Synopsis:  What if Robert F. Kennedy is assassinated by a fledgling group of extremists who hypno-program Sirhan Bishara Sirhan?  This novel, the first in a series of Abigal Soloman Mysteries, shows how recent evidence discovered in Las Vegas in 1996 plunges fifty-five-year-old prison psychiatrist Soloman into a brainwashing and programming conspiracy group that has grown much larger than the one that killed Kennedy in the 1960s.  In the first part of the book, the history of the assassination of RFK is re-told through Soloman’s eyes as she de-programs her patient, Sirhan Sirhan.   The action covers actual historical events that took place in the 1940s, 50s and 60s, but the reader knows Abby is telling the story to prove that Sirhan was hypno-programmed.  The author bases this Manchurian Candidate theory upon interviews conducted with Dr. Martin Schorr, a San Diego Forensic Psychologist who testified at both the Sirhan Sirhan and Jack Ruby trials.  Thus, the theory of programmed hypnosis is not only possible but also, (according to Schorr and others) highly probable.  

In part two, Abby finds herself and her seventy-five-year-old mother, Sara, going to Las Vegas to infiltrate The Lord’s Avengers, a group that has perfected programmed assassination and much more.  Is Abby also a programmed victim of these sinister powers?  Who is behind the group and why are they creating havoc and hysteria around the world?  Sins of Darkness lets you answer these questions along with Abby and Sara Soloman—a most unlikely, but unusually adept detective partnership.  
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Dedication

To my wife, Ellen.  If Abby rings true, she was inspired by you. 

Get Audiogalaxy and install it.  Then, you can listen to this album as you read (better than the Wizard of Oz).

Music to read Sins of Darkness by:  Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon
Prologue:  The Auction

Vista Del Desierto Ranch, February 22, 2000.

At computer terminals in the Hotel Dar Al-Salam, on Sa’Adoun Street in Baghdad; the Jianguo Hotel, Jianguo Men Wai Da Jio, in Beijing; in Vienna’s Altstadt Raddison and in Moscow’s Aerostar; men with a great deal of money and political ambition were anxiously waiting for the show to begin in America.  The hook-up was clean, and the video was fast, secretly running off America’s new university Internet II system.

Arnold Pepper had the digital camera linked into Benjamin Rader’s VR experience, so that the online bidders could watch the entire action take place before they spent any money.  Victor Barborosa was online at another computer, eagerly anticipating the escalation of the numbers that would be keyed into the auction’s interactive Java( program.  He was to receive half of the money for his presidential campaign. 

“Okay, we’ll start now,” said Pepper, motioning for one of the robed ones to turn on the VR controls operating Benjamin’s reality.  

Benjamin was in the ring, sitting in the corner with his manager, a little man with a British accent and round glasses.  His arms were drenched with sweat, and he was breathing heavily.  The crowd was shouting all around him in the crammed arena, and he felt an inner excitement as he stared over at his opponent, a gigantic man wearing a scraggly beard and torn overalls.   “Kill ‘em, Benji!  Rip his heart out,” his manager told him, kneading his tired muscles with rubbing alcohol and toweling off his hairy chest.  

Although Benjamin Rader was seeing himself as a huge, muscular warrior with a mammoth physique, the bidders online around the world were seeing a different picture.  They were seeing the real Benjamin Rader, a rather short and slender businessman with a hairless chest and knobby knees.  He was the same person they could match-up with the faxed copy next to their keyboard.  They knew it had to be true.  These Americans had kidnapped the media mogul of the West Coast, and he was on display like a clown.  The fingerprints matched, the DNA sample matched.  It was he.  It was a sight to behold.  They chuckled and watched the little man wrestle his opponent, drop-kicking, running against the ropes and springing back out like he was shot from a slingshot, jumping on his opposition’s back from the top of the corner post, and they knew they wanted to contract with these people.  They knew the story about the slain Israeli leader, and they had seen the secret tapes of his assassin’s programming in action.  It was no secret what this device could do.  The bidding war began in earnest. 

1.   Alpha Stage

Ambassador Hotel, Los Angeles, June 4-5, 1968
 There he is on the stage. The cheering is thunderous! His wife up there with him. Both standing and waving. Smiling and smiling. Don't they know what tomorrow is? It's the anniversary of the Jewish slaughter of 200,000 men, women and children! That's what should be shouted from the podium! Not the drivel of a millionaire Jew-lover! 

Sirhan watched the commotion from the back row of the Embassy ballroom. It was after midnight.  He wore a gray sweater and blue jeans, and his hair was unruly.  He held a drink--a Tom Collins--in his right hand while his left hand was beating a steady rhythm against his leg to the drum beat of "Happy Days Are Here Again," being played over and over again on the loudspeaker system. 

 
Finally, the music came to a halt. The people in the audience were relatively quiet as Senator Kennedy was going to speak. "Mayor Yorty has just sent me a message that we have been here too long already." The audience roared with laughter--except for Sirhan--knowing Yorty was a Republican.  Bobby Kennedy lifted up his V-shaped fingers, and the crowd roared once more. "On to Chicago! Let's win there!" he shouted. 

 
The crush of the crowd was so great that Kennedy and his entourage were quickly being diverted through the service pantry. Yes, Sirhan could see the maitre d' as he gripped Kennedy's right hand and led him through the gold curtain behind the stage and down into the pantry. 

 
I guess I'll go home now, thought Sirhan, draining the last of his drink. He felt dizzy--it was his second drink and he was small. Not tough like his brother, Munir. Or his war veteran brothers. Just a lousy loser. A dropout loser who's not even an American. 

 
"My, I'm feeling a bit woozy," said a voice beside him. Sirhan turned to face a pretty young brunette--about twenty--wearing a polka-dot cocktail dress. "Could you get me some coffee?" she asked, smiling at Sirhan. 

 
Suddenly, Sirhan remembered he had left something important in his car. He ran over to a cocktail server and snatched a Styrofoam cup of coffee from the tray and brought it back to the girl. "Here, take this," he told her, "I have to go outside." 

 
Sirhan was parked near the servant's entrance, and it took him less than a minute to reach his car. He opened the trunk and took out a small handgun. He tucked it inside his belt strap and covered it with his sweater. Then he ran back into the hotel and headed straight for the pantry where his friend worked. Maybe George is working tonight, thought Sirhan, forgetting the gun for the moment. The lights were having a kaleidoscopic effect on his perception. It was like an acid trip, but he felt a concentrating strength gathering from somewhere deep inside. Kennedy. I need to see Kennedy. 

 
Bobby was walking slowly down the pantry gangway, shaking hands and smiling at everyone along the way. Former football great Rosy Grier walked just to the left of him, and hotel maitre d' Karl Uecker walked to his right. 

 
Sirhan was standing beside the large stainless steel serving carts, about twenty feet away from the senator, when he suddenly reached inside his belt and pulled out the Iver Johnson .22 caliber. Illuminati. Hero of my people! RFK must die! "Kennedy, you son of a bitch!" shouted Sirhan, and he fired two rapid shots. Bobby reeled backwards, flinging his right arm in front of his face for protection. Eight more shots rang out in rapid succession, and several people grabbed for Sirhan, but he was infused with inhuman power. DeSalvo. Illuminati hero. Kill Kennedy! Bobby grabbed the clip-on necktie of a security guard as he fell backwards to the concrete floor. His arms and legs were splayed out in a Christ-like pose, as blood began to form in a crimson halo around his blond head. 
 
Ethel Kennedy came rushing up to her husband. "Get out of my way," she shouted, as she pushed her way through the crowd. 

 
"Oh God, help me!" a voice screamed beside her. 

 
Ethel pushed him away. "Shut your mouth. Can't you see my husband has been shot?" 

 
"I've been hit too," said the voice. 

 
"Oh! I'm so sorry!" said Mrs. Kennedy. Then she turned her attention back to her husband, who was being offered a rosary by a young bus boy. Bobby clung to the rosary in his clenched fist. Ethel bent down to hear something from his lips. 

 "Am I going to die?" asked Bobby. 

 "No, my darling! We'll get you some help right away," his wife sobbed into his suit lapel. 

 
Three men were attacking Sirhan, trying to wrestle the gun from his hand. "Watch out!" shouted Rosy Grier, "he's got his finger on the trigger!" 

 
Finally, George Plimpton got Sirhan's right arm and began to smash it--with all his strength--against the solid steel-serving tray, as Karl Uecker held Sirhan down. Only after several moments did the gun finally fall from Sirhan's fingers. "Shit! He's got super-strength!" Plimpton yelled. 

 
In a daze, Sirhan was led away by five men. Sirhan's head was forced down into a police car because his hands were handcuffed tightly behind his back.
 
"Where am I?" Sirhan asked. The officers of the Los Angeles Police Department stared straight ahead, ignoring the young man behind them.

* * *

Stanford University, August 12, 1971.  The students and one psychologist were standing around a young woman who was begging the others to let her get out of the experiment.   They were grad students in psychology in performance as “prison psychologists” to students who were participating in an experiment that was later called a “ground-breaking study in the causes of mental cruelty.” It offered the world a videotaped demonstration of how ordinary people--middle-class college students--could do things they would have never believed they were capable of doing. It seemed to say, as Hannah Arendt said of Adolf Eichmann, that normal people could take ghastly actions. 

Moments before, several young men--dressed in khaki uniforms and wearing reflector sunglasses that hid their eyes--were herding a larger group of men down a hallway. The latter were dressed in shapeless smocks that exposed their pale legs and the chains that bound one ankle of each man to another. Paper bag blindfolds covered their heads. 

Abigail Soloman’s stomach reacted first. She felt queasy and instinctively turned her head away. Her peers, other academic psychologists, noticed her flinch. "What's the matter?" they teased.

“I think I’ve been held prisoner against my will,” she said, holding her hands to her mouth.  “These men don’t deserve to go through all this!  I can’t stand this!” The young graduate student and honors researcher began to lunge at the psychology Professor, Philip Zimbardo, who was in charge of the experiment.  “You can’t do this to them!  I’ll see that you lose your license!”

Two of the pretend guards grabbed Ms. Soloman by the arms and dragged her out of the hallway and outside the building.  One of her fellow graduate students, Melissa Proctor, followed her outside.  The boys seated her on a bench near the stairs to the classrooms.  “Are you okay now?”  the taller boy asked, handing Soloman his handkerchief.

Melissa sat down beside her roommate of two years.  “Abby?  Where were you for those two weeks when you said you were visiting your parents?  Your mother called me and told me your father was dead.  She said she hadn’t seen you once.  Where were you?”

Sobbing, Abby Soloman shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I have no memory of where I was.  Am I going mad, Issa?”

A young man walked up to them and held his hands down to Abby.  She took them and stood up.  “Drake, what are you doing here?”

“I knew you’d come to your senses.  When are you going to give up on saving the world, Abby Soloman?” Drake Winston, the 21-year-old law student asked.  

2.   Soledad, 1979

I don't think of myself as a killer, I'm just a human being, like everybody else. . . . Sirhan Sirhan, Soledad Prison, 1979

My name is Abigail Soloman.  I first became interested in the case of Sirhan Bishara Sirhan when I was the psychiatrist for Soledad Prison in Soledad, California. It was my third year at that facility, having recently been discharged from the Israeli Army in 1975. I received my medical degree from Stanford University's School of Medicine, where I had been a reluctant undergraduate member of the now famous "Stanford Prison Experiment," and my traumatic experience there caused me to go deeper into the psychology of prison confinement, eventually resulting in my job at Soledad after my military service.  There are many weeks during my college years that I cannot remember.  I have no idea what caused this, but my temporary amnesia led to more self-reflection and study.  At 28, I was the youngest psychiatrist ever to serve at Soledad--and the first woman. 

 
It was 1979, and I had just read the investigative book by William W. Turner and Jonn G. Christian, The Assassination of Robert F. Kennedy, and several things about this book intrigued me. First of all, the authors believed that Sirhan Sirhan was a victim of an unscrupulous plan by right-wing conservatives who wanted to kill Kennedy. They even mentioned names of people they believed could be suspects behind the plot. 

 
I must admit I was amused. I was certain that Sirhan was simply one of those young Arab nationalists who became so easy to hate during the Six-Day War when I served as a military psychiatrist in the Israeli Army. I had interviewed hundreds of these prisoners of war, and they all proved to be cowards as captives, sniveling and hiding in corners, saying, "Yes sir," and "No sir," and basically renouncing all that had caused them to enlist in their noble jihad in the first place. However, as soon as we released them, they would be back in their communities, taking sniper shots at soldiers from the Golan Heights, or shooting up and bombing buses full of Jewish school children in Jerusalem. Arabs, I knew, were cowardly fighters, afraid of direct confrontation. It is well known that most of the Jordanians during the combat deserted their tanks when they discovered our jets could fire heat-seeking missiles that rarely missed their mark. 

 
About the only interesting military decision I was in on during the Six-Day War in 1967 occurred after the war, when it was my suggestion that women not be permitted to serve in front line combat units. General Moshe Dyan looked over the post-war conference table at me, with his black-patched eye twitching, and chuckled audibly as I told him about how the Arabs had refused to surrender their weapons when greeted by search and destroy platoons of Israeli soldiers, which had women in their ranks. It was, I explained, a serious insult to an Arab to have to surrender to a woman. 

 
Dyan replied, still laughing, "You American shrinks, you're all alike. You think sex and gender motivates men. Perhaps we should put dresses on all our men. Then we could receive combat pay a little while longer!" 

 
This was a typical example of my military experience. You see, I was responsible for those in the military who could not quite fit into the regimental design. This included all types of antisocial and even sociopathic men who thrived in combat until they were caught disfiguring bodies or looting civilian homes. Other men I examined for possible discharge were fearful and sometimes extremely intelligent and who often saw the bigger picture beyond national conflicts, but the military simply did not have the patience or the tolerance to put up with them. Such is the job of the psychiatrist in the military.  However, today, women do not serve in Israeli combat units. 

 
It may be enlightening for you to understand what one of my professional brothers said was the major reason men enjoyed war, and he was part of World War Two, what my father used to call the war to mend all wars. As a psychiatrist in the European Theater of Operations, he had the theory, after interviewing hundreds of combat vets, that men sought war because it was the only time they could feel totally free. Ironic, yet true. The responsibilities of family, and the boring drudgery of daily civilian life really took its toll, this doctor said, until men decided war was much more exciting and unpredictable. That is why so much valorous myth had been built up around war and conflict. From King Arthur to John Wayne, from George Patton to John F. Kennedy, most cultures have some type of myth of how war creates true heroes and fuses men in a way that nothing else could ever hope to do.

 
For my own part, I believed Shakespeare's Falstaff was correct when he looked around the battlefield, saw all the dead soldiers, and exclaimed, "Honor pricks me on. Yea, but how if honor prick me off when I come on? How then? Can honor set to a leg? No. Or an arm? No. Or take away the grief of a wound? No. Honor hath no skill in surgery, then? No. What is honor? A word. What is in that word honor? What is that honor? Air." There you have it. Most of what men fight for in this world is just that: hot air. 

 I have remained single because of my choice to remain in civilian combat. I prefer the excitement of dating different men and comparing their various personalities against my own. It is rather the same reason men go to war. I see true freedom as remaining independent and pursuing each man as a separate conquest.  My work shelters me from the mundane in life. And the quest I started after interviewing Sirhan's father became my own personal war, complete with enemies and daily dangers all its own. 

 
But first, let me take you back to when I first met Sirhan, the son of Bishara, the assassin of one Robert Francis Kennedy, who was, some say, the last Liberal hope of the Democratic Party. As prison psychiatrist, I was able to interview and treat a variety of inmates at Soledad, a maximum-security prison, filled to the brim with just about every kind of psychological problem in the world. Most of the men I counseled, however, had to be treated to keep from going insane because of boredom. Because, despite the movies coming out of Hollywood, prison life is not a romantic adventure filled with riots, banging cups on bars, and daily escape attempts. No, prison forces men to gaze upon their own subconscious realities, and they either learn to cope with the daily boredom or they shatter into the fractured mirror of schizophrenia. 

 
The year was 1979, and Sirhan had already served almost ten years behind bars, with two years, nine months and 26 days of that time on San Quentin's death row.  The California Supreme Court struck down the death penalty as "cruel and unusual punishment," and it was then that he was sent to Soledad and to me. 

 
Sirhan was not the only notable killer I have treated. Perhaps you recall Mister Juan Corona, who was convicted of murdering 25 farm workers and burying their mutilated bodies in the Feather River Valley? I was able to diagnose him as an incurable paranoid and he today exists on Prozac and Demerol, huddling inside his little cell on the Protective Housing Unit, whispering garbled Spanish and shaking his head incomprehensibly. 

 
In 1979, Sirhan and Juan were the only ones out of the 124 prisoners who could move, between single-bed cells, a barred and narrow commons area, and a small recreation yard where they remained segregated from the rest of the prison. These were the lifers, the men who existed merely to read, to reflect on what they had done, and to hope (usually without purpose) that their parole day would lead to a release. 

 
When I interviewed Sirhan for the first time, he was living on the third tier of the PHU 1. An armed guard always escorted me when I did my psychological interviews. That day it was a tall and lanky young man with a surfer's good looks, whose nametag said "Josh Weathers." Josh was my escort, and he always stayed ahead of me to open each of the eight locked doors, including the last one, a barred gate that could be opened only by Josh and one other guard, who was constantly on duty at this post. Both of the men have to turn keys inside the steel lock in a single, synchronous motion. 

 
Finally, I was inside Sirhan's cell. Josh stood at the door and watched us. I was a real anomaly to these men. Affirmative Action had finally taken hold in the California civil service, and the Warden, Samuel Jaspers, who handpicked me out of 145 applicants for the job, touted me as a “break-through for women’s rights”. He went on to say at the press conference that I had "a military career distinguished in battle, and the loving heart of a true healer." 

 
I already mentioned my distinction in the 1967 war, and now I was face-to-face with a man who was my mortal enemy. Sirhan's hair was thick, black and wavy; his skin was the color of untreated leather. Short, deep lines furrowed down from either side of his nose. He was a small man, hard in the shoulders and arms, and the smile began to spread across his face as I sat down in the chair beside his cot. 

 
"I have made peace with myself, ma'am," he said, "and with my God. And I've indicated my desire to make peace with all of humanity. Even those Jews." 
 
I felt something cringe inside me. I tried to make my face look interested, but I was a long way from where I am today. This man was the murderer of a man who had defended this type of social outcast all his life--and how was he repaid? Sirhan was reported to have been a thin little blur that night in the pantry--burnished skin, black disheveled curls. He shouted: "Kennedy, you son of a bitch!" He then pointed his small black .22 caliber Ivor-Johnson revolver at Kennedy's head, and fired, and Kennedy went down.  One witness said the expression on Sirhan's face bore into his memory forever--"a very sick-looking smile."

 
Sirhan continued to smile at me. "A routine of monotony. Period. You just wake up in the morning, they feed you, and you have a lockup. One side of the PHU comes out one day . . . you feel like, like some kind of Pavlovian animal."

 
The heavy midmorning light of the Salinas Valley comes through the conference room where I do my daily assessment forms, but in Sirhan's cell everything was a dull gray. His window was barred. The pane was tattersalled with lead, so that even if shattered the glass would cling in place in shards. Sirhan wore a white T-shirt, blue jeans and a solid prison-issue belt around his narrow waist. 

 
That first day, Sirhan sounded like all the Arab prisoners I had interviewed during the war. They whined like remorseful saints, all the while plotting what they would do when they got out. 

 
He said he did not eat breakfast. He said he was too nervous too eat. He wondered if I could give him something for his nerves. He said he would like to make it known that he was remorseful, that he believed it was wrong to kill another human being, that he felt sorrow at having murdered a father and a husband. 

 
He also told me he had been in prison long enough.  I was one of the only people who could have asked him what I then asked him, "What do you remember from your childhood?"

When I asked Sirhan this question, my own mind became flooded with visions.  My father’s funeral had shattered my consciousness with dark images and shapes of fearful omen.  My missing two weeks after I returned to Stanford also had given me many nightmares about a huge man with a beard staring down at me from above, like a monstrous dark angel, and I would often wake up screaming.  It seemed I had a lot in common with my patient, as if some unseen force had drawn me to him. 

 
What follows is my recreation of what Sirhan told me on that day and on many days after that. I have also included evidence I have uncovered through interviews of important people close to this case. As his psychiatrist, I was able to place my patient under hypnosis and to finally determine what had happened in Sirhan's life that he had repressed deep within his subconscious. In other words, Sirhan was de-programmed, and I was able to unlock many secrets about the events before and after 1968 that have never been told. 

 
My father, Aaron, was a journalist all of his life. He wrote for the Washington Post and the Los Angeles Times until his premature death on my twenty-first birthday--he was forty-seven. My mother, Sara, still lives in Los Angeles, all alone--and liking it, thank you--with her two Siamese cats, Shamesh and Golda. We see each other only on major holidays.  

 
When my father died, so did my mother's spirit. And my spirit? My spirit has gone with the check I have sent her each and every payday, just because he loved her. I hope that what I have created would have pleased my father because he would have certainly looked over my work with the scrutiny of a veteran news hound. I can still hear his voice, "Cookie," he would call me because when I was little I looked like a round, edible torte, "Cookie, when you write you must remember--even God wrote a second draft of the Ten Commandments. Without a re-write, you just won't have a story with human interest. And human interest is what sells papers!"  Well, Pop, if you're listening, I am doing what you said. But if the powers who are behind this continue to pursue me, I may become one of the many found dead people who dared to possess evidence about the assassinations.  This is a report of what I got from witnesses’ and the Sirhan family’s memories. 

* * *

Pasadena, California, 1952.  The incessant sound of water running awakened Bishara Sirhan from his nap. "I don't know how much more I can stand. First it's little Aida flushing the toilet for four hours. And now it is one of the boys in the back yard. They think they are wasteful Americans now. I will show them what I can waste!"

 
Bishara got up from the queen-sized bed donated to the family by the First Nazarene Church on Lake Avenue and put on his tarbush. It had been almost six months, and the elder of the Sirhan family was still wearing his native Palestinian dress: long white robes, open-toed leather sandals and a woven, white turban draped around his graying head. 

 
Inside the little dining room leading out to the yard, Bishara met his wife, Mary, who was carrying a load of wash in from the Laundromat down the street. She carried the basket on top of her dark hair, which was braided into a large topknot--Middle-Eastern style--making a supporting cushion for the plastic basket full of clothes. She was a thin, big-boned and haunting woman, with dark, brooding eyes and short, stumpy-looking legs. She watched her husband as he hurried past her, and immediately shook her head in exasperation. 

 
"Bishara, why are you going out there?" Mary asked in Arabic. "I thought you were taking a nap."
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Bishara gnashed his teeth as he pushed open the screen-door leading into the backyard. He didn't bother to answer his wife; he seemed to have more important things on his mind. His short, thinly stooped body moved over the burnt grass like an attacking weasel. When he reached the offending party, his hand shot out and snatched the spraying garden hose from the small child's hands.

 
"Sirhan, I told you not to waste water," the father yelled, in slowly enunciated Arabic. "Water is a precious gift from God, and we cannot waste our gifts."

 
Adel, the eldest son of the sons living in the United States, was wearing American Levis and a white tee shirt with "Rock Around the Clock" printed on the front. He often stood-up for his little brother Sirhan when these confrontations occurred. But unlike his father, Adel spoke perfect English. "But we are not in Palestine, Father. This is America, and many children play on their front lawns with the water hoses. When will we be Americans, Father?" 

 
Bishara Sirhan walked briskly over to the faucet against the white-stuccoed, two-bedroom house and shut off the water. "How can we be Americans when Americans are not Americans," he instructed, in his British-educated English. "It says in their constitution, 'Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness.' But when I seek employment, all I get are questions about my life in Jerusalem, and I get no job. Where is my life? Where is my liberty? And does it make them happy to pursue me?"

 "Papa, water!" Sirhan screamed, standing in the middle of a big mud puddle. His brown, scrawny six-year-old body was bare except for a pair of training pants that his mother bought at the Amvets Store because of his bed-wetting, and his black eyes flashed up at his father like sparkling pieces of coal. "I want water!" 

 
By this time, Mary was standing outside also, and her lips were pursed, ready for a confrontation. She wore a gaudy, thrift-store muumuu, with orange flowers sprinkled all over its print, and black thongs on her callused feet. It was summertime in Pasadena, California, and Mrs. Sirhan had done her best to look Californian. 

 
"I'll give you water, you wasteful little bastard!" Bishara screamed, and he turned the faucet handle until the hose sprayed a thick jet of water at little Sirhan, hitting him directly in the face. 

 
"Wah! Mama!" screamed Sirhan, running and slipping toward his mother. Mary grabbed up her son and turned to go into the house. 

 
"If you take that boy inside, I swear wife, I will leave this family forever, and I will never return again!" Bishara shouted, the veins in his neck standing out like blue worms. 

 
Bishara Sirhan left his family that same day, stuffing his clothes, two cartons of Camel cigarettes, and his red alarm clock, into a large duffle bag, with El-Al Airways printed on the front in blazing blue letters. The taxi driver let Bishara have a slug of whiskey when he heard about his tale of hardship in America, and Bishara was thankful for the first time in many months. 

 
"America is for women. All those fancy electric vacuums, supermarkets, beauty shops and television. There is no room for honest, hard-working men like me. Let her have her precious Saadhallah and Sharif--the war heroes--ha! The Egyptians are cowards. That's why we lost the war. And the Russians won't support our struggles for freedom. That's how my sons were wounded. I hope they take care of them. I will move to New York. I hear that New York will not ask questions about your nationality. It has a tradition of accepting foreigners. The Statue of Liberty. I remember seeing her from our aircraft when we landed at the airport to visit our relatives in Queens. Yes, New York will be better for me. Say, taxi man! Let me have another drink of your whiskey. What did you say your name is? O'Laughlin? It's Irish? Glad to know you, O'Laughlin. I am Bishara Sirhan, a Palestinian refugee. I have no family, but I will give your America another chance. If she does not agree with me, I will go back to Jerusalem." 

* * *

 
The sun was going down in a smoggy blaze of glory, as Mary Sirhan sat on the front porch with her four children. Now she was without her husband, and it would take at least another year before she could get the church to sponsor her two older boys into America. The times were hard, but she was working for the Presbyterian Church's Nursery School as a housekeeper. The job paid only two hundred dollars a week, but they gave her lunches and breakfasts, and her youngest--Sirhan, Aida and Munir--could stay there with her for free. Her children would all be back in school soon, and then things should be back to normal. 

 
Little Sirhan held tightly to the end of his mother's dress as he sat in his soiled training pants and pushed a red fire engine up and down the porch steps. He let out a wailing siren's call every few minutes that caused Mrs. Sirhan to say, "Shush!" to him, and Sirhan smiled devilishly up at her. 

 
The other three children were playing tag in the front yard of the little bungalow on Lake Avenue, as the busy street traffic rushed by them, oblivious to these children who were without their father. 

 
The Sirhans would be without many material things in their new country, America, but they were choosing their own destiny--just as the pioneers had chosen to move from the crowded northern cities to the gold-rich West. But these new pioneers from the Middle East were afraid of the looks of pity, anger and fear that they got from most of these Americans in Pasadena, California. Even the church's brothers and sisters made a point of never visiting in person. They were safe inside the church, and the Sirhans were accepted, as they all shouted out, "Praise Jesus!" and "I testify to God!" in clear English words that echoed through the halls of the church like those voices of the pioneer ghosts. It was only Reverend Clarence Bell who came out to collect the forty dollars payment on the rent each week. The rest of the Americans kept a safe distance away from these new, dark-complected strangers who spoke with such a strange-sounding accent. 

 
The children in the neighborhood and at the schools would talk to the Sirhan children, but there would often be confrontations. "You wore those old clothes yesterday," they would taunt, or, "Dirty A-rabs! My daddy says you cheat us all out of oil. Why don'tcha go back to the desert where you belong? Whatcha gotta stink up our town for?" 

 
Adel, Munir, Aida and Sirhan eventually learned how to combat the racist taunts of these young America hoodlums. Adel learned to play music on the oud, the Arab guitar; Munir learned to fight with a fierceness that was near legend all over John Muir High School; and Aida and Sirhan succeeded in pleasing their teachers because they became straight-A students. 

 
However, none of the Sirhans ever became American citizens. They held on to their Jordanian citizenship as if it were a link with their identities. They were taught by their mother, Mary, that the Jews had caused them to move out of their homeland and that these so-called chosen people were nothing more than money-grabbers and war-mongering pagans who probably ran around naked and burnt smelly sheep inside their silly temples, while good Christians like the Sirhans kept peacefully to themselves and waited patiently for the Savior to return once more and finally judge the truly wicked of the world--of whom the Jews, Mary said, "were the most wicked of all--next to murderers, rapists and other law-breakers." 

 
On the night their father left them, the Sirhans all slept together on Mary's queen-sized bed and watched the most popular television show of the decade, I Love Lucy. Adel showed some astuteness when he commented that evening about Ricky Ricardo's accent. "He talks worser than we do, Mama. Why does everybody just laugh at him?" 

 
Mary Sirhan did not answer because she was thinking about her wedding night with Bishara, when she was a thirteen-year-old virgin. She could again feel the young man's hands as they gently held her frightened face in their strong grip. 

 
Mary dreamed about having sex with her husband, and she cried out in her sleep twice during the night. Little Sirhan dreamed about a giant black snake that wanted to drown him in its spraying venom. He could not understand why his heart raced and his body became soaked with sweat. When his mother cried, Sirhan cried also, and the two clutched each other like the wrestlers who grappled on Channel 5 after I Love Lucy.

* * *

 
That night inside the Greyhound Bus Terminal on Colorado Boulevard Bishara Sirhan slept all alone. The whiskey had made him sleepy, and his bus was not due until four in the morning. 

 
Bishara dreamt about the Jordan River. He remembered the day he was baptized a Christian by the British missionaries who promised that Jesus was a God of peace and non-violence and that if he learned to forgive, Jesus would come into his life forever. 

 
In his dream, Bishara saw the Christ being baptized along with him, and both he and Jesus were submerged into the warm waters of the ancient Jordan. But when Jesus came out of the water, all that was left was a bone-white skeleton with the Zionist Star of David emblazoned upon the forehead of Jesus' skull. Bishara yelled out in his sleep, and a nearby sailor had to tell him to be quiet.  

* * *

May 2, 1968

 
The cafeteria was full of students. Sirhan sat with a group near the windows; a dark gray cloud of cigarette smoke hovered over his group like an ominous warning to others that this was a table for foreigners. Tables were pulled randomly together, and they were covered with empty trays filled with hamburger wrappers, paper cups, coke-soaked copies of the PCC Press, a collection of Arabic and Hindi newspapers, and several ashtrays. 

 
Sirhan Bishara Sirhan was one of the focal points at this table. He was conversing with three dark-complected girls about a book he was reading on mentalism by Madame Blavatsky.

 
One of the girls was particularly entranced by his speech because she was busily taking notes in her school binder, looking up at him from time to time with enormous hazel eyes, crossing and re-crossing her shapely legs, sending messages of sexual attraction to Sirhan with her body. The other girls seemed to be there merely to kill time between periods of boring classes in math or science.

 
Sirhan's tenor voice penetrated the din of chaos like a knife blade of keen insight. He was getting mostly D's in his classes of biology, American History, math and English--not because his grades were low--but because he missed so many classes.

 Attendance at junior college was required. Even though he received A's on his tests, missing classes dropped Sirhan's grade. Sirhan worked full-time as the landscape gardener on the estate of famous cardiologist Dr. Maxwell Goldbloom in San Marino, and Sirhan also had to take care of his sister, Aida, who had contracted fatal leukemia and had come home to die.

 
Aida left her American-born husband to live out her final days with her family in Pasadena. The Sirhans now lived at 238 Ranier Street, a three-bedroom house they were buying on wages earned from Mary Sirhan's nursery school job, Adel Sirhan's nightclub music gigs, and Sirhan's landscaping employment.

 
Sharif and Saadhallah, the older brothers, were both unemployed, spending whatever they could "earn" at the nearby Santa Anita or Hollywood Park Race Tracks, and on women, beer, and marijuana and, sometimes, on tabs of the new hallucinogenic street drug called LSD.

 
"The mind can control anything," Sirhan said, furrowing his dark eyebrows in concentration. "I am able to condition my real, unconscious mind to do anything I want it to do. For example, I got an A on my quiz in history because I convinced my inner mind that I could study and learn the facts I needed to know. I learned three chapters of information in ten minutes! It's a kind of self-hypnosis. The unconscious mind is the true controlling mechanism of all our actions."

 
Sirhan was madly gesticulating, his arms waving over the table like a revivalist preacher, his skinny body shaking with energetic emotion.  "It's all about the instincts. For example, advertisers try to make you think you can't get a girlfriend unless you wear their cologne or buy their model of car. They know how to appeal to the unconscious, instinctual drives so you'll buy their products."

 
The young woman stopped taking notes and bit down on the tip of her pencil's eraser. What Sirhan was saying intrigued her immensely. She was seventeen years old and her father, a psychologist, had died when she was ten, so any man who spoke with conviction about the mind fascinated her. But Sirhan's darkly handsome features and curly hair attracted her in another, more instinctual way.

 
"But the instincts aren't all bad, are they?" she asked, leaning slightly forward so that he could see the globular recesses of heaven. "Sexuality is an instinct that preserves our entire species. Cologne just helps people come together faster, that's all."

 
"Faster!" Sirhan exploded, "They don't even stop to think about who they're doing it with. That's what I mean about animal behavior. A rooster in the hen yard doesn't care whom he does it to. It doesn't matter. But a man...well, a man can really get into hot water with the wrong woman, if you know what I mean."

 
The girl smiled. "You mean, I could be the wrong woman?" she asked, fingering the border of her red, low-cut tank top.

 
Sirhan stared down at the girl's protruding breasts for a moment, then he laughed. "No! Of course not! Say, would you like to go out to a movie with me tonight? There's a show playing that tells about some scientists who voyage inside the human body. Are you taking biology? That would be a good show to see for biology, wouldn't it?"

 
The girl squirmed in her seat and glanced over at the two other females. "Why, you don't even know my name and I don't know yours."

 
Sirhan reached down and took the girl's hands in his own. "Didn't I just hear you say that sexual attraction brings men and women together? If that's true, then why do we have to have names?"

 
"Why indeed!" said the girl, putting away the notebook inside her backpack. "I'll meet you over at Bob's Big Boy at seven. I have to pick my little brother up at school first. Then I have to put on some of those advertiser's gimmicks--you know, earrings, perfume, nylons--instinctual appetizers for the male ego."

 
Sirhan puffed out his chest a little. "Sure, I'll see you at the Big Boy at seven. Take it easy, honey. By the way, I'm Sirhan."

 
The girl stood in front of him, perhaps a half-inch shorter, at five-feet-six, with raven hair, a long, Mediterranean nose and full lips. "Sirhan, my name is Becky. I'm so glad to meet you! And I'll see you at seven p.m. It was very nice talking to you!"

 
Sirhan was able to get his big brother's 1952 Chevrolet Bel-Aire by promising to wash and wax it for him that Saturday. He also told Aida about his date with this college coed. "Even though she is not from the middle-east," Sirhan said, "she knows the differences between men and women." His sister looked up at him with her tired eyes and smiled. "Don't be so certain, little brother. Differences sometimes go much deeper than sex."

 
He met Becky right on time at the restaurant; she was sitting at a booth near a side window in the back, which looked out over Colorado Boulevard across from the college. Students strolled by on the sidewalk, and Becky watched them as she sipped on a malted. Sirhan startled her as he came up.

 
"Hey, Becky! How about a cheeseburger before we go to the movies? Are you hungry? That's another instinct we didn't mention."

 "Sure, I'm game. But we'll have to hurry, the show begins at seven-thirty."

 
Sirhan sat down in the seat across from his date and smiled. "Don't worry, woman. We can put food into our bodies then we can watch people get shrunk down and injected into someone else's body. That's what I call a real exploration of inner space!"

 
Becky laughed. "I hope that's not all we explore, Sirhan," she said, her face turning scarlet.

 
"I'm certain it won't be, my lady!" Sirhan said.

* * *

 
After the movie, Sirhan decided to take his date to the mansion of his employer, Dr. Goldbloom, on San Marino Place. He knew the residence had huge willows, tall elms and a cascading fountain within the three-acre yard, which made it a great make-out spot. Besides, the old Jew would still be at his temple on Friday night. All those rich Jews probably sat around and added up the money they took from all the poor people's pockets.

 
As Sirhan drove the old Chevy up into the mansion's yard, Becky cuddled next to him in the driver's seat. And when he finally parked the car under a giant willow tree, she was practically in his lap.

 
Sirhan instinctively reached down and squeezed the girl's breast. He was amazed when she let out a contented sigh. His sister, Aida, always screamed whenever he or his brothers accidentally brushed against her breasts.

 
Moments passed, and as they began to kiss passionately, a long dark Cadillac pulled up behind them and honked. Sirhan had Becky's bra off by then, and his pants were down around his ankles. When he heard the honk, Sirhan's head immediately turned around to glower fiercely into the Caddie's bright headlights. His mind was a burst of visions from his childhood: naked Palestinian women's breasts being cut-up by Zionist soldiers holding flashlights and laughing uproariously.

 
"Shit! It's old man Goldbloom, my boss. The stinking kike must be home early. You know, Becky, I could own a place like this if it weren't for these goddamned Jews. Everywhere they go they buy up everything! And if they don't buy it with their money, they steal it from you with weapons they get from the United States."

 
When Sirhan finished pulling his pants back up, he was astonished to see that his date had left the car and now stood outside, enraged, her hands on slim hips, as she stared back at him in the moonlight.

 
"Becky, what's wrong? Are you scared of that Goldbloom? He won't bother us; I work for him."

 
The girl's face was twisted into an angry, confused scowl. "You . . . you didn't know, did you? Why you stupid, racist bastard! I'm a Jew, Sirhan. A yid. A kike. A hymie. Can't you see my horns? And my tail. My tail's curled around inside my underwear. I was going to choke you with it after you had your way with me!"

 
Rebecca marched over to the dark Caddie and spoke a few words to Goldbloom. Then she got inside, slammed the door shut, and Sirhan's boss began to back up. The last thing Sirhan saw was Becky's middle finger sticking up in front of her pretty face.

* * *

 
Sirhan sat next to his sister's bed and watched her breathe. She was becoming much thinner, and her dark face had lost the roundness he remembered from their youth together in Jerusalem. She had always been optimistic about their new life in the U.S., and she was the first to marry an American and leave home. Now she had returned home to die because her American husband did not want to watch her waste away to nothing. He was ashamed of disease, as if Aida were a reflection of his modern lifestyle. Sirhan thought this was ironic. They came to America because of its opportunities and its medical care. But their father had left them to return to Palestine because he couldn't find work, and Aida's husband had deserted her in her hour of need.

 
Sirhan gave Aida a shot of morphine when the pain got too unbearable, and he watched as the muscles in her face relaxed; but he could not soothe the heartache he knew she felt inside.

 
As Sirhan watched his sister's tortured breathing, he remembered the final breaths of his older brother, Munir, as he lay in the dirt road of Jerusalem, a victim of the Battle for Palestine in 1948. His present younger brother, Munir, was sent by God to replace the lost boy, or so his mother said.

 
In a strange way, Aida was a victim in the Battle for America, and both she and Sirhan had lost the first skirmish. But the war was not over. The Jews in America had infiltrated the movies and the news media, and now John Kennedy had appointed a Jewish Zionist--Goldberg--as Ambassador to the United Nations so that Israel was being portrayed as the underdog in the Middle East.

 
But as he watched his dying sister, Sirhan knew who the real persecuted people were in America, and he made a promise to himself that he would fight back against Jewish and American repression with all his mind and spirit from that moment forward. Sirhan Bishara Sirhan closed his eyes and began to repeat a few phrases to himself, over and over, the way Madame Blavatsky instructed in her book. "I will be master of my own life. I will never give up the struggle against the Zionist-American conspiracy. The truth will set me free!"

3.   A Company Job

In 1954, the Central Intelligence Agency began "Project Artichoke," the code name for a study done to see if people could be programmed by hypno-conditioning to assassinate others on command. Dr. William Joseph Bryan, Jr., following his tour of duty working with Korean prisoners of war, was chosen by the CIA to spearhead this Top Secret project. The scientists and study "subjects" (mostly prisoners from federal penitentiaries) were headquartered in Los Angeles County, in a small warehouse just outside Pasadena near the Rose Bowl. 

 
Bill Bryan was initially very pessimistic about being able to accomplish such grandiose objectives, as he was still certain that human beings could not be programmed to do anything that they would not do in a waking state. However, as the months of experimentation proved, there were subjects who were extremely receptive to hypno-conditioning and psychological brainwashing, and Dr. Bryan gradually reversed his earlier scientific opinion.

 
His new confidence, however, was never communicated to the general public. He kept the information strictly on a "need to know basis," and nobody outside of the CIA was informed. 

           The RHIC-EDOM (Radio-Hypnotic Intracerebral Control--Electronic Dissolution of Memory) file was kept underground at CIA Headquarters in Arlington, Virginia. Only three men had access to the hardware that came out of the development of the RHIC-EDOM: Dr. William Joseph Bryan, Jr., Assistant CIA Director, Victor Marchetti, and FBI Director, J. Edgar Hoover. However, only Dr. Bryan would ever use the equipment on living subjects.

 
Elmore Seals, a first-degree murder convict, was first given a sedation of codeine, a drug mild enough to put the subject--who was six feet four, 225 pounds--into a receptive state, so that Dr. Bryan could finally go to work on him. Seals was sitting in a padded leather swivel chair, his massive black arms hanging limp at his sides, and Bryan was directly across from him, his six-foot, three-hundred-pound body sucking-up the stool like bread dough. A CIA lab tech, Rick Browers, was there to take notes and administer the RHIC-EDOM when called upon to do so. 

 
The electronic equipment was kept away from the subject's view until Bryan felt Seals was sufficiently under hypnosis. Bryan first shined a small flashlight in front of the convict's dark-brown, whiskey-colored eyes, and said, "It's time to relax now, Elmore. You can only see the light. Focus all your attention on this light. It is the center of your being. You can relax now because the light relaxes you. It makes your eyelids very heavy."

 
Seals began to blink his eyes slowly. "I . . . I don't know, Doc," he said. "The guys say you all crazy over here." 

 
"No, Elmore, forget about the guys. You are serving your country. You are making your mother proud. You can relax now, and let me take over. The light is making your eyelids heavier and heavier. As I count backward from ten, you will slowly begin to fall into a deep sleep. With each number, you will get sleepier and sleepier." 

 
"Okay, Doc," Seals said, "I hear you."

 
"Ten . . . nine . . . eight . . . seven"

 
Seals' eyes were closed. 

 
"Six . . . five . . . four . . . three"

 
Seals' head drooped down and hung limply, his bearded chin resting on his massive chest. 

 
"Two . . . one . . . now you are fast asleep, Elmore, but you can still hear my voice. My voice will be soothing to you, and you will be happy to do what I say. You are a hero for the United States, and the Parole Board will like what you've done." 

 
A wide grin broke across the twenty-five-year-old's face. 

 
Bryan nodded to Browers that he was ready for the electronic equipment. Browers moved quietly into the back room.

 
"We are going to give you the most joyful experience of your life, Elmore," said Bryan. "You will become the most important man in scientific history. Kids will study you in school." 

 
"Well, I'll be damned!" Seals exclaimed from his drooping position. 

 
Browers wheeled a cart over the linoleum floor until it stood beside Seals' chair. He then picked up what looked like a boxer's head protector attached to three feet of wire and hooked-up to a huge radio transmitter.  

 
"It'll only take a minute, Doc," said Browers, smiling. "Say, can he hear me?" 

 
Bryan looked over at Browers, frowned, and scratched his huge stomach. "No, he can't hear you. Didn't they teach you anything about hypno-programming, kid?" 

 
The technician looked sheepish. "Hell, I'm really just a hospital corpsman, Doc. They didn't tell me shit about this project." Browers moved the head gear onto the convict's forehead so it covered the anterior cerebrum. "Shit, I feel like a Nazi, Doc. You sure this won't hurt the poor fucker?"

 
"He won't feel a thing, Browers. Tape it down."

 
Slowly and carefully, the young technician taped the head wiring down on Seals' forehead. The black man didn't budge, except for a mild fluttering of his eyelids.  "There! He's rigged, Doc." 

 
"Well done, Browers. You can leave us alone now, son. I can't have any other brain waves inside this room but my own and the RHIC's." 

 
"Roger. I'll see you later, Doc. Good luck."

 
"Thanks. I'll mention your fine help in my report."

 
After Browers left, Bryan flipped a switch on the RHIC-EDOM, and a needle gauge jumped to show a reading on the front panel. A charge was going directly into Seals' cerebrum--the seat of all memory in the human brain. 

 
"Elmore, can you hear me?" said Bryan.

 
"Yeah." 

 
"There's a man who is a threat to the president's life. His name is Browers. Rick Browers. The word I am going to give you will send you into a rage. You will kill Rick Browers when you hear the word 'corpsman.' Do you hear, Elmore? Corpsman. But, if you hear the word 'bashful,' your anger will stop immediately. Do you understand?" 

 
"I hear you," said Seals, rubbing his lips with the back of his hand. "I know what to do." 

 
"Good." Bryan flipped off the switch, and the machine's needle dropped to zero. He then brought his flashlight in front of Seals' eyes. "When I say 'wake-up,' Elmore, you will be wide awake, and you will feel wonderful. "Wake-up!" said Bryan, removing the headgear, and Elmore Seals was conscious once more, with a big smile on his face. 

 
Bryan got up, walked to the door, opened it, and called out into the hallway. "Hey, Browers! Get in here for a minute, will you?" There was the sound of footsteps in the hall, and then there was the handsome young technician standing inside. 

 
"Yes, Doc, what is it?" 

 
Elmore Seals was standing rigidly, staring directly at the slender man in the doorway. 

 
"Rick Browers is a corpsman, Elmore," said Bryan. 

 The words were barely out of the doctor's mouth when the big convict lunged forward, his face twisted in rage. His hands were a vise on the corpsman's neck, and Browers' let out of squeal of terror. 

 
"Bashful!" said Bryan, and just as quickly, Seals' big hands dropped to his sides, his expression turned quizzical, and he looked over at Bryan as if to ask, "Where am I?"

 
"Elmore, do you know what you just did?" said Bryan. 

 "I . . . I wanted to kill this man," he said, his voice quivering. 

 
"Why?" asked Bryan. 

 
"I don't really know. I just felt full of terrible hate all of a sudden. My God, what got into me?" 

"You, my man, are the first successful product of Project Artichoke. You can be proud you are an American."

 
The big black prisoner grinned meekly, and stared over at Browers, who was still trying to get his breath back.

 
"I see where you got the choke part of this Project Artichoke," said Browers. 

 
"Browers, take Elmore here back to his holding cell." 

 
"Roger, Doc," said the corpsman, rubbing his neck, "I'll be thrilled to!" 

* * *

 
Dr. William Joseph Bryan, Jr. was 36 when he was called into the Los Angeles headquarters of the Central Intelligence Agency on Friday, November 24, 1963. 

 The doctor stood a little over six feet tall and weighed three hundred forty pounds. He wore horn-rimmed glasses and sported an Abe Lincoln beard--perhaps because he said he was a relative of the famous William Jennings Bryan, the distinguished American orator, who defended the Bible in the Scopes "Monkey Trial." He also belonged to the Old Roman Catholic Church, a fundamentalist group that had him speak about the evils of the Jewish World Conspiracy. 

 
Bryan's greatest claim to fame was the hypnosis/confession of Albert DeSalvo the infamous Boston Strangler. Bryan got DeSalvo to confess the murders of women in Boston by putting him into a deep trance and then having him relive the actual murder. He discovered that DeSalvo had killed the women because he believed he could revenge the death of his daughter, Judy, whom he linked in a pathologic/ritualistic way with pressure on the throat and oral sex. 

 
Agent Harvey Grumwald, forty-two-year-old bachelor, greeted Bryan in the cafeteria and motioned for him to be seated. Grumwald had been with "the Company" for twelve years, and he had participated in the overthrow of Allende in Chile and in the Bay of Pigs fiasco under Kennedy. 

 
He was now in charge of VIP Contracts, an exclusive, top-secret branch of the CIA that sub-contracted consultants for a variety of wealthy clients in the business and entertainment industries. Grumwald boasted that he could "put a hit on the Pope if the money was right." Grumwald knew all about the loneliness of bachelorhood and the need for dangerous sex and excitement. 

 
"Bill, thanks for coming over so quickly. Sorry about such short notice, but, well, when the call comes down the slaves have to jump. You know how it is, I'm sure, being in the military and all." Grumwald dipped a soupspoon deep into a hot fudge sundae and held the ice cream in front of his mustache. "Can I get you something from the fountain?" he asked.

 
Dr. Bryan patted his wrestler's girth and chuckled. "You think I need it? What I need is an assignment, Grum. This nickel-and-dime shit with the CIA and LAPD doesn't pay for my two Beverly Hills hookers. And I'm bored with lawyers and sexually frustrated housewives from Tarzana. You got something that'll keep me in steaks and pussy for awhile, Harv?"

 
Grumwald smiled, his Pancho Villa mustache rising like a caterpillar on the stove. "I've got one that'll keep you in classy call girls for the rest of your life, Bill. No shit. This one's from the top. You go meet the contact in Dallas this Saturday. They got something big for you. It'll make the DeSalvo case look like Little Orphan Annie gets buggered by Daddy Warbucks.  You heard of LTD International?"

 
“Yeah, that’s the multinational corporation that runs the gambling interests of the big money in the Republican Party.”  Dr. Bryan put his ham-like hands behind his head and leaned back, his giant belly pushing into the table like a hot-air balloon. "Sounds real good, Harv. I know I can't ask you what they want done. When do you think you'll be able to stop pussyfooting around with business? Nobody can trust anybody these days--especially since Cuba and then Kennedy getting shot. It must make you sick to see all these high-minded Jew-lovers and intellectuals in the White House." 

 
Grumwald leaned forward and pressed his finger gently into Bryan's stomach. "The talk around certain circles says the Democrats won't be in office much longer, pal. The college kids are pissed at Vietnam, and the Company's up to its ass in paper work. We gotta stay under wraps until our boys are in office. Then, mark my words; we'll be able to start freedom revolutions all over the world--with no hassles from liberal dip-shits in the Oval Office. The business of America is always business, and that includes the CIA. When the right money gets into office we'll see all the pinheads like the Kennedys out of power, you'll see. We'll nail them until they'll be afraid to run for office. We'll make voluntary professionals out of the military. Then we won't have any hippies or dope-smoking Commie-lovers fighting our wars." 

 
Dr. Bryan smiled and stood up. "Sounds just dandy, Harv. I hear Jack Kennedy was ready to pull out of Vietnam when he got hit. At least that's what all the fuss is about on the talk shows." 

 
Agent Grumwald also stood up and took Dr. Bryan's hand. "You know where all the bleeding heart Liberals go, don't you, Bill?" 

 "No, but I'm sure you're gonna tell me, Grum."

 "They get sent to San Fruitcisco to live with all the bleeding asses!" 

* * * 

 
With his rented Mustang convertible's top down and his radio blaring out music from a rock-and-roll station, Bill Bryan drove into Dallas from the airport to see Jack Ruby. In California, Bryan would often cruise up and down the Sunset Strip in Hollywood trying to pick-up hippie girls. Most of the time, however, they would flash him a "peace sign" or hand him literature about a commune or a Hare Krishna group up north.

 
Once a girl with long blond hair and love beads hissed at him, "Kids are starving all over the world, mister, while that gigantic gut of yours is hoarding all the food!" Bryan pulled out his .22 Colt pistol and waved it outside the window at her. "Yeah, I think we should shoot all the Commie gooks, students and hippies that don't want to work for a living. Then we'll have enough food to go around, won't we?" 

 
When Bryan drove into Dallas, it was almost sundown, seven-thirty, daylight savings time. Saving time--that's what it always came down to. As a child, Bill Bryan had looked for short cuts to success. He copied other students in school, and when he couldn't get an official M. D. degree in college, he went off to a university in Mexico where he earned his degree in one year. 

 
Even though the American Medical Association never recognized his degree, Bryan was very successful as a consultant to the government and as a private hypnotist at his American Institute of Hypnosis, on the Sunset Strip in Hollywood. True, a woman named Patricia Barry had recently threatened to sue him for his sexual therapy under hypnosis, but he had bought her silence with the money he received working on the psycho cases with the L. A. P. D

 
Bryan had finger-fucked the Barry woman and she seemed to have enjoyed the experience. Many of his client killers finger-fucked their victims--with a knife blade--about which they confessed to Bryan under a deep hypnotic trance. Men trusted Bryan, but women often did not. 

 
In fact, women were most often a royal pain in Bryan's life. When he was twelve, his mother divorced his father, Ralph, a pharmacist, because he got strung-out on his own drugs and would beat her up on weekends. His father then began bringing home a collection of various whores, and he would let Bill--then fourteen--screw them after he was finished--sloppy seconds, as the boys used to call it. 

 
All the serial killers that Bill Bryan had worked with had had some hang-up with sex--so Bryan was certain that the cure was to buy sex from reputable sources. This job for the company would help pay for Bryan's sexual enjoyment--and as big as he was, he had a lot to enjoy. 

 
Jack Ruby would be the first assassin programmed by Bryan's RHIC-EDOM system. Dr. Bryan was both excited and fearful. Even though Ruby was a Grade 5, he was more intelligent than those prisoners in Project Artichoke. What if something went wrong? Bryan clutched at the two pills of cyanide sewn into the lining of his coat. Sayonara, cruel world--that's what would happen.
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