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Chapter 2 
14 Years Later 

  

The angry buzzing of the alarm jerked Mason Young out of a deep sleep.  He 

opened one eye just enough to acquire the target and reached out to swat the snooze 

button on the clock.  He rolled on his back and started to drift back asleep. 

C1+O3 ------> C1O + O2 

 Uhh, too late, he thought.  Organic chemistry on the brain.  He groaned and 

sat up in his bed, stretching his arms and rolling his head back and forth until the 

mild crackling sounds from his neck stopped.  A sideways glance across the small 

dorm room confirmed that the alarm had not disturbed the slumber of his 

roommate, Jim Stephens. 

 He dressed quietly, efficiently ran through his morning routine to make 

himself presentable, stuffed his backpack with the essentials and headed down the 

stairwell and out of the dorm.  Squinting into the bright Texas morning sun, he 

retrieved the Oakleys from the rim of his tattered UT ball cap and set them in place, 

a quick nod affirming that all was well with the world. 

 The late night jam and cram session proved its worth as he breezed through 

the chemistry test without breaking a sweat.  Mason took a lot of pride in his 

academics; he worked hard, not skipping classes – well, not too many – and he 

always established a relationship with the professor or teaching assistant for the 

course.  He understood that they held the key to getting good research opportunities 

when he was ready to pursue them, as well as the pride of being known within the 

Microbiology Department as a diligent and serious student. 

Ever since he first peered through a microscope in his fifth grade science class 

and discovered that other worlds existed, unseen to the naked eye, he had known 

that this would be his career.  He would explore these worlds and try to understand 

the strange creatures that inhabited them – the bacteria, viruses and other 

organisms that co-existed with humans in numbers unimaginable, a changing and 

wide open field of study, one that we’ll likely never fully understand. 

Mason had frequent fantasies of making startling discoveries in his chosen 

field and becoming a science hero.  He visualized himself standing on a stage in front 
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of his peers, basking in their adulation, feeling the waves of applause wash over him 

as he graciously accepted the proffered award.  He would become a household name, 

adored by millions for his contribution to the Greater Good of Mankind. 

It could happen. 

After a quick snack, he headed off to his other class of the day, Current Topics 

in Political Science.  Mason was annoyed that they called this a science.  To him, it 

was just a bunch of people endlessly arguing over who controls the power of 

government.  Despite the hierarchical organization, in his mind it hardly could be 

comparable to the real sciences of the world.  This was a filler elective, an easy ‘A’ to 

fill out the BS part of his BS degree. 

He filed into the huge lecture hall, one of several hundred students in 

attendance.  Shortly thereafter, one of the Teaching Assistants began the lecture, 

this one being on the glorious virtues of Reaganomics.  Mason rolled his eyes and 

began taking notes, his brain switched to autopilot, the pen in his hand following 

suit.  Tedium set in as the overheads flipped through their prescribed sequence. 

“Excuse me, I have a question.” 

Mason snapped out of note taking mode and glanced at his watch.  Just five 

more minutes and class would be over.  Nobody ever asked questions in this class.  

This is not normal behavior in here.  His eyes scanned the cavernous room and 

found the student waving her hand. 

A blond.  A knowing smirk set in on his face as he judged her by sight. 

“Yes, what is it? A frown betrayed his annoyance at the unwelcome 

interruption to his presentation.  No body ever asked questions in this class. 

The girl stood up and smiled sweetly.  “Can you explain how cutting taxes and 

spending a greater percentage of GDP on defense is going to help our country?” she 

asked.  “It looks like to me that we’re going to have to deal with dramatically 

increased federal deficits in the very near future.” 

A few muted laughs rippled through the hall.  The TA looked momentarily 

stunned that an underclassman would question his lecture points.  He quickly 

recovered and peered at her over his glasses. 
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“It’s not something that can be covered in the necessary detail in an 

introductory class such as this,” he replied tartly.  “Respected economists have 

agreed that this is a necessary and prudent step to bring us out of the malaise of the 

previous administration.  The slight increase in the federal deficit will eventually 

take care of itself.” 

“Appointed Republican economists?” 

Mason’s smirk melted into a smile of grudging appreciation for the unexpected 

banter.  It looks like this girl has something on top other than blond strands.  He 

strained forward to get a better look at her. 

“Ronald Reagan is a visionary, a great man,” the TA retorted.  “His economic 

policies will have a long lasting effect on our country.” 

“Like mountains of debt.  Nice legacy to leave your children.”  She sat down, 

her head held high, her point made.  More than a few students clapped. 

The TA glared at her, beads of sweat visible on his forehead.  “Are there any 

more questions, or may I continue with the lecture?” he said icily, his eyes scanning 

the rows of students.  The room became deathly quiet. 

Afterwards, Mason struggled through the departing throng and caught up with 

her.  “You know, most people in there don’t give a damn about politics,” he said 

brazenly.  “This class is just a check mark on the degree plan.” 

She pulled up to a stop and slowly turned to face him, an incredulous look on 

her face.  “That’s exactly what’s wrong with our generation,” she said.  “We’re so 

obsessed with making money that we ignore all that’s going on around us.” 

“Whoa,” he said, throwing up his hands in a mock surrender.  “I happen to 

agree with you.  Lower the shields, Scotty.” 

She visibly relaxed and gave him a dazzling quick smile.  “Then you must not 

be one of the Young Republicans.” 

Mason grinned and reached out his hand.  “You got it partially right – I am a 

Young.  Mason Young.” 

She took his hand.  “It's nice to meet you Mason Young.   I’m Anne Shepard.”  

She looked him over; a regular looking guy, a little skinny, longer brown hair, nice 

smile and deep brown eyes.  Cute; love the eyes, she thought.   
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 “The pleasure is definitely mine.” This was perhaps the biggest 

understatement of Mason’s life.  “That was quite a performance in there.” 

She shook her head in disgust.  “I couldn’t take it anymore.  That guy is such a 

shrill.  I wouldn’t mind it so much if he’d get some of his facts straight, but he can’t 

even do that.  He’s just trying to make a name for himself so that he can get noticed, 

become a congressional aide and join the Washington hypocrites.” 

“Is that the new football team in Washington?” 

A lilting laugh: “very funny.  You know perfectly well what I mean.”  She 

paused and looked at him cautiously.  “I thought you said you agreed with me.” 

Mason wasn’t about to let this opportunity slip away.  Despite her striking 

appearance, she was clearly not the stereotypical blond of the popular jokes.  She 

had passion and verve and a whole lot of brains to back it up.  Step carefully, Mason. 

“I’m just messing with you a bit,” he said with a sly smile.  “That’s OK, isn’t it?”   

She tilted her head back and with a hideous Scottish burr said, “Aye, Captain, 

but I’m not sure we can hold out much longer.” 

They both burst out laughing, oblivious to the other students milling about 

them.  The world suddenly got very small for Mason Young.  His vision narrowed, 

with only Anne Shepard in his sight.  Who was this girl? 

She glanced at her watch and then looked Mason intently in the eyes.  “I’d love 

to stay here and chat with you, but I have to get to my next class.  We have a review 

today for the midterm next week.” 

“Can I see…” they both started simultaneously, and stopped, laughing. 

Anne reached into her backpack and pulled out a scrap of paper.  She hurriedly 

scribbled on it and handed it to Mason.  “Call me sometime.”  Smiling, she turned 

and walked away.   

Mason stared at the scrap of paper in his hand.  Anne.   756-4208. This little 

scrap of paper suddenly became Mason’s most valuable possession.  Looking up, he 

watched her walk away.  Perhaps sensing his eyes on her, she turned and gave him 

a quick wave before disappearing into the crowd. 

Mason could not believe his good fortune.  He looked up into the clear blue 

Texas sky and thought, “thank you.” 
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Standing invisibly next to him, Ashrael smiled, leaned over to Mason and said, 

“You’re welcome.” 

Startled, Mason jumped a foot in the air like a scalded cat, whirled around to 

his left, saw nothing but other students who suddenly gave him plenty of space and 

weird looks.  His heart pounded in his chest.  WHAT WAS THAT?  His brain 

demanded.  Calm down, he thought.  It’s probably just wishful thinking.  Shaking 

his head, he turned and walked briskly to his dorm, Anne’s perfect smile fixated in 

his mind. 

Throughout the rest of the day, all he could think about was Anne Shepard.  

Smart and beautiful.  Serious and funny.  The more Mason thought of her, the more 

he wanted to see her, to be with her.  He wanted to talk to her, tell her about himself 

and find out what makes her tick.  He wanted to touch her, softly, like she was a 

precious piece of art.  For the tenth time that afternoon, he reached into the pocket 

of his jeans and pulled out the now well worn scrap of paper that she had written 

her name and phone number on and stared at it like it was a winning lotto ticket. 

Later back in his dorm room, Mason paced three steps forward, turned a quick 

one eighty and three steps back.  His roommate, Jim Stephens, had long ago fled in 

disgust, unable to cope with Mason’s ramblings and nervous energy.  Finally, Mason 

sat down on his bed, picked up the phone and dialed her number. 

He couldn’t believe how sweaty his hands were and how hard his heart was 

beating.  He was sure she would hear it thumping away like a demented drummer 

when she answered the phone.   

 

One ring.  No answer.  C’mon...   

Two rings.  No answer.  Answer the phone… 

Three rings.  No answer.  Please… 

Four rings.  No answer.  Crap… 

 

Mason was just about to hang up the phone when he heard it get picked up.  

Anne’s breathless “Hello…” 
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“Hi Anne.  This is Mason.  Mason Young.  We talked for a few minutes after 

polysci this morning.  Do you remember me?”  Man, was that totally lame.  After all 

of the mental rehearsal, that was the best you could do?? 

“Mason.  Of course I remember you.  You’re the Young Republican,” she teased. 

Serious Relief flooded through his body.  “That’s me.”  Deep breath. “Uh, I was 

wondering if we could get together sometime this weekend.  You know, get a bite, 

talk about politics and world hunger and anything else that you’d like to discuss.”   

Mason held his breath. 

“That sounds great, Mason.  I’d like that.  How about Saturday night?” 

Mason mouthed a silent YES and pumped his fist in exhilaration. He got her 

address, an apartment building a mile or so to the west of campus.  “Excellent; I’m 

really looking forward to it.  See you then, Anne.” 

“Good bye Mason Young.”  He heard the click of the phone as she hung up. 

“Whoo Hoo!”  He slammed the phone down, thrust his arms in the air and 

jumped high in jubilation.  His right hand shattered the overhead light, creating a 

shower of sparks and glass.  Mason stared dumbly at his gashed hand and watched 

the blood well up and steadily drip onto the floor.  He reached over and pulled a 

large shard of glass from the fleshy area between his thumb and forefinger, 

grimacing at the pain and slightly nauseated by the loose flap of skin and tissue and 

the blood that quickly covered his hand. 

“You dumbass.”   He went over to his dresser, pulled out a tee shirt and 

wrapped his throbbing bleeding hand in it.  Grabbing his keys from the top of the 

dresser, he stepped out into the hall to head over to Health Services for some repair 

work. 

From down the hall: “Hey Young.  What’d ya do to your hand?”  

Over his shoulder: “Bite me.”  Under the circumstances, it was the only thing 

Mason could think to say.  He hurried down the hall and stairwell, trying to hide his 

embarrassment from the prying stares.  While bloodied hands were not all that 

unusual in the dorm, Mason was not known as a hothead, so his problem drew 

immediate interest from his dorm mates. 
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At Health Services, Mason winced when the matronly nurse who looked 

vaguely like his Aunt Tilda unwrapped his makeshift bandage.  She shook her head 

as she examined it. 

“What did you punch out?”  As a college nurse, she’d seen this type of injury 

many times before. 

“A ceiling light.  I didn’t exactly punch it out.  I was excited and jumped up and 

accidentally hit it,” Mason replied. 

She gave him a ‘whatever’ type of shrug.  “Come on over here.  Let’s wash it up 

and see if there’s anything in there before we get you sewn up.”  She took Mason by 

the arm and led him over to a sink and held his hand under some warm running 

water.  Mason stared at the pink water as it ran into the drain. He turned his head 

away when he saw her pick up a pair of forceps and start to probe the wound.  A 

small tinge of pain and then the plink of a piece of glass dropped into a silver metal 

tray.  After probing around a bit more, she put a compress on it, told Mason to hold 

it tight and left to attend to the next student.  A few minutes later a very young 

doctor came in to the room.  It took him all of 8.2 seconds to put four stitches in 

Mason’s hand, less than a minute more to wrap the hand tightly in gauze.   After the 

doctor was done, Mason finished the paperwork and trudged back up Speedway Ave. 

to his dorm room. 

When Mason got back to his dorm room, Jim was waiting for him.  Mason 

noticed that he had swept up the broken glass and had replaced the light bulb.  Jim 

was a Good Guy.  The glass globe would remain M.I.A. for the rest of the semester. 

“What the hell happened, Mason?” asked Jim.  “I come back and there’s glass 

and blood all over the place.” 

“Too much air,” offered Mason in return. 

“I can see that.  I guess she said no,” Jim opinioned. 

Mason grinned and shook his head.  “Au contraire.  Saturday night.”  

Somehow, this made the aching pain in his hand seem worth it. 

“Cool.” Jim paused.  “You were wound up pretty tight earlier,” he commented. 

Mason shrugged. “You just never know.”  He turned to face Jim.  “This one is 

different – I can feel it,” he said keenly. 
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“Take some aspirin - you’ll feel better.  C’mon Mason, you’ve said that before 

and after a few weeks something happens and you start all over again.  Remember, 

I’m your roomie – I know you better than you know yourself.”  Jim held up his hand 

for a high five. 

Mason nodded, reached over and him a high five with his left hand.  “Yeah, I 

know.  Most of these girls here are either husband or head hunting.  What’s a guy to 

do?” 

Jim grinned and said “You’ll figure it out…” 
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