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			Chapter 1

			It was six-twenty in the morning when Stewart Colley woke up, rolled over and looked at the alarm clock. The wake-up buzzer hadn’t sounded yet—it would in ten minutes. He woke up this morning before the alarm went off and he would have to get out of bed and start moving around in a few minutes, but for just a ­little while longer he wanted to stay under the covers and savor the ­comfort of his warm, soft bed.

			From his cozy cocoon he looked out the window. The drapes were open and the shade was up and he could see the gray, February sky outside. It was overcast and the heavy, dark, gray clouds were holding moisture. It was going to rain—or with the temperature hovering around freezing—maybe even snow. Colley didn’t want either. He was tired of winter, and wished that Spring would hurry up and come to New York, but it was still early in February and the first day of Spring was a little more than a month away so he would have to endure the doldrums of winter until then.

			This morning he felt like he just wanted to lie in bed and hibernate for the rest of the winter. He would even be content to snuggle under the covers for another hour. However, this was Tuesday and he had to go to the office because his boss, John Krammer, had scheduled a meeting with the editorial staff. These meetings, held every other Tuesday, were roundtable discussions initiated by Krammer to keep the researcher/analyst/writers au courant on the world political situation. The meetings were always conducted in person—never remote—because Krammer felt that his staff should have periodic, interpersonal contact where they could exchange insights and voice their opinions. Usually these meetings were interesting, but this morning Colley’s enthusiasm was on low ebb and he had the feeling that today’s get-together would be a drag.

			He wanted to skip the whole thing, but he knew that his attendance was mandatory and only an extreme emergency or near-death illness could get him out of it. So, with reluctance and a weary disposition, he pushed back the covers and swung his feet out of bed. The room was cold—the heat had not come up yet. He hated to leave his warm and cozy bed but he knew that he had to get up and go to work. 
He reached over to push the shut-off button on the alarm and, with what seemed like a Herculean effort, he stood up, braved the morning chill and ambled into the bathroom.

			He showered, shaved, brushed his teeth, combed his hair, and got dressed. Then he went to the refrigerator to pour himself a glass of grapefruit juice; but even before he opened the refrigerator door, he remembered that he drank the last of the juice the day before and had neglected to get a new container. It seemed like the day was starting off on a dismal, sour note.

			Oh well, nothing to do but put on his hat and coat, head to the office and try to grab some sustenance along the way. He bundled up to insulate himself against the piercing cold and he stepped out of his apartment into the hall. He shut and locked his apartment door, went to the elevator and descended to the lobby. Then he walked out into the bleak, forbidding weather of Manhattan and made his way to the nearby subway station.

			It was still early and he had over an hour and a half to get to the office. Colley always left his apartment early so he could avoid the morning rush hour and the crowds that crammed into the subway cars. Usually, he managed to get a seat on the downtown train, but this morning was different. The train that pulled into the station was packed with riders, so he stepped back on the platform and let the train go on. He waited for the next train. It was just as jammed as the one before; he let that one go by. The third train was crowded, but not as bad as the previous two, so he squeezed into the car; but he had to stand, wedged between the other morning zombies, all the way to his downtown stop.

			He emerged from the downtown subway station and walked to work. It was only a few blocks and luckily the dark clouds still held back the impending precipitation. The day was just beginning, but with the gray sky, the cold weather, the absence of grapefruit juice, and the crowded subway cars, it was already turning into a real downer.

			A block from his office, Colley stopped before a sidewalk-serving wagon and bought a buttered roll and a large coffee, milk but no sugar. Brown bag in hand, he walked the final block to his office.

			Colley worked for the World News Organization, otherwise known as the WNO. This was a research organization that prepared in-depth reports of world conditions and their possible impact upon the social, political, economic, and military well-being of nations. The reports were available to anyone who paid the subscription price. News organizations, corporations, educational institutions, and government agencies, plus a number of concerned citizens bought the WNO reports.

			All this would seem innocuous and even mundane; but Colley suspected that there was more to this simple organization than it appeared to be. He believed that there was a secret connection between the WNO and the federal government.

			He harbored this suspicion because seventeen years ago he applied for a job with the CIA. At that time, he was twenty-six years old, a college graduate, and fresh out of the Air Force he had adolescent dreams of becoming a spy. These came from reading espionage fiction, especially the exploits of his favorite hero, James Bond. Of course, he knew that in real life spies, or agents, traveled in a world that was far less glamorous than their fictional counterparts, but that didn’t deter him from his dream because he believed that anything he did in intelligence work would be far more interesting than a traditional, everyday civilian job—at least he hoped so.

			Back then, in the prime of his youth, he wanted to embark on a life that had more to offer than the daily nine-to-five grind of the ordinary bourgeois existence. In short, he didn’t want to get caught up in the weekly, rat race of the typical working classes. He felt that somehow there had to be a way to generate a life of excitement and adventure—there just had to be a way of pursuing a dream and making it come true.

			Trouble was, Colley didn’t know where to find that fantasy life or how to turn it into a reality. Coming from a typical, middle-class environment, he had absolutely no experience in intelligence, spying, adventure, or danger and he didn’t know anyone who did. He had, of course, read about the CIA in the media, and at the time that organization seemed to be his only chance to pursue his elusive dream.

			So, after college and a tour of duty as an officer in the Air Force, he applied to the CIA and hoped for the best. After months of waiting—it took so long that he had forgotten all about his application—he was called in for an interview. The interview was conducted in a nondescript building—not CIA headquarters—in Washington DC by a man with the insipid personality of a talking manikin. The interview was formal, dull and uninspired; but it seemed to go well as far as Colley could tell and he expected a favorable response.

			Colley waited for three weeks but heard nothing more. Than after a few more weeks of waiting, he received another letter calling him in for second interview. Oddly, this interview was not to be at CIA headquarters—nor even in Washington DC for that matter. Instead, he was told to report to the World News Organization offices on east 38th street in New York City.

			Colley had never heard of the World News Organization and he couldn’t imagine why he was told to go there, but he went expecting that everything would be explained in due time. At the World News Organization, he met John Krammer. Krammer was a tall, slightly overweight, amiable man who dressed like an unmade bed with tennis shoes, corduroy pants and a flannel shirt.

			He was clean-shaven and he had long chestnut-brown hair which he combed by running his fingers through the tufts. The end result was that his hair looked like a dark, wind-blown, disheveled haystack. To Colley, Krammer looked like a rural, New England shopkeeper. He certainly didn’t look like a Washington bureaucrat or a Manhattan office worker. Maybe, thought Colley, this was an attempt at some sort of disguise and the World News Organization was his cover.

			Krammer never mentioned the CIA, undercover activities, or espionage. Instead he explained that the World News Organization, aka the WNO, was a research organization. He was the editor-in-chief, and there was an opening for a researcher/analyst/writer. Colley was surprised and a little disappointed to find that the job offering was for an editorial position and ostensibly had nothing to do with espionage. If it weren’t for the letter from Washington telling him to report to the WNO, Colley would have thought this was an organization totally independent from the Washington establishment and the job offer was a non sequitur. It seemed that his dreams of adventure had run into a dead end.

			Perhaps he should have asked then and there what happened to the CIA and how he got called to the WNO and whether there was a connection between the two, but he deluded himself into believing that this job offer was some sort of temporary subterfuge and all would be revealed at a later date. For the present, he looked on this position as a port in the storm—a way to make money that he needed to pay his bills, meet his monthly rent obligation, and buy clothes and food. Since there were no other employment opportunities in the offering, this situation seemed like his best and only chance to be gainfully employed. So, Colley accepted the job as a researcher/analyst/writer at the WNO convinced that the hidden connection between the WNO and the CIA would eventually surface and with it would come a path to greater opportunity and possibly even adventure.

			In the meantime, he would put his dreams of adventure on the back burner and bide his time by making the best of this unexpected opportunity.

			Colley had good exposition and editorial skills and he could write competent prose, but it took time to develop and hone the research skills necessary to be a competent and informed analyst. At first, he found that gathering facts and collecting statistical figures and data then assembling them into a coherent, insightful report was hard work; but Colley applied himself to his job with diligence and perseverance and in time—after much effort—he mastered his craft.

			In the beginning he wrote about world affairs in general, covering such topics as economics, politics, agricultural concerns, and social issues. Over time, however, Colley showed an interest and grasp of military affairs, weaponry, science and technology. Krammer took note of Colley’s growing expertise and assigned him to write more reports focused on these topics.

			Seventeen years later, Colley was still working at the WNO and he was still churning out reports. He was a good writer and over the years he turned out many good and even excellent WNO reports. During the first years of his tenure, he enjoyed the challenge of doing research, assembling facts and figures and presenting them in informative and interesting reports. He took added pleasure in writing precise, well-crafted exposition and he was genuinely proud of his work.

			Recently, however, the satisfaction that he derived from his work had largely evaporated. He lost his interest in politics, political economy, power struggles, military build-ups, and world affairs. The pleasure that he took from research and the satisfaction that he found in crafting precise exposition had largely dissipated. 
He began to ask himself if anyone actually read his reports or even if writing about these topics made any difference in the greater scheme of things. He had come to feel that he had accomplished all he could as a researcher/analyst/writer and he wondered if life had anything more to offer. He wondered if there was something, somewhere, that was more challenging and would allow him to be more creative.

			Nevertheless, he made a sincere effort to conceal his doubts, indifference, and waning enthusiasm. He assumed that he was simply going through a temporary emotional phase that would pass in time. He tried hard to assume the facade of a dedicated researcher/analyst/writer ever eager to read and digest the latest media bulletins on world affairs and turn them into fascinating reports. Colley tried to project that image because he knew that John Krammer expected his editorial staff to be completely focused and dedicated to the mission of the WNO by creating keen, insightful, and informative reports that would, stimulate, engage and satisfy its many subscribers.

			In an effort to foster team spirit and keep his editorial staff motivated, Krammer scheduled an in-person roundtable discussion the first and third Tuesday of each month. Four people were always present at these meeting: John Krammer, Colley, and two other researcher/analyst/writers, Aaron York, and Grace Mattox.

			It was still early when Colley arrived in the office that Tuesday morning. He had his coffee and roll at his desk while thinking of nothing in particular. When he finished his breakfast, he wandered to the conference room for the meeting.

			John Krammer was already present, sitting at the end of the conference table immersed in reading over some paper work. Colley said, “good morning”. John glanced up, gave a cursory wave and returned to his reading. The two men were alone in the conference room. It was still early—the meeting wouldn’t start for at least ten minutes—and Colley had the sudden inspiration that maybe this would be a good time to ask the question that had been imbedded in the back of his mind for seventeen years.

			“John, let me ask you about something that I have been wondering about.”

			Krammer took off his glasses and gave Colley his full attention.

			“John, is the WNO totally independent or is it connected in some way with some department in the federal government? Like, for example, the state department or maybe the CIA?”

			Krammer cleared his throat and began. “Well Stewart, as you know, the WNO is an independent organization. Of course, we do receive some funding from a variety of sources including the federal government. This, however, does not mean that we are beholden to anyone or that we are required to follow directives from any outside organization. But we do, however, from time to time, encounter influence and pressures from exterior sources and we have to respect the wishes and desires of our sponsors and we, on occasion, must pay attention to directives issued by certain various federal departments. Keep in mind that those directives take a variety of forms, some being subtle suggestions, others have more force and are more emphatic. In addition, some are more urgent than others. And sometimes we are asked to contribute our resources to outside projects.”

			If Colley expected to get a straight-forward, affirmative or negative answer, he was soon disillusioned. Krammer continued his anfractuous discourse in an equivocal fashion giving vague references and obscure hints while avoiding details and specifics. Krammer talked and talked but really said nothing. It was a masterpiece of obtuse obfuscation. Colley couldn’t tell if it was intentional or not. All he knew was that after ten minutes of Krammer’s enigmatic, verbal obscuration, he hadn’t learned anything that he didn’t know before. He wanted to ask Krammer some pointed questions and pin him down to hard answers with specific, definitive details, but at that moment Aaron York entered the room.

			To say that York had entered the room was an understatement. A man of immense girth—York weighed at least three-hundred pounds—his entrance was like an explosion from a detonated bomb. He was a heavy breather who snorted and wheezed when he moved and talked as if the everyday routine of life was a strenuous effort.

			He sported a thick, bushy mustache and a full head of sandy-brown hair and he wore dark-rimmed eyeglasses. He reminded Colley of a cross between G.K. Chesterton and Dr. Watson. York grabbed a chair and dropped down with a resounding plop.

			Grace Mattox was the last member of the team to arrive. She walked into the conference room at ten minutes after the hour and murmured her apologies for being late, saying something about being on the phone with one of her long-winded contacts. She was something of a health freak, a vegan, who was always munching on nuts, seeds and dried fruit—although she never brought any of this gerbil food to the meetings. This dietary regime seemed to agree with her because she had a trim, athletic figure and 
she projected the image of good health. She had short, dark hair and she reminded Colley of Dorothy Parker, the celebrated satirical writer and legendary drama critic for The New Yorker magazine.

			The quartet settled in around the conference table. There was a general hubbub as they set up their laptops, opened their notebooks, assembled their papers, pulled out pens and pencils and exchanged perfunctory morning greetings. Krammer opened the meeting with a few trivial remarks then asked Aaron York to explain what he was working on and present his take on the current state of world affairs.

			York had a keen understanding of current events and a sharp, analytical mind, but he was also something of an academician. He talked about the state of the domestic and world economy, the growing threat of inflation and the probability of The Federal Reserve raising interest rates and the possibility of a recession. As he talked, he made frequent references to the theories of Adam Smith, John Maynard Keynes, Milton Friedman, and Karl Marx, among others.

			He delivered a turgid, didactic monologue. As he listened to York’s discourse, Colley had the impression that as the big man was delivering his disquisition, he allowed himself to lapse into a display of scholarly hubris apparently convinced in his own mind that everyone in the meeting regarded him as brilliant, erudite intellect. Colley, however, considered him to be a pompous, self-absorbed windbag. As York droned on and on, he punctuated his discourse with a cacophony of snorts, wheezes, and guttural sounds all of which made him sound like a human calliope.

			When York finally concluded his report, Krammer turned to Grace signaling that it was her turn to talk. Before coming to the WNO, Grace worked as a news editor for a television station in Boston. While working in that capacity, she assembled an impressive list of contacts and sources in local, state, and federal government offices as well as an assortment of world political figures. 
She maintained contact with these people over the years so that when she came to the WNO, she was able to draw on them to provide quotes and insider information that gave her reports a unique authenticity and intimate perspective.

			Grace began by stating that she was working on the current political situation in India. She described how India’s population was dealing with overcrowding, poverty, and health-care issues. She continued by talking about how government subsidies to agriculture caused farmers to overproduce creating a surplus in food and the effect that this had on world food prices. She described how some of these programs had adverse effects on global climate conditions and how this has brought international obloquy on the Indian government. In addition, she said, many farmers are over-irrigating their land creating major drought problems. She concluded by reading a collection of quotes from her sources in Asia, Europe and the United States.

			Colley listened to Grace as she spoke and he admired how she spoke clearly, precisely and succinctly, direct and to the point without pause or hesitation. As he listened and observed her, Colley wondered if she was like this outside the office—a spiritless 
and impassive woman, seemingly without emotion—or did she have a private life where she gave herself over to love, passion and even lust.

			After Grace concluded, Krammer indicated that it was Colley’s turn. Colley spoke about the nuclear programs in North Korea and Iran and whether or not they posed a threat to the rest of the world. He talked about the efforts of the United States intelligence agencies to monitor these programs and the preparations of the American military to face possible threats.

			He then went on to describe how energy companies in the United States are designing a new type nuclear power plant called Generation IV Plants. These plants are designed to be much safer than current facilities because they are incapable of melting down. Some are able to burn reprocessed fuel from older reactors. He then talked about whether this technology had potential military applications.

			When Colley finished, Krammer opened the meeting for a round-table discussion. The editorial quartet discussed politics, economics, climate change, military affairs, world health problems and any other concerns they felt should be addressed in future reports. There was no structure to the proceedings; it was basically a free-for-all with each member voicing his or her opinions, trading observations, throwing out facts, and making comments on any issue that was pertinent to the current world situation.

			Colley sat there in the meeting, making occasional comments and asking questions of the others, but not really saying much. 
He was observing and listening—ostensibly trying to take in all 
that was being discussed—but he found that he was less interested in what was being said and more curious about the people who were speaking.

			He had worked with these people for years, but he didn’t know much about them. Since they were all working remote, he didn’t see them very often; and even on those occasions when they did come to the office for these round-table discussions or to use the research facilities of the WNO, they didn’t hang around for conversation. Consequently, Colley only saw their professional, editorial profiles and he knew next to nothing about the personal, human side of their lives.

			He knew that Krammer was married and so was York, but he never met either of their wives. Grace was not married and she didn’t seem to have a paramour—or if she did, she never mentioned him. Colley looked at the three seated around the table and he wondered if working at the WNO was their ultimate goal in life or if they secretly desired more. If so, what could that desire be? Krammer, York, and Mattox all seemed to be completely dedicated to the WNO, absorbed in their work and ostensibly committed to their assignments, but still Colley wondered if each of them harbored some secret ambition—some yearning to do something else—something beyond the WNO. Maybe, outside the office, each had other interests that they were pursuing. He regarded each of them and wondered if the WNO was their ultimate satisfaction or if—given the chance—they would chuck it for another lifestyle.

			Eventually the meeting came to an end. Everyone rose, gathered up their materials and made their way to the exit. On his way out, Colley looked up at the clock, it was almost noon, lunch time. Colley was glad the morning was finally over. He let out an audible sigh of relief and made his way back to his office. He put on his coat and left the WNO to go back out into the outside world.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Colley had a lunch date with his friend of long-standing, Peter Miller. Everyone called Peter, “Milo”. It was a nickname he picked up during his college days. It seemed to be some sort of ­corruption of “Miller”, but Peter never explained how it came about. Colley met Milo in the Air Force. They were both ­missile-launch officers stationed at the same wing on a SAC base in North Dakota. Neither man was particularly interested in missiles and neither was Air Force-career minded.

			They were both there to fulfill their military obligation—the draft was still a fact of life at that time—after which they would get back to the serious business of being a civilian. They weren’t quite sure what they wanted to do when they dropped the shackles of the military, but they were sure their respective career paths lay far away from uniforms, missiles, North Dakota, and the Strategic Air Command.

			Before entering the Air Force, they had gone to different colleges, but both had majored in English. They shared an interest in literature and reading, and this formed the fodder for their many conversations. At discharge time, they parted company, went their separate ways and assumed that they would never meet again.

			About six years after they left the Air Force, they met—strictly by chance—at a publishers’ convention in Manhattan. Colley was working at the WNO, and Milo had a job as an editor at Random House. The Air Force was no longer a part of their lives, but now they had publishing in common and they were both living in New York City.

			Colley continued to keep in touch with Milo by setting up lunch dates. At first, they met just to reminisce, talk about publishing, and trade stories over food. For variety, they tried different restaurants, bistros, and pubs around the town. One day they stopped in a small pub that had a pool table. On a whim they decided to shoot a game, and they soon added this activity to their lunch forays. They played a lunch-time game at least once a month and became at least competent, if not dazzling, players.

			Today was one of their luncheon-pool dates. They agreed to meet at downtown bar-and-grill that had a pool table in the back room. The place was a little out of the way for them, but it had good food and usually nobody was on the pool table at noon.

			Milo arrived first and had already ordered a roast beef sandwich on rye with a wedge of new pickle. Colley came in, hung up his coat, and got a bowl of chili. The chili here was tasty—made with shredded beef, chunks of fresh tomato, and topped with cheddar cheese. Both men got beer in long-necked bottles and carrying their beer and lunch on trays, they walked to the pool table in a back room.

			Milo was in good spirits and eager to shoot pool, but Colley’s mind was still moored in the turgid meeting of the morning and he was having trouble pulling his consciousness to the present moment. Nevertheless, he hoped that the mild activity of the game would wake him from his lethargy and sharpen his concentration.

			They always played for the lunch tab. The stakes were modest—lunch and beer—this would not empty the wallet of either. Still, both guys were serious about playing and each tried hard to win. They selected their cues—Colley deciding on a 20-oz. stick. Then they flipped for the break. Milo won the toss, so the break was his choice. They hadn’t decided on the game, but Colley suggested Eight Ball, otherwise known as Stripes and Solids. Milo, always an agreeable fellow, had no objections and let Colley have the break.

			Milo put some quarters in the money slot at the side of the table and pushed in the plunger. The balls dropped to an open box at the end of the table. He put them into the triangular rack and maneuvered it to the foot spot then deftly pulled away the rack leaving the balls neatly arranged in pyramid formation.

			While Milo was doing that, Colley chalked the tip of his cue. Milo backed away from the table and Colley stepped up to the rail. He positioned the cue ball behind the head string and stroked the cue stick hard to send the white ball slamming into the flat pyramid of object balls. The break scattered the balls around the table and even knocked the five ball into a corner pocket. Well, thought Colley, he actually managed to sink a ball on the break. Maybe things were beginning to look up. That brief feeling of optimism quickly dissipated when he missed the next shot. He sat down to his chili and let Milo have a go at it.

			Milo walked around the table surveying the arrangement of the balls looking to find where his best shot lay. He would be shooting stripes since Colley pocketed the solid five. He was in no hurry to shoot and he took his time as he considered each possible shot and calculated how to set up the following one.

			Colley watched Milo carefully planning his strategy for running the table. Colley liked Milo because Peter always seemed to be in good spirits—the vicissitudes of life never seemed to bother him. He was always pleasant, never seemed depressed. Milo was married to an attractive woman named Beth who worked as a manager at Shearson, Lehman & Co. They had a young daughter who was just starting high school. From all appearances they seemed like the ideal, picture-perfect, happy family. Colley admired the fact that Milo seemed to be totally content with his lot in life. It was as if Milo accepted all that life had handed him, found it totally agreeable, and wanted nothing more.

			Milo pocketed two balls then missed. It would seem that he was not in top form either. Nevertheless, the miss didn’t seem to bother him. He accepted it with good-natured resignation and stepped back to let Colley have his turn.

			Colley put down his beer and stepped up to the table. He studied the arrangement of the balls to calculate his next shot. As he was evaluating each possibility, a strange thought crept into his mind. He looked at the balls scattered in a random pattern across the table and it occurred to him that the game of pool was like a metaphor for life in general. The individual balls were the people, each ball outwardly alike yet at the same time each was different—the same shape but with different colors, numbers, stripes or solids. Colley thought to himself that people were like that, having two arms, two legs, one head et cetera, but differing in so many other ways.

			They all had their individual place on the planet and at certain moments all was still and calm, with every individual in place. Then suddenly, without warning, something came from nowhere to change all that. On the pool table it was a ball that bounced off the cushion or ricocheted off another ball to change the entire layout. In life it was other people who, acting with self-interest, moved to upset the status quo and create a whole new game situation.

			Colley pocketed the six ball, then the deuce, and was beginning to feel that maybe he was warming up, but then he missed the next shot. And so, it went with each making one or two shots before missing the next shot. Then Colley started to really warm up. He had a nice run, after which he found himself with only one ball remaining. Milo had two. All Colley had to do to win the game was sink his remaining ball then pocket the eight ball.

			Colley stood at one end of the table and looked down the green field at the two balls at the far end. One ball was the three; the other was the eight ball. The cue ball was at his end about six inches from the rail. It was a long shot but the three ball was close to the corner pocket and there were no other balls in between. It looked like a direct shot, and Colley felt a measure of confidence as he leaned over the table, stroked his stick, and shot the cue ball down the table. The cue ball hit the three ball slightly off the mark, so that it bounced off the cushion without going into a pocket.

			The miss was tough enough to take, but Colley grimaced when he saw what was going to happen next. The cue ball ricocheted off the three ball then careened off the cushion into the eight ball. This little collision sent the eight rolling gently into the opposite corner pocket. The eight ball sank out of sight with a resounding thud and Colley knew that he had just lost. He had pocketed the eight ball out of sequence and had lost the game. This was another incident that contributed to the doldrums of the day—another event that made him regret that he ever got out of bed that morning.

			The game was over and it was time to head back to work. Colley paid for both lunches and he and Milo parted and went their respective ways. Colley walked back to his office thinking that the exercise would do him good. As luck would have it, the clouds opened up and it started to rain. At first the rain came down in a drizzle then it turned into a mess of cold rain mixed with sleet. It was at this moment when he realized that he neglected to bring his umbrella. Another cloud had appeared, this time literally, to rain on his parade.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			When Colley got back to his office, he was wet. He took off his coat and as he was hanging it up he noticed a large manila envelope lying in the center of his desk. He was too far away to read the label and he wondered what it could be. It wasn’t there when he went to lunch and he wasn’t expecting any packages.

			He walked over to the desk, picked up the envelope and looked at the label. It was addressed to E.F. Wright at an office address in Washington, D.C. He didn’t recognize the name or the address. Attached to the envelope was a post-it note from Krammer saying, See Me! Colley wondered what this could be all about. Of course, there was only one way to find out so he walked to Krammer’s office, knocked on the open door and was beckoned in. Krammer was busy writing at his computer.

			“Did you want to see me about this John?” Colley asked.

			Krammer looked up from the screen and said, “Oh yeah, you’re supposed to deliver that to Washington today.”

			Colley was clearly puzzled by this. In all his years at the WNO he was never asked to step out of the office to deliver anything. Now out of the blue, he was supposed to go to Washington on the spur of the moment and drop off a package.

			

			“Today? It’s one o’clock. Wouldn’t it be better to wait until tomorrow?”

			“No,” Krammer replied, “They want it today. You can make it there before five, if you catch the Amtrak shuttle.”

			“Five? John that’s pretty late in the day. The office will probably be closed by then.”

			“No, it won’t. They know you’re coming and they’ll wait for you. You’d better take a cab to Penn Station.”

			“John, it’s raining out there. I’m not going to get a cab. They’re always taken on days like this.”

			“You’re saying that nobody can get a cab because everybody’s taking them?” Krammer said that in a breezy manner with a twinkle in his eye, but there was a hint of sarcasm in his voice. He had a way of poking holes in any argument with a quick verbal jab.

			“You know what I mean John, on days like this—”

			Krammer held up his hand, indicating silence. “Joyce will call for a car to pick you up. Wait for it downstairs in front of the building. Don’t worry, you’re not going to get your feet wet. She’ll also give you the fare money out of petty cash. I’m not sure how much the 
fare is. I think it’s about one-twenty, one way. Take two-hundred eighty. That should cover the cab, train fare, and give you 
supper money. Bring back what you don’t spend and receipts for what you do. Plan to come back tonight so we don’t have to spring for
 a hotel.”

			Colley did some quick mental calculations. He wasn’t very good at mental math. It always seemed to him that other people could do complicated addition, multiplication and subtraction in their heads, but Colley needed to work with figures on paper.

			“John, I don’t think that two-eighty is enough. I mean after paying for the cab and the trip down there and maybe supper—”

			“The people at the other end will give you whatever money you need to get back. Don’t worry about it.”

			

			“But why me? And why so sudden? What’s this all about anyway?”

			“Who knows? I’m sure they’ll explain everything when you deliver the package. You’d better get moving so you won’t miss the train. Stop by Joyce’s desk to get the money. Tell her I said it’s okay, and that later I’ll put it in writing for the books. By the way how well do you know D.C.? Do you know where that office is?”

			Colley shook his head. It had been a long time since he was in Washington and he never really understood the layout of the city anyway.

			“Here, I’ll draw you a map. It’s really very easy.”

			Krammer pulled a sheet of white paper from his desk drawer and began to draw a simple map. He explained to Colley how to go from Union Station to the address on the envelope. Fortunately, the two were close by. When he finished the map and the explanation, Krammer shifted his attention back to his monitor.

			Colley stood there for a minute. This was so strange, so bizarre. Why him? Why now? He wanted to know more, to ask something, but he wasn’t sure where to begin.

			“John, couldn’t this wait until tomorrow. It’s late and it’s raining and—”

			“Too late, Joyce has already made a reservation for you on the train.”

			Still, Colley stood there, hesitant to depart.

			Krammer looked up, annoyed with Colley’s inertia.

			“Stewart, just go, all right? Don’t make a big deal out of this. 
It’s just a package. The address is on it. You’ll have money and you know how to get there, so go!”

			With that there was no more to be said. Colley saw that it was pointless to ask questions because Krammer had turned him off and had returned to computer screen. There was no reason to hang around.

			He left Krammer’s office and walked over to Joyce Ritter’s desk. Joyce was busy entering numbers into a data sheet on her computer. She wasn’t a writer or an editor; her official title was Executive Administrative Assistant—Krammer being the Executive. She, however, kept the office running smoothly. She knew where everything was filed. She kept track of all, important upcoming events, staff vacations, and sick days. If there was any sort of administrative problem, she was the one to talk to about the solution. She was also in charge of travel vouchers and petty cash.

			Joyce was super-efficient in her duties and her person.
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