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Hidden Agendas

 


“I don't see why you insist on destroying the
ship in space." Senator O'Dale bellowed as he maneuvered his huge
bulk through the space station's narrow doorway. The door hissed
shut behind him. He pointed his sausage-like finger out the
observation room's viewport. "We could have easily dismantled that
boondoggle on Earth while we were destroying the ground equipment
that manufactured it."

 


Mark Garrette grunted. He turned his chair to
see how the fat man tried to dominate the room. Being the only
other person in the room, Mark found the whole scene ridiculous. He
fumed at O'Dale's attitude and the way he lorded over the
appropriations committee. He had led the movement to cancel Mark's
top secret project. "You know there is nothing wrong with that
ship," Mark growled. "You personally rode in it during a
demonstration flight to Alpha Centauri and back. It took only three
hours!" Mark's voice rose. "How could you be against such a
breakthrough!"

 


"I wouldn't put my worst enemy on that death
trap," O'Dale politely said, smiling.

 


"Death trap?" Mark's round face reddened.
"The ship had one minor malfunction as we returned to our solar
system."

 


"Your little malfunction nearly cost us our
lives," O'Dale's white bushy brow rose. "It's too unstable."

 


Gritting his teeth, Mark turned away from
O'Dale and stared out the viewport. "That's simply not true and you
know it. The incident posed no safety hazards. The diamond simply
overheated."

 


"Even if you could work out the problems,"
O'Dale remarked to Mark’s back, as if he hadn't heard his comment,
"the experts say it would take years and cost four times what you
have already spent."

 


Mark shook his head. He knew those experts
were just paid mouth pieces. Mark sighed, refusing to look back at
the big man. His blue eyes remained locked on the bright speck
amongst the vast star field. He would do whatever it took to
protect that ship and all the research his group had put into
it.

 


Senator O'Dale smiled at the back of
Garrette's gray head. It was time to implement his own plans. He
had helped the Czar too long. It was time to get the ball rolling
on his own behalf. The Czar, nor anyone else, would be able to stop
him. Keeping that ship from everyone’s hands was just the first
step. He turned to the monitor that showed the ship close up. It
was a white oval disk with a canopy protruding near the bow. A
circular gap near the stern gave the ship a claw shaped appearance.
"Shall we get started?" O’Dale pushed.

 


"Are the Federal and ISA Officials ready?"
Mark asked flatly.

 


"Of course, why else would I be here?"

 


Mark
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