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  REWARD






Cinematic:

As the author of this work, I offer you, the reader, the opportunity to redeem a cash award for introducing this work to any producer that offers an acceptable contract [to the author] for this work. The reward offered is 10% of any option contract for film up to a maximum of $10,000.00.

Via this reward, our mutual goal is to introduce this work to cinematic producers. Many are likely familiar with the term “six degrees of separation,” the theory that anyone on the planet can be connected to any other person through a chain of acquaintances with no more than five intermediaries. This is what I aim to accomplish here with your help.

Think about who you may know in the movies or literary agency who may be able to help me. It doesn’t hurt to ask, and if your effort pans out, then you’ll be rewarded for it.

Think about who you know that reads and would enjoy this book.

Send any leads, opportunities, or introductions via the email below.




I Appreciate Your Help,

Frank Reteguiz

Rickandllewyns@gmail.com
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Since 2000, John Hopkins University has experimented with the psychedelic compound psilocybin, or what is more commonly known as magic mushrooms. Their research has yielded extraordinary evidence that psychedelics are shown to cure patients of addiction, depression, and end-of-life anxiety in terminal cancer patients. The “trip” the patient experiences has been shown to help them analyze their own lives and overcome trauma. The benefits from the trips have been reported to last months to years after one consumption. Their continued research has given new light to the inner workings of the human psyche and opened further questions about what consciousness truly is.
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December 8, 2016.

To: jonwindtalker@denverarchdiocese.com

From: Yusufmckenna@johnhopkins.com

Subject: We Found a Candidate




Jon,

Old friend, is the prosthetic leg feeling better? I know you’re sick of hearing it, but it’s going to take some time to get used to—the new carbon fiber leg won’t stop you from cheating at golf, though. Don’t forget to use the lotion I sent you. Unlike the CBD lotion you buy from the headshop at the corner of your office, this has been tested, and it will help with the irritation from your stump adapting to the prosthetic cushion.

Moving on to business—I’m excited to inform you that not only have we found a candidate, but the board and the state representatives gave us permission to move forward with the experiment. You may have heard of her—her name is Alice Persephone; she has sentencing tomorrow. The judge, D.A., and her lawyer agreed to the terms of the experiment. The psychological profile that we have on file makes her a perfect candidate for the Empathy/Remorse experiments. Her incarceration makes her an ideal longitudinal subject as well—more so than a typical volunteer because we will be able to monitor her progress in a controlled environment for years. Also, the sensory deprivation tanks you suggested from the company in Denver have been installed. Everything else should be ready by the end of the week.

Get ready, old friend. We’re going to make scientific history.

Attached is your plane ticket and a letter from the FDA giving you permission to transport the Mana with you on the flight.




Have a Great Day,

Dr. Yusef McKenna, M.D.

John Hopkins University








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  







Protestors scream “Murderer!” at the slender blonde wearing an orange jumpsuit with shackles binding her ankles and wrists. The police eagerly escort her through the crowd of people holding homemade signs, some calling her a “Privileged Drug Dealer” and others with pictures of people in coffins, reading “How much money did you make from his death?” written in florescent paint above the picture. Protestors throw white-capped, orange prescription bottles filled with rocks or broken pieces of glass at her as she tries her best to block her head with her handcuffed arms. She grimaces as she feels globs of spit land on her wrist.

They climb the steep, stone court stairs to the barricaded entrance. The protestors become denser and brazen as the police escorts begin yelling out orders, demanding that the protestors disperse.

“Get down!” yells one of the police officers behind her as she is thrown to the ground.

“Take your hands out of your pockets and put them over your head, now!” the other police officer orders, his pistol pointing at a stone-faced man wearing an oversized green army coat with something clearly bulging underneath it. Terrified protestors scream and run through the chaos as the man hesitantly removes his hands from his pockets but slowly places them at the collar of his coat instead. He pulls the flaps open, revealing a thick hemp rope made into a noose hanging off his neck. He unwraps the noose from his neck and tosses it in front of Alice.

“I almost used this on myself because you took away my little girl. Do the right thing and use it on yourself!”

Alice’s face expresses no reaction as she is yanked from the ground and pushed forward by the police officers, as they now have the opportunity to move behind the barricades without going through any more protestors. They walk past the old blue-painted wooden barricades and into the courthouse, where a swarm of reporters is waiting for her. A flash of light nearly blinds her as reporters start taking pictures. Alice quickly brings her arms up again, but this time to hide her face from the cameras out of vanity.

An inaudible roar fills the air as the reporters begin asking her questions all at once. Unfazed, the police moved past them and into the restricted hallway, where there is finally some peace before the hearing. They stop outside the designated courtroom and sit her down on the old cherrywood bench. Across from Alice is a reflective marble fixture hanging off the wall. Catching herself in the reflection, she fixes her hair and, in a small moment, admires her attractiveness despite being disheveled. An exhausted-looking petite woman wearing a simple gray business suit and carrying a worn brown leather briefcase walks briskly past the police and sits down next to Alice.

“I’m sorry I’m late. The reporters stopped me at the entrance. How are you feeling?”

“What do you think, Meredith?” Alice answers with a sneer. “Did you bring my make-up bag?”

Meredith, Alice’s attorney, looks over at her in disbelief. “That’s what you are worried about? How you look? We’re about to see if we can get your sentence reduced, so no, I didn’t bring your make-up bag. And if you walk in there dolled up, you’re not going to get the judge’s sympathy.”

“I needed you to fulfill one simple request, bring me some makeup to wear. I don’t want to look like I’ve been in a cell in Club Fed for a year. I want my dignity,” Alice snaps back.

“Dignity,” Meredith murmurs underneath her breath in frustration. Rolling her eyes, she opens her briefcase and rummages in the pockets, pulling out a lipstick and then handing it over to Alice.

“That’s all you have? No wonder you’re not married.”

Meredith takes a deep breath to calm herself so as not to scream at her. “You’re lucky I’m even around. Your other lawyers quit after seeing you as a lost cause in both court and public opinion. Nobody wants to touch you, and I’m the only friend you have left—and that’s not an exaggeration. You don’t have any friends left. I’m the only one who stuck around. And I’m not going to stay if you keep undermining me with that fucking ungrateful attitude of yours. Now take what I have and get yourself ready.”

Alice looks angrily at her only friend but decides to keep her mouth shut. She applies the lipstick and checks herself one more time before the bailiffs open the door. One holds the door open, and the other escorts Alice into the courtroom, where the gallery overspills with angry protestors. Alice is sat down behind the large oak defendant’s table, and Meredith takes the seat next to her. Across from them is the prosecutor, an angry-looking man in a pinstriped double-breasted suit with graying temples contrasting his brown hair, who is dead-eyeing Alice.

“All rise for the honorable Judge Hikaru Takei,” the foreman announces.

Everyone stands in silence as the small man with proud shoulders, jet black combed hair, brown horn-rimmed glasses, and the ceremonial judge’s cloak walks behind his bench and sits down. The bailiff gives the order for everyone to sit, and the room remains quiet as the judge settles in and reviews the file on his desk. Alice turns her head and sees two men sitting behind her, both with their eyes locked on her. One is a tall, slender man that looks similar to Larry David without any hair, while the other is a Native American wearing a priest’s black outfit, his black and gray hair tied tightly into a pony tail and an aged tattoo poking slightly above his black collar.

“Docket Number #01032021 is now in session,” Judge Takei announces with a soft-spoken authority. “We’re here to discuss Ms. Alice Persephone’s possibility of an early paro— “

“She doesn’t deserve shit! Her light sentence was a slap in the face to all the victims!” screams a woman from the gallery.

Judge Takei slams his gavel. “Bailiff, remove her from my courtroom.”

One of the bailiffs beelines to the woman in the back of the gallery and escorts her out without incident.

“There will be no more emotional outbursts or interruptions in my courtroom. The next time this happens, I will have everyone removed from the gallery. Besides, I wasn’t the one who gave her the original sentence.” He looks down at the file again and then directly at Meredith and Alice. “Ms. Alice Persephone was found guilty of obstruction of a federal investigation, bribery, and destruction of evidence. She has been sentenced to ten years in federal prison for her role in the Soma Pharmaceuticals opioid cover-up. She has served one year out of the ten and is requesting early parole. Ms. Baxter, do you have anything I should consider about your client before giving you my verdict?”

“Yes, your honor. My client has not only had good behavior in her year of incarceration. She has worked with the FBI to recover evidence that helped bring charges against the rest of the board members of Soma, helped recover laundered funds from the company, and has given away most of her wealth to help compensate the victims of the opioid epidemic.”

The angry prosecutor stands up and interjects. “Your honor, yes, Ms. Persephone has done all of these things, but none of them were for moral reasons but rather her own selfish motives. She handed the government evidence so she wouldn’t be stiffed on worse charges, for which we had evidence against her. She sold out her colleagues for a reduced sentence, and she gave away the money because her assets were seized by the court at her arrest and given as reparations for the victims. Everything she did was for her own self-interest, but we wanted her colleagues, the bigger fish; that’s why we worked with her. She deserved a longer sentence, but she was a means to an end for us to achieve justice against the entire Soma Pharmaceutical board. She needs to do her time for helping destroy millions of American lives.”

A few people clap in the gallery, but a stern look from Judge Takei silences them. “Ms. Baxter, I see here that Ms. Persephone has volunteered for an experiment at John Hopkins. Why is this important for her parole consideration?”

“Your honor, I have Dr. McKenna with John Hopkins University behind us. He is conducting an experiment in using mind-altering substances to help lower, if not halt, criminal recidivism through instilling empathy and remorse by confronting their actions on a subconscious level. He has just been given permission by the FDA and Medical Board to move forward with human trials. The experiment is dangerous as the patient might be subject to insanity if it goes wrong. My client has volunteered to be the first to be experimented on and will be watched over for a year for results. Due to the high risk of this experiment, we are asking for leniency for helping the medical community cure criminals of their deviancies.”

Judge Takei looks over at Dr. McKenna and the priest sitting next to him. He stares at them for a moment and then focuses on Alice.

“Ms. Persephone, be honest with me. Do you feel remorseful for what you were a part of?”

Alice stands up and tries to put on a remorseful face, but it comes out as smug and indifferent.

“Your honor, I am truly sorry for the deaths…” She trails off for a moment before readjusting herself to show more poise. “But I did not kill all these people or put them in the hospital. I provided medication to Americans, which was prescribed by doctors, to help with pain management. I’m not responsible for them becoming addicted to the medicine I provided. I’m not responsible for them not listening to their doctors, and I’m not responsible for them not having the self-control to stop. I made my money in an honest way. I feel only remorse for obstructing the government from doing their job by misleading them— this is why I stand in front of you today.”

The gallery gasps, Meredith rubs her forehead in disbelief, and the prosecutor smiles at Alice’s tone-deaf narcissistic statement.

“Ms. Baxter, I am going to deny your client parole, but I will set a date for a year from now to see if the experiment has helped your client to feel some type of remorse or empathy. And I would like to have Dr. McKenna keep me informed about his results on Ms. Persephone. I’m fascinated by the potential of the experiment. The court is adjourned.” Judge Takei slams his gavel, and everyone in the courtroom rises as he exits to his chambers.

Meredith rests her head on her briefcase over Alice’s egregious and remorseless statement. The gallery is cleared out, and Dr. McKenna and the priest are the last to leave. The priest walks with a cane and a noticeable limp. He turns around and shakes his head in disappointment at Alice before leaving the courtroom. The bailiffs take custody of Alice and are about to walk her out of the courtroom until the prosecutor steps in front of her.

“I hope you do lose your fucking mind and get committed to a padded room, smearing your own shit on the walls for the rest of your life,” the prosecutor condemns, not caring who hears him.
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Alice sits quietly in the back of the aged Crown Victoria, looking out the dirt-streaked window into the streets of Baltimore. U.S. Marshal Charon quietly drives, not saying much besides “Watch your head” when he sat her in the backseat. Staring out the window with skepticism, Alice has a hard time believing that John Hopkins University is located in the middle of the ghetto. Trash litters the streets with brown and black snow caking the sidewalks, graffiti with gang signs marks the public buses, and there is a young black man standing on every other corner, slyly handing off whatever drug they’re selling to their customers.

“If they only cut their hair and learned to talk properly, then they could have been making more money and had benefits as one of my pharmaceutical reps,” Alice thought to herself. “Fuck, they could have increased profits just working their neighborhoods.”

They stop at a red light, and Alice notices a slew of parked police cars and ambulances with their lights on down the street. She watches as the paramedics load a body covered in a white sheet onto a stretcher while the police use the bright yellow tape to section off the street. She witnesses a young black man wearing a red shirt and hat with a red bandana hanging from his back pocket being led to the back of one of the police cars in handcuffs. His face is resolute, mean, and unflinching until he accidentally locks eyes with Alice. She can’t describe the feeling, but it makes her heart jump. And in that brief moment, he sheds a tear as he is placed in the backseat of the car.

The Crown Victoria briefly slides over a patch of black ice but then regains traction as they continue the solemn drive. The ghetto quickly transitions to modern apartment buildings, and Whole Foods replaces the bodegas as they pull up to the serenely beautiful John Hopkins campus. Once past the gates, they drive through the lush green parks and the leafless trees to the west wing of the main building. The Marshal brings the car around to the loading bay in the back, where Dr. McKenna and the priest are waiting. The priest is smoking a thick white joint, and the potent musk of the marijuana immediately seeped into the Crown Vic.

“Aren’t you going to arrest him for possession?” Alice quips to Marshal Charon.

“Shut the hell up,” Marshal Charon says in a low voice as he gets out of the Crown Victoria with his canvas satchel. He walks over to the two men and shakes both of their hands. The priest politely blows the smoke away from the Marshal but doesn’t hide or put away the joint. After a few minutes of pleasantries, Marshal Charon walks to Alice’s side of the car, opens the door, and helps her out of the car to where Dr. McKenna is eagerly waiting.

“Alright, Doc, I’m going


































