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Chapter

1
Will Grant sat at his desk in the one room he’d kept for
himself after his wife died and his oldest daughter, Diane,
and her family, had moved in. It was his sanctuary—his office, den, and bedroom—the one place he could escape distractions. But even here, unknown to him, the government’s
eyes and ears via the most advanced monitoring devices
were on him. Twenty-four hours a day they watched, they
listened, they tracked him—not only for a further display of
his extraordinary abilities, but also to watch for the return of
the so-called visitor.
It had been three weeks, he realized, since he’d completed
the assignment in Central America, and he wondered how
long it would be before Washington would call on him again.
It was inevitable, he knew. The soft knock on his door interrupted his thoughts. “Come in,” he called out.
“Hi, Grandpa,” Eric and Jessica sang out together as they
rushed in. “We want to say goodnight,” Eric said. “Whatcha
doin’?” he asked.
“Just some paperwork.” Will lifted Jessica onto his lap.
“You finish your homework?”
“Yes, Sir,” she said.
“Me too,” Eric said as he pressed against Will’s leg. “Can
we go to the zoo this weekend?”
“Well, let’s see what your folks have in mind. You know
they have their plans too.”
“Let’s go, you two,” Diane called from the doorway.
“Give us a hug before you go.”
They wrapped their arms tightly around Will’s neck.
“Good night, Grandpa.”
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“Good night, kids.”
“Good night, Dad.”
“Night, Diane. See you in the morning.”
In Washington, DC, deep in the bowels of a State Department building, a surveillance operator was relieving his
counterpart. “Anything going on?”
“Samo-samo.”
“You have any idea yet why we’re on this guy?”
“Nope.”
“I don’t get it. All these others we know what were looking for. But this one . . .” He pointed to the multi-camera
display screen, and they watched Will leave his desk, grab a
remote off the top of his TV, and make himself comfortable
in his recliner. Another camera showed Diane cleaning up in
the kitchen, while yet another displayed the living room and
Will’s son-in-law, Ken, watching a basketball game on the
TV there.
The relieved observer shrugged his shoulders, grabbed his
shift report, and left his replacement to his task, calling over
his shoulder: “Anyway, pays the same.”
Will raised the remote and pointed it at the television, then
hesitated as a flickering light off to one side caught his attention. In a moment, the visitor stood before him, dressed as
usual entirely in white. He smiled and gave Will a nod.
“You’re back!” Will slipped forward until he was sitting
on the edge of his chair.
“Yes, is it convenient?”
“Yes, Sir. Won’t you sit down?” Will motioned to an upholstered chair near his own.
“Thank you.”
The new observer raised the volume, stared at the screen,
and listened to the one-sided conversation while thumbing
through the instruction manual in front of his display. He
grabbed the telephone and dialed the listed number.
“Hello,” someone answered.
“Yes, Sir. I’m having an, uh, unusual occurrence on observation number five.”
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“What is it?”
I think the bald-headed guy is cracking up.”
“Why?”
“He’s having a conversation and nobody else is there.”
“Activate the UV sensors and make sure that camera stays
online.”
“Yes, Sir.”
Will laid the remote down on the small table next to him.
“It’s been awhile,” he said as he sat back again.
“Yes, it has been. Any regrets so far?”
Will thought a moment. “Off and on. Mostly minor things.”
“Like?”
“Well, mostly simple things like eating and drinking, and
bathing isn’t as pleasurable.”
“Nothing more serious than that?”
“Can’t think of anything else at the moment. I don’t feel
as isolated as I thought I would—particularly when it comes
to my family. They seemed to have adjusted to—what shall I
say—my peculiarities.”
“How about your friends?”
“Don’t associate as much as I use to. Golf, bowling, seem
kind of, I don’t know . . .”
“Lacking challenge?” the visitor suggested.
“Well, that—and maybe a little insignificant. I haven’t
been around home that much either.”
“I understand. It appears your government may be offering some challenges.”
“No doubt. Any objections to that?” Will asked.
“No, I don’t think so. They certainly seem to need help—
they can offer you involvement worldwide, it appears. It’s really up to you, Mister Grant. But it does seem that rescuing a
neighbor’s cat from a tree doesn’t take full advantage of your
skills—not that I would belittle such an effort.”
Will smiled. “I must admit I’m getting a little restless to
do something where I can contribute.”
“As you did in Africa?”
“Yes. Did I get a good score on that?”
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“We must say your activities have been very positive to
date.” The visitor paused a moment. “You seem to enjoy your
time here.”
“Yes, Sir. Some down-time is nice, and family and friends
help give me some perspective. But on the subject of the
government, I assume what I choose to get involved in and
how I handle it is all part of your experiment?”
“Yes. We wish to observe the interactions of you and those
you encounter along the way. Any questions come to mind
about your conversion?”
“Nothing in particular. The discovery process has been,
shall I say, interesting.” Will stretched his legs out and
crossed them. “Having to learn how to walk and talk again
was a surprise. Were you aware I was examined by a medical
team?”
“No. How did it go?”
“They were pretty baffled.”
The visitor nodded. “Understandable.”
“Oh, there is one thing.”
“Yes?”
“Being neutered was one of my early surprises.”
“Regrets?”
“At first. But I’ve adapted and accepted it.”
“All I can say, Mr. Grant, is that it was necessary as part of
the procedure we performed.”
“I figured as much. Same with the hair?”
“Hair?”
“Yes. You left me without a single strand anywhere.”
“Oh, yes. It would have been in the way at the molecular
level during the transformation process. But we tried to keep
appearances and basic physical functions as close to normal
as possible—at least outwardly. No use drawing any more
attention than necessary.”
“Do you or your associates ever get impatient and want to
get in on the action?”
“No. It would be difficult even if we could. Suffice it to
say, our ability to interact physically is quite limited.”
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Will pondered this. “Interesting! Guess that means I can’t
depend on you for any help.”
“Correct, Mr. Grant—at least for the time being. Presently,
except for these occasional contacts, we are pretty much out
of your way.” The visitor paused another moment. “That is
about all I have at this time. Do you have anything else to
convey?”
“No, Sir, I don’t think so. It was nice talking to you again.
Sure seems a long time since I first talked to you in Arizona.”
The visitor nodded, smiled briefly, and vanished. His
method of departure no longer bothered Will, who reclined
his chair while contemplating the conversation for a moment
before retrieving the remote and turning on his TV for some
late evening news.
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