of you.”  

When they got outside one of them said, “You must have a couple of big 

brass ones Gil, that Preston is flat nuts.  You best watch yourself.” 

“I’d say it took a little nerve for you boys to leave too.”  Tanzini wanted to 

pass the credit around. 

“I’m just plain sick of it Gil.  If I gotta kiss Preston Witt’s ass to be a farmer 

maybe it’s time to do something else.  I’m gonna get my kids and take em 



down there and get some money.  You think you could help me get my 

crews back tomorrow Gil.  The Mexicans seem to listen to you.” 

“If you think it’d help sure.  We’ll get some coffee in the morning and talk it 

over.  Who knows what’s ahead of us.  I sure don’t.” 

The traitors got in their individual pick-ups and drove off.  

Preston was peeking out the window.  “Good riddance.  I didn’t want that 

bastard in on what we say here anyway.  Any of you boys got any good 

ideas?”  Preston didn’t figure they would but he knew they liked to be 

asked.  

“I don’t think it’s time to start shooting yet but we gotta rile things up.  I 

don’t want the world asking what the decent folks of Greenfield did when 

the devil came a calling.” 

Preston went over to a closet and pulled out a box.  “You boys come on over 

here and get one of these.”  Preston opened the top and started pulling out 

ax handles.  “That’s it boys, you grab one and move on by and let the others 

step up.  If there’s any left you can get two.”  They emptied out the box and 

stood arrayed around the room, ax handle at the ready. 

“I want you boys to meet me at the library first thing in the morning, before 

sunrise.  We’ll get organized and then we’s gonna put a ring around that 

spawn of satan and nobody passes.  If you can’t be there yourself you gotta 

find someone to take your place.  This ends in the morning.  If we gotta 

crack a few skulls, so be it.  6:00 AM.  You all got that.  They mumbled 

assent.” 



Another pick-up pulled up.  “God dammit, it’s Noe.  He’s headed for the 

back door, you boys go on out the front.  He’s OK, but I know we forget it 

sometimes, he is Mexican.” 

As Preston was letting Noe in the back door a slow stream trickled out the 

front and got in their pickups and drove off.  It took Noe a minute to see 

what it was they were all carrying but then he made out the ax 

handles.  Preston was giggling like a little boy who got caught with his hand 

in the cookie jar.   



Chapter 35   

6:00 PM PDT, 8:00 PM CDT, 9:00 PM EDT 

Etienne, Room Service 

Etienne was startled awake by a knock at the door.  A gentleman informed 

him that the kitchen would be closing soon, if he wanted to order some 

dinner.  He heard his stomach growl and ordered Enchiladas Verdes in 

response. 

“Picante o no?” the polite waiter asked. 

“Picante” answered Etienne. 

The waiter left mumbling.  He was saying to himself that he was not going 

to bring this crazy Gringo “picante” because he would just have to take it 

back and then he wouldn’t get home til 9:00.  

Etienne yelled after him.  “No tan picante por favor.  Y si puedes, pone la 

salsa picante al lado.”  Put the hot stuff on the side. 

This put a lively step in the waiter because now he knew he would be home 

in time to help his daughter with her homework. 

Etienne let the idea that he had stolen his friends thunder rumble around 

his head for a second or two but it left as easily as it entered.  And as long as 

he was already up in the brain sweeping things out he swept out all this 

rehashing of the past along with it.  His friends in Seattle were going on TV 

in a little while here.  A couple of days ago they weren’t sure they’d have 



more than a handful and now they were on their way to being the most 

watched TV event in history.  

The waiter showed up with his dinner.  Etienne paid him and thought ‘Una 

cervesa tambien.  Y una Tequila.  Su mejor Tequila.’  This was a bon 

voyage.  Etienne was matching his alcohol consumption for the entire 

preceding year. 

Sometimes you just gotta say what the heck and make your move.  And 

sometimes you gotta move drunk.  



Chapter 36 

6:30 PM PDT, 8:30 PM CDT, 9:30 PM EDT 

Amy, Balt, Frank 

Amy finished getting ready and checked the hallway.  She didn’t see anyone 

else so sh0e went back in her dressing room and left her door open.  As 

soon as she heard someone stir she went out.  It was Frank and before she 

could say hello to Frank Balt came out too.  They all stood speechless 

checking out each other’s new clothes.  They wanted to laugh but they all 

looked so, so, ..nice, chic and … nice.   

“If nothing else we look the part,” ventured Amy. 

“And what part is that Ames?”  Balthazar wanted to hear this. 

“Understated power.  Our zeitgeist from the beginning.”  Amy felt it.  They 

were ‘the’ show, and their audience needed to know that they knew they 

were ‘the’ show without being arrogant. 

“Sounds just right Ames.  I do think we need accessories though.”  Balt 

didn’t want to get in the way of their understated elegance but they needed 

some statement as well.  

No more than 10 seconds after Balt had spoken a couple of the youngsters 

from the phone bank came pushing a cart full of jackets, jewelry, scarves 

and hats. 

Balt and Amy waded in but Frank stood back and observed.  



“I think Etienne had something to do with this.  It’s all like Madonna from 

‘Desperately Seeking Susan.’  This is her jacket.  I swear, the very 

jacket.  Pyramid and all seeing eye.  That was how Etienne ended up in San 

Miguel.” 

“I have to hear this Amy,” Said Frank.  “This may be the one Etienne story I 

haven’t heard.” 

“The Mission” said Amy. 

“Yes we all know he’s on a mission, he brings it up whenever he has a 

chance,”  Maybe Frank knew more than he thought.  

“No not his personal Mission, Mission San Miguel in California.  It’s down 

there near his home town, where the cash machines are.  Etienne started 

praying there, back when he was still a heathen, pre Rasta Baptist, Balt.  It’s 

an old mission that has the all seeing eye of providence behind the 

altar.  Etienne says it’s what brought him back to God… and then to us, you 

know, eventually.  Here look.”  Amy had the image of the all seeing eye in 

the chapel in Mission San Miguel on her phone.  She passed it around. 

“Let me get it straight Amy.  A Rastafarian Baptist came to God in an 

ancient Catholic Mission.” 

“It wasn’t the Catholic Mission part that was important, it was the San 

Miguel part, and the Eye of Providence, and Madonna’s jacket.  He wanted 

to live in a town named for San Miguel.  He told me he was on his way there 

from Arkansas and turned left in Texas instead and ended up in San Miguel 

de Allende, Mexico.” 



“You know Frank, God works in mysterious ways.”  Balthazar smiled. 

“Speaking of work.  Are we ready?  I mean, is there something we should be 

preparing for or are we going to be depending on the invisible crew to 

anticipate our every need.”  Balt had named the staff. 

Frank with the impish smile again as he said simultaneously with Amy 

“Invisible Crew.” 

“Call me when you need me.”  Balt turned around to head into his room but 

then went to the cart for another look. 

“We always need you Balt but I promise to call you when I want you.”  She 

got Balt to laugh. 

“Everybody got what they neeeeeed?  But do you got what you…. want?” 

“This is Marley theme stuff, pure Rasta.  Yeah Ames, our boy Mr. Duvall 

has a finger in this.  I’d swear to it too.  Reggae and 80s kitsch.”  

“I’m wearing the Jacket.” Said Amy.  “I don’t care how un-understated I 

look.” 

“Might I try the red yellow green black beret.  I think it’s my size.”  Frank 

doffed the hat and then surveyed his friends with a ‘just try and get this hat 

off my head’ look. 

Balt went with two earrings.  The sword of St. Michael in one ear and his 

balance scales in the other.  The power of Excalibur and Justice. 

“OK, right here in half an hour, and we go live.”  



Chapter 37 

6:15 PM PDT, 8:15 PM CDT, 9:15 PM EDT 

Munst, Krause, Eduardo to San Miguel 

Sports Bar 

Their driver picked them up right on time and they were around the corner 

in a minute or two.  Krause got out and hit the doorbell.  No response.  He 

rang again.  Nothing.  He got back in the car. 

“How about some dinner gentlemen.  We can try again later,” the driver 

suggested. 

Munst asked, “Do you know of a place with a big screen TV so we can watch 

Duvall’s crew up in Seattle?” 

“All the screens are big in Mexico gentlemen,” and they were off into the 

San Miguel night. 

Less than 5 minutes and the driver pulled up to a building that looked like 

every other building in central San Miguel.  2, 3 or maybe 4 hundred years 

old and a big wooden door opening out on the street, this one propped 

open.  They could see inside and there were at least 3 huge TVs with sports 

on them. 

After a discussion with their driver a valet drove the car away and the three 

of them stood in front of the open door. 

“You think they’ll let us watch the Seattle thing?” asked Krause. 



“I think they’ll let us watch whatever we want,” answered the driver. 

The driver went to the door and then motioned Munst and Krause in.  

It was a big arcade type set up with shops all the way around a big center 

with tables everywhere and a long bar on one side of the room.  Big screen 

TVs on every side and a half dozen more in every nook and cranny. 

A waiter came for their drink order, “Wherever you want to sit 

gentlemen.  You pick a table and I’ll get the bartender to tune in Seattle on 

the best screen for that table, although I wouldn’t doubt that they’re going 

to play it on almost all the screens.  There’s nothing big in sports for Mexico 

tonight and Mexicans like to know about money. Especially if someone is 

giving it away.” 

As soon as their driver had gone up to the bar Krause said to Munst, “So 

you ever had a chauffeur so glib.  And he knows everybody.  What’s up with 

him?” 

“We’re stepping on someone else’s turf here.  I’d lay you 20 to 1 odds the 

director sent him.  What’d you think he’s fresh out of the campo?  He’s not 

driving us, he’s watching us.” 

“Or is he playing us?” 

“He hasn’t shown me any more than natural curiosity, not even much of 

that if you think about it.” 

“Well I think he’s telling us less than he knows.” 



“I think there’s an oxymoron in there somewhere, but the path it leads 

down is just too damn convoluted to chase.” 

By the time the driver got back to the table the Seattle meeting was on five 

screens and the other patrons were getting it tuned to their TV as well.  The 

waiter knew his clientele.  



Chapter 38 

6:50 PM PDT, 8:50 PM CDT, 9:50 PM EDT 

Jeffrey Stark arrives 

Jeff Stark got out of his taxi in front of the WorldMeetWorld building.  The 

atmosphere had the feel of an extravaganza, a Hollywood Movie Opening, 

or at least what Jeff Stark thought that might feel like.  How was he going to 

get in?  He knew he could go to the door and flash credentials, but he was 

trying to maintain a low profile.  Before he could begin formulating a plan a 

man approached him and said, “Director Stark, we have a seat ready for 

you.  It’s in the middle of one of the back rows so you’ll be able to push your 

seat back any time you like and leave out the side entrance.”  

Stark followed as the man started weaving his way through the crowd, out 

of curiosity mostly.  They passed through the security perimeter and came 

up to a closed door.  The man knocked and the door opened.  They were 

met by a young woman who motioned them both inside.  The man who had 

brought him here pointed back to where they had come from to show he 

was staying outside.  

Stark and his new guide walked into the large rotunda and she led him to 

an occupied chair in the middle of one of the back rows.   The young man in 

the seat stood up, vacated the chair and walked away.  The woman 

motioned for Stark to come closer so she could speak into his ear.  “If for 

any reason you wish to leave Director Stark, just go back out the way you 

came in and no one will bother you.” 



Stark found their level of competent discretion a bit alarming.  He had no 

time to consider his reaction because as soon as he sat in the chair things 

were beginning.  This was fortunate because it was a restless crowd.  If he’d 

had a seat belt he would have buckled up because if his evening turned out 

anything like his day he had quite a ride ahead of him.  



Chapter 39 

6:57 PM PDT, 8:57 PM CDT, 9:57 PM EDT 

Melissa Hunt knocks on Vic’s Door 

Vic was finishing up the pop-corn when the doorbell rang.  He had no idea 

who it was.  Sofia and Belinda and Rodolfo had already arrived and he was 

looking forward to watching the Seattle to do.  They all felt like they had a 

stake in it.  With what had happened today and they were excited to see its 

conclusion.  

He opened the door and there was a thirty something professionally 

dressed woman who he had never met before.  “Can I help you?” 

“I’m looking for Vic Castenada and I have it on some authority that this is 

his house.” 

“Authority or no, I’m Vic.  What can I do for you?”  

“My name is Melissa Hunt with the U.S. Secret Service and I’m here from 

Washington to examine the cash machines.” 

“I’m pleased to meet you Melissa.  I have company right now and we’re 

getting ready to watch the Goings On in Seattle.  Would you like to join us 

and after it’s over I’ll take you over to the circus.” 

“I’m under a bit of time pressure Chief Castenada.  I have an unforgiving 

boss who accepts nothing but results.” 



“Well, we have with us here the only witnesses to the arrival of the 

machines and the reporter who’s been covering the story since the 

morning.  So I guess the choice is yours.  You can head over to the cash 

machines and see what you can see on your own or stay here with us and we 

can go over together as soon as they wrap it up in Seattle.  The choice is 

yours.” 

“That popcorn’s not microwaved is it?” 

“Wouldn’t let it in my house if it was.” 

“Then it’s not a hard choice Chief.  If you have room I’d love to stay and 

watch with you here.” 

Vic led the way to the living room.  “We have another guest, folks.  This is 

Melissa Hunt.  She’s going to watch with us.” 

The Seattle show was starting so they squoze in and started passing the 

popcorn. 

As usual, Rodolfo wanted to make himself useful and asked Vic, “You think 

we need another popcorn.  I could put one in the microwave.” 

Vic just shrugged and Melissa smiled. 

“Yeah Rodolfo.  We got another mouth to feed.  If there’s any extra you can 

take it home to your Grandmother.” 

The show was starting.  



Chapter 40 

7:00 PM PDT, 9:00 PM CDT, 10:00 PM EDT  

La Disconquista Featuring: 

excalibrator1%solution 

“It is easier to create a Money System from an Equal 

Daily Dividend than it is to create an Equal Daily 

Dividend from a Money System.”   

Salmon Fortunatus Aquarius 

 

Part A:   Toll Booth Moment  

Part B:   We Keep Score   

Part C:   Stark, Citibank 

Part D:   Competition 

Part E:   excalibrator1%solution 

Part F:   How do you save? 

Part G:   Stamp Scrip 

Part H:   The Beginning 



Part I:    Compound Disinterest 

Part J:    Social Justice Warrior 

Part K:   Bitcoin 

Part L:   Minimax Apocalypse 

Part M: Play La Disconquista  



Launch Part A: Toll Booth Moment 

Amy stood staring down her aisle to the center of the room where the 

circular stage with its three empty stools awaited her and her two 

colleagues.  She stole a glance and gave a little wave to Balt and then to 

Frank at the beginning of their own aisles. They were separated because 

Frank had decided that it would be dramatic for each of them to walk their 

own aisle and converge on the center.  Amy had not objected to the idea at 

the time but she had not considered that this would mean that they would 

be waiting alone at the beginning. 

She kept telling herself to stop creating problems. She knew the source of 

her nervousness was the prospect of being the focus of attention on a 

world-wide-webcast. And now a television broadcast as well. Maybe staying 

focused on walking down the aisle wasn’t such a bad diversion. 

The lights dimmed. This was her cue. The three nodded to each other and 

started walking. It was not nearly as lonely as Amy had feared. 

As they began their trip down the aisles a clip from Mel Brooks’ movie 

“Blazing Saddles” began to play on the screens. In the clip a group of men 

on horseback led by Slim Pickens rides full tilt across a barren 

landscape.  The men pull up at a Toll Booth in the middle of 

Nowhere.  The turn style comes down.  The sign on the Toll Booth read 

‘Gov. William J. Le Petomane Thruway, Toll 10¢’.   

Slim Pickins yells, “Le Petomane Thruway.  Now what’ll that Ass Hole 

think of next.”   

Pickens pleads to his gang, “Has anyone got a dime?” 

The group mumbles “No, I don’t have one, no, no….” 



Slim Pickens laments.  “Somebody’s gotta go back and get a shitload of 

dimes.” 

The lights came up in the room and all three were sitting on stools on the 

stage facing outward from the center. 

Balthazar started things off. “For those of you who didn’t recognize the clip, 

that was Slim Pickens from Mel Brooks’s ‘Blazing Saddles’, the greatest 

economics documentary ever made.” 

Frank got his 2 cents in, “For any of you in the audience too young to 

remember, a dime is a ten cent coin, 1/10th of a dollar. Instead of Dollar 

Stores way back when Blazing Saddles was made, they had Five and Dimes. 

A convenient reference for a dime was a phone call at a pay phone. A 

shitload of dimes was, well.. a shitload of dimes.” Frank wondered how 

many knew what a pay phone was. 

Each of the 24 screens now had its camera trained directly on the stage 

giving 24 slightly different points of view. Each audience member could 

augment their own direct view of the stage with the other screens. For 

broadcasting purposes Frank and Amy and Balthazar had at least one 

camera pointed directly at them. 

Amy picked up the narrative, “Slim Pickens and his band of desperados 

could have easily gone around the Toll Booth and continued on to the town 

of Rock Ridge, which they planned to pillage. There was nothing on either 

side of the toll booth to prevent them.   What stopped them was not the Toll 

Booth; it was their boss’s name on the Toll Booth. They stopped out of 

obedience.” 



“It was not blind obedience.  It was part of an arrangement.  Their 

obedience was partial payment for that arrangement.  It gave them power 

in the larger world.” 

“We laughed at the criminals. We were also laughing at ourselves because 

we recognized the situation from our own lives. And although there are 

actual toll booths we have to negotiate, that’s not what I’m referring to. I’m 

talking about the little Governor Le Petomanes that each of us has running 

around our minds prompting us to obey, stop and pay.” 

Balthazar drove home the point, “Blazing Saddles can push us toward our 

‘Toll Booth Moment’, the ability to recognize how controlled we are.” 

Amy was about to continue when someone yelled, “when do we get our 

money?” 

The crowd laughed and Amy laughed with them, “When we woke up today 

we were preparing for a crowd of 30 people, 50 maximum. I believe we’ve 

exceeded expectations. We’re fairly confident that most of you are here 

because you saw and heard our friend Etienne Duvall earlier today. All I 

can tell you about the cash machines in California is that none of us here 

have anything to do with them. And no, we won’t be passing out any 

money.” Amy got another chuckle mixed with a few sighs. 

“While there are some similarities between the cash machines in California 

and La Disconquista the important difference is that we want to build 

something ourselves, you and us together. We are not promoting any 

system that is handed to us or foisted on us from above or outside. The 

people in this room, you and us together, have the talent and technological 

expertise we need to chart our own course.” 

  



Launch Part B:  We Keep Score 

To play or not to Play:  

“To play or not to play, that is the question you may be asking yourself.  ‘Do 

I want to play in a game whose principal activity is scoring points?’ I hate to 

tell you folks but that decision has already been made for you.  Almost all of 

us were playing and keeping score when we got up this morning, we’re 

playing right now and we’ll still be playing and counting points when we get 

home tonight.” 

“The game we’re already playing is called ‘Free Market’ and participation is 

not voluntary.  You must play the game or live in the street.  Sometimes you 

play and live in the street anyway.  ‘Free Market’ uses the power of 

deprivation and desperation to enforce its motto ‘Work or Starve.’” 

 “Modern Human Consciousness awoke and grew alongside Free Market 

and its Score-Keeping system Money.  That is one of the many problems 

with money, it’s always been there.  We barely notice it.  It has faded into 

background.  This is unfortunate.” 

“Money carried with it the Digital Revolution.  The Digits are the Discrete 

Particles of the System. (dollars, pesos, euros, yen, yuan).  This is the source 

of one of the other major problems with money.  The Digital pieces have no 

existence outside the system.  The Unit of the System is the sum of these 

Particles.”  

Σ$ = 1    

“The Digital Particles are used to form a type of Information called Prices.  

On the lower end of the economic ladder prices are precise to the point of 



cruel.  People are held responsible down to the penny for their money 

transactions.  Minor errors are severely punished.”   

“On the top end of that same ladder the Particles in ‘Free Market’ lose their 

precision.  Money becomes more of a suggestion.  It is operated as if it were 

an aging analog computer, held together with baling wire and duct tape.  In 

the world of wealth, the information that money generates is vague and 

foggy.  Proactive measures are taken to shield the dishonest and criminal 

from the consequences of their actions.  The operators of today’s money 

have no ‘interest’ in using the Digital Precision that money offers.  A state of 

confusion is their preferred habitat.” 

 “The Scoring-System in ‘Free Market’ sacrifices precision for the benefit of 

‘favoured players’.  These ‘favoured players’ operate under a different set of 

rules.  Some are allowed to create money for themselves at the expense of 

the other players.  ‘Free Market’ is a rigged game.  Winners and losers are 

decided not by competition but by its corrupt and false scoring system.” 

“As if this were not enough, the Game ‘Free Market’ has been successful in 

persuading people that the ‘power of deprivation’ is the same as ‘rewarding’ 

people for a job well done’.  Both are classified as ‘incentives’ in the Game 

‘Free Market’, but they could not be more different.”   

“Deprivation of food, clothing, or shelter in order to force someone to 

behave in a manner you desire is an act of violence.  It creates a chain 

reaction of violent coercion which makes free exchange 

impossible.  Rewarding a job well done creates a community of mutual 

interest.  A chain reaction of goodwill and freedom flows from it.” 



“At La Disconquista we keep score for everyone.  Right out in the 

open.  excalibrator1%solution will be as digitally precise for our high rollers 

as for the humblest of our fellow players.” 

“La Disconquista is not a blueprint for bank reform.  The mere mention of 

bank reform lets loose crocodile tears that threaten to drown the 

world.  Even a request for an audit of the Federal Reserve coming from 

Louisiana’s Ultra Conservative David Vitter and Vermont Democratic 

Socialist Bernie Sanders drew little more than derisive snickers.” 

“So La Disconquista will pass on the idea of reforming the Federal Reserve 

Bank, or the World Bank, or Wells Fargo Bank, or any other bank.  We’ll 

take the suggestion of another ultra-conservative, Friedrich Hayek.  We will 

go into competition with them.” 

“Mop the floor with them.” 

“We are La Disconquista.” 

“Did we mention?  We keep score.” 

 

Launch Part C:  Jeffrey Stark Takes on 

Citibank 

“The United States Federal Reserve System is supposedly in charge of 

creating the Particles, the Digital information (Money) for the game called 

‘Free Market’.  This is hard to confirm or deny because it operates in such 

secrecy that no one can answer the simplest questions about its 

operations.” 



“But you don’t have to take our word for it.  The Score Keeping System in 

‘Free Market’ became so corrupt that the Director of the United States 

Secret Service, Jeffrey Stark, decided to step in. In a move that startled 

almost everyone, Stark charged one of the world’s largest financial 

institutions, Citibank, with the crime of counterfeit.” 

“Stark’s agency, the Secret Service, was created in the mid-1860s by 

Abraham Lincoln and tasked with ending counterfeit.  It was estimated that 

1 in 3 bills were counterfeit at that time. The Secret Service was successful 

and virtually eliminated counterfeit, but Lincoln never got to see how 

effective it was.  The Bill that authorized the agency was sitting on his Desk 

awaiting his signature the day he was killed.” 

Jeffrey Stark squirmed in his chair.  He thought about leaving but he knew 

that that would just call more attention and besides, all of his bridges were 

already burned.  He decided he may as well sit still and listen. He was more 

than a little interested in what they had to say about him and if they spelled 

his name right. 

Frank clarified, “When we talk about counterfeit we’re talking about 

counterfeit money, not tennis shoes or Van Gogh paintings.” 

Balt got involved, “With counterfeit Nike shoes it’s easy to locate the victim, 

or victims.” 

Amy didn’t quite buy that. “Well, maybe not so easy.  Is Nike the victim 

because they lost a sale or is it the buyer who is deprived of an authentic 

Nike Experience?  I’ll let you decide that one for yourselves.” 

Balt came back in, “And Van Gogh’s been dead for a long time so I don’t 

think he has any skin in the game.  He never sold anything when he was 



alive so he’s either laughing or rolling over in his grave. We can assume that 

the first seller of a counterfeit Van Gogh almost certainly committed 

fraud.  That first buyer got took for a chunk of change. But as long as the 

crime remained undetected, everyone would be happy. The new owner of a 

‘Van Gogh’ could show it to her or his friends and bask in their envy and 

admiration.  If they were feeling real confident they might try to sell it.” 

Amy continued, “But Jeffrey Stark took pains to demonstrate that 

counterfeit money is a different case.  We all have a gut notion that 

counterfeiting money is wrong. Our common sense tells us that. But our 

common sense gives us little help in locating the victims and saying why it 

is wrong.  While counterfeit is not victimless the victim is sometimes not 

readily apparent.  There are even scenarios when counterfeiters would be 

welcome.” 

“Imagine a small town in the middle of a depression. High unemployment 

and maybe the banks had failed.  A counterfeiter might get a different 

reception than you’d expect.  If the counterfeiters took their phony money 

and started buying food and clothes made by local merchants they might 

not receive too harsh a reception. If the counterfeiters rented empty stores 

and helped local residents open businesses you would be hard pressed to 

find someone who would object too strenuously, as long as the counterfeit 

currency could ’Pass’ for ‘real money’ on up the line.” 

“We can say with some certainty that most counterfeiters are not so 

philanthropic.  Most would see a desperate situation and look for an angle 

to turn it to their advantage.  They could buy the town on the cheap.” 

Frank felt they were straying.  “It was one particular transaction that set 

Director Stark on his path.  Citibank had loaned itself 50 Billion 



Dollars.  The money had not existed in any accounts anywhere before the 

loan.  The entire process amounted to Citibank signing a loan agreement 

and the money appearing as electronic deposits on Citibank’s ledgers.  The 

money had appeared out of thin air.” 

Amy narrowed in.  “Once the deposit was on their books Citibank used the 

funds to make bets in the world’s stock and commodity Markets.  There was 

little downside for them. It had cost Citibank nothing to produce the 

money. They simply typed in some numbers on a keyboard and pressed 

enter. If a particular bet didn’t pan out they wrote it off as a loss for tax 

purposes.  If a bet hit the jack-pot the winnings were pocketed as capital 

gains.” 

“Director Stark looked hard for a crime to charge them with and came up 

empty until he came across French Economist Maurice Allais.  Allais 

believed that banks creating money out of nothing by letting loans was 

indistinguishable from counterfeit. The only difference was who got the 

money. Citibank having lent the money to itself gave him a small window of 

opportunity. It was the only window he could find.” 

“I think Director Stark knew that he was facing an uphill battle. He decided 

to climb that hill anyway. He didn’t need a conviction to be successful. He 

wanted to call public attention to how our Money was created.  The 

Counterfeit ploy gave Jeffrey Stark just enough traction to gain a platform 

from which to scream loudly that we have surrendered the great power of 

creating money to a venal group that may as well be thieves.  It was a 

master stroke. “ 

Amy wanted to wrap it up. “The facts of the Citibank case were never in 

dispute. The only problem for the defense was Citibank’s denial they had 



‘created money.’ It made them look foolish and guilty. Stark spent a whole 

day questioning the pedigree of the $50,000,000,000 and though he could 

not rattle the Citibank brass he humiliated them. Stark called their 

arguments the ‘Monetary Virgin Birth Defense’.” 

“None of this made any difference because the issue on which Citibank 

fought and won was Authorization. Citibank claimed that not only were 

they authorized to make this type of loan but that it had been Standard 

Operating Procedure for centuries. The Citibank witnesses kept repeating, 

‘Banks making such loans is how the country gets its circulating medium.’”  

“Unfortunately, that’s the truth.  They were acquitted.” 

“The Citibank prosecution was a watershed moment in the public’s 

awareness of how our money system operates. Though Jeffrey Stark lost the 

case he demonstrated that allowing a select group the privilege to create 

money can alter the outcome of the game.” 

“La Disconquista cheers both Maurice Allais and Jeffrey Stark for the 

illumination they have cast on our current situation.  We part ways on the 

solutions they propose, or at least what Allais proposes. He believed the 

power to create and allocate money should be the strict purview of the 

government.  He thought only the government should be authorized to 

handle this critical function. Although Director Stark never said so directly 

we assume he would follow Allais’ lead. We cannot know for sure without 

asking him.  The problem with this is that…” 

A voice came from the back row of the audience. ”I can confirm that 

assumption. I don’t think there are any entities other than the government 

that can stand up for the public interest. If not the government then I’d like 

you to tell us all what sort of replacement you have in mind. Whoever 



controls money has a tremendous amount of power. How do we hold such a 

group accountable? Or have you run across a group of saints?” 

Jeffrey Stark continued, “By the way, your recounting of my prosecution of 

Citibank was spot on. I couldn’t have said it better myself. So I’m asking a 

real question here and not just trying to mess up your presentation.” 

Amy and Balthazar and Frank looked at each other with a second of panic, a 

second of mirth, and finally realization.  How could we have expected 

anything less than Jeffrey Stark showing up at our launch? 

Frank broke the pregnant pause.  “Welcome to Seattle Director Stark.  No, 

we don’t think we have found a group of Saints nor have we underestimated 

the power of Money.  Just the opposite.  We think Money is thousands, 

perhaps millions of times more powerful than all other human tools 

combined.  Money has so much power it can warp and break any 

institution, including the government.” 

Stark replied, “I’m stuck in the same spot.  Are we supposed to trust the 

three of you with this most powerful of all human tools.  You seem like nice 

people, but I’m not sure you’re up to it.  I’m not sure anyone is.  That’s why 

I think our fallback position has to be the government.” 

They couldn’t believe their blind luck. This was just the type of tough 

questioning that they needed if anyone was going to listen to them.    

Amy led off, “Money is a Network that gains its value from its 

participants.  Granting every person an Equal Standing and Equal Access to 

that value is what is needed.  The recipe for creating a currency that doesn’t 

need saints to operate it is to pass all currency that enters the game through 

the hands of the players, equally, before anyone else gets a shot at it.  This is 



simple and understandable.  All money passes through the hands of the 

players, equally.   It is the minimum that any player would require in any 

game.  We must hold money to that same standard if we wish it to work.”  

Stark had heard enough for the moment. “Thank you. I’ll sit down and 

listen to the rest. You folks are doing some great work here.” A week ago 

Stark would never have made a statement that was tantamount to 

accepting, if not downright endorsing a competing currency.  But the world 

he lived in a week ago was over and he knew it. He wanted to be a part of 

whatever was to come. He sat down with a big smile on his face. 

Launch Part D:  Competition 

Balthazar wasn’t sure but he thought he had found the reporter from Wired 

Magazine sitting in the first row.  “Sir, if you don’t mind I’d like to ask you a 

background question.” 

“I thought I was going to get to ask questions,” responded the man. 

“You will.  This won’t take long.  Just background.”  Balthazar kept right on 

talking.  He didn’t want to give him time to refuse.  “What’s the score at the 

beginning of every Mariners’ Game?” 

The guy looked at him like he was nuts.  “0 to 0.” 

“Good, good.  And, how does a team go about winning a game that starts 0 

to 0?” 

The reporter could smell a setup but it wasn’t costing him anything yet so 

he went along.  “You win the game by scoring more runs than the other 

team”. 

“And when the game is over what happens to those runs?” 



“What do you mean ‘what happens to the runs’?” 

“Well you said they start each game 0 to 0, and you win by scoring the most 

runs, what happens to the extra runs?” 

“I’ve never heard of ‘extra runs’.  It doesn’t matter if you win 3 to 2 or 50 to 

0.  It’s a win.  The runs are gone at the end of the game.” 

“So you have a win.  What do you use the win for?” 

“Wins can count for the season, like if you’re in a league.   Or if you’re in a 

tournament, wins can advance you toward the championship.  And all sorts 

of other things.  League standings.  Playoff seeds.” 

“And after the season or the tournament?  What do you do with the wins?” 

“You start a new season.  Everything is new, no points, no wins, The whole 

thing starts over.” 

“So it’s not just the runs that disappear, the wins from the regular season do 

too?” 

“You keep using that word ‘disappear’.  They don’t disappear.  They’re in 

the Record Book.” 

“But you can’t use them anymore?” 

“Other than to impress someone, no” 

“And the Champion?  How much advantage does winning the 

Championship carry with it to the next season?  We’re talking Champ here.” 

“Home field advantage maybe, other than that you don’t get any 

advantage.  You start the whole thing over, equal to everybody else.  0 to 

0.  Runs and wins.  It’s all new.” 



“I’ll stop beating up on you.  I just wanted to get someone’s take on what 

real competition looks like.  Somewhere in real competition there’s a 

scoreboard and that scoreboard gets cleaned regularly.  The Reality Game 

‘Free Market’ has none of these niceties. The teams and players in ‘Free 

Market’ don’t start 0 to 0.  Some Players begin the game with Billions, 

that’s 1 with nine zeros behind it, 1,000,000,000, while others actually do 

begin with 0, or less, in the same game.” 

“One last question.  If the Mariners started their game against the San 

Francisco Giants ahead 50,000 to 1, who do you think would win the 

game?”  The audience laughed. 

The reporter didn’t answer the question, asking one himself instead.  “So 

you want money that gets erased, that has an expiration date just like the 

runs in a baseball game?” 

Balthazar had things where he wanted.  “No Sir. The money used in La 

Disconquista doesn’t have a shelf life, it never completely goes away.  It 

fades into the sunset. The money in La Disconquista has a half-life, a half-

life of 70 days.” 

The reporter had no response. 

 

Launch Part E:  

excalibrator1%solution  

and the Nature of Money 



Money is a Communication Network composed of discrete particles of 

information: Dollars, Bitcoins, Euros, Yuan.  The Unit of these 

Communication Networks is the sum of the discrete particles in circulation 

of that particular Network. 

Unit of $ = Σ$ = 1 

Unit of Bitcoin = ΣBitcoin = 1 

Unit of Yuan = ΣYuan = 1 

$5,000 in a system with a Unit of $1,000,000 in circulation is not the same 

as $5,000 in a system with a Unit of $2,000,000 in circulation.   

$5,000/1,000,000 has a share of 1/200 

$5,000/$2,000,000 has a share of 1/400 

When new Currency Particles are created in a money system the already 

existing Currency Particles lose share.  It doesn’t matter if the new 

Currency Particles are legal or counterfeit, as long as they are accepted the 

shares of the existing Particles are diluted.  

The opposite is also true.  If Currency Particles are destroyed the remaining 

Currency Particulars gain share.  They are distilled.   

This is why the knowledge of the total quantity of money in circulation is 

essential to making any informed purchase or sale.   

The Daily Bread in excalibrator1%solution generates this information, 

updated on a daily basis.  And it’s not just passive information you need to 



look up, it is a quantity of currency deposited in your account.  The Daily 

Bread (DB) is an equal share of 1% of the currency in circulation. 

DB x 100 x Number of Players = Sum of all the currency in the Game 

The Unit of Money and the Daily Bread both grow at 1% per day. 

This is the source of our Half-Life.  The amount of Currency Particles in 

circulation doubles every 70 days.  

As with any quantity that doubles on a regular basis, large numbers of 

Digital Particles are created. This requires action.  We do not Zero out our 

currency, we fold it in.  We have a series of Digital Denominations, each 

100 times larger than the previous.  When a particular Digital 

Denomination becomes too plentiful it is folded into a larger denomination. 

1 Napier = 100 Shannons = 1,000,000 Hartleys 

1 Shannon = 100 Bernoullis 

1 Bernoulli = 100 Hartleys 

1 Hartley = 100 Paynes = 1,000,000 Del Mars 

                              1 Payne = 100 Turings 

                                     1 Turing = 100 Del Mars 

                                                 1 Del Mar = 100 Gesells 

                 

La Disconquista will issue all of its Currency through equal payments to its 

players.  There will be no central bank authorized to issue Currency and 

none of the Players will have that privilege.  Money comes into La 

Disconquista in only one way, through the players equally. 



Those players who begin today will receive an Equal Common Stake of 100 

Del Mars and a Daily Bread of 1 Del Mar, 1%.  They will both grow at a Rate 

of 1% per day. 

Launch Part F: How do you Save? 

A lady, calculator in hand, stood up and yelled, “Are you nuts?  100% 

inflation every 70 days?” 

Frank stated the rationale, “Yes ma’am, that’s exactly what we’re 

advocating.  We say it upfront so the players can build it into their 

strategies.  And it’s worth remembering that all of this new currency did not 

go into particular pockets.  It went to all the players, equally.  Including 

you.” 

“If you were a player and you just wanted to watch for a while and not do 

any purchasing or wagering your equal share of the currency will remain 

steady.  Your Daily Breads will exactly compensate for the loss in share due 

to dilution.”  Amy offered reassurance.  

“If you spent all of your original stake on the first day and then did nothing 

for the next 70 days your account would be half way back to an equal 

share.  The reverse is also true.”  Balthazar brought strategic thinking. “If 

you had earned enough to double your original stake and then did nothing 

for 70 days your account would have moved half way back towards an equal 

share.  Everything tends to the middle.  Half way every 70 days.  When it 

reaches the middle it stays there.” 

The lady wasn’t done.  “How do you save it then?” 



“You don’t.  This is not a long term savings device.  It’s information with a 

half-life of 70 days.  For saving we recommend a little gold under the 

mattress or in a safety deposit box.  Your long term benefit here is a regular 

dividend that maintains a constant ratio to the Scoring System.  The Daily 

Bread is always an equal share of 1% of the currency digits in the Game.” 

“This is not a money that you can save for a rainy day.  But in La 

Disconquista it rains a predictable amount of money every day.  That is the 

tradeoff.” 

Amy took the floor and asked another rhetorical question.  “So if 

excalibrator1%Solution can’t be saved, then what can it do?” 

Frank answered her.  “The Daily Bread opens and maintains a channel of 

communication with all of the other players.  Everyone will be receiving a 

quantity of money that everyone else can relate to because they are 

receiving the same amount.  Money-in as the Daily Bread is received and 

Money-out as the Daily Bread is spent.  This makes communication by 

and to every person a reality.” 

“La Disconquista gives no advantage to the early adopters and 

designers.  Everyone enters at the middle whether they start on the first day 

or in the second year.  There is no advantage granted to the well 

connected.  La Disconquista is Indifferent to your position, disinterested in 

how you spend your money.” 

Amy thought they were losing the audience.  “So imagine yourself as a 

player.  You have the lay of the land.  You have an average amount of 

excalibrator in your account.  An opportunity arises to purchase a complete 



new wardrobe at a good price.  The only problem is that it will take all of 

your account, leaving you broke.  It’s a good deal, but what about being 

broke?  The difference between your decision in La Disconquista and your 

decision today is that under La Disconquista you would only be broke for 

the rest of that day because the next day you would receive your Daily 

Bread.  And the Daily Bread need not be the only money you get.  You can 

put on your new cloths and go get that job you had been considering.”    

“If you and your fellow workers discover that a corporate raider is about to 

purchase your factory and close it, even though it is making a profit, you 

and your co-horts could create a co-op and buy it yourselves.  Even if it will 

take every piece of money that you and your fellow employees have to make 

the deal you can consider it because every worker in your factory will 

receive support in your early days without having to go to the welfare 

office.  Today this is not doable because you would all be broke and the day 

to day necessities of life would sink you.   But in La Disconquista you will 

only be broke for a day.  Everyone gets their Daily Bread the next day, and 

your factory will be up and running and you can continue to earn money 

there.” 

But the lady in the audience was having none of this.  “So if this is so great 

why isn’t somebody doing it already?” 

“One answer to that question might be because it might work.” 

“Well I’m not buying this.  You won’t get a red cent from me.” 

Amy wanted this lady’s good will. “But we’re not trying to sell it to you.  We 

don’t want any money from you whether you sign up or not.  Just 



watch.  This is different.  Watch tonight and get with me after and I’ll 

answer every question you have.  Between now and then I want you to 

visualize putting an equal amount of money in the pockets of everyone you 

know, including yourself.  Everyone.  I’ll see you after.” 

“Well, I’ll listen cause you all sound right nice.  But not a Penny…..Dear.” 

The lady sat down with a bigger smile than Jeff Stark.  

Launch Part G-Stamp Scrip 

“The immediate precursor of excalibrator1%Solution is an invention by 

German-Argentinian Silvio Gesell called Stamp-Scrip.  Gesell believed that 

the main problem with money is that it did not decay over time like other 

things in the universe.  His solution was a paper currency that required a 

stamp to be purchased and attached to the note periodically in order to 

maintain its value.”  

“Gesell favored a stamp worth 1% of the value of the note each month.  That 

would mean that the holder of a 1 dollar note would have to purchase and 

attach a 1 cent stamp each month in order to keep it current.  The same 1% 

rate would require a holder of a $100 note to buy and affix a $1 stamp to 

the note each month.” 

“This gave the issuer of the money two streams of income.  The first when 

they spent the notes into circulation and second when they sold the 

stamps.  Stamp Scrip was quite popular in the 1930s Depression.  The 

issuer was usually a town or municipality or in much of the U.S., Chambers 

of Commerce.  The issuers built public works, putting their idle citizens to 

work.  The 1% per month paid for the money in 100 months, 8 years and 4 



months. There was no compounding.  Had they compounded monthly as 

well it would have paid for itself in a little under 70 months (Rule of 70, 

thank you Luca).  That’s 5 years and 10 months.” 

“The Austrian town of Worgl had a successful experience with Stamp Scrip 

during the 1930s until the Austrian Central Bank shut them down.” 

“During the Great Depression the U.S. had many unique forms of Stamp 

Scrip around the country run mostly by Civic Institutions.  There was an 

attempt to make it official and take it national as well.  In 1933 Alabama 

Senator John Hollis Bankhead, actress Talilah Bankhead’s uncle, 

introduced legislation to issue 1,000,000,000 one dollar notes.” 

Frank held up a copy of the Bankhead notes and walked around the stage, 

as a close-up was broadcast as well. 

“These notes had places for fifty ‘2¢ stamps’.  The holder was required to 

attach a 2¢ stamp per week.  Senator Bankhead’s Stamp Scrip would pay for 

itself in 50 weeks.  Had they compounded each week it would have paid for 

itself in a little under 35 weeks. (Rule of 70).  The idea was welcomed to the 

U.S. Senate with great enthusiasm, which quickly faded.   The cost would 

have been close to zero, and the benefit, who knows.” 

It is easy to compare the rates between two versions of Stamp Scrip and 

ours:   

Silvio Gesell                       1% per Month, Simple 

         Senator Bankhead           2% per Week Simple 

         excalibrator1%solution            1% per Day, Compounded  



 

“Stamp Scrip taught us that a meter can be installed on money that runs in 

the opposite direction of what we have always been taught.  Money does not 

have to earn interest; it can yield dis-interest, income in the general 

interest. And that can be compounded. 

While Stamp Scrip established disinterest in money flows, it did not 

address Dis-Interest as to who benefits.  This was a fatal flaw.  Arguments 

over who gets the benefit of the issued currency abounded.  Since everyone 

gets an equal share in La Disconquista these are moot points. 

Launch Part H: Disinterest 

Our Measures: 

Common Stake - Total Currency in Game 

Average Common Stake - Common Stake/number of players 

Daily Bread - Daily Dividend, 1% of the Average Common Stake 

Day 1  

Upon entering the Game each player will receive a onetime payment of the 

Average Common Stake.  On the first day this Average Common Stake will 

amount to 100 Del Mars. .  They will also receive a Daily Bread of 1 Del Mar, 

1% of the Average Common Stake.  This makes the new Average Common 

Stake 101 Del Mars. 

Day 2 



Players entering on the second day will receive an Average Common Stake 

of 101 Del Mars.  Everyone will receive a Daily Bread of 1% of the Average 

Common Stake of 101 Del Mars, 1.o1 Del Mars. This makes the new Average 

Common Stake 102.01 Del Mars 

Day 3 

Players entering on Day 3 will receive an Average Common Stake of 102.01 

Del Mars.  Everyone will receive a Daily Bread of 1% of 102.01, 1.0201.  This 

makes the new Average Common Stake 103.0301 Del Mars 

This Process Repeats ad infinitum. 

Silvio Gesell created Disinterest, money with a reversed meter, by requiring 

the holders to purchase and attach a stamp to keep the note current.  

excalibrator1%solution creates disinterest by diluting the existing currency 

pieces.   

e 

“While working on the concept of Compound Interest Swiss Mathematician 

Jacob Bernoulli discovered one of nature’s most beguiling constants, the 

Transcendental, Irrational Number e, 2.71828182845..  You can get as 

precise as you wish but you can never be exact. 

e was implied but not stated in John Napier’s Treatise on Logarithms.  e is 

the base of the natural logarithms.  While often called Euler’s Number, it 

was Bernoulli that brought forth its famous formula that we use in La 

Disconquista. Bernoulli discovered that 100% Interest, Compounded 

Continuously, converged to e. 



As n→∞ (1 + 1/n)n = e = 2.718281828..   

We will not try to approach infinity.  We are using 100 days as our e folding 

period.  We believe this is an acceptable vicinity to e.   100% Interest for a 

period of 100 days, Compounded Daily, will provide:   

   (1 + 1/100)100 = (1.01)100 = 2.704813..   which is    99.5% of e 

Use this formula, with n representing the day you wish to investigate. 

Some other days. 

For Day 2     (1.01)2  = 1.0201.. 

For Day 10    (1.01)10 = 1.10462.. 

 For Day 69,   (1.01)69 = 1.98689.. 

 For Day 70   (1.01)70 = 2.006763..  Half Life 

For Day 365   (1.01)365 = 37.783434.. One Year 

“Google found the number e so impressive that they decided to enter the 

world of high finance with an Initial Public Offer of  $2,718,281,828..” 

****************** 

Each new Player will receive all previous payments, the 100 Del Mars from 

Day 1, and all previous Daily Breads.  The Average Common Stake and the 

Daily Bread will both grow at a rate of 1% per day, and maintain a ratio of 

100 to 1. 

Disinterest is also having no financial or emotional stake in the outcome of 

any situation or action. For money to function it must be Disinterested.  

excalibrator1%solution is Disinterested Money.” 



Launch Part I: Compounding 

“excalibrator1%solution grows at 1% per day.  The 1% Daily Growth is 

calculated onward from the original Common Stake and the Disinterest 

added to it each day.  This is Compounding.” 

“La Disconquista enters the world of transcendental finance by harnessing 

the power of compounding and the number e to create a disinterested, 

neutral, fair money for the benefit of the human race.”   

“Instead of allowing money to use its power to feed back upon itself, La 

Disconquista channels that power outwardly to us all.” 

“All players are treated equally at all times, regardless of gender, 

nationality, sexual orientation, who your mommy and daddy are and how 

wealthy they are, or how wealthy you are, what your race is, if you’re in 

prison or not, or whether you’re obnoxious or not.  It does not matter. Did I 

leave anyone out? Oh yeah, age. You are eligible to be a Citizen/Player on 

the day you are born and you remain eligible until the day you die.” 

Launch Part J-Social Justice Warrior 

A voice rang out.  “You’re just a bunch of Social Justice Warriors.  Why 

don’t you leave video games alone?  Why you guys got to control 

everything.” 

Amy tried to get in first but Frank beat her to it.  “You got the sofa in your 

mom’s basement Dude.  What more could you ask for?” 

Amy broke in, “What Frank meant to say...” 



The voice came back, “I speak English Bitch.  You don’t gotta translate for 

me.  At least he’s straight with me.” 

Frank answered, “Are you sure?  Are you sure you speak English.  And is 

your Mama’s basement all you ever want out of life.   The decision is 

yours.  But we’re not here with some sort of a now or never offer.  We don’t 

do ‘Now or Never’.  You’ll be just as welcome in a month as you are 

today.  You’ll get the same deal then as you do today.  Everybody comes in 

exactly in the middle.  Early or late, black, white, indian, canadian, queer, 

trans, straight, polite, young, old, fat, skinny, capitalist, communist, rude, 

educated, smart, or stupid, it don’t matter.  We’re not ashamed of 

that.  Everybody has a reserved seat and we will hold that reservation 

forever if that suits.”  Frank kept surprising Amy. 

Frank chuckled, “And who knows, my good man, you might even get 

enough out of it to replace that broken TV remote so you don’t have to get 

up every time you want to change the channel.” 

“I’m all ears.”  He tried to sound sarcastic but he wondered how Frank 

knew about his broken remote.  



Launch Part K: Bit Coin 

The lights went down and the screens showed men working in a coal mine.  

The tune to the song ‘16 Tons’ comes across the speaker system and lyrics 

roll down the screens as they are sung with the tune. 

                                 16 Gigs 

         I was born one morning when the sun didn’t shine           

Picked up my laptop and I went to the mine 

         I loaded 16 Gigs of #9 Bits 

         Straw boss said let’s call it quits. 

  

         You Load sixteen Gigs and whataya get 

         Another day older and deeper in Debt 

         Saint Peter Don’t you call me cause I can’t go 

         I owe my soul to the Virtual Silk Road. 

  

“La Disconquista has plenty of company in this competition of Reality 

Games.  One of those competitors, Bitcoin, has ambitions.  They enjoyed a 

virtually unchallenged field for the first few years of their existence but are 

now being challenged at the edges by competitors who have made 

adjustments to the plan that Bitcoin follows.”  



“Almost alone, Bitcoin showed the world that money could be nothing more 

than a set of controlled and predictable numbers.  They demonstrated that 

those numbers could be controlled and transacted through peer to peer 

mechanisms, namely the block chain and the distributed ledger.  For this 

they deserve thanks and applause.  But then they took the keys to the 

kingdom and threw them into a sweaty hole in the ground to support the 

canard that money derives its value from being difficult to obtain.” 

“Bitcoin wedded the introduction and distribution of their coins to a 

process they called ‘mining’.  Mining requires a large investment in 

computing power and electrical power.  This guarantees that Bitcoin will be 

scarce and not widely distributed.  This will keep it in the same economic 

strata as the players of ‘Free Market’.  This means that Bitcoin will suffer 

the same fate as all such games, an ever shrinking player base.”  

“Bitcoin joined almost every other currency of the last 5,000 years in a 

basic misunderstanding of the nature of money.  Money is a Network, far 

closer in structure to the telephone than to a precious metal.” 

“Bitcoin’s practice of ‘mining’ is functional in providing the computing 

power necessary to safeguard the introduction of new coins and 

transactions, but there are other means to achieve these goals.  Bitcoin has 

already announced that the issuance of new Bitcoins will eventually 

stop.  The number of Bitcoins will be finite.  This means that ’mining’ must 

be replaced as a funding mechanism.  They have already said that 

transaction fees will take its place.  The Bitcoin Mine is scheduled to play 

out.”  



“Had they operated with transaction fees from the beginning they would 

have created a more robust delivery system and far more options.  Their 

legacy will be a played out gold mine.  Take a drive around California and 

see what that looks like.”  

“The world is hungry for a sane money mechanism, not another type of 

gold.  We already have gold.  The world needs a Money that can function as 

a Network.” 

“The costs that La Disconquista will incur in the introduction and 

protection of its currency will be covered by ‘Transaction Fees’ from the 

beginning.  La Disconquista Players as a whole will be participants in the 

issue of new currency because all of them will be its recipients.  They will 

receive a precise amount of money that everyone else will be receiving at 

the same time.  This will give the Players a personal and group incentive to 

make sure that everything is on the up and up.  Self-interest will support 

honesty.” 

Amy was exhausted so she was happy to say, “Balt, bring us 

home.” 

Launch Part L:  Minimax Apocalypse 

“Had we all checked our hats at the door tonight and the hat-checker had 

carefully put them in boxes, but neglected to label the boxes, the probability 

that no one would get their own hat back at the end of the night is 1/e.”  

“I’m the only true ‘gamer’ on the stage tonight.  My Partners, Amy and 

Frank, came to gaming after they figured out that it was only through a 

game that we could break the spell that the world suffers under.  We reject 



the belief that ‘We are worth more to each other as exploitable cogs in a 

machine than we are as free and equal Players’”. 

“It was my quest for the ultimate Minimax that brought myself and my 

partners together.  The Minimax Strategy is a Player’s effort to Minimize 

the ‘Worst Case Scenario’ in a Game.  It is usually an individual strategy in 

which a Player seeks to protect herself from personal calamity.  Frank and 

Amy saw the connections between their work and mine before I did.  But it 

was the ways that our various streams began to flow together that surprised 

us and eventually gave us all Great Expectations.” 

PROBABILITY 

“Expected Value enters the mix in the 17th century with the correspondence 

between Blaise Pascal and Pierre de Fermat about the ‘Problem of the 

Points’ also called the ‘Division of the Stakes.’  It was a math and 

philosophy problem that had been kicking around for centuries.  The 

Question was how to divide the Stakes of a Game of dice that had been 

interrupted before a winner had been established.” 

“Our Friend Luca Pacioli had taken up the problem a couple of centuries 

before Pascal and Fermat.  Pacioli’s answer was to award the Stakes, either 

totally or in proportion, based on who had won the most rounds in the 

game prior to its interruption.  This solution had not caught on so the 

problem was still at large when Pascal and Fermat arrived on the scene.”   

“Pascal and Fermat believed that Pacioli had not sufficiently addressed the 

concept of Fairness.  Their eventual answer took a decidedly forward 

looking stance that placed the possible outcomes of the players above 

Pacioli’s reliance on how the players had gotten to the present 



situation.  Their eventual conclusion was that the Stakes should be divided 

according to the chances of victory, or loss, that each player had at the 

moment the game was interrupted.  In their outlook fairness had a great 

deal more to do with where you are going than where you have been.” 

“This zeitgeist became the Science of Probability.  It was a form of seeing 

into the future and making decisions based on the Expected Value of a 

situation.” 

Information 

“Alan Turing and Claude Shannon were both at Bell Labs for a period of 

time during WWII.  They supposedly had tea and chatted, but neither could 

share with the other the nature of their work.   

Turing was working on breaking the German’s Code on the Enigma 

Machine in order to protect Allied transport from German Attack.  Shannon 

was working on making the code that Roosevelt and Churchill used to 

communicate with each other secure.”   

“It seems like a perfect fit.  Each could have helped the other out, but it was 

not in the cards or the punch cards.”   

“Turing and Shannon both seem to have been successful, but who knows 

what their collaboration could have yielded.” 

“Turing’s Field, in retrospect, is Artificial Intelligence and Shannon’s is 

Information.  We don’t have to utilize retrospect with Shannon because he 

lived a long and very influential life.  0,1 are his legacy.  The bit, also named 

the Shannon, is the amount of information contained in an event with a 

probability of ½.  The toss of a fair coin.” 



“There are two other Forms of Information as well, the ‘ban’ and the 

‘nat’.  The ‘ban’, also called the Hartley for Ralph Harley, is the amount of 

information contained in an event whose probability is 1/10.   The ‘nat’ is 

the amount of information contained in an event whose probability is 1/e.”   

“The three are not mutually exclusive; in fact they are multiples of each 

other.  But they are not the same thing.  Turing called the ‘nat’ the ‘natural 

ban’ in his code cracking activities.” 

“What makes the ‘nat’ so important for us at La Disconquista is that it 

returns the favor that money did for the world of Science and Mathematics 

when Jacob Bernoulli harnessed compound interest.  The usable 

information that is yielded in the process of compounding is in the realm of 

the most important discovered in the history of humankind.  It is on a par 

with calculus and quantum theory because it is integral in their nature.” 

“excalibrator1%solution is the currency of La Disconquista.  The Players in 

La Disconquista receive a Daily Bread equal to 1% of the existing currency 

digits in circulation.  The quantity of Currency Digits grows at 1% per 

Day.  The Expected Value of the Currency Digits in excalibrator1%solution 

over a 100 day period is 1/e, same as in the Hat-Check Problem.” 

“escalibrator1%solution is a phenomenon of nature.  The entire system is a 

Nat, a Natural Piece of Information.  The Currency Digits in 

excalibrator1%solution are also Nats, Natural Pieces of Information. A Nat 

is the amount of information contained in an event with a probability of 

1/e.” 

“La Disconquista is the game that you would choose if you could not pick 

your position in the game ahead of time.  It has a built-in Minimax, in the 

form of the Daily Bread.  La Disconquista is the game that you would 



choose if you could not take your possessions with you.  The toss of the coin 

is fair.” 

“It is the  

Minimax Apocalypse.” 

Come Play With Us 

“That concludes our presentation except to ask if we have anyone here 

tonight that wants to play La Disconquista.  If you would, join us at the 

tables..”  



Chapter 41 

9:10 PM PDT, 11:10 PM CDT, 12:10 AM 

EDT 

Famagusta, Cyprus, A New ATM 

Fatima would have missed it if it hadn’t been for the old man playing the 

violin.  The Beach at Famagusta was not the same as it was the day 

before.  It was not the same as it was five minutes ago.  A few meters up 

from the Mediterranean, right on top of the barb wire fence that separated 

the Greek and Turkish sectors sat a building Fatima could swear was an 

Automatic Teller Machine.   

The old man stopped playing the violin and walked over to the machine and 

placed his hand on the outline of a hand on one of the screens.  Almost 

immediately the machine dispensed money from a slot below the screen.   

The old man motioned to Fatima to come over herself.  She was scared for 

several reasons, the most pressing was that she was in no man’s land and 

day was breaking.  Her fear of the unknown that the automatic teller 

machines represented was the least of her troubles.  Her real worry was her 

fear of guards with rifles who patrolled this zone and had permission to 

shoot on sight.   

Fatima put it all out of her mind and acted.  She stooped low and half 

crawled her way to the cash machines.  She put her hand on the screen and 

money shot out below.  Once she had the money in hand she stuffed it in 

her pocket and made a mad dash for the cover of the abandoned luxury 



hotel that she, her brothers and sisters, and her cousins were scavenging in 

that day.  

Once inside the building she pulled the money out of her pocket to gauge 

the magnitude of her score.  She laughed, she cried, she jumped up and 

down and began to dance.  She had to find her siblings and other family 

members and figure a way to get them to the machines.  She had more 

money in her hand at that moment than she could ever remember having 

before.  She stuffed the money back in her pocket and started to sing and 

dance again. 

When the whole crew had arrived and Fatima told them what had 

happened one of her older cousins tried to take the money from her.  Her 

biggest brother tackled him and everyone joined in beating him until he ran 

away.  “Get your own.”  Fatima yelled. 

They went up to the second floor so they could watch what was going 

on.  First it was the soldiers on the Turkish side.  Then the soldier’s 

families, and then a stream of people.   A trickle began on the Greek side 

and when no one stopped them it turned into a stream.  Each new 

contingent that was sent to restore “order” became caught up in the 

excitement.  Soon Fatima’s whole family just joined in the flow.  It was a 

carnival. 

Her cousin who had tried to rob her apologized.  She accepted, but she 

would not forget that his first reaction to someone else’s good fortune was 

to rob them.  But this was not a day to dwell on that.  



Chapter 42 

9:20 PM PDT, 11:20 PM CDT, 12:20 AM 

EDT 

Seattle, Sign ups  

The stage lowered itself until it disappeared.  Amy and Balt and Frank 

walked to tables the staff had set up in one corner. 

They were handed clip boards but mostly people wanted to 

schmooze.  When they saw that the crew had it handled they drifted back to 

the middle of the room and into the outline of the stage which rose up a bit 

out of the floor.  

“For those of you who sign up tonight, we’ll be in touch tomorrow.  We 

won’t ask for any confidential info from anyone.  We will operate outside 

the current financial world.  The only thing we need to know is that you are 

who you say you are.” 

“As of today, Seattle will be our only node.  Tomorrow we will open sign ups 

in Iceland and Puerto Rico.  Islands will make it easier for us to be assured 

of that one piece of information we need, that you are who you say you 

are.  We hope the day after that to open on Cyprus, the home of 

Fortunatus.  Even though he was a fictional character we consider him a 

member of our team.  His Purse that never runs out of money is something 

of a symbol for us.” 

One of the staffers came up to the stage and called Amy over and whispered 

in her ear.  Amy looked as if she had seen a ghost.  She raised an arm to get 



everyone’s attention.  “I think we have news of interest.”  She directed 

attention to the TV screens.  

“We interrupt our regularly scheduled program with this bulletin.  The 

other shoe has dropped.  Another building full of ATMs identifying 

themselves as Casino Fortunatus has opened on the Mediterranean Island 

of Cyprus.   It has situated itself in the beach resort town of Famagusta on 

Cyprus’s east coast.  Famagusta is a divided city, half Turkish Cypriot and 

half Greek Cypriot.  The cash machines came down on the border between 

the warring factions and has opened for business to both sides.” 

The movement of the crowd towards the sign-up sheets came to a halt. 

“Our crew in research has discovered that Famagusta was the home of 16th 

century fictional character Fortunatus.  Fortunatus possessed a magic purse 

that never ran out of money.  Perhaps Mr. Fortunatus was not as fictional 

as we thought and is now sharing his wealth with the world.  We’ll be on top 

of this story, so stay tuned for any further developments..” 

The crowd in Seattle was stunned into silence.  What had been a steady 

movement towards the sign-up tables turned in to steady movement 

towards the doors.  Everyone was headed home. 

Amy and Balthazar and Frank sat on their stools and watched the people 

leaving.  They had no idea what path to take except to join in the general 

exodus. 

Balthazar said what they were all thinking. “Tomorrow morning at the e-

fect.  Let’s all get some rest.”  The night was over and they knew it. 

Frank and Balt headed back to their dressing rooms but Amy didn’t take time 

to change clothes or pick up her personal items, she walked straight out into 

the drizzly Seattle night.  She did need the rest but she couldn’t sleep without 



getting Etienne’s take on this new, what should she call it?  Development.  Yes 

things are developing.



Chapter 43 

9:20 PM PDT, 11:20 PM CDT, 12:20 AM 

EDT 

Amy meets Jennifer 

Amy dialed the last number that she had for Etienne and it rang. 

Etienne had fallen asleep on the terrace and the phone woke him to a 

chill.  He struggled to wake up and tried to differentiate between which part 

of this day had been a dream and which part reality.  Maybe the person on 

the phone could help me out. 

“Ah Hello?” 

“Etienne.  Tell me what’s going on.  I know it’s you Etienne.  Tell me the 

truth.” 

“Boy, you ask a lot from someone who just woke up in a different place for 

the first time in five years.  Truth?” 

“Don’t say it Etienne.  I’ll settle for reality.  I’m sure I can handle that.” 

“Is this a trick question Amy?  This is Amy isn’t it?” 

“Yes you meat head.  It’s your friend Amy who you’ve left out in the cold to 

explain something that I’m pretty sure you should be explaining.” 

“A little more context would help.” 

“Where did the second set of Casino Fortunatus Automatic Teller Machines 

come from?  And why did they pick Famagusta to appear in?” 

“I am still asleep.  Famagusta?  Are you kidding me?” 



“Yeah Etienne, I’m just full of jokes.  Having all the air sucked out of the 

Launch of La Disconquista is very amusing.  I’m thinking of taking up 

stand-up comedy.” 

Etienne was nonplussed. “OK, you’re not kidding.  But it’s the same I had to 

tell you this morning.  I have no idea what’s going on.” 

Amy pushed for some answers.  “You gotta know who is doing this 

Etienne.  It’s not just that your fingerprints are all over this, your whole life 

is all over this.” 

The only thing that came into Etienne’s mind was that Amy was right.  It 

had to be him.  Only problem was that it wasn’t.  “You think I don’t see how 

this looks Amy?  I mean this comes to my hometown, and I got a web site 

named for Fortunatus, and now they go to Fortunatus’s home town.”   

“Why don’t you call Fortunatus?” 

“I’d love to but my phone service only goes to the 21st century.  Help me 

understand this Amy.  Have I been doing this in my sleep or what?” 

Amy was ready for anything but this.  She wanted some push back so she 

could be mad at someone, not this.  Etienne sounded like she felt, 

dazed.  She didn’t have the heart to kick a friend when he was 

down.  Maybe she could deflect some of this.  “Yeah, who has the kind of 

juice to troll someone at this level?” 

Amy looked at the last remnants of the audience drifting by wearing the 

same puzzled looks that she was sure she was wearing.  A woman in a 

trench coat sidled up to Amy and asked, “What if it’s not someone trolling 

you?” 

Amy was taken aback, “Excuse me I’m on the phone here.” 



The Stranger says, “Maybe it’s not a Troll at all.  Maybe a message.”  

“Who is it Amy?  Does she know something?”  Etienne was hungry for any 

kind of answer. 

The Stranger said, “Really Amy.  What if whoever is doing the ATMs is 

involved in what you’re doing and you’re involved in what they’re doing.  I’ll 

leave you this so you can get back to your phone call.”  She handed Amy a 

business card.  

She read it off to Etienne 

  

J 

FreEqSS,  

Free Equal Sentient Sapient Beings 

Serving the Milky Way,  

One Planet at a Time 

 

“No Name, Just the letter J.” 

By the time that Amy had finished reading the card the stranger was 

nowhere to be seen.   

“Do you know who she was?  Did you recognize her?” asked Etienne 

“I have no idea but the card has a phone number on it.  And since you and I 

know squat, I’m going to call her.  I’ll let you know what I find out.”  Amy 

hung up.  The last thing she wanted to do was spend a half hour on the 

phone examining Etienne’s confused feelings.  And she really wanted to 

know who that Stranger was. 



Amy backed up under the eaves of the World Meet World building to get 

out of the rain and dialed the number on the card.  It was a local Seattle 

number.  She heard a phone ring right next to her and saw it was the 

Stranger.   

“How about the e-fect?” the Stranger nodded towards Amy’s former place 

of employment. 

 “OK.  I’ll listen to what you have to say, but it better be good or I’m 

leaving.  I’m tired,” Amy was already walking as she was talking. 

As they were hanging up their rain gear in the vestibule Amy snuck a 

glance.  She did not recognize the Stranger.  Neither of them said anything 

until they were seated and had ordered their drinks.   

Amy didn’t mince words, “If you know of any connection between La 

Disconquista and the ATMs I’d like to hear about it.” 

“I guess the main connection is me, Amy.  I’m in both and I go back and 

forth depending on what is needed.”   

“I have a good memory for names and faces, especially for people who I 

work with.  I don’t recall ever having worked with you.” 

“My name is Jennifer.  I’ve worked with Etienne more than 20 years and 

with you on La Disconquista for the last 5.” 

“What, in our sleep?” 

“Actually yes.  Almost everything I’ve done with all of you has been in your 

sleep.  While you were Dreaming, REM State.  Our minds operate more 

than a million times faster in REM, and with guidance that speed translates 

into productivity.  We don’t need as much time to do things.  You’re 

amazing in REM state Amy.” 



“And you just go in and out of our dreams and remember stuff that we 

don’t.” 

“That pretty much sums it up.”  Jennifer sat quietly and let Amy absorb for 

a minute. 

“So You’re a Mind Reader?” Amy said. 

“I read minds, but not how you think.  Sometimes people want their minds 

read and so they broadcast.  You’ve communicated with me this way for 

over 5 years.  I consider you one of my dearest friends.” 

“I still don’t recognize you.” Amy responded. 

Jennifer continued,  “I don’t have so much to do with Frank or Balt. I have 

to fight through the crowds to see Frank.  Every conscious entity in the 

galaxy wants to work close to Frank.  Best coder that’s ever been.  Every 

time Frank opens up a computer there’s a horde of little Maxwell’s Demons 

scurrying around him: doing calculations, running experiments, basically 

finishing his sentences.  They’re getting close to self awareness, and Frank 

deserves the credit. They barely have time for ‘open the door, shut the door’ 

when Frank’s around.” 

“There are real Maxwell’s Demons?” asked Amy. 

“We borrowed the name, but yes Amy, they are a lot like the Demons from 

Maxwell’s thought experiment.  They have simple perceptive ability and 

some mobility.  The main difference is they have a metabolism and can self-

replicate.  While we can’t call it Perpetual Motion yet, they seem to surf on 

reality, without drawing anything from the world around them.  They love 

Frank, and you too Amy.  Some of them have yours and Frank’s photos 

hanging under Maxwell’s and Szilard’s in their lockers.  You have a fan 



base.  They can’t express it completely but they want to develop their 

capabilities to a level where they could learn to read.  They want to read 

your thesis.”   

“You're serious about this huh”, a disbelieving Amy answered. 

“Quite serious.  And Balt keeps the books.  He’s our Treasurer.  He keeps 

the Treasure.  And our meaning of Treasure is quite broad.  I don’t see him 

much because he’s in Ethiopia all the time.  I mostly work with you and 

Etienne.”   

Jennifer felt her emotions start to get the best of her and she knew this was 

not the time for that so she moved on.  “I’ve grown fond of you all and I 

want you to succeed on a personal level but there is a broader significance 

that has brought us here.” 

“What Broader Significance are you talking about?” Amy wanted to know. 

“Our Galaxy, The Milky Way, is warping.  Its spiral arms are warping so bad 

that we are afraid they might break, shatter, and send all of its stars and 

planets shooting off on courses that will destroy them.” 

“So we’re in danger, all of us?”   

“Yes Amy, we’re all in danger.  We’re trying to bring some coherence back 

to The Milky Way.  It was Etienne’s toying around with the Transcendental 

Number ‘e’ that first caught our attention.  He gave us some hope.” 

“What could some human being playing around with the Transcendental 

Number ‘e’ have to do with saving the Galaxy?” 

“You don’t read your own writings do you Amy?” 



Amy sat for a minute and a shy smile crept across her face.  “They’re both 

Logarithmic Spirals.  The Milky Way and excalibrator are both Logarithmic 

Spirals.  But what do they have to do with each other?” 

“We live in a Quantum Universe that depends on Observer Energy to 

maintain all types of relationships.” 

“What’s Observer Energy?” 

“What you just did.  Asking questions.  Investigating a situation, any 

situation.  That is Observer Energy.” 

“So it’s basically curiosity,” Amy ventured. 

“Curiosity is certainly a part of it.  Observer Energy is like a Rosetta Stone 

except the three passages do not convey the same message.  It can only be 

used for translation once the core of each language and culture has yielded 

up its secrets.  It’s how Turing broke the Enigma Code.  You walk 

backwards, empty handed, keeping your eyes and ears open for the 

sentimental trail.  You seek words, but only when they lead back to the 

Word.  That takes a unique type of organization and Observer Energy 

provides that organization.  It penetrates matter and information altering 

their relationship in manners we do not always understand but we depend 

on.” 

Amy was dumbfounded.  Jennifer  knew she had to take Amy to the other 

side of this so she continued.  “The absence of Observer Energy can be 

cataclysmic.  Normally the Earth would have more time to develop its 

Observer Energy but our other options … let’s just say, there are no other 

options left.  The Earth is our last chance.  And there is some urgency.” 

“Good luck with that.” Amy was lost. 



“We have more than luck going for us.  The Transcendental Number ‘e’ 

teaches us how to be a wave and a particle at the same time.  This frees us 

up to produce Observer Energy.  8,000,000,000 human beings waking up 

to their potential as Free Observers will create a Quantum Leap and give 

the Milky Way the Observer Energy it needs to true itself.” 

“So, what’s our odds Jennifer?  Can we pull this off?” 

“You might recognize it.  0.36787944117..  1/e.  It’s the hat check problem 

you were talking about.  Everyone in the world checks a hat at the hat-check 

window.  The attendant carefully puts each hat in a box but does not label 

the boxes.  1/e is the probability that no one will get their own hat back.” 

“1/e   is   1/2.718281828..  which is   0.36787944117..  It’s the dilution rate 

of excalibrator1%solution in 100 days.” 

Amy mulled it over a minute.  “37% odds of success leaves 63% odds of 

failure.  Looks like we’re probably going to fail.  Are those odds good 

enough?” wondered Amy. 

“Good enough or not, it’s what we got.  You’re a good listener Amy.  I 

wanted you to know what’s going on so you can watch out.  The Milky Way 

has its detractors and is being stretched to the limit.  The Limit Amy.”  

Jennifer stood up and looked at her watch.  “I need to go Amy, but before I 

do I want you to have some confidence in what you’ve heard.  In 12 minutes 

another set of Casino Fortunatus teller machines will land in the Austrian 

town of Worgl.” 

“OK” 

“And could you deliver a message to Etienne for me.”  



Amy nodded. 

“Tell Etienne that he should be at the Jardin at Sunrise.  Can you do that 

Amy?” 

Amy got out a notebook and pen and wrote it down.  “After a day like today 

I’m not counting on my memory for anything.  The Jardin at Sunrise.  Is it 

more cash machines?”   

Amy looked up and Jennifer was gone.  Amy called the barista over and for 

the second time in her long day she ordered a shot of tequila. 

“What kind?” the barista asked. 

“Old.  The oldest.” 

She got out her phone and thought about calling Etienne.  If she didn’t do it 

quickly the effect would be lost.  The tequila came and Amy barely let it hit 

the table before it was down her throat and she was dialing 

Etienne.  Etienne was waiting by his phone.  “Amy?  Did you find the 

mysterious stranger?  Do you know who she is?”  Etienne was starved for 

any news. 

“I know who she told me she was.” 

“You believe her?”  Etienne heard something off in her voice. 

“I know who she told me she was.” Amy repeated.  “Is your tv on?” she 

asked. 

“Yeah, but it’s muted.” 

“Unmute it.” 

“OK. What’s so important on the TV?” 



“She told me I could believe who she said she was because she could predict 

when and where another set of ATMs is coming.” 

“So spill.  When and where?” 

“Worgl, Austria.  Right about Now.” 

As soon as Amy finished talking Wolf Blitzer came back on the air. 

“It’s happened again ladies and gentlemen.  Another group of cash 

machines has come to the town of Worgl in the Austrian Alps.  This is not 

the first time that Worgl has gone off the monetary reservation.  Back in the 

1930s the central bank of Austria had to come in and shut down a 

controversial type of Money that the locals had cooked up, called Stamp 

Scrip.  We’ll be right back with further details after this brief message.” 

“Well looks like the Mystery Lady knows something.” 

“That and she gave me a message for you too.  I wrote it down so I wouldn’t 

forget.  Here it is.  ‘Be at the Jardin at Sunrise.’” 

“She said more machines in San Miguel?” 

“I think she implied it but she didn’t say it.  She’s a little complicated. I 

think she must play 37 dimension chess.” 

“Ames.  Who was she?” 

“She said her name was Jennifer.  That’s all I know.  Jardin!  Sunrise!  Good 

night. I need sleep.” 

Just as Etienne hung up his phone someone slipped a note under the 

door.  He sat for a minute and then strolled over to pick it up. 



The note read, “The cash machines have internal power.  They exhibit 

indifference, outwardly directed.  They possess disinterest as an affectation, 

a style.” 

“Your window is closing.” 

Etienne thought for just a second about calling Sofia to give her another 

scoop but the way things were going whoever was pulling the strings on the 

day would let her know if they wanted her to know.  Better for him to get 

whatever rest he could before he tried to wiggle through that shrinking 

window. 

***** 

Jennifer left the e-fect and was walking over to the World Meet World 

building when she heard a voice from out of the shadows between the two 

buildings.  

“You told Amy didn’t you?”  She recognized him at the first word.  

“Yes I told Amy.” Jennifer was defensive. 

“And you told Amy to tell Etienne” 

“I told Amy and I told her to tell Etienne.  I want them to know that at least 

some of the strange things going on were to support and not undercut 

them.” 

“So it was a social call.” 

“OK Michael, or are you Miguel tonight?  I’ve been with Etienne more than 

20 years and Amy more than five.  They are my friends.  I need to treat 

them that way.”  Jennifer could not believe that she had been sarcastic with 

the Archangel Michael, or was it Miguel.  She laughed to herself. 



“And I’m your Captain.” He had to use all the restraint he had to not laugh 

with her. 

“Yes my Captain.” 

“Candace has been on this job for more than 2,000 years.  How many 

friends has she had to leave?  We work in service under authority.” 

“I’m sorry my Captain.” 

“I don’t want to make you sorry, I want you to understand that we are not 

without enemies and there are those who would go to any lengths to 

impede us.  You broke protocol on a project in which trillions of trillions of 

lives are in the balance.” 

“Yes my captain.  My only defense is that my motive was love and 

friendship.” 

“About that you are correct.  Love is your only defense. You’ve learned that 

much Jennifer.  That’s why you’re still here.” 

Michael walked a few steps into the shadows, almost out of sight, when she 

saw his mighty wings cut the air and lift him off the ground. 

Michael looked down on Seattle as he circled.  Jennifer had done exactly 

what he wanted her to do.  But it was important for her own safety to feel it 

was her own doing.   This was her protection.  There were those who could 

sniff insincerity across light years.  This way Jennifer believed she had 

acted as her own instigator, and not as Michael’s agent, because she 

had.  Michael no longer had any fear for himself, only for those he loved. 

His enemies knew this. 



He climbed above the clouds and shot up to the edge of the atmosphere and 

took a slow glide to his home of San Miguel de Allende, ready for whatever 

he might find.  



Chapter 44  

9:30 PM PDT, 11,30 PM PDT, 12:30 AM 

EDT  

Vic’s house, first mention of sunrise jardin, to 

krause et al  

“Talking about going from having the world by the tail to the world having 

you by the tail.” Sofia sympathized with Las Disconquistadores.  

“Those poor people.  Their night was going so well.”   Belinda felt it as well. 

“We all get a new day tomorrow.  Them too.”  Vic the Philosopher. 

Like most of the world the atmosphere at Vic’s was subdued, the 

uncertainty was palpable.   Belinda and Rodolfo stood up and she wrapped 

her arms around her son.  “You think there’s gonna be more cash machines 

Vic.  I mean how many.  And you think ours will stick around for a while?” 

“If I told you I knew anything I’d be lying.”  Vic was keeping his council. 

“Sofia, what do you think?” Belinda asked. 

“We all gotta wait and see Belinda.  We’ve had an amazing day.  I don’t see 

how we top it tomorrow, but I’m ready for anything.  How about you Ms. 

Hunt?  Any special knowledge you’d like to share?”   

“I get the feeling that you have all had days just as strange as mine.  Based 

on that alone I’d hate to make any predictions.”   

“Well we’re all gonna be there in the morning just in case, so this boy has 

got to go to bed.”  Belinda started nudging Rodolfo towards the door. 



“I’m not a little boy anymore mom.  I got a job.  And nobody asked what I 

think is going to happen.  I think you’re all forgetting that I was the very 

first one to use those machines.  I might have an opinion.” 

“Well Rodolfo, the second person to use Greenfield’s new Automatic Teller 

Machines would like to know the opinion of the first person to use those 

machines as to what he thinks is going to happen tomorrow.”  Vic tried to 

sound as serious as he could because he knew Rodolfo was serious. 

“Did everybody else forget that the screen on the machine said, to not use it 

again today but that we’d be welcome again tomorrow.  So it will be back in 

the morning.  That’s what I think.”  

“Well thought out Mr. Employed man, but you still got to be in that bed 

with lights off by 10:00, so let’s move.” 

“OK mom.  Hot chocolate?” 

“If your abuela is still up.” 

Vic opened the door for his guests.  “We loved your company.  Let’s see 

what we discover tomorrow Rodolfo.” 

Sofia got up to say her goodnights and Vic noticed she was scowling at him 

but he had no idea why so he gave her back a smile.  She knew she was off 

base.  It was just that he had given her so many good stories in a row she 

thought that he should somehow have known about Famagusta too.  This 

should all be her story.  She took a second to remember how she got here in 

the first place, and how Vic had brought her Etienne and then 

Rodolfo.  “Sorry” she said and started laughing and Vic laughed along 

though he didn’t know why. 



Melissa Hunt sat on the couch thinking about seeing her boss on 

television.  Commenting on a current job, the job she was working on, no 

less.  Right then her phone rang.  She looked at Sofia before she 

answered.  By the way Melissa spoke Sofia guessed who was on the other 

end of the call.  Melissa thought about getting up and leaving the room, but 

she came to the quick decision that these were exactly the people that Jeff 

Stark should be talking to, so she didn’t whisper.  She sat where she was 

and started talking right out loud.  “Hey Boss, you were great on 

television.  Maybe you’ve found your next career.” 

“You mean because this one is obviously over.  That has crossed my mind as 

well.  I’m going to retire, but it’s you and Krause and Munst that I worry 

about.  Has anyone caught up with you.” 

“Director, I’m with some other people I’d like you to meet so I’m going to 

speaker phone.” 

“Got it Melissa, but I need to talk private before I let you go.” 

“OK.  I have the chief of police of Greenfield here, boss, I thought you two 

might have a few professional matters to chat about, and before you go into 

anything too sensitive we have the reporter from the day’s broadcasts.” 

“How long have you been there Melissa?  Looks like you already know the 

whole town, or at least everyone who is important.” 

Vic greeted Stark, “Pleased to meet you Director Stark.  That’s the way this 

day has been going.  People who you need to see just seem to show up.  My 

friend Etienne Duvall called it Cosmic Coincidence Control.  It’s kinda 

spooky.” 



“I know what you mean.  I’m very much a by the numbers guy, but if I look 

back on this day and all I have to say is that probability must be on 

vacation.  We’re living in a different world than we were 24 hours ago.” 

“And Director Stark, I’d like to introduce you to Sofia Robles who’s been 

doing the broadcasts today from Greenfield.”   

“We’ve enjoyed watching you up in Seattle and we’re about ready to head 

down to the ATMs so Melissa can give you a firsthand account.” 

“Pleased to meet you Ms. Robles.  You’ve done a great job bringing this to 

the world.  I wish we could have had you in Seattle tonight.  You would have 

rounded things out nicely.” 

“Kind words Director Stark.  It’s so nice getting to talk to you personally 

after seeing you with the Gamers there in Seattle.  You helped them round 

it out a bit yourself.  If you have anything more you want to say, a public 

statement or an interview, let Melissa know.  I’ll leave her my contact.” 

“I’ll let you know.  I was in the Secret Service, but the Secret part has sailed, 

so I may take you up on that.” 

“And Director Stark, if you have any questions about what I’ve seen and 

heard today you just ask me.  I won’t broadcast.  I’m as good at keeping my 

mouth shut as I am talking.” 

“We’ve become kind of a cottage industry around these ATMs and we want 

everyone along for the ride,” Vic added. 

“Have you had any negative feedback Chief, I mean from the local 

residents.  Anybody there got their dander up.” 

“Just one so far Director Stark.  A local farmer has vowed to shut them 

down if I don’t do something.” 



“What are you going to do Chief?”  

“Nothing unless he does something.  We don’t know yet if this is more than 

a one day thing.  So I’m not going to create problems before they happen.” 

“Good Policy Chief.  If you folks don’t mind I’d like to speak to Melissa in 

private for just a minute.” 

“No problem Director.  There’s the patio.  It’s not too cold.” 

“I appreciate that.” 

Vic opened the sliding door to the patio and Melissa went through and he 

closed it behind her. 

“That wasn’t too much was it Vic?  I mean, trying to get the interview,” 

Sofia was feeling pushy. 

“Sofia you are who you are and if you’re going to start worrying about it at 

this late date, well, I don’t know what to tell you.” 

“Thanks Vic.  I think.” 

***** 

“OK Boss, I think I’m in a pretty private spot.  How are we doing?” Melissa 

asked. 

“Like I said, other than destroying my career, I’m doing fine.  I really do 

want to see if I can’t get you and Krause and Munst through this if you want 

to keep working.  Has anyone been in touch with you?” 

“The regular list of flunkies at Homeland, each one a little further up the 

food chain.” 

“What’d you tell them?” 



“I didn’t tell them anything.  I didn’t answer.” 

“Why didn’t you answer?” 

“Because I’m under a lawful order not to communicate with anyone other 

than you, the Homeland Security Director and the President.  And only 

then if they can pass security protocol, which none of them tried to do.” 

“That’s the correct answer and don’t worry, no one with any authority 

wants their name on this.  It’s an unknown and these guys do not deal with 

the Unknown.” 

“Let’s get Krause and Munst in on this.  I have a secure line.” 

Krause and Munst were just about to start arguing over the check when 

Krause’s phone rang, “Hey boss.  Where are you.” 

“Need to know, Krause.” 

“Yeah Boss.  We’re in San Miguel.” 

“I know you are.  I made the call, and this phone gives me your 

location.  Down to a pinpoint, just in case.  How were the ribs?” 

“They were good.  How’d you know I had the ribs.” 

“You always have the ribs Krause.” 

“What’d I have Boss?”  Munst laughed, Stark didn’t answer. 

“I got a location on our boy.  Is Eduardo with you?” 

“I’m here Jeff.” 

“You’re on a first name basis with the driver Boss.  Why didn’t you tell 

us?  Wait, wait.  I take that back, need to know.”   

“Edu, you know Hotel El Mirador.” 



“Yeah Jeff.  It’s by the overlook.  It’s quite a view.” 

“Our boy is there.  Munst, I want you to sit on him.  He’s not supposed to go 

out until before sunrise, but I want our bases covered.  You other two get 

some sleep.  Edu, you got another car and driver for Munst.” 

“No problem.” 

“Something is supposed to happen at this Jardin at Sunrise.  It’s probably 

some more cash machines, but we’ll just wait and see.  I got the info from 

NSA so you can count on Homeland having it too.  Have they been in touch 

with either one of you?” 

“Yeah boss, the usual suspects.  We been ignoring them.” 

“Good Job Krause.  You all need to be ready for whatever.  This source is an 

unknown so we need to go in with open eyes.  OK.” 

They all grunted yes. 

“Melissa, you got anything there yet?” 

“No, we were watching you.  So I’m headed to the ATMs as soon as I hang 

up here.” 

“OK.  Do it.  I’ll talk to you after.” 

“Krause, give Eduardo your phone.  And Edu, find a quiet corner.” 

Eduardo took Krause’s phone and walked over to the open 

hallway.  “What’s up Jeff.” 

“I need you to have a nice quiet place to take everybody tomorrow in case 

things go south.  No offence.  Some place not associated with you.” 

“I got just the spot Jeff.” 



“Use this phone if you need to contact me.  I owe you big time for all this.” 

“I’m sure you’ll have the opportunity to pay me back.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of.” 

**** 

Melissa went back inside Vic’s house, “I’m ready to go whenever the two of 

you are.”   

“I’m ready,” said Sofia, with her hard look at Vic again.  



Chapter 45  

9:35 PM PDT, 11:35 PM CDT, 12:35 AM 

EDT 

White house, Fredericks announces hit on 

ED 

This was the meeting that the president liked the least.  Dwayne Fredericks 

of Homeland Security barely concealed his opinion that the greatest threat 

to the security of the United States was Barack Hussein Obama. Sometimes 

he didn’t hide it. He’d been calling all afternoon and when President Obama 

hadn’t called back Fredericks showed up at the White House without an 

appointment. 

“What can I do for you, Director Fredericks?” Obama asked dryly. 

“This is what we have already done for you, Mr. President. We have taken 

steps to achieve some kind of control over this situation, before it gets out 

of hand “ 

“What situation is that Director Fredericks?” 

“We have moved to cut off the head of the serpent that has invaded our 

country.” 

“Explain yourself.” 

“We have ordered the elimination of this Duvall character.  This denies 

whatever group that is behind this its leader.  It also sows the seeds of 

discord for anyone who tries to take his place.“ 



“How is this Homeland Security? You are not authorized to make this 

decision. I want this canceled.” 

“Sir. Mr. President, I’d love to discuss it with you, but it’s a done deal. I 

couldn’t stop it now if I wanted to. Our Mexican contacts have handed it 

over to an operator that only has one-way communication. You must 

realize, Mr. President, that we have to have some confusion around all of 

this.  We need some scenarios that we can use in the future. “ 

“You’re killing an American to create confusion.  I want your resignation on 

my desk in an hour.” 

“Do I need to remind you, Mr. President, that this is not the first time we 

have taken action against an American citizen.  And Duvall hasn’t been an 

American in a long time, Mr. President. He lives in another country. The 

NSA has provided us with actionable intelligence that he will be at what is 

called El Jardin in San Miguel del Allende at Sunrise. This will be the last 

dawn of Mr. Etienne Duvall.” 

“There was no need for unilateral action.  I should have been 

consulted.  This could have waited for an in-depth discussion, and now we 

are stuck on a path… which may be our undoing.” 

“Mr. President, I tried to get in touch with you all afternoon. When I 

couldn’t, I took the best measures I could for our country. If you were 

working for the United States, you would understand. “ 

“I want your resignation on my desk in an hour.” 

“I’m not taking this lying down, Mr. President. I have friends and they, to a 

man, are terrified by this idea of free money and what it is going to do in 

world labor markets if it is allowed to spread.” 



“In the next hour”. 

Obama turned away from Fredricks. He had had all he could take. Possibly 

his worst personnel decision in his entire presidency. When he nominated 

him, he thought it would give him some credibility having a hard case at 

Homeland Security.  The only thing that it had gotten him was an 

insubordinate jerk. 

Fredericks had been in Homeland long enough that it was almost 

impossible for the President to take independent action against him. There 

was only one man who was not on Fredericks’ short leash.  He had been 

here this morning. The last honest man in Washington, Jeffrey Stark. 

“Betty”. 

“Yes Mr. President.” 

“I’d like you to establish a secure connection with Jeffrey Stark.” 

“When would you like that?” 

“In about an hour, if you can. Thanks Betty “. 

“it’s nothing Sir.”  



Chapter 46  

10:45 PM PDT, 12:45 AM CDT, 1:45 AM 

EDT 

Preston gathers thugs 

Preston sensed that he was not going to get any local support on this, a half 

a dozen if he was lucky, and he couldn’t put up any kind of barrier around 

the ATMs with 6 people, so he made a few phone calls.  Some of his Bircher 

Buddies in Salinas were more than glad to get his call, especially since he 

offered to pay.   

They started to show up after midnight and he had Noe get them settled 

into the barn.  Some of them were a little rough around the edges and the 

Mrs. might not like them in her house.   

Noe had about as little use for the crew that Preston had rounded up as they 

had for Noe.  It was the worst group of lowlifes he had ever seen.  They were 

almost all Mexican Haters and they didn’t try to mask it.  Noe just showed 

them into the barn and left them to their own devices.  Preston came out 

eventually to check on the progress and went in the barn to give them a pep 

talk. 

“You boys need anything you just let me know.  I couldn’t get enough ax 

handles so I got a bunch of baseball bats.  You oughta be able to hit your 

selves a few home runs.  This is a great opportunity and I want all you boys 

to open up a can of whoop ass on the bums that have taken over our little 

town.”   



“We’ll be leaving before sunrise to make sure we can get good spots.  I want 

you all to carry those bats down your pants legs so as that no good chief of 

police gets any idea of what’s gonna happen.  I’ll be there with you all the 

way.  I got bail money for anybody who gets locked up so don’t you boys 

worry about that.” 

“We ain’t got no beds here but you all can kinda lean back on the hay bales 

and get a little rest.  I’ll be out to wake you up when it’s time to go.” 

Preston figured he’d said enough.  These fellas didn’t come to listen to some 

old man talk to them, they came to kick some ass.”   

He opened the door and saw Noe there and figured he better say something 

to him.  “Why don’t you just stay here on the ranch and take care of things 

while I’m gone.  If they throw me in the slammer I’d appreciate it if you 

could come bail me out.” 

“Sure thing boss.” 

Preston could sense that Noe was not all that fired up over this.  He thought 

to himself, “well, he is Mexican after all, I guess.  Best if he ain’t with us in 

the morning.” 

When Preston had closed the door behind him and went inside the house 

Noe pulled out his phone and dialed a number.   

As soon Noe heard a voice he hung up.   

Vic looked at the caller ID.  “What the hell is Noe Meza calling me for?”  



Chapter 47 

11:10 PM PDT, 1:10 AM CDT, 2:10 AM EDT  

White House, Obama Engages Stark  

“I have Director Stark here for you Mr. President, líne 3”. 

“Thanks, Betty”. 

“Mr. President. I suppose you’re calling for my resignation. I went too far 

on television. You just tell me how you want me to handle this. I have only 

one request.  I have some personnel that I would like to keep out of any 

fallout from this. Their only infraction is loyalty to a boss who went too far. 

I’d sure like to protect them. “ 

“That’s all water under the bridge Jeff. I’m not calling you about your 

comments in Seattle. They may be tangentially related, hopefully to our 

advantage “. 

“Ask away Mr. President”. 

“We have an agency that has taken an action outside the law and without 

my approval and I just want to see if we can mitigate.” 

“Give me the details”. 

“There has been a hit ordered on Etienne Duvall. I want to do everything in 

our power to make sure it doesn’t happen.“ 

“¿What time period are we talking about?” 

“Within hours, in San Miguel de Allende Mexico.” 



“I have him under surveillance. I have two top agents and a long time 

Mexican Friend. We can cover this Mr. President. These two agents are two 

of the three I was talking about so you will get to see them in action. 

Etienne Duvall is in good hands.” 

“Jeff, you have no idea what a load off my mind that is. There are not many 

days that go by that I don’t regret not putting you in at Homeland. But 

that’s water under the bridge as well.  I will protect your people. You thank 

them for me.“ 

“Thank you Mr. President.” 

Stark was buoyed by the conversation.  He knew Obama would protect his 

people if he could, as long as it didn’t cost him anything.  So Stark knew he 

could protect his people by making sure it didn’t cost the president 

anything.   



Chapter 48  

3:45 AM PDT, 5:45 AM CDT, 6:45 AM EDT 

Seattle, Amy summons all to the e-fect 

Frank was already at a table with a cup of coffee sitting in front of him when 

Amy walked through the door a little before 4:00.   

“Whatever it is Amy, I’m on board.  We can’t let this throw us.  Full speed 

ahead.  I don’t care if we have to work 20 hours a day.  We can do this.” 

“I know we can Frank, but that’s not why I called you here so 

early.  Something is happening.  Something you need to know about.” 

Amy was just about ready to start telling Frank about Jennifer when Balt 

showed up.   

“I never thought I would be late by getting somewhere at 4:00 in the 

morning.  What’s up?”  Balt was more than a little curious. 

“I can’t possibly cover everything that’s happened since the last time I saw 

you so I’ll try to keep it simple.”  Amy was talking a mile a minute. 

Frank put his hand on Amy’s arm.  “Calm Amy, Calm.  We’re listening.” 

“I didn’t go home right away last night.  I wanted to call Etienne to kind of, 

you know, yell at him or something… Well he was all sad and all and I 

couldn’t yell at him.  And then this woman walked up beside me and started 

talking while I was still on the phone with Etienne and I was all like.. jump 

back, I’m on the phone.  She knew my name, which was no big deal, I mean 

I just did a public presentation.  So she left me this card and disappeared.” 



“I looked at the card and then told Etienne I wanted to call her because it 

seemed like she knew something and since none of us knew anything 

maybe she could tell me something.  So I hung up on Etienne and dialed the 

number on the card.  I heard a phone ring and she was standing right next 

to me.  She said why don’t we go to the e-fect.  And I said OK, but this 

better be good because I’m tired.” 

“I know what you mean Amy.  Get to the damn point.  It’s 4 o’clock in the 

morning.” 

“She said she knew us all, and that we all worked with her on both La 

Disconquista and Casino Fortunatus and that Frank was the most famous 

coder in the galaxy and if we don’t make La Disconquista work, the Milky 

Way Galaxy is going to collapse and everybody and everything we know is 

going to die.  That’s about it.  Except that she can read our minds.” 

Amy fell silent and so did Frank and Balt. 

Frank was not buying it. “Amy, I don’t want to rain on your parade, but that 

sounds like a bunch of bull shit.  And that’s coming from the greatest coder 

in the Milky Way.” 

“My sentiments exactly Frank until she told me she knew when and where 

the next set of ATMs was going.  She told me Worgl, Austria, that in twelve 

minutes another building full of ATMs was going to set down in Worgl 

Austria.  Twelve minutes later that’s what happened.” 

“How’d she know you Amy?” 

“She said she works for this group.” She handed the card to Balthazar. 

Balthazar read the heading.  “J  FreeEqualSentientSapient, FreEqSS.” 



“She told me her name is Jennifer.  She said the arms of the Milky Way are 

warping, bending, and that the only thing that could save it was for Earth to 

adopt excalibrator.  She said it was Etienne’s playing around with the 

Transcendental Number e that caught their attention.” 

“Logarithmic Spirals?” 

“That’s what she said Frank.  She told me that 8,000,000,000 

conscious beings self-organizing around e would create a logarithmic spiral 

field strong enough to reincorporate the warped arms of the Milky Way and 

save the galaxy.”  



Chapter 49  

4:00 AM PDT, 6:00 AM CDT, 7:00 AM EDT 

Seattle-San Miguel, Stark calls Agents 

Krause, Munst.   

Krause and Eduardo were in the vestibule of Hotel Real de Minas when Jeff 

Stark called.   

“Hey boss, we’re getting ready to head over to the Jardin,” answered 

Krause. 

“That’s good.  This is a secure connection. Put it on speaker so Eduardo can 

hear what’s going on.  I want you and Eduardo to do something when you 

get there.  Do a sweep of the area.  My NSA friend has heard some chatter 

about Homeland farming out a hit on our friend Duvall.  Scheduled for 

sunrise at the Jardin.  Sounds like they got the same intel as us.  I want you 

two to make sure it doesn’t happen.” 

“No problem Boss.”  Krause was now in his element. 

“It’s not that big an area Jeff.  We’re on our way, I’ve already called for the 

car.” 

“OK gentlemen.  I got no idea what’s out there.  Eyes and Ears.” 

The car showed up at the front entrance and they drove into the night.   

“We could’ve walked,” said Eduardo.  “It’s not that far, but I want the car 

close if we need it.  I got a guy that will drop everything and be there in 

minutes if we need a vehicle.” 

“Sounds good.  I’m on your turf here. 



Eduardo was starting to see Krause's value as an agent.  He knew that if Jeff 

Stark had him around by choice, he must be good.  They drove to the corner 

of Canal and Hidalgo and got out.  This intersection would be closed as the 

morning went by, but right now they drove right into the Jardine. 

Krause and Eduardo split up and started checking the buildings around El 

Jardin.  “I’ll go left and you go right.  We’ll meet in the clock tower on the 

far corner.  Whoever gets there first goes up.”   

It wasn’t hard gaining access to roofs.  Everything on the Jardin was 

commercialized and designed to give a view of the Jardin and 

Parroquia.  Access at this hour just required a tip. 

Krause had worked his way around and got to the clock tower first, so up he 

went.  He gave a quick look at the first two floors and on to the clock 

tower.  When he reached the bell room he found a man lying unconscious 

on the floor next to a sniper’s rifle whose barrel was bent at a 90° angle.  A 

woman was leaned up against the railing. 

“Great luck.  Our jobs overlapped today.” Jennifer said. 

“Is he dead?” asked Krause. 

“No, just sleeping, a very deep sleep.” 

Eduardo got to the top of the stairs and was baffled by the scene.  The 

woman spoke.  “Pleased to meet you gentlemen.  Eduardo and Krause isn’t 

it?  I was telling Krause that our jobs overlapped today and we’ve protected 

those who need protection.  My name is Jennifer.”  Jennifer handed each a 

card. 

Krause had to ask, “How’d you bend the barrel?” 



Jennifer answered, “It’s easy if you warm it up a little first.”  Jennifer 

smiled and they both smiled back.  They turned their backs on Jennifer to 

confer a moment and when they turned back she was gone.   

They had a great view of the Jardin so they decided to make this their 

crow’s nest.   And they could keep track of the sniper in case he woke up.  



Chapter 50  

4:15 AM PDT, 6:15 AM CDT, 7:15 AM EDT  

San Miguel de Allende, Etienne checks out, 

takes bus to Jardin 

Etienne had grabbed another little nap at El Mirador and then figured he 

had enough time for a shower.  The message had been a bit vague.  Be at the 

Jardin at sunrise.  It was still completely dark outside. He was showered 

and dressed and ready to go with time to spare before the published sunrise 

of 6:46.   

He walked out on the terrace to soak up all of San Miguel that he could.  He 

never got enough of the Cross shining on top of the Cathedral.  He checked 

his watch, 5:47 AM.  An hour to get down the hill.  Somebody was putting 

the world through a monetary kindergarten and he knew he’d have to pick 

up his game if he wanted to participate. 

Etienne walked by the front desk on the way out.  Nobody was there so he 

dropped the key and a tip in the slot.  He walked out into the crisp air and 

hopped a bus right in front of the hotel.  He was down the hill in 5 

minutes.  Etienne hopped off the bus across from the Plaza Civica.  He 

knew the bus line from his first stay at El Mirador years ago.  He only had 

another three or four blocks up to the Jardin  

Etienne didn’t notice the black SUV that had rolled with him about two 

blocks behind.  Munst and his new Driver in not so hot pursuit.  



Chapter 51  

4:30 AM PDT, 6:30 AM CDT, 7:30 AM EDT  

Frank: why can’t we sleep more 

  

“I think this is some interesting stuff Amy, but I haven’t heard a thing that 

would not have waited until a decent hour for you to tell us, unless the 

Milky Way is breaking up right now, and I think we’re a little late.” Balt 

made a good case.  Frank yawned and nodded in agreement. 

“OK, I could have told you all this later this morning but there’s something 

else that wouldn’t wait.  She asked me to pass a message to Etienne.  She 

wanted me to tell him that it was important for him to be at the Jardin in 

San Miguel at sunrise.  I was supposed to keep it a secret but I’ve decided 

that it’s important for us to be there too.  So here we are.” 

Amy opened her laptop and then called up a website of an empty plaza with 

a man walking across it. 

Balt saw it first.  “That looks like Etienne.” 

“That’s because it is Etienne.  He’s at the Jardin in San Miguel de 

Allende.  It’s just about sunrise there.” 

The lone figure walked to the center of the Plaza.  On his right was a group 

of neatly trimmed trees and on his left a huge Gothic Cathedral.  Amy 

pulled out her phone and punched in a call.  They could see the lone figure 

in the plaza reach for his phone.   

“Hello.  Who is this?” 



“The best group of friends you ever had,” answered Amy.  Balt and Frank 

yelled their hellos. 

“You’re all there?” 

“Of course we’re all here.  We’re here to let you know you are not alone, 

whatever this day brings.” 

“OK, I know you’re here in spirit, and that means a lot.” 

“No you dufus.  Smile for the camera.” 

“What camera?” 

“The San Miguel webcam.” 

“OK, what am I doing?”  Etienne starts blowing kisses in all directions. 

“Kisses to you Etienne. You better stop that or you’re going to get dizzy, you 

know how bad your balance is.”  With that he knew they were watching 

him. 

“Sorry Amy, I should have known you’d be here.”   

“You relax and we’ll talk to you later.” 

“OK Amy.”  



Chapter 52  

4:30 AM PDT, 6:30 AM CDT, 7:30 AM EDT  

Etienne calls Sofia to tell her about web cam 

Etienne had not called Sofia the night before because he hadn’t wanted to 

get into some big deal over cameras, crew.  He already had too much on his 

plate.  But the webcam bypassed all those issues.  This might work out with 

no effort on his part.  He got out one of his cell phones and dialed Sofia. 

A groggy voice on the other end of the line said, “it’s two hours earlier here 

and some of us haven’t had any sleep.” 

“I know Sofia, but if I let this one pass you’d never speak to me again.   

“OK let’s have it.” 

“Can you stream a live webcam on the air?” 

“I can do anything with enough time.”  

“How’s 15 minutes.” 

“Not enough.” 

“It’s all you got.” 

“Where’s this live web cam Etienne?” 

“San Miguel.  Do a search, live ‘webcam’ San Miguel de Allende.” 

“Boy this better pay off or you will never sleep again.”  Sofia was still waking 

up and the adrenalin was kicking in. 

“You can do that?” Etienne asked. 

“You don’t want to find out.  I got it,” answered Sofia. 



“What do you see?” Etienne asked. 

“A big plaza with 1 person standing in the middle of it.”  Sofia was getting 

into it. 

“That one person is me. I’m waving at you.” 

“Too simple.  Jump up and down,” ordered Sofia. 

Etienne jumped up and down.  “I’m starting to feel like a trained monkey 

here.  You know this is the second time I’ve had to prove I am myself 

today.” 

“OK, maybe it’s you, and hypothetically, if it is you, so what?” Sofia wanted 

to know what was so important for Etienne to call her up in the middle of 

the night.” 

“Something is going to happen here at sunrise Sofia, so stay tuned.” 

“Says who?”  Sofia was skeptical. 

“Says someone who predicted the last ATMs in Worgl.  She sent a message 

to me to be here at sunrise.  Something is going to happen here at sunrise.” 

“What?” Sofia wanted more info. 

“That I don’t know.  But I’m here and I’m sharing it with you if you want it.” 

“You say I have 15 minutes?” asked Sofia. 

“You had 15 minutes 5 minutes ago” 

“OK.  I’m flying with this, but it better pan out.” 

“If it doesn’t you can never speak to me again.” 

“You wish.” 



Sofia put her camera face on and called Vern and told him to be ready to go 

at the ATMs. 

“Right Now!” She had yelled it for emphasis.  She never yelled. 

She used some of her new found wealth to pay a bribe of $10,000 to the 

new tech guy in Salinas to pre-empt the infomercials and put San Miguel de 

Allende’s live Webcam on their out feed.  He gave Sofia a voice over.  This 

was going live to the world and Sofia was the narrator.  Whether there were 

any big surprises ahead or not this was already something, something big.  



Chapter 53  

4:45 AM PDT, 6:45 AM CDT, 7:45 AM EDT  

San Miguel, Jasper visit Jardin 

Etienne was sitting on one of the benches facing the Cathedral when he saw 

a stir of dust to his right.  “Here it comes,” he thought to himself.   It wasn’t 

San Miguel’s usual fare of strolling musicians or puppets or vendors, it was 

way too early for that.  Etienne saw something large descending on the 

plaza.  It was a building like the one he had seen on TV in his old home 

town of Greenfield.  It came to rest quietly with no more disruption than a 

little dust.  As soon as it was fully settled the music began.  Etienne had to 

adjust his ears.  The music was familiar but seemed out of place in San 

Miguel.  It was a violin.  No, this wasn’t a violin, it was a fiddle.  It was a 

fiddle playing Mountain Music, Appalachian Mountain Music.  It was a 

music that had been around long enough to have a popular name, 

Bluegrass.   

The music was beyond familiar, it was familial.  He knew it was Jasper even 

before he saw the tall, thin, mustachioed gringo come out from behind the 

building playing his fiddle. 

Before Etienne could think too much about what was going on in front of 

him he caught movement to his right.  Lupita, Lili, and their mother Ana 

came walking up Calle Umaran.  They were there picking up plastic and 

cans from the night before.   

As the three entered the plaza the fiddler waved at them to follow him over 

to one of the screens on the building.  He put his own hand on top of the 



outline of a hand on the screen.  Money popped out of the slot below the 

screen.  The fiddler showed the money to Ana and Lupita and Lili and 

motioned for them to come over to the machine.  They were 

hesitant.  Lupita pointed her finger and yelled like she always did when she 

was voicing approval.  When she was sure that the Fiddler was far enough 

away Lupita went up to one of the screens but it was too high.  A step 

popped out from under the screen.  Lupita stepped up on it and put her 

hand on the hand print and received her money.  Lupita could read most of 

the message:  Bienvenidos a Casino Fortunatus Lupita.  Por favor obtener 

su pan de cada día de la apertura de abajo.  Por favor a no usar la maquina 

otra ves hoy.  Ana followed with Lili and the three had received $1,000 

Pesos.   

Ana took a quick glance at the fiddler to make sure he was keeping his 

distance.  He had resumed playing his fiddle.  They then saw Etienne sitting 

on the bench and ran over to him to tell him what had happened. 

“Mi familia,” Ana yelled and grabbed the girl’s hands and rushed off down 

Umaran.  Etienne wasn’t sure how many brothers and sisters Ana had but 

he was sure that $1,000 pesos would change the way that each one of them 

looked at their day.   

This is what Etienne had dreamed about for years.  But the show wasn’t 

over.  He looked back towards the entrance to the atrium in front of the 

Paroquia.  At the top of the steps stood a man who had to be at least 8 feet 

tall.  Well he was human looking except for a massive set of wings coming 

out his back.  He faced east and stretched out his arms and wings, opening 

them towards the rising sun.   His wing span surpassed his height.  The rays 

of the sun glistened off of something in the creature’s right hand.  It was a 



magnificent sword.  In his left hand he held a balance scale.  The Archangel 

Michael.  San Miguel. 

The fiddler stopped playing and put his fiddle and bow in a sack and slung 

it over his back.  From another sack he had slung over his other shoulder he 

pulled out a massive sea shell, a conch.  Jasper climbed the steps and knelt 

in front of San Miguel, offering the Conch to the Archangel with extended 

hands.  San Miguel touched the fiddler on each shoulder with his sword and 

then sheathed it.  He motioned for the fiddler to rise.   The Archangel 

handed the balance scales to the fiddler as the fiddler handed the 

Archangel  the conch.   

Saint Michael took two steps back, put the conch to his lips and blew. 

The sound it gave off surrounded and penetrated.  It was not a matter of 

volume, though Etienne was fairly sure it was loud.  San Miguel paused for 

a moment and looked straight at Etienne.  He smiled at him and Etienne 

could have sworn that the Archangel winked.  Saint Michael put the conch 

back to his lips and blew again.  This was the base note.  It was deep and 

undulating.  The Jardin was caught in the grips of a great and sustained 

wave of sound.   The birds went about their business as if it were a regular 

morning but the humans present swooned; some fainted, some saw friends 

from long ago, some sank slowly to the ground.  

Etienne was so absorbed that he didn’t realize when it was over.  He had no 

idea how long it lasted.  When he looked up he saw the Archangel give the 

Conch back to the Fiddler and take back his balance scales.  The fiddler 

backed away as San Miguel unsheathed his sword.  Holding the sword in 

one hand and the balance scales in the other he faced east with arms and 

wings extended to the rising sun.  He then took a cut of air with his wings 



and lifted himself off the ground.  He took another cut and began a low 

circle around the Cathedral and went higher and higher until he faded from 

view. 

Etienne watched the circling Archangel until he could no longer see him 

and was startled to see the fiddler was standing a few feet in front of 

him.  The fiddler was smiling with a smile that Etienne knew.  It was a 

smile that he occasionally caught glimpses of in the morning in the 

mirror.  It was his Grandfather. 

“Jasper?  It really is you, isn’t it?” 

“I told em you’d know who I was right off.  You been waitin a fair spell.” 

“A fair spell Jasper, yes, I been waitin a fair spell.” 

“Feller says you been right busy though.” 

“I’ve made efforts to occupy myself with the job I was asked to 

do.  Sometimes I could see that real clear, but sometimes it’s been through 

a glass darkly.  But this has made it worthwhile.  Do you always make 

entrances like this?” 

“I do got me a few friends who know how to get a feller’s attention.  But this 

here idn’t what you’d call your entertainment.  I got something here for 

you.”  Jasper handed him the Conch.  Etienne’s jaw dropped. 

“What am I supposed to do?  You sure you’re supposed to give this to 

me?  What do I..  I mean how do I..?  Grandpa how do I use it? ”  Etienne 

hadn’t used the word Grandpa since 1965.   

“Gracious son.  Feller oughten to recognize his own invention.  That there 

money you been workin on all these years, what you call your excalibrator 

ain’t nothing but a big old Conch Shell that you’s gonna blow.  It’s to call the 



people.  Now don’t go getting yourself puffed up now cause you had 

yourself some help.  Or has you forgot?” 

“No Jasper, I always knew I had help.  But are you talking about 

excalibrator Jasper?  Are you telling me that excalibrator is a real shell?” 

“Bout as real as it gets.  You’s the feller who knows it cause it’s a part 

of  you.  You’ll know when to use it and you’ll know how to use it.  It’s the 

first fruits.  You’s got a little more work ahead.” 

“But what am I supposed to do with it Jasper?”  

“Make the crooked ways starait and make the ruff ways smoove.  Just take 

it home son, just take it home.” 

“But this is my home.  I don’t want to leave, I belong here.” 

“A feller belongs where the good Lord sends him.  You know what I mean 

and there hain’t no easy way around it. You took this here job of your own 

accord and you gotta finish it.  A fellers gotta finish what he promised to 

do.    I hain’t sayin you can’t come back here when you’s done, and I hain’t 

sayin you can, but right now you’s got a job to finish.  Best just get about 

it.”   

Etienne eyed Jasper as he turned and started to walk away.  He got out his 

fiddle and began to play.  Etienne looked over at the cash machines and 

there was already a flurry of activity that not even the coming and going of 

angels could slow down.  People were arriving at a dead run, getting their 

money and leaving at a dead run.  Word travelled fast in San Miguel when it 

had anything to do with money. 

Jasper stopped playing for a moment, turned back and looked at Etienne 

and then over to the building.  “Y’all might want to get a little walkin 



around money.”  He smiled and then leaned his head back and laughed.  It 

was a laugh Etienne had not heard since he was a kid.  Jasper walked 

around the cash machines and Etienne did not see him again.  



Chapter 54  

5:15 AM PDT, 7:15 AM CDT, 9:15 AM EDT  

Munst gets Stark on phone 

“Boss you’re not going to believe what I just saw.” 

“I believe you Munst.” 

“I haven’t told you what I saw yet.” 

“I was watching Munst.” 

“How were you watching?” 

“Live webcam” 

“How much did you see?” 

“I saw more buildings coming down out of the sky and angels flying than 

the whole rest of my life put together.” 

“Did you see the old guy with the violin come up and talk to him and give 

him the shell.” 

“Yes I did.” 

“Did you record it boss?” 

“I record everything Munst.” 

“What do you want me to do boss.” 

“I want you to get Etienne Duvall to America.  I want him here.  Now.” 

“I’m on it boss.” 



Munst sat down next to Etienne on the bench.  Etienne asked, “you’re not 

Mexican are you?”   

“No, I’m not.  You’re not either, are you?”  Munst was lost but it didn’t feel 

bad. 

“No, I’m just a wannabe Mexican.  Do I know you?”  Etienne looked at him 

for the first time.   

“No, I don’t think you know me.“  Munst stumbled over the words.   

Etienne stood up and said, “Follow me.” 

Etienne walked over to the ATMs and got in line.  Munst got in line behind 

him.  The line was short and when Etienne got to the front he put his hand 

on the screen and it said “Etienne, Welcome to Casino Fortunatus, Please 

take your Daily Bread.  Please don’t try to use the machine again today, you 

are welcome tomorrow.” 

Etienne took his $1,000 pesos and motioned for Munst to take his turn. 

Munst was at a loss.  What would the boss do?  He stepped up and put his 

hand on the outline.  “Welcome .. 

Etienne turned his head away and did not look at Munst’s name.  He was 

not trying to find out who Munst was, just whether Munst was trying to 

hide it or not.  He had his answer. 

Krause and Eduardo walked up.  More new faces. 

Etienne asked, “Did any of you see what happened here?” 

Neither Krause nor Munst answered so Eduardo did, “I saw something Mr. 

Duvall, I’m just not quite sure yet what it was.” 



“The old man is my grandfather Jasper.  Just in case anyone’s keeping 

score.  He’s been dead for 40 years.”  Etienne was looking for surprise.  He 

found none. 

Munst asked, “And the one with the wings?  The one who flew 

away?  Another relative?” 

Etienne answered, “You’d have to ask him about that.  I believe that was the 

Archangel Michael.  This is his town, San Miguel.  That’s my best guess.  He 

had the sword and the balance scales.  That’s his mark.” 

Eduardo crossed himself, “Yes I believe we were in the presence of the 

Archangel, may God bless him.” 

Etienne felt sincerity in Eduardo’s words but he still hadn’t produced a 

narrative in his mind as to what just happened so he asked, “Are you here 

to arrest me?”   

“Arrest you for what, being a witness to the supernatural.  I’d have to arrest 

myself too, and everyone else in this park.  We’re curious about the 

company you’re keeping, but it appears you are as well.” 

Krause figured he'd give it a try, “Our boss sent us here to Mexico to help 

you get to the U.S. if you wanted to.  He also told us to leave you alone if 

that’s what you wanted, so which is it?” 

Eduardo spoke up, “you might want to know that there was a sniper up in 

the bell tower who we think was sent here to do you harm.” 

Munst wanted to be clear, “It’s also worth noting that he was most likely 

sent by the U.S. Government.  There are people in that government who 

don’t seem to think much of you and your cash machines.” 



“We’re here because our Boss is Jeff Stark and he thinks he has a better 

chance of protecting you in the U.S., but that’s one man’s opinion.  An 

opinion that carries a lot of weight in my book.”  Krause was speaking the 

consensus. 

“And I mentioned the sniper earlier.  I think we would have stopped him, 

but it wasn’t us that did.  I believe it was someone with the Archangel who 

put the sniper out of commission.  I’m fairly sure San Miguel operates 

without respect to any borders.”  Eduardo crossed himself again.” 

“We know you have a ticket to LA from Leon later today and we’ll be glad to 

help you make that flight.  And if you want to go by your apartment and 

pick up a few things we’ll take you there.” 

“Why don’t you boys get yourself a little ‘walking around money’ as Jasper 

called it, and we can be on our way.”   

Krause and Eduardo didn’t catch his drift so Munst helped out.  “Free 

Cash.  Right there.”  They laughed but there was a small lull in the lines at 

the cash machines so Krause and Eduardo availed themselves of their Daily 

Bread. 

Eduardo called for the car and they picked it up just a little down Umaran 

on Calle Jesus.  Etienne sat in the car and started making a list in his mind 

of what he needed to take.  Jasper’s Bible, with Jasper’s letter, his most 

important piece of information.  30 plus years and he’d taken it with him 

just about everywhere.  And Rosamond’s painting.  He wondered if he could 

get it on the plane.  And now he was the keeper of the conch.  That had to 

come with him. 



Eduardo pulled up in front of his apartment and Etienne had to walk 

through a gauntlet of watching eyes and shouted questions.  He thought 

about engaging them, but he was now on his mission again.  He waved 

them off and told them he’d be out shortly.  

He emerged 2 minutes later with the Letter, the Painting, and the Conch, 

and they were off.  



Chapter 55  

5:45 AM PDT, 7:45 AM CDT, 8:45 AM EDT  

Sofia in Greenfield, talking about SMA 

”This is Sofia Robles coming to you live from Greenfield. California.  For 

those of you who have not been tuned in to our broadcast, the fourth group 

of Automatic Teller Machines have arrived and settled in the town of San 

Miguel de Allende in central Mexico.  If the name of the town sounds 

familiar it is because it is the current residence of Etienne Duvall who we 

interviewed on this channel yesterday.” 

“Though Mr. Duvall vehemently claimed to have no connection to the 

ATMs the evidence seems to paint a different picture.  The ATMs are using 

his brand name, Casino Fortunatus.  The first ATMs showed up here in 

Greenfield where Duvall grew up.  This group of cash machines have come 

to Duvall’s current town of residence, San Miguel de Allende, Mexico.   

Duvall himself was present in the wee hours in San Miguel when the 

machines set down in the town’s central Plaza.  The same Elderly man 

playing a violin arrived with the ATMs when they came to San Miguel.  But 

that’s not our lead story.  Also accompanying this group of ATMs was San 

Miguel himself, the Archangel Saint Michael.  He flew in for the event, not 

using any of our usual modes of air transport, he flew in on a magnificent 

set of wings that must have spanned 10 feet, 3 meters for our metric 

viewers.  He flew out in the same manner, but not before granting what 

appeared to be heavenly approval of the cash machines.  The best single 

word l can use to describe what transpired here today is 



Supernatural.  newschannel23 in Salinas broadcast the entire episode in 

real time and we have it recorded for download via our server 

newschannel23.salinas.ca   It is worth the trouble.” 

“Stay tuned for further reports from the place where it all began, 

Greenfield, California.  This is Sofia Robles, Newschannel 23 signing off.  



Chapter 56  

5:46 AM PDT, 7:46 AM CDT, 8:46 AM EDT 

e-fect, Seattle, reaction to angel, Jennifer 

appears 

“Just when I thought it couldn’t get any weirder we see Angels 

intervene.  Do they even exist if you don’t believe in them?”  Frank was a bit 

flummoxed.   

“Exist or not Frank, you gotta agree that was boss.  That was tight.  You can 

go your whole life and not see anything like that.  I feel .. what… 

privileged.  And to have my friend Etienne in the middle of it was more 

than I know how to contemplate.” 

“Yeah Amy, cool.”  Balt was introspective.  He did not have the struggles 

over belief that Frank was experiencing.  Angels had their place in his 

Baptist and his Rasta world.  But he’d never actually seen one before.  What 

was a matter of faith was now a matter of knowledge.  And knowledge 

brings responsibility.  Where did this whole thing leave them? He was no 

longer a gamer who happened to be a Rasta-Baptist, he was a Rasta Baptist 

who happened to be a gamer. 

None of them had any reaction left when Jennifer approached their table. 

“Mind if I join you for a cup of coffee?” 

“Certainly Jennifer.”  Frank said.  “You are Jennifer, Right?” 

“Yes Frank, I’m Jennifer.  How are you all?  Looks like you’ve seen my 

boss on the television.” 



“So the big guy was really San Miguel?” Balt asked Jennifer. 

“That was him, in his Glory.  I mean those wings are something.  Some of us 

think he likes the show a lot, but since I met him, I think he would rather be 

playing backgammon than making a big show in public.  But he 

understands how important it is.  He’s in a difficult job.  No one can really 

understand, much less explain how difficult it is to be him from this level of 

reality.” 

“Is that how you move so fast, you go between levels of reality.”  Amy 

wanted to know how Jennifer did it. 

“No it’s not levels of reality.  Great speed can be achieved with some skill 

and practice.  It’s vibration Amy, vibration and perception.  Perceiving the 

vibrations all around us just like the skill set of a Maxwell’s Demon.  The 

thing about it is that you have to pay just as much attention to where 

you’ve come from as you do to where you’re going, this allows you to 

see where you are, and that allows you to know where you are and 

when you know where you are you can use your perceptive skills to 

pass through situations.  Opening and closing doors based on your 

perception.  You need your own custom code.  Frank could write you 

one in a long morning.” 

“No problem.”  Frank had no idea what she was talking about. 

“Oh, here comes Sofia with phase 2.  Let’s watch.”  



Chapter 57 

6:45 AM PDT, 8:45 AM CDT, 9:45 AM PDT  

Greenfield, Sofia reports 2nd machine in 

Soledad 

“The rest of the world continues to pay close attention to these amazing 

new participants in our economic structure.  We are waiting for sunrise 

here in Greenfield to see what is going to happen to the first one that came 

down here.  As pointed out to this reporter by the young boy Rodolfo, the 

first Greenfield resident to use the machines, the message given by the 

ATMs was that all would be welcome again tomorrow.  Well, today is 

tomorrow.” 

“For those who haven’t been following the story, there are Casino 

Fortunatus ATMs in Greenfield California, Famagusta Cyprus, Worgl 

Austria, and now in San Miguel de Allende Mexico.  The question on 

everyone’s lips around the world is will one be coming to my neighborhood, 

and if so, when?” 

“Here in Greenfield things are tense.  While most are waiting to see if they 

can avail themselves of another $100, there are those who would just as 

soon that the events of yesterday are not repeated.  Outspoken opponent of 

the cash machines is Local Farmer Preston Witt who believes the free 

money will promote laziness and leave businessmen like himself without 

willing employees.  Others counter that that is exactly the point. Having 

people who are willing to work in current conditions for the wages paid is 

one of society’s principal problems.” 



“We have with us here this morning Police Chief Vic Castenada, 

Greenfield’s second resident to use the Casino Fortunatus ATMs.  How are 

things looking here Chief?” 

“We do have threats against the safety of the users of the machines but so 

far that has not gone past the talking stage, but we are ready should anyone 

do anything to impede their fellow citizen’s right to free commerce.” 

“So you now consider this ‘Commerce’ Chief?” 

“Money is freely changing hands and no one has come forward with a claim 

that the money belongs to them.  So yes, that fits the definition of 

commerce.” 

“We’re getting close to sunrise Chief, I’ll let you go.” 

The building that held the ATMs was surrounded by people hoping to get 

another $100.  As sunrise grew ever closer the thugs that Preston Witt had 

hired pushed through the crowd and positioned themselves with their 

backs against the ATMs.  They were determined to shut the whole thing 

down.  The thugs pulled out the bats that Preston had issued and started 

rhythmically slapping them in their free hands.  This caused the crowd 

waiting their turn at the ATMs to pause and take a step back.  This didn’t 

last.  The momentum from the back of the crowd started pushing those in 

the front forward. 

Just then the Sun started to peak over the hills.  

“Look!!!” someone yelled.  Across the street was an exact duplicate of the 

first building.   

The thugs took this as an opportunity to scare the crowd back. They started 

to slap the bats in their hands again and each time a bat hit a palm the bat 



fell apart.  The bats had been sliced or sawed almost all the way through 

about every inch the full length of the bats.   The first time the bats hit 

anything they fell apart.   

 The combination of the bats falling apart and many in the crowd going 

across the street to the other machine diffused the tension. 

Preston’s gang seemed to lose all enthusiasm.  They stood where they were 

for a moment and then dropped their bats and got in line to get 

cash.  Preston was apoplectic.  He came running up screaming, “Hey, you 

fellas were paid to do a job, now get back here and do it.” 

One of his crew answered, “Now Preston, I seen a lot of stuff in my life but I 

ain’t never seen nothing like that.  Whoever sliced up them bats is in a 

whole other league.  I think we all oughta go home and open up our Bibles 

and think this whole thing over.” 

“You chicken shit..” was as far as Preston got before one of the other thugs 

grabbed him by the throat.” 

“I’d recommend if you wanna get home today with all your teeth, you best 

not call anyone here a chicken shit again.  You got me Preston?” 

Preston was quiet.   

“This is your lucky day Preston.  Lucky Day, and you don’t even know 

it.”  He let Preston go. 

Preston looked around to see who was watching and saw Vic Castenada 

walking away.  “At least that Spic with the TV camera was already across 

the street.” He thought to himself.  “They haven’t heard the last of Preston 

Witt.” 



“It sure seemed that there was going to be some violence here this morning 

when the whole confrontation just fell apart with the arrival of a second 

Casino Fortunatus building across the street.  And it wasn’t just the new 

cash machine showing up.  A scurvy crew carrying baseball bats had 

worked themselves between the crowd and the cash machines, and their 

baseball bats just fell to pieces.” 

“Here, my young friend Rodolfo has brought me one of the bats. They 

appear to be sliced, or sawed, almost through.  The bats are held together 

by a slim piece. The bats fell to pieces.  And in the spirit of, if you can’t beat 

em join em, the thugs got their cash from the ATMs and left.” 

“This just in from our Salinas studios.  Another Casino Fortunatus building 

has been reported in Soledad, just 8 miles up the road. This will certainly 

ease the traffic burden on Greenfield. The road between here and Soledad 

has been jammed since yesterday afternoon.” 

‘Hold on. There are now reports of new Casino Fortunatus outposts in 

various locations in Alisal in east Salinas.”  



Chapter 58 

7:09 AM PDT, 9:09 AM CDT, 10:09 AM 

EDT  

e-fect Seattle, WMW, P.R. News, lines for 

miles in Puerto Rico 

Jennifer caught Amy’s eye. “You don’t want to miss this. Can we take our 

coffees with us Frank? We’ll be right back.” 

Jennifer led a procession from the e-fect to the sidewalk. There were a few 

millers about, but it was still too early to have a crowd. 

“Did you really mean that I can code a fast-motion app? I mean, could we 

go supersonic?” asked Frank. 

“Well, you need to learn not to crash, but yeah, Frank. Ask anyone. You can 

code anything.” 

The group fell silent.  Out of the sky, moving at a very slow pace was a 

building. When it had gotten to its position, everyone could see that it 

contained 10 of the Casino Fortunatus ATMs. 

“Who wants to go first? Jennifer asked.  

“Why not together. After all, there are 10 screens. ” Amy was excited now. 

Without the slightest hesitation, the entire Seattle FreEqSS team (even if 

they didn’t know it yet) took their first Daily Bread. 

“You all will want to see this too.” 

Jennifer took them to WorldMeetWorld. 



The  progression of the ATMs from east to west was being marked on the 

screens.  One of the machines being displayed was the one just 

outside.  The pace seemed close to one time zone per hour.  “At this rate the 

whole world will be covered in the next day.”  Jennifer seemed proud.  

There was a knock on the door. One of the young men from the telephone 

bank came out of one of the rooms. “You want me to catch that boss?” 

“Yeah, go ahead.”  Said Jennifer. 

“I was talking to Frank.”  They had forgotten Frank’s new job as manager of 

World Meet World. 

“No thanks, I’ll get it.” 

Frank went to the door and found half a dozen people with more behind 

them forming a line. “Can I help you?” asked Frank. 

“We are here to sign up for La Disconquista. Is this the place to come? 

Frank looked over and the young man who had come out to find him and a 

young woman were carrying a table and then more came out of the room 

with more tables, laptops, ledgers and coffee. “We’re ready”. 

“This way,” Frank said. 

Another group came to relieve Frank at the door, and La Disconquista was 

on its way. Then they opened the door again and watched.   Many were 

taking their money from the Casino Fortunatus ATM and coming straight 

in to sign up for La Disconquista. 

“Jennifer, can we help with the registrations?” Balthazar asked. 

“Ask Frank, he’s the boss.” 

“Frank?”  Amy asked.   



Frank gave them the thumbs up. 

“Let’s do this,” Amy said and they all joined the crew. 

Amy’s phone rang and she stepped aside for a moment and then came back 

and went back to work. “That was Puerto Rico, and the registration lines for 

La Disconquista stretch for more than a mile.” 

Balt’s phone rang.  He nodded and smiled and then he shared.  The Althing, 

Iceland’s Parliament, has offered the use of government buildings for the 

sign ups in Iceland.  



Chapter 59  

8:00 AM PDT, 10:00 AM CDT, 11:00 AM 

EDT  

On the Road to Leon 

Although Etienne was fairly oblivious to the morning's activities he was still 

aware enough to notice that they were headed in the exact opposite 

direction of Leon.  He wanted Eduardo to know he was still that 

alert.  Etienne spread his hands and shrugged his shoulders.  What the..? 

Eduardo said, “We have a bit of time before your flight.  I have a safe place 

for us to go for a while.”  About 10 miles out of San Miguel they turned left 

on a dirt road, went down the road a couple of miles and parked next to a 

little house in Rancho San Lucas.  A man came from out of the house and 

greeted Eduardo.   

They were obviously related.  Brothers or cousins.  They spoke for a 

moment; Eduardo, talking, gesturing, explaining something to the San 

Lucas man.  Eduardo counted out some money to him and the San Lucas 

man walked over to a pick-up where another man was waiting for 

him.  They both got in the pick-up and drove away.  Eduardo motioned for 

them to get out of the SUV and follow him inside the house. 

Inside the house a youngish Mexican woman was at the stove 

cooking.  “This is my sister in law Juanita. Anyone Hungry?” Eduardo 

asked.  Everyone’s hand went up.   

“Si puedes Juanita? para todos.  Ellos son de mi trabajo.  Yo puedo pagar 

para todo.” 



“El restaurante de Juanita está abierto.  No tenemos nada a tomar.  ¿Cuál 

quieres? Refrescos o cervezas?” 

“Beer or sodas?” asked Eduardo.   

“Cervezas,” answered everyone.  

“Mercedes, Yoanna.  Va a la tienda.”  Juanita sent two of the younger girls 

to the store.  ”Mitad refrescos.” 

“Two young girls got up and headed towards the back door.  Eduardo 

handed them money.  “Gracias tio Lalo,” they giggled as they went out. 

Juanita turned to another young girl sitting beside her.  “Diana, mas de 

todo para comida.  Carne asada tambien.”  She went out the back door. 

“Gracias Juanita.  Tenemos hambre.  Estábamos muy ocupados en la 

mañana.”  Juanita smiled. 

Eduardo turned back to his 3 passengers.   “We have reports that things are 

a bit crazy at the airport so we’re taking some precautions.  Plan B is in 

effect.  Give your jackets to my nephew Luis.  Take anything out that you 

value because you probably won’t get them back.”  The 3 rifled their pockets 

and put money, cell phones and notepads in their pants pockets and 

handed Luis their jackets.  Luis got to the front door with his hands 

full.  Eduardo opened the door for him and told him to wait for his father. 

Juanita said, “Un poco ayuda por favor.” Another girl came out and went to 

work with her mother. 

Munst and Krause and Etienne were not sure they had not walked back into 

another level of reality again because this girl had the same face as the one 

Juanita had called Diana and just sent for groceries.  



“We like to do that,” laughed Eduardo. “Identical twins.  Exact copies of 

each other.  Adriana and Diana.  If they want you to tell them apart you 

can.  If they don’t want you to tell them apart you never will.” 

Mercedes and Yoana returned laden down with large bottles of beer and 

coke which they began to distribute.  They were shortly followed by another 

boy who gave them serapes to replace their jackets.  For the first time today 

Etienne felt calm.   

“Gracias Yoana, Gracias Mercedes, y tu tambien Jose Martin.”   

“De Nada Tio Lalo,” answered Jose Martin.   

“Es verdad que hay un cajero en San Miguel que está regalando dinero a la 

gente, sin excepción?”  His youngest niece Yoanna asked.   

“Si, en el Jardin mija,” Eduardo answered her. 

“A mi tambien,” Yoana wanted to know. 

“A mi tambien!” yelled the youngest Everardo. 

Just then Diana came back with her hands full of tomatoes, cilantro, carne, 

and cebollas.  She took it all straight to the kitchen and they saw her and 

her twin sister standing beside each other.  It really was amazing.  There 

was no discernable difference between them except one wore a blue shirt 

and the other a red shirt. 

Eduardo answered his niece Yoana, “Si, mija.  El cajero es regalando dinero 

a cualquiera personal, y tu tambien.” 

The whole room smiled.  



Eduardo pulled out the $1,000 pesos he had received from the cash 

machine and told Yoana to come over.  He handed her the thousand pesos 

and said, “Apartalo con todos.” 

“Tio, yo no se como dividir,” and everyone laughed. 

They all laughed because they knew Yoana knew how to divide. 

Their lunch was fantastic and the perfect relief from a world in which there 

were some who did not wish them well.  Too soon for all of them Luis came 

in and told them that his father was back and they had to go back to that 

other world. 

They walked outside and Alfredo and his buddy were busy inflating some 

blow up dolls, the kind you use to put in the passenger seat when you want 

to use the carpool lane.  When they got the first one inflated Eduardo and 

Alfredo positioned it in the passenger side of the front seat of the 

SUV.  They then taped bladders of pig’s blood to the doll and put Etienne’s 

jacket on it. 

They repeated the process for two more of the dolls and put them in the 

back seat. 

They did the same for the dummy in the driver’s seat except that after they 

had put Eduardo’s jacket on it they wired the hands to the steering wheel. 

Krause couldn’t resist.  “Is the dummy gonna drive.” 

“Yes, and I take offense to the remark.”  Eduardo showed them the laptop 

in the back of the pick up.  “I’ll be driving from here.” 

Eduardo looked at his watch and told them, “‘Bout time to saddle 

up.  Krause, you be my eyes looking forward.  Munst you let me know if you 



see anything strange behind us.  I’ll be busy driving the vehicle.  You’ll get it 

right away.” 

“Can I leave your sister something Eduardo?  That’s about as good a lunch 

as I’ve ever had.” 

“Sounds good, but we need to get moving.”   

Etienne was walking towards the door and saw Munst and Krause falling in 

line.  “I don’t need an escort.” 

“You don’t have one.”  When they got to the door Etienne knocked.  Juanita 

answered.   

“Gracias para todo.”  He gave the $1,000 pesos he had gotten from the cash 

machines into Juanita’s hand.  Krause and Munst followed suit.  



Chapter 60 

9:00 AM PDT, 11:00 AM CDT, 12:00 PM 

EDT 

Sofia reports spread of machines, invokes 

god  

“The Casino Fortunatus ATMs continue their steady movement west but so 

far nothing east of here.  If this trend continues Southern California may 

have a day’s wait.” 

“Let’s get a reaction from someone who has gotten their cash. “Sir, were you 

a first timer today or were you here yesterday too.” 

“This was my second day, and I was happy to see we got a raise.” 

“You say you got a raise?” 

“We got $100 yesterday and $101 today.” 

“The lady in front of me got $201, today’s and yesterday’s with no penalty. 

Did that bother you?”  The man laughed so hard he couldn’t continue the 

interview. 

“I have never been a religious person but I think I have truly witnessed a 

religious event here.  We have been given a respite, but I also think that the 

message is clear, we had better start treating our fellow humans as we want 

to be treated or we are headed for catastrophe.”  



Chapter 61  

9:00 AM PDT, 11:00 AM CDT, 12:00 PM 

EDT 

Greenfield-Washington: Preston Witt, Josh 

Bagnold  

Preston Witt moped about 10 minutes when he got home.  Preston was not 

much of a moper.  He turned on the TV and saw that the ATMs were 

spreading around the world.  He figured he’d better move a little further up 

the food chain.  He called his Congressman, but he hadn’t figured out which 

way the winds were blowing yet so he was no use.  His Senator was the 

same except he tried to sound like he’d be right on it.  So then he called the 

top guy.  For him that wasn’t the President, it was Dwayne Fredericks at 

Homeland Security.  Fredericks had been a one man wrecking crew since he 

was appointed.  He and Preston had kept in touch with each other and 

Preston knew he would have more than a sympathetic ear. 

Preston asked him, “How did this thing get broadcast to the world?  It’s 

gonna be real tough to keep a lid on this.” 

“There’s no way to keep any kind of lid on this Preston.  The message is out 

there, we’re just going to have to try and kill the messengers, all of 

them.  We tried to take out the Duvall guy in Mexico this morning, but 

some strange shit happened.  Somebody got to our shooter.” 

“They killed your hit man?  This crew may be a bit tougher than I 

thought.”  Preston pictured in his mind one of his own hired mercenaries 

having his hand on Preston’s throat.  



“They didn’t kill him Preston.  They knocked him out and then bent his rifle 

like a wet pretzel.  My contact there says the guy is embarrassed, never 

missed a hit before.  He said he’s not gonna give up, but we got to think this 

through.” 

“Yeah, that’s like the bats I got for the fellas here.  One minute everyone in 

the crew had their own Louisville Slugger, ready to do some damage.   The 

next somebody had turned them bats into a bunch of wood chips.  So 

maybe we don’t try to hurt em, physically anyway.  Let’s hit 'em in the 

pocket book. That damn reporter here has made the whole thing sound like 

the second coming, while she’s stuffing her pockets.  I heard from my 

buddy Josh Bagnold that she stuck him up for a bunch of money.  Josh 

wants his money back.  Any Ideas.” 

“Well she didn’t have a gun to his head.  He turned his whole network over 

to her.  What does he expect?  He gave her access to the whole damn 

world.” 

“That’s just it.  On this last broadcast she was doing it on her own.  The feed 

came from some webcam in Mexico.  She not only didn’t have Josh’s 

permission she didn’t have permission of the webcam.  She paid some tech 

intern $10,000 to do it without going through normal channels.”  Preston 

could hear the gears grinding in Frederick’s brain. 

“You don’t say?” 

“I do say.  You oughta be able to do something with that.  We need to get 

her off the air and get someone on who has some allegiance to American 

values.”  Preston loved himself some American Values. 

 ”You say Josh’ll back you up on this?”  Fredericks was enthused.  



”I got his number right here.  You two work something out.  Let’s get that 

little Rosarita off the air and leave her as broke as the other wetbacks.” 

“I’ll take it from here Preston.  I’m gonna leave our handyman down in 

Mexico on the job.  We already paid anyway.  But this sounds like it has 

some promise.” 

“One less commie bastard to deal with if we can get him, but you’re right 

Dwayne, we can’t count on that.”  Preston felt things were moving again. 

“Preston, I’ll be in touch.  You keep up the good work.”  



Chapter 62 

12:00 PM PDT, 2:00 PM CDT, 3:00 PM EDT  

Leon Airport 

Juanita had started crying when the 3 of them had given her the money 

they had gotten from the Casino Fortunatus cash machines.  She was at her 

door, still crying, when they got in the pickup.   She had almost stopped 

until Eduardo had hugged her good-bye, and the spigots opened up 

again.  Eduardo was like her little brother, especially after Eduardo’s big 

brother had married her.  Whenever he did something like this, it set her 

off.  

Krause got in the front with Alfredo who was going to drive the pickup and 

Munst and Etienne got in back with Eduardo who was going to drive the 

SUV with a little remote device he had in his hand.   

Both vehicles started at the same time.  Alfredo backed up the pickup and 

pulled forward a bit facing back down the road they had come in on.  The 

SUV, with no one on board except the 4 dummies, backed up and pulled in 

behind the pickup.  They drove away with the kids running beside the SUV 

smiling and laughing for as long as they could stay up. 

The whole set up gave Etienne a strange feeling.  He was watching Eduardo 

drive the SUV that was following them.  Eduardo couldn’t have had any 

idea where he was going except he knew he was taking it wherever Alfredo 

had been. 

Even though Etienne enjoyed the novelty he was exhausted and sleepy after 

the good meal and he drifted off.  He woke up to hear Eduardo talking 



seriously to Krause.  He heard Krause say “That’s the shooter from this 

morning.  He’s standing on the sidewalk with a walkie-talkie.”   

The shooter saw the SUV and spoke something into the walkie-talkie.  He 

then pulled a gun from inside his coat and opened fire.  At least two other 

shooters did the same from other positions.   

Munst and Etienne and Eduardo watched as the SUV, a good 50 feet behind 

them, was sprayed with bullets and the pig’s blood they had put next to the 

dummies went flying.  It was a pretty good simulation of a murder.  Alfredo 

held a steady pace and drove straight through the airport without stopping 

and the SUV pulling up the rear.   

There was no one in pursuit yet, but Eduardo didn’t want to give anyone a 

chance to connect them to the SUV.  “I’ll give them a little something to 

play with.”  About a half mile out of the airport he turned the SUV sharply 

left and rolled it.  He put a little more distance between them and then 

pressed a button on his lap top.  First the 4 tires blew, and then a series of 

explosions from inside the vehicle.  The SUV was completely engulfed in 

flame.   This was not a vehicle burning, this was a vehicle being in the 

middle of something burning.  The flames grew and showed no signs of 

slowing. 

Eduardo laughed, “There won’t be enough left of it for anyone to know what 

burned.” 

Alfredo never broke the speed limit.  He drove steadily for about an hour 

and turned left on a dirt road.  He pulled up to a small hangar situated next 

to a poorly maintained air strip. 



“I have a friend with a 6 seater Cessna,” said Eduardo.  “He’s going to meet 

us here.” 

They all got out of the pickup and walked around to stretch their legs.   

“That was amazing Eduardo, Alfredo.  Perfect ending to the wildest day of 

my life,” commented Etienne. 

“This day is not over Mr. Duvall.”  

Another pickup drove up and parked next to theirs.  A man got out and 

greeted Eduardo warmly.  Eduardo motioned for him to follow him around 

to the other side of the little hanger.  In a few minutes the big door on the 

front of the hanger swung open and they could all see the Cessna 

there.  Eduardo walked out towards them while the owner was doing an 

inspection of the plane. 

“We’re all set here.  I’ll be flying.” 

“A pilot to boot?” asked Krause. 

“In Mexico sometimes we have to do many things.  Are either of you 

pilots?” asked Eduardo. 

Munst answered, “We both are.  We sometimes are called to do different 

things as well.” 

“That’s good.  We have a long flight and we’ve all had trying days, so it 

wouldn’t hurt for one of us at a time to get some rest.” 

“Where are we headed?” Asked Krause. 

“We’re going to cross at Nogales in Sonora.  I have friends there.  We’ll be 

able to walk across.” 



“You have friends on both sides? Cause if you don’t I have a contact on the 

U.S. side.” 

“Looks like we’re well connected.  And you never know.  There’s so many 

agencies on both sides of the Border now you never know when you’ll need 

another friend.”   

The man inside started up the plane and continued his check-up. 

Eduardo said good-bye to his brother Alfredo who came and shook each of 

their hands and then drove off in the pickup. 

The plane edged its way out of the building and its owner opened the doors 

for them. “Todo esta bien amigo,” he said to Eduardo and then motioned 

for everyone to get in the plane. 

Eduardo sat in the pilot’s seat and did his own quick check up.  “Buckle up 

boys.  You should be in for a smooth ride”.   

“I’ll take the first stint as co-pilot,” said Krause claiming shotgun. 

Eduardo waved at his friend as he began to taxi.  They were at one end of 

the runway so Eduardo made a left turn, pulled up the throttle and took off.  



Chapter 63 

2:00 PM PDT, 4:00 PM CDT, 5:00 PM EDT 

Etienne reported dead, Sofia is fired by 

Charlie. 

Charlie was sitting in his office in Salinas thinking what a great couple days 

he’d had and thinking to himself what a stroke of genius it had been for him 

to hire Sofia.  She had done one of the greatest jobs in the last two days that 

he had ever seen. 

His phone rang.  It was Josh Bagnold.  “Hey Charlie.  I got a piece of news I 

want you to report.  I just got off the phone with Dwayne Fredericks at 

Homeland and he told me that this Duvall character is dead.” 

“Holy shit Josh.  What happened?” 

“Well nobody’s sure.  He was burned beyond recognition.  Fredericks seems 

to think it was a Drug Cartel Hit.   They may be behind the whole thing.  But 

hold that part.  Just get the news out about Etienne Duvall.” 

“OK Josh.  I’ll get Sofia on this right away.” 

“Well that’s the other thing Charlie.  I don’t want Sofia reporting this.” 

“Maybe you’re right Josh.  Too negative a story.  Her positives are out of 

this world.  We don’t want to mess with that kind of success.” 

“No that’s not it Charlie.  I want you to fire Sofia Robles.  Effective 

immediately.  I want you to confiscate every piece of equipment she has 

that belongs to us.” 

“Are you nuts Josh?  The girl’s a gold mine.  We can’t throw that away.” 



“Well that may be the least of her problems Charlie.  Homeland Security is 

investigating her for misappropriation of the air waves.  That whole thing in 

Mexico was unauthorized.  Dwayne Fredericks told me to get rid of her, or 

it might be us too.  Can you handle this Charlie.  You don’t got some kind of 

puppy love for our little mamacita do you?” 

“No.  I’ll handle it Josh, but you’re a piece of shit.” 

“That’s what I’ve heard Charlie.  But I want that little wetback gone. Now. 

Ten minutes ago.  You got that Charlie.  We’re going a whole new way with 

our coverage.  Fredericks is gonna do his best to shut it down and I told him 

we’re on board.  On Board.  You got that Charlie.  I’d hate for something 

bad to happen to you Charlie, not to mention your little senorita.” 

Charlie hung up the phone and let this whole thing settle in for a 

minute.  Sofia was the closest thing to a daughter he had.  He had a son who 

he hadn’t seen in 10 years and two step-daughters who scarcely spoke to 

him.  He wondered if Sofia knew what she meant to him.  He wondered if 

she would ever speak to him after he fired here. 

He ordered the helicopter for himself.  He had to do this in person. 

******************** 

Sofia was wrapping a shot when she saw Charlie walk up.  This could not be 

good.  She had never seen Charlie in the field.  “I’m an office guy” he used to 

always say. 

“What brings you to this neck of the woods Charlie?” 

Charlie was so upset he nearly pissed his pants.  It was all he could do to 

not break down crying. 



“I got some bad news Sofia.  I’m gonna have to ask you for everything you 

got that has anything to do with the job.  Corporate is firing you.  And they 

mean right now.” 

“You gotta be kidding me Charlie.” 

“I wish I was Kid.” 

“And that’s enough with the calling me ‘Kid’ Charlie.  I’m a working adult, 

not some juvenile intern.” 

“I know Sofia.  I can’t say this hurts me as much as it does you, but it hurts 

me.  I can’t stand the way corporate treats people.  I’m only still working 

cause I can’t afford to quit.  But this brought me close.  They looted our 

damn pensions and now they fire whoever they want. I got kids. I mean the 

real ones, not you.” 

“Well, I don’t know if you been listening the last two days, but that’s what 

this whole thing is about.” 

Sofia saw Vic lurking.  She didn’t want to explain this to Vic, but she could 

tell that he could tell that something bad was going on.  

“I’m gonna go get some rest Charlie.  I’ll tell the white knight what’s up so 

he doesn't do you any harm.” 

“You think he’d do that?” Charlie asked nervously and then he looked at 

Sofia who was smiling, which got to him. 

“No, he won’t hurt you Charlie.”  Solfia motioned for Vic to come over.  “but 

if push comes to shove he’s a good guy to have on your side.  So fill him in 

so I don’t have to.”  Then she gave him a big hug and left Charlie and Vic 

both standing there. 



“Hey, kid, sorry.  Wait Sofi.  Wait.  You need to hear this.  You too 

Chief.  You both need to hear this.” 

Charlie played them a tape of the conversation that he had just had with 

Josh Bagnold, including the Mamacita quote.  “They’re coming after you 

Sofi.  I figured this might help you.”  Charlie handed her a thumb 

drive.  Sofia gave Charlie another hug and he turned around and walked off 

crying. 

Vic was yet to have said a word.  He had no idea what to say.  Sofia handed 

him the thumb drive.  “I may need this sometime, and I know I can trust 

you.”  Sofia grabbed him around the neck and gave him that kiss on the 

cheek she’d been carrying with her the last two days and then she turned 

around and walked off. 

Vic wanted to walk Sofia to the hotel but he knew how much she hated the 

damsel in distress routine, so he let it go.   

He was walking toward the cash machines when he saw Sofia walking with 

him.  “I just wanted to thank you for not trying to say you could make it all 

better and that you can protect me.  I bet there’s times when you could, but 

this isn’t one of ‘em.  What I need right now is a good friend and you sure 

are turning into one.” 

Then Sofia gave him that other kiss she’d been carrying around.  The one on 

the lips.  

Sofia walked to her motel room at a deliberate pace.  She had paid for the 

room on her own dime so she knew they couldn’t take that.  As soon as she 

got inside she took a hot shower, brushed her teeth, and literally jumped 

into bed.  She was asleep in 5 minutes. 



Sofia didn’t know how long she slept but when she woke up she saw that 

someone had slipped a note under her door.  She took a minute to make 

sure she really was awake and then tippy toed over, got the note and ran 

back to bed. 

Dear Ms. Robles, 

Your presence is requested to greet the sunrise at Mission San Miguel this 

morning.  We hope to see you there. 

J 

FrEqSS 

FreeEqualSentientSappient Beings of the Galaxy.  



Chapter 64 

9:00 PM PDT, 11:00 PM CDT, 12:00 AM 

EDT 

Airfield north of Hermosillo 

They’d been in the air for a while when Eduardo let Krause in on his choice 

of aircraft.  “We’re as close to stealth as we can be.  This plane has nothing 

electronic.  We have a radio, but I don’t plan on using it.  The only thing 

that can be traced is our heat profile.” 

Krause was curious.  “You think they’re after us?” 

“That has to be our assumption.  We need to get into the U.S. without being 

seen.  Then maybe we might pick up a little help.” 

Krauss switched seats with Eduardo.  “Hold it steady.”  Eduardo watched 

him for a few minutes and then switched with Munst.  They kept up a half 

hour rotation for a couple of hours so they all got to rest a bit, no sleeping.  

After their third rotation Eduardo took the controls.  He landed on an 

airfield that had a single light.  He taxied to the end of the runway and 

stopped.  They sat there for a couple of minutes.  It was only when Krause 

opened his door on the plane and the dome light went on did he see 

something.  Or, he thought he saw something.  He closed the door and 

opened it again.  Same thing.   He saw something and it disappeared. 

Eduardo was impressed.  He laughed.  “I see, or how do you say it in 

English, I glimpse, that our next ride is already here.  Let’s get out.  You 

may know the pilot.”  



Chapter 65 

7:00 AM PDT, 9:00 AM CDT, 10:00 AM EDT 

San Miguel, California 

Sofia had been unable to go back to sleep after she had read the note.  So 

she had gotten ready and left out in the dark of night.  The drive was easy, 

all the way on the freeway through a rural landscape.  She got there early 

and went into the sanctuary to look at the all-seeing-eye that Etienne had 

spoken about.  She could see how this had captured Etienne’s imagination.   

When she came out he was sitting on a bench.  She sat on a bench facing 

him.  She couldn’t help it.  She stared at his wings. 

“That’s one of the truly joyous parts of my job.  Being able to fly, without 

having to go through airport security.  You think I could get them 

through?”  He pointed at his wings and laughed. 

Sofia laughed with him. 

She had been alone on the bench when she sat down but when Sofia looked 

to her left she now saw Jennifer seated there.  She looked to her right and a 

few yards away on Business 101 she saw another building housing ATMs 

settle in. 

“That’s the last one.  The World is covered,” said Jennifer. 

“The entire planet?” asked Sofia. 

“Yes, the entire Planet. I know this is news Sofia, but we understand you 

have left your former position.” 



The Archangel Michael spoke, “Sofia, your work the last 2 days has been 

spectacular.  You have caught the attention of Entities that are not easily 

impressed.” 

“And what ‘entities’ might those be?” asked Sofia. 

Jennifer caught the Archangel’s eye and let him know that it was him who 

was speaking about things he should not speak of.  She emphasized the 

point by changing the subject.  “Sofia, I’m not sure if you know about the 

underlying reason for our work here on your planet.”  Jennifer didn’t think 

she did.  

“You mean besides replacing the money system.”  Sofia really was in the 

dark. 

“More in association with.  They’re running together.  I’m talking about our 

effort to rescue the Milky Way Galaxy.  We’re at a new phase in both and we 

are in need of people with communication skills, especially communication 

skills with human beings.  Sofia, we want you to come work for us.” 

“You’re asking me if I want to work for San Miguel, the Archangel 

Michael.  What am I supposed to say?  I’m weighing other offers.  That 

wouldn’t go over too well with the ‘entities’ would it.” 

San Miguel flashed a glance at Jennifer and then took it on his own.  “That’s 

exactly what we’re asking Ms. Robles.  We think you could be of enormous 

help on emergencies of the highest order.  The survival of humanity.” 

Sofia dropped all trivialization and thought for a moment who she was 

talking to and what they were asking of her.  And yes, she was unemployed, 

so it’s not exactly like she’d be giving something up to go to work for God’s 

right hand man.  



“Yes, I’d be honored to work for you.  But you gotta know I’m not some kind 

of Saint myself, so you just should be aware of what you’re getting.” 

“We know.”  Jennifer wished she could have that statement back because it 

did not come out like she meant it.  Before she could put her other foot in 

her mouth she was drowned out by a whirling wind.  They turned and 

looked back to the side of the chapel which seemed to be where it was 

coming from.   

At first they all saw a helicopter landing , and then they didn’t.  They didn’t 

see anything else until a door opened, and yes, it was a helicopter. 

People started getting out.  Munst followed by Krause and Eduardo and 

then Etienne.” 

Jennifer yelled at Etienne.  “Do you have La Concha?” 

Etienne held up La Concha and Miguel Archangel said, “Now we’re ready.” 

“Almost ready,” yelled the pilot as he exited the helicopter.  “I don’t want to 

miss a second of this.”  Jeffrey Stark joined the gathering. 

They formed a circle.  No one knew what to say.  Etienne passed the Conch 

to the Archangel Michael.  That’s when they heard the fiddle kick off and 

Jasper walked up playing.  He finished his song and Archangel Michael 

heald La Concha aloft. He kept it in his outstretched arms while addressing 

the group. 

“‘Give, and it shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed down, and 

shaken together, and running over, shall men give into your bosom. For 

with the same measure that ye mete withal it shall be measured to you 

again.”  Luke 6-38, KJV.   



“The faith of these two men has reached across time and pierced the veil of 

death to bring us here today.  How is this possible?  With God, all things are 

possible.”   

“Faith is the Substance of things hoped for, the evidence of things not 

seen.” Hebrews 11-1. 

Miguel Archangel gave La Concha to Etienne and Jasper put his bow to his 

fiddle.   “Feller says that there shell makes quite a sound with a 

fiddle.”  Etienne put the conch to his mouth and blew for all he was worth 

and Jasper seconded on his fiddle.” 

And the world shook. 

End La Disconquista, Episode One 


