"Looks like the Angel Stone is actually inside the Hall," Marin commented. The girl and the dachshund had already crossed Shattuck—the heart of downtown—and were rapidly closing in on the City Hall. The warm evening breeze was a painful reminder of the state of the environment. In the entirety of the text of the Establishment, there was not a single mention of environmental concerns or regulating pollution.

"Perfect." The dog's tone betrayed the fact that it clearly did not think it perfect.

As she approached, Marin could hear a crowd chattering, jeering, chanting. It was the classic mob of Berkeley radicals, waving signs that proclaimed the need for revolution.

"Pathetic hypocrites," seethed Marin as she read a couple of the signs. "Give them a permit to protest and they act like the last four years didn't happen. Take the permit away and they obey your every word."

"Their hatred isn't strong enough," observed the dachshund.

"Nothing of theirs is strong enough," said Marin, stepping into the crowds. It seemed as though there was some hearing with the Department of Homeland Security, and the turnout was as high as it was because people in Berkeley didn't want those surveillance cameras popping up in their safe haven. "Why don't these people realize that they're not going to change anything unless they change? The country's rotten. For all we know, the world's rotten. How many countries are we in? We don't even know. How many trillions of dollars did our wars lap out of the pet-food bowl that is a useless Fed, just today? It's evening so the figure must be in the hundreds. Unless we start with ourselves and fix our lives and fight to help others we're going to keep being trash!"

Marin realized that she couldn't hear herself over the chorus of graying sign-bearers. They were echoing her thoughts in far more concise terms, so she fell silent.

"So are you going to go inside and get the Angel Stone or what?" asked the dog after a couple minutes of Marin standing dumbly in the middle of the crowd. Marin frowned slightly, then gazed uneasily at the City Hall's ornate double doors. An extremely uncomfortable-looking cop stood with his hands behind his back at the entrance.

"I've never been inside," she admitted. "It's a little... scary."

"You're <i>scared</i> now?! Good God, girl, do you want to accelerate your revenge or not?"

"You're right, Dax." Marin shook her head a few times and then began pushing through the crowd up the steps to the building. "Let's get this over with. The DHS is the DHS and Berkeley is Berkeley. It's an interesting experience but it's the Angel Stone I need, right?"

"Yeah," answered the dachshund. "It's the Angel Stone you need."







