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IT WAS A CLOUDLESS SUMMER DAY. The sun showered its ethereal rays on the little town of Patriot, Texas. It seemed as if the sun itself embodied heaven’s exuberance over what was happening in the nondenominational church called Gospel Light. 

Inside the freshly painted white church, adorned with a crowning steeple and towering cross, Pastor Gooden was commissioning Jonathan Ziel to serve as a missionary in the country of Russia. The congregation had sent out missionaries before but only to countries where Western missionaries had already sown the seed of American Protestantism. It had never sponsored a missionary to bring the story of salvation, in all its American wrappings, to a country that had embraced atheism and communism and shamelessly despised the church and free enterprise, the pillars of Western civilization.    

Jonathan was elated. At last, he would be able to share his convictions and inner joy with a people in dire need of the truth. If God, Christianity, democracy, and capitalism worked for America, they certainly would work for Russia. He reveled in knowing that he would be God’s duly appointed messenger to proclaim the message of liberty to those who were still enslaved to the insidious ideology of atheism. 
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“Jonathan, will you, as an ambassador of God and this church, faithfully proclaim the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, so that those who are lost might come to faith in Him?” asked Pastor Gooden, his eyes locked on Jonathan. 

“I will,” Jonathan responded as he stood at the bottom of the steps leading up to the chancel. 

“Do you promise to model the Christian life to prove that Jesus truly lives in your heart?”  

“I do,” he answered, as if he were responding to a marital vow.  

“And finally, Jonathan, will you remain faithful and loyal to the teachings of Jesus Christ and committed to the freedom you have in Him that is protected by our nation?”  

“I will with the help of God,” Jonathan solemnly enunciated as he glanced at the American flag standing in the left corner of the chancel, and then at the Christian flag standing in the right corner. 

Pastor Gooden blessed Jonathan and handed him an official certificate of missionary service to Russia. He looked at the congregation with a smile and announced the singing of the last hymn. The congregation sang with such vigor that those outside the church could hear the harmonious roar.  

On the last verse of the hymn, Pastor Gooden and Jonathan proceeded down the aisle toward the back of the sanctuary. They reached the doorway that led to the narthex just as the congregation finished singing the last stanza and stood across from each other with their heads bowed, silently praying. Silence filled the church for a few moments. Then the bells in the steeple chimed. The people began to collect their things and file into the aisle to form what looked like a procession. Everyone took the opportunity to shake Jonathan’s and Pastor Gooden’s hands and give Jonathan words of blessing and encouragement. 

“Jonathan, we’re so proud you have such a burden in your heart to share the Gospel. Not everyone can do that, you know,” said Mrs. 
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Gray, one of the elderly ladies in the church. “God bless you,” she said as she shambled into the narthex.  

“We’re so happy for you. We know God is going to bless your work in Russia. They really need Jesus there,” said Mr. Jenkins, smiling while he shook Jonathan’s hand rather firmly. “God be with you.” 

“Jonathan, you can count on my support,” said Julie Trimble, stepping toward him. “I’ll be praying for you. If you need anything, you let me know. I’ll try to send you whatever you need. I heard there are a lot of shortages over there . . . people standing in line and everything. You just let me know.” 

“I will,” responded Jonathan with a serious look in his eyes. 

Then Mr. and Mrs. Robinson stepped forward to shake his hand. “We were in Russia last summer,” said Mr. Robinson.  

“How was it? What are the people like?” Jonathan asked with excitement. 

“Well . . . people are people,” he said, pausing to collect his thoughts. “The one thing we noticed was how poor the people were. We saw old ladies selling cigarettes outside the metro stations in Moscow. People weren’t dressed too nicely either. A lot of the buildings needed repair,” he explained. 

“Oh, Bill, don’t tell him that,” interjected Mrs. Robinson. “He’ll change his mind and not go.” 

“It’s okay,” said Jonathan. “Things that trivial won’t change my determination to go.” 

“How long are you going to be there?” asked Mrs. Robinson. 

“Only God really knows the answer to that question. I hope to serve at least three years in Russia. The Mission Society may ask me to stay longer, which I hope. All of this, of course, depends on the need for missionaries in Russia.” 
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“Two weeks there was enough for me,” said Mr. Robinson with a sound of relief in his voice. “Nothing beats the good old US of A. While we were there all I could think about was how fortunate we really are in this country. The trip was worthwhile. It gave me a new perspective on things like—” 

“Come on, Bill. Other people want to shake his hand. We’re holding up the line,” said Mrs. Robinson, tugging on his arm as a signal to end the conversation. 

“We’ll talk later,” said Mr. Robinson, seeming not to notice his wife pulling on his arm. 

Once the procession of people disappeared, Jonathan and Pastor Gooden moved into the narthex. The sunlight accented Pastor Gooden. He was dressed in a navy-blue suit with a light, silver-blue tie. He wore polished black wing tips, which reflected the sun gleaming through the immaculate windows. His face was shaven, and his thinning silver hair was neatly combed and parted on the right side. “Well, Jonathan, what a day this has been. I’m sure you have been looking forward to this day for quite some time now.” 

“Now it’s official,” said Jonathan. “The church has confirmed my acceptance by the Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society and has commissioned me to serve in Russia. I didn’t think this day would come, but it has. I give God the praise. I’m thankful and grateful that the congregation has supported me in my decision and will continue to support me in Russia.” 

“Do you have some time to talk, Jonathan?”  

“Sure, but let me first put a few things in my truck.” 

“Okay,” agreed Pastor Gooden, turning his body away but still aiming his eyes and smile at Jonathan, who proceeded out the door to his truck. 

Jonathan took off his sport coat and set it on the passenger’s seat of his Ford pickup truck along with the certificate, which had the date of commissioning on it. He perused the certificate and cracked 
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Jonathan stood in the narthex and gazed into the sanctuary. The crimson-colored carpet, which covered the entire sanctuary, reminded him of Christ’s blood spread over the entire world. As he viewed the tall podium located slightly left of the altar, he pictured Pastor Gooden, who each Sunday showered words of solace and comfort upon the congregation. His eyes caught hold of the simple altar from where the prayers, which rose to heaven, were spoken. It was made of wood and had a bronze cross on top. He turned his attention to the American and Christian flags, momentarily contemplating how they symbolized his worldview. As he continued to scan the sanctuary, his eyes grabbed hold of the candle-shaped lights suspended in the middle of the church. They brought to mind the Light of the World whose light incessantly shines. He remembered how each Sunday he found peace in the dark brown pews surrounded by stained glass windows depicting various biblical stories of Jesus assuaging the pain of a weary soul. 

Then Jonathan came to himself. He went down the hall leading from the narthex to Pastor Gooden’s office. “I would have been here a little sooner,” he apologized. “I was looking in the sanctuary and got caught up in what I saw. Everything is so simple looking, yet it all has meaning. Our beliefs and way of thinking are represented in the sanctuary,” he said as he sat down. “I don’t want to forget this while I’m in Russia.” 

“I’m glad that you have grown to appreciate the expressions of our faith,” said Pastor Gooden, smiling as he sat back in his chair behind his desk. “You’ve been a member here for five years now, and I have noticed a change in you. When you first arrived, you were somewhat timid. I’m not saying that you weren’t a believer, but you were afraid to express your convictions. I’ve seen how you have changed, though. You’re not as inhibited as you once were to 
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Jonathan fiddled with his small finger. Pastor Gooden’s compliment had slightly ruffled his unpretentious demeanor.  

“I believe in the transforming power of God’s Word, but it takes people—God’s instruments—to make changes in lives of people. I believe in the church, and I believe in this country and everything it stands for.” Jonathan’s innocent sky blue eyes became impassioned. “I can’t just sit idly by, hoping that those in less fortunate circumstances, like the people of Russia, will miraculously come to understand the truth. My convictions compel me to go to Russia. We have precious values that can transform that country. I want to give Russia what we have.” 

“I have to admit, Jonathan, that I admire you. There’s a lot you’ll have to sacrifice, like the comforts of American life and companionship. From what I’ve heard, life in Russia is completely different from our way of life. People stand in lines. There are shortages of food.” 

“I know it’s going to be difficult, but I’m ready,” said Jonathan, briefly glancing down at a spot on his brown loafers. 

“I know you are. You’re willing to do something I’ve never done. I’ve spent my entire ministry in America. I don’t have the gift to work and live in a foreign mission field. It takes a special kind of person to face the unpredictable challenges in an unstable political and moral environment.” 

“I’m just an ordinary Christian, Pastor,” said Jonathan. “The only thing that makes me different is that I believe I have a call to go to Russia. Simple, ordinary Christians serve in mission societies already in Russia. It seems they are coping with the way of life there. 
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It doesn’t take a hero to do God’s work,” said Jonathan, running his hand through his sandy brown hair.  

Pastor Gooden crumpled his brow as he thought for a moment. “Maybe you’re right. In a way, we’re all the same if you think about it. None of us is immune from the fate that all of us will eventually face: death. When we die, life here continues. The trees still perform their yearly ritual of growing and shedding their leaves long after our flesh becomes one with the dirt. If we were heroes, life and nature would certainly take notice of us. But that isn’t the case,” he said. “Thank God that we’re precious in His eyes, though. Our names have been inscribed in the Book of Life.” 

“We’re all precious in God’s sight. I hope the Russian people will understand this. I want to bring life to them,” said Jonathan. 

“That’s great,” said Pastor Gooden, leaning forward in his chair. “What will you exactly be doing in Russia with the Mission Society?” 

Jonathan straightened up in the chair. “I signed up with Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society. It looks for people who will commit to about three years. I was told that it takes at least a year or two to get acclimated to the culture. My ministry won’t actually start right away.” 

“I assume you have found enough financial support. Mission societies generally don’t provide a missionary with a salary.” 

“As far as financial support is concerned, the Mission Society gave me a list of interested churches that have agreed to help me. It really isn’t extremely difficult to find the necessary support.” 

“That’s good to know. We’ll be supporting your ministry financially as much as we can,” Pastor Gooden assured him. He leaned forward a little more. “Why did you choose Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society over the others? We’ve sent out other missionaries before, but they went under the auspices of a different mission organization.” 
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“It seems to me that the Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society takes mission work very seriously. Sometimes it happens that people go overseas for the experience and have no intention of pouring their soul into the work. Many mission societies don’t do a good job of screening out those people. But I did my homework. I don’t want to waste three years of my life. I want to make a difference. Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society seems to be very dedicated to planting the seed of the Gospel. I’ve read their mission statements. I like their aggressive approach to missions.” 

“What’s their plan? How do they go about it? I’m sorry I don’t know much about foreign mission strategies,” admitted Pastor Gooden. 

“I’ll know more in a month. I’m supposed to attend a two-week orientation course in Dallas that will help me better understand the overall strategy of mission work in Russia and how each missionary contributes to the success of the mission. From what I’ve been told, I’ll spend the first year in Russia learning the language. The Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society believes that language is the key to understanding the people and their needs. They say that by knowing the language it’s much easier to reach the people. Translators oftentimes hinder the work, especially when it comes to the formation of relationships. People aren’t willing to divulge sensitive information about themselves when a translator is present.  

“After I complete language training, I’ll begin work in Moscow. Some nondenominational churches already exist there. The Mission Society wants me to work with one of these churches to gain some experience. American pastors lead a few of these churches. Russian pastors head the rest of them. I don’t know what church I’ll be working with yet. This will be decided at the orientation. 

“Once the Mission Society feels I have enough experience, it might send me to another city to start a church. Right now, the Mission Society plans to plant churches in two other cities. I forgot the names of them, though.” 

 

8   ō   RELEASED FROM FREEDOM 

“It sounds like you know what you’re in for,” said Pastor Gooden. 

Jonathan nodded. 

“When do you leave for Russia?” 

“In about two months. I have to attend the orientation first and speak at the churches that will be supporting me.” 

“Will we see you before you leave?” 

“I think so. If I can’t make it on a Sunday, I’ll make it a point to stop in on a weekday,” Jonathan promised. 

“Jonathan, I appreciated the talk. I wish you the best. If there is anything we can do here at Gospel Light, please let us know. God bless you,” said Pastor Gooden in an enthusiastic tone, getting up from his chair and making his way around the desk to shake Jonathan’s hand. 

“Thanks,” said Jonathan with a beaming smile. 

Jonathan left the pastor’s office euphoric. He was going to do something that few people ever have the chance to do. More than that, though, he was now part of a chosen few. He, along with other zealous missionary souls, was about to embark on a crusade that would restore the land of Russia for Jesus. The seventy years of captivity to communism had come to an end, but the devil still had a firm hold on Russia. He intended to wage an all out war on the Prince of Darkness. 

It was torrid outside the air-conditioned church. Jonathan’s elation quickly dissipated when he collided with the heat. It instantly sapped his energy and diverted his thoughts from saving Russia to delivering himself. He quickly sought refuge in his truck. When he started the engine the air-conditioning system blew out hot air, but as the cool air from the freon reached the vents inside the cab, he began to feel as comfortable as he had been in the church. The thoughts of his calling once again entered his mind. 
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Jonathan had never before left behind the comforts of America. Russia would be his first foreign country. His impressions of Russia had been formed from what he had heard in school and had read in a book or two. He knew nothing about the country from firsthand experience, the greatest teacher. His understanding of Russia had been shaped entirely from the perceptions of others.   

He was a true American, resolved to carry out God’s mission in Russia no matter how difficult life might be there. He was confident that God would accomplish His purpose through him. He had experienced setbacks of his own in life, like the time he had failed to make the high school football team. But success ultimately depended on him. He had to persevere. He was responsible for his own destiny. Certainly God was there to help him, and had even endowed him with special abilities, but it was his choices that could make or break him in life. 

He had that indomitable American spirit, the same spirit that drove the pioneers west and still to this day incites Americans to tame the seemingly untamable at any cost. He was moved by an impulse to pragmatism, reflected in his aggressive resolve to get things done. The people in Russia have to be saved, he thought, for their own practical good. Who in their right mind wants to experience real physical torment in hell? Who wants to remain in physically deplorable conditions when success and material blessings are just within reach? He intended to make the Russian people see the light. They had to.  

Jonathan never reflected on how the American spirit came to possess him. It was just always in him and everywhere—in schools, government, business, and even the church. He was unaware of its very presence in his life. It was like an unseen inner organ taken for granted. He assumed that the entire world thought the same way he did and was possessed by the same spirit. Everyone more or less had the same outlook on life and the same pragmatic mentality as his own. 
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Jonathan drove home to his two-bedroom apartment, not far from the church. He had moved there after he had finished college. It was plainly decorated, clean and well maintained, adequate for his needs. His landlord made sure that everything functioned properly and replaced things as they wore out. 

In the kitchen, Jonathan reached into the refrigerator and pulled out a cola. He leaned against the white Formica counter and looked around the kitchen, sipping his soda. A globe-shaped light hung suspended above the round kitchen table with tan vinyl-covered chairs. Walnut-brown cupboards were secured to the smooth wallpapered walls. The white electric stove and oven stood next to the end of the counter. He looked down at the shiny linoleum floor. He took a quick gulp of his cola and went into the living room. 

He set his average-sized build into the La-Z-Boy chair, letting the soles of his feet sink into the plush brown carpeting which had been installed just before he had moved in, and still looked brand new. His furniture was hardly worn.  

He wasn’t in the mood to watch television and instead let his mind jump from thought to thought. He was a little saddened by the idea of giving up his apartment, which had been the stage for some of the drama in his life, but he knew that every decision in life required a sacrifice of some kind or another. Even though he would be doing a noble service in Russia, he would have to give up his way of life in America.      

A month earlier he had told his landlord that he would be moving out in two months. All of his belongings would be stored at his mother’s house. Being single had made the decision easier. Had he had a family the move would have been that much more difficult, he thought. He couldn’t even begin to imagine the difficulty of trying to convince a spouse and children to give up what they’d come to know for the unknown in another country. Some of his acquaintances had to abandon their dream of doing mission work 
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Jonathan yawned as the thought of how his co-workers would respond to his announcement of quitting began to fill his mind. The thought was severed from his consciousness as his head tilted to the side of the chair and he let out a snore. 

 

*** 

Jonathan arrived early to work. He was a little nervous but more anxious than anything. For the last two years, he had been working at a marketing firm in Austin, about forty miles away from Patriot. He designed and created advertisements for businesses, using his talents to perpetuate the American meaning of life: capitalism. His advertisements encouraged people to buy and sell products, which was the real religion of America.  

He lightly rapped on the door of his boss’s office and immediately entered. “Good morning, Tom.” 

“Good morning, Jonathan.” Tom lifted his eyes from his desk and peered over the top of his glasses to meet Jonathan’s cheerful face. 

“Are you busy? I need to talk with you for a minute.” 

“No, no. Pull up a chair. It isn’t anything serious, is it?” 

“Well . . . kind of. I’m putting in my two weeks’ notice. Next Friday will be my last day here,” said Jonathan, settling into the chair. 

“You’re what?” his boss burst out. He leaned forward over his desk with an incredulous look sprawled on his face. “What’s wrong? Did something happen that I didn’t know about? Just let me know. I’ll do what I can to fix it.” As he sunk back down in his padded leather chair, he continued, “You’re an asset to the company. The people here enjoy working with you. You can’t quit.” 
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“Tom, I’ve been thinking about this for a long time now. It’s time for me to move on to something else . . . something else which is close to—” 

“What are you talking about?” his boss interrupted. 

Jonathan remained calm amid his boss’s displeasure. “I’m going to be a missionary in Russia. It’s been a dream of mine for a long time. I’m at that point in my life now where it’s time to act on that dream. Believe me, I have nothing against the company. The work has been rewarding. I just believe it’s time to go to Russia.” 

Tom was shaken by Jonathan’s announcement. “Do you know what you’re doing? You’re leaving behind a good career. Just think about what you’re giving up for this silly dream of yours. Sure, you can do what you want. We live in a free country, but you’re making a big mistake,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. 

Jonathan was silent. 

“How much are you going to make over there?” his boss asked after his little tirade. 

Jonathan straightened up in his chair. “Certainly not as much as I’m making here. But that’s not important to me. I believe I can help the Russian people. Change in Russia has to start with someone.” 

“Why do you want to go to Russia? There’s nothing over there. The place is in shambles from what I’ve heard. You think religion is going to change all that? It was probably the cause of the situation over there in the first place. Why do you want to waste the most exciting time of your life on a place that is beyond help? You’re young; you’ve got a good start on life. I don’t understand you. You sound crazy. I thought you had more sense about you . . . I really did,” said his boss, sounding disappointed. 

“Tom, I want to leave on good terms. After I finish missionary service in Russia, I’d like to come back here to work,” Jonathan said, trying to regain his boss’s favor. 

“When will that be?” 
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“Well . . . maybe in two or three years,” he answered, his eyes steadied on Tom. 

“You know I can’t promise you that. You plan on being gone for that long? Now I know you’re off your rocker.” He leaned forward. “What makes you think that you can change or even help those people in Russia? They don’t need someone telling them about Jesus. They need someone who can teach them democracy and capitalism. That’s what they need.” 

“Don’t you believe in the power of Jesus?” Jonathan asked calmly. 

“No, I don’t. I live in a material world. I live in America, and I know what brings good change: free market economic principles. What do you think made this nation? Jesus? Absolutely not. You need to read the history of this country. America was built on the sweat and hard work of people who were dedicated to the principles of a free market economy.” 

“I agree with you, but there is more. People came to America to escape religious persecution. Jesus was first and foremost in their hearts. He allowed them to succeed. Our country was built on the foundation of Jesus. He can change anything.” 

“You believe what you want. I’m just trying to help you see beyond your naivete and see life for what it really is. I don’t want you to make a foolish mistake that you’ll regret later, like quitting your job.” 

“I want to do this. I know what I’m doing,” said Jonathan. 

“I hope so for your sake,” said his boss, shaking his head disapprovingly. 

Jonathan left his boss’s office and returned to his own cubicle. What his boss had said stuck with him. His mind drifted back to the past while he stared at the cloth partition separating his cubicle from the one next to his. He remembered hearing practically the same thing when he was in the army. After he had told his commanding 
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Jonathan had enlisted for two years as a specialist in an intelligence unit after his high school graduation. He relayed encrypted information to infantry units in the field but was never involved in the actual collection of intelligence data. He would have served longer than two years, but since there had been relative peace in the world and America was firmly secure in its position as a superpower, he felt that he had done his duty.  

The army had generously rewarded Jonathan for his two-year stint. He had joined the army, like his father had, to prove his patriotism, but he had also been lured by the college benefits. The army’s education program had put him through four years of college. It was the only way he had been able to afford his education. His father had died when he was eleven, and his mother hadn’t been able to help. 

“Anybody home, anybody home?” said Lora, waving her hand in front of Jonathan’s face, interrupting his daydream. She worked in the cubicle next to his and stopped in often to talk. She was in her early twenties and wasn’t one to hold back her opinion on issues.  

“Oh—hi—Lora,” he said, a little startled, rapidly blinking his eyes as if he had just awakened. 

“Where were you?” she asked as she propped herself on the edge of Jonathan’s desk. 

“I was just thinking about how Tom reacted to me earlier. I told him I’m quitting in two weeks.” 

“You are? I didn’t know that. Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I didn’t want rumors of my quitting to get around before I was sure. Now I’m positive that I’ve made the right decision.” 

“Why are you quitting?” 
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“In two months, I’m leaving for Russia. I’ve signed a contract with a mission group called the Jesus’ Crusaders Mission Society to serve in Russia for three years. I’m going to be a missionary.” 

“Really? I never knew that sort of thing appealed to you. I knew that you were religious and all, and into God, but I never imagined that you would give up your job for it. It takes a special person to do that, or someone crazy, I suppose.”  

“I feel it’s my calling. God has always called simple people to carry out His will, you know.” 

“I’m not real religious, so I don’t know how God works. Oh yeah, I believe He exists, but I don’t attend church or anything like that,” she said, unconcerned about her spiritual destiny. 

“There are things in life worth giving up, even life itself,” he said. “Life takes us only as far as death, but life in Jesus will take us far beyond. It’s worth giving up a piece of this life to gain a treasure far more valuable. Unfortunately, not everyone in the world understands this, but I hope to change that.” 

“You really are sure about what is going to happen after death. I’m not, and I don’t like thinking about it,” Lora confessed.  

She pushed herself away from his desk and stood up, aiming her narrow eyes down at him. “When people are pushy about religion, I get turned off. Everybody should be able to decide for themselves without being coerced or pushed into it.” 

“I’m not trying to push anything on you. I just feel that I have a call to go to Russia to proclaim the one Truth,” he said with a glowing smile on his face. 

“No. I disagree with that. There are many truths,” she said. “You really believe in one Truth?” 

“Lora, I don’t want to start a debate with you. I stand on my convictions and you on yours,” he explained to avert a shouting match. 
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“I guess I needed to air my feelings on religion since you brought up the topic.” She crossed her arms and thought for a few moments. A blanket of admiration for Jonathan settled on her. “You have a lot of guts, you know. I could never do what you’re doing.” 

“How’s that?” he asked, surprised. 

“It seems you’re not a slave to the system—I mean of trying to get ahead in life and accumulating for yourself whatever you can. Once you’re in to this way of thinking, it’s hard to get out. But you’re getting out and giving up your job for something you really believe in. I admire that.” 

Jonathan was unsure how to respond to Lora’s unexpected praise of him. 

“We’re going to miss you around here.” 

“I’ll miss being around here,” he said. 

Lora returned to her desk. It seemed to her that Jonathan was doing a noble thing by giving up his job to do something that wouldn’t be as financially rewarding. He was different from her and those who were prisoners in the seemingly inescapable reality of the American way. He was stronger than she was. She believed it was nearly impossible for anyone to give up the life she had grown accustomed to. The instinct to gravitate toward comfort overshadowed any thought of sacrifice. Any person who could overcome this powerful instinct was worthy of her respect. 

But Jonathan wasn’t walking away from the system of which he was a part. He was giving up his job and was going to leave the comforts of American life behind, but he wasn’t abandoning his belief in America. He didn’t know any other way. The America that he had come to know was the synthesis of God and country, Christianity and capitalism. These were inextricably bound together—and made America great. 

The Christianity he knew couldn’t be expressed or understood apart from capitalism. God and country, Christianity and capitalism 
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The first settlers had come to escape religious persecution in Europe, searching for the city of God on earth, the new Jerusalem. They had fled to America to establish theocratic communities. By their hard work they had prospered. None of them had dared to violate the sacred work ethic implicit in the apostle Paul’s injunction to hard work. In time, the colonists experienced the blessings and benefits of their new life in America. The American forefathers drafted a document to ensure the preservation of this way of life. Certainly everyone was free to express the idea of God and country as one saw fit, but to extricate God from country or country from God was unimaginable.  

In his religion classes at Capitol Christian College, Jonathan had been taught that capitalism was the right companion for Christianity. True Christianity could not embrace a different economic system since capitalism embodied Christian ideas such as hard work, freedom of choice, and democracy. Even the professors of his marketing classes stressed the union of capitalism and Christianity. This became his belief system. It shaped his worldview. 

Jonathan certainly wasn’t leaving his beliefs behind. He was taking them to Russia with him. 

After work that day, Jonathan decided to take the back roads to Patriot. It was his way of absorbing the Texas countryside he wouldn’t see for three years. As he drove home, he noticed the full and healthy green trees. They weren’t extremely tall, but the sheer number of them blanketing the hills afforded an imposing and memorable view. Even the places unoccupied by trees had a 
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The sun was a giant orange ball deprived of some of its radiance by the time Jonathan reached Patriot. Evening was setting in.  

Jonathan wasn’t in the mood to go directly home. He drove down Main Street, passing by an old row of stores. The doors of a barbershop, an antique store, and a hardware store were just a few feet away from each other. On a corner stood an old theater. He recalled his grandfather nostalgically telling him that the movies in his day had cost a dime.  

As he continued idling down Main Street, he saw the diner where he quite often dropped in to have a strawberry shake and sometimes a greasy hamburger. Further down was a big shopping center, one of the few signs of progress in Patriot. Just beyond the downtown area the street was flanked with houses built in the 1920s. Many were white with railed front porches.  

He turned onto a side street with more old wooden houses. Toward the end of the street stood the aging machine shop where he had worked during his last summer while still in high school.  

He turned again. This time he passed the high school. It was a two-story brick building surrounded by a big field where kids played football and baseball. Down the street was a Baptist church and the elementary school he had attended.  

Jonathan stopped, letting his eyes drift around the grounds for one last look, and then drove home. The ride in the small town had been a quick rerun of scenes in his life. Each place had left an indelible print in his mind which he didn’t want to forget. 

 

*** 
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Jonathan’s mother lived about a mile from his apartment. She planned to have dinner the day before he left for orientation in Dallas and invited him and his brother, Ed, over. 

“You’ve got a lot of courage leaving behind everything, Jonathan,” she said as she scooped potatoes onto her plate. 

“If you ask me, it’s a crazy idea leaving everything behind for Mom to take care of,” piped in Ed. “You’re expecting a lot from her. Yeah, you’re sacrificing and so is she. It ain’t fair. You sign up for some adventure and someone else has to take care of your business. Dump it all on someone else.” 

“Oh, it’s nothing. I’m glad to do it,” said his mother. 

“I appreciate what you’re doing for me, Mom. I don’t have any other choice. Who else can I count on to be my power of attorney while I’m gone? Thanks for believing in my desire to do something different and your willingness to support me,” said Jonathan, a little insulted by his brother’s remark. 

“I still think it takes nerve to dump your affairs on someone else,” repeated his brother. 

“I’m not dumping everything on Mom.” He shot a perturbed look at his brother. “You really don’t understand Christianity. It’s one big community. Everyone depends on each other. We work together so God’s message is proclaimed everywhere. She can’t go to Russia, but I can. I can’t manage my affairs while I’m away, but she can. You see how it works? I’m not just taking, but I’m giving in return,” said Jonathan in defense of himself. 

“How?” snapped Ed, angrily staring at Jonathan. 

“Come on, you two,” their mother intervened, trying to ease the tension. 

“You don’t understand. I’m giving my life to God’s work.” 

“Oh boy. A holy saint in our midst,” Ed spurted out sarcastically. 
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“What matters most to you in life, Ed?” Jonathan was perturbed by now. 

“I’ll tell you it sure ain’t Bible thumpin’, that’s for sure. I believe in God in my own way like everyone does, but it ain’t right to force your beliefs on others, to scare people into believing what you think is true. I’ll tell you one more thing. It bothers me that people are so naive. People blindly give money to support what religious leaders or charlatans, as I call them, tell them is God’s mission. It’s a bunch of hogwash. It seems there is always one class of people who think they’re better or more enlightened than everybody else, exploiting those who act on good faith. I’m tired of the lies in the so-called ‘honest society,’ the church.” 

“So you think I’m one of those who exploits others . . . that I’m begging for money and using the ‘cause of Jesus’ as my reason?”     

“I don’t know. I quit the church because it seemed money was the only thing the pastor cared about. It caused me to doubt that the Christians’ God is the only god. I’m zealous for the truth like you, but I doubt you’ll find it in the church. Jesus’ followers have prostituted his name. You’re just using Jesus’ name so that you can run off on some adventure and get financial support while doing it.”  

“That’s not fair,” snapped Jonathan. “People are supporting me because they believe like I do that Jesus is the only way. They’ve come to that conclusion by themselves. I agree that there are wolves in sheep’s clothing devouring unsuspecting people. They’re using the name of Jesus for their own personal gain. But that doesn’t mean that what they say about Jesus isn’t true or that Jesus is at fault. Ed, I stand on the Bible. My convictions are derived solely from the Sacred Book.” 

“Stop it,” their mother pleaded. “Ed, I want to help Jonathan. What makes him happy makes me happy. I’d gladly do the same for you.” 
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Ed spoke up in a firm tone of voice. “I guess we see things differently. Mom, you did the right thing by raising us both to believe in Jesus. You did what you thought was best. But now things are different. I don’t see them the same way that you and Jonathan do. I have a right to express what I think is a sham.” 

Jonathan shook his head in objection to what Ed had just said. “People are putting down Christianity without thinking about what they’re saying. I find it offensive but not discouraging. I thought you were a little different, though. I know you left the church because you don’t see its value, but I thought you would have supported my decision, my longing to change the hearts and minds of people for the better.” 

“What do you mean for the better?” Ed was poised to assail Jonathan with another barrage of words. “I see you as a person preoccupied with his own agenda and not with the goodwill of people. You’re going to turn them simply to another master, enslave them to something else. How is this going to help anybody?” 

“You don’t understand. You’re not going to change my mind about going to Russia. I’m sure I will have to face many more like you, but I’m going to stand firm. The Gospel of Jesus Christ will come to Russia. It’s God’s will, and people like you can’t beat God. His will be done,” Jonathan said, lightly banging his fist on the table.  

“Let’s eat,” said their mother to end the argument. “You do what you need to do, Jonathan.” 

Jonathan remained firm and undaunted in the face of Ed’s verbal onslaught. Nothing would sever his commitment to Jesus, to his goal of bringing salvation to Russia, even if it meant being ridiculed by a member of his own family. Ed was lost and didn’t know what the world really needed. But Jonathan was sure he knew. It was as if he had seen a vision which was as clear to him as the sparkling stars on a cloudless night. He assured himself that ultimately he would be vindicated before all those who opposed him. On the Last Day, he would be seen standing next to his Savior.  
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Jonathan savored the meat and potatoes smothered in gravy. He sopped up the last remnant of the creamy topping with a slice of white bread. He wasn’t sure what cuisine he would taste in Russia. “That was good, Mom.”  

“Oh, it was nothing. I’m glad that we were able to get together before you go. How much time will you have after the completion of the orientation in Dallas?” 

“Two weeks. That should allow me enough time to take care of any loose ends here. Then I’ll fly to Russia. I’ll tell you more when I get back,” he answered. 

“You can spare me the details. I imagine they’ll fill your brain with Bible thumpin’ techniques. I’m sure of that,” mocked Ed. 

“No, Ed. They’re going to teach me how to touch people’s lives and how to proclaim release to those who are captive.” 

Early the next day Jonathan loaded his truck and left for Dallas, where he would spend the next two weeks learning about his ministry in Russia. 
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ʹ

SCUDDING OMINOUS GRAY CLOUDS were set to unleash a fury of rain on the trees bending over in the wind. Dust whirled upward as a couple of Styrofoam coffee cups bounced around the parking lot. 

At CIA headquarters, Jim Hamer, head of operations, sat behind his stately oak desk studying a recruiting proposal drafted by Bill Adelman, occasionally shaking his head in disapproval. Jim was skeptical about Bill’s unconventional plan. During his years at the CIA, especially in operations, he had seen types like Bill who had tried to make a name for themselves by coming up with wacky ideas they hoped would bring them recognition. The proposal on his desk was another classic example of young ambition gone extreme. 

“What do you think?” asked Bill in an optimistic tone. 

“It’ll never fly. It’s too risky and unorthodox,” said Jim, tossing the proposal in Bill’s direction. 

“What do you mean?” said Bill, as he fumbled with the papers to keep them from sailing to the floor. “It’s exactly what we’re looking for. The Russian counterespionage services will never suspect it. I can’t believe you don’t see any merit in the plan.” He was a little shaken from Jim’s brashness.  
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“It’s an outlandish plan that doesn’t have a snowman’s chance in hell. The Agency doesn’t need its credibility undermined by some ambitious agent trying to make a name for himself. Do you know what kind of backlash this could cause? The media would jump on this to destroy any public trust in America’s spy agencies. More than that, your plan could cause the religious establishment to rally in protest against our mingling in the affairs of the church, a violation of the separation of church and state. It’s a bomb that could explode in our faces.” 

Bill cast his serious eyes on Jim. “Why are guys like you so bent on conventional methods? The Agency needs a plan that will work and produce results. I agree that we shouldn’t unnecessarily breach the trust of the public and expose ourselves to scandal, but when it comes to collecting sensitive information, we have got to be innovative. You know as well as I do that we have to be one up on nations posing a threat to our national security. That means the end justifies the means. We need reliable information. My plan will be a valuable addition to our collection efforts. Come on, what do you say?” 

“You can’t be serious. In this intricate game of espionage, you can’t ignore using the pile of neurons in your head,” censured Jim, unconcerned about being tactful in his objection. “The Agency walks a delicate tightrope. Guys like you can’t wait to get to the other side, but you forget about the danger of falling. Experience tells me we’ll get there, but we need to walk slowly to keep our balance. Think, Bill, think. You have to take into account the political ramifications when you make the decision to carry out a covert operation.” Jim reached for a stack of papers on his desk as he shook his head in disbelief at Bill’s plan. 

“Jim, wait, maybe you didn’t understand what you read,” Bill said, as if he hadn’t heard anything Jim had said. “Maybe I need to explain it to you. I really think it will work without any problems. It’s what the Agency needs to keep its edge. The plan deserves more attention. Come on, Jim,” he pleaded. 
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“It’s going no further than my desk. I’ve already decided. I’m really doing you a favor. I’m saving your career. If anyone else read your proposal, you’d be laughed out of the CIA. You’ll thank me in the long run, see what I mean when you’ve been in this business as long as I have. There is no substitute for experience.” Jim cast a condescending look at Bill. 

Bill could no longer hold back his temper, which had steadily been rising with every insult Jim had thrown at him. “The world changes, the CIA changes, but unimaginative functionaries such as you have lost all their resilience to change. You can’t stomach fresh ideas. You know your career is close to its end. But not all of us want to lie down and die with you.” 

Jim lost his patience. “I’m not in the mood to listen to your insolence. Discussion over.” 

Bill sprang up, his six-foot-four-inch frame towering over Jim. He briefly scowled at Jim and in a flurry left the office, slamming the door behind him. 

When Bill got back to his office, he threw himself into his chair, clenching his square, muscular jaw. Hamer had just wielded a blow to his ego. In a fit of frustration, he entertained the irrational idea that the Agency, the great defender of the Stars and Stripes, was no better than those who burned and desecrated it. If the Agency wasn’t interested in his plan, it wasn’t concerned about respecting America’s interests either. He forced a gust of displeasure from his nostrils.  

As the minutes passed by, his anger dissipated. He propped his feet up on the desk. Hamer may have gotten his way now, he thought, but time would reveal who was the more cunning. He resolved to connive a way to vindicate himself. 

Just then there was a rap on the door. “Come in,” yelled Bill, dropping his feet to the floor like a plunging anchor. 

It was Marty Hahn, Bill’s close friend at the Agency. When Bill first joined the CIA, Marty had befriended him and guided him 
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“Don’t ask. Hamer didn’t give me the time of the day. He said my idea is too risky. What in this business isn’t risky? I guess I don’t get it,” griped Bill. 

“Don’t worry about it. Rejection is a way of life around here. Right now, those on top are extremely cautious and reject anything with the slightest risk of bad publicity.” 

“The leadership is too old, too rigid,” said Bill. 

“Bill, you don’t understand. The present presidential administration is following a conservative foreign policy. The president doesn’t want anything potentially embarrassing from the CIA to disrupt the sensitive relationship between the US and Russia.” 

Bill shook his head to show his disagreement with Marty’s 

explanation. “Information is the priority. The CIA exists to ensure that the US remains the most powerful nation on earth. How can we stay on top without valuable intelligence information? I came up with practically an undetectable way to collect intelligence information in Russia.” 

“Give it up, Bill. We’ve got satellites that get us all the information we need.” 

“Did satellites provide us with all the information we needed in Iraq? Biological and chemical agents are undetectable by satellites. Without people on the ground to gather intelligence data, we can’t accurately assess a potential threat,” Bill insisted. 

“Putting American James Bonds in Russia sounds a little old-fashioned to me. Why run the risk of being detected and having to face an embarrassing situation?” Marty crossed his arms. “You know, we’re getting a lot of information from Russian immigrants. They tell us just about everything we need to know.” 
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“Help me out,” said Bill, letting out a sigh. “You know as well as I do that agents in the field with special orders do a better job of gathering useful information.” 

“Maybe so,” Marty admitted. “But you’re not going to sell that idea to anyone around here.” 

Bill thought for a moment, seeming to have ignored what Marty had just said. “How can I get around Hamer?” he asked, leaning forward with a sly look on his face. 

“Abandon the whole idea,” said Marty, wagging his head. “It’s not worth the repercussions. Hamer will ruin your career. You’ll be sent to the dungeon, as we call it. You won’t see the light of day. The only work you’ll be doing is shredding and copying documents. You’ll be a glorified secretary.” 

“I don’t care,” snapped Bill, as he rose from his chair. “If I’m not allowed to contribute my sense to the effort here, then maybe it’s better they demote me. At least my expectations as a paper shredder won’t be so high. Doggone it—I wish Hamer would be more open-minded about my plan.” 

Marty threw his eyes on the American crest centered on the wall to the left of Bill to avoid his pleading gaze and to think for a moment. He wasn’t sure he wanted to encourage Bill to disregard the chain of command.  

“Marty, what do you think?” 

Marty peeled his eyes from the crest and shot them at Bill. “All right, all right. If this blows up in your face, don’t come crying to me. If they find out I’m connected with this, they’ll have my hide, too.” 

“Don’t worry. I’ll confront Hamer myself. I’ll tell him everything was my idea,” said Bill in an attempt to placate Marty’s fears. “Tell me, what do I need to do?” 
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Marty pulled the chair closer to Bill’s desk and leaned over as if he didn’t want anyone else to know the secret. Bill sat down and focused his attention on Marty. 

“It’s really quite simple. Go to the deputy director. Present your plan to him. If he likes it, you’ll probably get a chance to brief other department heads as well.” Marty paused as he drew his forefinger to his lips, assuming a gesture of one momentarily in thought. “If this doesn’t work,” he said, “you can go to the top, the director of the Agency. But a lot of times he won’t approve what hasn’t been recommended by the other heads.” 

Bill’s eyes widened with interest as he leaned back in his chair. He reached for his Coke and took a quick gulp. “I was thinking I’d have to make a big scene to draw attention to the plan, but your suggestion sounds much simpler.” 

“I still don’t think you should do it,” said Marty with skepticism in  his  voice.  “Let  your  idea  die.  You’ll  come  up  with  something better down the road. If the head of the Agency doesn’t buy your idea, he’ll tell Hamer for sure, and then you’ll be doomed. Hamer will have you hung for going around his back.” 

“I don’t care about Hamer. I’ll show him the future of the CIA,” said Bill, sounding perturbed at Marty’s mention of Hamer. 

“You’re quite confident. I hope this doesn’t backfire,” said Marty, getting up to leave. 

“Don’t worry. It’ll all work out.” 

 

*** 

Tim Copeland, the deputy director of the Agency, was thumbing through some documents when he heard a thunderous rap on his door. “Come in,” he yelled. 

Bill entered the elegant office with a manila folder pinched between his right arm and ribs and confidently strode toward the colonial-style leather chairs in front of the mammoth mahogany desk. He couldn’t avoid noticing the copious plaques and awards 
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“I believe we’ve never met,” said Copeland.  

“I know. I’m Bill Adelman. Hahn told me I could talk with you about an idea I have,” said Bill, ignoring the confused expression on Copeland’s face as he stood up to shake his hand. 

“Have you presented your idea to the proper people? It’s protocol, you know.” Copeland sat down and leaned back in his high-backed black leather chair. 

“I work in the recruiting department. I’ve come up with a plan to augment our espionage efforts in Russia. The Office of Russian and European Analysis could use any additional information to produce an accurate assessment of the threats in Russia. Since you’re in charge of the Directorate of Intelligence, you could implement my plan.” 

“As I’ve mentioned, there is a certain protocol to follow,” Copeland said in a gruff manner. “There is a chain of command.” 

“I’m quite aware of it and its stifling nature. It seems the hierarchy slams down novel plans and ideas,” said Bill, looking down at his folder. 

Copeland pushed up his glasses, which had come to rest on the tip of his nose, reluctant to listen. Bill wasn’t deterred. He opened his white manila folder and with confidence handed Copeland some papers. 

“I still don’t understand why you have come to me,” said Copeland, sounding perturbed. He wrinkled his bushy brow as he set down the papers he had just accepted from Bill. 

“I thought if my plan appealed to you, you could push it through the necessary channels.” 
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“What makes you think I’d do this for you?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, placing the papers on his lap. 

“I’m sure you’ll like what I’ve come up with,” said Bill with a grin. 

Copeland hesitated for a moment as he contemplated tossing Bill out of his office. But then he looked down and began to study the first page. He quickly turned to the next page. His eyes enlarged as they caught hold of something strikingly interesting. He set his eyes back on Bill. “I’ll finish reading your plan and let you know in a week what I think. Don’t let word get around that you met with me. I wouldn’t want to report you to your superior. I’m sure he’d admonish you for going over his head. That wouldn’t help your chances for promotion, now would it?” 

Bill reached over to shake Copeland’s hand and smirked to himself as he rose to leave. “I appreciate your willingness to read my plan. You’ll find it ingenious.”  

After Bill left, Copeland continued to read his plan and began to see its merit. He came up with the idea to present it as his own to the Director of the Agency with some modifications. Copeland lived by the code of deceit, which the Agency itself embraced. He came to believe that the Agency was a microcosm of the lying and cheating that persisted in corporate America and the government. He thrived on the high of intrigue and welcomed the thrill and mental challenge of outwitting others. It broke up the monotony of life.  

Copeland had abandoned American patriotism while attending the university and had become a patron of his own cause: self-interest. He had been raised in a middle-class family where he was taught to love God and country. But it was at the university where he had come to realize that religion and politics appeared genuine on the outside but could collapse at any moment from the rot and decay of immorality and hypocrisy on the inside. Religion was a fallacy. Christianity was an absurdity. His country wasn’t more morally superior than any other country on the earth. At the 
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When Copeland finished reading the plan, he reclined back in his spacious black leather chair and cracked a devilish smirk. He couldn’t decide who was more brilliant: Bill for having devised such an ingenious plan or himself for intending to claim it as his own. He slid the plan into a folder and left his office as the grandfather clock played its hourly chime.   

 

*** 

Bill sat reading a Time magazine in the living room of his home. It was an average-sized, single-story house located in a quiet neighborhood. 

“Can I get you anything?” Kay offered. 

“No thanks. Maybe later,” he said without lifting his eyes from the magazine. 

Kay joined Bill on the couch. “How did everything go today?” she asked, intending to unglue his eyes from the magazine. 

“Like usual,” he replied, his eyes still stuck to the magazine. 

“Is that good or bad?” asked Kay, as if quizzing him. 

“Bad, if you want to know the truth,” he said, sounding a little annoyed. 

“I just want to know how things are going with you. You never tell me unless I ask. I know you can’t tell me a lot about what you do. That’s the nature of your work. But I didn’t know that you could never tell me about yourself. Is it that much of a secret?” she said, looking at him. “It seems we don’t do much together anymore. We used to go out and have a lot of fun, but now you’ve put us behind you,” she said, trying to convince him to reconsider the value of their relationship, which had become more strained the past year. He was putting in more hours at the Agency and coming home exhausted. The energy wasn’t there for the marriage.  
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Bill readjusted himself on the couch as he kept reading, beginning to feel uneasy. “Kay, I think about us a lot,” he said just to have her drop the issue. “I don’t always verbalize how I feel.” 

“Let’s do something. Let’s go somewhere. I thought when we got married three years ago we’d be doing a lot of traveling to exotic places, but we haven’t gone anywhere. It would be good for us if we did. We’re in a rut right now,” she said, hoping to break through to him. 

Bill put the magazine down and looked straight ahead to avoid Kay’s eyes. “There is always a chance that we could be sent overseas. I’m not promising you anything, but there is the possibility. Maybe it would be good for us if the Agency assigned me to an American embassy somewhere in the Caribbean for a while. That might rejuvenate our marriage.” 

“Maybe that is what we need . . . a new place to get a new start.” Kay put her hand on top of Bill’s and her other hand on the back of his neck. 

“Everything will work out between us. It will all be fine,” he said as he moved his eyes away from hers. 

 

*** 

Bill peeled off the memo Copeland had stuck on the door of his office and went in. He tossed his briefcase on the chair in front of his uncluttered desk. As he maneuvered around his desk to get to his chair, he bumped his hip and let out a curse. He sat down and read the memo. This is it, he thought. Copeland likes my plan. He hopped out of his chair and quickly grabbed a notepad. He glanced at his watch and ran out of his office, pulling the door shut behind him. 

Copeland was shuffling through his file cabinet when he heard three solid rapid knocks on his door. He quickly slammed shut the file cabinet drawer containing secret memos and locked it. He glided toward the door to unlock it. “Ah, come in and sit down,” he said, turning away from Bill after he had opened the door. 
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Bill headed toward the nearest chair and settled in. Copeland grabbed his chair and without any formality began to speak “There’s no point in wasting time,” he said with an expressionless look. “It simply won’t work. Too many risks involved.” 

Copeland’s words stung Bill’s ears like the sting of a wasp. “What do you mean? Can’t you change your position? I don’t understand . . . it’s a clever, clandestine plan. What don’t you like about it?”  

“I don’t believe I need to explain anything to you. I’ve read it, and I think it’s a reflection of your inexperienced and indiscreet character. It simply won’t work,” said Copeland, dropping his eyes down to an insignificant paperclip lying on his desk. 

Bill was silent but hoping that Copeland would change his mind. The realization that Copeland had nothing more to say descended on Bill when he saw him focus his attention on some papers in front of him on his desk. Bill felt like an inanimate fixture. He burst out of the office and slammed the door. Irrational thoughts took control of his mind as he charged down the hall. 

“Hey, Bill,” called someone from behind him.  

Bill snapped his head around to meet the face of the one who called him. It was Marty walking toward him. “How’s it going? You look like you’re ready for war,” he quipped. 

“Yeah, I practically am,” said Bill, readjusting his tone of voice. 

“Do you want to talk about it? Let’s go to my office,” suggested Marty, patting Bill on the back when he reached him. 

Bill erupted in anger, throwing up his hands in a gesture of disgust as they proceeded toward Marty’s office. “Everyone in the Agency is averse to ingenuity, to new ideas.”   

“It’s not that bad. You’re blowing it all out of proportion,” said Marty as he opened the door to his office and the two entered.  

Bill threw himself into a chair. Marty reached for the cup of coffee on his desk and took a sip, keeping his eyes on Bill. “So what 
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“You probably knew all along that I didn’t have a chance,” snapped Bill. “They’re all the same here. No one is interested in good ideas.” 

“Maybe it’s good you were taken down a notch. You’ve got to play the game but not by your own rules. You’re fairly new here. Nobody is going to listen to you until you’ve done your time and have proved yourself,” said Marty, trying to persuade Bill to reason and regain his composure. “For Pete’s sake, what did you expect?” 

Bill wasn’t accustomed to defeat. He hadn’t graduated in the top five percent of his class for his paucity of ideas and lack of analytical ability. International politics at the University of Virginia wasn’t a program for destitute minds. “What’s the point in talking to you. You’re just as obtuse as the rest, comfortable with the slow neural pace in your head. Why should that change?” He put his hands on the armrests, getting ready to leave. 

“Wait a minute, Bill. I’m your friend, not your enemy. I’m trying to tell you that there are unwritten conventions and rules that everyone abides by. It’s like that everywhere. Just let this whole thing go. They don’t like your idea. No big deal. Go on with life. What’s more important, this silly plan of yours or your career?” 

“Give this advice to someone else, Marty.” Bill got up and left. 

He was still upset when he got back to his office. He slammed his back into his chair and rested his forehead on his thumb and forefinger, feeling defeated. As a couple of hours passed, calm and reason returned to him. He realized that he belonged in the CIA even though Copeland had rejected his plan and dealt a blow to his ego. 

 

*** 

Bill arrived early to work to prepare for the top-secret mandatory briefing Copeland had scheduled for eight o’clock. He 
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“Hey, Bill,” a voice yelled, startling him as he started toward the building. 

Bill stopped and saw Marty hurrying toward him. 

“Wait up,” said Marty, speeding up his pace. “What brings you here this early?” 

“I want to go over some information before the briefing today,” said Bill, starting to walk toward the entrance of the building. 

“It should be informative. The situation in Russia is becoming unstable. There is more social unrest and economic and political instability. Our greatest concern is who will gain control
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