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Karen woke with Kimmy's tongue in her ear. As she emerged from slumber, she thought 

of Harley, but the tongue was too small. Then Kimmy head-butted her twice in rapid succession. 

One head-butt and a hesitation is a cat's request to be petted. This was a sign of urgency. 

Karen swung her legs out of the bed. She didn't want to wake Harley because he had been 

up late decoding chatter. Kimmy streaked up the stairs with her tail straight up and fluffed out – a 

clear sign of alarm. Karen followed her to the ground story. She could see well by the gray light 

that comes before morning and was reluctant to outline herself by turning on a light. 

Kimmy was pacing and clearly agitated. This was her usual time to be outside hunting, 

but she was alert to something and she wanted Karen to know about it. Standing to one side, 

Karen opened the window and listened intently. The geese and the pigs were silent. 

Three fences surrounded the homestead, creating two concentric “sentry posts”. The geese 

manned the outer one and the pigs were in the innermost. Karen and Harley raised their pigs like 

pets. First kids, then grandkids rode them. Every pig in that enclosure had gone to sleep as a 

piglet nestled in their arms. The geese had been held by them when they were goslings. 

Their farmstead was in bear country. If a bear penetrated the outer fence, the geese would 

alert the pigs. Among their number were three boars who weighed more than half a ton each. 

Karen and Harley bred their pigs to be protective and territorial. They named the boars 

“Heinlein”, “Huxley”, and “Orwell”. Bears are opportunists and are reluctant to take on half-ton 

boars willing to sacrifice themselves for those they have bonded with. Karen and Harley didn't 
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have bear problems. 

Karen checked the computer that monitored the servos (remote control devices and 

cameras). Nothing was amiss. 

Karen took in the silence, broken occasionally by the sound of Ravens. She thought she 

heard calls identical to those that she and Harley might hear when one bird would announce their 

presence in the woods. 

Is that what Kimmy heard? 

She shivered. She looked at her image in the living room mirror.  From a distance she 

could see herself forty years ago. Now, at age sixty-three, six foot one inch tall and in briefs and a 

camisole it was almost as if she saw a photo of herself modeling lingerie for the Bill Preston 

Agency as the next "It Girl" in 1974. 

That was one year before she first traveled to Alaska, leveraging another one of her 

talents. She was a skier and a sharpshooter in the finals for the Olympic biathlon and was sent 

there to train. It was in February and she had met Harley in Anchorage. He had come to town to 

trade furs at the Fur Rendezvous – and as it was revealed years later – brief his handlers. She 

didn't make it to the Olympics, but she won Harley. 

Karen checked the gun closet. All was secure. She couldn't sleep, but she threw a blanket 

around herself and settled into a chair away from line of sight to the windows. She slowed her 

breath and quieted her mind. And listened for the ravens. 

In the basement bedroom, Harley was dreaming about the Extract Man. That is what his 

family called the door-to-door salesman that peddled goods to farmers from a panel truck. A few 

times every year, the Extract Man came to the family farm. Often he headed down the section 
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line road to Carl and Elsie's place. Sometimes they could see Carl or Elsie or both of them riding 

with him as he left. They were farmers like his folks, but they also worked for the State 

Department – or something like that.  They had both been in The War. One or both of them would 

be gone from time to time. 

Harley awoke with a head full of memories. He thought of the long years running trap 

lines, hunting moose and caribou, cutting wood during the day and busting Russian code at night. 

In 1971 his handlers dropped him, a PDP-11 minicomputer and a diesel generator into a remote 

location in the Alaska Interior not far from a White Alice site. By 1980 he had broken the 

agency's hold on him. In part, anyway. Metaphorically and literally the break-away had left a trail 

of blood. 

Karen was up already. Harley smelled coffee. He did one hundred push ups and one 

hundred sit ups. Although he was short he had the shoulders of a much bigger man. He was a 

championship shot put thrower in High School and he'd been practicing akido for decades. He 

used two 25 pound weights to go through a series of side lifts, punches, curls and other 

movements that lasted for 20 minutes. Then he went upstairs for coffee. As every morning for 

over thirty-nine years, he stood on tiptoe to kiss Karen. 

Coffee done, he stepped onto the treadmill. It had a computer monitor and keyboard 

mounted on it. The treadmill was manually powered and in turn, powered the computer. He had 

rigged it to have a 30% grade and timed himself to be walking three miles an hour. While he 

walked on the treadmill, he did his computer work. 

No longer was he dependent on the White Alice sites from which he downloaded data and 

instructions to his computer in the 70's. He had a satellite dish, DSL, cable and an assortment of 
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unclassified equipment. He stuck with his schedule. He finished downloads, decoding and 

analysis by noon. Four hours of computer work and 12 miles of walking uphill was done. 

Homestead work was about to commence. 

It had been a hard winter. The wood pile was depleted and next winter was just six 

months away. Spring storms could come at any time. He needed a new splitting block and wanted 

one at least two feet in diameter. His biggest chainsaw was required and the chain needed 

sharpening. He went to work with a rat-tailed file; stroking the face of the tooth in a forward 

motion, lifting the file slightly, pulling it back, and repeating. The motion made him think of the 

motion of two lovers in unison. He started to fantasize about Karen.  He'd had the same fantasy 

right after meeting her 39 years ago. He still had it. 

He thought about 1967 and for a few moments he was back there. That year was a fork in 

the road of his life. 

Because he had won many honors at National Science Fairs, he received a college 

scholarship. He entered college as a Biochemical Engineering major. There was military money 

and military influence at the University. Such power was used to solicit services and research 

from students and faculty. He resisted the pressure to intern on defoliant research. He changed his 

major to computer science, grew a beard and let his hair grow long. His phone was tapped by the 

FBI. The tapping was pretty obvious; at first he and his friends made fun of the Feds as they 

talked on the phone. Sometimes they belched into the receiver and jeered. 

Harley learned to use the phone tones to identify the source of the tapping. Then he broke 

into a University mainframe, hooked it up to a modem and hacked into the FBI surveillance post. 

He crippled their system and he got busted. Now the FBI owned him and they sold him to the 
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NSA. Those were the folks that put him into Alaska in '71. Eventually he turned the tables on his 

handlers. As a result each side had something on the other and he and Karen were able to relocate 

to the remote Sierras with the understanding that he do things his way. If not, all hell would break 

loose; if so, he could make democracy safer. 

Back in the present, he split wood on the new stump, replayed the dream about the Extract 

Man and mulled over the latest analysis. The text "Extract Man" had been showing up in the 

chatter that he had decrypted during the last two days. The remaining content of the recent chatter 

was even more chilling.

The homestead was at the end of a two-mile dirt and a ten-mile gravel road connected to a 

fifty-mile two-lane blacktop that lead from the interstate. Most visitors were someone that he 

knew and who had announced themselves previously. 

As Harley drove a splitting wedge into a section of wood, he heard the ravens calling. 

Their cries were the kind that ravens make when cars were approaching.  He turned towards the 

road and then he heard a vehicle's motor. It sounded like an antique flathead engine. Old, but 

firing like a fine-tuned gun. Then, coming into view was a 1951 Chevy Panel Truck. It said 

"Extracts" on the side. It purred to a stop. Harley pulled the wedge loose and put it into the 

pocket of his coveralls. 

Two men stepped out simultaneously from the driver's side and the front passenger side. 

The knuckleheads looked like twins. Both wore sunglasses and a dark suit and sported a shaved 

head. What a cliché!

The driver said "Hi, I'm Bill". 

The other guy said "Hi, I'm Ted". 
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A cold vice of fear could not prevent Harley from saying "And you are on your excellent 

adventure, yes?" 

Bill's mouth curled upward. Smiling was not his best asset. 

The back panel slid back and Carl Schaefer emerged like a wolf from a den. As he strode 

towards Harley he lifted his feet high as if he were crossing a plowed field. Harley had known 

Carl all of his life. Carl's wife Elsie had delivered him. Harley was 30 when he found out the 

truth about Carl and Elsie. Carl Schaeffer was one of the most dangerous people Harley had ever 

known. Carl's hair fell to his shoulder in the back. He was 94 years old with bright blue eyes and 

he had been killing like a machine since 1939 when he had gone into Poland ahead of the Nazi 

invasion that started WW II. 

Elsie was right behind him. She was Carl's age and had his skills and his lethality. They 

had been childhood sweethearts and grew up on adjacent farms. They farmed two miles east of 

his parents' farm to this day. And they did other things. Harley knew that just last year, they had 

lured two serial killers to their property and saved the state a ton of money by killing them with 

no expenditure of ammunition. 

The press had labeled them a "resourceful aged couple" with no idea that they had a 

double life as assassins that went back over 70 years. 

Carl spoke first. He never left his multi-lingual upbringing far behind.

"Guten tag, nice to see you". 

Elsie said "Harley, you look so handsome and you still have all your hair".  

"That's quite the cherry ride" said Harley. 

"Restored it myself" was Carl's answer "and it's bulletproof." 
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Suddenly the pigs were at the outside fence within a few feet of the car. Harley knew that 

the pigs could open a gate if they wanted, but had also put servos on the gates so they could be 

opened from a distance. They stared intently at the visitors. 

Elsie said "looks like it's butchering time". 

Carl said "light him up." 

Bill's head exploded. The next round hit Ted in his midsection, even with body armor he 

was knocked to the ground but was pulling out a machine pistol. In his hyper-accelerated 

consciousness, Harley noted a Tec-9. He slammed into Carl, hurling him and Elsie into the side 

of the panel truck, pulled the splitting wedge from his pocket and launched it at Ted.

Then the pigs burst through the fence.

The following press releases illustrate the unfolding of facts regarding what became known as 

Operation Extract Man:

Shootout in High Sierras – Fatalities Reported May 1, 1:00 PM 

Early accounts from the Ionian Basin area of the Sierras indicate law enforcement action in rural 

compound. Fatalities indicated but not confirmed.

Ionian Basin High Sierras scene of possible NSA or CIA activity May 1, 1:45 PM

Incoming reports indicate possible Federal Agent participation at rural compound. Four fatalities 

reported.
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Remote Sierra Farm Targeted by Possible Rogue NSA Hit Team May 1, 5:15 PM

Local Law Enforcement spokesman indicates an assassination attempt at a rural farm in the 

Ionian Basin was repulsed by residents with all four assailants killed. 

Resourceful Farm Couple Annihilate Kill Squad May 2, 1:00 PM

Law enforcement officials report that one attacker died by sniper fire, one by blunt force trauma 

and two were killed by pigs. NSA association confirmed. 

Orwell Is First Pig To Receive Presidential Medal of Freedom June 1

The only surviving member of three pigs who saved the lives of their owners by battling rogue 

NSA agents has been awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom. Orwell's companions, Huxley 

and Heinlein were killed in the melee. Orwell's owners, Harley and Karen Miller were apparently 

targeted by the so-called “Extraction Team” when Harley Miller uncovered a clandestine plot to 

subvert the Federal Government by installing a General Secretary with links to the NSA, leaders 

of both political parties and the financial sector. The group was formed under the code name of 

“Operation Extract Man”.

Consequences Of “Operation Extract Man” An Example of Historical “Tipping Point”

A wide-spread defection from both political parties is underway as a repercussion of the 

assault on the Miller farm. Harley Miller's discovery of a Shadow Government consisting of 

leaders of both major political parties and the financial sector has led to exponential growth in the 

numbers of voters and politicians canceling party affiliations. At this time and for the time being 
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it appears that neither of the two major political parties can assemble a majority in Congress or a 

presidential election. The stranglehold of the Two-Party system has been broken.

Additionally the participation of members of the self-styled “Tea Party” in the Shadow 

Government movement has shattered the hold imposed by this fringe movement. A comparison 

could be made to the collapse of the National Ku Klux Klan 1925 due the Oberholtzer rape and 

murder case. 

It is ironic to note that an Orwellian plot was foiled by pigs. The paradox is that the bad

guys in Orwell's “Animal Farm” were also pigs.
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