
    State of Fear  
 

She’d been awake for several hours, troubled by 
an unending turbulence of chaotic thoughts. Yet 
each of these transitory thoughts were examined 
like an irritating curiosity, given an evanescent 
examination and discarded without resolution.  

 
Beyond the windows of the darkened room she 
could hear the raw October wind claw at the 

brick walls of the three storey building nestling 
in the architectural recess between the purring 

towers of the city’s financial hubs. The hard 
drive of her computer sustained the filaments of 
data that were gradually coalescing towards a 
decipherable constellation. It was simply a case 
of sustaining the altitude she needed over these 
fragments to be able to read and confirm what 

she already knew.  
 

…Occidental Petroleum Corp, Armand Hammer 



and the Trilateral Commission; the Aexander L. 
Kielland offshore platform sabotage; Sam 

Waksal, Larry Gagosian, Martha Stewart and the 
Imclone scandal; Harvey Weinstein, Enron, Dark 

Star, Get Shorty, the Californian Electricity 
crisis…  

 
She moved from the table, feeling the thick 

carpet beneath her shoes, the thumping of her 
heart against her ribcage, and the sick 

anticipation of taking an irrevocable step 
towards the truth. A truth that would set off a 

chain of exponentially accelerating actions 
exacted with extreme prejudice.  

 
“’Death Star’, prosecutors say was one of the 

Hollywood-titled scams that allowed Enron to 
collect fees for relieving fictitious congestion on 

the California power grid. In one typical 
example, Enron scheduled an import of power 

from Lake Mead, on the Nevada-Arizona border, 
and shipped it north through California to the 



Oregon border. Since transmission lines running 
south were congested, Enron received a fee for 

scheduling transmission in the opposite direction 
– supposedly relieving congestion. Enron bought 
the rights to ship that power back to Lake Mead, 
but used a route outside California's control, so 
no energy was ever actually put on or taken off 

the grid.”  
 

She pictures Kenneth Lay, CEO of Enron, before 
the United States Congress, striding and staring 
in the finest clothing and demeanour money can 

buy. His quiet schoolboy guise adopted when 
asked how it was that he ate the marrow out of 

his company and the American markets.  
 

The computer screen was bright. She punched 
the keys, and icons and prompts flew by. She 

moved out into cyberspace, entered a mainframe 
on a university campus two thousand miles 
away and called up a file that appeared as 

random symbols and letters on a screen. She 



keyed in a password, then another, then 
empowered an algorithm that ran in tandem 

with a checker within the file itself, and then she 
was in, and the symbols in the blink of an eye 

became words. 
 

“On March 3, 2003, Sam Waksal founder of 
Imclone pleaded guilty in federal court to two 

wire fraud counts in a scheme to evade over $1 
million in sales tax owed on more than $15 

million of art. The works in questions included 
Mark Rothko’s Untitled (Plum and Brown) and 

Richard Serra’s The American Flag is Not an 
Object of Worship. The works were allegedly 

bought from the Gagosian Gallery, New York and 
shipped to Waksal's New York SoHo residence, 

purportedly using invoices falsely stating a 
corporate delivery address in New Jersey thus 

avoiding New York State sales tax. This offence 
had become intertwined with Imclone’s demise 

when the company’s stock had taken a nose dive 
at the end of 2001 following the Food and Drug 



Administration’s (FDA) refusal to grant a licence 
for the company’s soon to be launched cure for 

cancer, Erbitux. A select few of Waksal’s friends 
and family had dumped their shares in Imclone 

just days and hours prior to the 28 December FDA 
announcement; including Martha Stewart. 
Actions which alerted the suspicions of the 

Securities and Exchange Commission and the 
eventual and very public career meltdowns of 

both Waksal and TV domestic Empress Stewart.”  
 

She recalls one of her contacts describing the 
Christmas party that Waksal threw at his Serra, 
Rothko, Twombly, De Kooning and Bacon lined 

New York SoHo apartment on December 6, 2001. 
She could almost smell the mix of cashmere, 

cigar smoke and adrenalin as she replayed the 
description of Mick Jagger and Fiat heir Jean 

Pigozzi arriving and posing for pictures as if paid 
to entertain the room whilst a distraught Martha 

Stewart spent the evening perched on the 
entrance to the apartment inebriated and 



threatening to read one her own books on how to 
survive the holiday season. Her informants had 
mined the anecdotal as well as the hard facts. 

The connections were unending and getting 
closer and closer; at times seeming as though 

they would break through the floor, heaving into 
her room like some angry, ill-defined, ancient 

corpse.  
 

The weather had not improved. From her second 
floor window she stared out across a bleak 
expanse of brick courtyard and continued to 

ignore the reams of reports and papers piled high 
on her desk. A relentless barrage of sleet pelted 
against her window and even the normally busy 
main drag between the financial district and the 

dormitory zones of the east was deserted.  
 

These people weren’t the main players; they 
were just the foot-soldiers that got greedy and 

reached into the sack for kissing arse longer than 
they could tolerate it. They kept the transit ways 



and arteries open allowing capital to seep down 
to some thing, some place. A place designed for 

satiating sins the nature of which could no 
longer be remembered. She reached a little 

further back in time to locate the gorgon’s head 
in the hope of triangulating her proximity to this 
recursive, thickly fogged chamber that seemed 

so very, very close.   
 

“The Armand Hammer Collection at University 
College Los Angeles (UCLA) exhibits a selection 
of paintings and works on paper and includes 
works by French nineteenth-century masters, 
European old master paintings, and work by 

American artists from the eighteenth to 
twentieth centuries. Hammer made his first 

million in pharmaceuticals gaining permission to 
import medicines to Russia in the 1920s and then 
exporting art from the Romanov collection also 

starting a pencil manufacturing company in 
Russia. He later returned to America and 

expanded his interests to include investments in 



whisky distillers and then oil; later becoming 
CEO of Occidental Petroleum Corporation. 

Hammer was shadowed throughout his life by 
the FBI seeking to pin a claim of “Bolshevik 
activities” on him but remained a staunch 

supporter of the Republican Party throughout his 
life.” 

 
“Occidental? Occidental? Occidental? 

Occciiidddeeennntttaaaal?” she kept repeating 
the mantra drawing out the syllables of its last 

pronouncement before remembering the key 
connection; Occidental were owners of the 

Alexander L. Kielland offshore platform. MOT 
DAG and the Norwegian communist party were 
thought to have had a hand in the platform’s 

sabotage and sinking. Vital to this theory was 
Occidental’s role as having had a director that 

worked out of Russia during the cold war.  
 

The company had a website that flacked 
pornography. That was the common link: they 



encrypted data and reduced it to one pixel and 
buried it in the middle of a porn image. This is 
how it goes. The company’s intel is the banker 

for the Party and for the bigwigs who are 
skimming the cream and sending the money 

offshore for themselves. Intel also has most of its 
own secret money offshore; it’s what they use all 

over the world for spying, subversion – you 
know. It’s a lot of money. A lot of money. 

 
She’d gone it alone, programmed a poison pill. A 

worm to fetch something from intel. A kind of 
virus, but one that sits in your spine for twenty 

years and then pops out – one that would sit 
tight until she told it to act. Then every time they 
upgraded they took her with the upgrade. She’d 
go in and tinker a little, snoop around, see how 
much better they were getting at firewalls and 

passwords and encryption, and it got to the point 
where she knew she was going to have to do 
something or they’d either catch her or they’d 

wall her out.  



 
She knew she’d sniffed them out when she’d 

come home one autumn afternoon to find tape on 
the door to keep it open. She’d removed it only to 
find it back again a week later and there it was 

again this afternoon. It was time to stop the 
reflection, the planning, the preparation of 

contingency plans and act.  
 

She picked up the phone, dialled the number, 
waited for the faint rise and fall purrr to click 
and a calm voice to answer that had waited a 

long time for this very call. Its owner knew what 
to do; all it needed was to be verbally activated 

and sent careering down its dedicated route.  
 

She put down the phone, the weight of the floor 
and walls falling away as she glided through the 

words she quietly and steadily uttered to 
herself…  

      THE TRUTH IS THE LAW! 


