


Seen through the telescopic sights of the rifle, the face of the zombie
was hideous. The floor of the plaza was fifty stories below him and
covered with drifting clouds of smoke, but these were no match for
military spec thermal sights and sensors.

To be this badly decomposed, it must have been one of the first
victims of the plague. Its face was the blue gray of advanced
decomposition, and its jacket was matted with the blood that had
used to pump through its veins. The bite mark on its face showed the
dull white of bone. This must have been how it had been infected.
For one of them to get that close it must have been a friend, or a
member of its family.

He took a second to look in the direction of his penthouse with its
sweeping views of the park, so close and yet so far. A few minutes
drive, and he would have all the luxury he deserved.

He corrected his aim so that the cross hairs were centred on its
head.

But that was then, and this was now. Before they became the only
living things in the city. His apartment might as well have been on the
moon.

As the zombie came closer to their building, so the downwards angle
of the rifle increased. Soon, he was aiming almost straight down.
Just, a few more seconds, and then it would be too close to the
building to hit. Taking a deep breath, he steadied the rifle on the
railing and gently squeezed the trigger.

“Its time for the meeting, dear” The voice was so close to his ear that
he could feel breath on his neck. The shot from the Mannlicher-
Carcano rifle went wild. Unnoticed now, the zombie continued on its
way unharmed, and disappeared under the balcony he was using.
D’agelo stood up so quickly, that he had to grab the low railing to
stop himself falling over it. “I’m sorry dear, did I spoil your little
game?” she didn’t look sorry. She looked as if she was having fun.



She gave him her best spoiled little-girl smile “come on; we will be
late."

As he followed her to the stairs, he thought how much he hated her,

***

Two weeks ago the beauty salons and the expensive dress shops
would have made her look good, but now she just looked like the rich
spoilt brat she was. Petulant, rude and abusive, she thought the
whole world revolved around her. When she wasn’t disgustingly
drunk, she treated everyone like dirt.

He should have never married her.

It had seemed like such a good idea at the time, his money, her
fame. They looked good together on the red carpets while the flash
bulbs went off. The fact that away from the cameras they spent no
time together was no concern of the little people. He had his own
specialized interests with a few close friends, and she had – well
according to the rumours, she had everybody.

It had all worked out so well, until the end of the world....

They had been at the latest photo opportunity when they had heard
the rumours. When the rumours turned out to be fact, they ran – as
hard and fast as they could, to the only place in the world that could
be safe. They had been lucky that one of the secure locations they
had paid so much for had been close. Driving even a short distance
through streets filled with panicking mobs had been so difficult that
they had dumped the car and run the last few blocks.

The car had been one his most prized possessions. It was such a
shame that its steering had failed under the impact of so many
bodies at speed.

***



As soon as they had passed the security barriers and gained
entrance to the building, they had seen the problem.

The discrete brochure that had been passed around only the most
select circle of his friends (email was seen as far too insecure) had
promised them “spacious accommodation, in any of our 12 safe
houses across the globe, secure against the danger of further social
unrest” (someone had scribbled a note in the border ‘in case the
great unwashed start rioting about the recession again)

The reality had been a set of rooms smaller than the space he stored
his cars in. For the first time since the day they were married, they
had to spend time together. Trapped like rats in a cage, they fought
like rats in a cage.

Flying crockery was the least of their problems. He had learnt to
sleep very lightly in case she tried to stab him again, while her years
of yoga and aerobics had made her surprisingly strong.

The only time they did not fight was while they were having bored
angry sex with each other. Even the sex was bad; he was used to
something much more exotic. She had made it plain that he was
both the wrong gender and the wrong age.

The solution was of course obvious. The only police now were
shambling things in rags that would rather eat you than ‘serve and
protect’

Slowing up a little, he let the distance between them grow.

The lawyers who once would have taken him for every penny were
now dead.

Head shot would be best.

The papers she could have dripped her poisonous stories about him
were just litter under the feet of the undead.



It was only when she reached the stairs that there was a realization
that he was not right behind her. She turned around. He finally saw
the expression he wanted in her face.

He was a very good shot.

***

Senator Holdford watched them file into the room, and thought what
a miserable bunch they were.

He had never expected saints and angels to fill the series of safe
houses that he had built after the protest marches against the bank
bailouts and soaring unemployment had turned to riots, but even he
had been surprised by the scum that had washed up here.

The Hollywood heart throb in the corner wasn’t even the worst. He
just liked to boast how kicking his wife out of their car had slowed up
the wave of living dead enough to get to his private jet. By the time
they had finished with her, he was miles away.

The worst in the building were also the ones with both guns and the
lack of morals to use them. He treated them with great respect.

He was still waiting patently for everyone to take their seats when
there was the distant sound of a shot. No one took any notice. It was
too common to care about, either it was either someone taking care
of a grudge -in which case he just hoped they would tidy up after
themselves – or someone had taken the easy way out.

He made a note, find out which room had just become empty. They
could use the storage space for the dummies.

As soon as most of them had sat down, he started into his speal,
he’d done this enough time to know exactly what to say to herd them
in the right direction.



Looking over his audience, he could see that most of them were
either bored, drunk or drugged out. But he had a job to do. He was
their leader, and he must show them the right thing to do.

He tapped the microphone in front of him and spoke.

“Thank you for coming to the latest update meeting. Day 14 of the
plague.

Overnight there have been several developments that we need to be
aware of.

First, the bad news. Last night at two in the morning we lost
communications with the safe house in Washington, and two hours
later communications with the sole remaining safe house in Los
Angeles. We are now the only survivors of the zombie plague”

“Equipment failure?” the question from the second row came from
one of the countries most famous pornographers. He had also spent
a lot of time in prison when his work in child porn had been
discovered.

“Unfortunately due to space constraints there are no qualified
technicians in the building”

“You mean you could make more money from us than from them!”
This from the back of the room, where D’agelo had both a happy
expression and a rifle.

He gave all three of them a happy warm smile, as if it had been such
a witty remark; he needed people like this on his side.

“we have reset the equipment, but we have not been able to re-
establish communications” he hoped that turning it off and on again
counted as a ‘reset’ “so we must accept that both remaining safe
houses have fallen to the dead. We are now the only living people on
the planet”



The room became very still. He moved on quickly.

“Just before the link to Washington failed, there was a distorted
message that the incubation period for the infection may be much
longer than they had thought, and that one of the last people to enter
the safe house had brought the plague inside. We had thought that
we were safe with the mandatory twenty-four hour observation
period for arrivals, but we must be on guard whom any of our
residents may now be carrying the infection, particularly the last few
to enter”

There was a sudden wave of motion in the room as everyone moved
as far away as possible from the heir to a major hotel chain, the CEO
of a blue-chip company and a world-famous rap artist. The three of
them had barely made it into the building before the doors had been
sealed. If anyone had the infection, it had to be them

Holdford watched the space around them grow; he thought they
would be lucky to survive the day. Someone would care of this new
problem.

“There is also another development that we do not yet understand”

He flicked the switch on the TV projector.

“This is the plaza area outside this building” the image on the wall
showed the area that had been designed by a world famous
architect. Perfect for the office workers to eat their lunch in, while
they enjoyed their brief time away from their desks. It had not been
designed for the throng of the dead that now filled it.

“Yesterday there were just a few of the dead in the plaza, and they
were just aimlessly milling around. This is the scene today.

The image on the wall showed a steady stream of the things coming
into view from outside the view of the camera. Like a stream of army
ants, they closed on the building. Each of them was carrying
something. An adjustment brought just one of the shambling things



into view. At first, it was shambling across the smooth concrete of the
plaza, and then up a slight incline made up of rocks and bits of
concrete. When it reached the wall of their building, it stopped, as if
trying to remember something. After a few seconds, it dropped what
it had been carrying and its lump of concrete made the incline toward
their building just a little higher.

The room was very noisy now everyone was asking questions.

“Quieten down please. As you can see it looks like they are trying to
build a ramp that will allow them to reach the first floor windows, and
allow them access to the building”

“Can they get in that way?” the voice was high and panicky, running
a major film studio had not prepared him for this.

“Please calm down, they cannot get in. This building was designed
to protect its occupants against major civil unrest. The first three
floors look exactly like the other twenty, but under the chrome and
glass, it is just concrete reinforced with steel plate. There is no way
they can get through that, and there is no way that they can build a
ramp 36 feet high to reach the real windows. Already, the angle of
the ramp is becoming too much for them”

The picture switched. Now they watched another zombie with its
load, climb the slope they were creating. As it came within a few feet
of the building, the angle of the ramp became too much, and it slid
back down the slope. A pratfall that Charlie Chaplin would have been
proud of.

At the back of the room, one of the drunks giggled.

“Why are they doing this?”

“We don’t know. We think it must be some trace memory from when
they were alive. They remember how we fought to get here, and how
we locked them out. They know we are here, and they want to get to
us.



The silence in the room was complete now. He hurried on before the
sheep could panic

“But there is no way that they can get in, in fact, all they are doing is
making us more secure.” He touched a control, and the view
switched again.

Now all they could see was the ramp, and the very top of the doors
that led inside. “by building the ramp, they are covering up the street
doors. It is barely possible that they might have forced the reinforced
doors, but now they are under several feet of rock. There is no way
they can gain entrance. The only way into the building now is
through the multiple hidden passages that connect to the adjoining
buildings. Not only do they not know about these, but each tunnel is
protected by a bank vault quality door. The passages will be safe
until we need them “he crossed his fingers and hoped that someone
would not ask the obvious question.

“but when will we need the other exits? How much longer will we be
stuck here?” someone just had to ask that question.

There was a wave of noise from his audience as everyone wanted
an answer, but he could handle this. He’d stood in front of enough
investor groups and got them to believe his lies about ‘secure
investments'. He’d stood in front of grand juries and convinced them
that he knew nothing about the unethical share dealing that had
taken place in any of his companies. He was so good he had even
managed to convince the public to elect him as the state
representative.

“We don’t know how long we will be here. At the moment, the area
outside is thick with hundred of the dead. But the things outside are
still flesh and blood, and dead flesh will rot - in time” he hoped they
did not notice the slight tone of desperation in his voice.”

“How long will they take to rot? Days, weeks or months?” One of the
drunks at the back slurred out the words.



“We don’t know. The only medical knowledge here is basic first aid,
there was no room for doctors or nurses inside” at the back of the
room D’agelo made a rude sound

“My girls are nurses. They know about this sort of thing” the thing in
the second row looked like some stranded whale, with its swollen
face, and arms and legs that were just tubes of flesh. It spilled out
from its own seat and covered the seat either side.

Every man in the room (and some of the women) watched them both
very carefully as they stood up. The slug thing had called them
nurses, but their uniforms were the most minimal things possible,
without being nude in public. As they bent over to blow kisses to their
audience, they showed both a generous amount of cleavage and
most of their panties. They smiled and waved, but when the fat thing
touched one of them, he saw the distaste on her face. It was obvious
that whatever he had paid them to be here wasn’t enough. The slug
person was living on borrowed time. The rumour was that the two of
them had realised that in a building where money was worthless,
their bodies were the ultimate currency. Soon they would use it to
buy someone to kill him.

He let their little show continue for a few minutes. He had found that
the best way to handle difficult news was the ‘shit sandwich’. Give
them a bit of good news, then the bad – and quickly on to some
more good news before they could worry too much. The girls would
be an excellent first course before he introduced the difficult part.

As the girls writhed in pretend ecstasy, he watched his audience,
their beady little eyes greedily taking in the free floor show. The end
of the world shared with the amoral, vain and corrupt. His mother
had used to say ‘nice guys finish last’, and none of the people here
had finished last. They must have walked over a lot of little people so
that they could afford to survive the end of the world. Nice people did
not have the extreme wealth to afford this sort of security.

Odd really, he had not thought of his Mother in years, but now he
thought fondly about how she had given him the means to start his



career. Having her declared mentally incompetent had been
expensive, but getting control of her considerable assets had been
worth it. He wondered if she was one of the dead trying to get in.

He coughed and tapped the microphone, reluctantly the girls
stopped caressing each other.

“While I’m sure that Krystal and Chesty Mounds are very “he paused
“talented. I suspect that their medical knowledge may be insufficient
here." Krystal made a rude gesture at him as she sat down.

“The things outside will rot, they will stop being a threat to us. We will
be safe again”

“and what do we do then? Try and rebuild the world with just the
people in this building?”

“There are other people” he crossed his fingers “hiding in cellars and
remote areas. By the time the dead are no longer a threat, they will
be hungry and desperate, but they will be very motivated. They will
work like the industrious little people they are, and from here we will
watch them rebuild the world. At just at the right point – late enough
so that it is safe for us, but not so late that they are too strong- we
will rejoin them in the world and give them the benefit of our
leadership and experience. “He placed a large handgun of the table
in front of him “ we will make sure that they rebuild the world in the
right way. With us in charge”

The thunderous applause, whooping and whistling went on for a long
time.

“I’ll call dibs on California and Nevada, that way I get the beaches
and Las Vegas. A good owner should always let their property have
some time off, if they have been good of course!”

They laughed. Good, now they were nice and ready for the real
reason they were here.



“but there is a problem” the silence in the room was absolute “food”
at last he had them where he needed them to be, all it should take
now was a slight push in the right direction

“say it takes a month for the things outside to rot, another month for
the desperate survivors to find each other and start working to make
things safe for us. That means it might be three months before we
can start to divide up this new world into our little empires. As you
know, this building was designed to protect us against further short
term social disorder. It has food for two months”

He watched his audience whisper and move in their seats like
human grass.

“That gives us a shortfall of a month. If we cut back to the minimum
diets, we can manage that easily.” He watched them carefully; the
drunks at the back were still trying to process what he had just said,
while the fat slug at the front was hanging onto his two nurses as if
he was having a heart attack.

He waited just long enough for their concern to spread and grow “or
the other way to look at it is that there is food for two months for a
fully occupied fifty story building. What if that building was only half
full…” he let the sentence tail off, and watched them finish it
themselves. He could see that he had done his job properly, he had
herded then in the right direction, and they would give him the
answer he needed.

“As you know, this building is divided by class and social groupings,
Just like the world that used to be outside”

Quickly, he drew a rectangle on the white board behind him, and
divided it into three sections with brief horizontal lines.

“Down here in the bottom are the bankers, lawyers and PR people
that we made rich. Here in the middle section are the politicians who
we all love so much” laughter “and of course here we are at the top,
with all of the weapons we will ever need. A mutual lack of trust



means that these three sections remain completely separate from
each o the ut

I have a contact among the lower orders. I mean lower floors of
course, and they are well aware of the resource problems we face.
They have as little time for the politicians in the middle as we do. The
same petty rules that have caused us so many problems, are equally
hated by the lowers”

There was a wave of agreement from his audience; this was going to
be so easy.

“I’ve come to some agreement with the lower floors and - subject to
your agreement of course - tonight at midnight we will descend
through the stairwells - here and here – at the same time as the
lowers are coming up the building. Trapped between the two forces
the politicians will be an easy target, and together we shall clear the
middle floors” he liked the term ‘clear'. It sounded so nice and simple
“,and when the middle floors have been pacified “ another nice
calming word “ that’s when we attack the lower floors””

There were cheers from the audience.

“While the lowers are busy congratulating themselves on their good
work, they will be off guard and easy for us to cut down. Then we
can push down into the bottom few floors and clear out the rest of
the rabble” he thought that most of them would be lucky to survive
the first few minutes of fighting, but it was important to make them
feel powerful and important.

The cheering and wooping went on for a long time; his audience
were excited to be doing something other than sitting around. He
had sold them just the plan he wanted.

“we will have the food we will need, and all the time to wait for the
world to return. We will be strong. We will be overwhelming, and we
will be victorious”



***

He watched them file out of the meeting room, puffed up with their
Rambo dreams. If he was lucky, less than a third of the building
would survive the night. He would make sure that D’agelo was not
one of them. His smart comment about making money out of them
had been far too popular with the audience. A drastic reduction in the
number of residents in the building, coupled with weeding out a few
trouble makers, and he would have his own little empire to rule over
until there was a world again. Inventing the story about running out
of food had been such a good idea, if anyone ever found out about
the years supply of food in the basement, then he would just claim
he had been misled...

***

“want a drink?”

“what?” he had to shout over the noise of the entertainment.

“WANT A DRINK?” without waiting for an answer a bottle was
shoved into his hands, and its donor weaved away through the
crowds. He looked much older than he had on the front pages of the
newspapers.

***

The party had started immediately the meeting had finished, and
everyone (well nearly everyone) was having a good time. Some of
them were drinking because they were excited about tonight’s raid,
while the rest were drinking because they were worrying about what
would happen tonight. D’agelo thought that giving automatic
weapons to these people would turn out to be a very bad idea. He
would remain at the back of his group, where he could deal with the
Senator. He had plans for his own empire here, and the fat old fool
was the first obstacle.



The drinking had been going on for several hours when they decided
they needed some fun. They had found the entertainment they
needed, when they realised that the Oscar winning actress had
forgotten to lock her door. She had put up a good fight but a few
good slaps had soon sorted that out, and the queue had formed for
her instantly. Public sex wasn’t his thing, but he joined the queue
anyway. He’d always enjoyed her films.

***

By the time he got back to his position on the roof it was nearly dark.
He peered down into the plaza. The shadows were growing, and he
would only have a few minutes shooting time. As he sat down, he
scratched himself idly. By the time he had used the entertainment it
was all rather messy, and anyway, she didn’t move much. He
decided that he preferred her on the big screen, in the flesh she was
a bit of a disappointment.

When they were all done her wailing and crying was bringing the
party down, so they dumped her in with the dummies. They had
survived the end of the world – but their minds had not. The
comatose were easy –they just sat there rocking and moaning as
they lay in their own filth.

It was the rest of them that were a problem, the freaks. They had
decided that end of the world needed absolution. If there was no one
else, they would tear and claw at themselves. The latest victim was a
dummy that used to be the CEO of a major pharmaceutical
company. One of the Harpies had clawed out both his eyes, before
continuing to tear at his own face. Endlessly repeating ‘if thine eye
offend thee, pluck it out’. They made sure to lock the door behind
them

Some of the younger ones decided they wanted to try the super
model with the drugs' habit, but she had locked her door, and then
put something heavy behind it. They would try again, after tonight’s
raid. She would have to come out eventually.



There was a break in the smoke blowing through the plaza, and he
carefully aimed at the head of a zombie that was staggering away
from dropping his stone on the growing slope. Settling into the stock
of the gun, he squeezed the trigger carefully, just as the dead thing
tripped over the kerb. The shot that should have smashed its head
just touched its arm. Before he could aim again the zombie had
turned a corner and was lost from sight.

He found another target.

***

Seen from ground level the face of the zombie was slack and
impassive. It turned the corner and was no longer visible to the
building behind.

People shouted and ran, there was confusion and panic. Some
helped him carefully to the floor while a medic eased the slashed
coat fabric away from the wound.

“Looks like a flesh wound, muscle and tissue loss, no apparent
damage to the bone, what’s your name son?” the question was an
obvious diversion from what he was doing. It worked. The slight sting
of the hypodermic was barely noticeable,

“David” the pain started to recede “David Panfilo”

“Help me get this crap off his face. I don’t know if is there further
damage”

The grey of decomposition and the bite mark wiped away with the
rest of the grease paint and foam rubber. The face underneath was
pale and sweating, but there were no other wounds.

“He needs intravenous fluids and a field dressing, come on people
move” The activity around David increased.

“does it hurt?” the voice came from behind him.



“hurt, of course it fucking hurts, what sort of stupid question is that”
he snarled out the words.

There was a sudden stillness and a strained expression on the face
of the people around him. He turned around slowly. The face behind
him would have been familiar to anyone who had looked at a
newspaper or seen the TV in the last two weeks. Everyone knew Jim
Jones.

He felt like a life long Catholic that had just sworn at the Pope. He
started to gabble his apologies.

***

“no, you are right. It was a stupid question” The familiar face knelt
down next to him, and smiled comfortingly at him “the transport to
the hospital will be here soon. They will get you all sorted out”

“but what about them” David pointed at the sprawled figures in the
plaza that had not survived the rifle fire from the building “will the
hospital fix them up?” he felt a little light headed, perhaps there had
been something more than just pain killer in the injection.

“They are the greatest heroes of all, one day there will be a
monument to their bravery, and we will celebrate their names. We
will build a new society, free from the manipulation of the super rich
and the mega corporations with their quasi-religious devotion to the
creed of neo-liberalism. We had hoped that the smoke we are
generating would have been enough to protect them long enough for
us to safely seal the building and drop this pretence. Every war has
its casualties. Their death is not right. No death is right, but they
knew what needed to be done and their sacrifice has changed the
world. They are the first heroes of a brave new world”

He ended with a triumphant punch to the air, and started to stand up.
Paused and then sat down again.



“That’s not enough is it, there’s a look I recognise. I see it in my
mirror every morning. What you really want to know is ‘has it all been
worth it’? So much pain, so much sacrifice, and for what?

But I cannot tell you the answer, only you know the answer. But let
me just say this. You have been protesting against the bank bailouts,
the cut backs and the greed of the rich nearly as long as I have. You
have seen the poverty and the despair while they suck us dry with
their tax cuts for the obscenely rich. You have seen them steal food
from the mouth of the starving while complaining about the absolute
minimum of tax they are forced to pay. We have marched together to
protest at bank bonuses. We have demonstrated at the cuts in
services they have caused. We have camped in our little villages of
tents for months to object to global financial greed and corruption,
and do you know what we achieved with all our effort. Our
dedication. The years of work we put in?

Nothing at all

We were just a sideshow, something to fill a few column inches.
Nothing changed, the corporate thieves laughed at us as they
passed by, and the whole rotten empire of greed went on untroubled
by our existence. They have never understood for one second that
this banking crisis is just another emergent symptom of the failure of
global capitalism and unfettered banking greed”

A small group had formed around them, David felt almost forgotten
as they listened to their inspiration.

“but that’s when I had my moment of epiphany, I realized that we had
been doing things all wrong. They were stopping radical social
change, and as long as they were in place nothing would change.
We needed to remove their grip on the political and economic levers
of power, just long enough for us to start the grass roots movement
that would make them irrelevant... That’s when I had the idea that
has changed the world.”



Forgotten now as Jim preached to his followers, David looked
thoughtful. He knew how it had really started.

He had heard the recording of the drunken late night DJ suddenly
start raving about zombies and the living dead walking the streets. It
should have been just a minor headline, quickly forgotten in the
daylight. But Jim had seen its promise and its potential, and took that
message and amplified and repeated it through his network of
followers. The fact that the apocalypse had come had been repeated
across the internet, and then onto the TV. In the mass hysteria that
followed whole towns were reported as being surrounded by the
army of the dead, everyone knew someone that had only just
escaped being eaten by them. The reports had spread and gained a
life of their own.

While the ordinary people had barricaded their windows and doors,
the rich, the powerful, the elite had run away to their carefully
prepared bolt holes and left the world behind. When the panic had
cleared the world was quite happy to leave them there.

Cutting the spider web of links to them had been easy.

The headline ‘they have the safety they wanted, let them rot in it’ had
summed up the mood of the public perfectly. People had queued up
to keep them there by blocking off the street entrances and their
hidden passages. All it had taken was a little street theatre, some
makeup and the desire to hit back at the nobility that had ruled them
for so long.

***

The speech was over, and the crowd started to move away. Jim
shook a few hands as the medics finished their work.

As he walked away from the building, he smiled and waved at a few
of the little people that had followed him so blindly. The timing of it all
had been perfect. Just as he had become disillusioned with
achieving nothing after all the time he had spent with these smelly



hippies, the opportunity had been a gift. He had used that gift so very
well.

His mobile phone bleeped at him, this far from the building he was
out of range of the phone jammer

The text confirmed that the latest block of share transactions in one
of the companies that had suddenly found themselves without a
CEO had been completed. The higher share price he had paid told
him that there was starting to be competition to buy up the shares.
Stock prices had collapsed when they had run away, and the years
he spent researching the evils of the stock market had finally come
in useful. He had executed some very lucrative short positions, in
effect, betting that the shares would drop in value. But now it looked
like things were beginning to stabilise and it was time to get out.

They’d done an excellent job of keeping the reality of what was
happening here from the public. After the initial confusion when the
CEOs and corporate bosses had run for safety, everyone had
accepted the line that this was just a slightly cruel practical joke, and
the punch line would come as they let them out. Everyone would
have a good laugh, and things would go back to normal.

There was a rattle of shots from the building behind him.

He had his doubts; he thought that when they got out, they might
have a completely new view of things.

More shots

Well, whoever made it out anyway.

But now the calls to let them out were getting louder and more
insistent, the sheep were growing restless without their masters.
Soon, the diggers would turn up and open the way for them to
escape. When that happened, he wanted to be well away from here.



It should be easy; all the media had was a name and the iconic
image of his face. No one had any idea what he really looked like
under the beard, moustache and long hair, he could be anyone.

But the show trials would need someone to focus on, a scapegoat.

Turning around he gave a smile and a friendly thumbs up to the
figure still being tended to by the medics.

He would do. The image was just about right, and he had the right
history of protest. A few shell accounts in his name that he would
move the money though, and they would have a nice neat story.
Complete with the beginning, the end and of course, the villain.

A quick change of image and he would be free to enjoy the rewards
he was due, There were some empty penthouses with great views
over the park. He thought one of those would suit him.


