Jonathon Reinhart

After he had me in the air, I was dropped and I painfully met the hard pavement below.  That was my first memory of Ssof Hcaz, other than seeing him play flag-football with those dorky sports glasses on.  Somehow, though, we came to be somewhat friends.  Not best friends; I’d gone to his house during the summer, and a few times in the school year.

At his house, he would nearly always be on the computer.  I can recall at least three viruses he obtained; all of which he probably downloaded, thinking they were inappropriate images, we'll call them.  I doubt his deficient knowledge of computers was enough to rid his system of the viruses completely.

Back in sixth grade, we had a micro-community, in which everyone had jobs, and made micro-money.  I didn’t mention that my class had always been the worst.  After eighth grade, we had already made three teachers leave.  This micro-community was supposed to go all year, but we, of course, acted badly, and our teacher stopped it.  Ssof however, became the communist leader of our class.

That’s when it all started.  Communism was the first different form of government we noticed him studying.  From there, he would read more and more books about communism.  About eighth grade, he started preaching his ideas on not only anarchy, and government, but also Satanism and other religions later.  He started to worry people; worry me anyway.  I’ve been brought up to be proud of my country, and to be a good Catholic boy.  So freshman year when he tried to instill his anarchist and Satanist views in my head, I resisted, and tried to shoot back pure patriotic and somewhat Christian ideas.  Our government and religion arguments were never very formal; it was always in a joking manner.

That year, he would periodically take an “insanity test” online.  At first, he brought back results in the 50% range.  It grew, and by the end of the year, it was up to around 95%.  We all knew it was just a dumb Internet site, but in my opinion, it was quite accurate.

It continued this way, all throughout high school, with more and different religions and governments.  After graduation, I never heard much about him.  In college, I worked hard and got a degree in computer science.  I made quite a name for myself, by participating in a national hacking contest, and breaking into the server.  I even exceeded the winning requirements, breaking 256-bit encryption of the password files and took over the system.  I have participated in many such contests.  Still today, I enjoy beating out amateurs at these events.  

By the time I was 23, I had founded Wintec, a computer and Internet company.  Much like Microsoft, Wintec started in my garage as a low-budget partner ship with my friend from college, Bill Norad.  Bill and I originally just got a bunch of computers, set them up in my garage, and started messing around.  We had been disgusted with the current Internet, and its poor foundation, so we put our heads together and built a miniature World Wide Web of just 35 computers.  We had completely re-done everything from how you locate sites, to the best ways to program for the web.  Of course with all these changes, we had to re-write software for the computers in our 'net.  From this, grew Stealth; the Operating system designed for our computers.  After this, everyone around wanted to join our Internet, and it had grown to 243 in 2 months.  With much help from the city, we built a large network throughout the city, and employed V8 in all of Findlay.  Bill's comparison of his corvette and our project give it the nickname V8.  In four short years, and government assistance, V8 had spread throughout the entire state of Ohio.  I never heard much of Ssof, though.  I didn't really mind that, either.

By this time, we had started other related projects, and Bill and I were really rolling in the cash.  It was then that I met Kimberly.  We got to know each other through all the Wintec meetings.  She was very smart, and extremely beautiful.  After a year and a half of dating, we got married, and had a son.  Jack became a partner in Wintec when he was only 16.

Prior to that, when Jack was about 14, disturbances arose on the other side of the planet.  It was actually a combination of many things occurring at once.  First, the Iraqi people overthrew their 20-year democracy and ran wild.  At about the same time, oil wells started drying up in Iraq, while OPEC nearly doubled their demands.  Finally, alternative energy had been invented somewhere, but Japan and Russia both held claims to the discovery.  

The morning after Jack's 18th birthday, I sat down at the table.  Kim, half-crying, hands me the paper.  "Draft Called" reads the front page, in huge bold print.  As I read on, "Mandatory conscription for all men between the ages of 18 and 30."

"We all knew there was a chance, Kim, but I never thought the bill would pass…  Has Jack heard yet?"

"I don't know," She replied, "He hasn't called from David's house yet."

About 2:30 he pulled into the driveway.  An interesting look came upon his face as Kim showed him the paper.  It was an expression of shock, yet of pride.  I could tell he didn't want to go, but he knew he had to, for the best interest of the world.  He was always a proud boy, loved his country.  Pretended he was an "army guy", and had an extensive GI-Joe collection.  His grandpa told him stories of the navy, and how his dad was in the Vietnam War.

That day was quite different, knowing my son was going away, and there was a small chance he might not come back.  I couldn't count how many times Kim hugged him.  The rest of the time he spent with his girlfriend, Kelly.

The next morning, the mail arrived, and the carrier had two certified letters.  One was Jack's conscription notice of course, but I didn't know what the other one could be.  I walked back into the house, gave Jack his letter, and opened up the one addressed to me:

Dear Mr. Tanhierr,

The United States Government recognizes your expertise in the computer and Internet fields.  During this time of war, we are in need of your assistance.  Any information disclosed to you shall be considered top-secret and shall be revealed to no one.  We ask that you please arrive at the following location on July 16, 2035 at no later than 10:00 a.m.

214 Kimball Street

Columbus, Ohio

Enclosed is a street map to assist you in locating the office.  From there, you will be given further information.  Please bring no one; this will be only a meeting.  The United States Government and your Country thank you.

Gavin Vercetti, President, United States of America

Gavin Vercetti

I didn't know what to think of the letter.  What use could the government possibly have for me?  I had no choice, though, this had to be very important if the president himself signed the letter.

The following day, I put on a suit and drove down to Columbus.  The map was quite helpful, for I didn't even know these offices existed.  Inside the high-security complex, I was taken to a large conference room, where I was seated with Robert Bass, the Senator of Ohio, several of his secretaries, and William Gates III.  About three minutes after I had entered, Bill Norad walked in and was seated next to me.  I had no idea he was invited as well, but he deserved it.

The meeting lasted for about four hours.  We discussed many issues of the war that we were all familiar with.  Then they began informing us of the task for which we were called.  An Armenian radical group was attempting to stop the United States' efforts in the Middle East.  Their leader was using computer and Internet resources to block the United States technologically.  We were to track him through his technology so that the military could remove the threat.  His name was Ssof Hcaz.  

I did not know what to do.  An old friend was now my appointed enemy.  I spent several days at home debating the situation.  After much thought, about his anarchist, communist, Satanist beliefs, I made up my mind.  I would help my country, and I signed the contract.

The government had Kim and I move to Washington, D.C., and so did Bill.  From there, we worked sorting through all Ssof's history to try and locate him.  It turned out that the FBI had compiled quite a file on Ssof, even in his early years.  The anarchist cookbook purchase, the Trojan horse viruses implanted as pornography, all helped track his Internet usage.  Through the large amount of effort we put into V8, we could easily and successfully track any current activity he performed through the now worldwide system.  After six months of hard work, the CIA was now using all our virtual findings to track him physically.

Upon the completion of our work, we could return home to Ohio.  We were paid well, and V8 was the official standard throughout the United States. The President set up a department of technology, which Bill and I were a great part of.  Furthermore, our sons were exempted from the Draft.  

It all worked out great.  I did what I love, got paid for it, and potentially saved my son's life.  The not enjoyable part, however was helping a former friend be arrested and most likely executed.  

It was all over the media in those following months, yet I tried to pay as little attention as I could.  Ssof Hcaz was tried and convicted of treason, and executed.  It hurt inside, yet I  knew, even in high school, that his virtues would not do him well, and patriotism towards the best country in the world could only do good.

