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Prologue
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She knew this day was coming.

As Mary’s ten-year-old son was raising the pistol to shoot her, she saw the absolute hate in his eyes, something that a ten year should never have experienced, or even know. While she was not surprised that she was being disposed of, and really kind of wondered what took them so long, she was shocked that they were using her precious son to do it. She glanced at his handlers standing behind him, who had smug looks on their faces, and seemed to be pleased with their indoctrination of her son. She knew this was a cliché, but her life leading up to this point began flashing before her eyes. She began reflecting on why she took this path on the road to her destruction in the brief time she had left.
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Chapter 1
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Twelve years earlier....

Mary O’Hara had run away from her home in Nebraska a month earlier and now found herself in New York City. She ran away because her father was verbally abusive, sometimes physically, and treated her and her mother like they were garbage. He had come back from Korea ten years earlier very different from the way he was when he left. From Mary’s perspective, it was like he was a whole other person, and he absolutely refused to talk about what had happened to him there. She was only seventeen, but felt that she was old enough to take care of herself without being told what to do. As some of her friends were fond of saying, it was all about freedom from the oppressive machinations of The Man, and those friends viewed the Soviet Union as the perfect society. So, now she was in the Big Apple, with any number of infinite possibilities open to her.

Mary was taking in the sights and sounds of New York City when she noticed that she had walked past the Soviet Union’s embassy. The Soviets had fascinated her and her friends, because they were all about order and making everyone equal. She thought it highly unfair that people like her psychotic father could go out into public. She stood there for a while, immersed in thought, not entirely sure if she should go inside, when a man that was going inside the building, stopped and asked, “Are you ok?”

Mary shook her head, realizing how long she must’ve been standing there looking like she might be weird or something. She looked at the man, who looked very dour, and said, “Oh! I’m sorry for standing out here so long. I’ll move along.”

“You don’t need to be sorry. You seemed like you thought about going inside. Is there anything we can help you with?”

“You work for the Soviets?” she asked, wide-eyed.

I wonder how easy it would be to manipulate this girl? I’m sure I’ll soon find out, the man thought to himself, and then he said out loud, “Yes, as a matter of fact, I do work for the Soviets, and you can call me Agent Jones. Would you like to come inside?”

“Really? You’d let me do that?”

“Of course. Are you interested in getting to know Soviet philosophy?”

“You bet. Lead the way.”

She has no idea what she’s getting herself into, he thought, as he showed her into the building.

As Mary was led through the building, she saw pictures of Josef Stalin and Vladimir Lenin posted on the walls everywhere. The two walked into Agent Jones’ office where a television had been turned on. A special broadcast aired a meeting at the United Nations, because Soviet Premier Alexei Nikitin was next to speak. Mary pointed to the television and asked, “Do I get to meet him?”

“Hmmm.... you can only if you’re dedicated to our cause, willing to live in the Soviet Union, and help us to bring down the United States from within rather than militarily. But, getting to meet the Premier may take a while before he agrees to it. We will have to speak with one of his aides, who may get us an audience with him. If the Premier deems it necessary, he may talk to you personally.”

“I see. Can I work with the KGB?” 

“Not right away, you would have to go through some extensive training if they find you worthy. We have some potential plans that call for young agents who will be important to the future takedown of the West.” Then he saw that Nikitin was beginning to speak, so he told Mary that they should listen to what the Soviet Premier had to say.

“We will destroy you!” bellowed Nikitin, as he slammed his fist on the hardwood table.

The Americans and other westerners who were assembled in the General Assembly room at the United Nations, glanced at each other, and rolled their eyes, which was clearly visible on the television broadcast. James Kincaid, the President of the United States took a deep breath, and asked, “Are you threatening war?”

“You think I’m threatening war? I can honestly say that I’m not, Mr. Kincaid. What I mean is that your working class will bury you. History is on our side, you’ll see. The Soviet Union won’t even have to commit troops to defeat you; your poor and downtrodden will do it for us. I predict that in fifty years the United States of America will cease to exist. Your people may not even see it coming; it’ll just happen one day when no one is expecting it. Poof! The great and foolish American experiment finally comes to an end. Now, let’s discuss why we’re all here.”

Jones and Mary watched the rest of the broadcast, and when it was done, they discussed all the particulars about why Mary wanted to defect. When Jones was thoroughly convinced of Mary’s sincerity, or at least, Mary was convinced she was sincere, he decided that both would wait for the Premier to come back to the Embassy, and Jones would introduce Mary to him

Two hours later, Nikitin and his entourage arrived back at the Embassy. Jones spoke with one of the aides about Mary and why she was at the Embassy. The aide went to speak to Nikitin, who was already in his office. The aide returned and informed them that the Premier would meet Mary in an hour. When they went to meet the Premier, Jones eagerly shook the Premier’s hand, and said, “Good day, Comrade Premier. I want to introduce you to Mary O’Hara. She is one of the people we’ve been looking for to put into our program.”

The Soviet Premier saw that the girl was a petite brunette and young looking. Nikitin knew from various reports he received from the KGB that some American kids in a certain segment of the population were useful idiots and just rebelling against their parents and society. He didn’t really know if Mary was rebelling, but they would find out, and useful idiots would be helpful to the Soviets. Nikitin knew those types would help bring down the United States with enough training and brainwashing.

Nikitin walked over to the girl, shook her hand, and introduced himself, “Hello, young lady. I’m Soviet Premier Alexei Nikitin. Are you completely dedicated to the cause and willing to do what we want to achieve our goals of burying the United States?”

“Oh yes, Comrade Premier. I’m looking forward to advancing the cause by any means necessary, if it comes to that.”

“Mary, that’s the kind of attitude we are looking for from recruits. Before we tell you exactly what we want you to do, the KGB will require a full immersion in all things Marx, Lenin, and even Stalin, which includes getting you to Moscow. I’ll let my people take care of that problem though.” Nikitin glanced at his watch. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have other places to be. My people will take good care of you. Good day.” remarked the Soviet Premier, and then he walked away.

A month later, Mary O’Hara was ready to leave for Moscow. She had been given an airplane ticket by her handler to Tijuana, Mexico, so that it would appear to the United States State Department that all she was doing was going on vacation to Mexico. Hours later, her airplane landed at the Tijuana airport. When she left the aircraft, she was met by two female KGB agents, who were very fierce and mean looking from her point of view. One of them walked over to her, and said, “Ms. O’Hara, we’re here to escort you to the Soviet Embassy. Once you arrive there, you’ll be given new passports and a new ID. The KGB will send someone who looks like you back to the States in a few days so your government will not wonder if you have disappeared. Now, please step into the car so that we can be on our way.”

Twenty minutes later, Mary was escorted into the embassy, where she was greeted by one of the higher-ranking staff, “Ms. O’Hara, welcome to the Soviet Embassy. I am Natalia Rosharon, aide to the Soviet Ambassador to Mexico. We’re creating some new passports for you and you will be given new identity papers. We have a girl, who looks like you, who will take your place as she is about leave for the United States. She’s also escorting another American, who was trying to offer his services to us, but he’s a little too crazy for us to want to employ him. May I ask how your trip here was?”

“It was very quiet and relaxing. I’m a bit nervous, but I’m looking forward to learning everything there is to know about the great men of the Soviet Union. When do we leave for Moscow?”

“We will be leaving tomorrow morning. We need to take your picture, take some blood, and give you some inoculations if you haven’t had the ones we require. Once you arrive in the Soviet Union, the Secretariat of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union Central Committee, Yuri Alexandrov, will interview you personally before anything else is done.  Now, let me show you to your room.”

As they were walking to the resident quarters, a man, who was a bit on the skinny side and balding, was complaining loudly about how he was being treated, since he was being escorted by two large and burly KGB agents. O’Hara looked to Rosharon, and the aide said, “That was the man I mentioned earlier. I forget his name, but he wants us to help him assassinate a President of the United States. We told him no,”

“Why did you refuse to help him?” Mary innocently asked.

“Helping him assassinate the President would bring disaster to both of our countries. The reasoning for this is that if it was found out that we did it or even supported such an idea, the whole balance of power would be ruined, which would destabilize the world, and may cause a nuclear war. So, we told him no. We think he’s too stupid to carry out his threats since he’s mostly just a minor annoyance. Anyway, let’s continue with showing you to your quarters.”

The next morning, Mary was ready to leave to begin her new life and was hoping it would be a grand adventure. The woman who was to impersonate her, had left earlier in the morning with that crazy guy who wanted to assassinate the President, and Mary was hoping that nobody would ever hear about him. After everyone had breakfast, Mary was taken to the airport by two female agents of the KGB and a minor Communist Party functionary, who was also traveling with the group. Mary learned that his name was Mikhail Dmetryev, who seemed nice enough to her. They boarded the Aeroflot airline run by the Soviet Union, and while the aircraft was waiting on the tarmac for the signal to take-off, Mary asked Dmetryev, “What do you do for the Party?”

“Oh, I’m currently working my way up the ladder. Right now, I work in agriculture for the Party, mostly because my family had a collective farm. I graduated from Moscow State University with a degree in law, but I hope to one day be an important member of the Communist Party. I was visiting Mexico to see their farms, how they grow and harvest whatever is being grown, and then how the products are distributed to the people. This was the last leg of my trip and I am eager to get home. I bet you’re eager to learn the ins and outs of Soviet Doctrine.”

“Very much so, Mr. Dmetryev. After I get taught everything, I’m told I have a very special assignment that the KGB wants me to do, so I can’t wait to find out what it is.”

“I’m sure whatever it is will be uniquely suited to your abilities and needs, young lady. However, do not think for one moment anything will be easy in the Soviet Union. However, you seem to know what you’re doing, so I will leave that alone. Ah good, we’re now in the air. Moscow is sixty-one hundred miles from here, so it’ll take nearly a day for us to get there. I suggest you get something to read or take a nap, because I’m going to take a nap. Wake me up when we land somewhere.” In less than five minutes, Dmetryev fell asleep, while Mary decided to do some reading.

Fourteen hours later, the airplane landed at the Domodedovo Airport in Moscow. As everyone was disembarking, Mary said to Dmetryev as she shook his hand, “It was nice to meet you. I hope you’re successful in everything you do. Good luck and goodbye.”

Mary was supposed to wait to be picked up, she was told, by a black limousine with Soviet flags on the hood. Ten minutes later, the limo arrived on the tarmac next to the aircraft, a door opened, and an older looking gentleman stepped out of the car. He came up to Mary, looked her up and down, not seeming all that impressed with what he was seeing, and asked, “You are Mary O’Hara?”

“Yes, um, Comrade,” Mary replied, not sure what else she should say.

“Not what I expected, but it doesn’t matter, you will do nicely for what we have in mind. I am CPSU Secretary, Yuri Alexandrov. I am told I am to judge your worthiness and if you are truly dedicated to the Soviet doctrine. Come with me.”

Alexandrov abruptly walked back to the limo, got back into the car, and a bewildered Mary followed him into the limo. Once she sat down in the limo, she asked, “Are you going to tell me what the KGB wants with me?”

“We will not tell you anything until you have proven yourself, and we don’t see that you’re doing this out of a need to rebel against the authority of your parents. If all goes well, your training should be complete in a little over a year. Once we are satisfied with what you know, the KGB will inform you of your assignment. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Comrade Alexandrov. I will do whatever I have to do to prove my worthiness.”

“Yes, yes, that’s what they all say.”

The limo then sped off towards the Kremlin, with Mary wondering what she had gotten herself into. She needed to prove that she was serious and not rebelling against authority, because obeying authority was important to the Soviets, and she didn’t want to disappoint them.
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“What!?” asked a surprised Mary, not really believing what she was hearing after spending the previous year being immersed in Marxism-Leninism.

“Mary, you must’ve suspected what we wanted. You’re a very attractive, smart young lady, so don’t be so stupid. I said that we want you to marry one of our KGB agents and then give birth to a son. All we want from you, and what we ever wanted from you, is for you to produce a son who will be taught by the KGB to eventually infiltrate and take down the United States through the political structure of the country. Now, we have someone for you to meet, you two do whatever you have to do to get pregnant, and once your son hits school age, we will take over his education. Are we clear, Ms. O’Hara?” asked a stern Alexandrov.

“You’ve made yourself perfectly clear, Comrade Alexandrov,” Mary replied, with some disappoint in her voice. “Can I ask you something else?”

“Yes,”

“In order for my son to do what I think you want him eventually to do, he must be born on American soil, or on an American military base, along with both parents who are supposed to be American citizens. How are you going to accomplish that?” asked a curious Mary.

“No need to worry, we have planned out everything. All cracks will be sealed and no light will be seen through the deception we have planned. Does that answer your question?”

“My other question is, what about if I have a daughter instead?”

“No need to worry, we have ways of ensuring that you have a son. I don’t understand the technology behind it, I just know it involves a lot of medical terminology, and the doctors and scientists have been successful so far. Is there anything else you need to know?” Alexandrov answered, while becoming increasingly impatient with the young American.

“No, Comrade, but it makes me kind of uneasy and all of this is kind of scary. So many things can go wrong. When am I going to meet my eventual sons’ father?”

“He is currently on a flight headed to Moscow from Viet Nam. Like I said, he was recruited by the KGB in the United States, and is involved in trying to subvert the elected government in Viet Nam. He knows what he is coming here for, and feels like it is his duty to help bring down those capitalistic dogs in the United States. Remember Mary, you volunteered, so you can’t back out now even if you wanted to. Consequences would be severe if you tried to back out. Now, go back to your quarters to get some rest. You will be summoned when your future husband is about to land.”

Mary left the office, and a mysterious figure stepped out of the shadows in the back of the office. He walked over to Alexandrov’s desk, and said to Alexandrov, “She is eventually going to be a problem, Yuri. Someone should get rid of her at some point. Would you have a problem with that?”

“I know it is a possibility Leonid, but that’s a future problem I will not worry about now. In the meantime, are we ready to help retire Nikitin?”

“Everything is ready, everyone is in place, and we’re just waiting for you to grace us with your presence. Once you help us with this, you can go to the airport to wait for Mary’s new friend if you so choose. Now, it’s time for us to conduct a coup, my friend.”

Three hours later, after Nikitin was ousted, Alexandrov summoned Mary. She showed up at his office a few minutes later and they went to the airport together. At the airport, Alexandrov pointed out the aircraft that the KGB agent was supposed to be on. Alexandrov glanced over at Mary, who appeared to be worried. That was no matter to Alexandrov, he had a job to do, and this would be accomplished no matter what it took, even with all the headaches this assignment was giving him. The airplane taxied to the terminal Yuri and Mary were waiting in, and they waited for the KGB agent to leave the aircraft.

Ten minutes later, Alexandrov recognized the agent as he walked through the terminal, so he waved at him to get the agent’s attention. Mary was really shocked when she saw the agent; he looked to be of Asian descent. So, she said without thinking, “That’s him? He’s... he’s... well, um, uh...”

Mary realized she was going to comment on the fact that the man entering her field of view was not white. She thought she was more open-minded than that. She wanted to be opposite of her parents, who weren’t exactly the models of human kindness. She didn’t think she was racist, but she realized that she might still hold some of that attitude and those unfortunate viewpoints. The realization of it all really horrified her. She let out a sigh, and meekly said, “I didn’t know he was going to be an Asian.”

“Is this a problem?”

“For me, yes, yes it is. I... I... would prefer his kind not to touch me.”

Alexandrov rolled his eyes, not thinking this would have been a problem, from a girl who was part of a group that claimed they were open-minded and tolerant of everyone. He let out a heavy sigh, and said, “You Americans and your racist attitudes, have you learned nothing from our studies? I had hoped you didn’t harbor these attitudes. The workers of the world are all the same, so we saw no problem. You both have good genetics, so this was determined to be a good match. Besides, he’s an American, like you. The only difference is, is that his father married a Japanese woman when he lived in Japan back in the 1930’s. The two of you should have a lot in common.”

“Sorry, but you’re going to have to figure out a different way of getting me pregnant. I’ll carry his baby if I must, but I don’t want him touching me. Don’t even think of forcing me either, because, if you do, I’ll kill myself.” Mary threatened.

As Mary was being a stubborn, foolish girl, her attitude was getting Alexandrov exasperated enough to start developing a migraine. The KGB agent walked up to Alexandrov, and said, “Greetings Comrade Alexandrov, it’s been a long time. Is this the young lady I’m supposed to help get pregnant?”

“It has been a long time. Yes, this is that young lady, but she is having a problem with the general idea. It seems that she has some racial issues, which is going to be extremely difficult for our project, but we will manage. Come we will discuss this issue further on our way back to the Kremlin.”

A week later, Alexandrov summoned Mary to his office. When she finally arrived, she was told to sit down, and Alexandrov said, “Mary, we have a solution to this problem we seem to be having. You remember when I told you about how we had the means to ensure the gender of your baby?”

“Yes, I remember, Comrade Alexandrov. What do you want me to know?”

“Our scientists tell me they have the means to also artificially impregnate you. This is not done often because it doesn’t always work. They will attempt to do this procedure on you, since you have really given us no choice, being that you have a moronic attitude towards another persons’ race. Now, you will come with me to the medical lab, where Comrade Jackson is waiting on us. This should take no more than a few hours.”

At the medical lab, as Mary was nervously waiting to have them impregnate her, a young pregnant woman sat down in a chair near Mary, looked Mary over, and asked, “Are you Mary O’Hara?”

“Yes, that’s me. Who are you?”

“Oh yes, I forgot to mention that. I’m Gretchen Hopson. I’m pretty much in the same boat as you are. Fortunately, my husband and I came here together. From what I understand, you’re supposed to go through the impregnation procedure, right?”

“How do you know that?” asked a nervous Mary.

“I know, because my baby is a girl, and they’ve told me she is to marry your soon-to-be son once they become old enough. They’re supposed to be partners when it comes to taking down the United States in some far off distant future. I was told to come out here to sooth your nerves - it really won’t be that bad,” 

“Thank you for trying to reassure me. I didn’t realize what I had gotten myself into until a few days ago, and now I realize that the Soviet Union must have some huge operation going on. I’m just another cog in their machine, which is not what I wanted.”

“I suppose you were an idealistic girl who thought the Soviet Union really wasn’t all that bad. Well, it really was all a bunch of propaganda. Let me be perfectly clear, everything our leaders in the United States told us was true, but we have no way to get out of this hole we dug for ourselves. So, you might as well accept where you’re at and what your mission in life has become.” She glanced up at the clock on the wall. “I’ve got errands to go on, so it was nice meeting you, Mary. Hope you all the best.” Gretchen got up, walked away, and walked past a dark corner where she said to the shadows, “She will definitely have to be taken care of at some point. All that doubt she has, will ruin our mission, and this has been too painstakingly planned for some girl from Nebraska to derail. I suggest we get rid of her sometime before the boy becomes a teenager.”

“We have this planned too, Gretchen, don’t worry about it.” The shadow disappeared back to wherever he came from and Gretchen went on her way.

Mary was summoned into the lab, where they went to work on her to get her impregnated. After he provided the necessary materials to the medical lab, Franklin Jackson returned to Viet Nam to cause more trouble.  Meanwhile, Mary stayed surrounded by KGB day and night for the next nine straight months, which caused her much stress. When her son was born, she named him Gary O’Hara Jackson. Although she was happy with her son, it upset her greatly that she had to have a child this way, and she cried for days after giving birth to him. This greatly irritated the Soviets, but they knew that the things they were holding over her head would make her comply with their wishes.

The Soviets, to keep up the charade that the boy was born in the United States, contacted one of their agents in Chicago. The agent drove to the Children’s Memorial Hospital, went inside, and walked to the front desk. The receptionist looked up, saw the agent, and asked, “How can I help you?”

“I need to get a birth certificate for my son. My wife and I have yet to receive a copy, and it has been more than a month. I came down here to see if I couldn’t get it in person,”

“I’m sorry you haven’t received it yet, but I can help. Here is a form that you fill out, and then you take it to Cook County Vital Records department, where they will issue you a new birth certificate. The birth certificate probably got lost somewhere along the way, and filling this out should get you a new copy. Is there anything else I can help you with?”

“No, thank you. This is what I was looking for, thank you for your help.” The agent went to his car, filled out the form, and headed over to the Cook County Vital Records department.

It took the agent thirty minutes to get to Vital Records. He parked his car and went inside the building. Once he found the appropriate office, located on a board that had the list of offices just inside the front door of the building, he went to that office, went inside, and handed the clerk the form for the birth certificate. The clerk looked over the form, realized what he was looking at, and said, “I’ve been expecting you. This looks to be filled out properly. Let me go get a birth certificate that I was told to make available to you. I’ll have it filled out, filed immediately, and you’ll receive a copy. Please sit down, I’ll be back with you shortly, and please don’t talk to any of my co-workers.”

Twenty minutes later, the clerk came back out with a birth certificate and gave it to the KGB agent, along with a handwritten note that said that he no longer owed the KGB anything else. The KGB agent looked it over, understood what the message meant, thanked the clerk, left the building, and headed for the Chicago Tribune newspaper. At the newspaper, he filled out
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