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"What can he do? It's what he can't do that is the problem," Icy said. "He can do anything."

Still, Rear Admiral Sefchic appeared uncertain-unconvinced. "But this plan you have-this mission-"

"Project."

"Okay. Project. Mission-what is it again?"

"We need to get the Italian government's permission to dig up Caesar's DNA."

"Okay. I get that. But do they even know where he is?"

"Yeah. Absolutely. There's a huge tomb."

"But can you get the DNA-out of his bones or something?"

"Certainly."

"And the mammoth-the mastodon-whatever-"

"Woolly mammoth."

"What's that about?"

Icy was getting a bit edgy with the massive information dump thing. He started shifting his feet—kind of, to the door. He appeared a bit exasperated. Rolled his eyes. "Yeah. Well, that's the key-the mastodons. We need something big. Don't want to mess with endangered animals. These virtually have to be resurrected-cloned-"

"Cloned?"

"Yeah. We'll need lots of them. Big, mobile-expendable."

"Expendable?"

"You want soldiers-men-killed?"

"Heck no."

"Right. Of course not. So, these big guys, cloned, like, out of thin air-"

"Mastodons-out of thin air?"

"Right. Exactly. And, we'll need lots of them."

"Lots?"

"Lots. But their style-we like it-they're smart-of course, not too smart, or they wouldn't have gone extinct-but, we figure they got to be like modern elephants-mobile-smart-herd animals-domesticated. You only need a few brains."

"Brains? Where will you get them? What are you talking about?"

"Caesar. I just told you."

"Caesar's brain?

"No. Just his DNA. That we can inject into their brains."

"Inject?"

"Not exactly inject. But it's a blood additive. Like, a nice blood vitamin."

"What, like STP?"

"Sure. STP DNA."

"In wooly mammoths?"

"Absolutely."

"What will they do?"

"Fight the war-the drug dealers-in the drug nations-that continent-region-that we can't talk about."

"We can't?"

"We can't. What, you want them to see us coming? We'll be easy enough to spot when we get there."

"Where?"

"You know who they are-where. The non due process guys-the lack of free speech-no religious freedom sort of thing guys."

"Yeah, I suppose."

"Yeah. You can guess. The drug pushers—the heroin guys-the opium league."

"Those guys?"

"Yeah. Those guys-overseas-you know who they are."

"Yeah. I guess."

Sefchic started pacing the war room cellar-where they were-underground-near the Potomac.

"But why come to me?" Sefchic said.

"We need the dogs—the bomb stiffing dogs—the smart guys—the secret service dogs."

"Secret service dogs?"

"Right."

"But you can't get those guys."

"I know. We need the puppies. The guys you order from—and the training-and the government's okay. Bottom line-the okay."

"What do the dogs do?"

"They are the cyborg's brains."

"Oh, my God. Not cyborgs now."

"Sure. This is classified-secret-right?"

"Right. Classified."

"Top secret?"

"Top."

"Top of the top?"

"Tip top."

"Good. We'll need the tippy top. These cyborgs-the machines-full of machine learning-logic-defy analysis, really. Artificial intelligence—but, at the end of the day, connecting the dots, they got no brains. And the mastodons-they're
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