"Yes," replied Marin steadfastly, "the thing I hate the most and want to destroy is the Establishment."

"That won't do, dearie, that won't do at all!" yelped the dog.

"Why not?"

"It just won't! Look... if you go against the government, we'll be caught. You and me both. Emphasis on me. I'll be caught, and—"

"Ohhh? Paranoid doggy?" asked the girl, leering as she scrambled out of her chair and knelt down in front of the dachshund. "The government hasn't seen us, I'm certain. They've not got cameras in Berkeley. This is one of the few towns in the entirety of the States that's not subject to the surveillance of the DHS. If they had cameras in Berkeley, we'd be done for already. We weren't exactly stealthy the other night."

"You mean we haven't been cooped up in here exactly for the reason of avoiding the feds?"

"Actually, I was just waiting for my boyfriend to answer my e-mails."

"You mean... you weren't in hiding?"

"No. Why should I have been?"

"FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, GIRL!" growled the dog. "Are you a <i>complete</i> dunce?!"

"That's a bit—"

"Of course they have cameras here! They have them everywhere! Look in the corner of each room—a camera! The back of your fridge—a camera! The ceiling over your bed—a camera! Probably in your shower—a camera!! And you say there are no cameras in Berkeley."

Marin went around her apartment examined each of the mentioned locations and returned to the dog, seething. She kneeled down before the dog and clenched her fists on her knees.

"So where do I start?" she asked.

"Start?" asked the dachshund, mildly surprised.

"Yeah. Searching for the Angel Stones. I want to find them... I want to find them immediately. I'll jump through your hoops in record time. The sooner I find your damn stones, the sooner I acquire amazing powers and the sooner I punk those bastards. The Establishment will burn... it'll burn, I say!"

"You're awfully fired up," complimented the dog.

"What about my privacy?" Marin raged. "What about my right to—"

"Alright, alright, I get it. You don't need to lecture me on civil liberties, girl. Start by opening your heart and reaching out. You should be able to feel a signal from the nearest Angel Stone."

Marin shot the dog a skeptical glance, it returned a cold stare, and she closed her eyes without saying anything. <i>Open... my heart...</i> The words returned to Marin, the words the dog had taught her. <i>From the darkness in my heart, a violent awakening.</i> Though her eyes were closed, she could see. On the other side of the darkness there was a light, a beacon. It was calling to her. 

Marin's eyes snapped open and she left to her feet.

"Find anything?"

"Yeah," she answered, grabbing a coat off her bed and dashing for the door.

"It's as simple as that," shrugged the dog before jogging after her.
