:: PROJECT OUTLINE ::

Character Sheet:

Name:  Gerald Carr

Age:  Early 50's

Features:  Slicked back, shoulder length black hair with the occasional gray hair. 

Clothing: Tan suit and pants.  White shirt.  Jade diamond pattern tie.  Gray socks.  Dull black loafers.

Afflictions:  Chronic back pain.  Diagnosed 2 years left to live.  <EXPAND

Advantages:  Remote viewer.  Financially well off.  Classified government knowledge and experience.

Disadvantages:  Needs a cane to walk.  Can only travel via taxi, train, or business class air.

Vices:  Heroin addiction.  Reading the morning paper.

Skills:  Expert remote viewer trained by military.

Likes:  Professionalism.  Truth.

Dislikes:  Being called “Jerry”.  The news.  Lies.

Accessories:  Rides a moped instead of walking long distances.

Earth setting:

Time:  Present.

Realism:  Coincides with politics, countries, people, and politics; past and present.

Off-world setting:

Time:  Irrelevant

Realism:  Loosely based on our reality's fiction and non-fiction.


The soft brushing of a paper napkin ran across his stubbly lips; pushing the coarse, hitch-hiker toast crumbs away like a snowplow.  Breakfast satisfied another morning's hunger as one egg over easy with a slice of half-buttered toast.  Gerald liked his toast buttered conservatively on one side.  The other side either remained plain – which was most of the time – or was conservatively spread with a sweet, gelatinous condiment that happened to be the least frequently used in the past month.


The fat, Sunday newspaper crinkled deeply as he skimmed hurriedly through the sports section making sure he didn't miss political nuances.  The rest of the paper was meticulously scanned into his impeccable recollection; inconsistencies and interesting points jotted onto a small flip notepad.


Thock!  An empty, brown coffee cup in the shape of a overweight hourglass hit the slightly wobbly table.  Shortly after, the sound of large and small change rolled and spun muffled onto the worn, soft dollar bills.  He smiled slightly and winked to the waitress as he headed to the restroom.


Grimacing at the mirror, Gerald picked at his teeth and rinsed out his mouth with tap water; the green, corroded drain holes made saliva bubbles.   His pupils dilated and he leaned back slightly with a fixed and empty look on his face; staring at himself.  He pulled up his trousers after removing the syringe from his inner thigh and sat down on the john to pass breakfast; wobbling and drooling slightly; allowing himself to lose composure for just one moment in his life.


Back in the mirror, he slapped and washed his face with dispensed, powdered soap and slicked back his shoulder length black hair with his comb.  Looking at himself in the mirror, he ran in between all of his memories he's ever known through the portals of his eyes to guide himself through to the day ahead.


Exiting the bathroom, he walked by the stooled counter area expecting his normal well-wishing from the diner's waitress.


“You have yourself a good day now, Mr. Carr,” she said with her white teeth and big, red lips.


“Thanks, Sheila.  Same time tomorrow, if you'll have me back,” he chuckled.


Ringle Ding! He brushed against the jingle bells on the door and smoothly transferred the door to the next incoming patron of the Tick-Tock Diner.  The dancing rustle of single serving potato chip bags on the pavement never caught his attention while walking to his moped.  Stowing his cane away horizontally between special hooks on top of the the front lock box, they clicked securely in assurance.  The puny engine whirred to a start.


Off he went putting through his original, morning beat; which very well could be called his “tread,” but he called his “beat” inside his head.  The long, skinny, fat, short, flat, elaborate, and bland headstones of King Solomon Memorial passed by ever so slowly, as if it were the entire memorable scenery before autonomically completing the trek toward inner Newark.


While driving, his mind wandered through the case at hand:  The newspapers leading up to today seemed to be skirting around the issues involving China and its censorship of the Falun Dafa and the systematic organ harvesting of political detainees.  Interestingly enough, America's surgical practices and private insurance agencies also seemed to be lowering their prices for transplanting of organs which are harder to acquire and match.  More so, UNOS (United Network for Organ Sharing) had also been handing out larger than usual lobbies to representatives and cabinet members as well.  Which seemingly has resulted in the drop of privatized health care in the past 3 months.


“Connect the dots...  Connect the dots,” he mumbled to himself as he stared at the passing broken median stripes.  It was all just speculation and nothing clearly tied any of it together.  He'd been working on finding contacts and observing key members of medical organizations for months and had just been amassing more and more teases; resulting in another convoluted postulate he not yet dare release outside of his conspirator network.


His pocket vibrated.  THE FAT PANDA EATS BAMBOO, ticked across his cellphone.  The message sent from address book alias “Buck Raker.”


“Good ol' Buck,” Gerald said as he grinned and locked up his moped around a sapling at the Kong Ming take-out restaurant.

