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  Prologue


  Trans-Millennium


  FEW MOMENTOUS EVENTSSPRING full-grown onto the stage of history. They begin almost without exception in occurrences that were left unchecked as the impact of their effects multiplied exponentially. The period referred to as the Trans-Millennium (1998–2002) bore witness to an array of happenstances which could have been effectively dealt with by the United States if its Government had not been mired in the morass of the Raft Investment Services debacle, and then the sectarian warfare that engulfed Basraistan.


  The Raft scandal became the focal point of the De Witt Administration, excluding all other major issues from thoughtful, full-time consideration by any senior Administration official. The conflict in West Asia passed unresolved to the successor Administration.


  America’s involvement in the latest West Asia conflict resulted from its participation in ending a previous war in the region; the 1990–1991 Gulf War had seen Iran invade Iraq and Kuwait, but a US-led alliance of 50 nations ousted the invasion forces. The regimes in Iran and Iraq (both thuggish dictatorships that had fought each other previously) were not changed. However, the borders of both nations were redrawn in the hope of ending sectarian animosities.


  The victorious allied leadership based their map revisions creating Kurdistan (from former northern Iraq/western Iran), Basraistan—for the Shia Moslems (from former southern Iraq) and Khuzestan- for an Arab minority that had been in neo-Persian dominated western Iran, on the 1947 plan by the then recently established League of Nations to redraw the maps of Palestine and The Levant according to data compiled in a family-by-family census of the region; this plan was endorsed by the three major religions born in West Asia. Each permitted their universal symbol (the Star, the Good Shepard, the Crescent) to be displayed on the cover of the document. Despite occasional skirmishes among radicals, the 1947 Geneva Accord has kept the peace for the five new countries in what could have been a volatile region. The 1992 plan for West Asia, tragically, was not as successful.


  Raft Investment Services became a topic for discussion among the general public when the Federal Grand Jury indictments were handed down on February 30, 1998.


  [In this history the months April through August have 31 days and September through March have 30 days.]


  The indictments alleged that a score of individuals working in, or in conjunction with, the De Witt Administration, acting alone or in concert, by deeds of commission and/or omission, sought to sidetrack, obfuscate and/or obstruct the several investigations into the originating circumstances of, and the intended purposes of, the attempts at record revisions involving the financial affairs of the De Witt family vis-à-vis Raft Investment Services prior to Jeffrey De Witt’s assumption of office as President of the United States on assumption of office as President of the United States on January 20, 1993. Raft had declared bankruptcy despite a considerable deposit of funds by the State Employees’ Pension Plan in Mr. De Witt’s home State. He had acted as a financial consultant to Raft, while another member of the family served as the State’s Attorney General. The Federal investigation had been conducted initially in 1993 (and quite ineffectively) by the Department of Justice, then a brace of Congressional committees, and finally by the Office of the Independent Counsel.


  The subject had originally come to light during the 1992 Presidential campaign in an off-handed manner. This writer had travelled to Faith, Louisiana to interview childhood acquaintances of a successful local favorite—former Mayor, then U.S. Senator and now candidate for President, Jeffrey Monroe De Witt. Sitting amid a gathering of folks in the town’s coffee shop, this writer had asked several general questions. The replies kept coming around to financial planning schemes emanating from a company known as Raft Investment Services. The De Witt Family was one of the general partners. There was talk of failing Savings and Loan Associations being purchased at bargain prices, of property acquisitions signed and done before the hint of a pending sale was made public, and of unsecured loans from businesses to the local political hierarchy. This writer’s columns were laughed off by De Witt as “the by-product of the joshing of a Yankee by some good ol’ boys.” It is well known how the issue flared, faltered, stirred again, sizzled again, and stalled again over the next two years.


  When the opposition Federalist Party took control of both Houses of Congress following the 1994 elections the issue was back in the spotlight. The Federal investigation was still attempting to set up shop, and was led only by a Deputy Assistant U.S. Attorney. Congressional committees took control in January 1995 and established the Office of the Independent Counsel to complete the work.


  What was eventually discovered concerning the cover-up of Mr. De Witt’s involvement showed that the transgressions which transpired prior to Mr. De Witt’s Inauguration Day were dwarfed by the subsequent Byzantine subterfuge created to deflect any and all outside perusals of matters relating to Raft Investment Services.


  At this point to relate in detail that the naming of that most notable of non-governmental figures as the pre-eminent director in every stage of the conspiracy, and that her presence at the Defence table during the three month trial paralyzed American society in a paroxysm of macabre fascination and mournful detestation would indeed seem the reopening of old wounds. Her conviction, the subsequent first-ever Presidential resignation (brought about by the firestorm of protest following the Executive pardon), and the assumption of the Presidency by a career politician whose success in public life was owed to private connections only fed the downward spiral of the citizens’ contempt for politics.


  Jeffrey De Witt’s resignation as President on September 8, 1998 brought his two-time running mate, former Florida Governor Gregory Albertson, into the Oval Office almost certainly against his better judgement. The De Witt— Albertson team had defeated incumbent President Milton Prescott in the 1992 election primarily on economic issues born of a harsh recession. Unbelievably, the Alliance triumph over Iran played no part in the campaign debate; Prescott tossed away his best cards in the self-delusion that the public was no longer concerned with the issue of global security.


  De Witt and Albertson had run as the nominal candidates of the Libertarian Party; but, essentially, they conducted themselves as independents. This, however, did not save their party from the voters’ wrath when the economy failed to improve. As a result of the 1994 Congressional elections, the Federalist Party took control of both chambers for the first time in several decades. The new Speaker of the House of Representatives, Todd Poorberry of California, made a personal commitment to unearth every last detail of the Raft scandal.


  Greg Albertson had been a little-known member of the State Assembly before being elected Governor. His claim to fame was endorsing, at a critical time, a growing protest movement which sought to block a proposal by the entertainment conglomerate Willie Datbow Productions. The firm wanted to purchase ownership of the city of St. Augustine (site of the earliest permanent European settlement in the Western Hemisphere). Datbow envisioned transforming the city into a live-in, work-in theme park centered on Native American and Spanish colonialism heritage. Free enterprise zealots saw nothing wrong with a plastic-coated travesty, provided investors could make a profit. Community groups, environmentalists and historians rallied against the concept. A series of articles by The Saturday Evening Post focused widespread attention on Albertson’s offer of pro bono legal representation for those opposing Datbow. The increasingly adverse opinion climate embarrassed Datbow into withdrawing its plans.


  Greg Albertson’s contribution to the Administration he served as Vice President was his ability to do as he was told. Despite the usual blather about making the Veep a key player for the in-coming Government, Albertson found himself simply chairing several flash-in-the-pan committees on procedural bureaucratic functions. As he took up his new responsibility as Chief Executive, Albertson became appalled at how truly critical foreign affairs had become—especially its influence on the economy; and, how truly little the heldover advisers from his predecessor knew about formulating an effective response to several developing crises.


  After 1994 the De Witt Administration was essentially on cruise control. The only item which stirred its attention away from Raft damage mitigation was its 1996 re-election effort. This undertaking was greatly aided by the flawed style offered by the Federalist candidate, Iowa Governor Ben Sunkist. Despite being a highly decorated veteran of the USNATO Expeditionary Force during the 1949–1951 Balkans War, and having served five terms as Governor, Sunkist lacked the theatrical ability possessed by Jeff De Witt to emotionally present himself as the stellar advocate of whatever topic endeared itself to the hearts of whatever group he happened to be speaking to any particular moment.


  The euphoria of the November 1996 victory was shortlived as the Administration returned to its sleepwalk, while the criminal investigation proceeded. Greg Albertson was left to clean up the mess; it was not until the following Spring that the new President realized he needed serious advice from the old President. By this he meant venerable Milton Buckminster Wallace Prescott.


  The Gathering Storm


  Saturday, April 3, 1999 (9 a.m.)


  THE FIRST HINTS OF SPRING were showing in the woodlands of the Catoctin Mountains as the motorcade proceeded to the main entrance at Camp David. Official Washington was running on a lower level of frantic anxiety with the departure of Congress the prior week for its Easter break. President Albertson had come up to the Maryland retreat the previous day. He needed time to relax, and also to prepare for his visitor. The meeting, although subject to the usual high level of security, was being downplayed. Nevertheless, former President Prescott was at the gate and the current President had every reason to feel that so were the wolves of history.


  The limousine had barely halted when a rear door popped open and a trim, healthy 70ish gentleman emerged from the vehicle. He was sportily attired in fashionable deck shoes, natty blanco trousers, dark blue polo shirt, a tailored navy blazer, Ray Ban shades, and all topped off with a baseball cap emblazoned with the Presidential seal. This five foot seven, 150 pound grandfather appeared as if he were on his way to his favorite past-time—yachting. Milton Prescott was clearly enjoying his retirement, having long ago recovered from the fleeting disappointment of not being returned to that “darn gold fish bowl…and we made progress on what we believed we had as our goals…Martha sure had fun…the American people are guided in their wisdom.”


  Greg Albertson (a generation younger, a half-foot taller and thirty pounds heavier) always seemed in a formal pose, even on Casual Fridays. His detractors snickered he was the type of person who would have his blue jeans ironed by a valet before wearing them. Albertson was given this rejoinder by Mr. De Witt’s head speechwriter: “Of course I don’t do that! I’m a regular guy. I iron them myself.” So, here he stood in the latest, best offerings in walking shoes, khaki slacks and pure cotton, salmon-toned polo shirt from J. Peterman. Hesitating a second the President stepped forward to shake hands with someone who could understand his troubles.


  “Mr. President,” one said.


  “Mr. President,” replied the other.


  “Oh, enough formalities, Greg. Just call me Milt. How’s the family?”


  “Thanks…Milt…they’re well. Tracy and the children are at our estate in Florida. They need to escape from the tension as much as I do,” said Albertson.


  “Ten-sion…sounds military,” replied Prescott. “It fits… problems keep marching upon you in this job. Let’s walk! It’s too grand a morning to be admiring the carpet in the study.”


  The former President directed the incumbent towards a path that ran back into the property and away from the main buildings. Within a few minutes the men were far enough along the gravel-coated walkway that it would be easy for them to forget the ominous presence of the outside world. The trailing retinue of a double team of Secret Service Agents served as a reminder, however. A stirring breeze from the southwest carried with it the scents and sounds of the awakening season. A crystalline, azure heaven was the playground of a squadron of crows; in staccato harmony they declared their appreciation of the day.


  “Did you have a good flight?” Albertson asked.


  “Yes, Greg, I did. Thanks. Traffic wasn’t too bad at Idelwild. Of course, it helps to have special clearance for immediate take-off…this is one thing I truly miss,” Prescott sighed, gesturing at the forest-endowed landscape.


  “Yes, Milt,” replied the President, consciously making the effort this time to personalize his remarks, “I know what you mean. If I could telecommute, this would be an ideal location for a home office.”


  “The headlines are full of what you have to deal with,” Prescott commiserated. “I’m thankful for the briefing summaries your people send out. Is it as wild as it seems?”


  Albertson sighed. “From one week to the next it’s difficult to know which trouble spot is going to be the one that blows up first. China, Mexico, Basraistan—and of all places, Canada! They’re all in one mad rush for unwanted attention. My advisers are split every which way. They became so complacent in being able to judge topics by poll findings that now they’re left flummoxed on issues lacking public consensus. Milt, I’m glad you could come. I need to speak with someone whose eyes don’t glaze over because an issue doesn’t involve a constituency group.”


  Prescott laughed. “Well, I’ve been accused of glazing and causing glazing.”


  The President stopped and asked directly, “Milt, what do you think of these situations? What can I do about them?”


  The men had reached a clearing where a small pond nestled in a sun-washed corner of the woodland. A sturdy oak bench sat within easy pebble tossing distance of the shoreline. The former President pointed towards the scene saying, “Greg, let’s sit for a while. I think our shadows need a rest.” They walked over and seated themselves while the attempting-to-be-unobtrusive Agents readjusted the protective cordon. Communication system static merged with bird song— the equivalent of a raspy cough in a hushed cathedral.


  Scattered throughout the clearing were crowds of those muted aureate trumpeters of Spring; the former President removed his cap and sunglasses. His neatly trimmed gray hair was combed back, and his pale blue eyes swept the scene. “Where to begin…” Prescott muttered as he gathered his thoughts. Over the course of the next half hour Greg Albertson received more straightforward opinion than he had in the prior six months.


  “The Soviet Republic of China,” began Prescott. “I know China. Served there as Ambassador during Rocky’s second term. That society seems older than time. Mao was their Stalin, the two unrestrained butchers of the 20th Century. Both dragged their nations into the modern era by chains. The Chairman probably killed more of his own folks than the enemy did in The Global War.”


  [What was initially a regional conflict evolved into The Global War with simultaneous hostilities on far-separated fronts. The earliest phase was ignited by the Nippon Empire’s attack on China in 1932. It took on global characteristics in September 1941 when the People’s Republics of Eurasia (PREA) launched conquering assaults against its Central Europe and Central Asia neighbors that had gained independence when the Czarist Empire ended in 1917. Stalin, in cruel irony, renamed Russia and the captive nations as the People’s Republics of Eurasia. America became involved in Asia following the Battle of the South China Sea on November 25, 1941; this event saw U.S. forces block an attempted invasion of the Philippines by Nippon. The U.S. had for some time been able to decode Nippon’s military communications through a system labeled MAGIC, and thus had warning of the planned invasion. In July 1942 Germany’s fractious democratic government was further undermined by internal subversion. It was then coerced to accept a partition of the country into two nation-states. This was agreed to in order to forestall an outright invasion of Germany by the PREA. The U.S. in response sent troops to France to bolster the defenses of the Western European democracies. Warfare in Asia ceased in August 1943 with Nippon‘s surrender following America’s unleashing of an atomic bomb against its forces on Okinawa.]


  Prescott continued, “People were killed in the millions as well by Uncle Joe, he’s believed to have ordered the murder of that German beer-hall fanatic in ’33, and yet he never had to worry about an invader…the Global War, years of savagery. Some historians will tell you that if TR hadn’t been so persuasive in 1914 and pushed for the Second Congress of Vienna the world might have faced an earlier world-wide conflict…Red Guards were bad news. China needs reform. Folks in the countryside consider themselves advanced if they have piped water and a connection for electricity. Tiananmen Square massacre won’t stop people from wanting freedom. This year’s the tenth anniversary. The democracy movement is now tied to the southern zone entrepreneurs. They need practical rule of law to do international business…property rights, copyrights, intellectual proprietary protection…it’s as if they exist in different realities…political China, economic China…the business class and their emerging middle class don’t care about socialist dogma…they have practical needs and want practical responses…Business wise they’re top notch; they’ll soon be the second largest economy—first, if we let them get by. That nation is facing a social earthquake. Can’t retain strict controls on information, innovation, incentives and expect business to generate profits for the regime… one side will have to move…Beijing wins, it’s a step back… the innovators win, then they get a great leap forward.”


  “The Republic of Taiwan…set up after liberation from the Nippon Empire…wanted nothing to do with the mainland- always separate society anyway. Now looks at the reformers as useful partners. Might consider some form of federation. Won’t stand for being forced into anything.”


  “Other side of the country is looking to break away, Xinjiang Province. Moslem population. Wants connection to their brethren in central Asia.”


  “Beijing has two power points…the Army, the Politburo… the Army wants to keep its income from the factories it runs…Politburo thinks Mao is still a god, and that people will follow any directive if they put his name in it.”


  “The North Koreans are incensed at Beijing for allowing that high-level defector to travel on to Seoul. The Pyongyang junta believed China would always be its protector. It was China’s troops that split the peninsula in 1944. The defector incident stirred up animosities from ’50 when Mao blocked their invasion of the South. He feared Dewey would use the Big One when the Pacific Fleet’s Western Task Force was sent into the Sea of Nippon.”


  The President interrupted this runaway train of thought by injecting, “What if the Chinese or the Koreans had called our bluff? The material I’ve seen on President Dewey’s discussions with the National Security Council and the service Chiefs doesn’t show a decisive plan. They seemed willing to draw a line, daring someone to cross it. But no mention of a nuclear option. How could they consider participating in a second conflict when U.S. forces were already in a fire-fight in the Balkans? We would have been engaged in simultaneous wars on two continents. I would oppose that even now.”


  Prescott gained a second wind and launched his reply. “Mao was undone by Stalin. Joe had no time for niceties. He showed his ruthlessness beginning with the 1930 coup that ousted the Kerensky government. When Joe tried to dump Yugoslavia’s Tito in ’50 by using renegade Serbian army officers the illusion of socialist solidarity was destroyed. The so-called volunteers who arrived from the East to help their Slav brothers liberate themselves from Tito’s willingness to say nyet to the Kremlin showed the West that The People’s Republics of Eurasia was just a cover for Russian imperialism. The fact that leftist rebels were also staging an uprising in Greece led to the Allied response. Overtly we sent aid to Athens, covertly military supplies moved across the Greek-Yugoslav frontier to bolster Tito’s forces. Once the formal NATO structure came in place American troops served as cavalry units when the action got hot. That some of our guys wandered north and took out some of Stalin’s goons was never publicly acknowledged. The Russians couldn’t make a point of it because we would counter with revelations concerning his involvement. It suited everyone’s agenda to remain mum.”


  [In March 1917 Russia’s Czarist regime was ousted by a pro-democracy rebellion led by Alexander Kerensky. The nation’s vast social and economic difficulties hampered the establishment of a strong democratic system. On May 7, 1930 the Marxist Party leader, Josef Stalin, led a violent coup that installed a brutal dictatorship.]


  Prescott then remarked, “When the North Koreans de-cided to attempt to spread their wonderful system of depravation and repression, Dewey advised Mao through back channel communications that the U.S. wasn’t going to waste resources swatting a fly such as Kim Il Sung. One shot would suffice. The Task Force ships were to give the impression of being the delivery system.”


  Albertson looked startled, and ran his fingers through his thinning dark hair. “Where did you get that background information?” he asked. “The official records I’ve seen contain no such details.”


  The former President laughed, and pronounced in his best snob-class hauteur, “Well, actually, old chap…you are in the wrong country club!” Chuckling at his own joke, Prescott continued, “Love that stiff upper lip bit, not me really. Martha says I’m a real cut up.”


  Albertson smiled wanly, uncertain if protocol permitted him to glare at a predecessor. “You were saying…” hoping to lead the discussion back on track.


  Prescott saw the strained reaction on the President’s face, shook his head, and began again. “When President Rockefeller called me to the Oval Office in 1964 he advised me he was planning on establishing diplomatic relations with China. Rocky knew his opponent in November would be Senate Majority leader Lyndon Johnson; and, that Johnson would try labelling him as the standard-bearer of the war party. Johnson wanted to claim that Rocky was too anxious to use force, he wasn’t to be trusted with the Bomb, that he’d leave us all pushing up daisies.”


  “Well,” interjected the President, “your party did get us into two conflicts since the Global War even though we were not attacked. And one when Mr. Rockefeller was barely in office ten months. It was an open secret then concerning how close China was to exploding its first atomic device, despite the League of Nations’ failure to find evidence of such plans. We were sharply rebuked by the League and the Organization of Western Hemisphere States (OWHS) in ’61 for sending our troops to oust Castro.” Holding up his hands to forestall a rebuttal the President added, “Yes, I realize Cuba is today a viable democracy, probably the most stable one in Latin America. However, there was no smoking gun showing Castro was linked to any foreign power. I know he mistreated some of his people, but we can’t save every nation from misfortune.”


  Prescott replied, “Smoking gun means the bullet has been fired…that’s what makes politics so exciting. Two groups evaluating the same issue from different perspectives and engaging in a vigorous debate. Rocky thought all those freighters from Eastern Europe docked in Havana might have been the source of Castro’s development of a strategic missile system.”


  Laughing again to defuse the tension, Prescott continued, “Back to ’64…The Yanks were in the Series that year, not again for a long time…played a little ball myself…met the Babe…met Dewey too at the Oval Office session with Rocky. He gave me all the background details not in the files. Tom had been a prosecutor, you know…felt he didn’t have enough to indict (oops, sorry) the North Koreans in ’50, so he kept the official files clean. The decision made was to show the flag, and let the world believe Mao stopped a war in Korea. Tom said the only person who was aware that he was holding the Bomb as a live option in the event of an invasion was his National Security Advisor, Dwight Eisenhower. Ike viewed a land conflict in East Asia as extremely difficult for us to fight.”


  “It must have been a factor in Dewey’s reasoning for accepting and promoting the 1954 Geneva Accord on Indo-China,” said Albertson.


  “Yes, it was,” replied Prescott. “Unfortunately, Ike’s point was proven by our involvement in the Philippines. Twelve years, 50 thousand plus casualties, indecisive outcome, trag-edy.…VietNam, the information the Dewey Administration obtained from ground sources in Southeast Asia was that Ho Chi Minh could honestly win a free election. The only ones pushing to reject the accord were the French; yet, they had no platform for supporting their objective of re-establishing a colonial regime following the Dienbienphu catastrophe. We had suffered considerable human and material costs between 1941 and 1951 trying to make the world safe for democracy. What were we to do? Send an army of our boys to trample around a jungle for who knows how long attempting to prop up a non-indigenous regime?”


  “And, no…Mr. Dewey did not contemplate the Bomb then. Korea is next door to Japan and sits on a crossroads with China and Russia. He could see a sense of geopolitical interest. Viet Nam? Stop any of our citizens today on the street, ask them what it is, where it is, unless they’re a CEO of a sports shoe manufacturing firm, wouldn’t know, wouldn’t care.”


  Looking to patch together this kaleidoscopic discussion, the President inquired, “What can I expect from the Chinese leaders over the next 18 months?”


  “Caution,” Prescott returned in an uncharacteristically succinct manner. “They know their grip is tenuous. They’ll wait for an opening gambit, expecting it to be an appeal from Hong Kong for true home rule. The democracy movement wants to show that it is Chinese, revolutionary, but still directed toward reform. There’s been talk of a long march from Hong Kong to Beijing with the theme of ‘A New Constitution For A New Century.’”


  “Speaking of marches,” added the President, “What about Mexico? The daily rallies in the capital are getting more extensive every week.”


  Milton Prescott stood at this point. “Greg, speaking of walking, I need to stretch. If you rest you rust at my age.”


  “You look great …”


  “…for a geezer! Ha! Don’t look so serious. Martha calls me that all the time. Still better than most of the fellas at the club. Speed boating, few rounds of golf each week. Might try another jump this Summer.”


  “A what?”


  “Parachuting. Haven’t done it since my days in the OSS. Legs get stiff if I dawdle.” The former President waved towards the Agents, indicating they were moving on. Men talked into their sleeves or coat collars, and a helicopter came overhead, proceeding in the intended direction.


  [OSS—The Office of Strategic Services is the U.S. spy agency.]


  “Reminds me of Eastern Europe in ’89,” starting in midstream Prescott renewed his comments, switching to America’s southern neighbor. “The patient is dead, yet everyone’s too polite to announce the diagnosis. Their former ruling clique is still in denial about losing their last Presidential election. The current Government controls a shrinking area around the country. Their southern States are in various stages of revolt, and many Governors are on the payroll of either a local warlord or the Durango narcotics cartel. The former dominant political group, the Popular Revolutionary Movement, never trusted the voters to choose them in an open contest.”


  [The Popular Revolutionary Movement is often referred to by the initials for its name in Spanish—MPR. The organi-zation totally controlled Mexican politics for over 80 years.]


  “Six years ago they got sloppy, didn’t think they needed the usual pressure tactics, that everyone would be like sheep and just follow along. The main opposition surprised them, put up a joint candidate and a strong campaign. Won for the first time ever. However, the MPR still controlled their Congress. Now with Mexico’s economic survival at stake, the MPR is back to its old format and making matters worse. Refugees here could present a significant challenge. Do we use force to seal the border, protecting our communities from a social tsunami? If we do, does the pressure inevitably build up within Mexico generating an explosion sooner rather than later, confronting us with a flood of desperate people anyway? It’s hard to offer the Mexicans advice. They have reasons for distrusting us.”


  “Yes, indeed,” said the President. “I had lunch with the Ambassador lately. Any suggestion was received very stiffly. They almost suspect we engineered their problems in retaliation for the drug trafficking headquartered in their country. They say we created the cartel by our own weakness, made the dealers stronger with our money, then accuse their hard-pressed government of failing to eradicate the problem.”


  Milton Prescott nodded in agreement. “We could see Mexico fracture similar to India in 1993. Sectarian violence broke India into a handful of nation-states, antagonistic towards each other, set against a backdrop of an abundance of unaccounted-for weapons.”


  The two men had reached the edge of the tree-line and descended a slope towards a pasture, through which a small creek flowed. Prescott continued his remarks, “Basraistan… we created a mirage in the sand. Its only asset is oil, its greatest liability is people. No one there is truly satisfied with our map drawing. Iran and Iraq made smaller, but still have big ambitions to control the region. Basraistan was to be a safe home for the Shias; but some Sunnis remained, and their brethren in Baghdad want to ’save’ them from what they see as foreign occupation forces. We have 10,000 troops there, far less than the Pentagon wanted, trying to keep the peace among folks who can’t live together and won’t live apart.”


  Greg Albertson stated, “Canada has its own concerns about possible dissolution. There’s a referendum scheduled for December of next year in Quebec. The Parti Kebec is again promoting independence for the Province. However, the rising power up North—the Populist Party—opposes any special deal or separation for Quebec.”


  “Well,” said the former President. “I have more insider trading information for you.”


  “Did you ever truly leave the OSS?” Albertson laughingly asked.


  “The order of Melchizedek…DDO for Black Thorn… stories for another day…my youngest son, Jed, as you know is Governor of Illinois. My predecessor, Michael Morrison, held the post before coming to Washington. He’ll be rated as one of the great ones…surprised everyone…former sports announcer emerges as President, good talker, what can he do? Just negotiates the first-ever actual reduction in strategic nuclear arsenals. Pushes back the hands of the doomsday clock. The world doesn’t want any more Okinawas. One atomic attack is enough for all human history. Not many know how close we came in the ’75 Berlin crisis to nuclear war. The Great Communicator, likes horses, recommended Montana to my son as a vacation spot…”


  [In October 1975 President John Kennedy was faced with the possibility of a war with the PREA when the Marxist regime of East Germany shot down a U.S. cargo plane traveling to West Berlin.]


  “You were speaking about Canada…” interjected Albertson hopefully.


  “Getting there.” smiled Prescott. “Jed met the Premier of one of the western Canadian Provinces in Montana. Were talking late one night. The Premier pops out a question, ’How does one join America?’ My son figured he meant citizenship. The pm meant Statehood. Would not say it directly, but if Quebec goes loose we may need more stars.”


  The President grabbed his companion’s arm, turning him so they were face to face. “Never repeat that! Call your son and swear him to secrecy! Did he relate the conversation to anyone else? If the world thought we might tamper…”


  “No, no!” the former President assured him. “Jed knows better. Actually, the Premier pleaded with him the next day to forget what he said. Blamed it on a long ride and Molson.”


  “Let’s sit again,” said Albertson, pointing to another bench. “My knees need to recover…You’ve given me a lot to consider. What do I do with it?”


  Prescott reflected momentarily, then replied. “On China, let them know we’re not interfering; however, another bloody crackdown is unacceptable. Can’t hide behind business leaders who dream of easy profits. Can’t be in the family of nations if they want to react like savages. Keep emphasizing that political and economic reforms go hand-in-hand. Be polite but specific. From experience I know the consequences of vague signals. If the leadership’s loyalty is to China, not personal power, they will allow the people a public voice. If the rulers block reform, it doesn’t end the desire for reform. There’s a proverb concerning a drip of water eventually breaking the strongest rock. Democracy is the water. Totalitarianism is the rock.”


  “Mexico is the same yet different. The government is shaky but pro-democracy. The opposition wants a restoration of their autocratic rule. Real question is the intention of the drug cartel. Will they remain satisfied with being criminals, or do they see themselves using the national economy to launder their profits from addicts? We need to stay behind the scenes, yet make the politicians on both sides aware of our preparedness to help. Got to push the message in our schools that drugs kill. Addiction is not recreational. Stop the drugs, stop the corruption, stop the cartel.”


  “Canada should know that tribalization is not the way forward. Breaking up in anger accelerates ethnic conflicts. Look at West Asia. Do they want to go the way of the societies there with clan members stalking members of other clans with guns and bombs? The Anglo and Franco Canadians may never initiate hostilities, nevertheless two or more carved-out States won’t alleviate underlying contentions. NAFTA could be harmed. Outside referees could be the best option. The English and French Premiers could relate how their nations renounced centuries of animosity and are now partners in the European Federation. With these scenarios, north and south, we have to work on having the right people in the same room together. They need to be shaking hands with each other, not shaking fists at each…”


  Behind them a commotion arose. An all-terrain vehicle had pulled up sharply to the Secret Service Agents’ mini-camp. The President’s Chief of Staff exited the Humvee, and ran down the incline.


  “What’s this about?” Albertson muttered to himself. As his aide neared, he repeated his question aloud adding, “Catch your breath. Why didn’t you call?”


  “The Detail said your order was no interruption, un-less there was an act of war,” the C-O-S wheezed. The man looked at the former President, hesitating.


  “Talk already!” Albertson snapped. “I think we can trust this guy!”


  The C-O-S inhaled deeply to calm himself, then broke the news. “There’s been an explosion in Beijing, nearly an hour ago. It’s Saturday night there. A truck containing what is believed to have been a large fertilizer and fuel bomb crashed into the motorcade of the Chinese President, Jiang Zemin. Dozens of people are dead, including Jiang. The Army has sent thousands of additional troops into the capital. They’re detaining all foreigners found on the street—including journalists. World Network News’ correspondent was on the air, live, when an armored personnel carrier pulled up, soldiers poured out, seized her and halted transmission. Our Embassy states they see tanks not too far from their front door.”


  “What about our operatives within the Forbidden City? Any word from them?” the President inquired.


  “We’ve had just one short message. They don’t believe it’s an inside job. Too many people are fat and happy with the current…er…prior arrangement.”


  Prescott asked, “No signs of an attempt by the military? They reacted without much delay.”


  “None that we know of,” answered the C-O-S. “Gentlemen, let’s return to the main house. The link to the Situation Room is ready.”


  The three men rapidly walked up to the top of the slope, entered the waiting vehicle and sped off to obtain details on the world’s latest act of madness. When they arrived at the entrance of the lodge, Vice President Ann Linus was waiting.


  Ms. Linus had been a Representative from Wyoming who deftly employed her typical middle class appearance and style to promote an assertive agenda of women’s issues. The definition of “women’s issues” changed over the course of her 12 terms in the House. Initially, the appropriateness of a woman in politics was a central topic; eventually the Beltway establishment understood that women’s issues are issues of personal concern to over 50% of enrolled voters— so attention began to be paid.


  When Greg Albertson, new to his promotion to the West Wing, inquired if she would be interested in his previous job, Ann Linus accepted after a few moments of decent hesitation. “The glass ceiling’s been pushed up another notch” is how she explained her intention of re-charging a profession she had grown tired of for protecting the “static-quo.”


  As the vehicle’s doors were opened by Agents now displaying automatic weapons, the Vice President stepped up to Mr. Albertson and quietly informed him, “The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs is on the video phone. He is one tense Marine. He needs to talk to you pronto!”


  The group went inside and directly to the communications room. Albertson seated himself at a large desk where a TV-phone monitor was situated. “General, what can you tell me?”


  The Chairman, Four Star General Cory Stratton of the U.S. Marine Corps, looked every bit the Hollywood image of a “hard as a reinforced bunker” style professional warrior. Stratton stood 6 feet 2 inches tall, weighed an athletically fit 210 pounds, had close-cropped dark hair, and ebony eyes which reflected either his private impish playfulness or a public sternness that warned that nothing less than maximum performance would be tolerated. Within his full-time duties he had set aside the hours needed to acquire his Doctorate in International Diplomacy.


  Colleagues still marvelled at the tale of Stratton’s neutralizing an enemy intruder at Alliance HQ in Dubai during the Persian Gulf War. An Iranian commando had penetrated all the base’s security levels, finally barging into the room where the General was conducting a staff meeting. Two seconds later the intruder was dead, shot in the forehead by Stratton, who apologized for the interruption then continued the meeting. Stratton was the commanding field officer for the international alliance assembled by President Prescott in response to Iran’s invasion of Iraq and Kuwait in July 1990. Stratton was named as Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff by President Jeffrey De Witt in 1995.


  “Mr. President, the activity in Beijing may be a diver-sion,” the Chairman reported sternly. Several exclamations of “What!” arose from behind the President. Albertson added his own inquiry. “What more is happening?”


  General Stratton laid out the facts in cold directness. “The North Koreans are providing mounting evidence of going on a war footing. They have sent aloft far more than their usual contingent of aircraft; from what we know of their fuel supply levels they don’t have the resources to waste on night patrols when they lack the proper equipment. Their divisions along the frontier have apparently risen to a higher level of alert. Their propaganda broadcasts alternate between warning the Seoul Government against adventurism, and calling upon the people of the South to join their Northern cousins in a crusade to oust the oppressors of Korea.”


  The President paused as he started to speak. Finally, he asked, “Do we have anything concrete? Were reserves moved up? Did the front line troops approach the DMZ? Perhaps they’re only jittery following the events in China.”


  Stratton replied, “We had reports last week of deliver-ies by rail to forward positions of heavy-weight ordnance. It wasn’t activated or brought into the field straight away. They seem to be playing a shell game. Probably figured we were watching from overhead.”


  “So where is it? How much or how many of whatever was there? Was it tanks, artillery, attack helicopters?”


  “Sir, we don’t know the answer to any of those questions. Funding for HUMINT was deprioritized in the past several budgets…excuse me for a moment, Sir…Yes, Colonel.” General Stratton moved away to converse with an aide who had approached with a report. If it was possible, Stratton seemed more grim-faced when he sat back before the phone. “I have been handed an update regarding Korea. There is a considerable concentration of North Korean aircraft moving south bound over the Yellow Sea. The craft took off from airfields near Pyongyang, headed for the coast and have been flying at low level with their lights on, but below their own radar’s capacity to track. We have them under surveillance by two AWACS. The propaganda broadcasts are openly accusing the South of having sent raiding parties across the DMZ.”


  “Have any ROK forces taken such actions?” Albertson inquired.


  “No, Sir, Mr. President,” answered Stratton. “But Seoul high command is ready to initiate action if anyone so much as whispers ’advance.’ Sir, we are getting a running commentary based on the observations by the AWACS and satellite positioning updates. If someone at your site will switch the reception to the wide-screen monitor, you can observe the activities board.”


  A technician with the President made the necessary ad-justment. The video link-up was projected onto a wall-size screen. Before them the group could see the activity in the White House Situation Room. A computer-generated map displayed the constantly updated placement of aircraft, ships and land-based military units in and around the frontier area of the two Koreas. An off-screen voice provided commentary:


  “The NKAF heavy squadron continues to proceed south along the western coast, about one mile offshore. There has been a noticeable increase in motor vehicle activity in-land of the coast just above the DMZ. Early indications are they may be deploying a Sam unit. This would be consistent with their allegations that ROK aircraft are attempting to challenge the sovereignty of the North’s airspace.”


  “Mr. President.” It was General Stratton overriding the commentary. “As you can see on the board, no Republic of Korea or U.S. aircraft are within five miles of the DMZ. Pyongyang Radio has been rattling off a series of accusations. We are observing, but not doing anything provocative.”


  “Thank you, General,” said the President. The commentary resumed, “…continuing their course. In two minutes the squadron will be adjacent to the frontier. A ROK Aegis-class destroyer, as projected, is sitting on the edge of the five-mile buffer. The squadron is altering direction and altitude, coming in-land over their own territory. They are at 1000 feet, crossing the coast…ALERT! On-shore radar has lit up…aircraft climbing and accelerating, continuing northward…increased radio traffic…NK border security seems not aware of squadron’s status as one of their own…squadron is not responding to calls to identify…they were silent on the way south…warnings being issued…radar seeking to lock-onto the squadron…LAUNCH! Indications from suspected Sam site of multiple releases…craft heading back over the sea, evading projectiles…LAUNCH! Numerous…AWACS report possible dozen large projectiles launched…trajectory is away from, repeat AWAY FROM, location of squadron… projectiles are climbing, arching over the DMZ…ROK aircraft are firing counter-launches at projectiles, some are targeting the Sam site…ALERT! Projectiles are down-sloping above city of Inchon….…


  WHAT!?? OH, Nooo…AIR-BURST! STRONG THERMAL FLASH!! We’re getting interruptions from primary AWAC…MUSHROOM CLOUD BEING REPORTED!!!…air and ground sources verify…”


  “STRATTON!! GENERAL STRATTON!! What in hell is going on!” the President was standing and screaming at the screen. Stratton appeared, held up one hand, indicated ‘wait.’ Minutes later, seemingly an eternity, he reappeared. “Mr. President,” in a voice held authoritatively calm, the Chairman addressed the bewildered gathering at Camp David. “There has been a likely nuclear strike against Inchon. The second launch is believed to have been a series of Scuds. Obviously one contained an extreme warhead. By our standards it was a small device. However, damage on the ground will be considerable. The Seoul Government is demanding that we initiate an immediate retaliatory strike, and one which will be beyond mere response in kind. Several of their squadrons have already engaged Northern ground troops, and destroyed NKAF fighters, radar sites and the Sam unit that launched the attack. Fortunately, no North Korean ground forces have advanced towards the DMZ. At this point we cannot state with assurance that this was a deliberate act by the North. If this wasn’t an orchestrated scenario we have a possibility of either a rouge local commander, or one who didn’t know the squadron was one of his own. When the jets crossed in-land the Sam commander may have panicked thinking there really was an invasion, and let loose with his big gun.”


  “How is that possible?” demanded Albertson. “Isn’t North Korea buttoned-up so tight you need permission to sneeze? What is a nuclear weapon doing in the hands of a glorified artillery officer?”


  “Well…” A voice from behind the President began. It was Milton Prescott. “If you remember those NSC intel reports on the status of control in the Hermit Kingdom, matters have been slipping since Kim Jong-il inherited his father’s titles. He’s never achieved a consensus among the elite. The military has been suffering from the imploding economy along with everyone else. It’s become a laissez-faire dictatorship. Someone along the chain of command may have stepped up, and overstepped us into a disaster.”


  “Oh…yes…those reports,” Albertson said, more to himself than aloud. Recovering, he asked his almost forgotten guest, “Could they be so stupid to do this deliberately?”


  “We’ve never held to our announced plans for sanctions. They probably saw us as no threat to their ambitions. However, their ambitions are guided by fear and paranoia. So your guess is as good as mine,” replied Prescott.


  “Mr. President,” the Chairman interjected.


  Two people replied “Yes.” One added, “Oops, it’s for you.”


  “Mr. President,” General Stratton began again. “I have the South Korean Defense Minister on the line. He’s waiting for your authorization to initiate a joint deep counter-strike. They are willing to go it alone, if you request so.”


  “NO! NO!! “, Albertson screamed as he pounded the desk top. “They cannot do that! Are they all insane? If any retaliation is struck it will never stop at being ’surgical.’ We’ll end up with a full-scale conflict on the peninsula, one with a nuclear component. Moreover, we still don’t know the background. How many more warheads do they have?”


  The Chairman first replied to someone off-screen. “Sec State heard him! She’s going to have to talk them off the ledge!…Excuse me, Sir. In response to your question, Mr. President, we don’t have the resources to ascertain their capabilities in this field. The agreement the North signed in ’94 was intended to halt their development program. The inspection program the League of Nations was to carry out became non-functional with all the concessions made to satisfy the North’s complaints. National policy proscribed inserting any of our personnel in a stealth capacity.”


  “What are they broadcasting now?”


  “Local music. When the fire-fight began the station went silent. Then returned without comment.”


  The President paced the room, clenching and unclenching his fists. Finally, he spoke. “General, order all our forces to stand down.”


  “The AWACS?” asked Stratton.


  “Oh…er…no. No. Leave them up. However, no offensive aircraft is to be near the DMZ. Pull them back or keep them on the tarmac. No ground patrols. Don’t we have electronic monitors in place?”


  “Yes, however…”


  “Rely on those for now. Also, it is imperative that no, I repeat NO, ROK unit, aircraft or vessel take any action. We must remember China has nukes and throw capacities far greater than Scuds. If we try slapping North Korea for this… incident, Seoul and perhaps Tokyo could be the next target; and, this time there wouldn’t be any doubt of the intention. China will not accept any transgression into what it regards as its sphere of influence. Is the Secretary of State available?”


  The Secretary came on-screen a few minutes later. “Mr. President, our Korean allies are vehemently incensed at our inaction. Their Defense Minister had to be physically restrained from entering our Embassy because he was in such a violent mood. Tragically, there is something to preoccupy their government for a while. They will come back soon looking for a better answer.”


  “Thank you for your viewpoint, Madame Secretary,” replied the President. “I need you to persuade the Koreans personally of the wisdom of restraint. Please arrange for an immediate trip to Seoul. This will assure them of America’s commitment. Secondly, try to contact someone, anyone, in Pyongyang who can give us information.” With that said, he ended the link-up. President Albertson turned and faced the others. No one spoke.


  Milton Prescott hopped off the stool he had been sitting upon, looked at his wrist watch and commented, “Will you look at the time. I thought hours had gone by. Perhaps we should return to 1600.”


  Amid the gathering crowd of aides, Secret Service Agents and military personnel, Greg Albertson stood as a man very much alone. His own was not the only government he seemed to have little control over.
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This newspaper is fictitious. The principal characters are
loosely based on American political figures. What are de-
scribed as past events reflect a “what if” history of America
and the world.

James Patrick Kilmurry would describe the work this
way ¢

The format presented in this book is essay-drama. This
combines the standard presentation features of an essay with
“created” scenes involving private conversations or other non-
publicized events. Such scenes are not fictional because they
are based upon interviews with one or more of the partici-
pants, or with individuals closely associated with one or more.
of the participants, or on diarics or written notes maintained
by a participant and made available to this writer. In these
scenes, what is presented as a quote must be understood to be.
a reasonable reconstruction of thoughts expressed based on a
participant’s recollection, or a knowledgeable assumption by
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