Like every good dreamer, I have an alter ego.  She is…

Hannah St. Charles  -- a 40-ish reporter…specialist in interviewing the hard-to-reach leaders, revolutionaries, movers and shakers behind the action.  She acquired this skill by taking chances, assuming equality.  She has a regal bearing and an incredibly good ear that gets her into the living rooms (and sometimes the boudoirs) of powerful people.  She’s persistent when she wants to know something…her insatiable curiosity combines with her regal nature and penetrating intuition about people to land her any interview she wants.  

She lives quietly, secretly in a modest country home on 7 acres of mostly wooded land on a remote island in the Pacific Northwest.  There she pursues her other avocation – horse whisperer.  Her intuitive gifts emerged in childhood with uncanny animal connections.  She’s honed these skills into unparalleled abilities to work with even the most recalcitrant steeds.  She specializes in stallions.

She’s tall and moves with a coltish grace herself.  Bred from a Polynesian mother and Irish father, she has mocha skin, auburn hair and piercing green eyes.  She’s a physical person whose keen mind is activated by hard, physical activity.  Her body is lean and muscular; her skin taut across the sinew.  She moves with easy aggression, as if every step serves her constantly famished taste for adventure.  She is always ready for what happens next.

She has an indispensable partner at home.  He prefers to keep the home fires burning…a solitary sort, somewhat jaded, with a heart of gold.  

He is a brilliant problem-solver – technical and human problems are his passion.  Nothing is too small or too large to deter his appetite for puzzles; the more complicated the better.  His name is Max.  He’s a military veteran with 25 years of military intelligence, ballistics and weapons experience under his belt.  Max knows how to survive any scrape, and he knows who’s pulling the strings in any nation’s intrigue.  Max is connected.  But Max prefers the simple, rural life afforded by sharing the care of Hannah’s little ranch.  Max also has uncanny skill with animals…and he knows how to kill a human in 40 different ways.

Max and Hannah share a life in this world and one in the world of the spirit.  She travels the world interviewing one demented warlord after another and jumping in and out of romance, while Max protects her from afar with technical wizardry and energetic tracking.  

At the same time, they share dreams and a tempestuous love affair in the spirit world.  Hannah and Max’s adventures on this plane are physically and intellectually demanding.  Their spiritual challenges are equally intense and sometimes informed by their physical life.

In this scene, Hannah is in Africa. She’s weedling her way into an unknown Kenyan terrorist’s conservatory.

TRANSITION – LIGHTING, PAUSE, MUSIC?

Even the weight of the midnight blue silk against her body is almost too much in the sultry African heat.  Only an hour after sunset the Kenyan night still carries the sun’s sweltering heat, but Hannah knows it will soon succumb to the light breeze that visits the delta nightly.

She hates dressing up for these affairs, so wears as little as possible.  The dark blue silk dangles from a halter line at her neck and skims her breasts, barely containing them as it slides to a deep peak at the base of her spine.  The long skirt  hides her disdain for underwear and allows her to indulge her secret freedoms from convention as she moves through the international crowd at this Embassy affair.  And, silk packs well.

The Kenyan embassy is a throwback to British rule with its rustic elegance open to the African night. Very romantic; built in a time of innocent classicism when the upper crust was too ignorant to consider the ‘others’ could want what they had.   Massive wrought iron candelabra hang from the 20-foot ceilings surrounded by the balconies of the second story.  These balconies offer entrée to private rooms where tonight’s deals of the heart will be negotiated in utter discretion.

Hannah allows herself a spiritual moment as she imagines the blue silk halter line at her nape unhooked with the flick of a deft, brown finger.  The front of her dress slithers to her waist.  Her bare and upright breasts betray her interest in the negotiator’s intentions… and the negotiator himself.  His head moves tenderly toward her right nipple as she inhales her thrill…

“Ms. St. Charles, I presume,” the Ambassador’s attaché intrudes.  “I understand you’re here alone this evening.  I am Antoine LeGuerre, attaché to Ambassador Devlin.  Let me present you to the receiving line.”  He cups her elbow in his lithe, mocha hand and deftly guides her to the receiving line before she can protest.  But Hannah rarely protests when a new adventure is at hand.  

This Kenyan Ambassador Devlin is a beleaguered political appointee sent to a tinderbox he still doesn’t comprehend; a sacrificial champion put in place to test the depth of anti-American sentiment.  Hannah’s overt assignment is to interview the Ambassador.  But the hairs in her nostrils tell her there’s more…much more, somewhere.  

As LeGuerre leads her to the end of the line, she turns her attention to her apparently impromptu guide.  He’s tall, taller than she --  His self-assurance belies his apparent youth as he spirits her past the stares from foreign service wives, call girls and wary, salacious diplomats whose sexual primes are  long lost to political ambition.  

LeGuerre is kind, graceful and confident as he escorts but does not monopolize her.  Once they reach the line, he releases her elbow with a half-smile, introduces her to the four people within most immediate proximity and excuses himself…not far, but away.

The receiving line chatter has turned to the American Academy Awards for film, of all things, an event at least a week in the past.  But soon she remembers how long it takes American news to get to this place far off the beaten media path of the Western world.  She holds her end of the conversation and out of the corner of her eye sees LeGuerre extend his hand for that of a newly arrived dignitary.  This man is older, a little shorter and weathered, but LeGuerre shows him obvious deference, lingering in his handshake, moving him near the front of the receiving line, close to the Ambassador.

By this time, Hannah is one little body away from the new arrival.  The small man in front of her reaches to squeeze the newcomer’s hand and overshoots.  The newcomer’s hand comes to rest in Hannah’s outstretched palm and delivers a sharp, diamond-shaped computer chip into her hand.  Neither the newcomer nor the short man in front of her realize the wrong hand got the chip.  Hannah remembers a magic trick session with Max where she learned to hide a penny between her fingers.  This ragged-edged chip fits even better between her first and second fingers to get her through the entire receiving line undetected.

“Next time,” she vows over irritated finger wells, “I wear a muu-muu…with pockets!”

Now that she’s made it into the primary party throng, her solitary state is keenly obvious.  And, she feels her inexperience with microchips.  

“Max!!”  She whispers furiously into the transmitter.  “Where have you been!? I’ve been trying to reach you for hours!”

“Went to town,” is Max’ answer.  “Do you have any idea what time it is here?”  

“No,” she spews back.  “Do you have any idea what I’m onto here!? “  Whaddo I do with a microchip…a computer microchip…besides perform minor surgery on the palm of my hand?”  “How do I find out what’s on it?”  

“Well, bring it home and I’ll see what I can do.  You ARE coming home aren’t you?”

“Well, I can’t…not until I know what’s on this chip.  So, tell me how do I extract whatever information is on this thing? And, no foolin’ around, please.  I have three guys on my tail; two of them aren’t nice.”

