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C H A P T E R  O N E

EARTH 769

K O I D U  T O W N ,  S I E R R A  L E O N E

D E C E M B E R  2 1 ,  2 0 1 2

KEN KONDEMBA HEARD a thunderous roar 
and then his offi ce started shaking. He grabbed 
for the telephone that was bouncing toward 
the edge of his desk. At fi rst he thought it was 

an earthquake. After all, he had read on the Internet that the Mayan 
calendar was ending at sunset and that many had predicted that today 
would be the end of the world. Perhaps they were right, after all.

When a huge dust cloud passed his windows, he realized that the 
shaking had stopped. There must have been an explosion in the dia-
mond mine. He was the on-site manager, and he was responsible 
for making sure things ran smoothly. “Oh my,” he thought. “Of all 
days for something like this to happen, it had to be today. Arnold 
Wheeler is due here within twenty minutes to review our production 
schedule for 2013. This is a disaster.”

Arnold Wheeler was the owner of the mine, and he would be 
extremely unhappy to learn about any disasters. Just as Ken was 
heading out to investigate what had happened, Milton Kobashi 
knocked on his door and entered with an ashen look on his face. 
“Ken, north shaft 47 has collapsed. We have more than forty miners 
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trapped there, and unless we bring some heavy equipment here 
immediately, I think they will suffocate. There is little air in that 
shaft, and with so many men trapped, their oxygen will run out 
within the next eight hours.”

“I thought additional oxygen supplies were supposed to have 
been provided in every mine shaft just for such emergencies!” Ken 
exclaimed.

“That was the directive, but we are still waiting for those oxygen 
kits. They are on back order and have not yet arrived,” Milton 
explained.

“Oh, my God. Those men may die. We must do something.” Ken’s 
mind was whirling with frantic thoughts. Finally, he seized upon 
one thing he could do. “Look, Arnold Wheeler is going to arrive in 
just a few minutes. Help me clean up the conference room so we will 
be ready to greet him when he arrives. Hopefully, Mr. Wheeler will 
know what to do.”

Ken hurried into action, shaken by his growing awareness that 
without the oxygen tanks time was already running out.

A few minutes later, a black Yukon pulled up, throwing dust as 
it braked to a halt in front of the mine’s administrative offi ces. A fi t, 
energetic man waited for his door to be opened and then walked 
briskly toward his next meeting. He was wearing an Armani suit 
with diamond cuff links that were fi ve carats each. His jet-black calf 
leather shoes were brightly polished, and he avoided the ruts and 
puddles as he made his way up the walkway. Arnold Wheeler had 
arrived.

He instantly noticed, in the distance, a crowd of men rushing 
toward a mine entrance, crying out incomprehensible words of 
panic. Turning toward a forty-something, incredibly fi t blond man 
following him, Arnold directed, “Eugene, I don’t know what is going 
on here, but keep your eyes open. I don’t trust anyone at this mine, 
not even our managers. If this turns into a riot, we must be ready to 
fl ee in an instant.”

“I understand,” replied Eugene. “I will watch your back.”
Ken and Milton had had time to dust off the conference table 

and arrange the chairs. Bottled water had been set out on the table, 
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and a bottle of Dom Perignon champagne rose from an ice bucket 
next to a tray of toast points and caviar. Ken Kondemba knew from 
past encounters that Arnold Wheeler would not be pleased without 
his standard refreshments.

Eugene remained standing in the hallway, guarding against any of 
the madmen racing around outside, as Arnold entered the confer-
ence room.

Even before sitting down, he exclaimed, “So what the hell is going 
on here? As we were driving up, I heard an explosion that felt like 
the end of the world.”

Just at that moment Jobo Tmala, an assistant manager, knocked 
on the open conference room door, gesturing to see if he might be 
permitted to enter. “Come in, Jobo,” Ken encouraged. “What is the 
report on the explosion?”

“Very bad. I am afraid that the chances of saving the miners are 
very slim. It will take at least two hours to haul the proper equip-
ment here, and even then the chances of breaking through the rubble 
in time are not optimistic. How should I proceed?”

Before Ken could respond, Arnold asked, “Are you sure the odds 
are so bad? Two hours is nothing. We have had mine accidents in 
other locations that took us days to extricate miners, and often the 
majority of them survived.”

“Unfortunately, in this case there is limited oxygen. These miners 
have hours, not days.” By this time Ken had had the chance to think 
through some options. “We might have to consider creating some 
controlled explosions to give these miners a chance.”

Arnold recoiled at that idea. “No, that would be much too dan-
gerous.” Ken assumed at fi rst that he was referring to the danger the 
trapped men might face, but Arnold quickly disabused him of this 
notion. “Such destruction could compromise our entire operation. 
There must be another way. Our investment in this mine is well over 
a hundred million dollars.” He pasted on a face that seemed to indi-
cate sorrow, though it was belied by what he said next. “Regrettably, 
we must weigh that large investment against the lives of these miners. 
Tell me, what about the mine itself? How much of the mine is dam-
aged, and what impact will it have on our production schedule?”
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Jobo answered, “Fortunately, less than fi ve percent of the mine 
itself is impacted by the explosion. I doubt that the production 
schedule will be affected at all.”

Arnold smiled. “That is excellent news. Go back to your station 
and wait for further orders.” He was already thinking ahead. “If any 
reporters call, tell them that it is too dangerous to allow them to 
enter the mine. And if anyone asks the reason for the explosion, let 
them know it was an error by the miners.”

Ken Kondemba grimaced. He knew that the real cause was defec-
tive equipment. It was supposed to be replaced but had been kept in 
service in order to meet the ambitious production schedule set by 
Mr. Wheeler and the other owners of the mine, all members of the 
Illuminati. That group often proclaimed its special role in ensuring 
the safety and well-being of the planet.

By now Arnold had poured himself a glass of champagne and was 
munching on a caviar toast point. “Well, thank goodness there was 
no major damage to the mine. Ken, I need you to increase production 
in the other shafts. We cannot let this unfortunate accident impact 
our production and delivery schedules. The price of diamonds has 
never been higher, and we have customers waiting throughout the 
world.”

Arnold grabbed a second caviar toast point and continued, “Of 
course, it’s too bad about this mess with the miners. Given the odds, 
though, it makes no sense to waste further time and money trying 
to save them.” He quickly clarifi ed that point, lest he seem callous. 
“I mean, I feel bad for them, but they are easily replaced. Send each 
miner’s family a few hundred dollars and a condolence note.” He 
nodded to himself and continued planning out loud. “We can assess 
when and if it is appropriate to reopen that shaft at a later date.”

Ken thought of protesting the decision to abandon any efforts to 
save the miners, but knowing Arnold Wheeler as he did, he knew 
that the decision was fi nal. Any attempt to infl uence the decision 
would only draw Arnold’s wrath. He said meekly, “Yes, sir.”

Minutes later, Arnold was marching back to his SUV with Eugene 
watching the chaotic swarm of miners. A young miner suddenly 
rushed toward them as Arnold stepped up into the Yukon.
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“Please, sir, my brother is trapped in the mine, along with several 
of my cousins. What can we do to help save them?”

Eugene looked at the young miner with compassion as he was 
forced to deliver the bad news. “You need to speak to the mine man-
ager. I am sure all that can be done to save your brother and cousins 
will be done.”

“Eugene,” Arnold called from within the opened car door, “we are 
falling behind schedule. We have an appointment in Prague, and we 
need to get back to our G5 or we will be late.”

Eugene was left to explain. “I am sorry, but we have to leave. Talk 
to the mine manager. Hopefully your brother will be saved.”

With that lie he eased into the backseat, and the driver forged a 
way through dozens of other miners wanting answers which would 
not be forthcoming.

Arnold was already on his cell phone making arrangements for his 
arrival in Prague that evening. As the Yukon passed through the mine 
gates, Arnold turned to Eugene and admonished him, “Don’t lose 
your focus. Remember who you work for. I am the Grand Guardian 
and Keeper of the Light. We are protecting not just my interests but 
the interests of the 319 families who form the Illuminati. We have a 
sacred duty to protect this planet.” Arnold waved toward what they 
had left behind. “It is regrettable that some miners are going to die, 
but they are not important to the long-term goals of the Illuminati. 
We are here to ensure that the world does not devolve into chaos. We 
must never be distracted from our important mission to gain abso-
lute economic and political control over this planet.”

“I apologize, sir,” Eugene responded, “but I could not help but feel 
badly for that young man.”

“I feel sorry for all of them myself, Eugene,” Arnold agreed, “but 
the good of the many outweighs the needs of the few.”

Eugene knew from years of service as Arnold’s personal bodyguard 
that it would be unwise to continue the conversation, but he could 
not help but question to himself, “But aren’t the Illuminati actually 
the few?”

9781937856915.indd 59781937856915.indd   5 09/05/13 6:05 PM09/05/13   6:05 PM



9781937856915.indd 69781937856915.indd   6 09/05/13 6:05 PM09/05/13   6:05 PM



7

C H A P T E R  T W O

FULL FEMININE POWER NOW

C H AT E A U  M C E LY ,  C Z E C H  R E P U B L I C

D E C E M B E R  2 2

AT CHATEAU MCELY, just outside of Prague, 
Jim and Inéz Cusumano were double-
checking that all was in order for the celebra-
tion planned for that evening. December 21  

had come and gone. The world had not been destroyed. The Mayan 
calendar had ended, but the world itself was still intact. What did it 
all mean?

As Inéz checked the fl owers for the second time, she turned to Jim, 
pleased with the elegant arrangement of fl owers, tables, and chairs. 
“This really is going to be a wonderful event. I have been talking with 
Gayle, and she explained to me that yesterday was the beginning of a 
new 26,000-year cycle on our planet. I am not sure what this means, 
but I can already feel a new energy in the air. Somehow, in some 
subtle way, everything seems different to me than just twenty-four 
hours ago.”

Jim smiled back, replying, “I don’t sense any real difference, but I 
am pleased if you do. I never thought the Mayan calendar had any 
scientifi c validity, but as a former chemist I do think that there is 
truth to the concept that our world is based on cycles of 26,000 
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years. That is the amount of time it takes to complete a full wobble 
of the axis of the planet as we revolve around the Sun. I have no idea 
how the Mayans could have discovered or intuited that such a cycle 
exists, but it is an intriguing notion.”

As Jim was fi nishing his sentence, Gayle and Randall Jenkins 
descended the stairs and greeted them with hugs.

Gayle was fi rst to speak. “This is such a lovely home. We are so 
grateful to be your guests.”

Randall added, “Yes, and I can think of no better place on earth 
to celebrate the beginning of the new cycle of feminine energy than 
right here in Chateau Mcely. Thank you so much for arranging this 
lecture.”

“The pleasure is all ours,” Inéz insisted. “Really, it is an honor 
to have you here this evening. We have invited some of our closest 
friends, including Prince Charles and his wife, Camilla. All of those 
in attendance are interested in learning more about your concept 
of feminine energy replacing masculine energy as the dominant spir-
itual energy on our planet for the next 26,000 years. I know that 
this new era is going to focus on the importance of environmental 
sustainability in ways that will interest all of our friends.”

“That is true,” Jim confi rmed. “And I cannot think of a better 
audience to share your newest book, Full Feminine Power Now, with, 
either,” Jim added, smiling at Gayle.

Gayle smiled modestly, accepting the acknowledgment. “Why, 
thank you, Jim. As you know, Randall is the expert on the importance 
of the Mayan calendar and these special times. My work is focused 
on how we can use the new energies to take advantage of feminine 
wisdom on a daily basis. I wrote the book to help people heal their 
immediate problems and to fi nd ways to nurture each other in the 
here and now.”

“Well, we are both excited to learn more over dinner,” Inéz replied. 
They all turned as the front door opened and the arrival of Prince 
Charles and Camilla was announced.

* * *
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SHY BY NATURE, Gayle retreated to the bar area, where she was 
served a glass of champagne. As she sipped the bubbly, she thought 
back to the reasons why she had decided to write Full Feminine 
Power Now. Writing was not something that came easily to her, and 
she did not like being in the limelight, but she had had visions of 
Mother Mary ever since she was a young child. The fi rst actual visit 
had come just months before the end of the Mayan calendar.

Gayle had been sitting been alone in her garden in Cardiff, 
California. She had chosen a bench in her garden on which to sit 
and meditate. She proceeded to focus, slowing down her breathing. 
When she had reached an utterly calm state, she felt a strong pres-
ence that immediately captivated her. As she opened her eyes, she 
saw in front of her a woman in a blue dress. At least she thought it 
was a woman. She could not be certain, for the vision was so ephem-
eral and glowing with light that it did not seem human.

Intrigued by the strange vision, Gayle shut her eyes. When she 
opened them again, the woman had vanished, but she noticed that 
the bush across the path was quivering. She looked around and felt 
no wind. She checked the bush again and still it was moving. She 
blinked her eyes hard, trying to clear her head.

Upon opening her eyes, she once again saw a woman in a blue 
dress, standing directly in front of her, almost touching the bush. 
The woman had the palest of skin, dark black hair, and the softest, 
most beautiful face she had ever seen. The woman smiled at Gayle 
and moved closer.

Gayle had no doubt. This was not a vision, but an encounter 
with a physical presence. Gayle could almost touch the woman. She 
saw the faintest sign of breath coming from her soft lips in the cool 
morning air as she spoke.

“Do not be alarmed, my child,” the woman spoke. “You are doing 
important work and I want you to know that I will always be here 
to assist you. You have within you the authentic feminine energy 
which this planet needs at this time. You will be facing signifi cant 
challenges in order to help others to realize the power of authentic 
feminine energy, but persevere and all will be well.”
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Gayle, still startled that such a thing could be happening, replied, 
“Thank you for these words of encouragement. All of my life I have 
felt that I was meant to teach others the true meaning of love and 
caring.” In this woman’s presence she felt words that she had never 
fully conceptualized pouring out of her. “It has been so diffi cult for 
me, and no matter how much I have tried to help others, I have 
experienced so little progress and so much cruelty. Most people seem 
weak or insensitive and do not rise to their higher purpose.”

The woman’s eyes were shining with a luminosity that was incan-
descent. Although her face appeared young to Gayle, it simulta-
neously contained an ageless wisdom and love that could only be 
expressed by a much older woman. Her blue dress was simple and 
yet she seemed regal in every detail. She moved with grace, and 
when she spoke there was a gentleness that immediately comforted 
Gayle.

“You are protected at all times. I know what you have suffered as a 
daughter and a mother. It was no accident that you were given such 
challenges. Human beings must experience cruelty and even hate to 
learn to truly love. I am not sure why this has been necessary, but 
I can assure you that in the two thousand years since my son Jesus 
journeyed on this planet, the level of cruelty and hate has escalated. 
It is now time to end cruelty. It is now time to end greed. It is now 
time for women like you to truly fl ourish. It is now the time for 
authentic feminine power to arise throughout the planet.” Almost 
before the woman in blue had stopped speaking, she was gone.

Gayle pinched herself to be sure that she was not dreaming. “That 
was Mother Mary,” she thought. “She visited me as a child in my 
dreams but never appeared with such a physical presence. This time 
she seemed like a person of fl esh and blood.” She had to consider 
that notion. Mother Mary really had seemed to be standing right in 
front of her. “I know that is not possible, but clearly she wanted me 
not to doubt the urgency of her words.” Gayle was emerging from the 
memory of her transformative encounter with Mother Mary when 
Inéz Cusumano approached her with Prince Charles and Camilla 
at her side. “Gayle, may I present to you the Duke and Duchess of 
Windsor.”
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Gayle was not sure what the proper response was, but she man-
aged a curtsey and stammered, “I—I am so honored.”

Before she could think of what to say next, a waiter was ringing 
a chime and announcing that dinner was served. Relieved, Gayle 
joined the other guests as they wended their way toward the elegant 
dining room.

* * *

BETWEEN DINNER AND DESSERT, Randall and Gayle were given 
an opportunity to speak as the featured guests for the evening. The 
topic was the signifi cance of the end of the Mayan calendar the day 
before and their views on the importance of the change of the 26,000-
year cycle. Gayle focused her remarks on the signifi cance of femi-
nine energy. “This planet will not survive if we continue to focus on 
exploitation. The planet is in need of a more nurturing and gentle 
touch.” She looked out over the long tables fi lled with well-coiffed 
luminaries. “There is nothing wrong with strong masculine energy. 
As a woman I love strong men. In terms of our civilization, there 
is no doubt that male energy has produced incredible comforts and 
technology over the last 26,000 years. But life is a question of bal-
ance. Only by staying in balance will we truly reap the benefi ts of this 
change in energy. Randall has told you how many societies throughout 
the world have prophesied that we are now entering the golden age. 
This is an age of harmony and peace.” She saw smiles break out on 
many of the faces in her audience. “However, we will not experience 
this golden age without signifi cant and immediate change on our 
planet. Part of this change requires that each one of us learn to go 
within and tap into this new feminine energy. That is why I wrote 
Full Feminine Power Now. In the end, it is a question of trust. Strength 
is important, but trust is even more important. You must trust your 
feminine instincts and you must dedicate yourselves to your higher 
purpose and join with others to ensure that your best purpose will be 
fulfi lled. In essence, this is a feminine rather than a masculine ability. 
Thanks to Jim and Inéz, a copy ofFull Feminine Power Now will be 
waiting for you as you leave this evening. Please apply the techniques 
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I share with you only for good. The techniques will work for you 
whether you limit yourselves to your own immediate goals or use 
them for the higher goals of our planet.” She spread her arms wide 
to indicate the limitless possibilities. “We have fi nancial crises, envi-
ronmental crises, the great inequity of wealth and opportunity. Please 
use this sacred information, which in olden times was only available 
in mystery schools and passed from master to student in secret, for 
the benefi t of all.”

Gayle was greeted with enthusiastic applause from the women 
at the dinner but only polite claps from a number of the men. She 
noticed that one of them, dressed in an elegant suit with enormous 
diamond cuff links on his shirt, did not applaud at all. He had a 
somewhat bored and condescending expression on his face, as if he 
was saying, “Such a charming woman, but like so many of these 
new-agers a complete dreamer.” As she watched, he made a joke 
with two of the other distinguished gentlemen at his table, and she 
could not help but think that he was mocking her.

Gayle’s attention was diverted as Inéz approached and asked her 
to autograph copies of Full Feminine Power Now. This task she did 
with pleasure, asking each woman who approached her the exact 
spelling of her name.

At the end of the dinner, after signing more than twenty copies of 
her book and connecting personally with many of the women whose 
books she had signed, Gayle returned with Randall to the Mark Twain 
Luxury Suite, the special accommodations that had been selected for 
them, given their roles as professional writers. On the way Gayle 
asked him quietly, “Do you think any of the men in the room really 
understood what I was saying, or were they just being polite?”

“Oh, I think most of them were sincerely moved,” Randall reas-
sured her.

“Most of them? You mean, you think some did not understand?”
“It is not so much a question of not understanding as not agreeing. 

I’m sure most of the guests want to do good, but in reality they are 
more concerned about what is good for them. The people here 
have large homes, businesses, extensive real estate holdings. Hearing 
that everything is going to change and that the masculine energy of 
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the last 26,000 years, upon which their wealth was created and per-
haps depends, is giving way to the feminine, is not going to go over 
well with everyone,” Randall explained.

“Well, the women at least did seem enthusiastic.”
“Yes, but how could they not with a book entitled Full Feminine 

Power Now?” Randall said easily. “I’ll tell you what the proof will be: 
how they react once they read the book. Many women as well as men 
are going to have to fundamentally change the way they are living. 
Sad to say, human behavior is not going to change overnight.”

“But it must,” Gayle responded with alarm, “or there will be no 
solutions to the problems of this planet. We have long passed the 
time for only sporadic acts of goodness. Unless everyone partici-
pates, there will be no progress.”

“Oh, Gayle, you are such an idealist. Surely we can make progress 
a little bit at a time,” Randall chided.

“No. Absolutely not. Those days are done,” she countered ada-
mantly. “That is the masculine way. Compromise here, compromise 
there, when in fact the compromises are just concessions to main-
taining the status quo. Once they learn how to harness the new 
energy, everyone must learn to appreciate the miracle of life and 
learn to share from their heart.”

“Well, that is why we are here,” Randall pointed out as he smiled 
and kissed Gayle sweetly on her mouth. “Tomorrow we will discuss 
Project Wake Up with Jim and Inéz. Don’t worry, we are going to 
make what you envision truly come to pass.”

Gayle was pleased that Randall was supportive, but she knew that 
he was wrong in thinking that progress could be made a little bit at 
a time. The change could not be gradual. Mother Mary had assured 
her that the time was now. The world could not wait.
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C H A P T E R  T H R E E

ANYONE FOR CHAMPAGNE?

D E C E M B E R  2 3 ,  2 0 1 2

THE NEXT MORNING Randall and Gayle 
entered the breakfast room, which had high 
ceilings and beautifully cut fl owers on every 
table. She instantly noticed the man from the 

evening before who had been so bored by her talk. She knew that 
type of male so well. Gayle had been raised in a traditional family, 
and the concept of female liberation, in terms of either political, eco-
nomic, or sexual freedom, had never been part of her upbringing. She 
had been raised, however, with a strong sense of moral indignation 
concerning injustice and inequality. Only now was she coming to 
realize that her natural tendencies to nurture and appreciate others 
were essential to the survival of the planet.

Arnold Wheeler had fl own in for the dinner the night before 
and, like Randall and Gayle, had been invited to spend the night 
at the Chateau. Arnold was already seated at the table that had been 
reserved for the previous evening’s special guests. He rose and intro-
duced himself, “Good morning. My name is Arnold Wheeler. Those 
were quite interesting speeches you gave last night. I’m not sure I 
agree with either of you on the importance of this energy shift you 
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were talking about or the accuracy of the notion of a 26,000 year 
cycle, but your ideas certainly made for an entertaining evening.”

Randall shook Arnold’s hand and Gayle smiled. Keeping her tone 
light, she admonished him, “Now, Mr. Wheeler, how can you pos-
sibly doubt anything we said last night? You seem like an intelligent 
and thoughtful man. Why would we make any of this up?”

Somewhat taken aback by Gayle’s direct challenge to his remarks, 
Arnold parried, “Oh, Gayle, I do not doubt your sincerity at all. It’s 
just that I live in a world of hard, cold practicality and not just 
ideas. I’m afraid I do not see any proof that any change is hap-
pening at all. I only believe in what can be replicated scientifi cally 
or proven in some other way. For me the concept of,” he made a 
slight face, “authentic feminine energy is not tangible in any mean-
ingful way.”

The man was such a pompous creature. “Have you ever seen 
a mother bear defend her cubs?” Gayle shot back. “Or a mother bird 
feed her nestlings? I can assure you feminine energy is real.”

“I do not doubt that there is such a concept as feminine energy,” 
Arnold retorted dismissively. “I’m just questioning if there is any real 
shift going on. I also do not see how what you are calling ‘authentic 
feminine energy’ is any different than pure animal instincts of sur-
vival. To me, adhering to these feminine principles would be going 
backward, not forward. If you ask me, women have made progress 
in the last forty years precisely because they have started to act more 
like men.”

Gayle could hardly contain herself as she raised her voice. “Surely 
you are jesting. Or maybe you are just trying to get a rise out of me. 
You cannot possibly be serious!”

“I rarely jest when discussing the importance of power,” Arnold 
responded, surprised by the passion in Gayle’s voice. “Yet I apologize 
if I have offended you.”

Gayle made an effort to modulate her voice. After all, she was 
trying to win converts, even smug, self-satisfi ed ones. “I agree that 
power is nothing to take lightly. I know that 319 families control the 
destiny of this planet. They think they have been receiving divine 
guidance from the White Brotherhood. It is my belief, however, 
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that they have misinterpreted this guidance and are hurting and not 
helping this planet.”

Gayle’s forthrightness seemed destined to escalate emotions all 
over again, but then Randall intervened.

“Thank you for that apology, Mr. Wheeler. Gayle has put a great 
deal of thought into her new book, and she is just learning not to 
take criticism of her ideas personally.”

Realizing that Randall was trying to make peace so they could 
have an enjoyable breakfast, Gayle decided to turn the conversation 
in a more pleasant direction. She acknowledged, “Yes, thank you for 
that apology, Mr. Wheeler. Clearly, we do not agree on the issue of 
feminine power, but hopefully we will fi nd other topics on which 
we do agree. How is it that you happen to be here at Chateau Mcely?”

“Jim and Inéz are old friends, as are Prince Charles and Camilla,” 
Arnold boasted, pleased by the new subject. “I often attend their 
events, especially those related to environmental issues. I am a great 
believer in the importance of controlling global warming. My com-
panies own a great deal of the country’s agricultural production, and 
climate control is an issue of extreme importance,” Arnold explained.

“Gayle is a great believer in the importance of environmental 
sustainability. I think the protection of the environment is an issue 
where her concepts of Authentic Feminine Power may be more 
aligned with your own thinking,” Randall interjected smoothly.

“Yes, I am sure that is true,” Arnold agreed as he swallowed a sip 
of champagne and downed a toast point loaded a quarter-inch thick 
with caviar. “You really should try this beluga, by the way. It goes so 
well with Dom Perignon.” Seeing their looks of surprise, he added, 
“I know not everyone is ready for such delicacies fi rst thing in the 
morning, but I’ll have you know that caviar and champagne has been 
my staple breakfast for close to thirty years. It truly is a great way to 
start the day.”

Arnold lifted the bottle of Dom from its ice bucket to pour him-
self another glass. Turning to Gayle and Randall, he asked, “Might I 
interest you?”

“Thank you, but no,” Randall responded, without a hint of 
what Gayle knew were his true feelings. “Though both Gayle and I 
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enjoy a good glass of champagne from time to time, we have a busy 
schedule ahead of us today and we prefer our champagne in the 
evening.”

“As you like,” Arnold smiled, pouring himself another full glass of 
sparkling bubbles.

After breakfast, when Randall and Gayle were alone, Gayle could 
not contain herself.

“How could you be so polite to that beastly man?”
“Darling, we are guests here, and if Arnold is a friend of Jim and 

Inéz’s, then he must have some good qualities,” Randall answered. 
“Besides, I have heard that he is extremely wealthy. He could be of 
great assistance with Project Wake Up.”

“Him? Help?” Gayle rolled her eyes. “I’ll believe that when I see it. 
Even if he did, I’ll bet he manages to benefi t his own private interests 
from whatever support he gives.” She laid a hand on his wrist. “Trust 
me, I know the type. This Arnold Wheeler is not someone who is 
ever going to truly help. He is part of the old energy, and at best we 
can hope he will not oppose us.”

* * *

ARNOLD WAS JUST FINISHING BREAKFAST when Jim and Inéz 
entered with their daughter Vanessa.

Arnold smiled and greeted the girl, “And what is your name, 
young lady?”

“My name is Vanessa Cusumano. What is your name?”
“My name is Arnold Wheeler. My friends call me Arnie and so can 

you.”
“Nice to meet you, Arnie,” Vanessa said in her most polite and 

grown-up voice.
“Vanessa,” her mother told her, “right after breakfast we are going 

into town to fi nish our Christmas shopping. Tomorrow is Christmas 
Eve and we will be exchanging gifts. Go to your room and get your 
list of what you think we should purchase for your cousins.”

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun. I love shopping with you, 
Mommy,” Vanessa squealed as she ran off to her room.
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Eugene Green was coming down the stairs as Vanessa raced by 
him. He could not help but smile at the little girl’s excitement as she 
bounded up the stairs two at a time. Vanessa reminded him of his 
own daughter when she was younger. He loved his daughter, but his 
work as a Secret Service agent at the White House and later his even 
more demanding responsibilities as personal bodyguard to Arnold 
Wheeler had prevented him from spending as much time with her 
as he would have liked. Too many Christmases he was on duty, away 
from his family. It looked like this Christmas would be no different. 
Arnold had told Eugene to be ready to accompany him to California 
to check on wind farms and agricultural holdings outside Paso 
Robles. It seemed unlikely he would be back home in Connecticut 
until after the holidays.

Arnold looked up from the table as Eugene entered the dining 
room. “Ah, just on time. The plane is waiting. Is the limo ready?”

“Yes sir. The bags are already stowed and we can leave whenever 
you like,” Eugene confi rmed.

“Excellent.” Arnold stood up and marched toward the main 
entrance to the mansion. Outside, a BMW was waiting with the door 
already opened for him.

Once seated, Arnold turned to Eugene and asked, “Did you listen 
last night to those speeches from those California goofballs?”

“Not really, sir. I was in the kitchen for most of the evening, 
catching up with Prince Charles’s bodyguard. We have been friends 
for years, and I did not think it important that I attend the talk,” 
Eugene apologized.

“No need to be sorry, Eugene,” Arnold reassured him. “What they 
were saying was not important in the slightest. But they are going to 
become a problem if they continue to pour such crap in the ears of 
other members of the Illuminati. That message of the woman of full 
feminine power now could injure our efforts going forward. I may 
need you to monitor her activities in the future,” Arnold explained.

“We have dealt with more formidable foes, sir. I am sure she will 
not be a problem.”

“Of course not,” Arnold chuckled as he relaxed back into the 
leather of the BMW. “No doubt one woman with some crazy ideas 
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is not really much of a threat, but we can never be too cautious,” he 
concluded.

Arnold Wheeler had learned as a child that success depended 
upon paying attention to details, no matter how trivial they might 
seem at the time. He would see how other women responded to these 
notions. If it looked like Gayle caused even the slightest of ground-
swells, he would be calling every head of every media outlet in the 
world to broadcast his own message.
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