
You take out a skeleton key from your pocket and jimmy the door open. On 
the driver's seat, there's a briefcase with a three digit combination lock.  
 
Impatient, you set it on the pavement, and blow off the lock with your 
sidearm. Inside the briefcase, you discover a file folder labeled 
"Constitution of the State of California." There are hundreds upon 
hundreds of sections and clauses, many of them circled or underlined, but 
the text is too dense for you to understand what they mean or what they 
could have to do with Twitter. You take photos of each section with your 
Blackberry and email them to the only constitutional scholar you know -- 
Barack Obama. Maybe he'll be able to tell you what they mean. 
 
As you look for somewhere to wait for the owner to return to his car, your 
Blackberry vibrates. Obama already? No, it's from CRANEA.  
 
"We've connected the security feeds from San Jose for the past few hours, 
and have tracked the movements of that car's driver since he parked it. He's 
on a bench in Cesar Chavez Plaza now. Should we position a Marine?" 
 
"No. I'll handle him," you reply. 
 
Head over to Cesar Chavez Plaza at location M21. 
 
 
 
 
 


