"Ohoho," chuckled Frog, leaning forward in his chair.

"What's happening, Frog?" Jason sat idly before his work machine, watching the Berkeley townscape with little interest.

"The mouse is out of the hole, Jason. Our target's left her nest, like a fledgling team new to the NBA."

"The Cal student?"

"Yep. After eleven days..." Frog seemed excited. Jason was more than that—he was elated. Monitoring a specific target suspended the day-to-day boredom of his usual tasks at work. Throw in demons and he was in for a real adventure.

"Are we switching to emergency procedures?" he asked, hopeful. The intercom buzzed to life in response.

"The dog's following her..." mused the head of LAW1.

"You want us to capture it, right?" asked Frog, turning from his monitor to face the intercom.

"Actually, for the time being, leave the two of them alone. Stay put. Observe from a distance. I'll give you further orders once we collect more information."

"Roger. I'll forward any new data on her to you."

"Thanks, P.T.H.," said Inspector Kris. "I'm counting on you."

"Weird, we're not driving to Berkeley?" asked Jason. "I thought that—"

"The Inspector wants us to stay put, we stay put."

"Stay put, meow~" mocked one of the Oakland guys from the back of the van.

"Hey, how long are you going to do that?" asked the El Cerrito fellow. "He clearly doesn't like it."

"Shut it, Timmy," cut in another Oaklander. "With a code name like that, the guy's asking for it."

"It's not like he requested that codename or anything," argued Timmy. Jason's face dropped to his keyboard painfully.

"What's wrong, Jason?" asked Frog, sounding worried but eyes fixed on his monitor as usual.

<i>Oh, the irony</i>, hissed Jason mentally. <i>The irony. Stupid feds, they have no idea who I am! Meow is a chosen name, of course. I took it when I started this grueling ten-year path to the status of internet celebrity. I took it before the change, before the Establishment, before the cameras, before the war, before everything. Well, before most things at least. Anyway, these stupid DHS guys—minus Frog, of course, Frog's cool—have no idea who they're poking fun of.</i>

"Whatever," said Jason, "it's nothing." So saying he returned to idly staring at his screen. Frog was watching the demon-summoning girl and the Inspector had told them to stay put, so it was back to boredom land. Timmy and the Oakland fellows had quickly returned to work, and the van was silent but for the clacking of keyboards and the hum of fans and hard drives spinning.

After an hour of nothing, Frog announced to all present:

"The target has returned home with no incident."

Jason cursed. What might have become an exciting episode full of demons and mystery had been no more than an outing to what... a book store? The supermarket? He didn't even want to ask Frog about it. He slumped back in his chair and sighed.
