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Harry's device seemed so simple. THEY had
predicted trouble but what did THEY know? Who could really know
that it would cause trouble for the Big Oil and the rest of the
nations economy? How could this little device cause so much trouble
across the entire Earth? Harry went ahead and made the devices
anyway. He sold them and waited for the consequences.
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Harry Stevens stared at the TV muttering to
himself. The TV showed pictures of the riots in the Middle East.
Country after country had riots and huge crowds taking to the
streets. The people fought with police, troops and even each other.
They needed food and were trying to get it any way they could. Even
here in the United States, there were riots in the bigger cities.
It wasn't the Arabs here -- it was the state employees. The riots
in the United States weren't as bloody as the others but the news
media had hourly updates on everything. Everyone was carrying signs
that said "We need more, more money, more food, more, more." The
newspapers were full of the same stories.

Harry stressed until he couldn't finish
reading any of the papers. All he could do was read the headlines.
He had a worry nagging at the edge of his mind. Would he have time
to get the money? Could he make things move any faster? Would
they find him first? He decided to call Daniel Stearn, his
salesman. Daniel had only been selling Harry's product for six
months. What would happen by the end of a year? Sales seemed to be
rapidly picking up now.

Harry started to reach for the phone in his
small new apartment and that worry in the back of his mind got
stronger. Deciding to use the pre-paid cell phone that he had
purchased today, he dialed Daniel's number and got a busy signal.
Trying again in a few minutes with the same results, Harry went to
his counter where he had thrown all of his papers. Shuffling
through them for a few minutes, he found the card he was looking
for. It had Daniel's private number written on the back. He dialed
the number and it rang.

"Hello, this is Daniel."

"Hi, Daniel. This is Harry. I've been
looking at the papers and it looks like you've been working. How
many units have you sold so far?"

"Harry!! We'll both be zillionaires within
six months. Once a few people tried your gizmo, everyone wanted
one. My phone is ringing off the hook. I just hung up from talking
to the head of the largest trucking company in America. They want
enough units to convert a thousand of their trucks…."

"I know. I just tried for fifteen minutes to
get through on the other line. Is there any cash coming in yet? I
need to get something pretty soon."

"I have a million dollars in the bank now
and there should be another million by the end of the week. How
much do you need?"

"If I could get $200,000, I could get by
until the rest of the money comes in. Here, let me give you a bank
number to send it to." Harry read off the number and the name of
the bank. Daniel repeated it back to him and Harry said he had it.
Daniel excitedly rambled on about the success of the units. He
didn't even ask why Harry needed the money.

Harry asked, "Have you tried any bus lines
yet?"

"I talked earlier to two but I haven't
followed up. They said they would have to get Federal
Transportation approval before they could switch. All the local
press coverage and word of mouth about your gizmos is making people
call me, so I haven't had time to call the list we made."

"I'd be careful of the press. They don't
always report things accurately and they can cause more trouble
than they're worth. You haven't told any of them who I am, have
you?"

"No, all I've told them is the company name.
How could I tell them who you are? I've never seen you and I have
no idea what you look like. How many units will you have ready to
ship next week?"

"I think by the end of the week there will
be about 5000 units for the smaller engines and 1000 for the bigger
ones, like the trucks and trains. I have to see about getting more
made. If it goes as I expect, I'll triple that output in a couple
of weeks. That will take money in the company bank account though.
These factories won't work on credit. They want cash up front."

"I'll get your money transferred as soon as
we get off the phone and put the rest, minus my commission, in the
company accounts. There should be two or maybe three more big
checks that will be coming by the middle of next week. I'll move
that into the company as quickly as I can. Keep those units
coming."

"I will. I'll talk to you next week. I think
I may go out of town for a few days after I get the factory started
on the new units."

"You should take some time; you've been
working so hard. Just keep in touch so I can get more orders in.
Have a good time."

Harry hung up and got ready to go to the
bank. Making a sweep through the apartment looking for anything
that he had left behind, he picked up the pile of papers from the
counter and shoved them into a briefcase. He already had his bags
packed so he picked them up and headed out the door. Making three
trips to clean out the apartment, he carefully locked the door as
he carried out the last of his belongings. Wondering if he could
wait until the middle of next week to get more money, he decided to
keep track of the news on the TV and in the papers. When he got to
the bank, he used his debit card to check the balance. It showed
that Daniel was as good as his word. The $200,000 had already
arrived.

Harry went to the counter and made out a
check for $8,000. He made it small to stay under the government
radar. Looking around for the next available teller, he took it to
her to cash. She had to check with a manager but she approved it
and Harry walked away with $8,000 in his pocket.

This was the most cash he had ever had in
his pocket at one time. He turned back and asked for the manager
again. "Ma'am, how do I raise the daily limit on my debit card? I'm
going to be traveling and completing some business, so I need to
raise the limit to $50,000 per day."

She cautioned him, "If you lose the debit
card, someone can pull that much out without any problem."

He assured her, "It will be alright. I'm
very careful with my cards. Besides, I can change it back when I
get home."

She punched in the new limit right then and
there. Harry smiled and thanked her as he turned to head for the
door.

Harry wanted to leave Los Angeles and all
the traffic but he needed to purchase some things first. Going to
an electronics store, he bought a new laptop loaded with all of the
software that he wanted. The clerk quietly shared with him that he
could get the same software on the internet a lot cheaper but Harry
didn't care. He just wanted a working computer.

While the store technicians loaded the
software, he looked around and picked out a printer/scanner. He
also picked out another prepaid cell phone as well as looking for a
car charger for the cell phone and the computer. When the software
was loaded, he paid for everything with some of his new cash.
Carrying everything out to his car, he plugged in the chargers.

Harry found an ATM and got another $500 out
of his bank account. He did this three more times making sure that
it looked like he was headed north. Harry then doubled back and hit
the road for Las Vegas.

He spent the next four days getting the
money out of his bank account by buying chips and using ATMs around
town. By the end of the fourth day, he hadn't spent much at any one
casino but he had turned in the chips and had everything in cash.
Checking in with the three factories making the units, he told his
managers to make more units. He put more money into the factories'
bank accounts with the business debit card to cover the expenses.
Harry stopped at a convenience store to grab some newspapers from
different cities around the country, then went back to his room to
study them.

None of the national news media had noticed
the units yet. Daniel had paid to have a small ad in the Los
Angeles paper and then they had wanted to do a story. Harry had
warned Daniel not to do the story. He wanted Daniel to concentrate
on individuals first and then try the mass marketing. "They" always
said that the news media would call attention to yourself and then
the big oil and government people would shut you down.

 


He looked at the Wall Street Journal first.
They reported that crude oil prices had dropped slightly. The U. S.
imported less oil and a glut appeared on the market right now. Gas
prices had been so high that a lot of folks had to park their cars.
They didn't drive unless it was absolutely essential. The papers
also said some commodity speculators were being hurt by dropping
prices. One guru advised to sell oil short.

Harry wondered what would happen when those
speculators had the oil and then couldn't sell it. One paper told
about Congress starting to investigate the new fuel that had been
showing up in the western states. An old-line Congressman asked how
safe the fuel could be and if it caused any pollution.

Harry yelled at the paper, "The fuel doesn't
pollute! All that's left is water vapor."

He knew it was time to move. Packing his
bags in the car and checking out of the motel, he placed most of
the cash into lockable briefcases. Stowing the precious cargo way
to the front of the trunk, he carefully covered it.

Taking his new laptop to a free Wi-Fi place,
he checked several local newspapers from back home. Not seeing
anything about him or his fuel units, he loaded his computer back
into the car ready to head out again.

 


Harry headed east to the Missouri River.
Driving to Omaha, Nebraska, an idea came to him about setting up a
couple of his factories on barges. That would keep the factories
from the state's regulation. If he hid them carefully enough, it
would take quite awhile for the federal government to find them. He
found what he wanted and set things up. Arranging for phone
service, he programmed it to call-forward to his cell phone. Harry
checked with a local temp agency to ask about a secretary and
manufacturing manager. Giving them an email address to send resumes
to, Harry used his business account to move money into the new
manufacturing facility's new bank account. Leasing a computer and
office equipment, he scheduled it to deliver to the barge. Setting
up a special file in the computer that only he could access, he put
all the drawings for his units and manufacturing notes in it. He
also inserted a special program.

By the end of the third day, the business
officially existed. Hiring a secretary and manager over the phone,
he gave them detailed instructions on running the company. FedEx
delivered keys to the factory to both of them.

Harry emailed blueprints for the gizmos to
the new computer. The manager said they would be simple to make.
Harry instructed him to hire five people and get started. Once the
manager had the bugs worked out, he would be expected to crank out
at least 5,000 gizmos a week.

Harry said, "There is a bonus for each 100
units over that mark. I have very stringent quality standards that
will have to be met as
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