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Thanks and a Comment
Thank you to Robert Bussard for inventing the Polywell.
Thank you to Thomas Ligon for bringing the Polywell to my attention in his article “The
World’s Simplest Fusion Reactor Revisited or The Not Quite So Simple Fusion Reactor, and
How They Made It Work” in the January, 2008 Analog.
Thank you to my wife Karen, for kindly tolerating my neglect of many other obligations
while I was writing the story; and thank you to her for steadfastly refusing to read –or critiquethe story until it was finished.
Thank you to my son Walt, a former Air Force pilot, for his critique and correction of the
story’s pilot chatter.
Thank you to my friend Nick Nelson for his repeated critiques of the entire story.
And thank you to my friend Nadia, a Russian-speaking Ukrainian, for her critique and
correction of the Russian-speaking characters in the story.
In real life, when one associates with a person who does not speak the same language,
one must somehow deal with it. Very often, but not always, consideration of the context will
help one to determine what that is being said. Such is the case with the Russian speakers in this
story: one must somehow deal with it. If one does not read Russian, consideration of the context
will usually reveal what was meant. In the few cases where context doesn’t help, I recommend
the app Google Translate, available for Kindle Fire, iPhone, iPad, Android phones and tablets,
and Windows 8. Google Translate will often translate whole Russian sentences into a
comprehensible English equivalent.

William W. Flint
December 9, 2013
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Oct. 14, 1993 - Prologue – Job Fair
Triton Fall Engineering Job Fair, Price Center Ballroom
University of California San Diego. La Jolla, California
Jane studied the ballroom floor where several hundred men were moving, each seemingly
at random, from table to table. She idly wondered whether such male group behavior could be
modeled mathematically, and wondered if female group behavior would look any different.
Except for the one girl walking in her direction, the male group sample seemed perfect.
The one girl’s dark eyes were focused on Jane. Her brown hair flicked across a tan
turtleneck sweater, as her short gray skirt swung against white tights, in synch with her
purposeful stride. Jane’s heart skipped a beat when she noticed the gray penny loafers. The girl
stopped in front of Jane.
For two long heartbeats, Jane stared into her eyes. “I’m Jane,” she said, nodding at her
own name tag. “It looks like we came on men’s day by mistake.”
“Yes, that certainly true!” The girl laughed. “I’m Nadia. Seriously. Why not very many
women here?”
Jane cocked an eyebrow. “You are an engineer and you really don’t know? You must be
new here. Your accent sounds a little bit Russian to me.”
Nadia spoke slowly, carefully enunciating each word. “Yes I’m new here and I’m
engineer. My parents were Russian. We were in Ukraine. I graduate from Kiev University in
aeronautical engineering.”
“Ah. In Ukraine they must encourage girls to do well at math and engineering.
Unfortunately, we Americans have done things differently – although it’s not quite as bad now as
it used to be.” Jane shook her head sadly.
“American girls not like math and engineering?” Nadia grinned. “I love math and
engineering! My father was aeronautical engineer and test pilot at Antonov Aircraft in Kiev. He
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builded and tested Antonov 124. It is giant airplane like your Boeing 747. Many times I go with
him to test fly. Sometimes I fly airplane and my father only see –only observe- me. I love big
Antonov airplane.”
“It sure sounds like you had the inside track for a good engineering job at Antonov
Aircraft. So why are you here? Did something happen?”
“After end of Soviet Union, Russians were not liked in Ukraine. Very hard for my
mother. She return to Russia. Then my father die one year ago in Antonov 124 test flight
accident. I cannot go to Russia because Russians not like girls like us.” She paused, gazing at
Jane. “Also Ukrainians not like girls like us.” Again, she paused. ”So, one year ago I come to
San Francisco. San Francisco have more people accepting of our kind.” Nadia smiled, still
looking into Jane’s eyes.
Jane flinched. “You said ‘girls like us’ meaning you and me. What is that supposed to
mean?”
“You know.” Nadia nodded, “You lesbian, like me. We same.”
Jane frowned skeptically. “You’ve known me for less than 5 minutes, yet you seem
awfully confident of my sexual preference. How can you be so sure?”
“Easy. You have very nice clothes but you have short fingernails.” Nadia smiled.
“When you first see me, you look me up and down, same straight men look hot chick up and
down. But most important, your eyes dilate when you see me, same way my eyes dilate when I
see you. You think my eyes beautiful, same I think your eyes beautiful. I know this.”
Jane nodded slowly, “So this is how gaydar works! Could it really be a science?”
Nadia grinned slyly, “Oh, I forget. Two more rule. We each have short hair and penny
loafer!”
Jane looked down at her black penny loafers, then she looked at Nadia’s shoes again.
She laughed. “I think maybe your short fingernail rule won’t work for engineers.”
Nadia grinned, laughed, and touched Jane’s arm.
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Jane looked at her watch. “This career fair is over at 2:30 and I’ve got to do something
about getting a job right now! That old guy, over there smoking by the door looks lonely. I
think I’ll go talk to him.” She straightened her skirt, brushed some lint off her black blazer, and
started to walk toward the old man.
Nadia followed. “His sign say ‘EMC2’. Two is exponent. That Einstein Special
Relativity. He must want nuclear engineer. Why nobody talk to him? You nuclear engineer?”
Still moving, Jane said, “Lots of people in the US believe nuclear energy has a bad name,
ever since Three Mile Island.”
Nadia interjected, “And Chernobyl! I there! I see Chernobyl burn for myself.
Chernobyl also give nuclear energy bad name.” She shook her head disgustedly, hurrying to
keep up.
Jane nodded, then continued, “But no, I’m not a nuclear engineer, I’m electrical; but I’m
going to talk to him anyway. Are you looking for an aeronautical engineering job?”
“When I come to San Francisco last year, I look for aeronautical engineering job.” They
both stopped in front of the EMC2 table. “You see now my terrible English, but my English
very more terrible last year. If bad English, then no good job in US. At University in Kiev, I
not think I need English, but I am wrong. Now my English better, and now I want to teach
physics in American high school.”
The EMC2 rep snubbed out his cigarette. He was nodding and listening to their
conversation. “Engineers can be great physics teachers!” He pointed, “I believe the San Diego
School rep and some other school reps are over there at those tables by the windows.”
Jane pulled at the knot in her red scarf to center it, then she turned to the rep and said,
“I’m Jane Wright.” The rep looked at her expectantly. She thought, hmm...he didn’t look me up
and down; guess I’m just not as hot as I thought. Somewhat dejected, she asked, “Is there a
chance you might be needing any electrical engineers?”
“Absolutely! I’m guessing that half the engineering we do in nuclear fusion is electrical!
Did you graduate from here at La Jolla? Are you familiar with Nick Krall’s work? He built the
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HEPS machine, which has much in common with the work we plan to do. EMC2 is in the
process of acquiring his HEPS machine even as we speak.”
Jane replied, “I’ve heard of Dr. Krall, but honestly, I’m not familiar with HEPS.”
The EMC2 rep continued, “Just call me Doc; that’s what everybody calls me. I’ll be
building machines with multiple opposed sets of magnetic coils for trapping electrons in the
magnetic field at their center. And I’ll definitely be needing electron guns and ion guns – at first
for Deuterium – then later for ordinary hydrogen ions and boron ions. Does that sound like
something you’d want to do?” He looked over at the window tables to see if Nadia had been
able to talk to a school rep.
Jane turned to follow his gaze. “It all sounds very much like something I’d want to try.”
She watched Nadia across the room. Then she turned back and continued, “But you just said
‘I’ll definitely be needing’ not ‘we will be needing,’ like it’s important to you personally and not
some organization.”
Doc smiled, “Well yes, it is sort of important to me. I’m Robert Bussard, and I own
EMC2.”
Jane brightened. “Oh! You said you do fusion! Are you the ‘Bussard Ramjet’ Bussard?
Do you know Larry Niven? – Sorry! That just slipped out! Forget I said that!” Jane’s face was
slightly pink.
Doc laughed. “I’ve read his stories too. Don’t worry about it! I get that all the time.
And yes, you could say I sort of know him. We’ve met. He’s heard me speak; and I’ve heard
him speak. Does that constitute knowing? I’m not sure.”
_ _ _ _
7AM October 15, 1993
3211 Holiday Court, Apt 12, La Jolla, California
“You know my story. I not know your story. I not know nothing about you.” Nadia was
sitting at the kitchen table. Jane was making coffee.
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Jane measured the beans into the coffee grinder. “I have no parents and my story is too
terrible for words. It is long and complicated and unbelievable. Whenever I try to tell it, people
either think that I am a liar or they think I am crazy. It is better not to talk about it.” She pushed
down the top of the grinder and it screamed as it ground the beans.
“I not think you lie to me. I not think you crazy. I will believe your story. I want to
know your life.”
Jane dumped the ground coffee into the filter. She rapped the side of the grinder to knock
out the last of the coffee. “Nadia, I think it’s possible that the two of us have found something
that very few people are lucky enough to find. I think it’s possible that we could spend the rest
of our lives together. If I told you my story, it could send you right out that door, shaking your
head in horror and disbelief. I do not want to scare you away before our relationship even
begins. I don’t want to lose you.”
“I understand. You love me and I love you. We will be together. You will not lose me.
I want to know your story. Tell me what you remember first when you were child.”
Jane pushed the start button on the coffee machine. “That’s one of the problems, right
there, before we even start. I don’t remember anything from my childhood. My first memory is
from when I was fourteen.”
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Aug. 30, 1976 - Chapter 1 – Jane at Nordstrom
Jane Wright, Women’s Shoes department of Nordstrom
401 NE Northgate Way, Seattle, WA

“Do you like them?”
I knew it was my mom’s voice, but I also knew it could not possibly be her. I knew I
was sitting in the Women’s Shoes department of Nordstrom. I had no idea how I had gotten
there, but paradoxically, I could also remember going there with this woman who was my mom
but could not be my mom. It was like I was coming out of a computer trance –you know- when
you’ve been totally focused, doing something on a computer, then something happens to snap
you back to reality. Only my disorientation was much worse.
I groaned and said, “I don’t know.” My answer came out pitched quite a bit higher than I
was expecting; in fact, it sounded somewhat feminine.
Mom-not-mom persisted, “You said you wanted penny loafers. These are penny
loafers.”
The clerk was looking at her. I looked down at my feet. She was right: they were
definitely penny loafers and they were on my feet. Only my feet were small. I reached down,
slipped one of the loafers off my foot, and stared at the inside. Cole-Haan, Size 7M. Apparently
my feet were size 7M. I said, “These are size 7.” Yes, my voice was definitely feminine. I
sounded like a teenage girl.
“Do you need a different size?” The clerk was looking at me now.
My mom-not-mom said, “Honey, the clerk just measured your foot, and that’s right,
that’s your shoe size. Is there a problem?”
Actually there was a problem, and I was having a pretty hard time getting my head
around it. But the problem was so utterly bizarre that there was no way my mother would be
ready to talk about it. I put the shoe back on. It actually felt pretty good. No. Definitely more
than good: it felt really good. Even, maybe a little exciting. Maybe even sexually exciting.
Really! Sliding my feet in and out of the new penny loafers was definitely giving me an erection
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– at least it was making things feel pretty damp down there. It felt pretty good except I could tell
it wasn’t really an erection because there wasn’t really anything there to erect. So, I didn’t just
sound like a teenage girl, apparently my hardware had been rearranged along the same lines as
my voice. But even in the absence of that critical piece of entertainment apparatus, the fact still
remained that wearing these penny loafers was giving me a wickedly wonderful sensual trip.
Trying to stay cool, I said, “No, no problem, they fit fine.”
“Well, do you want them? If you want them we should get them now. The sale’s going
to be over tomorrow.” Mom-not-mom was getting a little impatient. I had to admit that the
biological part of this new me, was pretty insistent that she really was my mom; and already I
was getting used to the idea. Okay, I give up, she really is my mom, I decided.
I mumbled a grudging, “I guess,” but inside of me, I was ecstatic –totally blown away by
a feeling of incredibly good luck- I felt like I had somehow misplaced the failing body of a
middle-aged man, and instead had acquired the body of a 14 year old girl. But somehow I knew
it wouldn’t be so smart to tell my new mom about these feelings. At least not right then.
“Do you want to wear them?” The clerk was already picking up what must have been
my old runners.
I stared down at my new cordovan Cole-Haan penny loafers. “I guess.”
The clerk escorted us to checkout. My mom pulled out her credit card and handed it to
the cashier. She looked at me. “I Hope you like them. It’s a good thing they were on sale, or we
never could have afforded them. Are you planning to wear blue jeans to school every day, like
last year? Is that what we still need to get, or do you have something else in mind.”
Blue jeans? All I’ve got are blue Jeans? Then for sure, if I’ve really turned into a girl,
I’ve got a lot else in mind. “Umm, Mom… that’s what we need to talk about. I need skirts.”
She stared at me. Her mouth opened and closed, but no words came out. I could tell she
was shocked, but also, she seemed to be a little bit pleased. Then she laughed, “Jane, is it really
you? Or is somebody else in there?” She rapped on my head.
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I couldn’t tell her the truth, and she wouldn’t have believed me anyway. So I lied and
said, “It’s me Mom. I’m just not your little girl any more.” Well, actually, I guess it wasn’t a lie
– except that I was letting her think something that wasn’t quite true. I found a couple of
beautiful pleated skirts; one plaid and one red, with a hemline that hit just above my knees. I had
to ask Mom if she thought I had any socks and sweaters and blouses that would go with my new
penny loafers and skirts, because I had absolutely no idea of what I had at home.
Mom was pretty helpful. She was really happy to think I would be wearing skirts again
and I was more than pleased with the results. I could hardly wait for the first day.
_ _ _ _
My first class on the first day was first year algebra. The September morning sun shone
through the windows of my classroom. All the kids seemed to be really happy, laughing and
joking around the way they do on the first day of school. The smell of new jeans and freshly
waxed floors permeated the air.
The bell rang and the teacher announced that our class would be trying out a new algebra
curriculum. The school would adopt the curriculum if our class did well in comparison to the
other algebra classes, which were using the old curriculum. So the first thing we did on that first
day of class was take a test, which checked our knowledge of all the things we were supposed to
learn in Algebra that year. The teacher emphasized that we would not be graded on the test this
time, but we would be graded on that same test when we took it again at the end of the year. He
added however, that as an incentive for us to do our best in this test, those of us who did poorly
on it would have to take pre-algebra again, which was definitely not something that any of us
would have wanted to do.
I finished the test in 20 minutes. I could have finished in less time than that, but I was
being careful. The other kids were still working hard on the test. I took it up to the teacher.
Since he really wasn’t doing anything else, and the test was multiple choice, I asked him to grade
my test right there on the spot. His left eyebrow went up, and he peered at me skeptically over
the top of his glasses. “I would think that a person who finished this test in 20 minutes would
likely be pretty careless and probably wouldn’t particularly care what their score was.”
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I told him that I thought I got them all right, and if I did get them all right, then I sure as
heck didn’t belong in this class.
The answer key was one of the test answer sheets, with holes punched where the correct
answers were. He put the key over my answer sheet, picked up his red marker, and looked at my
test. I could see clearly that every hole in his answer key lined up with one of my marks. He
took the key away, and looked at my answer sheet to make sure I had only marked only one
answer for each question. He took off his glasses, rubbed his eyes and shook his head. I was
starting to get pretty upset, but then he said, “You’re right. You don’t belong in this class.” He
filled out a hall pass for me, and sent me off to see my counselor.
Of course there were about 75 other kids with scheduling problems ahead of me there in
the guidance office. The secretary kept trying to get us to go back to class but none of us would
leave. I sat on the floor opposite the door of the counselor I was supposed to see. He didn’t
spend a whole lot of time with the kids ahead of me, maybe five minutes per kid; but like I said,
there were a lot of kids. I had time to think about why that algebra test had been so easy. It was
because I could remember all that stuff. While I was wondering where I was remembering that
stuff from, I was staring down at my new shoes; and I realized that my remembering how to do
the math felt the same way that I felt about my new penny loafers. I was sure that the Jane
Wright I had become had never owned a pair of penny loafers before in her life, and yet I could
remember other pairs of penny loafers that I had owned. I could remember the ones I liked and
the ones I didn’t like, and even why I liked some and not others.
Then I looked up and saw a really good-looking guy staring at my new shoes too. He was
pretty flustered when he realized that he’d been caught in the act, and flustered as well because I
knew what he had been staring at. He said, “Ummm…that’s a really great outfit. Those red
socks really look great with your plaid skirt. My name’s Keith Caldwell, what’s yours?”
I told him, “Jane, Jane Wright.” That really was my new name; but my weird memory,
that I had just been thinking about, almost made me say Cliff Holt instead. Keith was wearing
what had reportedly been my old uniform from the year before: blue jeans, a white tee shirt, and
runners. I am certain that he looked far better in them, than I used to look. In fact, he looked so
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good that I was starting to get pretty excited. I added, “I’m a freshman, so of course I don’t
know what I’m doing; but it’s obvious that you are not. So why are you in here?”
“Oh, I’m still trying to get into calculus. They only have one class of it, and that’s full. I
guess you could say that I’m sitting here hoping somebody’s going to come in and drop the
class.” He had gone from looking at my shoes to looking me up and down, the way guys always
do. Most of them don’t even know they’re doing it, so you almost have to forgive them. And
besides, just think what a bummer it would be if nobody ever looked you up and down.
“Calculus!” I exclaimed, but something inside of me clicked so loud that for a minute
my raging female hormones faded into the background. “That’s what I want to take. I’m going
to take calculus too!” I suddenly realized that calculus was probably the most important class for
me to be taking right now, and not just because Keith Wright would most likely be in there too.
Just like that, I could see my future as some sort of engineer, doing great things, even changing
the world for the better, and I knew that’s what I was going to do. I had to have calculus for that.
But then that weird memory of mine began helping me to imagine what sex would be like with
Keith. I knew that Jane Wright was still a virgin; I knew that I’d never had sex before, and yet I
could imagine some pretty specific details of what sex would be like with Keith – I could even
imagine teaching him a few skills to make the sex better for us.
He was talking again, “You’re a freshman, and you want to take calculus? Have you
been in some kind of accelerated program? You need all kinds of other math, like pre-calculus,
and advanced algebra, and geometry, just to get into calculus.”
I guess he could tell from the look on my face that I hadn’t had any of that, but still,
inside of me, my weird memory knew that I had the background to do it. But before I could
think of anything to say, dumb luck bailed me out. The guidance counselor came out of his
office, looked me up and down (I tell you, they can’t help it), and said, “Jane Wright?”
“That’s me.” I gave him my hall pass, and followed him into his office.
There for a moment, I was surprised at how empty his desk seemed. Why would he have
such a big empty desk, and why would it be in the middle of his office. Then it hit me – no
computer! How could he be a guidance counselor in a big high school with no computer? How
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could he look up student records? How could he change schedules? Get a grip! I told myself.
It’s 1976. The only real computers around are IBM mainframes and Wang “minis” that still fill
up a whole closet. Most high school guidance offices are still in the age of pencil and paper, and
they have to contract out their scheduling to other agencies rich enough to own a mainframe or a
mini.
He looked at the pass. “It says here you got one hundred percent in the algebra final, and
it says you don’t belong in algebra. So, where do you belong?”
I knew where I belonged, “I want to take calculus. It’s really important to my future
plans.”
Both eyebrows went up. He folded his arms across his chest, and rocked from side to
side. “There isn’t any room in calculus, and there’s a waiting list. That young man you were
talking to is one of the people on the list; and I’m not sure you’re qualified. Are you a freshman?
What other math classes have you had?”
I was pretty nervous because right then I felt like I had to be in calculus. “I know I’m not
qualified on paper. Yes I’m a freshman; and my records will tell you that the most advanced
math class I’ve had is pre-algebra, but that doesn’t matter. I’m absolutely certain that I can do
the other math that I need to get into calculus. Give me the tests for the other classes: geometry
and pre-calculus and whatever. I know I can do well on them, just like I did well on the algebra
test.” Then I realized that I was gripping the edge of his desk with both hands, and leaning
across it. I wasn’t shouting, but I was speaking with real determination.
He smiled, picked up the phone, and said, “Ok, I’ll put you on the waiting list; and in the
meantime, while you wait, you can be taking the finals for those other classes, just to make sure
that your new-found math skills match your determination.” He started talking on the phone and
nodded at the door.
The rest of the day was a blur. What with Keith Caldwell, and suddenly having to take
math finals for three different classes that I knew Jane Wright had never taken, I was definitely
in overload.
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After school, I took a side trip to the nearest pharmacy to pick up an important accessory,
just in case Keith Caldwell followed up on what had seemed to be an obvious interest of his that
morning. The woman cashier at checkout was definitely older than my mother. She looked at
my purchase and she looked at me. “You’re pretty young to be buying this stuff, and there’s no
way I’m going to stop you, but are you sure you know what you’re doing? Young girls like you
can be hurt really bad doing what it looks like you’re planning to do at such a young age. But I
suppose if you’re determined to do it, then it’s better to do it using one of these.”
I gave her the money and assured her that I knew what I was doing. Ultimately it turned
out that I really didn’t have a clue, but there’s no way I could have known that back then. I
zipped my purchase into my backpack. When I looked back at her, on my way out the door, she
was trying to wipe away the tears running down her face.
_ _ _ _
“How was your first day?” It was my mom. She was home when I walked in. I dropped
my backpack by the door.
“I guess it was okay. I met a really cool guy named Keith Caldwell, and we’re going to
take calculus together. How come you’re not at work?” I opened the refrigerator door.
“Calculus? I didn’t think freshman could take calculus. That was always a college
course, something that engineers and science and math majors took. Why would you want to
take calculus; and do you have the math that it takes to do it? Don’t go eating a whole lot now.
We’re going to have dinner early.”
I found an apple and started to wash it. “That’s what I want to be. I want to be an
engineer; and I haven’t had the required courses, but I know I can do the math. I got one
hundred percent on the algebra final already, and I’m going to take the other finals tomorrow.”
“You know, you’ve really changed these past few days. I can’t imagine my little Jane
from a month ago ever trying to get into calculus as a freshman. But I guess I can see why you
might be excited about engineering what with people going to the moon and that Viking
spacecraft landing on Mars.”
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I didn’t really know little Jane from a month ago very well, except indirectly from what
other people were telling me. Then, unbidden, my weird memory chimed in, “Actually Mom, it
turns out that the space program is going to be pretty much a bust. Right now, the real
engineering action is happening in a garage in Los Altos, California, and at a place called MITS
in Albuquerque, NM, with some guys named Wozniak and Jobs and Gates and Allen. Like it or
not, that’s where the future is. It’s sure not going to be in space.”
“That’s pretty hard for me to believe. Is this something you talked about at school
today? How can you possibly know all this?” She was starting to take stuff out of the
refrigerator.
“People at school couldn’t possibly know this stuff. They have no clue at all. I just
know it that’s all. I can’t help it. Why are we having dinner early?” I started to set the table.
“I wanted to be here when you got home from your first day of high school. The only
way they would let me off was my promising to work tonight, so I’ve got to go back for a few
hours after dinner.” She started washing the lettuce.
Perfect! My mom’s plans and my plans were totally compatible. I grinned inside. I
really appreciated that mom had tried to be here for me after school and all, but I couldn’t wait
for dinner to be over so she could get back to work.
_ _ _ _
It was early evening of that first day of school in September, the sun was still up, and a
warm breeze was blowing. I walked slowly, by myself, down the parkway that ran between our
subdivision and the high school. I had a red sweater thrown over one shoulder, and my backpack
over the other. I was still wearing my new penny loafers with the red socks, the plaid skirt, and a
white blouse, and I was checking every car. I could hear Elton John belting out Don’t Go
Breaking My Heart on the stereo of a car coming up behind me.
“Hey Jane, is that you?” A familiar voice was shouting at me above the din.
I again grinned internally at my good fortune, and turned around. Yes! It really was
Keith.
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He was leaning toward me from the driver’s seat, shouting through the open passenger
side window, “Hey, it is you! What are you doing? Do you need a ride?”
“Oh I was just going over to the high school to try and find someone to study with. I
have to pass the finals for three different math classes, if I’m going to get into calculus. And yes,
I definitely would like a ride.”
He pushed open the passenger side door. “Cool! Get in. You know, it’s crazy, but I was
hoping I would see you.”
He was driving an old ‘60 Ford with a bench seat in the front. I slid across to the middle
of the seat, to where my shoulder touched his side, and our legs were just ever so slightly in
contact. He looked me up and down again, then pulled away from the curb. I said, “Maybe you
could help me get ready for all those math finals I have to take. You’ve had all those courses
already, right? Is there someplace we could go to study?”
“Really study? Not that I can think of. Well, the library maybe, I guess. If that’s what
you want to do. But honestly, I’d rather go somewhere that we can be alone, and my place isn’t
it. The TV is always going 90 DB or more. Definitely not my place.”
Perfect again, I thought, He wants to be alone! I said, “Ummm… if you really want to be
alone, we could go to my place.” I tentatively put my hand on his leg. “My mom’s working
tonight.” I wondered how long my lucky streak was going to hold out. “If that’s where you
would like to go, take the next right.”
He took the next right, then he tentatively put his hand on my leg.
_ _ _ _
While I was unlocking the door, he casually asked, “Uh, when do you think your mom
will be home?” He ran his hand lightly across my back. I shivered inside.
“Oh, maybe in a couple of hours.” The door swung open. I stepped in, dropped my
pack on the floor, and turned around. He took my head in his hands, bent down, and gave me the
longest sweetest kiss that I would guess Jane Wright had ever had. I reached up to wrap my
arms around his neck – he was a big guy! – and I kissed him back, driving my tongue between
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his lips, and running it lightly along his teeth. He dropped his hands down to my bum, and
pulled me into him. I moaned, held the kiss a while longer, then started to unbutton my blouse.
He pulled back and watched me, his eyes wide.
I got the blouse mostly undone and then I asked, “Do you think we would study best here
in the kitchen or someplace else where it’s more comfortable?”
“Oh I would definitely go for the more comfortable.” He took my hand and pulled me
through the door into the living room. “Have you done it before?”
I sat down on the couch, spread my legs and pulled him in between them while he was
still standing. Then I started to unhitch his pants. “Umm…well, my math experience and my sex
experience have a lot in common. I haven’t had all the math courses, but I still know enough to
do calculus; and I’m still a virgin, but I definitely know what’s going on with sex. Does that
make any sense at all?” His pants dropped to the floor. I pulled down his shorts, and saw that
his erection was pretty much complete. It was definitely very impressive. Then I said, “And as
long as we’re asking questions, have you done it before?”
He said, “Well, I’ve done a lot of fooling around with other girls who were virgins too,
but no, I’ve never actually done it.”
I kissed the tip of his penis.
He sucked in his breath, “Oh God! Nobody ever did that before!” He had his hands on
the back of my head, pulling me into his penis. I kissed it again, and sucked it just a little before
I pulled away.
I explained, “Okay, that’s good to know. Now before you get too excited, here’s the
most important thing that everyone needs to know about sex. The idea is to make it last as long
as possible before you climax, or come, or ejaculate, or whatever you call it. If the guy shoots
off his load in the first two minutes, nobody has any fun. Does that make sense? Or did you
already know this? I hope I haven’t insulted your intelligence.”
“No, no. I sort of knew some of what you just said, but I never looked at it quite that
way before.” He had dropped to his knees, and was reaching back behind my bra.
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I continued, ”See, guys just naturally come right away; and after that, it’s all over for
them. But girls take a lot longer to really get going. So if we just let nature take its course,
you’ll be all done about the time that I’m just getting started. The bra fasteners are little plastic
hooks. Slide one up toward my head while you pull the other one down toward my bum. That’s
right. I know I’m talking too much.”
“You’re not, you’re not. This is all very helpful.” He pushed my bra out of the way, and
started to kiss my nipples. It felt really, really good. I wiggled my toes. My penny loafers were
still on my feet, and they felt really, really good too. I pointed my toes toward the kitchen door,
stretching my legs straight out on either side of him. The kitchen door! Ooops!
I suddenly remembered, “Wait a second. Before we go any further, I’ve got to go get
something. I’ll be back in just a second.” I dashed into the kitchen, and unzipped my backpack.
I heard a clunking sound on the back steps, and the jingle of keys. In total panic, I turned back
toward the living room, “Keith, you’ve got to get out of here! My mom is coming! Go out the
front door!” I could hear him scrambling for his pants, as my mom came in the door.
“Hi Honey.” She had her back to me. She was closing the door and putting her keys
back in her purse. “Whose car is that in the driveway?” Then she turned around and did a double
take, staring at me. “What happened to you?”
I looked down at my blouse, unbuttoned and revealing my bra all twisted to one side.
“Nothing much. You’re home early.” I could hear the front door open in the living room.
“Who’s in the other room?” She walked into the living room, and turned on the light,
just as I heard the front door close. “I guess that must have been the owner of the car in the
driveway. Right? Was it that the new Keith Caldwell guy you told me about?”
“Yeah, it was Keith.” I was buttoning up my blouse.
“Good thing I came home when I did. It looks like the two of you were starting to get
pretty involved. You know, honey, you really are too young to be having sex.” She had come
back into the kitchen, and was leaning against the counter.
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“Mom, I know what I’m doing, and I’m not too young to have sex. I know I look like
I’m too young, but I really, really wanted to do it with him.” I picked up my backpack and the
condom fell out of the opened zipper.
Her eyes flicked over to the condom before I could grab it. “I see you were fully
prepared. I guess in a way that’s a good thing. What are we going to do now? I can’t quit my
job, but I can’t leave you at home alone any more. What’s going to happen to us?” She was
starting to cry.
“Mom, I’ll be fine. You don’t have to worry about me. Besides, my sex life is none of
your business.” I zipped the condom back into my pack.
“It is my business. I’m your mother!” She was shouting and crying at the same time.
The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could even think, “You’re not my mother!
I don’t even have a mother. I’m a clone, mom! A clone! Do you even have any idea what that
is?” And just like that, there it was. All of it: my old memory from before. I really was, or at
least had been, that Cliff Holt guy. His memories were all there in my brain; they were my
memories. I was him. In shock, I sat down at the kitchen table.
“Oh honey, what’s happened to you? Ever since you first tried on those penny loafers,
you’ve changed completely. You’re not my little Jane any more. You’ve turned into some kind
of a sex crazed math genius.” Her shoulders slumped. She walked over to the table and sat
down too. Tears were streaming down her face.
I felt bad. “Mom, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. I’m just remembering a lot of things I
didn’t know before, and I’m feeling a little crazy that’s all. Really, don’t worry about it.”
Her elbows were on the table, her head in her hands. She was talking down to the table
in a low, anguished voice. “Your father left me before you were born because, for some damned
reason, he couldn’t or wouldn’t believe you were his; and now you’ve turned into someone I
don’t even know. What am I going to do?” She was blubbering now. Pathetically blubbering,
“What’s going to happen to me?”
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Again, I couldn’t help myself, the words just flowed, “You’re going to be just fine Mom.
All you have to do is buy all the Microsoft stock you can when it goes public. You’ll do just
fine.”
She looked up at me. Her eyes were red? “What? Microsoft? What’s that? How do
you know?”
“I just know, mom. That’s all. Bill Gates is going to own it. He’s going to be the
richest man in the world. His company, Microsoft, is going to be the biggest most successful
software company in the world. And everyone who buys Microsoft stock, and hangs onto it, is
going to make a lot of money. Start saving your money now. Microsoft will go public in about
10 years; and when that happens, put everything you have into it, and hold on tight. You’ll be
just fine. I’m going to my room. I’ve got to study for those tests.”
I went upstairs, but I didn’t study. I just flopped down on my bed, and stared up at the
ceiling, I was remembering it all, every little detail, just like it was yesterday…

23

Nov. 25, 1985 - Chapter 2 – Cliff at Elwha
Cliff Holt, Elwha River Valley
Olympic Peninsula, Washington
They discovered me down in the Elwha valley, by the river on that uninhabited whitewater stretch, just after it exits the National Park. The river splits at that point, roaring and
tumbling, swishing and splashing its way around both sides of a little island. There’s a dense
green, near-impenetrable forest of trees and brush on the island, and all along both sides of the
river. On a clear day, at the south end of that “U” shaped glacial valley, you can see the jagged
snow-capped peak of Mount Carrie. I was deeply involved in a photography session, so I
probably wasn't as attentive to my surroundings as I otherwise would have been. That was when
one of them came walking across a big log that bridged the river between the island and the
shore.
"Hello," he said, "What are you doing down there?"
I jumped, surprised and maybe even a little amazed to see anyone else here. I was
reluctant to explain what I was really doing because I’ve found that most people tend to react
strangely to my particular kind of photography. "Oh, just puttering around, taking a few
pictures," I said. The camera was obvious: there was no way I could deny that part of it.
"Yes, I see the camera." He looked at my camera, then shifted his gaze to my manikins,
standing below the log where he stood. “I also see manikins. Are you taking pictures of
manikins?"
His line of questioning seemed just a little odd, but there seemed to be no reason to deny
the obvious. I answered, "Yes?" slowly drawing out the word, with an interrogatory inflection at
the end. I was wondering where all this was going.
"Yes," he repeated, seeming to understand. "We have seen pictures of manikins in your
catalogues." His gaze shifted again, this time to the pair I had just been shooting. They were
standing ankle-deep in the river - the water bubbling over and around their shoes. "But we have
not seen pictures of manikins with wet feet. Do you intend those feet to be wet?"
Again I responded slowly, again stretching out the word, "Yes?"
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He continued, "Perhaps your pictures are not intended for a catalog. If they are not, then
what is their intended purpose?"
I'd been shooting pictures for many years -mostly of female manikins in penny loafersand had never encountered that question before. I thought a bit, and said, "I take the pictures
because it's fun, I guess. Why do you ask?"
"When we see unusual behavior, we find it worthwhile to seek understanding. Your
behavior seems unusual." He paused, then added, “My name is Erwin. What is your name?”
I replied, “Cliff Holt.” But I was beginning to feel a little bit defensive. "Since you seem
to see nothing wrong in pointing out the um... ‘unusual’ nature of my behavior, I feel inclined to
say that your behavior seems a little odd as well. I don't detect any kind of an accent in your
speech, yet you somehow seem very different. Are you from around here?"
He did not seem offended. "We are originally from a place very far from here. How is
our behavior different?"
Still, a little bit annoyed, I tried to explain, "Well for one thing, you keep saying ‘we’
instead of I when you refer to yourself, and you ask questions that some would consider to be
intrusive. And how far away is ‘very far’? 1000 miles? 10,000 miles? How far?"
Looking very serious, he said, "Far, far more than 10,000 miles."
The guy was most likely a lunatic, but within the framework of our conversation, the
conclusion that I was supposed to reach was obvious. I hesitated anyway, wondering why he
would choose to reveal such a thing to me. “So – um… you are not from this planet.”
He said, “You are correct. We came here on what you would call a generation starship
from the planetary system of another star.”
Trying to suppress my sarcasm, I said, “You speak English rather well. How long have
you been here?”
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“Many years. We were responsible for some of the so-called alien abductions reported
in you news media many years ago. You look old enough to remember the case of Betty and
Barney Hill, September 19, 1961. That took place shortly after we arrived.”
The guy didn’t look that old. I had been thirty years old, teaching engineering math to
West Point cadets back then. “You’ve been here since 1961?”
“You are correct.”
I had always suspected that the alien abduction stories were bullshit, but I tried to play
along, “There were pictures of those aliens, reconstructed from reports by the abductees. You
don’t look anything like those pictures.”
“This is not my original body. It is a clone of a real human; but this body’s memory
carries all of the memories that I experienced in my original form, as well as the memories I have
experienced while in this human body. You would probably say that I am an alien occupying a
human body.”
Ah, the old clone story. It sounded like something I would have made up, if I had been in
his place. “So – um…” I hesitated again. I was trying to seem tolerant and accepting – but I did
have to ask, “How do I know you are what you say you are? Most people do not believe such
stories, and I see nothing to support what you say.”
He did not seem offended. “I believe I can provide you with convincing proof of what I
say, but before I can do that, I need to ask you some questions. The completeness of my proof
will depend on your answers. Are you willing to answer my questions?”
Guardedly, I said, “Maybe.”
“Do you have time?”
In actual fact, I really was beginning to worry about wasting my time, “Maybe an hour.”
“This will take a while, because I will need to explain some things first, before I can ask
any questions. I can see that you are very skeptical of my claims, but for purposes of our
discussion right now, will you be able to at least temporarily suspend this skepticism?”
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As always, I was concerned about losing the good light for my pictures; and I had no
desire to waste the light talking to a lunatic. Nevertheless, I muttered, “I will do my best.”
He began, “Even though we have technologies which are in some ways superior to your
culture, we are limited by the same physical laws as you. The physical law which perhaps
affects us most profoundly is the one you could very well call Einstein’s speed limit – the law
that says it is impossible to exceed the speed of light; and it goes on to say that even approaching
the speed of light requires prohibitively enormous quantities of energy. For that reason, our
starships can only travel, at best, at about 60 percent of the speed of light. Our old home planet
is hundreds of light years from here. It took us more than a thousand Earth years, and many of
our generations, to get here. None of us were even born before our trip to Earth was almost over.
There is no hope that any of us will ever be able to return to our old home planet. This is our
home planet now. This is the only planet within a hundred light years that has acceptable
parameters of oxygen, water, metal ores, gravity, energy, climate, and minimal ionizing
radiation. We are tied to your Earth almost as profoundly as you are. Like most of you, we
know that the Earth will be our home until we die. We hope that it will be the home of many
generations of our descendents after we die.
“Like a few of you humans, we are concerned for the Earth. We worry a lot about your
ability to wage nuclear war, and we see serious potential for grave changes to the Earth’s climate
in the very near future, easily within our lifetimes. Your unacceptably large production of
carbon dioxide and other greenhouse gases is raising the average temperature of your planet –
our adopted planet. These increasing temperatures will cause more serious changes, such as
more powerful hurricanes, rising sea levels, profound changes in the ocean circulatory system,
and, paradoxically, the possible return to another ice age. This trend of increasing average
temperatures must be reversed as soon as possible, or our two cultures will both be destroyed and
most of us will die.
“For many years our scientists, in the form of humans even as I am now, have worked
alongside your scientists trying to alert your rulers to the problems; but your rulers are
sometimes reckless, or pitifully greedy or stupid. Apparently they see no potential for profit,
power, or re-election in dealing with the problems, and they choose to ignore what the science is
saying. We no longer believe that it is consistently possible to successfully work within the
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framework of your political system to solve these problems, so we sometimes take more extreme
measures.
“It is possible that we are wrong, but we now believe that there are times when it may be
necessary to eliminate certain individuals who are most likely to start a nuclear war or
individuals who are most resistant to addressing the problems of global warming. We sometimes
intend such assassinations to be accompanied by appropriate publicity, informing your world’s
people of the reasons for such actions. The publicity will sometimes explain why a given
individual was selected, while others were allowed to live. We hope that only a few
assassinations will be necessary before other powerful people, out of fear for their lives, will
begin to revise their attitudes regarding the need for prompt mitigation of global warming.
“So now we come to the first serious question of our interview: how do you feel about
the extreme measures we are proposing?” He paused, watching me intently.
I was trying hard to play his “suspended disbelief” role, “Well I’ve got to say that we
humans have often found it to be true, that no ends, however good they may be, are justified by
evil means. That is, when a serious wrong is committed in an attempt to accomplish a greater
good, things often turn out badly. But having said that, I also must say that I believe the global
warming problem must be solved; and if you can see no other way to address a particular aspect
of the problem, then perhaps such an extreme measure must be taken.”
He looked sad, “Unfortunately, we are predisposed to agree with everything you say; so
much so, that the people of our culture have been behaviorally and genetically modified to make
extreme, culturally intrusive, and violent coercive acts such as assassination impossible for us.
We are physically unable to assassinate anyone. Indeed it causes me no small amount of
discomfort to even discuss such a thing with you. So if there are to be such acts, then they must
be committed by humans. Some of you obviously have the behavioral and genetic disposition to
do such things; and Earth is your planet even more so than it is our planet.
“So we must ask, if we were to give you, Cliff Holt, the necessary training, assistance,
and apparatus; and if we were able to position you in the right place, at the right time, to commit
such an act without getting caught, would you, Cliff Holt, be personally willing to do it?” Again,
he seemed to be watching my answer very carefully.
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I replied, “You’re telling me that you’re morally and psychologically incapable of killing
someone, so you’re asking me, would I be willing to do it, if such a killing is necessary to save
us all from the effects of global warming?”
“Yes. We hope you understand why we would prefer not to say who the victim will be
until we have a firm commitment from you. Are you willing to make such a commitment?”
I felt the head-spinning feeling that one sometimes gets at the moment of a life-changing
decision. It was so obviously illegal, it had such obvious potential for good, and yet it sounded
so very dangerous. I knew that statistics were not good for assassins of powerful people. But on
the other hand, I was 54 years old. My body was already betraying me in at least half a dozen
ways. This might very well be my last chance to do anything of real significance in the world.
So I said, “Yes, I’ll do it. Now who is my potential victim?”
“Prime Minister Olaf Palme of Sweden has recently been an effective critic of nuclear
fission power. He has been highly successful in shutting down the nuclear reactors in his own
country. If your planet continues to use fossil fuels to make energy, it will be destroyed.
Nuclear fission is the only technology you have at this time, that is capable of completely
replacing fossil fuels. You need nuclear fission, so Olaf Palme must be stopped. On the evening
of 28 February 1986 at he will be returning from a movie he attended with his wife. We can
move you –undetected- into a room that lies along his walking route adjacent to the intersection
of Sveavagen and Tunnelgatan in Stockholm. He will cross that intersection at 11:21 pm. If you
yourself are not seriously injured or apprehended in the course of the assassination, we can
extract you in such a way that you will not be followed. We can also provide you with an
airtight alibi, if it should prove to be necessary.”
“But that’s three months in the future.” I paused, then asked,”How can you have such
specific knowledge of events in the future?”
“That will all be explained very soon.”
I digested that for a few seconds, then suddenly realized that his answer had been so
authoritative and so specific, that it had caused me to truly suspend my disbelief. I was buying
this guy’s program completely, yet I still had seen no proof. I said, “Okay, I’ve got a few
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questions for you. First, assuming that all this background stuff you’ve said is true, when do we
start the training?” Then remembering what he had said much earlier, I added, “…and second,
what are some examples of the superior technologies you were talking about back at the
beginning? I’m wondering if at least one of those technologies might involve a way to make
electricity that is safer than nuclear fission, and requires no fossil fuels; and if so, why couldn’t
we use that and just forget about nuclear fission?”
“We need to start very soon, maybe even tomorrow.” He paused, “A few of our
technologies have been hinted at by your culture’s news accounts of our first few encounters
back in 1962. Our space shuttles can move with great acceleration and speed, and they can fly
and hover silently. We have what you call tractor beams that can lift people and objects up into
our shuttles; we have the ability to disrupt electrical circuits for a radius of several miles. And
yes, we have safe, efficient power plants far superior to nuclear fission plants, but we are
convinced that it would be a mistake for us to give you such technology. We are quite certain
that such gifts would make you dependent upon us, and ultimately they would destroy your
initiative. Also, there are other, even more significant technologies that are not known or
understood by more than a handful of humans. As I implied earlier, we can clone humans
successfully, and we can download a set of our own memories, or human memories into that
clone. And we have what you might call a portable wormhole, which provides us with a very
limited capability to travel in space and time.”
I said, “So it’s true: you really are a cloned human with the memories of one of your own
people? Have all of you been modified in this way?”
He nodded, “Yes, although we no longer clone new humans without permission of the
donor. Once we found out how intrusive and violent your culture thought the process was, we
became incapable of doing it. Usually, we only re-clone the human clones that we acquired
when we first arrived.”
“And this wormhole: why can’t you use it to return to your old home planet?”
He looked so upset that I immediately knew this was the wrong question. But he
answered anyway, “This issue has been a source of deep sadness for most of our people.
Originally, it was intended that we would use the wormhole for just that purpose. But there is a
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thing about wormholes that you must understand. A wormhole is like very long, very stretchy,
rubber hose, with a diameter of about 1 meter. If you are going on a long trip, one end of the
hose must be positioned at your starting point and the other end must be physically carried along
on the trip, stretching the hose out –so to speak- as you travel. When you reach your destination,
you can then use the wormhole to travel, almost instantly between your destination and home.
You can only use it to travel between the ends of wormholes: you cannot travel to a place where
an end to your wormhole has never been.”
I saw the problem. “And something happened to the wormhole that you were stretching
between your old home world and Earth – your hose broke, and you can’t fix it without
physically hauling a new wormhole end back to your old home planet.”
“That is exactly right. We accidentally turned off our wormhole. We turned it on again
immediately after the mistake was discovered, but it was too late. The wormhole no longer
stretched back to our home planet, and we were stuck here. We can use it to travel between
places here on Earth, where we have taken a wormhole end; but we cannot use the wormhole to
go back to our ancestral home. We are truly marooned here in the deepest sense of the word.”
“But what about the relativistic twin paradox?” I asked. “If one twin stays home, and the
other travels at relativistic speeds to another location, they will age differently. Twenty years
might pass for the twin at home, while only one year passes for the twin on the starship. Yet the
wormhole allows near-instantaneous travel between locations. So if the twin on the starship uses
it to go home, does he also go back in time to a point only one year after his departure? Or does
he travel to the point where his aged twin is, say 19 years in the astronaut twin’s future?”
“As it turns out, your astronaut twin can make that decision himself, because the
wormhole also turns out to be a somewhat limited time machine. One can use it to travel to any
time where the wormhole’s end has been, in addition to any location where it has been.”
“So if the wormhole’s end has already been to any given place or time, one can go
there?”
“Essentially, yes,” he said.
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“And that’s how you’re going to get me undetected into that room adjacent to the
intersection where my assassination victim will be walking?”
“Yes. In fact the wormhole end is already in place, in a room that opens directly onto the
Tunnelgatan.”
I said, “Someone will find it. Doesn’t the Swedish Prime Minister have body guards or
something like the Secret Service? Don’t they check the route where he walks?”
“It turns out that the Prime Minister will dismiss his body guards on the evening in
question. But someone may very well check the room. The only thing they will notice is a fresh
coat of paint. Normally, for the end of a wormhole, we use material that resembles a tent made
out of your astronaut space blanket material; but this time we coated the inside of the closet with
that same material, then painted over it with normal paint. I doubt very much that this will be
noticed.”
“And you’ve already checked it, and it works?”
He nodded, “Yes. In fact, that is how our painters left after they finished painting.”
It was time to broach a touchy little issue that I had been wondering about. “Now, I know
that I should want to do this assassination for the good of my own culture as well as yours; and I
would probably do it free gratis for those reasons alone. Nevertheless, it is also true that I will be
doing a very dangerous service for your culture that you apparently cannot do for yourselves. So
I have to ask, is there going to be any sort of reward for providing this service? I really hate
saying ‘what’s in it for me,’ because I think that is such a narrow, greedy question; but I guess
that’s what I’m asking.”
He nodded again, “Yes, we anticipated that we might need to provide some sort of
expression of our appreciation for this sort of service. For several reasons, we believe that
appreciation must not be expressed in terms of money or material objects that can be converted
to money, and of course we cannot give you our technology. But we can provide services, and
there will almost certainly be services that you might want. I suspect that as we work on this
assassination project, you will think of something we can do for you that you might very much
want. We will discuss this matter again after you have completed the assassination.
32

“You will need to make arrangements for an indefinitely long absence, but you will not
need to pack anything except personal effects. We will provide everything you need, while you
are working with us. Meet us here at 12 noon tomorrow.” He turned and walked away, back
across the big log.
My good light was gone, but I no longer cared. I stashed the manikins, packed up my
camera and the shoes and clothes, and headed up the trail, back to my house, thinking about my
life.
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Sept. 9, 1976 - Chapter 3 – Jane Grounded
Jane Wright, 1025 E. Robinhood Dr.
Arlington, Washington
“Jane, you need to be getting up! It’s time to get ready for school.” Mom was shaking
my shoulder. “Are you awake?”
“I’m awake.” I groaned into the pillow.
“Jane, I know this is going to upset you, but I’m going to have to ground you until we
get a better grip on these changes in you. What you were doing when I got home last night really
scared me. For at least the next week, don’t plan on any outside activities other than school; and
don’t invite anyone here to our house. Do you understand me?”
I groaned in the affirmative. I knew it would upset me later. But being grounded didn’t
upset me all that much right then, because I had suddenly remembered the looming math tests. I
was far more stressed over the prospect of all those tests than I was over a short-term grounding.
“Good.” She said, “Your breakfast is on the kitchen table. I’ve got to leave for work
now. Please put everything away before you go to school. I love you. Bye.” I heard her step out
of my door, then turn and head down the stairs.
Thoughts of the prospective tests brought on an adrenaline rush so intense that I was out
of bed, showered, and dressed in less than 10 minutes. I wore my old middle school uniform:
jeans, tee shirt, and runners. I grabbed a banana, put the rest of the breakfast stuff away, picked
up my backpack, and was out the door.
The testing took many hours, but by the time I was half done, I knew I would do very
well. By 2:30, I was certain that, from the school’s point of view, I would be fully qualified to
take calculus. I headed back down campus from the testing center to see my counselor.
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Keith was coming out of the guidance office when I was headed in. He looked me up
and down, and when he saw my runners, he grimaced for just a moment. He said, “I’m really
sorry about last night. Was your mom very upset?”
I hooked my fingers into his pants pockets, and pulled him away from the door. “Oh,
yeah, she was upset. I’m grounded for at least a week. No visitors allowed, but don’t worry
about it. I’m not upset, and we’ve got the whole year ahead of us. Sorry about the runners, but I
had to focus totally on the tests I was taking today.”
“Oh, right!” He had his hands on my shoulders, “How do you think you did?”
“Okay, I guess.” I nodded at the door. “What did you find out? Did anybody drop the
class yet?”
He took his hands off my shoulders and started to rub the top of his head. ”Yeah,
somebody dropped. I’m in.” He didn’t seem particularly pleased.
“That’s great!” I said, “It’s what you wanted, right?” But there was this little pang of
fear in my stomach.
“Yeah,” he said, “Of course. But it would really tear me up if I got in and you didn’t.
I’ve got to get to practice. See you later.” He turned and jogged off toward the locker rooms.
My guidance counselor confirmed what Keith had already told me. Only one calculus
student had dropped so far. I made the rounds of all my teachers, collecting assignments that I’d
missed during the first two days. I even convinced the calculus teacher to give me the calculus
assignments and a book. The Cliff Holt in me agonized over the lack of a computer and printer
to do the written assignments. Primitive Apple II computers would be available in another year
or two, but for my freshman year, at least, I was stuck with writing everything out longhand. It
was actually a good thing that Mom had grounded me. I was a busy girl for the rest of that week.
The only thing that really hurt about being grounded was missing the first football game
of the year and the dance afterward. I spent that Friday night sprawled on my bed, so upset that I
was physically ill at not seeing Keith play, and hurting even worse at the thought of other girls
dancing with him. In my mind I could see another girl jumping into his car after the dance, and
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I could see Keith going to park with her. I could imagine her coming on to Keith, and pulling
him down on that long bench seat in the front of his old car. But then, even though I was
hurting badly, I started getting a little bit horny at the same time. And it got worse. Pretty soon
it was so bad that I changed into my red skirt, and pulled on my red socks and penny loafers.
Then I lay back down on my bed, pretending it was Keith’s car seat; and I pulled up my skirt,
imagining Keith on top of me, with his pants down, rubbing my clit. I used two of my fingers to
simulate his penis, doing things with my clit that no penis could possibly do. I stretched my
legs, hooking my penny loafers behind his imaginary legs. I moved my hips up and down,
moaning, “Oh! God! Do it now! Put it in all the way. Oh God yes! Yes, that feels good! Don’t
stop! Oh, oh, oh! Yes!” And I climaxed, right there, all by myself in my bed, on a Friday
night, in my new penny loafers and red skirt.
Sunday morning, I was having toast and orange juice in the kitchen when Mom came in,
all dressed up in a silk jacket, dark skirt, nylons and heels. She wanted to know why I wasn’t
getting ready for church.
“Church?” The Cliff Holt in me was terrified. “I’m grounded and you want me to go to
church?”
“You’re grounded, and I especially want you to go to church,” she said, “We always go
to church Jane. You know that.”
I was frantic. “Church is fine for people who want to go. I have no objection to that, but I
want no part of it.”
“Oh Jane!” Mom was really, really upset. “How can you say such things?”
I said, “I don’t believe any of it. It’s all fairy tales and witchcraft.”
Her face was white, “How could you lie like that, standing in front of the whole church
and saying the Apostle’s Creed; and now say that you don’t believe any of it?” Her lips twisted
around the word, lie, like she was saying it through clenched teeth.
I tried to stay cool. It wasn’t her fault. She was a good person. She just didn’t know
what was really happening – what really was going to happen. “Mom, that wasn’t me when I
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said that. I’m different now. I’m not the same person. Go ahead and go without me. I’ll be
okay.”
“I’m afraid for you, honey. I’m afraid you’re not going to be okay, and it’s tearing me
apart. I’ll see you after church. Maybe we can do something together this afternoon. Go
shopping or something.” She went out the back door and down the steps with her head down
and her shoulders slumped.
Even though he wasn’t my father, I still felt bad for her that her husband had left because
of the baby Jane that became me. Most broken marriages bothered me a lot, particularly the
broken marriages of the Cliff Holt in me. I sat there in the kitchen, staring at the back door and
thinking about those failed marriages.
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Nov. 26, 1985 - Chapter 4 – Cliff to Training
Cliff Holt, 1082 Olympic Hot Springs Road,
Port Angeles, Washington
It was good that the aliens found me when they did. I was definitely ready for some
changes. I still loved Elaine, but she had recently been criticizing my "sleazy" interest in sex;
and she had otherwise clearly lost interest in both our marriage and me. An earlier marriage of
mine had ended when my previous wife started running around with her recently divorced boss,
and started working late every day. And my engagement in the Army to the first girl I had ever
loved, similarly ended when she went out target shooting, and fell for one of the range
instructors. Three times in my life I had fallen in love. Three times I had dedicated my life to
another person; and three times I had been dumped. I was pretty discouraged with my own
ability to maintain a relationship, and more than little depressed from being abandoned by the
opposite sex; so I suspected that a few months of helping the aliens would be a welcome relief.
I told Elaine that I couldn’t tell her where I was going, but I would be gone for an
indefinite period of time and certainly for at least a month or two. She started to fuss about who
was going to pay the bills, and who was going to clean house and make dinner, but it was pretty
obvious that she would not be missing me for my conversation, my good company, or anything
like intimacy or love. I reminded her that she already had my unlimited power of attorney, and
also reminded her of the money in my Key Bank account. I told her that she could do whatever
she wished with that account and the rest of my assets, even hire some help for cleaning and
cooking from time to time. That calmed her down a little bit.
Actually, the harsh truth was this: nobody was going to miss me. It crossed my mind that
the aliens might have already known that, and considered it to be an advantage.
I met Erwin on the big log over the river at noon, as planned. As we were crossing to the
island, I asked him, “How is it that you chose me for this task?”
He said, “Let’s just say you had the proper psychological profile and the right
background for this job. Also, you were close at hand, making it particularly easy for us to
observe you.” He sat down, and slid off the log onto the gravel.
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“So yesterday’s encounter was not just a chance meeting.” I followed him off the log.
“You are correct.” He dropped to his hands and knees.
As you have probably anticipated, the alien transportation immediately removed any
doubts I might have had about Erwin’s credibility. We crawled on our hands and knees into the
heart of a pile of brush, and then into a sort of foil dome tent that had been erected inside of the
pile. It was so dark that I had to use the light of my cell phone display to see what was
happening. Erwin pulled up his sleeve, revealing a sort of flexible touch screen on his wrist. He
tapped a few buttons on the screen, and we crawled back out of the tent into a snow cave that
turned out to be on the top of Mount Carrie, the snow-capped peak at the end of the Elwha river
valley.
“I thought perhaps this short jump would be a little more convincing than a long one
would have been. This way, you can see where we were just a few seconds ago.” Erwin
shivered, rubbing his sleeves, in the icy mountain wind.
“So, umm, I take it that you don’t use your shuttles for transportation very much any
more.” The view down the river valley was spectacular. I couldn’t quite see the big log, but I
could see the island and the bend in the river at the place where the log bridged over to it. I was
pretty cold too. It was obvious that we would have to leave soon.
“The shuttles attract way too much attention. We haven’t used them since December of
‘76. Mostly we just use human transport and our wormholes.” Erwin was rubbing his hands
together.
As I was pulling the hood of my jacket over my ears, I asked, “I’ve heard it said that
huge amounts of energy are required to maintain wormholes. Is that right? And also, I’ve been
wondering what happens if I need to use a wormhole, and I don’t have one of your little touch
screen controllers there?”
“The wormholes get their required energy using antimatter from what you call ‘the
vacuum,’ are you familiar with the concept?” I nodded vaguely, and he went on, “If you need a
controller, just pinch any seam in the tent, along a line where the panels join. There are
piezoelectric strips fused into all the seams. Such a pinch will generate a distress signal that
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propagates to the other end of the wormhole. If anyone is there, they will immediately send you a
controller.” He turned to crawl back into the snow cave, and we jumped again, this time to the
alien base where I would be training for the next few weeks. I suspected that it was inside
Mount Carrie or Mount Olympus or one of the other mountains in the Park, but the aliens would
not volunteer that information.
As it turned out, the training was pretty straightforward. First, I learned the rudiments of
controlling the wormholes and using various types of assassination weapons. Then I used a
simulator, contrived by the aliens, to practice the five key steps of my assignment while
experimenting to determine which particular weapon would be most effective for me. The steps
were, first, make my wormhole jump into the room; second, pop out of the room’s door onto
Tunnelgatan street; third, kill Olaf Palme; fourth, pop back into the room; and fifth make a
second return wormhole jump. We decided that all things considered, the Smith and Wesson
357 Magnum would be the best choice of weapon. My training goal was to be able to complete
the entire sequence -with three out of three rounds on target- in less than 6 seconds. I was finally
able to do it on the day before the assassination.
The actual assassination went pretty much as planned except for one surprise that actually
worked to our advantage. An unexpected witness to the shooting ran off down Tunnelgatan and
was wrongly assumed by the police to have been the assassin. He was never convicted.

_ _ _ _
In appreciation for my completion of that essential act, which they were unable to do
themselves, the aliens did their best to reward me as promised. Within the limits of their
considerable ethical restrictions and even more considerable technology, I was, in effect, going
to get one wish. If necessary, it was okay for the wish to be pretty complicated. I would be
allowed to revise and edit my wish, negotiating it with the aliens, until it was both something that
they could really do, and something that I really wanted. Money and technology had already
been ruled out, of course. They couldn't do that, but they did make a surprising suggestion of a
service they thought I might want, something that they could do: "Haven't you ever wanted to be
someone else? We can do that for you." I was surprised that they would suggest such a thing,
and I pondered it for a few days.
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Finally I told them that I wanted to be 14 years old, growing up and living my life from
that point forward all over again, and they said, “Yes,” they could do that.
Then I added, “... knowing what I know now.” Yes, they could do that too! And then I
realized that of course they would be able to do that. All of them had done essentially that the
same thing to themselves already, by transferring their alien memories and intelligences to
cloned human bodies.
Then I said that I wanted my new life to begin "...at same time and place where I was 14
before. Same parents, same year, same school." This was beyond them because I was too old.
They could tinker with time but only in the years since they had arrived. Their wormhole time
machine quite obviously had not been here prior to their arrival.
But also, they were quite embarrassed with their earlier "alien abduction" behaviors, and
had no wish to repeat anything like those offenses. To implant my clone in my mother without
her consent would have been morally repugnant to them. Their existing supply of human genetic
material had originated with those first embarrassing abductions. They had not added to it since,
except with the permission of a few specific humans; and indeed such violations of humans had
become morally and psychologically impossible for them.
They said they would be willing to implant my embryo clone in a woman who had
already been violated by them, and who, as it turned out, would not even know the difference.
But they could do it only as early as the time of their arrival in early 1961.
But another thing was bothering me, “So, when will my clone acquire the memories that I
have now? The idea of transferring my memories to a fetal brain seems very scary, perhaps even
impossible to me. Will you wait until the clone is 14 years old, and then download my
memories? How is this going to work?”
Erwin thought for a while before he answered, “Briefly, junk DNA isn’t really junk. In
many creatures, what you call junk DNA amounts to a form of long-term memory. We intend to
download your memories into the junk DNA of your cloned fetus. Those memories will remain
quiescent until the occurrence of a psychologically powerful triggering event, which for your
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particular clone will be likely to happen at around age 14. Your memories will be awakened at
that point.”
Then finally I added one other clause to my wish: the piece that to me was the single
most important component. But I added it on at the end, purposely making it seem almost an
afterthought. I added, "…but my clone will be female." Yes, they could do that too - no
problem. They routinely switched clone genders.
So apparently we had a deal. It was not exactly what I wanted, but it was as close as they
could get, within the limits of their considerable technology. My present adult memories would
become active in a 14 year-old girl in the year 1976, 15 years after the alien arrival in 1961.
I asked how they would be able in their own minds to justify another violation of the
woman that they said would be carrying my clone.
Erwin explained, “You perhaps realize that this woman was one of our original abductees
from that early time when we did not realize the harm we were doing. This particular woman
was barren at the time she was abducted. She had been wanting a child; so, intending to do her a
kindness, we implanted a human embryo in her uterus. However, everything about this act
ended badly. First, her husband left her because he quite correctly suspected that the child was
not his. Then, years later, the child became quite ill, and died of natural causes. The mother was
inconsolable. We felt responsible, and tried, several times, to intervene without her knowledge.
We even placed a wormhole end in the crawlspace under her house, so we could more easily
monitor and try to correct first the child’s illness, then later the mother’s self-destructive
behaviors; but it was all to no avail. The woman, in despair, took her own life.’
“We propose to use the wormhole to travel back to the time of that first disastrous
implantation, stop that process before it even happens, and then implant your clone’s embryo
instead. We are hoping that the woman’s life, and the life of this new baby, your clone, will turn
out better this time.”
I couldn’t help being somewhat skeptical, “Aren’t you a little bit nervous, tinkering
around with history that way? I’m thinking about that old time travel argument that asks what
would happen if a person went back in time and killed his own grandfather? What would happen
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to that murderer? Would he just disappear? And what if that murderer’s father, the
grandfather’s son, let’s say, had been instrumental in the winning of a key battle during World
War II; yet because of the murder, he was never born? Aren’t you afraid that such an act might
do some pretty serious damage to our history?”
He replied, “We can’t say that serious damage to the historical timeline would never
happen; but so far, to our knowledge, it has not. We believe, but cannot prove, that there is some
sort of self-correcting equilibrium mechanism operating in the timeline. When a change happens
in the timeline, such as the one we propose, it appears that other compensating events will
happen to restore the timeline more or less to its original direction.”
As you might expect, in addition to time-travel, cloning can also create certain potential
problems. The agreement was that I would become a 14 year-old girl, who would have my
memories. One of the problems was that the aliens would be copying my genes and memories
into the clone, but the original me –a 65 year-old male- would still exist. And after the cloning
happened, the old original that remained would not be getting the experience of being the 14
year-old girl, so that original might end up thinking he got cheated somehow. Another potential
problem was that from 1961 forward, to the present time at least, there would be two of us. The
young clone might come to think that she was entitled to some of the property of the old original
since, in her experience, she really had been that old guy. Because of these potential problems,
the aliens offered to dispose of the original adult me at the time my new fetus was to be
implanted back in 1961. This way there would only be one of me, as far as everyone knew.
They said that was what they had done to themselves: they had permitted themselves to exist
either in their human body, or in an alien body, but they had not been allowed to exist as both.
However, I elected to keep the old original body alive because I really didn’t like the idea
of being terminated even if a copy had already been made; and also because I didn’t like the
ambiguities relating to the time travel part of the deal. In 1961, for example, my earlier self
would not have had any knowledge of the deal we had made. It seemed a little unfair, and pretty
scary besides, to terminate that self when he would have no clue about what had happened or
why he was being terminated.
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Nov. 5, 1976 - Chapter 5 – Jane in Trouble
Jane Wright, 1025 E. Robinhood Dr.
Arlington, Washington
I didn’t ever get into calculus. By the time another student had dropped the course, it was
November, and even though I had been doing the homework, my guidance counselor was
convinced that I would not be able to succeed in the class. Besides, he said, I was a freshman
with all kinds of time; and I could take it next year or the year after. What was my big rush?
After that first week in September, Mom had released me from the grounding restrictions.
After that, Keith and I were a lot more careful. We found places and times for sex that were not
so obvious to Mom. And there for a while, the sex was absolutely awesome. Keith was totally
obsessed with fucking smart little freshmen girls in penny loafers, and I was more than willing to
go along with his obsessions.
I knew I was playing with fire, using nothing but a condom and vaginal jelly; and Keith
was never very happy about using them. I had to admit that stopping to put on a condom and
spread jelly in my vagina was a real turn-off. So I did my best to get birth control pills. Keith
was very willing to pay for them, but of course the pharmacy wouldn’t sell them to me without a
prescription. And because I was only 14, the doctor refused to write a prescription for them
without my mother’s permission.
And I’m sure you can just about imagine what my mother said when I finally got the
nerve up to actually ask her permission. “If you insist on buying your own condoms and playing
around with sex in the back of some car, it makes me very, very sad, but ultimately there’s not
much I can do about it. However, there is NO WAY I will condone your behavior by giving our
doctor permission to write you a prescription for birth control pills. NO WAY!”
So that was pretty much the end of that.
Then one Friday in October, we went to a dance and I had left my backpack at home.
Afterward, we went to park down by the river, and I still didn’t have my backpack. Things got
pretty hot and heavy. Keith had been pinching my clit, and I had been sucking his penis. My
vagina was all wet and his penis was like a rock. We were both totally ready to go, but then I had
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to tell him that we couldn’t do it because I didn’t have a condom. So he got mad, and held me
down on the car seat and raped me anyway. I kept telling him to stop, but he wouldn’t.
He was yelling at me, “You bitch, you know you want it! Why are you playing games
with me?”
The truth was, I did want it, and at the end, even though he was raping me, I was
screaming, “Yes, yes, do it now. More! More! More! Oh God yes! Oh Keith!” just the way I
always did.
I never really understood why, but after that, I could tell that he didn’t respect me very
much any more. That seemed very odd to me, even backwards, because he was the one who had
raped me. If anything, I should have lost respect for him. I started to imagine that people were
talking behind my back, and then a couple of other guys asked me out.
When I said no, they wanted to know why not. I told them I’d been going with Keith and
they’d have to ask him. They said they thought he wouldn’t mind because they’d talked to him
already. They said he’d told them how much I liked to fuck, and when they asked him if they
could take me out, he’d said to go ahead.
As you can well imagine, I became quite distraught at that point, and told them that there
was no way that I would ever go out with them.
After that, a lot of the kids, and even a few teachers would look at me, then avert their
eyes, and sometimes whisper a few words to someone else. I could sometimes overhear
fragments like, slut and promiscuous and fetish; and one day there was a big sign taped to my
locker that said nymphomaniac. After that, it was pretty hard to go to school in the morning.
Then I missed my period. The home pregnancy test kit would not be invented for more
than a year yet, but there was no doubt in my own mind what had happened. Besides the fact
that I had missed my period, I had the other classic symptoms: swollen, tender breasts and
morning sickness. I was certain that I was pregnant.
I told Mom, and she just went completely berserk. “You little whore! I tried and tried to
warn you but you wouldn’t listen. Sneaking around, fucking that Keith Wright guy every chance
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you got. I told you this would happen, but you just couldn’t stop, and now you’ve totally
destroyed your life! My God! I’ve done everything for you. I gave up my own life just to have
you. I lost my husband because of you. And now what little pride I could have taken in what’s
left of my life, what little pride I could have taken in you, is gone. I’ve done everything for you,
given you everything, and now you do this to me! You cheap little whore! Go pack your things
and get out of my house now! Go live with that scumbag Keith Wright. I never want to see you
again!”
“Mom, you don’t mean that!” I was crying, “It was an accident! We were always so
careful, except for that one time! I didn’t mean to get pregnant. And besides, Keith doesn’t
respect me any more. He’s blabbed all over the school that I love kinky sex, and he says that I
beg him to fuck me all the time. I couldn’t live with him even if I wanted to!”
“I really don’t care! You can go live wherever you want, you just can’t live in this
house. You already seem to know the truth, but I’m going to tell you anyway, just so you’ll
know that I know, too. Your dad was right. You’re not his daughter, and furthermore, you are
not MY daughter either! I thought I would never tell this to anyone, because it’s so outrageous,
but somehow you already seem to know. I was one of those people abducted by aliens, and they
made me pregnant with you! All these years, I thought it was just some crazy nightmare I had,
but I can see that it has to be true. You’re not my daughter, and I want nothing more to do with
you. Now GET OUT!”
I didn’t even pack at all. I just left, stumbling down the back steps, blinded by my tears.
I didn’t know where else to go, so I ran to Keith’s house, sobbing all the way.
His mom came to the door, and he must have said something to her, too, because she
didn’t ask me in. She just shouted up the stairs, “Keith that Jane girl is here to see you!”
He came to the door, barefoot, in jeans and a tee shirt, his voice dripping with disdain,
“What’re YOU doing here?”
“Oh God, Keith; I don’t know what to do! I’ve got to talk to you. Could we go
somewhere and talk, please?”
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Through gritted teeth, he said, “Shit! Why can’t you just leave me alone? Go fuck
somebody else for a change!”
“Please Keith!” I was crying again, and getting pretty loud. “I just want to talk. I don’t
know what I’ve done to make you hate me so much, but whatever it is, I’m sorry! I’m SORRY!
Okay? But my mom threw me out of the house, and I don’t have anywhere to go. I’ve GOT to
talk to you.”
He cringed at my crying, and kept looking back into the room behind him, “Okay, okay,
we’ll go somewhere and talk, but just be quiet, okay? You’re going to get my folks more upset
than they are already. Just hold it right there. I’ll go get my keys and some shoes.”
He drove me down to that place by the river, where we had parked the time that he raped
me. He switched off the engine, set the brake, and turned to me, “Okay, talk! I’m listening.”
I whispered, “I’m pregnant.”
First he swallowed; then he rolled his eyes, “Oh, that’s good. That’s really good. All
those times you had us stop making out while you rolled a condom onto my prick, and now you
say you’re pregnant. I don’t believe you.”
“It’s true. I missed my period, and now I’ve got morning sickness and my breasts are
sore. That’s never happened to me before.” I was still whispering, and I added, in a sort of
whiney, squeaky whimper, “I’m pregnant, and I don’t know what to do.”
He was shouting, “How could that possibly have happened? I know you want something
from me. I don’t know what it is, but you’re trying to get something from me.”
“It happened because you raped me when we were parked right here, after that dance in
October. I didn’t have my pack with the condoms in it, and I told you that we couldn’t do it, but
you wouldn’t stop.” I was crying now.
“That wasn’t rape. You wanted it just as much as I did, you little slut. You always want
me to fuck you in your cute little penny loafers.” He sneered. “Just go ahead and tell me what
you want so I can laugh at you, you little slut. My God, I don’t know what I ever saw in you!”
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“I don’t want anything from you, Keith.” I sobbed, “I just don’t know what to do, and I
wanted you to know I was pregnant. That’s all! I was in love with you, and I know you loved
me. How could this happen? How could you suddenly hate me so much? What did I do to
you?” I bawled.
His fists were clenched, his face was white, and the muscles in his neck were pulled tight.
He screamed, “You’ve ruined my life, you God-damned bitch! You fucking whore!” He
grabbed me by the throat, and pushed me down on the seat, putting all his weight on me, and
choking me. “What do you think is going to happen when my parents find out, and when
everybody else finds out? My life will be wrecked, that’s what! Is that what you wanted, bitch?
To wreck my life?” He was squeezing my throat so tight that it hurt like crazy and I could feel
things sort of snapping, like something was breaking inside of it. Everything I could see was
turning red. His eyes were all bugged out, staring at me with what seemed to be pure hate. Then
I realized that I could see the sun shining on the green trees, and the blue sky behind them. I
could hear birds singing, and I thought it’s all so beautiful, and I’m going to die. I’ll never see
trees or the sun or blue sky or hear birds sing again. It hurt so much that I desperately needed
something physical to hang on to; I wanted to grab hold of something with my hands, and then I
realized that nothing was holding my hands right then. I thought, You’re only going to get one
more chance, Jane. Focus now, and give it all you’ve got! Then I reached up and clawed his
buggy eyes, one with each hand, as hard as I could.
He let go of my throat, screaming, “My God, Jane, you’ve blinded me!” He rolled off of
me onto the car floor, holding his face. “Oh Jesus it hurts! What have you done to me? I’ll
never see again! Oh God! Oh God!” He rocked back and forth.
I frantically opened the car door, jumped out, and sprinted madly into the brush along the
river, burrowing through it on my hands and knees. The branches and twigs tore at my hair and
my sweater. I could still hear Keith screaming, “Jane, come back! You’ve got to drive me to the
hospital or go get help! I can’t drive! I can’t see anything!” I kept crawling through the brush
until I came to a street. It was starting to get dark. I waited there, afraid to show myself, and
wondering what I was going to do next. I was starting to get hungry, I had no money, I was
scratched and dirty, my clothes were a complete mess, and I had nowhere at all to go. After
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about 20 minutes I thought I heard Keith’s car start up, maneuver out of the parking lot, and
drive away. Apparently at least one of his eyes wasn’t damaged as badly as he had thought.
Then suddenly I remembered; there might be at least one other person who knew about
me and just possibly might even care about me, but the only way I knew to get to that person was
through a wormhole. And then I remembered when Erwin was talking about my Mom’s house,
”We felt responsible, and tried, several times, to intervene without her knowledge. We even
placed a wormhole end in the crawlspace under her house...”
Mom’s house was at least two miles away. I had no bus fare, and no prospect of a ride,
so I just started walking,
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Mar. 10, 1986 - Chapter 6 – Jane Meets Cliff
Cliff Holt, 1082 Olympic Hot Springs Road
Port Angeles, Washington
The aliens took some of my genetic material to use for the cloning. Erwin escorted me
back to the big log, and suggested that it would be in everyone’s best interest for me to forget
everything that had happened. Of course that was impossible. I did my best to write off the
whole experience, but it gnawed at me. If the aliens had kept their word, then there were two of
me on the planet now, each copy with the same set of memories, each copy with certain
knowledge of having committed a terrible crime in the name of saving the planet’s climate, but
only one copy being able to cash in on the gift of a second chance at life which had been
awarded by the aliens for services rendered. I remained the old man version of me with no clue
of what was happening to my clone. It was depressing. I knew it would be best if I told no one;
and even if I did tell someone, it was quite likely that I would be written off as a nut case. And
in the unlikely chance that I was actually believed, I would almost certainly become a suspect of
great interest to the Swedish Security Service.
My wife took little interest in where I had been. Indeed she gave the impression of
wishing that I had not returned. She ignored my comments and presence as much as she could,
and spent as little time as possible at home.
So fortunately, she wasn’t home the day that the doorbell rang, and I opened it to a
grieving, disheveled little girl in wet penny loafers who looked to be about fifteen years old. She
was hunched over, with her arms wrapped around herself. There were bits of moss and little
twigs tangled in her hair, and stuck to her sweater and skirt. Her knees were dirty and skinned,
and her muddy socks were as wet as her penny loafers. Nevertheless, I could see that she had the
potential to be quite beautiful.
She wrapped her arms around me, crying with total hopelessness and abandon, “Oh God!
This is just so terrible! I feel just awful about this, but I really didn’t know what else to do. I’m
so very, very sorry!”
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I asked her what had happened, and did I need to call the police. She just sobbed, “Oh
God no! Don’t tell anybody I’m here.” So I held her and told her how bad I felt about
everything, and assured her that whatever had happened, I would try to help. But the truth was
that I had no idea of what was going on.
After a while she stopped sobbing, and looked up at me. I was beginning to see
something familiar in her dirty tear-streaked face, but I still couldn’t put my finger on it. In a
halting, sobbing voice, she said, “Would it be okay if I came in the house? Or is Elaine here?”
Elaine? Hmmm? She must be tied in with Elaine somehow. That’s probably why she
looks familiar. But why does she think it wouldn’t be okay for her to come in if Elaine were
here? “Oh I’m sorry, you’re probably freezing.” I said, “Of course you can come in the house.”
In passing, I wondered about the propriety of inviting a defenseless, vulnerable, pretty little girl
into my house, and I thought it might actually be better if Elaine were here; but I shrugged it off.
She stood there in the front hall, looking around, “Everything’s still the same, just like I
remember it; but, of course, I guess it would be. It’s only been a few days for you.”
Well I’ll be damned! “Are you…are you….are you?” I couldn’t make the right words
come out.
She stared at me for a second or two, then the words poured out, “Oh no! I’m sorry! I
knew exactly who you were. I just assumed you would know who I am. But of course you don’t
know me. I guess you just thought you would never see me in your whole life, but here I am.
I’m you! Right now, I think I feel a little bit like I would feel if you were my long lost father,
‘cause in a way, you sort of are. But you’re not exactly, ‘cause I’m your clone, not your
daughter. I’m you!”
“Okay!” I said, “Great! I really mean it! This makes me very happy!” I was thrilled,
really truly, thrilled. “I get to see what you look like and find out all about you. I was afraid I
would never get the chance!” Then I thought about it. “Wait a minute! Something’s wrong
here. You look like you’re about 15 but you were supposed to be cloned in 1961. This is 1986.
You should be 25 years old. What happened?”
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“A lot has happened, Dad. Can I call you Dad? Is that okay? That’s the way I feel.
Way more has happened than I can explain standing here wet and dirty in the front hall.” She
kicked off her wet penny loafers, and peeled off her wet socks.
“Yeah sure, go ahead and call me Dad, but I don’t know what to call you. I don’t even
know your name.” I took the socks from her, and picked up her penny loafers.
“It’s Jane.” She started walking toward the bathroom. “Could I take a shower, and would
you get me some dry clothes and shoes? I usually wear size small in clothes, and size 7 medium
in shoes.” She shut the bathroom door, and I could hear the water running into the tub.
For a few seconds I puzzled over why she would be so sure that I would have clothes and
shoes for her. Then I had to tell myself again, Of course! She is me! She knows everything that
I know – and perhaps a lot more!
I usually kept the manikins and clothes that I used for my photography up in the attic. I
was up there rummaging around when Elaine came home. She saw me coming down the attic
stairs, carrying dry clothes and shoes for Jane.
“We have an unexpected guest.” I explained. “She looks to be about 15 years old, and
she was cold, dirty, and wet when she showed up at the front door about 15 minutes ago. She’s
in the shower now.”
Elaine was following me. “Well, where are this girl’s parents? Why did she come here?
How did she get here? I don’t see a car.”
“I don’t know, Elaine. I can tell she’s in a lot of trouble, and she needs a safe, warm
place to stay, and she doesn’t want us to call the police. But I can’t tell you much else.” And
that was the truth, sort of. I really couldn’t tell her much else, but not for the reasons I was
hoping she would assume.
The shower stopped running and I rapped on the bathroom door. Jane opened it just a bit.
I passed the clothes through and told her, “Elaine’s home.” I heard her suck air between her
teeth.
“Are those my clothes you’re giving her?” Elaine was standing behind me.
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“No, Elaine. They’re mine and I am not being sarcastic. They really are mine. I had
some clothes in the attic that I thought would fit her.” I shook my head and headed for the
kitchen to see about dinner.
Elaine continued to follow me. “How is it that you happen to have clothes and shoes to fit
a fifteen-year-old waif who just happens to show up at the front door?”
Through gritted teeth I said, “I use the clothes and shoes with my manikins when I take
pictures.” I turned on the oven, pulled salmon out of the meat cooler, and wrapped it in foil.
“Oh,” she sneered dismissively, “Your loafer fetish.” Then she continued, “And is our
new guest somehow connected with your unexplained absence the last two months? Is this
some long-lost illegitimate daughter of yours, or did this girl somehow get pregnant by you?”
Then she added sarcastically, “Although with all that virility of yours, I have to admit that I can’t
begin to imagine how you could possibly have arranged that.”
I started to set the table, “It really is a coincidence that I had clothes to fit her in the attic,
and no she’s not my daughter, and no she’s not pregnant by me.” And I thought to myself, well
yeah, she IS connected with last week, but you’d never believe it; and yeah, it would be possible
for me to get somebody pregnant – all it would take is a little love and intimacy and caring –
things you know nothing about you damned bitch. And why the hell can’t you help me out a
little bit here? Isn’t it obvious that I’m trying to get dinner?
Jane was standing behind Elaine, her face drawn and white, “My mother kicked me out
of the house because I wouldn’t stop having sex with my boyfriend and now I’m pregnant.”
Elaine turned around. Her mouth opened, but she said nothing.
Jane continued, “Cliff had nothing to do with it. They wouldn’t let me take calculus at my
high school even though I passed all the tests and did all the homework. Then my boyfriend
blabbed all over the school what a slut I was; and when I wanted him to take me for a drive in his
car so we could talk about what to do, he brought me out here in the sticks and started to choke
me, then he shoved me out of the car. I was afraid. I ran away into the woods. I was lost for a
long time, then I finally came to your house.” She looked like she was going to start crying
again.
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To her credit, Elaine said, “Oh my! You certainly have had more than your share of
problems. I’m really sorry I was so rude, talking about you that way.” She hugged her, and
started rubbing her back. “You can stay here as long as you want, honey. This is a safe place.
We’ll get things figured out. Don’t worry sweetheart. Everything will be okay.” It was pretty
amazing: Elaine was actually being kind and loving to me! Of course she didn’t know that Jane
was me, but it was still pretty amazing.
I wondered what Jane was thinking, and I wondered how much of Jane’s story was true,
and how much of it was made up just to keep Elaine in the dark, but I kept my mouth shut and
worked on dinner, while Elaine and Jane made female noises to each other.

_ _ _ _
Dinner was pretty much over, and I was starting to clear the table when Elaine started to
explain about a class she would be taking. “I’ve got to go to Wenatchee all day tomorrow and
Tuesday and Wednesday. My class starts at 10 AM, so I’ll have to leave here at about 5. I’ll be
staying at the Wenatchee Super 8. I guess you two will be able to survive without me?” She
looked at Jane.
“I guess.” Jane said, “I’m just so confused about what to do. I feel so depressed, that
even if I knew what to do, I don’t think I could do it. My mom will never take me back and even
if she did, I could never go back to that school, and Keith tried to kill me when he thought I was
going tell people that he was the father. I just don’t know what to do.”
Elaine stood up from the table. “I’m sorry I’ve got to leave you tomorrow, but there’s no
way I can reschedule this training and I have to have it for my job. We can talk about it when I
get back, and in the meantime, Cliff is a pretty good listener. I guess we can put you in the guest
room. Cliff can help you make the bed. I’ve got to go pack.” Then she went into the bedroom
and shut the door.
Jane looked at me. “I’m really tired. Would you mind if I just went to bed? I think I still
know where everything is.”
I started stacking the dishes, “That’s fine. You’ve got to be totally wiped out. We’ll talk
tomorrow. I’m really glad you came.” I gave her a hug, and kissed her on the forehead.
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_ _ _ _
The next morning, after Elaine was long gone, I was sitting at the dining room table
reading the paper. Jane came downstairs, dressed in the black skirt and penny loafers, and the
white socks and blouse that I had given to her. Her face had a rosy pink glow, and she looked
vastly better than when she had gone to bed.
She pressed herself up against the back of my chair, and touched the side of my neck;
then she gently traced the outline of my right ear with one finger, “Would you like me make you
breakfast? Toast and eggs? I know how you like them.”
A rippling shiver of pleasure sparkled down through my body, starting from my ear. “Oh
yes! That would be wonderful. Elaine never makes me breakfast.”
“I know that. Don’t forget, I’m you. I can remember everything in your life, right up to
the moment that the aliens took the sample of your genetic material, and that was just a few
weeks ago for you. Right?” She turned on the stove, and took the eggs and margarine out of the
refrigerator.
“That’s right. Actually you couldn’t have been cloned much more than about a week
ago. Then supposedly they took your embryo back to 1961 and implanted it in one of the
original abductees that they had already violated. You were supposed to be 14 years old in 1976.
So …umm, how is it that you’re here in 1986, and how much of that cock and bull story you fed
to Elaine is really true?” I started setting the table.
“It’s all true except for how I got here. Keith didn’t bring me. I used a wormhole, and I
came out in that brush pile down by the river. That’s how I got all dirty and wet – no, actually I
was in pretty bad shape even before I came through the wormhole.” She turned the eggs and
started the toast.
“So you really are pregnant? Do you want coffee?” I had made the coffee earlier, and I
was pouring myself a cup.
“I’m you. I drink coffee.” She brought the margarine and jam over to the table. “I really
am pregnant. I tried to get birth control pills but I couldn’t get past all the crap that my Mom and
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the doctor and the pharmacy kept throwing at me. I was being so careful, making sure we used a
condom and jelly every time we did it, and then he raped me. He wanted to do it when I didn’t
have a condom with me. I said we couldn’t do it, and he got mad. He started to rape me, and I
told him to stop, but he was so much bigger than me, and part of me still wanted to do it even
though he was raping me and there was no condom, and now I’m pregnant.”
“So when was your last period?” I was watching the toaster, waiting for the toast to pop
up.
“About 6 weeks ago. I’m too young to have a baby, I’m pregnant because I was raped,
and there’s no way I’ll ever marry that monster. Do you think I can get an abortion?” She
carried the frying pan over to the table and scooped the eggs onto the plates.
“I think you’re going to need to see a doctor, but we can do that all today.” I started two
more pieces of toast, and added a slice of toast to each plate. “The doctor will probably use a
prostaglandin medication to induce the abortion, but it’s not just a matter of taking a pill and it’s
all over. After the vaginal bleeding starts – usually after a day or two – you have to take another
pill, called misoprostol. It causes cramping of the uterus and helps to completely empty it. After
that, the doctor will probably want you to have an ultrasound to make sure the abortion has
actually occurred and the uterus is completely empty.”
She sat down and spread the blackberry jam on her toast. “I don’t know any of that. How
come you know all this and I don’t?”
“I looked it up last night after you went to bed.” I buttered my toast, and started eating
my eggs. “I’ve got a medical database in my computer. It came with one of my medical
reference books, and it helps speed up the search process.”
“Computers! Oh! You can’t imagine how important computers are in your life until you
have to live without them! I’ve been in total misery, writing everything out longhand for three
months now!” She took a bite of her toast.
“Three months?” The second round of toast popped up, and I went to get it. “You’re 15
years old. Why do you say only 3 months?”
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“I didn’t start to remember being Cliff Holt until three months ago. Mom took me to
Nordstrom to buy penny loafers and when the shoe clerk slipped them on my feet, it all started to
come back. Before that, I didn’t know the difference. Mom said I was a nice girl back then.”
She took the second piece of toast from me. “Thanks. You know, I remembered these black
penny loafers that you got for me from when I was living here before. They feel wonderful –
even better than my old loafers.”
“They look great on you. If you weren’t fifteen years old, and calling me Dad, I’d be
getting pretty excited right now.” The truth is, I was starting to get pretty excited. I started to sit
down again.
She stood up and walked around to my side of the table. “I’m still fourteen, I just look
like I’m fifteen.” She sat down on one of my knees, straddling it and facing me. “It’s too bad
that you’re not excited, because I’m pretty excited right now, and I happen to know that this is
your best time of the day for sex.” She hooked her fingers into my belt.
I reached up and held the back of her head in my hands. “Okay, I lied. I’m very excited.
Are you sure you want to keep going down this road?”
“I definitely want to keep going down this road. Nothing, absolutely nothing, feels
better than being fucked while I’m wearing my penny loafers; but then you already knew that,
didn’t you Daddy?” she stood, pulling me up by my belt; she tipped her head back, lips parted,
and closed her eyes.
I was still holding the back of her head. I kissed her as long and as deeply as I’ve ever
kissed anyone, thrusting my tongue into her mouth as far as it could reach. She moaned, and
started unfastening my belt. Still holding the kiss, I unbuttoned her blouse. Then I picked her
up, carried her into the living room, and set her down on the couch. She unbuttoned my pants,
they dropped to the floor, and she pulled me down of top of her. This time she pushed her
tongue into my mouth, over and over, in and out, in and out, growling in her throat and working
her crotch against mine in a kind of oscillating, circular motion. I unfastened her bra, and started
kissing my way down from her chin to her neck to her collarbone to her breasts, pausing to lick
and suck each nipple, and all while moving my hands over her body. I slid off the couch onto
my knees and kissed her stomach while I pulled at her panties. She moaned again, and lifted her
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hips, so I could pull the panties off. Then I started to explore her crotch with my tongue, licking
and thrusting it between her labia, licking and thrusting to find the little bump that was her
clitoris. Catching my tongue beneath it, then tugging it upward, and dragging my tongue across
it. Reaching up with both hands to gently squeeze each nipple, while I continued to thrust and
drag my tongue across her clitoris, over and over, and all the time she was softly moaning and
growling in her throat. I slid my hands down behind her bum, and pull her into my face, sucking
her clitoris now, instead of licking it
“Oh my God!” she screamed, “Oh, oh, oh!” Her hips were twisting violently moving in
and out, as though she was trying to get me to stop, but I knew that was not what she wanted. I
held her butt in an iron grip, sucking her clit, then flicking my tongue across it. Sucking and
flicking, sucking and flicking. “Oh yes!” she gasped, “Yes, yes, yes. Now! Do it now! Hurry!
Oh God, Oh God, please hurry!” She was pulling at my arms then, pulling me back up on top of
her.
I held her by the neck, kissing her, as she guided my penis into her. She was hooking her
penny loafers behind my legs, and grabbing my butt and pulling it hard into her. She screamed,
“Ungh, duh, huh; oh my! Ungh, yes.” She moved her hips hard now, in and out, in and out. I
took up the rhythm, moving my hips with hers, in and out, harder and harder, till I was slamming
her whole body with mine as hard as I could, over and over again. “I’m ready!” she said, “Do it
now!” I grabbed her butt again pulling it into me as hard as I could. I felt the sparkling, mindblowing, surge in my loins; the hot semen pushing out through my penis. Surging and squirting
and pushing and splashing into her. “Oh yes! Perfect! My God that’s perfect! Oh, that’s so
good.”
And it was good. The best ever. Even in my decrepit 55 year-old body, it was the best
ever. Proof positive of the necessity for both partners to want it totally, unlike my sometime
partner Elaine, who hadn’t really wanted to do it for years, and who thought my interest in sex
was sleazy.

_ _ _ _
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I called my doctor’s office and told them that the daughter of a missionary relative of
mine had been sent back to the US, pregnant, and she needed to see a doctor immediately. They
referred me to the nurse who asked a few questions, and as I expected, she decided that yes, the
doctor probably should see her today.
I called the local high school and told them that the very bright daughter of a missionary
relative of mine had been sent back to the states to get ready for college. I told them that she had
been well tutored in all the high school basics, but that she’d never been to a public school
before. She needed a few AP courses and some socialization with peers and teachers to get into
the swing of things for college; and no, I didn’t have any permanent records. She had lost her
passport in all her recent travels, and didn’t even have a birth certificate. Her parents had been
missionaries to Malaysian head-hunters when she was born, but could the high school please just
take my word on her age and academic preparation for now? Fortunately, one of the high school
guidance counselors was a friend of mine. Yes, she could start there tomorrow, and yes, she
could probably take AP Calculus starting next fall, and some other AP courses, but we would
need to come in today to fill out some paper work.
I took her to town to register for high school, and buy some clothes and a backpack, and
that afternoon the doctor induced her abortion. After dinner, I took Jane up into the attic, and she
picked out more penny loafers to add to her old Cole-Haan cordovans, and the new black ones I
had given to her the day before. She picked a pair of brown suede Dexter penny loafers, and a
pair of new white suede Cole-Haans. To my surprise, she also picked a pair of red Caressa high
heels. We had sex again that night. It was the first time I’d done it twice in one day in ten years.
I was totally in love with her, and totally committed to making sure that she would have a good
life.
So by the time Elaine returned from her trip to Wenatchee, Jane had already taken the
misoprostol, and the resulting cramps were driving the last of the pregnancy tissue from her
uterus. Elaine was totally appalled with both of us. I tried to get her to think through what the
other alternative would have been like: Jane would have been carrying the child of a boy who
had raped her and then tried to kill her. She would have had to endure the humiliation of
attending high school in an obviously pregnant state; and then she would have had to give the
child up for adoption. I felt like damage enough had been done already, but Elaine would have
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none of it. As far as she was concerned, we were both murderers. Fortunately, as it happened,
she was not around to judge us all that much.
Jane and I found that the best time for sex was immediately after school, before Elaine
would come home from work. Over the next few months, we tried to fuck in every position we
could think of, on every surface we could use, both inside and outside of the house. We went
down to the river and fucked on a grassy stretch beside it, and we even stood in it and fucked;
but in March, it was still pretty cold. So then we went home and tried fucking in the hot tub.
Through it all, she wore each of her different pairs of penny loafers in combination with every
skirt, sweater, blouse, and pair of stockings she had. Those few months were definitely the best
months of my entire life.
Then one day Jane came home from school with a new idea that she wanted to try. A
friend of hers had seen the old movie Rising Sun, which revolves around the sex-strangulation
death of a call girl during a Japanese corporate party. In the movie, it turned out that the death
was unintentional, and the girl had been a willing participant in her strangulation because she had
found that sex for her was greatly enhanced by a lack of oxygen during climax. Not too
surprisingly, Jane wanted to try it. I did a little research and found out that such choking was
called erotic asphyxiation. I also found out that this practice often kills people or causes brain
damage, and I told Jane. I was surprised that she wanted us to do it anyway, but I refused. I told
her there was no way I wanted to accidentally kill her or cause her permanent brain damage, but
she unhappily muttered that she guessed she’d have to find somebody else to do it with.
And that was the point where I began to notice a waning in her interest. We were doing it
less often; and when we did do it, she seemed almost inattentive. I knew the signs pretty well.
After all, I’d been through it three times before already. So I was pretty direct when I confronted
her with it. “Jane, I’m 55 and you’re 15 now. Your body is just beginning to reach its prime, and
mine is getting worse every day. I can understand that you might think sex would be better with
a younger guy, and that’s okay with me. I’ll love you and take care of you as long as you need
and want me to. You don’t have to think you’re somehow tied to me sexually. If you want to go
out with younger guys, go ahead.”
“Really, Dad? You won’t get mad at me or kick me out like Mom did?”
60

“I think your mother kicked you out because she truly thought you were destroying
yourself, and she really just wanted to get your attention. If I thought you were wrecking your
life, I might take extreme measures to get your attention as well. But as long as you respect and
take care of yourself, behave in a civilized manner, and respect the rules of our home, then no, I
won’t get mad at you or kick you out. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone.”
“Thanks, dad! There are some guys who’ve been coming on to me at school. I’d really
like to date one or two of them, just to see what they’re like.”
“Just be careful, and remember what happened the last time. That’s all I’m going to say.”
“I’ll be careful Dad.”

_ _ _ _
She dated those guys, and she even brought one of them to the house. He seemed like a
pretty nice guy, but she had already figured out by then that long-term commitments at that point
in her life were probably not a good idea. She had two great years of high school. She maxed all
her AP tests, she got a “highly qualified” assessment on her senior project, and she wore her red
Caressa high heels and a new fuzzy red jacket to the senior prom. She was granted admission to
the UW School of Engineering; and was awarded a scholarship under a special UW program for
gifted, under-age applicants. By the time she graduated from high school, she was convinced
that she was going to change the world. I couldn’t have agreed more, and I believe that even
Elaine thought it was a possibility.
From the news, I inferred that there had been at least four more alien-assisted
assassinations since February of 1986. Two of them were CEOs of major corporations, and two
of them were political leaders. A South American dictator was also assassinated, but it was
unclear to me whether or not that one was part of the overall alien campaign to reverse the global
warming trend. I had nothing to do with any of them.

61

Sept. 26, 1988 - Chapter 7 – Jane at UW
Jane Wright, 1818 NE 47th Street
Seattle, Washington
There for a while, I thought it would never happen, but my dream really did come true. I
was admitted to the University of Washington, School of Engineering in the fall of 1988, when I
was 17 years old. There was a special dorm for us early entry kids, who were usually younger
than the typical UW freshman, but it was not particularly restrictive. It was an old frat house
north of the campus up on 47th, across the street from the pi kappa kappa house.
I felt well prepared for my classes at the UW. I excelled in all of them, and I felt like I
could conquer the world; or at least I was certain that I could change it for the better. In one of
my engineering classes we were trying to chase down every last little sticky detail that stood in
the way of a practical hydrogen car. The financial support we were getting suggested that the
federal government was totally behind us, which was a real change in direction for them,
according to my ME prof.
But I was lonesome and I still wanted to get fucked all the time, in as many different,
sexually exciting -even dangerous- ways as I could contrive, while wearing my penny loafers, of
course. No question, I was after my own kind of kinky sex; plus I did not want long-term
attachments like the one that got me in trouble before. I decided to shun the conventional dating
scene. Instead, I thought I would try to see what I could pick up by walking the street in my
black net hose, short black leather skirt, and black Prada penny loafers. University Way everybody called it “The Ave” - was within easy walking distance, and it seemed clear to me that
a lot of girls who wanted to be picked up, went there.
Walking the Ave, looking for guys who were willing to fuck me proved to be pretty
dangerous in the Seattle of 1988. Picture me, all by myself on a dark street, with cars cruising
by. I’m 17 years old, about 65 inches tall, and I weigh about 125 pounds. I’m wearing a black
leather skirt with a hemline that’s about three inches below my crotch, a frilly white blouse, and
a black leather jacket. A late model car passing next to me slows to a crawl, and the passenger
side window rolls down.
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The driver is looking me up and down. He shouts, “Hey sweetheart! You look like you
need some company. Can I give you a lift?” The guy appears to be about 25 or 30, and he’s not
bad looking.
I lean into the open window, “I’m looking for a guy who likes to fuck little girls in penny
loafers. Would you be that guy?”
He says, “Whoa! That’s about as direct as you can get! I like that in a woman. I guess
my answer has to be absolutely, I am definitely that guy! Why don’t you hop right in.”
“Not just yet.” I tried to look as business-like as I possibly could, “We need to get a few
things well-understood right up front. First, I absolutely will not do it with anyone who won’t
wear a condom. No exceptions, not ever, don’t ask. Second, I refuse to be raped. We go slow
and easy, and you follow my lead, or I’m gone. Third, I like wearing my penny loafers while I
fuck: don’t ask me to take them off. Fourth, we go to your place or a motel. You pay. When
we’re done, you drop me at 47th and University. Fifth, I am not, NOT looking for any long-term
commitment here: fucking me in no way means you own any part of me. Got all that?” I waited.
He looked perplexed, “Umm…you didn’t say how much.”
“That’s because there’s no money involved, except you pay for the motel if that’s where
you want to go. We both like to fuck. We’re doing something for each other. Fair exchange,
okay?” I grinned.
He smiled and opened the door.
I jumped in, “So what’s it going to be? Your place or a motel?”
“My place I guess.” He put the car in drive, and pulled away from the curb.
“Umm…you said you liked wearing your penny loafers while you have sex, and you’re wearing
a lot of leather…are you into any other kinky stuff? Bondage or spanking or anything like that?”
“I just happen to like leather; but the penny loafers are really important to me. I don’t
think I’m into any other stuff, at least not yet.” And then I remembered, “Oh, wait a minute,
there is something I’d like to try, if you’d be interested. Have you ever heard of erotic
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asphyxiation? If you experience a shortage of oxygen right at climax, it’s supposed to make sex
way better. It’s kind of dangerous, but so is skydiving. What do you think?”
He looked intrigued, “Hmm…Yeah, sure. That sounds interesting. Let’s try that.”

_ _ _ _
And it really went well. In fact it went a little too well. He said the sex was better for
him than it had ever been, and that was certainly true for me. I don’t know why it happens, but
there’s something about a hypoxic high that turns lovers into totally WILD people. At climax,
they scream and twist and thrash and claw for more, as if they were dying; and I guess that’s sort
of true. Later, I did come to understand that you should NEVER do erotic asphyxiation with
anyone you don’t trust totally. I was a fool to do it with that guy, but I was lucky: we both had
really great sex, and we both lived to tell about it.
But like I said, that was exactly the problem: the sex was way too good. In spite of my
little introductory speech back on the Ave, the guy became obsessed with me. He thought he
could control my life, so I had to dump him and he couldn’t handle it. I could see irrationality
and anger beginning to build in him. He called me all hours of the day and night. He gave me
expensive presents and begged and pleaded. I gave the presents back, and told him again that
there was no way I could be his girl. He cried, and I didn’t hear from him again for quite a
while.
Then some weeks later, he called again, asking me to come see him at his apartment one
last time. He said he had some important things he wanted to tell me, and like a fool I went. I
wore the black Pradas and leather skirt I had worn when he first picked me up.
When I walked in, he grabbed me by the neck, and shook me, crazy with all the rage that
had been building up inside of him. I was finally under his physical control again; and he could
let the anger flow at last. With one hand, he shoved me through his bathroom door so fast that
all I could do was gasp. His other arm was wrapped around my waist, so he could bend me over
toward the tub. My God, the tub was full of water! He bent his knees against my legs to bend
my knees to push me down, and plunged my head into the tub and held me there. I tried to reach
backwards; my arms thrashing without any real effect. He was way bigger than me, and young
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and strong. He leaned hard into my back, his hand like iron, unyielding on the back of my neck,
holding my head under the water. I was frantic: my heaving lungs sucked water into my nose
and mouth, making me cough and choke, forcing water into my sinuses. I started to get faint
from the pain and hypoxia. The cold, unforgiving water was sucking my life away. My pretty
Prada penny loafers made pathetic little frantic thumps upon the floor and then they stopped.
He thought I was dead, and left me there, probably so he could pull his car around to the
back where no one could see. But apparently the practice with erotic asphyxiation had increased
my capacity to cope with hypoxia. As soon as he was gone, I crawled out of the bathroom
window and ran for home as fast as I could. I was sure glad that he didn’t know where I lived!
After that experience, I was a lot more careful. The guys in the frat house across the
street were always asking me to their parties, and they seemed like a much safer option. So I
went to one of their parties that next Friday night; and when a few of them started to hit on me, I
gave them that same introductory speech. You know, “…basically I love to be fucked as often
as possible while wearing my penny loafers. Use of the condom is mandatory. I am definitely
not looking for a long term relationship…,” and so on.
For several months my new arrangement with the guys across the street worked pretty
well. There were three pi kappa kappa brothers who liked me a lot, and I liked them. With a
little bit of coaching, they all got to be pretty good at sex. I was happy and they all seemed to be
happy. I continued to excel in my classes, got all As the first quarter, and Cliff gave me a car for
Christmas.
But then one Thursday afternoon in February, one of my PKK friends approached me and
asked how I had fared in the thermal systems test I had just taken that morning. I told him I
thought I had aced it; then he told me of a frat brother who happened to be in one of my classes
and was in a lot of trouble. He had feigned illness, and missed the test that morning, and would I
please come over to the house and coach this guy on the correct answers to the test, so he could
pass the make-up they were giving tomorrow. I told him, “No way,” and he asked me if I was
pretty sure about that. “Absolutely,” I said, “Every engineer has to be able to do his or her own
work competently, it’s often a matter of life and death.” Then I told him the sad story of the first
Tacoma Narrows Bridge. I ended it, “…so, ultimately each engineer is responsible for being
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able to come up with the right answer all on his own, and if he can’t, the consequences can be
horrendous.”
He let me know that I might be in for some pretty horrendous consequences myself if I
didn’t help his frat brother. In my mind, I dismissed his remark as a foolish and insignificant
comment made in the heat of the moment, and I said, “Well, so be it, then.” And walked away.
The frat was having another party that Friday night, and I was hoping to make amends for
my refusal to help out one of the brothers. I dug down into my closet and managed to find the
stuff to put together a whole new outfit: my new white suede Cole-Haan penny loafers, pink
socks with a white corduroy skirt, and a fuzzy pink sweater. The pretty little girl smiling out of
the mirror at me seemed to have just the right combination of innocence, vulnerability,
sophistication and seduction. I began to get a serious case of hot pants, just looking at her. It
had been several weeks since I’d done anything but study, and I was getting pretty excited about
the party.
It was raining a lot, even for Seattle. The rain was coming down in roaring, drenching
sheets; and the street was covered with water. I grabbed an umbrella from the rack by the door,
and ran full speed across the street, splashing water on my pink socks and soaking my new penny
loafers. When I got there, all three of my guys converged on me with snacks and drinks. One of
them took my umbrella, while I stood there dripping onto their floor. They all looked me up and
down, seeming to pretty much approve of what they saw, saturated Cole-Haans and all. There
was some preliminary kidding around. One of them asked me if I thought my new white penny
loafers would get me extra excited.
I said, “Well yeah, probably. That’s how it is with new shoes, you know; especially
when I get them wet,” and that was really true, but I meant them to take it as a joke,
They all laughed. Then one of them said that if I wanted to, I could go to the back
bedroom and get ready. He said they’d be along in just a minute. I had already been ready for
quite a while, but I headed on back to the bedroom anyway.
I was waiting on the bed, when some guys in black hoods came charging through the
back patio door and grabbed me. They tied me up and gagged me; then carried me outside,
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pushed me into the trunk of a car and drove to an old warehouse. I don’t know exactly where it
was, but it almost had to be somewhere in Seattle, because it wasn’t more than 10 minutes away
from the frat house
They pulled me out of the car trunk, untied me, and then held me down on top of a 4 by 8
sheet of half-inch plywood. One guy held my wrist, while another drilled holes through the
plywood on each side of it. They had these “U” bolts that they put across my wrists and through
the holes, then they put washers and nuts on the ends of the “U” bolts on the other side of the
plywood, and they tightened the nuts with a wrench. I could not move my wrists at all. They did
the same thing with my ankles, so I was stretched between the four corners of the plywood. I
was utterly helpless. I could lift my head and see my white penny loafers and pink socks still on
my feet at the far corners of the plywood, but that was all. I wasn’t too terribly concerned at that
point. Even though I wasn’t entirely sure who these guys were, I still thought it was just some
idiotic fraternity stunt. I was pretty sure that this was somehow meant to get all of us all the
more turned on; and there for a while it seemed to be working, at least it was working for me: my
clit was already starting to get a little bit wet. But still, it upset me that my new white loafers and
sweater and skirt were probably going to be ruined by all this foolish horseplay.
They took out a big hunting knife and laughed at me when I started to freak-out. Then
they pulled the gag out of my mouth, I guess so they could hear me scream. They pulled up my
skirt and the guy with the knife scratched the tip of it along my damp panties right down the line
between the labia of my cunt. I went cold with fear; and quite suddenly I wasn’t a bit turned on.
The guy didn’t actually cut me, he just used the knife to cut off my panties. They sprayed some
kind of petroleum jelly all over my private parts, and after that they all raped me. It was really
too bad that they’d scared me so much with that knife. It actually might have been fun, but now
it was just sickening. I had been raped before, and I knew that if I could think about it in the
right way, it didn’t have to be such a big deal. I tried to focus on one of the thermal systems
problems that had been giving me fits earlier that day, trying to find a more elegant way to solve
it; and that little strategy pretty much worked. I don’t think I even moved, and mentally I wasn’t
even there, while they all took turns humping me. When they were done, they sprayed me with a
hose, “to wash you off,” they said; but they didn’t just spray my cunt, they sprayed me all over
until I was completely soaked. They picked up the plywood, and turned it over, so I was hanging
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from the “U” bolts, face down, dripping on the floor; then they threw it into the back of a pick-up
truck, with me still bolted to the plywood, still face down. At least one of them climbed onto the
backside of the plywood, and sat on it, pushing my face down into the dirty, gritty metal of the
truck’s bed. I couldn’t move, I was totally panicked, and I could hardly breathe; but I shouldn’t
have complained because things were going to get a lot worse.
This time, they drove for quite a long while; at least it seemed like a long while, because
every time they hit a big bump it would knock the wind out of me, and slam my face really hard
into the pick-up bed. It hurt terribly, especially my nose. I thought for sure it was broken. I kept
screaming at them to please get off me, that I would tutor their damned frat brother or do
whatever else they wanted, but I don’t think they could even hear me.
When the truck finally stopped, they stood me up, still fastened to the plywood, so I
could see where we were. It looked like some big off-road mud hole, back in the woods, maybe
somewhere up toward Mount Pilchuck. It had been raining hard up there too, so there was a lot
of mud and a lot of water. They tipped me and the plywood off the truck, face down into that
muddy mess; and then they started dancing around on the plywood. I was already cold, but I was
still shocked at how cold the mud was. It hurt a lot when the plywood slammed me into the mud
face-down, and it even hurt a little to think that now for sure I was covered with thick gooey mud
and my new outfit was totally destroyed. But then I started to really panic because I was
squished hard into that mud, totally immersed in it, and I couldn’t breathe at all. There seemed
to be no chance that my idiot tormenters would ever pick me back up again, indeed they were
just stomping me deeper into the mud. I was quite certain that I would suffocate in a matter of
seconds.
But they did pick it up, standing the plywood on end with my head down and my muddy,
soaked penny loafers spread out straight up over my head. I gasped, desperately sucked air, then
choked, spitting mud out of my mouth, “Oh Thank you,” I spluttered, “I thought for sure you
were trying to kill me!” I took three more desperate, racking breaths.
They all laughed, and let the plywood tip on over back into the mud, this time so I was
face up. “Have you had enough, bitch?” they asked.
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“Oh yes! Please don’t do that anymore. I’ll give you the answers to any test I’ll ever
take: whatever it is you want, I’ll do it, just don’t…”
They picked up the opposite end: my head was up and my feet were down, and they let
me fall face down in the mud again. I only had a chance to gasp, “Oh no!” before my face
splatted once again into the water and mud.
This time they kept me squished into the mud for a lot longer. I couldn’t move at all, and
I was truly terrified. My lungs heaved, desperately wanting me to breathe, but I couldn’t,
because the plywood had me imprisoned, holding me spread-eagle, rigid, unmoving, and
drowning face down in the mud. They stood on the plywood, holding me down in the mud that
way until I passed out.
I woke up, still bolted to the plywood, but this time face up, completely covered in gooey,
slimy mud; and I was starting to get pretty cold. They were all riding in the front as we bounced
along in the truck. Even though I could see this time, it was still hard to tell where we were
because I could only look up. When we finally got to the freeway, I wondered if any of the truck
drivers we passed could see me, but I thought probably not. I was pretty well camouflaged.
They stood the plywood up and hosed me off again when we got back to the warehouse.
I was so cold that I was shivering all over, and my teeth were chattering so hard that I couldn’t
even talk. They hauled me and my plywood over to one of the wooded walkways connecting the
northwest parking lot with the UW campus. They propped the plywood up against a tree, and
pinned some kind of a cardboard sign to my sweater. I don’t even know what it said. That was
at about 3 AM. I was so cold that I thought I was going to die of hypothermia; and by then I was
feeling so humiliated that death would have been a relief. A little bit later, I couldn’t even think
anymore, and I must have passed out. I guess the campus police finally found me a little bit
after 6 AM.
They made me wear an inhalation re-warming mask on the way to the hospital, and for at
least two hours after we got there. But as soon as the mask was removed, they started asking all
the typical police questions. But I wasn’t much help because the idiots who almost killed me
wore hoods the whole time. Even though I suspected who they were, I wasn’t sure, and the
thought of more –and worse- retaliation in the future did cross my mind. I didn’t remember ever
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getting a look at any of the license plates, never mind that I was totally freaked out, covered with
mud, and dying of hypothermia. Then they brought in a rape counselor who tried to help me
with a lot of quasi-comforting bullshit. By the time we were done, it was dark again and it was
still raining. I was so depressed by then that I was almost non-functional. All I could manage to
do was go back to my dorm for some clean clothes and my old Cole-Haan loafers; and finally run
for the only home I knew.
Sitting in my car at Edmonds, waiting for the ferry to Kingston, I was thinking there was
no way I could face Cliff after this last catastrophe. I had failed him so many times. I felt like
there was just no way that I could go on living. I felt like some evil force was after me, trying to
kill me, almost like I don’t belong here at all. But then I thought, yes, but on the other hand,
you’ve managed to cheat death at least five times! So if there was an evil force, then there also
had to be a force for good, trying to keep me alive. Could something be trying to squash me like
a bug just because I liked to be fucked in my penny loafers? That had to be totally absurd! I
thought about all the good I could do for the world now that things were opening up. I thought
about how successful I’d been at the UW so far, and then I thought again of all the truly terrible
things that had happened to me, and I just couldn’t bear it.
No way I could face Cliff? I had failed CLIFF? Was Cliff some kind of final arbiter? I
felt something click and rotate inside me. Suddenly my whole basis for good and bad, tight and
wrong, had shifted.
But I was still utterly crushed, so upset that I felt like I just could not go on. I drove off
the ferry at Kingston in the dark and the rain; and I drove home. It was cold. The rain was still
coming down in torrential volumes when I pulled into the driveway; but I could see that the
garage door was open, and someone had left the light on in there. I could hear the rain
drumming on my car roof, and could see a continuous sheet of water covering the gravel
driveway. I thought about pulling into the garage, but then, considering my most depressing –
and most final- option, I decided to leave the garage empty.
I was still thinking suicide, but who was it that I wanted to kill? Not me. I didn’t want to
die. I wanted to kill the Cliff that was inside me, always pushing for the next sensual thrill – and
never fearing – never even considering – the consequences of his obsessive never-ending
push for his next twisted sexual exploit.
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I stepped out into the downpour. My feet had been warm from the heater in the car, but
the chilling effect was immediate. Ice-cold water sloshed over the tops of my old penny loafers,
soaking my socks, and chilling my feet. In the light from the garage, I could see the dark, wet,
leather of my loafers under the water. I splashed through the huge, ankle-deep puddle toward
the house, then fumbled for my keys and went in.
There was a fire in the air-tight stove. Friendly, orange light flickered on the floor of the
family room. The air was warm and smoky. I kicked off my soggy penny loafers, and peeled off
my socks, leaving them in a puddle on the hardwood floor – something I had not done since my
first night here – Cliff always took really good care of that hardwood floor.
Cliff and Elaine were sitting at the kitchen table. I did not even say hello. I stood facing
Cliff with my feet spread apart, and my hands in fists on my hips and I ranted at Cliff.
“I am not you!
“I know that I have your genes and your memories, but it doesn’t matter. I am not you!
It took me a long time to learn that because you’ve been dominating all my thoughts since I was
fourteen years old. I thought that whatever you wanted was what I wanted, but that turns out
not to be the case.”
Cliff and Elaine said nothing. They just sat there, staring at me.
“You –Cliff- you actually KILLED Olaf Palme! It was all you; I had nothing to do with that!
The poor guy was walking home from going to a movie with his wife, and you shot him with a
357 Magnum! He was a good man; and he was right about nuclear fission: it really is evil.
What were you thinking?”
Elaine was starting at Cliff in perplexed disbelief; Cliff was staring at Jane, his mouth
hanging open in shock.
Jane continued, “You –Cliff- you are the one who wanted so badly to fuck Keith Caldwell
over and over – that wasn’t me: I liked Keith, but I certainly did not want to fuck him! And do
you remember? When he finally got ME pregnant – ME, not YOU – he tried to strangle me – he
choked me until everything turned red; and would have killed me if I hadn’t scratched his eyes
out!
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“You –Cliff- are the one who wanted so badly to fuck Cliff Holt over and over – yes, I
mean exactly that: Cliff Holt wanted to fuck Cliff Holt – and how strange is that? You wanted to
fuck yourself! I called you ‘Dad’! I told you that you seemed like a father to me, but that didn’t
matter, you still wanted to fuck me! So what does that make me – the real me, not the Cliff Holt
me? I feel like it makes me some kind of incestuous, fuckable, sex-play manikin – a real, live
masturbation toy all your own, that you can dress up just like your dummy manikins, only this
manikin actually moves and talks and fucks. My God! You are a sick person – you are as
twisted and demented as they come. Did you even THINK about what it meant that you wanted
to clone yourself into 14-year-old nymphomaniac?”
Elaine was pale, her mouth set in a straight line, and slowly she was nodding her head
yes, acknowledging an already suspected truth. Cliff stared at the tabletop, his head on his
hands, and his elbows on the table.
“You –Cliff- are the one that wanted me to dress up like a slut, walk the ‘Ave’ and pick up
some guy off the street, and –in spite of what you said- YOU are the one who wanted to do

erotic asphyxiation with that guy. And do you know what happened when WE did it – I doubt
that you do. YOU turned that poor sap into a sex addict; and when I’d had enough, and wouldn’t
do it with him anymore, he tried to drown me! He held my head underwater until I passed out!
Are you keeping count?
“And you –Cliff- are the one that wanted to go fuck the Pi Kappa Kappa brothers every
Friday night. I was the one that wouldn’t give them the test answers they wanted, and that
Friday night after they had warned me there would be consequences for my refusal to help them
cheat, YOU wanted to go fuck the Pi Kappa Kappa brothers again! YOU dressed up your little
live manikin again my new white suede Cole-Haan penny loafers, my pink socks with the white
corduroy skirt, and the fuzzy pink sweater, and YOU sent me off to fuck them one more time.”
Elaine’s mouth was still set in a straight line, but now she was looking at Cliff, shaking
her head no in resigned disapproval. Cliff slouched backward in the chair, his eyes red and
watery, shaking his head no in denial.
“Do you know what happened this time?” They both continued to shake their heads no.
“I didn’t think so, because it just happened last night. Those creeps bolted me down BOLTED me - spread eagle - to a sheet of plywood, then each of them raped me. But that was
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just the beginning. They plopped the plywood with me bolted to it face down, in the mud. And
they STOOD on the plywood until I passed out. Are you keeping count?”
Cliff held up four fingers.
“Then they did it again. Do you know what that’s like? Do you have any idea what that
does to a person? To almost drown, then just when you get your breath back, to almost drown
again? It is far more than physical. It crushes your mind. It utterly destroys personal initiative,
it makes you submissive and empty – you no longer care what happens to you – whether you live
or die, it’s all the same. But the bastards were still not done. I was soaking wet, riding in the
bed of a pickup truck in Seattle in February –FEBRUARY- it was three o’clock in the morning.
They hosed the mud off, and stood me up –still bolted to the plywood next to a parking lot on
campus. I was so cold that I passed out. The police didn’t find me till 6 am. Another hour, and
I would have been dead from hypothermia. DEAD! Are you still counting? It took eight hours
for the hospital to bring my body temperature back up to normal.
“They tried to counsel me, but it didn’t help. I had nothing left inside me. I was so
depressed that I couldn’t move. All I could think about were ways of killing myself. I thought
about jumping off the ferry in the dark. I got out of my car and stood there on the back of the
ferry, watching the rush of the dark water in the rain. I could have jumped, and no one would
have noticed. The ferry would have continued on in the dark. I’d have died from hypothermia or
drowning long before they found me. And just a few minutes ago, I didn’t pull into the garage
because I was thinking about hanging myself in there. In fact, I’m still thinking about it – tying a
rope to the top of a truss, climbing that five foot aluminum ladder, tying the other end of the rope
tight around my neck and kicking the ladder over.
“But you know what? It isn’t me – it’s you! YOU did all this insane crap! YOU almost
got me killed –how many times? If you count the potential suicide, I count six. But that
probably doesn’t matter to you because the original version of you is sitting there safe and warm
at the kitchen table – it’s just your poor little manikin copy that is being fucked and almost killed
over and over again.
“YOU are NOT ME! I know who you are now, and I will never, ever listen to you again.
You are nothing but a sick, perverted, monster dressing yourself as a little live manikin so guys –
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GUYS- can fuck you! Agggghhh!!! Never again! I will never, ever knowingly let you seduce
another poor doofus ever again. Once this quarter is over, I am going as FAR away from this
place as I can get! To HELL with you!”
Jane turned to Elaine, “Sorry Elaine. I used to blame you, but now I know that none of
this is your fault.”
I turned and walked out the way I came in. My old penny loafers were waiting in the
puddle on the hardwood floor. I splashed through the water-covered driveway to my car. I
finished winter quarter at the UW, and left for La Jolla. And here I am! That’s my story.
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Sept. 27, 2013 - Chapter 8 – Capt. Lazar & Dr. Shoe
Office of Navy Captain Dennis Lazar, Commanding Officer,
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Sir, Secretary of Energy Dr. Calvin Schumacher is on line 1 and the line is secure.”
“Hello Dr. Schumacher. This is Captain Lazar. What can I do for you?”
“Hello Captain. I believe we met once a long time ago when you were visiting MIT. I
demonstrated our Bates Linear Accelerator to you. Am I right?”
“That’s certainly possible, but as you say, it was a long time ago.”
“No matter. Obviously, that’s not why I’m calling. I suspect you are aware of our
federal agency energy reduction program?”
“Maybe. Although I confess it’s not my top priority.”
“Oh? I would have guessed that it was. Did you know that your station at China Lake
has achieved greater energy savings than any other US federal facility world-wide? And I
understand that’s without any significant reduction in your facility operations.”
“I am not surprised. I know our electric bill has been quite small recently.”
“Well it’s a pretty significant accomplishment. Do you mind explaining how you did it?”
The Captain grimaced and shifted uncomfortably in his chair. The answer was classified
Top Secret, and the Secretary of Energy was not in his chain of command. “Sir, the truth is, I
really don’t know very much about it.”
“I see. Well I wonder if you could find the man who does know, and have him in
Washington DC next week to receive our Top Energy Reduction award and to present a
Powerpoint on how it was achieved? The press will be there.” He paused. “Captain, I have to
say that I think you know more than you are letting on. Obviously, I am cleared for Top Secret
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and this line is totally secure; I know because I checked. I really do want to know: how did you
do it?”
Need to Know is an essential component of classified information, and it did not seem to
Captain Lazar that Secretary Schumacher truly had a serious need to know. Also, there was a
very compelling political reason for not telling the Secretary. The Captain said, “Sir, I would be
very happy to help you, but could you please mention this to the Secretary of Defense, so that the
official travel will be cleared through my chain of command and my people will know?”
The Secretary paused, then said, ”I’ll do what I can; but your boy better be in Washington
next week.”
The Captain bristled, “That boy supervises three engineers, eight technicians, two other
PhD physicists, and a five hundred million dollar navy contract. I’m guessing that she is
probably in her early forties, so she is definitely not my boy, and I will leave any travel decisions
to her. Good day to you sir.” He hung up.

_ _ _ _
“Sir, Secretary of Defense Chuck Hagel is on line 1 and the line is secure.”
“Secretary Hagel. This is Captain Lazar. What can I do for you?”
“Hello Captain. Cal Schumacher just called me. He said you were pretty tight-lipped
about your recent reductions in energy consumption. That energy reduction award is pretty
important to him.”
“Mister Secretary, you may be aware of a certain turf war that has been simmering below
the radar between Navy and the Department of Energy for a very long time: DOE has been
trying to shut down our fusion program for twenty years now. I just don’t think it would be a
good idea to explain this particular Top Secret energy program to the Department of Energy,
especially in front of the press.”
“Captain, a few things have changed recently. It turns out that your Top Secret program
has been cleared for public release at the ‘highest level’ –if you get my drift- and your girl –
sorry, that was Cal’s word, not mine- had better be there.”
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“Of course I'll be more than willing to cooperate with your approval sir. She’ll be there.
Also, with your approval, I would like to inform my superiors of these developments.”
“Don’t worry about that. I’ll take care of it from my end. I look forward to the
presentation. Thanks for your help.”
“Thank you, sir.”
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Oct. 4, 2013 - Chapter 9 – Jane at DOE
10:15 AM. Conference Rm., Forrestal Bldg. at US Dept. of Energy
1000 Independence Avenue, Washington, D.C.
Jane apprehensively scanned the room, thankful for the confidence and security lent by
her blue penny loafers. As she wiggled her toes, she could feel the shoe leather through her
nylons. In addition to the Secretary of Energy, she could see Secretary of Defense Hagel, Chief
of Naval Research Admiral Klunder, Congressman Kevin McCarthy from her home district, and
a wide variety of news media reporters. She nervously checked the hemline on her blue skirt,
and surreptitiously tugged at the lapels on her navy blazer.

She had already checked to make

sure that her tablet on the podium in front of her was properly linked to the Powerpoint projector
which pointed toward the screen above and behind her. Her visual aids – a box of Borax and a
glass of water – were on the self beneath her tablet. She stole a quick sip of the water and
cleared her throat.
“Good afternoon everyone. I’m Jane Wright. This is quite a change for those of us at
China Lake. We’ve been hiding in the shadows for so long that we’ve nearly forgotten what
large groups look like. This was quite a surprise for all of us. But I have to say that we feel
truly, truly honored to be the first – are we really the first? - recipients of this prestigious award.
Thank you!
“I have been asked to explain how we made such a large reduction in our energy bill; or
in other words, explain how we were able to take Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake almost
completely off the Pacific Power electrical grid. Such an explanation turns out to be somewhat
technical, and it can’t be helped. That’s just the nature of the subject. So don’t be shy about
interrupting me. I’m used to it. My teacher friend Nadia there in the back interrupts me all the
time.”
Nadia laughed and waved. She was wearing a black and white horizontally striped dress,
a red blazer, and red patent penny loafers.
Jane flipped up the first slide “To sum up our program in one sentence: we take high
energy double plus helium ions and turn them into electricity.” She stopped for three seconds to
let it sink in. “The only so-called waste product is helium gas, which actually turns out not to be
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a waste product at all but a very lucrative by-product, because helium gas is very much in
demand. This is the same safe helium gas that is used in kid’s balloons. Deep-sea divers breathe
a mixture of helium and oxygen; as do asthma patients.”
She advanced to a new slide. “To make the electricity, we place a positively charged
screen in the way of streaming high energy positive helium ions. The ions repel the positive
charges on the screen and push them off the screen into an attached metal conductor. As the
positive charges are being pushed down off the screen, negative electron charges are being
removed from the screen by the positive Helium ions, and – Voila! - we have an electric
current!” She paused again for another three seconds. “It is direct current and it has a potential
of more than two million volts. Those of you in the electrical power industry already know that
high voltage DC is ideally suited to economical long distance power transmission. No expensive
generators and transformers are required.”
“Excuse me, Jane! Dick Siegel, National Enquirer. Could we back up a little bit?
Aren’t those helium ions you mentioned really called alpha particles? And aren’t alpha particles
a form of nuclear radiation?”
“Yes and yes. I would point out, however that alpha particles are by far the most benign
form of radiation. You can stop the typical alpha with an ordinary sheet of paper. The alphas we
use are 100% contained by our stainless steel vacuum chamber in the same place that they are
produced.”
“Follow-up question, Jane! What happens if the vacuum chamber is breached?”
“The alpha production stops instantly. Our device will not work at all without a vacuum.
No alphas would be released.”
Jane continued, ”Mr Siegel’s question leads us to another big question: how do we
produce these alphas – these high energy positive helium ions?
Jane put up another slide. “To again put it briefly, we make new helium ions by forcing
simple little hydrogen ions into a shotgun marriage with big ol’ boron 11 ions. This sort of
marriage is notoriously unstable and breaks up almost immediately into three pieces: three high

79

energy positive helium ions.” Three seconds. “So the fuels for our device are ordinary hydrogen
that we get by electrolyzing water; and boron 11, which is separated from ordinary Borax.”
Jane held up a glass of water in one hand, and a box of Borax in the other. “Ronald
Reagan –before he became our 40th president- once advertised Borax on an old black and white
TV program called Death Valley Days. Maybe your grandparents told you about it.” There were
a few knowing snickers scattered through the audience. Jane smiled.
“James Gorman, New York Times. That slide you just put up. It’s not a chemical
reaction. The elements are not conserved. It has to be nuclear. Hydrogen, boron, and helium
are all light elements, but the unstable boron is breaking up into smaller pieces. That looks like
nuclear fission to me, but I thought only heavy elements were fissionable.”
Jane smiled again. “Sheesh! Here I’m trying as hard as I can to avoid the evil N word
but you guys keep bringing it up. Yes, it is definitely a nuclear reaction. We call it fusion
because that’s what happens first: the hydrogen fuses with the Boron 11. We call it fusion
because, when our device was under development, the reaction we used to first test it was
definitely fusion. And we call it fusion because fission requires neutrons and there are no
neutrons.” Three seconds. “There is such a thing as a truly good nuclear reaction. The hydrogenBoron 11 reaction is good because there are no free neutrons. I can’t begin to express how very
important this is. The evil that so many attribute to nuclear has its roots in the fission chain
reactions made possible by free neutrons. Nuclear weapons would be impossible without
neutron chain reactions. Fukushima Daiichi would never have happened without neutron chain
reactions; Three Mile Island would never have happened without neutron chain reactions; and
Chernobyl would never have happened without neutron chain reactions. I have to say it again:
the evil that so many attribute to nuclear has its roots in the chain reactions made possible by free
neutrons. At China Lake, we don’t do chain reactions and we don’t do neutrons.”
Flipping up another slide, Jane continued, “So how does this shotgun marriage happen?
How to we make the hydrogen and boron 11 ions fuse together? To put it briefly this time in
one word only: Polywell.“ Three seconds. “Dr. Robert Bussard invented the Polywell. It went
public when a Google tech talk by Dr. Bussard went viral in November 2006. Science fiction
fans first read of it in an excellent Analog article by Tom Ligon released in late 2007. Some of
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you may have heard of the Polywell thanks to Alan Boyle of MSNBC – he’s been paying
attention to us for a very long time – years, in fact. Thank you Alan!”
Alan stood and bowed magnanimously four times in four different directions, to
considerable guffaws, then he sat down – possibly somewhat embarrassed.
Jane flipped up another slide.
“The Polywell uses multiple pairs of big opposing cryogenically cooled superconducting
magnetic coils to confine a hugely negative swarm of electrons at the common center of those
paired coils.” She stopped and used her laser pointer to identify each part of the Polywell. “The
negative swarm attracts and captures the positive Hydrogen and Boron ions. They bob violently
back and forth inside the swarm until they collide. When they do, the ionic motion is violent
enough to make them fuse. When they fuse, the unstable marriage is consummated within an
infinitesimal fraction of a second. But sadly, it always ends in a three alpha breakup.”
“Jane! David Freeman, Huffington Post. Are you saying the magnetic fields somehow
repel the negative charges? I know that like charges repel, and like magnetic poles repel; but I
did not know that magnetic poles can repel negative charges.”
“Actually, it doesn’t work quite like that. It’s a bit more complicated. When an electron’s
motion is at a right angle to the direction of a magnetic field, the motion is deflected in a third
direction.” She held out her left hand with all four fingers and her thumb extended. The thumb
was pointing at a right angle to her fingers, which were pointing in parallel. “My left thumb’s
direction represents a negative charge’s motion, and my fingers represent the magnetic field’s
direction. The magnetic field deflects the electron in a third direction, the one that I would
naturally push with the palm of my hand.” Jane made a pushing motion with her palm,
surreptitiously grinning at Nadia at the same time.
“Jane! Mark Watanabe, Seattle Times. Earlier, you said your machine’s output was
ideally suited to long distance transmission. But you are using all your power locally – right?
So you really don’t need that high voltage direct current, do you? Which raises the question,
how do you convert 2 million volts DC into 120/240 volts AC?”
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“You’re right. We do have to make that change in voltage. We reduce it using a new DC
transformer developed and patented by an earlier Polywell researcher, Dr. Richard Nebel, who
now works for Tibbar Technologies. After we get the voltage down to a manageable level, we
use an inverter –like in a motor home- to change it to AC.”
“Jane, I do have a question.” Alan Boyle was standing again. “Do you think your
machine is ready for mass production? And how rapidly do you think we might be able to
deploy this technology?”
“I think it’s ready. Absolutely. But that’s up to the Navy – they’ve been paying the bills
all along and it’s really their baby.” She glanced at Chuck Hagel, who nodded, slightly. “Also
you’ve probably heard that engineers have a terrible record on their answers to this kind of
question.” She paused again. “Oh. Yes. Rapid deployment. We will be able to deploy Polywells
quite rapidly. Power plants will no longer be constructed on site as they are with hydroelectric,
coal-fired, solar, and old fission reactors. The Polywell is small, about four meters in total
diameter, including the vacuum chamber. We have intentionally kept it portable, so it can be
loaded for transport and moved in less than 24 hours. When it comes to power output decisions,
the physics pretty much dictates a 1.5 meter radius for the coils, so the Polywell will only come
in one size: 100 megawatts. When we make it significantly smaller, the power output is
negligible. If we make it any larger it will melt the coils before it really gets started. With
everything one standard size, the mass production can be blazing fast and the electrical costs will
be ultimately be minimal. I’m guessing that the Polywell start-up cost will be about two hundred
million per unit, about half the cost per megawatt of coal or nuclear fission; far less than solar or
wind; and much, much more reliable. But that’s all just my opinion.
“Jacob Young, Wired magazine. If the Polywell becomes our primary energy source,
will we have enough Boron to last –say- a few centuries into the future, or will we be looking at
a Boron shortage in a few years?”
Jane flipped up another slide. “This is from the USGS Commodity Summary that is
published annually. As you can see, the USGS estimates the total Boron reserves of the United
States to be about forty million metric tons or 40 billion kilograms – and by an odd coincidence,
most of it is in Death Valley and the Mohave Desert, right next door to China Lake! The total
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Boron reserves for the planet are about five times the US supply. A standard hundred megawatt
Polywell will consume about 40 kilograms of Boron in a year of continuous operation. If we
divide our 40 billion kilogram US supply by that 40 kilograms of Boron per year for one
Polywell, we get one billion years. If we assume that a few years from now, the US is running
one thousand Polywells, then the US supply would last a million years.” Then, tongue in cheek,
she added, “And I didn’t mention the oceans – Boron is the tenth most common element in the
oceans – by the time our national supplies run out, we will probably have the technology to
extract Boron from the ocean.”
“The folks here said I had an hour. How am I doing?” She looked toward Secretary
Schumacher, who –somewhat grimly- held up one finger. ”Okay, time’s almost up. How about
one last question?”
“Roger Highfield, New Scientist, London Telegraph. Clearly, the Polywell will soon have
many powerful enemies. You are about to stop oil and gas fracking cold. Big coal and the
nuclear establishment will both hate you – and you’ve cut the guts right out of wind and solar so
the environmentalists will be after you too. They will show you no mercy whatsoever. Are you
ready for all these angry people?”
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Oct. 4, 2013 - Chapter 10 – Roz & Jane
11:05AM The Roz Levay Show, EIR Network Studio in Florida
“And greetings once again ladies and gentlemen, art lovers, correspondents, fun-loving
Americans and serious philosophers. It’s great to have you on the EIR Network right here with
me Rozdavit Levay and the Levay Institute for Far Right Republican Study. Two full hours of
superior broadcast quality remaining.
“A programming note here to our beloved and respected EIR affiliates: there were
questions posed to me in our first hour of broadcasting as to whether or not we were going to
interrupt our program for the much-trumpeted, highly touted, regime announcement of a brand
new ploy for the destruction of our nation’s coal, petroleum, and nuclear resources, a whole new
way to spend billions of your tax dollars. But this network decision has been left to me because I
am the grand vizier here, the head cheese so to speak. So no, we are not going give up a full
hour of our programming for another democrat dog and donkey show.
“But I do realize that this is a subject that’s close to a lot of people’s hearts. That’s
understandable, and we did manage to capture a few sound bites of it. So let’s go to the first
audio sound bite right now. Dr. Jane Wright just minutes ago in the Forrestal Building of the
Department of Energy in Washington DC.”

Here I’m trying as hard as I can to avoid the evil N word but you guys keep
bringing it up. Yes, it is definitely a nuclear reaction…There is such a thing
as a truly good nuclear reaction. The hydrogen-Boron 11 reaction is good
because there are no free neutrons. I can’t begin to express how very
important this is. The evil that so many attribute to nuclear, has its roots in
the fission chain reactions made possible by free neutrons. Nuclear
weapons would be impossible without neutron chain reactions. Fukushima
Daiichi would never have happened without neutron chain reactions; Three
Mile Island would never have happened without neutron chain reactions;
and Chernobyl would never have happened without neutron chain reactions.
I have to say it again: the evil that so many attribute to nuclear, has its roots
in the chain reactions made possible by free neutrons. At China Lake, we
don’t do chain reactions and we don’t do neutrons.
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“Okay. This is nothing new. Let me translate this for some of our low-information
listeners. This Jane Wright –she works for the Navy- she wants to destroy our nation’s nuclear
industry by association. Don’t be fooled by her title. That doctorate just means she’s part of the
science establishment – the same science establishment that’s responsible for the global warming
hoax. And don’t be fooled by her pretending to be part of the nuclear energy industry. She is
not. Do you see how she cleverly puts the ‘roots of nuclear evil’ in the same bag with nuclear
weapons and all those hokey media-created disasters: Fukushima Daiichi and Three Mile Island
and Chernobyl? She’s as much a part of the regime as Chuck Hagel or Cal Schumacher -he’s
Obama’s new Secretary of Energy – and I’ll guarantee you that once the truth is out, we’ll see
that Jane Wright was there today in front of the media because of those two – mark my words!
“What? Okay Ferdy, I’ll explain: Three Mile Island was a hokey media-created disaster,
because it wasn’t a disaster at all. When they had their meltdown, there was no disaster
whatsoever. The media focused on the wrong things. What the media missed is the fact that
everything worked as advertised. In spite of the meltdown, the containment worked. There
wasn’t any contamination. Three Mile Island was just a media-created disaster. We had a
monopoly media that wanted a disaster. It was 1979. There was no alternative media. There
were no right wing blogs. There was nothing. Well, there was Good Morning America, there
was ABC, CBS, and NBC. That was the monopoly media back then that wanted Three Mile
Island to be a disaster, and it wasn’t!
“Remember that old Jane Fonda movie, The China Syndrome?
“The China Syndrome did more to damage nuclear power and its advancement and
growth in this country than anything else. This Jane Wright is the new Jane Fonda. The left is
looking at her to have the same destructive potential. The left hates nuclear energy – the
environmentalist wackos hate nuclear energy.

_ _ _ _
“Alright! Here’s Robert of Livermore, California as we head back to the phones. Great
to have you sir! Welcome!”
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Hey Roz! I tell ya’ man, it’s great to talk to you! I’m a nuclear engineer
here at Livermore and I’ve been one of your listeners since I was in High
School.
“Wow! Thank you very much! I really appreciate that!”

It’s been great listening to you all these years, but to get to my question:
what is it that this Jane Wright knows that nobody else in the industry seems
to know? I work with close to a hundred nuclear engineers and PhD
nuclear physicists here in the National Ignition Facility at the Lawrence
Livermore National Laboratory trying to do nuclear fusion. A lot of the
people here know other nuclear engineers and physicists working to do
fusion on the giant ITER Tokamak in France. Many of these people have
been working on this for their whole careers – 20 or 30 years, some even
longer. And do you know what they all say?
“I have a pretty good idea, but why don’t you go ahead and tell us what they all say.”

Every one of these people – who know more about fusion than anyone else
on the planet – every one of them says, ‘Commercial nuclear fusion is at
least 30 years away, and it always will be.’ So who is this Jane Wright that
she somehow knows more than everybody else?
“Well like I’ve been saying, it’s a hoax. The whole thing is just a hoax to discredit our
nation’s nuclear industry. That’s all it is. But thanks for calling!
“We’ll be back right after this shameless commercial message.”

_ _ _ _
12 Noon. In front of Lincoln Memorial, Washington DC.
There were just a few clouds in the sky, the sun was shining, and the temperature was 82
F. Nadia and Jane had changed to tee shirts, dockers, and tan penny loafers for the return flight
from Washington to Los Angeles. They put down their carry-on bags next to the Lincoln
Memorial Reflecting Pool.
Nadia said, ”I want a picture to send to my mother. Could you please take a picture of
me with the pool and Lincoln Memorial in the background? Here’s my phone. Maybe it would
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be better if you could use the telephoto so it will look like I am closer to Lincoln.” She stood at
the edge of the pool.
Jane turned on the camera feature and held up the phone so she could see the screen as
she started backing up. “How do you turn on the telephoto?”
“It’s the plus/minus slider bar to the left of the picture.” Nadia grinned, put one foot on
her carry-on, and gestured with one palm toward Lincoln, while leaning back over the pool.”
Jane, still watching the camera screen, shouted, “You’re still blocking Lincoln. You need
to lean back just a little bit more. No, that still won’t work.” Jane shifted slightly to the right,
and her right foot missed the edge of the pool. Holding Nadia’s camera as high as she could, she
slipped sideways into the reflecting pool, and was momentarily fully immersed, except for the
one hand, still gripping the phone, high and dry.
Nadia gasped, shifting her extended arm upward to recover from her pose, but the
movement momentarily shifted her body toward the pool –too far toward the pool, and she too
slipped sideways into the pool. By the time she was able to stand up, Jane had recovered and
was laughing uncontrollably, standing with water well above her knees in the reflecting pool.

_ _ _ _
6PM CBS Evening News with Scott Pelley in Washington DC.
“A US Navy Researcher, in a surprise announcement today at the US Department of
Energy, revealed for the first time the existence of a fully functional, operational nuclear fusion
power plant. Dr. Jane Wright, a nuclear engineer and plasma physicist researcher for the US
Navy, was here in Washington to receive the Top Energy Reduction Award from the US
Department of Energy. Dr. Wright explains.”

…we were able to take Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake almost
completely off the Pacific Power electrical grid... the fuels for our device are
ordinary hydrogen that we get by electrolyzing water; and boron 11, which
is separated from ordinary Borax… it is definitely a nuclear reaction. We
call it fusion…
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“Former Vice-President Al Gore was also in Washington today and offered some very
encouraging words to the Navy and its researcher.”

Tools like this new fusion plant with its non-existent carbon footprint are
absolutely essential for providing the energy to help solve the crisis of
climate change.
“But others concerned about climate change are not as hopeful. We called Sierra Club
President Allison Cox in California and Greenpeace Spokesman Cecilia Burnie who happens to
be in Murmansk, Russia right now because of the seizure of the Greenpeace Vessel Arctic
Sunrise and its crew. Thank you for being with us this evening.”
The two women on the split-screen monitor nodded.
Scott Pelley continued, “Former Vice-President Al Gore believes projects like the new
fusion plant at China Lake will help solve the crisis of climate change. Does the Sierra Club
agree?”

Not at all. There are dangers posed by the inevitable release of the
radioactive tritium gas which is used by these fusion plants, and there are
problems with the decommissioning of the old radioactive fusion plants
when they are retired. Sierra Club believes that the use of fusion reactors to
generate electricity should not be permitted.
“How about Greenpeace? Ms. Burnie?”

Greenpeace deplores the construction of this new plant in China Lake, just
as we deplore construction of the huge ITER experimental fusion reactor in
France. Fusion is not a solution. Fusion energy can be used to produce
materials for nuclear weapons. Nuclear options stall real action to combat
climate change. Nuclear options take away money for real solutions - such
as wind energy- that are ready now and economically available on a large
scale.
“CBS Evening News also asked former Mass-F Energy CEO Ron Shippingport to discuss
the recent fusion developments.
“Thank you for being with us this evening.”
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It’s a pleasure to be here, Scott.
“Ron, former Vice-President Al Gore just told us that developments such as this new
fusion plant with its non-existent carbon footprint are absolutely essential for providing the
energy to help solve the crisis of climate change. Do you agree?

Absolutely not. Mass-F Energy has been in a very favorable financial
position for this entire year because of recent serious problems in the
nuclear industry. Nuclear energy with all its recent disasters is declining,
and clean coal with its near-perfect reliability, and its flawless safety record,
is on the rise. New technologies such as carbon sequestration are slated to
reduce coal’s carbon footprint by half in the near future. There is absolutely
no reason to be pursuing such an expensive and unreliable alternative.
_ _ _ _
11:15 PM Driving South on Airport Road, leaving the Inyokern Airport Terminal,
ten miles west of Ridgecrest California
Jane was driving the Prius, “I think I’m pretty much completely dry now. How about
you?”
“I’m okay. My loafers are still a little bit damp, but that’s all.” Nadia was checking
pictures in her phone.
“Did you see the driver’s face when we got on the Washington Flyer? He really didn’t
want us on his nice bus. If we had been two sopping wet guys, we would have been out of luck.”
Nadia said, “See that motel straight ahead of us, across the highway intersection?”
“That’s The Birds motel. It’s closed. It’s been closed for as long as we’ve been here.”
“My kids say it’s haunted. That’s why it’s closed.”
Jane said, “Do you remember when we watched that old Hitchcock movie, The Birds?
That’s why it’s closed, and that’s why your kids think it’s haunted. The motel owners picked a
terrifying name. End of story.”
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Nadia replied, “It’s closed because it’s right under the approach to runway 33.

Motels

near airports depend on repeat customers, but even when it was open, I’m betting nobody ever
stayed there twice. There’s nothing quite like waking from a sound sleep totally convinced that a
727 is going to fly directly into your motel room. And that’s the real end of the story. I am utterly
exhausted.” Nadia turned off her phone.
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Oct. 7, 2013 - Chapter 11 – Nadia, Janna & Thomas
Room 214, Sherman E Burroughs HS, Ridgecrest California
A new girl in a black school uniform and white blouse, came into the room as Nadia was
collecting the problem sets for Newton’s Second Law. Nadia noticed the girl’s rippling pleated
skirt contrasting with her white knee socks, then noticed her black patent penny loafers and felt
an immediate sense of affiliation with her.
The girl offered her admit slip to Nadia, “I am Anjana Parthasarathi from San Francisco.
I was already taking physics at a private school there – that’s why I’m wearing the uniform. My
other clothes have not arrived. I’m sure I will have very few problems here.”
Nadia smiled and took the slip, “Welcome to Burroughs, Anjana. I am Ms. Samoilova.
Would you prefer to be called Anjana, or may we call you Janna?”
“Janna would be very fine. They called me Janna at my last school.” She smiled back.
Nadia gestured with one palm toward a counter by the door. “The books are over there.
Pick out a textbook and a lab manual, then fill out a book registration card and give it to me.
Would you mind sitting next to Kim?” She gestured toward a red-headed girl in the front row.
She turned to the class. ”Everyone, this is Janna from San Francisco.”
Nadia said, “Okay class, new subject. I’m guessing that a lot of you already know where
I was on Friday.”
“We all know where you were! We saw it on TV. You were standing in the back. We
saw you. You were wearing your prison suit and your red jacket. You even waved at the
camera.”
Nadia laughed, “Okay, that’s good! I’m glad a lot of you were able to see it. That was a
very important event. Some of us have been waiting a very long time for this! I have two
problems to help you see how important this is. Two problems that you must do before class
starts tomorrow. These are very involved problems, so you must pay close attention.
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“You all know about climate change, yes? And you all know that we humans cause
much of the climate change problem by burning coal, and petroleum products, and natural gas to
make carbon dioxide. You learned this already in chemistry, yes? Of course you did.”
Nadia turned to the white board and wrote “15 Trillion watt-hours”. She said, “That’s
how much energy we humans use each hour, world-wide. That’s about 26 lit-up old-style
hundred watt light bulbs per person, burning all-day, every day, for every person on the planet.”
She turned back to the board and added the phrase “86% of” in front of the 15 Trillion.
She said, “Eighty-six percent of the 15 Trillion comes from burning coal, and petroleum
products, and natural gas.” She paused, then added, “If we are going to stop making excess
carbon dioxide, then we must replace these fossil fuels -coal, and petroleum products, and
natural gas- with something else. What can we use to replace these fossil fuels?”
There were answers from all over the room, “The Polywell! Wind turbines! Biomass!
Solar energy! Geothermal! Nuclear power!”
“Yes, yes, maybe, yes, yes, not sure what you mean by nuclear power, but let’s not worry
about that right now. For tomorrow, let’s do a little bit of comparing with the first two of those
choices: Polywell and wind turbines.” She turned to the whiteboard and made a simple table
below the 86% of 15 Trillion watt-hours.

“Ms. Samoilova! What does the “efficiency” mean?”
“I think you probably know already. Why don’t you tell everyone what you think it
means?”
“How effective it is? How much power it can actually deliver?”
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“So if we have a 100 million watt wind farm, how many watts will it actually deliver on
average? Don’t tell me! Everybody needs to work it out! Some of you look worried? Does
that sixteen percent bother you? It should! How many of you have seen the giant windmills at
the top of Tehachapi pass just sitting there, not spinning and doing nothing?”
Every student in the room had a hand up.
“I thought so. So maybe that sixteen percent is not so far off the mark? I told you there
were two problems for tomorrow. Do you know what they are?”
“I see at least six problems there!”
“Well then, it must be that each problem has several parts to it. Any other questions?
Excellent! The bell is about to ring. See you tomorrow!”
As the bell rang, the kids began shoving books into bags, standing, talking, and walking
toward the door. A young man with a laptop edged his way through the group toward the front.
He had dark brown eyes and short brown hair, with a day’s growth of beard darkening his chin.
He was wearing a white tee shirt and jeans, was over six feet tall, and weighed close to 190
pounds. “Ms. Samoilova, I need to talk to you after class. Do you have time today?”
“I probably have a few minutes, what’s the problem Thomas?”
“I don’t think I see how to do these problems you assigned?”
“Really? Have you had time to try? Why don’t you sit down right here. Take out a
paper and pencil, and let’s see where the problem is exactly.”
Thomas sat at the front center desk, facing the whiteboard. Nadia sat across the desk
from him, with her back to the whiteboard. I see you’ve already written down 16 million watts.
What’s that mean?”
“That’s 0.16 times one hundred million watts.”
“Yes. But what does it mean?”
“That’s the average power you can actually get out of a 50 unit wind farm.”
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Thomas wrote (0.86 x 15 trillion)/16 million.
“What’s that?”
“That’s how many 50 unit wind farms we need to totally replace fossil fuel.”
“How do you know?”
“I just know.”
“Unfortunately, even the best of us ‘just know’ we’re right sometimes when in reality
we’re wrong. In real problems –especially where money or lives are involved- you have to be
sure you are right. There is a way –you know- to be sure you are right.”
“Unit cancelation.” Thomas erased and revised what he had written. This time he wrote
(0.86 x 15 trillion watts)/16,000,000 watts/windfarm = 806,250 windfarms.
“So you believe we humans will need 806,250 windfarms to replace our present need for
fossil fuels. Right?”
“Well, is it right?”
“You wanted windfarms for an answer. The watts canceled out, and left you with
nothing but windfarms. You know enough to decide for yourself at this point.”
“But that’s only one part. You said there were three parts to each question.”
“Someone might have said that. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t me.”
Thomas wrote 806,250 windfarms x $175,000,000/windfarm. He stared at his figures.
“My God!”
“Pretty big number you have there! Just remember that Bush Junior’s little adventure in
Iraq cost us one trillion dollars. That always helps to put things into perspective. You know
what Thomas? I think you’ve got the general idea. In fact I don’t think you really needed my
help. I’m guessing you’ve got something else on your mind. Am I right?”
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Thomas stared at his writing as his ears turned a rather intense shade of pink. He opened
his laptop, started to punch in the numbers, and still looking at the laptop, he mumbled, “I
wanted to ask you out.”
“You want to ask me out?”
“Uh huh” he nodded, still looking at his laptop.
“Whew! I thought it might be something like that. You know, that’s really nice Thomas.
You are a great guy, and I love you like a son, in fact I wish you were my son! But you know
what?”
Thomas looked up at Nadia, his lips pressed together in a straight line, his ears still bright
red.
“I really am old enough to be your mother, Thomas. I’m forty-four years old – way more
than twice your age! But there’s another issue here, bigger than the age issue: I am your
teacher! What do you think when you see men teachers my age flirting with high school girls?”
“I think they’re perverts.”
“Exactly.”
“But that’s different!”
“No. It isn’t. It’s exactly the same. If we went out together and someone who knew us
saw us together, I would be fired, and you would be the laughingstock of the entire school.
Neither one of us would be able to show our face again. You might not graduate, and I could
lose my teaching certificate. So, no, even though we might have feelings for each other, we just
have to live our lives as normal people, and forget about any thoughts of any kind of a
relationship.” She stood, walked over to the classroom door and opened it, waiting while
Thomas gathered up his work and his laptop, and walked out.
“Goodnight, Ms. Samoilova.”
“See you tomorrow Thomas.”
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She watched him as he turned into the stairwell to leave, then headed down the hall in the
opposite direction.
The principal, Dave Ostash was in his office when Nadia arrived. He had an athlete’s
build, was about 40, with his head shaved smooth, he was wearing tan dockers and a dark green
polo with a Burro - the school mascot in white under the left collar.
“Do you have a minute, Dave?” Nadia leaned against the door. “I’ve got one of those
very weird problems that you asked us to tell you about. I really don’t want you to do anything
about it, but still, I think you should know.”
“Sure, sure, Nadia. Sit down.” He motioned to the empty chair at his desk.
She stepped up to the back of the chair, gripping it, but still standing. “Tommy Jepson
asked me out. It was not a joke. He was totally serious.”
Dave raised his eyebrows. “I see. What did you tell him?”
“I told him he was a good kid – which he is – and told him that I love him like the son I
wish I had, that I’m old enough to be his mother, and that he would be publicly humiliated and I
would be fired if we got caught doing such a foolish stupid thing. Then I told him that I
expected to see him tomorrow in class. You might want to check the conversation yourself. We
were sitting right in front of the camera.”
“I don’t think that will be necessary. I would think that what you said will likely produce
the desired result. How did he take it?”
“He picked up his stuff, said, ‘Goodnight, Ms Samoilova’ and headed down the stairs.
You know, until today, I always hated those cameras, but now I can see the need.”
“Okay, well thanks for the heads up. It’s always good to know what’s going on.”
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Oct. 7, 2013 – Chapter 12 - Capt. Lazar & Adm. Klunder
Office of Navy Captain Dennis Lazar, Commanding Officer
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Sir, Rear Admiral Klunder is on line 1 and the line is secure.”
Captain Lazar picked up the phone, “Matt this Dennis, thanks for returning my call.
Have you seen the orders I just received from the Secretary of Energy?”
Rear Admiral Klunder replied, “No but I’m guessing that any orders to you from the
Secretary of Energy would have to be a prank.”
“The orders are certainly absurd, but I don’t think they are a prank. Let me forward them
to you right now.”
To: Capt D. Lazar, CO NAWS China Lake
From: Dr. E. Schumacher, Sec Energy
It has come to my attention that NAWS China Lake has constructed and is
now operating a nuclear fusion reactor without the knowledge, advice, supervision, or
consent of the Department of Energy or any of its agencies.
One of the congressionally mandated missions of the Department of Energy is
nuclear reactor production for the United States Navy. Additionally, the Department
of Energy is responsible for the funding, supervision, and coordination of all fusion
research by the United States.
In accordance with the above cited mandate and responsibilities I do hereby
order you to direct the immediate cessation of all energy production by said nuclear
fusion reactor. The reactor, all related parts, computers, hard drives, any digital
programs or other digital media, and all hard copies, documents, plans, schematics,
parts lists, operating manuals, contracts, etc. shall become the property of the
Department of Energy, and shall be forwarded to us in a timely manner.
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“Here it is Dennis, I’ve got it on my computer. Let me read it right now.” Rear Admiral
Klunder paused, then continued, “My, my, my. It looks like Admiral Donald’s worst nightmare
has come to pass. You know, he once told my predecessor Rear Admiral Carr that there was to
be no publicity whatever about the Polywell.”
Dennis said, “I had heard that, and I did my best to keep it under wraps, but Secretary
Hagel told me that things had changed in Washington. Apparently no one told Secretary
Schumacher. I’ll tell Dr Wright immediately, and we’ll get started on the shut-down.”
“Captain Lazar, you will do no such thing. Last I heard, I was your CO, and Secretary
Schumacher was not even in your chain of command. I’m going to delete this abomination from
my email and pretend I never saw it, and you are going to do the same thing. Have a good day
sir!”
“Yes Sir!”

_ _ _ _
Home Office of retired Mass-F Energy CEO Ron Shippingport
Ron Shippingport is asleep at his enormous mahogany desk. The walls are paneled in
dark oak. Ron’s desk is positioned to have a stunning view of the Appalachian Mountains. The
sun is shining and trees are already ablaze with fall colors. The phone is ringing.
“This is Ron.”
“Ron this is Cal Schumacher.”
“Cal Schumacher. Do I know you? How did you get this number?”
“Sorry. Ralph Perkins gave me your number. I’m Dr. Calvin Schumacher, the Secretary
of Energy - my friends call me Dr. Shoe.”
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“Right! Dr. Shoe! We have met, I believe. I’m a little groggy, I just woke up. How can
I help!”
“Well, you might be a little surprised to hear this, but it seems we have a mutual
problem.”
Ron said, “Why would that be surprising? We’re both in the energy business, right?”
Dr. Shoe replied, “Yes, that is certainly true: we’re both in the energy business. Anyway,
I’m calling about this Polywell fusion reactor that popped up out of nowhere. You know about
it, right?”
“Yeah, yeah, I know about it. CBS called me. Put me on the spot with some Al Gore
quote. Can you believe it?”
“Oh yes, I can believe it.”
Ron continued, “Anyway, you don’t need to worry about this Polywell. You know that
nuclear energy with all its recent disasters is on the way out, and clean coal with its near-perfect
reliability and its impeccable safety record is on the rise. Our new technologies like carbon
sequestration will reduce Coal’s carbon footprint by half in the near future. There is absolutely
no reason to be pursuing such an expensive and unreliable alternative.”
“Ron, that’s bullshit. We both need to worry about the Polywell. There’s no such thing
as clean coal. Your safety record sucks big time, and both of us know it. So just shut up and
listen. I guarantee you the Polywell works. If it goes into production, its energy will be cheaper
than coal, and it will put you out of business. Totally. I don’t know of any energy source
anywhere that would be better than this, once it goes into production. And if it did, why would
congress ever again appropriate so much as a wooden nickel for energy research? Why would
they? If it goes into production I will be out of business, you will be out of business, the coal
industry will be out of business and so will the whole damn department of energy and every
damn PhD plasma physicist that that lives off our funding.”
“I had no idea it was that serious. Can’t you put a stop to it?”

99

“It’s damn serious. I already tried to stop it and got nowhere.” Dr. Shoe paused, then said,
“Someone with way more power than me needs to address this problem immediately, as in
yesterday!”
“I think I understand what you’re saying, and I’m listening.”
“Ron, you’ve got the best lobbyists in the world working for you. Tell them to make sure
that Congress gets this message across to the Navy: For as long as that damned Polywell
continues to operate, the US Navy gets zero dollars from the US government. I think given the
present mood of Congress, a cut like that should be easy to sell. And they need to understand
that every scrap of wreckage from that infernal machine and every record of it that ever existed
has to disappear forever from the face of the earth, before the Navy gets so much as another
rubber ducky from congress!
“Do you think your guys can do that, Ron?”
“Considering what our guys have done in the past, what do you think, Dr. Shoe?”
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Oct. 10, 2013 - Chapter 13 – Jane & Jay Leno
NBC’s Tonight Show with Jay Leno. NBC Studios, New York
Jay Leno is out-shouting both the final bars of the Tonight Show opening number and the
applause of a happy, noisy audience. “Welcome back! I got a great show for ya’ tonight! Our
first guest, who with the help of the US Navy, is gonna’ save us all from global warming. As an
innovative researcher and engineer, she’s built a machine that can take the place of all those
polluting, coal-fired power plants here in the US and in China! She’s done more to change the
world for the better than Mother Teresa, Bill Gates, and the Prophet Muhammad combined. The
lovely, brilliant, guardian angel of all humanity, Dr. Jane Wright! Jane Wright! Jane Wright!
Jane wiggles her toes - secure inside her black patent penny loafers - then she grins, takes
a deep breath, and strides boldly onto the stage as the Tonight band plays Chariots of Fire. She
hugs Jay, twirls to show off her long pink sport coat and black pin-striped pants, then waves to
the audience and sits down. They applaud wildly.
Jay is laughing. “Wow! You’ve just shattered every stereotype I’ve ever heard about
engineers. Do you like engineer jokes?”
“I love engineer jokes. Do you know what engineers use for birth control?”
“Two minutes ago, I knew that one. Oh yes! They use their personality.” There are some
scattered snickers and a few laughs from the audience.
Jane claps her hands. “That’s right! Oh, I am so nervous.”
“You don’t show it. You’re a natural, you know?” Jay grins, “By the way, did you hear
what happened when Bill Gates, Mother Teresa and an engineer went to Kenya?”
Smiling, Jane shook her head no.
“They got captured by Al-Shabaab terrorists and were taken to the guillotine to be
beheaded. Mother Teresa asked to be placed in the guillotine face-up so her last thoughts could
of the heavens. The blade raced down its track, then miraculously stopped just short of her
throat. The executioner said, ‘if Allah spares her life, I cannot judge her’ and he let her go. Bill
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Gates thought, well, it worked for her…, and he asked to be placed face-up also. Same thing
happened, and the terrorists released Bill Gates. Not to argue with success, the engineer also
asked to be placed face-up. As she lay there looking up at the guillotine track, she suddenly said,
‘Oh wait! There’s your problem!’”
Jane and the crowd laugh. Jay grins, “Do you have anyone here with you tonight?”
“Yes, my teacher friend Nadia is with me. Hi Nadia!” The camera pans to Nadia who is
still laughing as she waves. Nadia is wearing the same outfit that she wore to the Department of
Energy award ceremony, her striped dress and red blazer.
“So, you and Nadia are in New York today, and you were in Washington when?”
Jane thinks, “That would have been last Friday, almost a week ago.”
“Okay. I’m wondering if you might be able to explain this picture?” Jay turns to the
large screen behind them. It shows two women splashing each other in the reflecting pool in
front of Lincoln memorial.
Jane stares at the picture, her jaw drops, she gasps, then laughs. “How did you get that?
We accidentally fell in.”
“Accidentally? Both of you?” Jay feigns disbelief.
“Really. Both of us. Truly it was an accident. We fell in, we were alone and nobody
was paying any attention. We decided to celebrate a little bit. I had just made my presentation
to the Department of Energy, and the pressure was finally off.”
Jay asks, “So that’s Nadia in the picture with you? She must be a very good friend.”
“She is a very good friend. We will have been together for twenty years, as of next
Monday.” The audience applauds spontaneously. “Even though we live in California, we’re not
married because we’ve been hiding in the closet…’till now….’till now.” Jane pauses, shocked by
what she has just said. “This is amazing! I never ever would have guessed we would be coming
out on national television! How did you do that Jay?”
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Jay shrugs and feigns wide-eyed innocence. “Let’s talk about that machine of yours that
you call the Polywell. Tell us why it’s going to save the world”
“Every year there’s more and more carbon dioxide in our atmosphere. That’s not
opinion, that’s observable, verifiable fact. A lot of good people believe that is what’s driving
global warming or climate change - I don’t care what you call it. If we don’t stop adding carbon
dioxide to the atmosphere, the consequences will be truly terrible. The Polywell can make
electricity reliably without adding carbon dioxide to the atmosphere. It is our only viable hope.”
“What about solar and wind?”
“Solar collectors and windmills are fun toys, but for serious large scale energy
production, they aren’t dependable, they’re very expensive, and it’s next to impossible to install
enough of them.”
Tongue in cheek, Jay asks, “But what about my car? Can you refuel my Chevy Volt?”
“That’s perfect!” Jane says, “That’s way better than even our Prius! The Polywell
generates electricity, so you can charge your Chevy Volt as often as you want.”
Jay grins again, “I knew that. I just wanted to brag a little. You know I’ve got 22,000
miles on it now, and it still has its original tank of gas?”
He continues, “What about clean coal?”
“Clean coal is an outrageous lie. As research for carbon sequestration continues, the
technology seems less and less promising, and consequently, the research funding has continued
to decline, as it should. There’s no such thing. Really!”
“But I thought nuclear reactions were dangerous.”
“Free neutrons and radioactive materials are dangerous. Neither the Polywell’s fuels nor
its waste products are radioactive, and there are no free neutrons involved in our reactions. The
Polywell is totally safe.”
Jay asks, “Free neutrons?”
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Jane says, “Atoms are made out of electrons, protons and neutrons. Electrons have a
negative charge, protons have a positive charge, and neutrons are neutral - they have no charge.
When an atom has the same number of electrons and protons, the whole thing is neutral. If it has
fewer electrons than protons, the whole thing is positive.”
She continues, “Did you hear about the neutron that walked into a bar and asked, ‘How
much for a drink?’ The bartender replied, ‘For you, no charge.’” Snickers and guffaws.
Jane –straight faced- goes on, “And then there were the two atoms walking across a road
when one of them said, ‘I think I just lost an electron!’ ‘Really?’ the other replied, ‘Are you
sure?’ ‘Yes, I’m absolutely positive.’ ” More laughter.
Jay is laughing, “You really are a natural. You’ve got me convinced about the Polywell,
but I hear the coal industry has every lobbyist in Washington hard at work convincing Congress
to kill it.”
Jane –now serious- nods yes, “That’s true. I know the Commanding Officer at China
Lake has gotten inquiries about the possibilities of shutting us down.”
“Well I’ve got to say I’m truly sorry to hear you confirm the rumor. Those poor guys in
Congress have such a hard time.” Jay pauses. “Did you know that, according to a study released
today, the average member of Congress can only speak at a tenth grade level. Which is worse
than it sounds, because the average tenth grader speaks at a third grade level.” Laughter.
“Did you hear about the frog that researchers just found in New Guinea that is so tiny,
they believe it's the smallest vertebrate on the planet.” Jay nods soberly. “It has the tiniest
backbone of any living creature, except for members of Congress of course.” More laughter.
“But at least they’re rich. There are 249 millionaires in Congress. So, crime really does
pay.” Silence. Jay stares at the audience. Shrugs.
“It’s been great having you here Jane Wright. I truly hope that all the right things happen
for the Polywell, and I hope good things continue to happen for you personally. Thank you so
very much!”

_ _ _ _
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October 11, 2013. 12:53 PM Aboard Skywest flight 6282 on approach to
Inyokern Airport, ten miles west of Ridgecrest California
“Jane, it looks like we’re going to be landing on runway 33. We’re on final. We should
be able to see The Birds motel anytime now. It should be just below us and a little bit to the
right. Look! There it is! Hey Look! The ghosts have water in their swim pool. Did you see
that? The Birds has a swimming pool on its south side, hidden from the intersection. It’s got
water in it, and it looks pretty nice.”
Jane suggested, “Maybe somebody bought it and changed the name.”
Nadia replied, “And opened it? All in a week’s time. I don’t think so.”
“Umm,” Jane said, “Then some realtor filled the pool today to impress a potential buyer,
and they were standing down there by the pool when we flew over it. I wonder if Skywest just
blew his sale?”
The airplane’s tires squeaked on the runway. Nadia sighed, “Okay, we’re down. I’m
sure glad that’s over. At least that’s an experience we won’t have to repeat.”
Jane nodded, “You mean coming out.”
“I really wasn’t quite ready to do that, you know?” Nadia paused. “My kids will be fine
with it, mostly; and I really don’t think I’ll get any crap from the school district. But my kid’s
parents? Some of them are going to have a problem with it.” She paused again. “I’m a little bit
worried about that, and I really wish it hadn’t happened.”
Jane took her hand, “I’m sorry. It was my fault. I was so caught up in the moment.”
“It’s okay. I know you were.” Nadia squeezed Jane’s hand tightly. “I understand. I just
wish it hadn’t happened.”
The flight attendant announced, ”Ladies and Gentlemen welcome to Inyokern Airport
where the temperature right now is 75 degrees. Please remain in your seats until the aircraft has
stopped.”
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Jane asked, “How could we have missed that? How many approaches have we flown to
that same runway. Ten? Twenty? How could we have missed that swimming pool?”
Nadia peered out at the airport, “Maybe when we’re doing the flying we’re more focused
on the runway itself and not so much on nearby structures like motels.”
The plane stopped. Jane stood up to get her carry-on. “Of course! That’s a pretty intense
moment, just before landing. And I was still flying with a flight instructor during most of those
approaches.” She edged out into the aisle.
Nadia stood up, “We need to get out and go flying –for ourselves- this weekend. I don’t
know about you, but I’m getting rusty again, and our poor old 180 needs exercise.” She smiled.
“Do you remember how I pushed you into buying it? That was more than six years ago!”
“Yes, it was January 2006.” Jane was inching forward, down the aisle, but had turned her
head back toward Nadia, “But you know, that push really wasn’t necessary? I really wanted to
do it anyway.”
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Jan. 2, 2006 - Chapter 14 – Jane’s Dream Job
9 PM. January 2, 2006. 3211 Holiday Court, Apt 12
La Jolla, California
Jane’s cell phone rang. “Hello, this is Jane Wright.”
“Jane, this is Erwin. We met once, a long time ago through a mutual acquaintance: a
Cliff Holt?” Erwin paused, waiting for Jane to reply.
“Okay. Yes. It’s 2006 now, so that would have been more than 20 years ago. I know who
you are but I don’t think we’ve ever met. I know that you think I’m really Cliff Holt, but I’m
not. I am one hundred percent Jane Wright and I excised Cliff Holt from my life many years
ago. But you – Erwin - It all comes back now! - You encouraged and enabled Cliff Holt to kill
Olaf Palme! Cliff did pull the trigger, but you were the indispensable accomplice! Olaf Palme
was a good man and he was right: nuclear fission really is evil. How could you possibly justify
such a terrible act, and what do you want now? I am surprised and somewhat concerned that you
could find my cell phone number.”
Erwin said, “I accept that you are no longer Cliff Holt, and apologize for my erroneous
assumption. I also apologize for our terrible error in having Olaf Palme killed. We have made
many such terrible mistakes, and we have been wrong so often that we are very uncomfortable
making requests such as the one I am about to make; but we can see no other obvious approach.
Tomorrow, you will be offered a job that in some ways will seem very attractive to you.
However, it is quite likely that you will experience a moral conflict with regard to the propriety
of accepting that job. We very much hope that in this case you will choose to overcome this
concern, and take the job anyway. Your acceptance of this job will prove to be of great benefit
to all of humanity as well as all of us.”
Jane said, “You’re telling me that I’m going to be offered a morally questionable job, but
you want me to take it in spite of any personal concerns I might have, and in spite of the many
serious mistakes you have already made in your attempts to manipulate humanity?”
“That is correct. There is no way we can force you to do this, but we sincerely hope that
you will consider it. Good-bye.” Erwin switched off.
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Jane, on the verge of tears, shook her head, no.

_ _ _ _
10 AM. January 3, 2006. Interview Room, Career Services Center
University of California San Diego, La Jolla, California
When Jane stepped into the interview room, two naval officers in uniform were already
there, standing at a table. “Good morning gentlemen. I received a phone call last night, and I
just got another call this morning. Both calls said that it would be in everyone’s best interest for
me to come to this interview. The caller this morning wouldn’t tell me anything else.”
“Sorry ma’am - security.” Both men presented their ID. I’m Commander Felix
Crawford with the Office of Naval Research and this is Commander Ted Borman with the Office
of Naval Intelligence. Why don’t we all sit down?”
Commander Borman placed a document in front of Jane. “Are you the author of this
paper, Containing Plasma through the use of High Intensity Magnetic Fields Created by
Capacitive Discharge?”
“Certainly. That’s my doctoral dissertation.”
Borman continued, “Your advisor Greg Benham says that you were instrumental in the
design and operation of the magnet coils for Polywells WB 4, 5 and 6. He says that you know
the Polywell as well as Robert Bussard. Is that right?”
“No, that’s not right. Greg Benham is not my advisor, and Robert Bussard invented the
Polywell. I just worked for him, until I burned up his WB-6 and the Navy pulled his funding to
help pay for Bush Junior’s sick little adventure in Iraq – unbelievable! What do you people
want?”
“Sorry ma’am, just being cautious. Your advisor is really Dr. Nicholas Krall. What we
are about to tell you is Top Secret ESI – the deepest of deep black. You will not ever tell anyone
what took place at this meeting. Also, before we go any further, we need to have you sign this
non-disclosure statement.” Borman handed Jane the form and a pen. Jane picked up the pen and
signed it.
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Commander Crawford cleared his throat. “We’re here to offer you a position as director
of a Top Secret Polywell development project. The goal of this project will be development and
construction of a full-scale 100 megawatt p-B11 Polywell. No one with your old employer
EMC2 is to know about this project. We know that Dr. Bussard will probably go public with a
funding appeal for his Polywell; and eventually the Navy plans to publically fund a second
EMC2 Polywell program at a minimal level. This second program will be a decoy, to minimize
chances for discovery of the real top secret Navy project, which you will be leading.”
“Pretty rotten thing to do to Doc Bussard. He’s got patents on the Polywell. What you’re
proposing sounds illegal as well as rotten.”
“We believe it is necessary. Doctor Bussard will be fully and legally compensated. You
probably know that he is dying?” Borman and Crawford both looked at Jane.
Jane nodded sadly. “What’s my budget?”
Crawford grinned, ”Five hundred million. Deep Black. Ten years.”
“Where will my lab be located?”
Borman said, “Security – we can’t tell you until you have accepted the position, but it
will be remote.”
“I decline.”
Crawford held up his hand, ”Uh, before you decline, let me add one small detail: we
have been assured that if you do accept the position, your friend Nadia will be hired starting
January 23, 2006 as a full-time physics teacher at a high school immediately adjacent to the
location of your new project.”
Jane stared at Crawford, took two deep breaths. “But I thought…”
Borman interrupted, “You thought you would lose your clearance if we found out you
were gay. Not so. Surprisingly, in this instance, the Navy sees your sexual preference as a plus.
You and Ms. Samoilova tend to keep a very low profile, and have few close acquaintances other
than each other. We see this as a good thing.”
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“Well this is all very interesting, but I will need to discuss it with Nadia.”
Borman said, “That will be impossible. You will need to decide here and now. If you
accept the position, you will contact no one except Nadia, and you will be taken to your new
assignment immediately. If Nadia chooses to accompany you, that will be her decision. If she
accepts, then she also will leave immediately.”

_ _ _ _
11 AM. Jan 3, 2006. Teacher Conference Room, La Jolla High School
750 Nautilus Street, La Jolla, California
“Jane, what’s going-on? The office sent this note for me to come here.” Breathless,
Nadia stepped into the room, looking from Jane to each of the Naval officers. “Why is the Navy
here?”
Jane said, “This is Commander Borman from Navy Intelligence and this is Commander
Crawford from the Office of Naval Research. Why don’t we all sit down?”
”There was no one to watch my class.” Nadia looked tense. “I need to get back right
away.”
Borman said, “This won’t take long. What you are about to hear is classified top secret.
You may not tell anyone what takes place at this meeting.”
“I don’t have a top secret clearance or any clearance. I was born in the old Soviet
Union.”
Borman said, “You are a naturalized American citizen and your clearance has already
been processed.”
Nadia asked, “This is why the FBI was here asking questions?”
“Yes. We need you to sign a non-disclosure agreement.” Borman pushed the form
toward Nadia.
Nadia looked at Jane, who nodded. Nadia signed the form.
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Jane said, “Nadia, these guys just offered me my dream job and I accepted.”
“That’s great, I guess.” Nadia looked concerned. “Why didn’t we talk about it?”
“They wouldn’t let me tell anyone ‘till I accepted – national security.”
Still concerned, Nadia asked, “So. Umm. Where is this job?”
Borman said, “It’s remote, but she can’t tell you where until you agree to come with her.
You need to decide now. And if you decide to join her, you will both leave immediately.”
“Without seeing my kids again?” Nadia was distraught – near tears. “Without even going
back to our apartment?”
Crawford said, “We will take care of your kids, your resignation, your apartment and
your move. Also a high school physics teaching position will be available for you at your new
location.”
Nadia bristled, “My God! This sometimes happened in the old Soviet Union! People
would just disappear. Jane, you already accepted. If I said no, at this point, would you really
leave me?”
Jane is sober, “I do not expect you to say no. I know that you love me just as much as I
love you. If things were the other way around, and you had to leave, I would follow you
anywhere. You know that.”
“If I say no,” Nadia, still distraught, raged on, “Then you will be just like one of those
ungrateful medical students that everyone has heard about. His little wife slaves away teaching
for years, putting the jerk through school. Then when he finally graduates, the jerk dumps her. I
supported us for four years while you got your PhD and now it looks like you really would dump
me – you are already committed – you will be gone, with me or without me. It doesn’t matter to
you!”
Jane took Nadia’s hand, speaking softly, “Nadia, you know that it does matter to me.”
“I know.” Nadia took a deep breath. “Nevertheless, there will be conditions. I very
much want to fly an airplane again! We will buy an airplane so we can sometimes escape from
111

this mysterious remote location wherever it is.” She hesitated. “And you will learn to fly! You
already said you wanted to. Now it will happen. Those are my conditions.”
Jane said, “Of course I accept.”
Nadia said, “Then I will go.”

_ _ _ _
January 10, 2006. Bernardio’s Restaurant 6601 W Inyokern Rd
One mile from Inyokern Airport, California
Nadia and Jane are drinking coffee. The remains of a late breakfast have been pushed
aside. They are facing the street – State Highway 178 – connecting Ridgecrest with the Inyokern
Airport.
Jane is talking, “We need to make sure that each of us is talking about the same plan.
There’s a lot to it. My understanding is, we’re going to buy that guy’s prehistoric Cessna 180,
and we’re going to keep it here at Inyokern, where we can both get flight instruction. You’ll get
your Private Certification right away, and start on your instrument rating. Then after I pass my
Private check ride, we’ll move the plane to China Lake and let their Flying Club rent it to people
who want some tail-dragger time.”
Nadia Interrupts, “But you’re sure that we’ll be able to use it whenever we want, as long
as it isn’t scheduled? Right? And the Marines are going to let me onto the field, as long as I’m
with you, even though I won’t have a line pass. Right?”
Jane nods yes. “Security says it won’t be a problem as long as you’re with me. And
considering that our plane will be five minutes away, instead of twenty-five minutes, I’d say it’s
worth the inconvenience. Are you okay with that?”
“I can’t see that it will be a problem.” Nadia muses. “Maintaining that antique – that’s
going to be the problem. It’s older than we are, and it’s going to need a top overhaul, probably
before we move it – and that will cost us nine thousand dollars, maybe more. I’m thinking we
should offer the guy thirty thousand, and be ready to walk away if he doesn’t like it. I hear he’s
had it for sale quite a while.”
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“You know that thirty thousand will wipe us out. If we buy a plane now, we will have no
down payment for a house. We’ll be living in an apartment again. Are you okay with that?”
Nadia smiles, “Being able to fly again is pretty good compensation to me. I’ve been
waiting for a house for more than twelve years, I can wait a few more.”
“Twelve years?” Jane asks, “It’s been twelve years?”
“Yes. You worked for EMC2 for about two years until they moved to Virginia.” Nadia
pauses. “Then you worked on your PhD for five and half years until EMC2 moved back to San
Diego -in what- July 2000?” She continues. “Then you went back to work with EMC2 for
another four and a half years until two months ago when the Navy cut off their funding.”
“Yeah, the Navy funded Doc Bussard until he finally proved the Polywell would work,
then they cut him off – totally twisted! I still can’t believe they did that.”
“That’s just how it is in a bureaucracy – doesn’t matter whether it’s the USA or the old
Soviet Union. It’s just bureaucracy – all mindless bureaucrats –even the president- just
blundering along. But it shouldn’t be too terribly long now before we can buy a house. I’ll be
making about sixty-five thousand a year, as soon as the new semester starts; and you’re already
making –what?- more than a hundred twenty-eight thousand? A hundred ninety-three thousand
total a year for the two of us isn’t too bad. We can live on that. We’ll be just fine.”
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Oct. 14, 2013 - Chapter 15 – Nadia & Kim
Room 214 Sherman E Burroughs HS, Ridgecrest California
Nadia is talking to her physics class, “I’m so very sorry that I was gone again last
Thursday and Friday. I hope that’s the end of it. We’re going to spend a little more time on
global warming –climate change- again today. Were any of you able to watch Jay Leno last
Thursday?”
“We all saw it!” Hands go up for two-thirds of the class.
“Ms. Samoilova!” Kim, the red-haired girl was still waving her hand. She was wearing a
sleeveless chartreuse blouse. “Do you really live with Jane Wright? My brother says that you are
both lesbians. Are you?” She smiled politely, blue eyes wide open, gazing at Nadia. There were
gasps and snickers from a few students.
Nadia pressed her lips together, looked away from the class, and said softly, “In spite of
that revealing little moment Thursday night on Jay Leno, I continue to believe that my personal
life should remain private. I would not have wanted my relationship with Jane Wright to be
exposed so publicly that way, but what’s done is done. I do live with Jane Wright, and –much as
I detest labeling people- yes, I suppose your brother is right.”
Thomas Jepson was staring fixedly at his opened laptop.
The redhead waved her hand again. Still smiling, she asked, “Ms. Samoilova, God calls
homosexuality an abomination. Do you believe in God?” The rest of the class was totally silent.
Several students turned to look uneasily at the camera. Janna stared at Kim with concern.
“Oyeh!” Nadia exclaimed. She stared out the window in silence for a full ten seconds,
then pointedly staring at Kim, she said, “One should always seek the truth. It is good to seek the
truth, even though such searching will often make you and others very uncomfortable –
sometimes even very unhappy or angry.” Then speaking to the entire class, she continued, “You
know that I grew up in Ukraine in the old Soviet Union. At that time, there was no God. We
never went to church, and such practices were very much discouraged. Do I believe in God?
No, I certainly do not believe in the personal Christian God or any other mighty ruler of the
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universe, passing small-minded judgments such as the one you just took from Leviticus; or a god
able to perform any miracle on his or her personal whim. If there is any god at all, it is remote,
uncaring, and utterly beyond our comprehension. I’m truly sorry if sharing my belief causes any
of you any distress, but I will say it again: it is always good to seek the truth, wherever it might
lead.”
“Ms Samoilova!” Mike, a thin young man in the back row asked, “Can you teach us some
Russian?” He was wearing a red tee shirt. He had black hair, a narrow face and dark eyes.
Nadia smiled, the tension relieved. ”We really need to touch on Global Warming again,
so there’s no time for a serious Russian language lesson, but I can give you a two minute lesson
in Russian body language. Is that acceptable?”
Mike nodded yes. Kim rolled her eyes. Thomas continued to stare at his laptop.
“Okay. Two minutes. Here we go.”
Nadia demonstrated as she talked, “Number one. In Russia, never point with your index
finger – rude, rude, rude! Instead point with the open palm of your hand, like this. You can,
however point your index finger at your own head, with a drilling motion, to suggest that
someone is crazy.”
Laughter.
“Number two. Never use the American thumbs-up gesture – in Russia that is the
equivalent to the American ‘one-fingered salute’ or ‘flipping the bird’ I think it is called.” She
grinned. “Another very offensive way to insult a Russian would be to make a fist and push your
thumb out between your index and middle finger. This may be equivalent to the American
practice of sticking out your tongue, though many say it is much worse than that. But it is okay
to make a motion of cutting your own throat with your thumb. That means you are full and you
can’t eat any more.”
Nadia crossed her hands behind her back, ”In Russia this means that I don’t mean what I
am saying, like the American crossed-finger gesture.”
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She extended the index and middle finger on each hand, and crossed them to make a
pound symbol (#), “This means, you should be behind bars for what you just said or did.” Then
she grinned and made the gesture to Kim.
Kim did not grin back.
Nadia tapped herself on the chin with the back of her hand, and her palm pointing down,
“This means I am fed up with this.
“I really am fed up with it and I’m guessing most of you are too, so let’s change the
subject.”

_ _ _ _
Nadia turned on the classroom Powerpoint projector and her tablet. “It is good to pursue
the truth, no matter where it takes you, even if it’s not a truth that you want to hear. This is what
former Vice President Al Gore meant by An Inconvenient Truth. He was talking about global
warming, and that is something that no one wants to hear. This truth makes some people so
unhappy that they deny it completely, and argue that it isn’t even happening. I’m guessing that
there are people here in this room who even now are ready and willing to make that argument,
and you will have your chance tomorrow, but I would prefer to first make sure that you are
acquainted with a few fundamental facts.” She flipped her first Powerpoint slide onto the screen
in front of the room:
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“The graph represents many specific scientific measurements. These measurements are
facts. What do they tell you?”
“The atmospheric concentration of carbon dioxide is increasing.”
“Okay.” She flipped up the second slide. “Here’s another fact. This diagram summarizes
some things we know about the behavior of light waves and heat in passing through the
atmosphere and heating the earth. What does it tell you?”

“That’s the Greenhouse Effect.”
“Explain.”
“Some sunlight passes through the earth’s atmosphere and heats the earth; but the excess
heat radiated away from the earth reflects off the atmosphere, and raises the earth’s temperature.”
“What does that have to do with the first slide?”
“Carbon dioxide makes it worse. Adding carbon dioxide to the atmosphere is like
adding another blanket on top of your bed at night. It makes you warmer.”
“Okay, here’s another slide. What does this tell you?
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“As we burn more and more petroleum, coal, and natural gas, more and more carbon is
emitted into the atmosphere.”
“What is the form of that carbon?”
“Carbon dioxide.”
“What is the point of this map for 2013?”
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“The white is the minimum north polar ice cap in 2013. The tan line is the extent of the
long term average of the minimum ice cap.”
“What has been happening since 2007?”
“Some ice has returned, but the icecap is still very thin compared to the past.”
“Would it be good to know exactly how thin - in meters, say?”
Thomas read from his laptop, “The new ice averages one meter thick, but the old ice
averages three meters, so the total volume of ice continues to decline.”
“Here is another compilation of many specific scientific measurements. What does this
tell you?”

“It has been warmer in the past 10 years than it has been in the previous 100 years.”
“How much warmer?”
“About one degree Celsius on land, 0.5 degrees on water.”
Here’s yet another compilation of many specific scientific measurements. What does this
one tell you?”
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“The glaciers are shrinking.”
“Are all of them shrinking?”
“Maybe. You can’t tell from this graph.”
“What about this pie chart?”

“Okay. A few are growing – at least in 2009.”
“So, does all evidence point to global warming?”
“No. There are a lot of exceptions.”
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“So is global warming real or not or can we even tell?
“Here are a few links for you to look at tonight. If you are totally convinced that global
warming is real, I would particularly encourage you to watch The Great Global Warming
Swindle, which is the first link. “
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=D-m09lKtYT4
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gWT-EWKIR3M
“Do a little global warming browsing of your own choosing. Then tomorrow, come
prepared to defend your position: is global warming real or not or can we even tell? Give
yourself a lot of time –at least two hours- to do this. It will definitely be worth your while. See
you tomorrow.”
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Oct. 15, 2013 - Chapter 16 – Roz & Nadia
October 15, 2013. The Roz Levay Show, EIR Network Studio in Florida
“And greetings once again ladies and gentlemen, art lovers, correspondents, fun-loving
Americans and serious philosophers all across the fruited plain. It’s great to have you on the
EIR. This program – as an emailer just now said to me – this program is the very essence of
civility. This was a woman. She wrote me, ‘I’ve been listening to all this talk about how uncivil
and angry your show is, but you are the politest host I’ve ever heard, Mr Levay. I would lose
patience with half of your callers, but you are as nice to them as I have ever heard any talk show
host be. What is your secret?’ My secret? It’s pretty simple really. You callers are all our
lovable rank amateurs –and we treat you as such- wheras I am the highly talented, highly trained
broadcast specialist, a professional in every way, guaranteed and certified to be almost always
right 99.822 percent of the time.
“I have four audio sound bites on tap for you today that –more eloquently, more
completely, and more clearly than anything I could say in a lifetime of radio civility- that will
show in one succinct package how it is that your public screwels, responsible for the education
of your children, and funded with your tax dollars have managed to descend to the very bottom
of the dungheap that is American public education.
“Here’s Nadia Samoilova, the physics teacher at Sherman E Burroughs High Screwel in
Ridgecrest California, paid with your tax dollars, teaching your kids all about obscene gestures, I
kid you not. Listen to this”

Never use the American thumbs-up gesture – in Russia that is equivalent to
the American ‘one-fingered salute’ or ‘flipping the bird’ I think you call it.
“What could I possibly add to that? But listen, it gets better. Roll sound bite two.”

It is good to pursue the truth, no matter where it takes you, even if it’s not a
truth that you want to hear. This is what former Vice President Al Gore
meant by An Inconvenient Truth. He was talking about global warming,
and that is something that no one wants to hear. This truth makes some
people so unhappy that they deny it completely, and argue that it isn’t even
happening. I’m guessing that there are people here in this room who even
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now are ready and willing to make that argument, and you will have your
chance tomorrow, but I would prefer to first make sure that you are
acquainted with a few fundamental facts.
“The translation here for all you low information listeners is this: don’t contradict the
teacher. Let the teacher deliver all the leftist liberal climate-change propaganda first. Let the
teacher thoroughly brainwash you with her global warming drivel and propaganda today and
then tomorrow, if you can still think at all, you will be allowed to object.
“You know…I think the cult of climate change...is in its final days. The polling data is
such that the vast majority of the American people now do not buy this: they associate climate
with weather, and it isn't getting warmer. There is no sign of warming. Nothing that has been
predicted is happening. Nothing since 1980 when all this really started in earnest, - none of it is
happening. There are no massive floods. There are no massive earthquakes. It's not swelteringly
hot. This was an unusually cool summer. Most people look at the claims of climate change – all
the oppressive heat and flooding and don't see any evidence. They say, ‘Where is it?’ These
guys have had to change the terminology from ‘global warming’ to ‘climate change’ and now
any extreme weather is said to be because of that. This thing, this UN report we had last month,
this IPCC report, is a last-gasp effort.
“Everybody involved in this, from Algore on down on his side of the aisle, is simply
doing this for two reasons. They're making big money out of it. They're establishing
relationships with crony capitalists with it. They're making big money, and, at the same time,
they're advancing the liberal agenda. That's one of their objectives. But in terms of actually
creating a groundswell of public opinion and support, they're not.
“But again they're leftists. It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter whether people oppose
them or support it. They're gonna do what they're gonna do, and they're gonna keep at it. So it's a
last-gasp effort in order to convince people that it's real, but they are not going away. Leftists
don't give up anything once they get started on it as evidenced by what's happening in the
country now, given the social agenda and the political agenda.
“This is a political movement, folks. Global warming -climate change- is a leftist,
Democrat Party political movement. If I could just make everybody believe that, it would be the
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end of this. The science doesn't stand on its own. The science is not enough to persuade the
world that we're getting warmer. So we need a consensus of scientists to say that it is. But then
when you have a consensus, i.e., a vote, do you have science?
“Let's say some Looney Toon wants to postulate that the earth is flat today -some Looney
Toon or some wacko from the sixties - let's say he went out and paid a bunch of scientists and he
had a pool of a hundred scientists - and he found 55 of 'em to agree. Consensus of scientists says
the earth is flat. But of course you can have all the consensus in the world you want, but it still
isn't true. And science has never been up to a vote, not real science. Politics always is. And
that's exactly what this is. They are so invested in their models and they are so invested in the
long term politics of this. The longer this goes, the richer they get. They don't want it to end.”

_ _ _ _
“Here’s Nadia Samoilova at Sherman E Burroughs High Screwel in Ridgecrest California
again:”

You know that I grew up in Ukraine in the old Soviet Union. At that time,
there was no God. We never went to church, and such practices were very
much discouraged. Do I believe in God? No, I certainly do not believe in
the personal Christian God or any other mighty ruler of the universe able to
perform miracles on his or her personal whim. If there is any god at all, it is
remote, uncaring, and utterly beyond our comprehension.
“This is a teacher in your public screwels and by her own admission she is an atheist. I
believe in freedom of religion but I do not believe that an atheist should ever have the right to
teach our kids in our public screwels. When our founding fathers spoke and wrote about
freedom of religion, they meant freedom to choose your religion. They did not mean freedom to
choose no religion. Sorry folks, I just can’t stand it.
“Oh, I wish you could see the video I have here that goes with my last sound bite. The
first voice you hear is this beautiful, truly angelic, innocent little red-haired girl in a green
blouse. She’s so beautiful, it just brings tears to my eyes.”

Ms. Samoilova! Do you really live with Jane Wright? My brother says that
you are both lesbians. Are you?...
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“And here is the answer from her teacher Nadia Samoilova.”

…. I do live with Jane Wright, and –much as I detest labeling people- yes, I
suppose your brother is right.
“I’m betting that sweet little girl doesn’t even know what a lesbian is, and this disgusting
dyke, this evil witch is already scheming to seduce her. So, let me see if I can put all four of
those sound bites together for you. This is very hard for me. This woman is such an
abomination. She is such a flagrant violation of every good thing I was ever taught that I.., I…,
I’m so upset that I can hardly even process this. Can you say Leftist, Liberal, Communist,
Atheist, Lesbian Climate Change Freak all in one sentence? Can you even get your mouth
around those words? I can, but it makes me sick. I want to throw up right here in our EIR
studio. This Leftist, Liberal, Communist, Atheist, Lesbian Climate Change Freak is a public
screwel teacher! She is using your tax dollars to turn your kids into more Leftist, Liberal,
Communist, Atheist, Lesbian Climate Change Freaks. And I just can’t believe this is happening.
This is at least ten times as bad as I ever thought things could be in American Education. This is
just beyond belief. God help us all. That’s all I can say is God help us all!”
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Oct. 16, 2013 - Chapter 17 – Ron Makes Trouble
Home Office of retired Mass-F Energy CEO Ron Shippingport
Ron’s phone is ringing as he picks it up. He looks at the phone’s screen and answers it.
“Hello Ralph, how’s it going?”
“Not very well, I’m sorry to say. This is not as easy as we thought it was going to be.”
Ron asks, “Why is that?”
“Well, the Republicans mostly support making the Polywell disappear, but very few of
them are willing to cut Navy appropriations to do it.”
“Can’t they just cut the Polywell funding?”
“It’s not their call. The Chief of Naval Research, Rear Admiral Matt Klunder controls
the funding, and he’s already made himself quite clear on that issue.”
“I get the picture. Well keep on doing what you’re doing, and I’ll see if I can stir up any
interest from my end.”

_ _ _ _
Office of Admiral John M. Richardson, Director of Navy Nuclear Propulsion.
Washington Navy Yard. Washington, DC
“Admiral Richardson, I have someone from Babcock and Wilcox on line one. Sorry, I
couldn’t get the name.”
“Admiral Richardson, how can I help you?”
“This is Carl Frieder of Babcock and Wilcox, we have a concern about our subsidiary,
Nuclear Fuel Services, the supplier of fuel to your Navy Nuclear Program.”
“Carl Frieder? Have we met?”
“Only informally, at one of those social things, it wasn’t particularly memorable.”
“I see. What’s the problem?”
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“We are very concerned about this new Polywell’s potential for causing a serious
disruption to the supply flow of nuclear fuel. That’s all Nuclear Fuel Services does, and as you
are well aware, they are the only organization that can do it. Some of their very best people are
already looking for other work. If we lose them, we’re going to be seriously compromised, in
more ways than one, if you get my meaning, Admiral.”
“I read you loud and clear, Carl. What are you suggesting?”
“I’m suggesting that when people start to worry about their jobs, you just never know
what might happen. I’m suggesting that the interests of the Navy Nuclear program would be best
served by the complete disappearance of the Polywell –with more than a little prejudice, if that’s
possible. This Polywell has the potential to cause the Navy all kinds of serious problems that it
seems your Chief of Naval Research is either unable or unwilling to see.”
“Well Carl, you’re not the first to call this office with concerns about the Polywell. I’ll
definitely check into it and see what can be done. Good day to you sir.”
“Good day to you, Admiral.”
“Emily, were you able to get the origin of that call?”
“No sir, and furthermore, I could not verify the name. The call may be bogus, sir.”
“Yes, I have to say that thought crossed my mind as well.”

_ _ _ _
Office of Navy Captain Dennis Lazar, Commanding Officer
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Sir, Rear Admiral Matt Klunder is on line one and the line is secure.”
“Matt this Dennis.”
“Dennis, I just got a call from my boss, Admiral Richardson. He said that someone from
Babcock and Wilcox had just called him. Babcock and Wilcox seemed to be quite concerned
about the disruptive potential of the Polywell, and they were suggesting that the Polywell could
cause all sorts of problems for the Navy.”
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“Such as?”
“Well, problems such as an interruption in our nuclear fuel supply chain, and there
seemed to be the suggestion of other dire possibilities as well.”
“They want the Polywell to go away. I’ve been hearing that a lot lately.”
“I know. But maybe this came from a different source.”
“Maybe?”
“Yes. Admiral Richardson seemed to think the call might have been bogus.”
“So it might have been from the same source as the others.”
“Yes. Well, I thought I would pass it along anyway.”
“Thanks Matt.”
“Thank you, Dennis. Talk you later.”

_ _ _ _
Walmart parking lot. 911 S China Lake Blvd, Ridgecrest, California
Jane found a note that had been placed under the windshield wiper of her Prius while she
had been in Walmart. She removed the note, unfolded it, and read it:
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She refolded the note, tossed it into the center console compartment between the Prius
seats, fastened her seat belt, and pressed the start button.
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Oct. 17, 2013 - Chapter 18 – Attack on Hope Creek
6:02PM CBS Evening News with Scott Pelley in Washington DC
“Just minutes age, an unidentified terrorist group attacked the Hope Creek Nuclear Power
Plant, located on the Delaware River just 18 miles south of Wilmington, Delaware. Sources at
the site emphasize that the nuclear reactor containment has not been compromised, and indeed
the reactor itself may not have been the focus of the attack.
“We go to Mike Rider in our CBS Philly News Chopper.”
“Scott, at this time, it appears that the terrorists drove a small landing barge up onto the
shore of the Delaware River, about 100 yards directly west of the reactor building. Witnesses
say that what appeared to be an old US Army Humvee was driven off the barge and through the
perimeter fence to the building that houses the spent fuel pool. The Humvee appears to have
been intentionally crashed into the side of that building. Explosives on board the Humvee were
detonated, breaching the spent fuel storage pool at its base, and draining the pool.”
“Mike, I’ve got to break in here, we’ve just been told that CBS, Fox News, and CNN
have all received the same email, sent at exactly 6PM, the time of the Humvee detonation. The
email messages all state that ‘the attack was to graphically illustrate the catastrophic dangers
inherent in nuclear energy and to provide the strongest possible emphasis to our insistence upon
complete termination of all aspects of the Polywell project at China Lake.’ There is no indication
of the group responsible, but because of the timing, we are assuming that the messages are
genuine.”

_ _ _ _
6:20 PM CBS Evening News with Scott Pelley in Washington DC
“In our continuing coverage of the terrorist attack on the Hope Creek Nuclear Plant, we
go to our CBS Science Editor Chenda Ngak.”
“Scott, the terrorist email message received twenty minutes ago suggests that the new
China Lake Polywell poses the same dangers as those posed by conventional nuclear power
plants. In the past few minutes, we have been able to contact Kristine L. Svinicki of the Nuclear
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Regulatory Commission and Dr. Carl Sovinec of the University of Wisconsin to ask some
independent nuclear experts if the terrorist allegations are correct. Dr Sovinec?”

I work with a large fusor here at the University of Wisconsin that is
comparable to the Polywell. Such a machine has almost no connection with
a conventional nuclear reactor. The two are as different as a toaster and a
bulldozer. It would be physically impossible for an operating Polywell
running the hydrogen-Boron11 reaction to pose even the slightest danger to
the public.
“Ms. Svinicki you and Dr. Jane Wright are both engineers who have done considerable
work in the field of nuclear energy. Did you happen to see her presentation at the US
Department of Energy on October fourth?”

I did.
“At that presentation Dr. Wright said, ‘There is such a thing as a truly good nuclear
reaction. The hydrogen-Boron 11 reaction is good because there are no free neutrons.’ Would
you agree with that assessment?”

From the standpoint of safety considerations, yes, I agree with it. In truth
there are a few free neutron side reactions associated with the hydrogenBoron 11 reaction, but these reactions are insignificant and do not pose a
threat to public safety.
“Chendra, Scott. Sorry to break in but the attack now appears to be much more serious.
Even though the containment for the nuclear reactor was not breached, there will quite likely be
a substantial release of radioactivity. After the spent fuel pool was breached, used fuel rods
were left high and dry. They became much hotter, and have now ignited in what people at the
site say may turn out to be a zirconium cladding fire. More on this in a few minutes.”

_ _ _ _
11 AM October 18, 2013 The Roz Levay Show, EIR Network Studio in Florida
“Now, the nuclear situation in Delaware. You notice whenever the drive-bye media gets
stuck covering a single subject like this nuclear problem, they start saying really crazy things.
During the news last night -I think it was on CNN- they had a guy who went on and on and on
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about how this is all uncharted territory. He said, ‘Nobody's even thought that the used fuel rods
could catch fire! They've never even thought about something like that!’ I look at that, and I say,
"Where did the drive-byes find these people? What do you mean nobody has ever thought about
what would happen if the used fuel rods catch fire?
“People who design and build nuclear power plants, they think about that all the time -especially since Fukushima Daiichi, but even long before that. Since nuclear power began this is
one of the things that people think about. To go get an ‘expert’ to say that nobody's ever
pondered this - that we're in uncharted territory? It's pure, fear-mongering hype. So all this
hysteria continues to ratchet up. The fear-mongering, and crisis-mongering continues. People are
wondering, ‘When will the plume arrive?’ and ‘How long do we have to live? Where should I go
to avoid the plume?’
“Think about it. This attack in Delaware was obviously done by professionals, not a
bunch of eco-amateurs. They attacked the known weakest point so precisely that they had to
have inside knowledge of that plant. Now as you know, I never make predictions unless I know
I’m right and I’m almost always right 99.82 percent of the time. I’m going to predict that when
all this radioactive dust has settled and all the investigations have been done - I’m gonna’ predict
that our own leftist liberal democrat regime will be found to have initiated this heinous attack on
our own country. The regime tried to scare you with climate change and that didn’t work, so
now they’re trying to scare you with their very own self-initiated nuclear catastrophe. These
people want to bring down our nation’s energy infrastructure to promote their own liberal leftist
agenda. These people are trying to scare you into adopting the regime’s latest eco-boondoggle.
They are trying to scare you into a wholesale adoption of the regime’s new Polywell.
“They want you to replace our entire electrical generating infrastructure with these
Polywells, and you need to see how utterly insane, how completely crazy this idea is. This is so
important that I’m gonna’ try something that I’ve never tried on this show before. I’m gonna’ try
something that all the media experts say talk show hosts should never do. I’m gonna’ take a
major risk and put this show’s ratings on the line because I’m gonna show you the math. Right
here on the Roz Levey show right now today, you’re gonna’ see the calculations that prove what
a total catastrophe it would be to adopt the regime’s Polywell. If you want to follow along and
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check my work, you’re certainly welcome to grab a calculator, pencil and paper, but you know
there’s really no need, because I’m always right.
“Ready? Let’s begin! The regime and the eco-nuts all say we’ve gotta’ replace 13
trillion watts of fossil fuel powered generating capacity if the global warming hoax turns out to
be real. It won’t, but let’s just play their game here for the sake of argument. Now this Polywell
girl, Dr. Jane Wright tells us that one of her Polywells can put out 100 million watts. So to
figure how many Polywells we’ll need to replace those 13 trillion watts of fossil fuel generating
capacity, we divide:
“13 trillion –that’s a thirteen with twelve zeros- divided by 100 million –that’s a 1 and
eight zeros. What did you get? I got a thirteen and four zeros, that’s one hundred and thirty
thousand Polywells!
“We’ll only need one hundred and thirty thousand Polywells at –what did she say? – two
hundred million dollars a pop. So we multiply one hundred and thirty thousand times two
hundred million dollars. I got twenty-six trillion dollars. Twenty-six trillion dollars to replace
our fossil fuel generating capacity!
“Let’s try to put twenty-six trillion dollars into perspective for our limited information
listeners. The total price tag on the Iraq war was just one trillion dollars, and that literally broke
the bank – broke more than one bank – not so very long ago. The regime wants to scare you into
spending twenty-six times the cost of the Iraq war to replace our fossil fuel generating capacity,
to fix a bogus global warming crisis that isn’t even happening! We don’t have that kind of
money. The good old US of A doesn’t have that kind of money. Nobody has that kind of
money! There isn’t a nation anywhere on the face of the planet that could fund that kind of an
effort even if we needed to, and we don’t.”
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Oct. 19, 2013 - Chapter 19 – Antonov 124
9:15 AM. Aboard Cessna N 8856Z, Parallel Taxiway, Armitage Field,
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Jane Look! Do you see that enormous white airplane parked out there all by itself
directly ahead us?”
Jane looked up from checking her handheld GPS. “It’s better, Nadia. The new handheld
GPS is better in every way than the GPS in that trainer we flew. I’m really happy we got this.”
“Forget about that right now, Jane. Look at the big white airplane!”
“Yeah. Okay, I see a big old C-5 parked on the ramp all by itself.”
“Jane, it’s not a C-5. The C-5 has a ‘T’ tail. How many white C-5s have you ever seen?
This has a conventional empennage. The horizontal stabilizer is mounted on the fuselage. That’s
my Antonov airplane! That’s an Antonov-124! My God, it’s been twenty-one years! I love that
airplane!”
“Armitage Ground, Cessna November 8856 Zulu, we’re going to taxi over to that big
Antonov and take a look at it.”
“56 Zulu, you’re cleared to the Antonov.”
They parked their Cessna 180 in front of the Antonov, and climbed out. They looked up
at the wide blue stripe, running the length of the Antonov’s fuselage, bold letters on the stripe
proclaimed AH-124 -100 Волга Днепр.
“Why does it say ‘AH-124’not ‘An-124’?”
“That letter you call ‘H’ is a Cyrillic ‘n’ sound.”
Jane was embarrassed, “Of course, I knew that; and what does the rest of it say?”
“Volga-Dnieper” only they misspelled the English translation over here.
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Jane looked further along the blue stripe to where it said ‘Volga-Dneper’. “So I’m not
the only ignoramus. Well that’s comforting.”
Nadia was ecstatic, “There are 24 tires on the main gear. Count them! Can’t you just
smell the burning rubber? How would you like to rotate the tires on that thing? I wish the hatch
was open. I want to go up in it! In fact, I want to fly it!”
Jane said, “Good thing the hatch is closed. We’d be in serious trouble. I’ll bet the
airplane’s broken. Why else would it be sitting here?”
“Seriously.” Nadia asked, “I wonder what it’s doing here?”

_ _ _ _
10:30 AM. Walmart Check-out, 911 S China Lake Blvd, Ridgecrest, California
“I not speak English.”
Nadia could hear the male voice in the check-out next to her. The voice was
unmistakably Russian. She turned to look.
The man wore a blue polo with the Volga-Dnieper logo near the collar on one side. He
had a dark tan, a white beard and white hair.
Nadia greeted him, “привет“. She asked if she could help. “Я могу помочь?”
The man’s check-out clerk said, “It’s ‘buy one get one free’ I told him to go get another
one.”
“Oh, no wonder!” Nadia told the man, “Вторая бутылка бесплатно.”
“Большое спасибо” The man thanked Nadia and dashed across the aisle to grab the
second Pepsi. He dashed back and waited for Nadia to finish her transaction. “Меня зовут
Сергей Михайлович.”
Jane slipped out of the adjacent aisle and stood next to Nadia. Nadia introduced her new
friend, ”Jane, this is Sergei Mihailovich.” She continued, “Сергей, это Джейн , я Надя”
“Приятно познакомиться.”
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“He says it’s nice to meet you. I’m going to ask him if he belongs to the Antonov-124.”
She turned to Sergei, “Вы из Антонов-124 самолета?”
“да.” He nodded, yes.
Jane said, “Tell him you flew it many years ago; and you want to fly it again.”
“Я пилотировал Антонов -124 много лет назад. Я хочу полететь на нём снова.”
“Боже мой! Я знал твоего отца много лет назад! Вы Надя Самойлова! Я слышал,
что вы могли пилотировать Антонов-124.”
Nadia was ecstatic for the second time in one day. “He says he knew my father! He
knows who I am! He even heard that I could fly the An-124.”
Jane asked, “But how could he remember such a thing?”
“Как вы можете помнить об этом?”
“Красивая молодая девушка пилот на Ан-124. Все русские мужчины знали о вас!”
Nadia turn pink and grinned. He says, “A beautiful young girl who can fly the An-124.
All Russian men would know about you!”

_ _ _ _
11:45 AM. Cargo Bay, Antonov RA-82044, on the ramp, Armitage Field
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
The interior of the An-124 was cavernous and partially filled with cargo. Their voices
echoed.
Jane speculated, “They’re hauling airplane parts. Those have got to be fuselage panels
for some other huge airplane. Each one must be at least 60 feet long and –what?- twenty feet
wide and 15 feet high? Unbelievable!”
“Sergei says they were hauling the panels for Boeing from Fort Worth, Texas up to
Everett, Washington when they experienced a total electrical failure, and had to land here.”
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“So, we’re going to fly a plane with no electricity? Definitely not a good plan!”
“He’s got it fixed already. Volga-Dnieper thought they would have to build the
replacement parts and ship them from Russia. The pilots and the rest of the crew ran off to
Disneyland and LA to play, but Sergei found replacements in the boneyard right here at China
Lake, and installed them already.”
“Wait a minute! Are you saying Sergei is not a pilot?”
“He’s the head flight engineer. He knows more about the An-124 than any pilot.”
“Umm. Let’s see if I understand. Nadia Samoilova will be the only pilot on board while
we shoot touch and goes in the world’s biggest airplane.”
Sergei laughed. Nadia turned and stared. Sergei said, “Maybe, I know little bit English,”
and grinned.
Nadia said, “We will have two pilots on board. You are going to be in the right seat, and
there is at least one bigger airplane.”
Jane moaned, “But I know nothing about this plane!”
“The An-124 is as easy to control as our Cessna 180 – actually it’s easier to land than the
180. And Sergei will be right behind us to take care of all the little details we miss.”
Sergei grinned, ”I work pilot checklist many time.”

_ _ _ _
Jane keyed the mic, “Armitage ground, Antonov Romeo Alfa-82044, at transient
parking, ready to taxi with Echo.”
“Antonov 44, Armitage ground, cleared to taxi. Hold short Runway 21.”
Nadia pushed the throttles forward, the engines spooled up, and the big airplane inched
forward. She rocked the rudder pedals forward, the big plane jerked to a stop. ”Brakes check.”
Nadia checked to her left.
Jane said, “You’re clear right. Looks like we’ve got it all to ourselves. That’s a plus.”
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Nadia turned onto the taxiway, grinning from ear to ear. “Check take-off settings.”
Sergei read the pre-take off check list as they taxied and checked to make sure everything
was ready for take-off.
Nadia stopped just before crossing the end of Runway 21, “Armitage tower, Antonov 44,
ready for take-off. This is just a short flight. We’ll be shooting one touch and go, left
downwind, followed by a full-stop.”
“Roger, wind 210 at 10. Antonov 44 cleared for take-off Runway 21.”
Nadia slowly pushed the throttles toward the firewall as she turned onto runway 21, and
the big engines spooled up to a screaming thunder. “Engine instruments check.”
The Antonov accelerated ever faster down the runway. “Decision speed now,” Sergei
called, watching the stopwatch and the airspeed. “Approaching rotation speed, now.”
Nadia eased the control yoke back ever so slightly, holding the wings level, and –almost
of its own volition – the big plane rose into the air. “Okay, watching climb speed, and holding
runway heading 210.”
Jane said, “You’re approaching your 940 meter pattern altitude. Start your left turn now,
30 degrees of bank max.”
Nadia eased a left turn into the control yoke, pulled back slightly, and nudged the left
rudder pedal – all the while watching her altitude and heading.
“Approaching 030, your downwind heading now.”
Nadia turned the control yoke back to level flight, and eased back the pressure on the left
rudder. “Armitage tower, Antonov 44, left downwind runway 21. Request touch and go. Gear
down.”
“Antonov 44, you are cleared touch and go runway 21. Wind 210 at 15”
Sergei said, “Pre-landing checklist, confirm gear down, landing power set, flaps set for
landing.”
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Jane said, “Cleared for landing, final is cleared.”
“Turning to final.” The Antonov was already starting to sink. Nadia rolled into the turn,
easing back on the yolk to maintain the slower airspeed.
“Rolling out on final, now.” She keyed the mic, “Armitage tower, Antonov 44 on short
final, Runway 21, gear down.”
Nadia rolled the wings level onto the runway heading. She watched the runway
perspective morph from near-rectangle to extreme trapezoid – the far end of the runway
diminishing to a distant point. In her peripheral vision, she could already see the runway on
either side, rising up to meet the wheels. She eased the yoke back. The airplane settled, and the
tires squeaked.
Sergei said, “Okay, take-off checklist. Set trim for take-off. Set take-off power. Set
flaps.”
Once again, Nadia advanced the throttles, and the engines howled.

_ _ _ _
Jane cut the fuel flow, and the engines spooled down to a stop. “Well, I have to admit that
wasn’t nearly as bad as I expected. You actually seemed to remember how to fly this thing.”
Sergei added, “да - yes. You remember. You good pilot.”
“Now I can die happy.” Nadia released her seat belt, and stretched.
“Well, maybe we could celebrate a little bit before you die. We have steaks already
thawed, and potatoes. Why don’t you two drop me at the apartment, so I can get the steak and
potatoes started, and you can go get us dessert and salad and a little something to drink.”

_ _ _ _
3 PM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
The table was set: table cloth, the china, and the good silver. Jane added a few flowers
from the deck. The baked potatoes were done – soft enough to give a little, when squeezed. The
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steaks were hot and nicely brown, with just a touch of pink in the middle. But Jane was starting
to feel uneasy. Nadia and Sergei were nowhere to be seen.
Shaking her head sadly, she put the steaks and baked potatoes in the refrigerator, and
walked to the market where she assumed that Nadia and Sergei would have gone. The Prius was
there, locked, but empty with no sign of foul play. Jane went into the market. “Hey Ben, was
Nadia here a while back? She would have been with a Russian guy with white hair and white
beard and wearing a blue polo shirt.”
“Nadia with a guy?” Ben shook his head. “I don’t think so. I would have remembered
that.”
Jane shrugged, a little relieved that she had brought her fat, black Prius key. She got into
the Prius, and drove back to the apartment.
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Oct. 20, 2013 - Chapter 20 – Jane & the Police
7 AM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
Jane woke up alone. Nadia’s side of the bed was undisturbed. She sat up and dialed her
cell phone.
“Ridgecrest Police Department.”
“My roommate didn’t come home last night. That’s not like her at all. We’ve been
together for twenty years, and she’s never done anything like this.”
“When did you last see her.”
“About 2 PM, yesterday.”
“Do you know if she was with anyone?”
“Yes, she was with a Sergei Mihailovich, he’s a flight engineer on a Russian airplane.”
“Do you know where he was staying?”
“No, his English is not so good; but I know where his airplane is.”
“Okay, listen. Let’s give her twenty-four hours from when you last saw her – give her till
three PM today. If she doesn’t show up by then, we’ll get somebody on it.”
Jane pulled on her sweatshirt, her jeans, and her tan penny loafers. She grinned,
remembering her plunge into the Lincoln reflecting pool. She thought, Nadia was wearing her
tan penny loafers yesterday. And her tan Dockers and her yellow tee shirt. It’s Sunday morning.
I could head over to the lab and get some work done, but I wouldn’t be able to concentrate. I’m
too upset. Why am I upset? Am I jealous because I think she could have run off with a guy?
Sheesh! He knew her father – he’s probably old enough to be her father! Or am I upset because
I think something bad might have happened. There was that idiotic note under my windshield
wiper….
Abruptly, Jane slammed out of the front door and up to the Prius. There was a white
envelope under the driver’s windshield wiper. She yanked it out, tearing the paper. A thumb
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drive fell out of the envelope onto the pavement. There was nothing written on the envelope.
She picked up the thumb drive, and slammed back into the apartment.
She pulled her tablet out of her briefcase, and opened its kickstand. She shoved a place
setting aside, and stood the tablet on their table. The table cloth was still there from yesterday.
She pushed the button on top of her tablet, and waited the few seconds that it took to boot up.
She pushed the thumb drive into the USB port on the left side of the screen, and opened the
computer folder.
A window labeled, “Removable Disk” popped open. It held a single movie icon, with
little sprocket holes at each end, like a piece of old-fashioned movie film. She tapped the icon,
and a movie opened.
In the movie, Nadia was underwater and drowning. Her lips were pressed tightly
together, her hands were tightly clenched into fists with the thumbs extended and quivering, and
little bubbles were coming out of her nose, her brown hair and her clothes. Her dark brown eyes
were wide-open in fear. She was tied to a heavy old metal office chair. Ropes bound each
forearm tightly to the arms of the chair, and a third rope around her waist kept her in the seat.
She was still wearing the tan penny loafers, the tan Dockers and the yellow tee shirt.
Nadia began to thrust her hips violently against the rope, over and over again, rocking
back and forth, lips still pressed together, trying not to breathe. Then she stopped. Her eyes
closed, her head flopped over, and her mouth went slack, bubbles escaping in large volume. She
appeared to be unconscious.
Jane remembered a time, years earlier, when an iron grip had held her own head
underwater until she too had passed out. She gave an angry cry of frustration and tears began to
blur her vision and run down her face.
In the movie, Nadia’s chair lurched, tipping part way over, then it started to rise. The
picture blinked, disappeared, and was replaced by a second scene.
Nadia was standing against a cement block wall, soaking wet, her clothes and hair
streaming water, her hands behind her back. “I almost died this time, but my captors have
assured me that they will not do this again. They don’t have Sergei, but they say don’t worry,
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they will let me go at midnight tonight – Sunday night. I say you should not call the police.
There is no point. They are holding me hundreds of miles from you, and you could not possibly
find me. Be patient! I will be home soon.”
Jane shouted, “Wait until three, my ass!” picked up her tablet and slammed out the door
again.
She punched the start button, put the Prius in drive and floored it. The Prius screamed
out of Sanders street and left onto Howell. She accelerated through the two blocks to the traffic
light, skidded to the right through a red light and onto China Lake Boulevard. She accelerated
again, this time to eighty miles an hour, covering the nine-block distance to California Street in
about 70 seconds, then skidding and again sliding sideways into the police parking lot.
She opened the center console compartment between the Prius seats, pulled out a scrap of
paper, grabbed her tablet, and got out. The door to the dispatcher’s office was locked, but she
could see the dispatcher inside. She started pounding on the door. “Open the God-damned door
before I break it.” The dispatcher stared at her, wide-eyed, through the glass. A uniformed
officer stepped up beside her, ”I can see there’s a serious problem here ma’am. Can I help?”
“Oh! Hello Officer! Yes, definitely, I very much need your help. Could we go inside? I
want to show you a few things.”
“I think you might have scared our dispatcher.” He unlocked the door. “Hello, Bev. I
think everything will be okay, now.”
“Sorry I yelled at you, Bev. I’m the one that called about an hour ago and told you my
roommate was missing.”
“Right, and I told you to wait until three PM.” Bev looked at the clock. “It’s not even
eight AM.”
“Yeah, well, since I talked to you, a little more information has come to light.” Jane
turned on her tablet. The movie window was still open. “A thumb drive, with this movie on it
was under the windshield wiper of my car this morning. I’d like you to take a look at this. It’s a
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movie of my missing roommate.” Jane tapped the play button, and turned the tablet so the officer
and the dispatcher could both see.
They both stared in horror at the screen. “Grabs your attention right away doesn’t it?
Guess maybe you can see why I was so upset.” When Nadia passed out again in the movie, Jane
again gasped in pain, this time remembering her own terror bolted to a plywood sheet, unable to
move, and being held face down, drowning in cold mud until everything went black. Her hands
started to shake.
“Do you know where this is?” They were looking at her hands.
“No idea. But she’s going to address that issue.” Jane said, “You need to listen to this
part.” The movie had reached the point where Nadia was talking.
Bev said, “Okay, she’s saying they’re going to release her at midnight.”
“Right. And kidnappers always keep their word. Oh yeah, another thing, this note got
put under my windshield wiper while I was in Walmart, last Wednesday. I’m sorry to say, I just
ignored it at the time.” Jane shook her head sadly. Her hands still trembled as she showed them
the note.
The officer said, “Okay Bev, let’s call Eric and get him over here to look at this, right
away. And you might as well call the FBI, although I’m hoping we won’t need ‘em. With any
luck at all, this whole thing’ll be over before they even get here.” He turned back to Jane, “Eric
will be here in 5 or 10 minutes. He’ll want to go over the whole thing with you again, from the
start. But you can probably leave out the part where you were banging on our door.” He smiled.

_ _ _ _
11PM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
Sergeant Eric Ross was drinking coffee, sitting at Jane’s dining room table. “I’ve talked
to every lead you gave me – there weren’t all that many. And I’ve talked to all the leads that
your leads gave me. And there were quite a few of them. The High School Principal - Dave
Ostash – was very helpful. Did you know there are some wacko Tea-party nut-jobs trying to get
Nadia fired? And apparently at least one of her students is in love with her. I talked to the nut144

jobs. They said she probably had it coming –which I doubt- but they said they didn’t know
anything, and I tend to believe that part. The Principal thought maybe Thomas Jepson, the kid
with the infatuation problem might have reacted badly to discovering that Nadia was gay. I
showed Thomas the movie. He was suitably horrified – plus he has an airtight alibi. And he
knows nothing. I’ve heard nothing from the FBI, so I’m going to call it a night. With luck, it’ll
all be over by morning.”
“Boom, boom, boom!” There was heavy pounding on the door, then shouting, “Jane,
Jane, it’s Thomas. I know where she is. Let me in!”
Eric stood up. “Let me.” He opened the door, and stepped back.
Thomas rushed in, “Oh. Hello Sergeant Ross. I’m glad you are here! Jane, Nadia is
sending us messages in the movie. We don’t have much time.”
Eric said, “This is Thomas Jepson, the young man who has seen the movie – the one I
was telling you about.”
“Okay... And…Thomas, how is it you know where I live?” Jane asked.
Thomas’ ears turned red and he stared at the floor. “Really, I don’t think that’s very
important right now.”
Jane said, “Right. Of course you’re right. So what messages is Nadia sending us?”
“Two things: when she’s talking her hands are crossed behind her back. That means
she’s lying – it’s Russian body language.”
“How could you know that?” Jane asked. “I thought her hands were tied behind her
back.”
“I don’t think so. Assume everything she says is a lie. Turn what she says around to the
opposite. She says, ‘My captors have assured me that they will not do this again.’ She means,
‘My captors will drown me again.’ She says, ‘They don’t have Sergei, they will let me go at
midnight.’ I think that means they do have Sergei and they will both be killed at midnight. She
says, ‘They are holding me hundreds of miles from you, and you could not possibly find me. Be
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patient.’ She means, they are holding her somewhere very near, we can probably find her, and
we’d better do it right away!”
Eric said, “Okay, let’s assume you are right, where is she?”
“That’s the other thing. While she’s drowning, she’s making an obscene Russian gesture
with both hands. She’s saying ‘Fuck you!’ in Russian, with both hands. That’s not like her.”
Eric said, “Is that right? Is she ‘flipping the bird’ to us all, as she drowns?”
Jane gasped, “The Birds! She doing it with both hands. That’s where they are. They’re
at The Birds Motel! I’m going now!” Jane had grabbed a kitchen knife and already had the door
open.
Eric grabbed her wrist. “Wait, you can’t go – especially not with that knife. What are
you thinking? I’ve got to get back-up. I can’t deal with this by myself. We have no idea what
we’re dealing with here.”
Jane twisted her wrist loose. “Tell you what Eric, you go ahead and call for that back-up.
It takes at least twenty minutes to get to The Birds Motel, and it’s 11:30 already. That only gives
us a ten minute cushion, and that’s not enough for me. I’m leaving now. You go ahead and do
whatever it is you have to do.”
“Okay, okay, we’d be calling for back-up enroute anyway. I don’t want you taking your
own car. You ride with me.” He headed out the door to his unmarked cruiser. Jane jumped in
the passenger side, still holding the knife.
Thomas got in the back. Eric said, “Jesus! Thomas, no! This is crazy! You can’t come!
It’s way too dangerous.”
“It’s dangerous for Nadia if we sit here and bullshit. I’m going.” Thomas fastened his
seat belt.
“Shit!” Eric started the car, turned on the lights and siren, and shot out of Sanders to
Drummond, then left onto China Lake Boulevard. He cut through Triangle Drive to Inyokern,
and accelerated to 90 miles per hour. “Dispatch, Car 4, officer requires back-up at The Birds
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Motel on Inyokern at Inyokern Airport road. Potential homicide in progress. Alert Kern County
Sheriff and CHP. We are enroute to The Birds Motel, crossing north Downs Street now.”
In the back seat, Thomas was grinning. He rammed both hands in into his jacket pockets,
rummaged around and finally pulled out a pocket knife. He open the blade.
Jane said, “The pool is in the back, and I think there’s a fence. I’m wondering about the
lights and siren – wouldn’t surprise be an advantage?”
“You might be right.” Eric shut off the siren. “We’ll keep the lights for now.”
“Car 4, CHP is enroute. ETA five minutes.”
“Roger that, advise CHP we’ll be behind the motel. Tell CHP to cover the front, and
send any additional back-up to the back. Call the FBI, advise them of the situation, and ask them
what the hold-up is. We need them on site now. We’re crossing US 395 now. ETA 2 minutes.
Advise CHP to cut the lights and siren. We want to catch these scumbags.”
The cruiser was momentarily airborne, crossing the Brown road at Inyokern city limits.
It covered the three blocks that were Inyokern in 30 seconds. Eric shut off the lights, and started
to slow down.
Jane said, “Motel’s coming up, there on the left. See the drive going around to the back?
The pool’s got to be behind that fence.”
Eric released his seatbelt, drove the cruiser through the fence, and grabbed the shotgun
clipped to his dashboard. Jane unfastened her seat-belt opened her car door and dove for the
pavement.
Eric leveled the shotgun across the top of his cruiser and fired it at a very surprisedlooking man who was fumbling with an AR-15.
Jane could see a dark shape at the bottom of the pool. Still holding the kitchen knife, she
dove in. The shape at the bottom was indeed Nadia. Jane grabbed the heavy chair with her left
hand, and using the kitchen knife in her right hand, she started frantically to saw through the rope
that went around Nadia’s waist. She heard a splash, then saw another dark shape swimming
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toward the other side of the chair. The rope at Nadia’s waist came loose, and Jane started to saw
at the rope holding Nadia’s right arm to the chair. She could see bubbles coming out of Nadia’s
mouth now; and even though her left arm was loose, it just drifted listlessly. The last of the
ropes gave way. Jane grabbed Nadia’s limp right arm and put it around her own neck, she could
see the other rescuer was doing the same with her left arm. They pushed off the bottom, kicking
frantically, and pulled Nadia to the surface. It was Thomas holding her left arm. They lifted her
up onto the edge of the pool. Eric still had the shot gun leveled across the top of the car, and the
man, still holding the AR-15, was on his back, covered in blood, arms and legs akimbo, looking
very dead.
Jane kneeled beside Nadia, pressing on her stomach. Water erupted from her mouth.
Jane held Nadia’s chin with her left hand, tipping Nadia’s head back with her right, opening her
mouth. Jane opened her own mouth, placed it over Nadia’s, and blew, watching to see if her
breath actually inflated Nadia’s lungs. Thomas kneeled across from Jane, starting compressions.
He did 15, about once each second; then Jane blew into Nadia’s mouth again, inflating her lungs
twice. Thomas did another 15 compressions.
Nadia coughed, vomited more pool water, and groaned, “What took you so long?” She
sat up, saw Eric, and the blood-splattered body of the man. “Where’s Sergei? Where’s the other
crook? There were two of them.”
Jane said, “Eric, there’s another crook and the other captive – Sergei, probably still in the
motel.”
Eric muttered something about back-up, shook his head and went into the motel, still
carrying the shotgun.
“Seriously, what took you so long?” Nadia asked again.
“I was so upset that they were drowning you that I missed your clues. Thomas was the
one who figured it out.” Jane nodded at Thomas.
Nadia looked at him, “Thomas! You saved my life!”
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Thomas cleared his throat, “Well actually, a few other people were involved. Eric drove
like a maniac to get here in time, and he smashed through the fence and shot the guy with the
AR-15. I was the one who first noticed you were using Russian gestures, but Jane was the one to
figure out that your thumbs up meant The Birds Motel. And Jane was the one who thought we
might need knives, and we did.”
Nadia asked, “Why didn’t you just pull the chair back up with the rope like they did the
first time?”
“There wasn’t any rope this time, and the chair was quite heavy. Apparently they
intended to leave you at the bottom of the pool.”
They heard another vehicle pull up and stop outside the fence. Car doors slammed. Two
uniformed Ridgecrest officers pushed through the smashed fence, guns drawn.
“Eric is inside looking for Sergei and the other bad guy.”
“CHP got the bad guy. They’re holding him out front.”
Eric came back out of the motel door nearest the pool. “I heard you say CHP got the
other one. ”Sergei was walking slowly behind him, rubbing his wrists.
“Right.” The uniformed officers were staring at the bloody corpse. “Also, FBI is enroute,
they should be here anytime.”
“That’s great, but I’ve got to get some rest before I pass out standing up. You guys can
stay here and wait for them. Let the FBI do what they want with bad guy out front. Just keep an
eye on what’s left of the crime scene until they get here.” Eric turned to Thomas and the two
women, “It’s getting cold and the three of you are still soaking wet, we need to get you all back
to Ridgecrest right now. We’ve got room for you too, Sergei.”
Sergei gave Eric a blank look.
“Ты пойдешь с нами. I told him to come with us.” Nadia looked at Jane’s wet shoes.
“Fortunately, I’m still in the lead. My tan penny loafers have had three involuntary dunkings
now, and yours have had only two.” They laughed.
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“No, wait a minute.” Jane said, “My tan penny loafers have only had one involuntary
dunking. Their second dunking was voluntary. However, if you’re willing to include
involuntary dunkings for all of my penny loafers, I’m ahead with four dunkings to your three.”
They laughed again.
Jane looked at Sergei, “Hey, that dinner I cooked yesterday is still in the refrigerator.
How about this evening at seven?”
Nadia said, “Сергей, вы сможете ужинать с нами в семь часов вечера?”
“Да” Sergei nodded, yes.
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Oct. 21, 2013 - Chapter 21 – A Very Bad Day
7 AM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
Jane’s cellphone rang. “Hello. This is Jane Wright.”
“Jane, Eric Ross. I thought you and Nadia would want to know that we were dealing
with top-of-the-line scum last night. The FBI identified them right away. Those two scumbags
were a long, long way from home. They normally terrorize striking coal miners and their
families in eastern coal-mining states like West Virginia. They usually do the dirty work for
companies like Mass-F Energy and front organizations like American Coalition for Clean Coal
Electricity. The FBI says the scumbags never would have been caught if they had stayed on their
home turf, but out here, they were too far out of their element.”
“Eric, I do have a question. There’s been water in that swimming pool at The Birds
Motel at least since October 10, and maybe before that. Were the bad guys actually planning to
drown Nadia eleven days ago?”
“No, we did check on that. It turns out that the realtor who is still trying to sell The Birds
is the one who filled the pool – just trying to make it look more attractive. The scumbags only
told the realtor that they were interested in the motel last Friday – the pool just happened to be
there when they wanted it.”
“Okay, thank you Eric. Nadia’s in the shower. I will pass this info along as soon as she’s
out. And thank you for everything last night – have a good day.”
“A good day to the two of you as well.”

_ _ _ _
9 AM. Office of Navy Captain Dennis Lazar, Commanding Officer
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Good Morning, Captain” Jane shut the office door behind her.
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“Good Morning, Dr. Wright. What I’m telling you is off the record – let’s just be Dennis
and Jane for a few minutes.”
“Okay, Dennis. What’s the problem?”
Dennis looked worried, “Problems. All aimed at the Polywell. We’ve known since last
week that the Coal industry has gotten a major lobbying effort under way, pressuring congress to
pressure the Navy to shut us down. But what I didn’t tell you last week – because it was so
unbelievably ridiculous – was that the Department of Energy formally ordered us to shut down
the Polywell and ship everything –all of the parts, software, files, and documentation- to them.”
Jane nodded, “The coal industry – that doesn’t surprise me even a little bit. Now here’s
something that I didn’t tell you last week: some crank left a threatening note on my car last
Wednesday, telling me to sink the Polywell project if I valued the health of my loved one. I
ignored the note, so they kidnapped Nadia, and tried to drown her.”
“Your Nadia? They tried to kill her?”
Jane nodded again, “The FBI said the bastards worked for the coal industry. But you just
mentioned the Department of Energy? I thought they had finally conceded that the Polywell
works. I was just there at the Department of Energy in Washington to receive their Top Energy
Reduction Award!”
“Like I said, ‘unbelievably ridiculous’. If it was just the coal people or just the
Department of Energy, we might be able to deal with it. But the rest of the energy lobby is
backing the coal people; and they are also getting lots of back-up from some very unlikely but
very powerful bedfellows: the Sierra Club and Greenpeace. It happens that their arguments are
sadly –no, catastrophically- misinformed; but as you well know, it doesn’t matter to Congress if
the science is wrong. The only thing that matters is how much money they can raise for their
next campaign. If Congress sees all the powerful lobbies pulling in the same direction, there is
zero chance they’re going to try paddling upstream.”
Dennis continued, “I say again, this is strictly off the record. But I was just having a
friendly conversation with my boss, Matt Klunder –he’s the Chief of ONR now- and he’s been
talking with the other high brass. They’re afraid of major cuts that could kill a lot of other
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important programs. Bottom line is they don’t think the Polywell is worth the bad PR. If push
comes to shove, they’re all for giving the Department of Energy what they want. And I’m
guessing the push is going to turn into a shove tomorrow – just my guess, you understand.”
Softly, Jane said, “The Department of Energy will bury the Polywell. Their physicists
decided years ago that it should not be funded because it can’t possibly work.”
Dennis nodded, “You know I am well aware of that.”
Jane mused, “So, a lunatic special interest group is trying to kill both Nadia and what
may well be our planet’s only salvation. As far as I know, there is no viable, carbon-free energy
source –other than the Polywell - that can realistically replace coal, oil, and natural gas. Really,
they are trying to kill us all, and it sounds like you’re telling me that there isn’t a damned thing
we can do about it?”
“That’s the way I see it.”
Jane stood up, “Thank you for the heads-up, Captain. Have a good day.”
_ _ _ _

10 AM. Polywell Development Laboratory and Power Station
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
She was in the lab, sorting and packing documents, when her cell phone rang. “Hello, this
is Jane Wright.”
“Jane, this is Erwin. Your work with the Polywell has given us hope. The Polywell
makes it possible for our planet to recover from the damage done by use of fossil fuels. But we
know about the many powerful people who are working to make the Polywell disappear. They
are so numerous and so powerful that we cannot deal with them. You are in a better position
than we are; you must do whatever it takes to save the Polywell. For the sake of this planet, for
the sake of humanity and for the sake of my people, the Polywell must prevail. We are all
depending on you!”
Jane turned off her phone.
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_ _ _ _

12 Noon. Arby’s, 830 N China Lake Boulevard, Ridgecrest, CA
Nadia took a seat opposite Jane, “I got your text. It sounded like you are still upset. That
was awful last night, but one of the bad guys died, they’ve got the other one, and it sounds like
the FBI even knows who was paying them. It was truly terrible but now it’s over.”
Jane said, “It’s not over. Last night the bad guys tried to kill you, but I felt like justice
was on our side, and I felt like maybe justice had even won, but that was last night. This
morning I found out that justice is definitely not on our side.”
She continued, “I dedicated the last 20 years of my life to Robert Bussard’s vision and I
made it work. The Polywell truly can provide safe, cheap, pollution-free, carbon-free energy.
And it can provide enough to completely replace the fossil fuels that are bringing on climate
change and global warming. Climate change could kill billions of people. The Polywell can
mitigate that, but the people in charge are trying to bury it.
She added, “This morning my boss, Captain Lazar told me that orders to bury the
Polywell are on their way. The Navy is going to order shutdown and dismantlement of the
Polywell, most likely tomorrow. I will have to tear it down and ship everything to the
Department of Energy; and the Department of Energy will bury it.”
Nadia blurted, “That can’t be right!”
“No, it’s not right, but it’s going to happen. The same coal people who tried to get to me
by killing you?...” Jane said, “Now they’ve bought enough Congressmen that –along with the
totally ignorant ranting from the Sierra Club and Greenpeace eco-freaks – they can scare the
Navy brass into shutting us down. And there’s no recourse.”
She continued, “I’m sorry Nadia. Here I am telling you all the problems with my work,
and you’ve just been through thirty-three hours of the worst hell imaginable. Oh Nadia, I was so
afraid! I love you so much, and I don’t what I would have done –what I would do- if I lost you.”

_ _ _ _
2 PM. Room 214 Sherman E Burroughs HS, Ridgecrest California
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When Thomas came into the room, Nadia said, “Thomas! I’m glad to see you are here
today!” To the class, she said, “Thomas and I had a pretty wild evening, last night.” Snickers,
laughs, and a gasp from the class.
“No, definitely not like that.” Nadia shook her head no. “Two thugs tried to drown me,
but Thomas saved my life.”
“Seriously?” Kim asked.
“Seriously!” Jane said, “Ask him if you don’t believe me.”
Once again Thomas was staring at his laptop, and once again his ears were bright red. He
muttered, “There was a lot more to it than that.”
“There certainly was more to it. You will not believe how much there was to it! Where
should I begin?
“Well, first of all, the thugs that tried to drown me were being paid by a coal mining
company – Mass-F Energy. They were trying to get to Dr. Jane Wright through me.
“Second, that same company and some other energy companies have bought enough
Congressmen now that they are successfully pressuring the Navy to shut down the Polywell.
“Third, the environmentalists have sided with the energy companies because they haven’t
taken the trouble to find out that there really can be such a thing as safe nuclear energy.”
Mike, the young man in the back row added, “Fourth, Roz Levay has been crucifying the
Polywell on the radio all this past week. He even went after you last Tuesday.”
“Just a minute Mike.” Nadia leaned across Janna ’s table and said softly, “Janna , I can
see that you are texting in class. You should know that’s against school policy.”
Janna said, “Yes, my other school had the same policy, but I am texting about the very
subject you are discussing, and this is important.”
Still speaking very softly, Nadia asked, “May I ask who will be the recipient of this very
important text?”
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The class was totally silent. Janna ’s whispered reply was audible throughout the room,
“My father, he is the Consulate General of India in San Francisco. He is very much interested in
these Polywell developments.” She tapped the ‘send’ button, and put the phone away.
Nadia stood up, “If we’re going to get anything done in physics today we’d better get
going on Newton’s third Law,. Nadia inflated a balloon, then let it go. The balloon went flying
around the room. “What does that have to do with Newton’s Third?”
“For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction.”
Nadia picked up the deflated balloon “Okay. But what does that have to do with the
balloon?”
“The action is the air rushing out, the reaction is the balloon flying away.”
“I see.” Nadia stood up straight. “Am I pushing down on the floor right now?”
“Yes, your weight is pushing on the floor.”
“So if the push of my weight is the action, where is the equal and opposite reaction?”
Again, the room was silent.
Then, “Oh! The Earth is pushing back!” Groans here and there around the room.
Nadia said, “Not so fast! Let’s consider that possibility. What if the earth was not
pushing back?” Again, silence.
On the whiteboard, Nadia drew an arrow pointing down and labeled it Wn. “That’s my
weight pushing down.” Still, silence. She drew a second arrow of equal length, pointing up,
head-to-head with the first arrow and labeled it Fe. “That’s the earth pushing back. What if the
earth was not pushing back?”
“Oh! You’d fall through, to the center of the earth!”
“Sort of like what happened when I tried to walk on water the other day.”
“Yes.” The class laughed.
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_ _ _ _
3 PM. Principal’s Office, Sherman E Burroughs HS, Ridgecrest California
Nadia peered around the door, “Dave? You wanted to see me?”
“Right! I was surprised to see you at school today. I thought for sure I’d have to find a
sub. You’ve certainly been through a lot – that must have been a real nightmare for you!”
“Yes. Definitely a nightmare. Did you realize that I wouldn’t even be here at all, if you
had not put the police onto Thomas.”
“How so?”
“Thomas is the one who figured out where I was. If it weren’t for him, they never would
have found me in time.”
“Whew! The police called back to tell me you were all right, but they didn’t tell me that
part. However, your recent kidnapping is not why I wanted to see you. Unfortunately, we have
another, very different problem on our hands. Ordinarily, I wouldn’t even tell you about
something like this, but in this case, I think it’s necessary. A small handful of lunatic parents is
trying to get you fired. They were at the board meeting last Thursday, but the board chairman
wouldn’t let them speak because they weren’t on the agenda, and they hadn’t talked to me first.
Since then, they’ve talked to me…” Dave rolled his eyes and shook his head. “…and they are on
the agenda for the next meeting, which –fortunately- is not until November 21.”
Nadia stared at the principal in disbelief, gripping the edge of his desk with both hands, “I
was kidnapped. Some thugs tried to drown me, and now some other thugs want to fire me? What
is happening? What have I done? I don’t understand what is going on!”
“The idiot parents have nothing to do with the kidnapping – they were at the board
meeting last Thursday night! It seems that they are big fans of Roz Levay – they listen to him
on the radio; and he attacked you on his show last Tuesday.”
“He attacked me personally? Who is this Roz Levay anyway? What did he say?”
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“His name is Rozdavit Levay, and he said a lot.” Dave looked sadly at Nadia. “And most
of it was pretty bad.”
Nadia mused, “Раздавить Левой –Rozdavit Levay – it is Russian for ‘crush the left.’”
Dave laughed,“Really? That’s very funny! I wonder how many people know that? As
to what he said – well somehow he got into our camera monitor recordings. He played audio
clips from your seventh period physics on the radio.”
“How could that happen? Is such a thing even legal?”
“I’ve been trying to figure that out – for sure someone hacked into our system, but they
left no footprints that I could see – our recordings are still there and undamaged. I’m guessing
that some kid’s parents alerted Rozdavit Levay to your remarks and the existence of our monitor
recordings. Unfortunately, such recordings are a matter of public record, and there really isn’t
much we can say.”
Grimly, Nadia said, “Okay, what audio clips did he play?”
“Oh, he pretty much covered everything. He played clips of you defending global
warming which Roz consistently says is a hoax. And he played clips of you showing how to
make an obscene gesture in Russian, confessing that you are a lesbian and confessing that you
are an atheist. Taken as separate sound bites, out of context, the way Roz Levay played them,
one can see why the parents are upset.”
“So! We have more of the same! Trying to destroy the Polywell – trying to get to Jane
through me. This is connected to my kidnapping, it is all part of the same nightmare!”
“I don’t understand.”
“You will. But I’m way to upset to speak coherently right now, and I don’t have time.
I’ve got to go think. Thank you for telling me.”

_ _ _ _
8 PM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
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The reheated steaks and potatoes had finally met their intended fate. The dirty plates and
an empty wine bottle sat beside the sink. Nadia, Jane, and Sergei were having coffee with their
apple crisp and vanilla ice cream. Sergei had heard Nadia recount first the nightmares of nearly
drowning, twice; and then the nightmare of the vitriolic attacks on her personal and professional
reputation and the potential consequences. Then Sergei listened to Nadia’s translation of Jane’s
narrative: first of the Polywell’s potential as a truly viable solution to the world’s energy
problems; and second of the attempts by the Department of Energy, the Coal Lobby, the Energy
Lobby and the environmentalists to destroy the Polywell.
Sergei thought for a moment, then asked, “Какова его диаметра?”
Nadia replied slowly, looking at Jane, “The fusion unit is 3 meters in diameter.” Jane and
Sergei nodded. “The total of the vacuum chamber and alpha collection screens are maybe 6
meters wide and 4 meters high? шести метров в ширину и четыре метра.” Again, both
nodded.
Sergei ate the last of his apple crisp, drank the last of his coffee, and finally spoke at
some length to Nadia. When he was done, Nadia turned to Jane and said. “Sergei says he knows
that the Russian government has many shortcomings, but self-destruction is not among them. He
is mystified that our nation would reject a gift such as the Polywell out of hand. He is certain
that Russia would welcome such a gift. He asks that we load the Polywell into his airplane, and
fly back to Russia with him, where you will be welcomed for the hero you truly are. He believes
that Russia would manufacture and use many Polywells, and furthermore, they would sell them
at reasonable cost to all nations, except perhaps the United States who would be completely
undeserving.”
Jane said, “But there is a small problem: we are lovers, and Russia does not like lesbians.
Did you explain the problem to Sergei?”
Nadia said, “Сергей, Джейн и я любовники. Русские не любят лесбиянок.”
Sergei smiled. “Я знаю, что вы оба лесбиянок. Я очень люблю вас обоих, но,
возможно, я не типичный русский.”
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“He says that he knows we are lesbians, and he likes us very much, but perhaps he is not
a typical Russian.”
Jane said, “I would be afraid for the two of us to seek asylum in Russia – I am all done
with the prosecution and the attacks. But tell him it was a good idea and thank him for the
offer.”

160

Oct. 22, 2013 - Chapter 22 – Jane & Capt. Lazar
9 AM. Office of Navy Captain Dennis Lazar, Commanding Officer
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Jane, I know this is hard, and I know how frustrated you must feel; but this is just one of
those damned unstoppable political inevitabilities that we run into in the military – although I do
admit that this is the worst I’ve ever seen. The orders are exactly as expected. Shut down the
Polywell as soon as possible, and send all of it, including spare parts, documentation, and
software to the Department of Energy.”
Jane stared into space, then said, “This isn’t going to be cheap. And if they really mean
‘As Soon As Possible’ you can forget about POs – nobody is taking purchase orders for big
bucks from Uncle Sugar any more – they’re all afraid they won’t get their money.”
Dennis said, “…and with good reason. I’m afraid I won’t get my money. What are those
damned Tea Party Congressmen thinking? Balance the books by not paying any bills? Any
idiot can balance the books that way! But when it’s all over, you have no credit rating
whatsoever.”
Jane shifted her gaze to Dennis, “Bottom line, here: I’m going to need a US Government
Credit Card with a limit of oh – let’s say – three hundred fifty thousand dollars.”
Dennis spluttered, “A third of a million dollars! That’s crazy!”
“There aren’t all that many airplanes big enough to haul the Polywell. And we sure
aren’t going to ship it back to Washington on a truck! When was the last time you chartered a
heavy lift airplane on short notice? Plus we’ll be breaking our contract with Pacific Electric, and
we’re going to need their high voltage people re-routing our conduits in the dead of night at
double time wages – otherwise –during the day- the whole base shuts down while we do it.”
Dennis relented, “I’ll talk to accounting. You’ll have your credit card by noon today.”
“Thank you, Captain – Dennis.”
_ _ _ _
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1:45 PM. Room 214 Sherman E Burroughs HS, Ridgecrest California
The bell had not yet rung. Students were still coming into the room. Janna was talking to
Nadia. “I have been texting back and forth to my father, and I talked to him on the phone last
night. My father is an engineer. He has friends in India who have been studying the Polywell.
He saw your friend Jane’s presentation to the Department of Energy on television. I told him
everything that has happened. How your country wants to bury the Polywell and pretend that it
never happened. He says that would be a crime against humanity. Countries like India
desperately need carbon-free sources of energy such as the Polywell. The Polywell could save
many millions of lives in developing countries like India. He says that India would love to have
Jane’s Polywell.”
“Seriously? And would India love to have Jane herself…and me – knowing we are gay?
There are many countries where gays are not welcome.”
“I can tell you that there is very little intolerance of gays in Bangalore. There are places
in India where gays are not welcome, but most of India is very tolerant. I will ask my father’s
opinion.” Janna started to text.
To the class, Nadia said, “Okay everyone needs to sit down so I can take roll; and you
need to be taking out your Third Law Problems. I will want to see them in about one minute.”
Nadia took roll, then walked around the room, looking at completed work.
Janna said, “My father says he already knows you and Jane are lovers, and he has gay
friends in Bangalore. There is no problem.”
Nadia looked around the room. “Okay everybody listen –this is very important- what I’m
about to say - in fact anything at all about this - is NOT to go outside of this room. Understood?
Does anybody have a problem with that?” She looked from one student to the next. They were
all shaking their heads, no.
Nadia looked at Janna , “Your father says he would love to have the Polywell. What if
that could actually be arranged?

And what if Jane and I were to ask for asylum to India? Can

your father assure us that it would be granted?”
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Janna was texting furiously. Thomas was watching her text.
Nadia asked if there were any questions about the Third Law problems.
Kim said, “Number eight.”
“Okay. Kim, have you ever fired a gun?” Kim nodded yes. “Then you know what the
action and the reaction are. Right?”
“I think so. The bullet goes one way, and the gun kicks back?”
“Okay. Now the action and reaction are equal and opposite forces. Right? And if you
want to actually calculate a force, you can do it with Newton’s Second Law. Okay so far? Now
look at the problem again.”
“Oh! I’ve got it! I know the mass of the bullet and I can calculate its acceleration. That
will give me one of the forces. And I know my mass and the mass of the gun together. The only
unknown is the backwards acceleration of me and the gun.”
“Did everybody hear what she said? Anyone have any questions for her? So that
problem is crystal clear to everyone now, right? And if you all were to see such a problem again,
everyone in the class would get it right. Right? I hope so.”
Janna said, “My father says, ‘Yes, India really wants the Polywell, and they truly will use
it to make the world a better place. If you and Jane ask for asylum, it will be granted.’”
To the class, Nadia said, “Alright everyone, pass the problems down to the end of the
row, now. Remember, nothing you heard in here today, goes beyond this classroom. Guess I
should have said that before I started last Tuesday. Is that right Mike?”
Mike jumped, and quickly nodded a yes.
Nadia bent over Janna’s table and muttered, “Tell your dad that sounds good to me.
Would you be able to walk home with me today, say at about 3 pm? You need to meet Jane, and
give her your father’s message, first-hand. One of us can give you a ride home from there.
Make sure your dad knows about meeting Jane as well. And, Janna, is he expecting that you
would go with us? If he is, I can see that you might be a big help.”
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Thomas was still listening.
Nadia took her phone out of her bag and texted Sergei about the meeting.

_ _ _ _
3:30 PM. Apt 108, 718 North Sanders St, Ridgecrest California
Not much was said on the walk to Nadia’s apartment, but as Nadia was unlocking the
door, Janna said, “Thomas wants to come. He asked me after school.”
“Come where? Is he thinking that this is a done deal?”
Janna smiled, “You know what I’m talking about. He wants to go to India with us.”
“Oyeh! You’re way ahead of me!” Nadia said, “But I suspected that might be coming.
Does he have any kind of a relationship with his parents? I wouldn’t think they’d be very happy
about such a crazy idea.”
Sergei came to the door. “Привет Наде. Кто это?”
Nadia said, “Это Яна.” Then she said to Janna, “This is Sergei. He has a big airplane.”
And finally she said to Sergei, “Можем ли мы полететь на вашем самолете в Индию, завтра
рано утром? Janna, I just asked him if we could take his plane to India, early tomorrow
morning.”
Jane had arrived, and was listening at the door. “Does India get to say anything about
this? Were you thinking about taking the Polywell?”
“India has already invited the Polywell and you and me. I’m working on the
transportation right now.”
“Мои пилоты в Лос-Анджелесе не одобрят этот план.”
Nadia said, “Sergei says his pilots in Los Angeles won’t like the plan. So let’s tell them
stay in Los Angeles!”
Jane said, “No, no! Just tell them that Volga-Dneiper sent another crew. And we’ll buy
tickets for Sergei’s pilots and crew to get to…where?”
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Janna said, “Bangalore.”
Jane continued, “Right, Bangalore. Tell them their tickets to Bangalore will be waiting at
the Air India desk at Los Angeles, International. Tell them they will get their plane back in
Bangalore.”
“Very cool,” said Nadia, “How are we paying for this?”
“Not to worry. U.S. Government credit card.”
“Okay, that should work,” Nadia said. “We’ll need to buy the tickets, and I suspect we’ll
need to actually pay Volga-Dneper for transporting the Polywell to Bangalore. Can you take
care of that while Sergei contacts his crew?”
Jane nodded yes, and took out her phone.
Nadia turned to Sergei,“Скажи своим пилотам, что Волго-Днепр шлёт другую
команду. Билеты ваших пилотов на Бангалор ждут у окна Air India в аэропорту ЛосАнджелеса.”
Sergei laughed. He took out his cell phone, dialed, then started speaking rapidly in
Russian. Then to Nadia, he said, “Они спрашивают, почему так быстро?”
Nadia said, “Sergei’s crew is asking,’What’s the hurry?’”
Jane looked up from her phone, thought briefly, then said, “That’s right! Boeing is all in
a twit because they just lost a big JAL contract to Airbus – all because they haven’t delivered on
time, lately. They want those panels yesterday!” Sergei shook his head.
Nadia said, “Boeing потерял контракт на Airbus из-за медленной доставки. Boeing
хочет, получить эти большие панели немедленно.”
Sergei immediately passed the message along to his crew, shut off the phone, then said,
“Нам нужен навигатор.”
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Nadia said, “We already have a navigator. She pulled the GPS out of Jane’s case. Sergei
nodded yes, smiled, then said, “Нам нужны люди которые будут работать с грузом.” He
looked at Janna, and shook his head. “Одна Яна недостаточно. Нужно два человека.”
Nadia said, “Okay, Janna, we need more people to manage the load. Sergei thinks you
won’t be able to handle it alone. Call Thomas. If he has a passport and if his parents say okay,
then he can come. He can tell his parents that if they let him come, we will pay for his return
ticket. Tell him he might have to do some heavy lifting and a little computer work. And tell him
to bring his laptop.” She turned to Jane, “Tell Air India to have a return ticket to the US waiting
for Thomas in Bangalore.”
Janna made the call, spoke to Thomas, waited a moment, then smiled and nodded yes.
Nadia said, “Also tell him to bring at least two changes of clothes, one change for really hot
weather as well as a change for really cold, in fact he needs to bring a heavy jacket, and as much
cash as he can scrape together. We are all going to be very busy for the next few hours, so the
sooner he can get over here, the better it will be.”
Jane said, “All the tickets have been purchased. I’m still trying to contact VolgaDneiper.”
Sergei spoke briefly to Nadia, then she turned to the table, and started to write as she
spoke, “Sergei thinks we better talk about the loading before we go any further. He says that
each of the Boeing panels weighs 8.6 metric tons, and he wants to know how much the Polywell
weighs.”
Nadia continued to write while Jane stopped her phoning and explained, “The Polywell
with its stainless steel vacuum chamber weighs about three metric tons, but the accompanying
APU, vacuum pumps, refrigeration and fuel feed will weigh another two metric tons. The five of
us with our luggage will probably total less than half a ton; and Nadia, don’t you think we should
bring all our books and clothes and shoes; and maybe our china and good silver and kitchen
ware? That’s going to be another half ton.” Jane paused, then continued, “And there are two
more big items we need to think about: our Prius and our airplane. We spent a lot of money on
them. It seems foolish to leave them behind.”
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Sergei said, “Prius, yes; airplane, no.”
Nadia put down her pen and asked why, “Почему?”
Sergei replied, “Prius легко. Мы должны удалить крылья из Cessnа. Эта процедура
занимает три часа. У нас нет времени.”
Nadia said, “He says Prius is easy, but we have to take the wings off the Cessna. That
will take 3 hours, and we won’t have time.”
Jane, still listening on her phone, looked up, “Okay, but why don’t we just taxi the
Cessna over to where we are loading, and if it turns out that we do have time, we can take the
wings off – otherwise, I guess we can sell it to the flying club, but that would make me very
sad.”
“Janna, we’ll take you home to get your stuff together and pick up you and Thomas when
you call us. Jane, could you do that as soon as you’re through phoning and then go open up the
Polywell Bay doors? Sergei needs to get started with the loading, and I’ve got to call Boeing
and tell them we’re coming. I almost forgot!” Nadia started to dial.
Janna said, “I’m not sure of what I should wear.”
Nadia stopped dialing, grinned and looked at Jane, “Let’s all wear Jeans and white
blouses, and the guys can wear Jeans and white shirts. That way, we’ll look like we’re all on the
same team. And Janna, on your first day at Burroughs, didn’t I see that you had black patent
penny loafers?” Janna nodded yes. Nadia continued, still grinning, “Jane and I both have black
patent penny loafers. Let’s make them part of our uniform and the guys can wear black shoes.”
Nadia started to dial again.
Jane smiled and said, “Okay, we’re legal. Volga-Dneper took our money.” Then she
started talking to Janna as they went out the door, “We’re going to need food. I think I’ll get a
tub of KFC chicken, cole slaw, some apple turnovers, and some two liter bottles of water and
pop.”
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Oct. 23, 2013 - Chapter 23 – Loading Antonov
1 AM. Polywell Development Laboratory and Power Station
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
“Morning ma’am. I’m Sergeant Wilcox, Marine security. Our night people saw a lot of
unusual activity over here, and I told them that I’d check it out.”
“Good morning Sergeant, I’m Dr. Wright, director of the Polywell project. We have
been asked to ship the Polywell and all its associated equipment to Washington DC, and this
Antonov 124 is probably the only plane that can carry it.”
“I’m sure this is all legit ma’am. The thing is, security wasn’t advised of this through
channels, and now I’ve got to verify that everything is okay.”
“Not a problem Sergeant, we can call Captain Lazar right now. His number is in my
phone. Here, go ahead and use it. I’m really not sure how he’ll feel about being awakened at 1
AM.”
“Actually, Dr. Wright, I have a pretty good idea of how he’ll feel. Why don’t we just
consider everything to be verified, and you can go right ahead with what you’re doing.” The
sergeant got back in his vehicle and drove away.
“I’m going to guess this is not going to be the only time we have people checking into
what we’re doing. That big shiny stainless steel Polywell vacuum chamber will be painfully
obvious to anyone who sticks his head into the cargo bay. We’ve got two stops before we get to
Bangalore: Everett, Washington and Irkutsk, Russia. I’m sure there’s no shortage of nosy people
in either place. We need a smoke screen – a distracting, obnoxious, repellent smoke screen to
cover up the Polywell.”
Thomas was eating fried chicken. He looked at the KFC boxes, and said, “How about
chickens? Live chickens are distracting and they really stink. We could stack crates of chickens
in front of the Polywell.”
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Nadia said, “Anyone else have another idea? That sounds pretty good to me. We’ve got
to get those chickens covering up the Polywell as soon as possible, and I’m not aware of any big
chicken farmers around here, so we’ll have to start loading and stacking the cages of chickens as
soon as we get to Everett.”
Thomas asked, “Aren’t the Boeing people going to be suspicious?”
“All the Boeing people will care about is getting their big panels unloaded.” Nadia
continued, “So, here’s what has to be done. Thomas, you’ve got to find a big chicken rancher
within –say- 50 miles of the Everett plant. You’re going to have to call him now –and I do know
what time it is. He isn’t going to be happy about it, but he will be a lot happier when he finds out
that we’re going to give him his asking price. He will be delivering the chickens to us at the
Everett Boeing plant. Tell him to be there, waiting in front of the plant at 9 AM. We’ll find him.
And tell him to be sure and bring his forklift along when he delivers the chickens. We’re going
to need it to stack the chicken crates. When he asks what we’re going to use for money, give
him the info on Jane’s US Government charge card.” Jane handed Thomas the card.

_ _ _ _
The bay doors to the Polywell development lab were wide open. On the ramp outside,
the nose of the Antonov had been rotated upward on its giant hinges to expose the open front end
of the big airplane’s main cargo bay. Sergei and Janna had used its internal overhead winch to
move the Boeing fuselage panels further aft and they had finished using the plane’s horizontal
winching system to drag the Polywell –mounted on skids- into the aircraft.
Sergei was just about to drive the waiting Prius into the plane when Nadia called to
him,”Как вы думаете? У нас есть время, чтобы удалить крылья?” She was looking at the
Cessna parked behind the Prius.
“Да” Sergei nodded yes, “I think we have time,” and went to get his tools.
Nadia turned to Jane, ”Let’s go drain the last of the fuel out of the wing tanks. He can’t
remove the wings ‘till the wing tanks are totally dry. And we’ve got to pull out the 180’s head
liner so he can get at the cables and the electrical connections.”
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_ _ _ _
6:45 AM. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044, on the ramp, Armitage Field,
Naval Air Weapons Station China Lake, California
Jane said, “Okay, we don’t need a tug because we can back up with the reverse thrust, but
what’s behind us? We don’t have any ground crew.”
Sergei pointed to the TV monitor above his desk, “Позади самолета нем ничего”
“Ha! We have a rear-view camera, and nothing is behind us!” She keyed the mic,
“Armitage ground, Antonov Romeo Alfa-82044 at warehouse parking ready to taxi with Kilo.”
Jane put in the reverse thrust, Nadia advanced the throttles, and the big plane began to slowly
back up.”
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Oct. 23, 2013 - Chapter 24 – Everett
9 AM. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044, on the ramp
Snohomish Co. Airport/Paine Field, Everett, WA
“Paine ground, Antonov Romeo Alfa-82044 clear of the active. We have some really big
747 fuselage panels to be unloaded at Boeing. We have not been here before. Can you tell us
where we need to go?”
“Antonov 44, Paine ground, Boeing has been called. They will have a follow-me truck
there for you in two minutes.”
“Roger, ground. One other thing: there should be a chicken farmer with a thousand
chickens waiting for us in front of Boeing. Would it be possible for someone to point him
toward our unloading area? We’re in a bit of a bind for time.”
“Antonov 44, Paine ground can do. As soon as the follow-me truck is done with you,
we’ll send him to find the farmer. I gotta’ tell ya’ though, some of the people up here are really
disappointed in your English.”
Nadia looked confused, “Sorry, ground I will try to do better.”
Ground replied, “No! No! That’s the problem. Your English is too good. The last time
your plane was here, the only English the pilot understood was, ‘cleared for landing’ and
‘cleared for takeoff’. It was pretty tense up here. So this time we brought in a nice Russianspeaking controller just for you.”
Nadia grinned, “Ой, простите! Должна ли я говорить по русски?”
A pleasant female voice replied, “No, English is just fine; but I would like to meet you.
Would you mind if I came down to your unloading area for a brief visit?”
“We’ll be pretty busy, but that would be fine for a few minutes. I look forward to
meeting you.”
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“Here’s the follow me truck.” Nadia eased the throttles forward, following the truck
down the taxiway. “Ground, there is one final thing: we’ll be needing a lot of JP-4. About 34,000
gallons, and like I said, we’re in a rush. Could you possibly send us four tanker trucks or do we
need to go to your refueling area?”
Paine ground replied, “Not sure I can gin up four tankers, but I’ll give it a shot.”
“Many thanks, 44!”
The follow-me truck led the big airplane into the Boeing parking area. Nadia could see
six people and two big flatbed trucks waiting for them.

_ _ _ _
9:30 AM. Boeing Aircraft Unloading Ramp
Snohomish County Airport/Paine Field Everett, Washington
The Cargo Bay doors were open at each end of the Antonov. Sergei, Janna and the
Boeing crews had finished winching the first of the big panels out of the aft end of the cargo bay
and onto a waiting flatbed. The chicken farmer’s forklift was driving into the forward end of the
cargo bay with a stack of caged chickens. Thomas and Jane were inside, feverishly stacking
cages in front of the Polywell. Nadia had driven the Prius outside to get it out of the way of the
loading operation. She was leaning against it, nervously waiting for the Russian-speaking
controller. Unbidden, the absurd waking dream of a flying flock of chickens flashed through
Nadia’s mind. She shook her head, thought for a minute, then walked back over to the forward
bay. “Hey, Thomas, Jane, it suddenly occurred to me that we may need to open all the chicken
cages in a hurry. Be sure all the cage doors are facing out, and be sure they can all be opened
easily.”
“доброе утро!”
Nadia jumped. “О! Вы там! Доброе утро! – Good morning!”
The woman had come up behind her. She was a blue-eyed blonde and was wearing a
light blue polo shirt, tan Dockers and brown shoes. “Sorry I startled you. I’m Jennifer Wilson,
one of the ground controllers. Are you the pilot I spoke with on the radio?”
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“Yes, I am Nadia Samoilova.”
Jennifer said, “I’m actually aware that English speaking Russian pilots are not a big deal.
That is not why I’m here. The real reason I wanted to meet you is that you are a female Russian
pilot. I had been led to believe that all Russian pilots were men.”
Nadia replied, “Not so. My grandmother was a Nachthexen. Female Russian pilots like
her drove the Germans crazy with night attacks during World War Two. My father taught me to
fly the Antonov when I was a teenager in Kiev.”
“I am curious to see the inside of your aircraft. May I?”
“Certainly.” Nadia turned toward the forward bay door. “Watch out for the fork lift.”
Jennifer gazed at the inside wall of chicken cages. “Where will you be taking all the
chickens?”
“Irkutsk.” Nadia improvised, “Chicken farmer in Irkutsk lost all of his chickens, and has
to replace them immediately because of contractual obligations.”
Jennifer watched Thomas and Jane, stacking the cages. “I met your engineer and the
Indian girl helping him. So, umm, where is your copilot?”
“Катя?” Nadia shouted. Jane stopped working and looked at them. “Katya, this is
Jennifer, the Russian speaking controller we were talking to.”
Jennifer said, “Your copilot is a woman as well? Now I am very surprised.”
Nadia said, “Both Katya and I prefer working with female pilots so we work together.
We definitely do better work that way.” Jane turned and went back to work.
“You are dressed as a team, that’s always reassuring. I don’t think I’ve ever seen black
patent penny loafers and jeans as part of a uniform, but they look good.”
“Uh-oh, here come the fuel trucks.” Nadia turned at the sound. “We’re going to be very
busy from now ‘till wheels up. I’m afraid that I can’t be very social anymore.”
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“Okay, well thanks for the chat! Maybe you’ll have a little more time on your next visit.”
Jennifer headed back to her pickup.
Nadia hurried back to the aft end of the Antonov. “Сергей, может Яна закончить без
тебя? Можете ли вы помочь с топливом?
Sergei replied, “Да, Яна может закончить одна. Я помогу с топливом.”
Nadia turned to Janna, “You’ll be finishing up here without Sergei. He’ll be getting the
refueling started.” Janna nodded, yes.
Nadia walked back to the forward end. “Are you two about done? And if so, can I have
Thomas? I’ve got another job for him.”
“Yes, you can have him. I can definitely finish this up myself.” Jane was still rearranging
cages. The chickens clucked softly.
“Okay Thomas, we’ve got to get a flight plan filed somehow. Can your laptop pick up
any public wireless links here?”
Thomas said, “The only public internet access here costs $9.95 minimum. All the other
links are password protected.”
“Okay, get the credit card from Jane and pay the $9.95. Then I’ll pass the card along to
Sergei, so he can pay for the fuel.” Jane handed Thomas the card. Thomas already had his
laptop on. He started punching in the numbers.
“Go to duats.com on the internet.” Thomas nodded that he was there. “Access code is
101493. Password is SamRite – no letter W.” Thomas nodded that he was in.
“Good,” Nadia continued, “We’re going to be filing an IFR flight plan from KPAE –
that’s Everett, where we are now- to UIII – that’s Irkutsk Russia, where we’re going. Use those
four letter ICAO codes. Most of the rest is obvious.” Thomas nodded yes. He was typing
madly. “We’re a type /G aircraft – ‘cause we’re using GPS; use 430 knots and flight level 330
for initial cruise speed and altitude. Our departure time will be 1730 Zulu give or take, time
enroute will be about ten hours thirty minutes. We’ll have 14 hours of fuel on board.”
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Thomas looked up, “Why didn’t we file a flight plan from China Lake to Everett?”
Nadia explained, “We’re just trying to keep the bad guys off balance. Without a flight
plan, we were hoping that the bad guys would have a much more difficult time finding us. You
probably noticed that Jane let the Marine Sergeant think we were headed to Washington DC, and
her boss believes the same thing. I’m guessing that the earliest anyone is going to suspect that
something’s not right will be about four hours thirty minutes from the time we left China Lake,
which will be about 11:30 AM our time, or about an hour after we’ve left here, if all goes well.”
Thomas asked, “So, why are we filing a flight plan now?”
“When airplanes enter another country’s controlled airspace without a flight plan, it
attracts way too much attention. With a flight plan, an airplane is expected, without one it is not
expected, and it will be presumed hostile until proven otherwise. We will be exiting and
entering the nationally controlled airspace of two –maybe more- nations; and I don’t know about
you, but I’d rather not get shot down. Also, we’ll be flying over some pretty desolate territory –
a lot of it covered with water or ice. If something goes wrong with the airplane, I think it’s
comforting to believe that someone will be looking for us. Without a flight plan, how would
anyone know where to look?” Nadia took the credit card from Thomas, and walked over to
Sergei, who was in the midst of refueling. Two wing tanks and two main tanks were being
filled simultaneously from the four refueling tankers.

_ _ _ _
10:30 AM. Aircraft Run-up Area, Runway 34
Snohomish County Airport/Paine Field, Everett, Washington
“Paine Ground, Antonov Romeo Alfa 82044, Request clearance. Ready to Copy.”
“Antonov Romeo Alfa 82044, cleared as filed. Fly runway heading, climb and maintain
three thousand expect seven thousand 10 minutes after departure. Departure frequency 132.95
Squawk 2713.”
“Antonov Romeo Alfa 82044 copy.” Nadia switched frequencies from ground to tower,
and keyed the mic again, “Paine Tower Antonov Romeo Alfa 82044 ready for take-off.”
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“Antonov 44, Paine Tower, cleared for take-off, Runway 34.”
Nadia eased the four throttles forward and taxied into place on Runway 34. She
continued to advance the throttles as the familiar thunder of the big engines rose to its deafening
crescendo. “Engine instruments check.”
The big white Antonov accelerated down the nine thousand foot runway, ever faster.
“Decision speed, ready now,” Sergei called, “Rotation coming up, ready now.” The big plane
rotated, and roared into the sky.
Nadia changed frequencies again, “Seattle Center, good day! Antonov Romeo Alfa
82044, level 3000 feet.
“Antonov 44, Seattle Center, climb and maintain flight level 330.”
Jane said, “Nadia, would you mind explaining what the ‘Katya’ business was all about,
back when you were talking with that Jennifer Wilson controller person?
“She was suspicious and she made me nervous. I was trying to make you into a real
Russian crew member.”
“What if she had spoken to me in Russian?”
“I figured you were so busy that you wouldn’t be able to talk – besides, you do know a
little bit of Russian.” Nadia grinned.
“All right!” Nadia said, “It’s high time we started putting in a little bit of scheduled Z
time. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am seriously exhausted. We need to have at least
one of the three of us – Sergei, Jane, or me- in one of the pilot’s seats at all times. Sergei, Jane
and Thomas, why don’t you each pick out one of those little crew cabins and curl up for a twohour snooze, while Janna and I take first watch. After two hours, Janna and I will retire, and the
three of you can assume command.”
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Oct. 23, 2013 - Chapter 25 – Over Alaska
12:40 PM Fairbanks time. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044
Altitude 33,000 feet, 75 miles north of Fairbanks, Alaska
“Nadia, wake up!” Jane was calling over the intercom. “We’ve got company! Anchorage
Center has ordered us to land, and now we have an F-16 out of Eielson Air Force Base ordering
the same thing.”
Nadia was awake instantly, “Okay, request immediate descent to flight level 180, and
start your descent when approved. I’ll be right there.” Nadia quickly pulled on her jeans,
slipped into her penny loafers, and left her cabin. Sergei stopped her on the way forward to the
pilot’s seat. He grinned and pointed to the F-16 on the TV monitor above him. The interceptor
was hanging just off the tail of the Antonov, and it was clearly armed. Jane looked back and
nodded to her. She was looking very serious, already in the right seat, and pulling back the
throttles to descent power. Thomas and Janna had already strapped into the remaining aft crew
positions.
Nadia pulled on her headset as she climbed into the pilot’s seat. “What have they already
said? - other than ordering us to land, and giving us clearance to descend?”
“That’s it.” Jane said, “This little drama has only been underway for about three minutes.
Interceptor’s call sign is Foxy 11.”
“Got it.” Nadia keyed the mic. “Foxy 11 this is Antonov 44. Where is your wing man?”
“Antonov 44, Foxy 11 is ordering you to land.”
“Roger, we got that part; but there isn’t going to be much cooperation around here unless
we can trust each other; and I don’t see how we can trust each other without a little bit of
communication. So I say again, Foxy 11, where is your wing man?”
Foxy 11 said, “He lost his FLCC –his flight control computer- on engine start. The F-16
can’t fly without it.”
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“That’s interesting.” Nadia asked, “Why would the Air Force build an airplane that won’t
fly without its computer?”
Foxy 11 replied, “In order for the F-16 to have maximum maneuverability, it is designed
to be aerodynamically unstable. In fact the control surfaces operate in a counter-intuitive manner
part of the time. It’s impossible to fly without the FLCC to correct for that.”
“Okay. That’s very interesting – I learned something today! Now, Foxy 11, why are
you ordering us to land?”
“Antonov 44, you have property of the US Government on board.”
“Foxy 11, we have one thousand USDA approved chickens, a personally owned Cessna
180, a Toyota Prius, and several hundred additional minor personal items – oh, and we do have
some US money. Does that about cover what you were looking for, or was there something
else?”
“Antonov 44, Foxy 11, standby.”
“Okay,” Nadia said, “While our boy is asking mama what to do next. We’ll be preparing
a little surprise for him. As soon as we get to flight level 180, you all will be heading down to the
cargo bay. You are going to make a quick check to be sure that everything –especially the
Cessna 180- is fastened down as solidly as possible. You are going to open all the cages and
chase the chickens to the aft end of the cargo bay.” Nadia paused and looked at each person.
“Then, you are going to belt yourselves in as solidly as possible, while keeping the chickens in
position at the aft end. Next we are going to start the APU and open the aft cargo bay doors.
The rapid decompression will blow a cloud of one thousand chickens right into the face of our
interceptor pilot friend.”
Nadia turned to Sergei, who was already grinning, and recapped the process for him in
Russian. He laughed when she finished, then said, “Лучше я вижу телевизор монитор отсюда.
Лучше я открываю двери отсеков отсюда.”
Nadia said, “Да, я согласна.” then to everyone she said, “When the chickens are in
position, Sergei will come up here to watch the rear view television, and make sure that the rear
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cargo bay door is opened at exactly the right moment. Does anyone else have a comment or
question?”
Jane asked, “Are you expecting that cloud of chickens to actually bring down an F-16?
And how many chickens are going to survive an airborne release from 18,000 feet over the
Arctic Ocean?”
“I do not plan to release the chickens, until Foxy 11 makes his intentions clear; but right
now, it looks to me like he plans to shoot us down. If that’s the case, then only one of our
airplanes is going to survive. And if that’s the case, then yes, I certainly do hope that our cloud
of chickens will bring him down. He, at least, has an ejection seat and a parachute, so if one of
our airplanes has to go, I’d say better his than ours. As for the chickens – those that don’t get
smutted or swallowed by the F-16 – let’s just hope they pass out from shock or hypoxia when the
rear bay door opens.” Nadia turned to check the altimeter. “Okay, we’re almost to flight level
180, everybody, let’s get going.”
The cabin pressure dropped, as the cabin door to the cargo bay opened. Nadia was alone
in the cockpit. She keyed the mic, “Foxy 11, Antonov 44, were you able to get any further
instruction?”
“Antonov 44, Only that I am to shoot you down before you leave US airspace.”
“Sooo…if we stay on this course, you’ll be shooting us down just north of Prudhoe Bay.
Is that about right?”
“That’s affirm.”
“Foxy 11, I am just a little confused. The United States alleges that we are stealing US
Government property that paradoxically is valuable enough to scramble an interceptor to
recover, but this hypothetical property is not so highly valuable that its destruction –should you
choose to shoot us down- is not an option. That’s a pretty fine line don’t you think? Did you ask
your handlers what this paradoxical item might happen to be?
“Antonov 44, that’s affirm, however it seems that no one in my chain of command
actually knows.”
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“So… Foxy 11, is it really true that your plan is to shoot down a fat old defenseless
Antonov 124 and kill 5 people for what may well be a non-existent object that nobody can
identify?”
Silence.
“Foxy 11, are you old enough to remember the KAL 007 fiasco?”
“Antonov 44, that’s a negative.”
“Okay, you need to know this. In 1983, the pilot on KAL 007, a Korean Airlines 747,
incorrectly set the plane’s inertial navigation coordinates upon departure from Anchorage. The
airplane ultimately crossed Sakhalin Island in Soviet Airspace and was shot down. Two hundred
sixty-nine lives were lost. The Soviets knew damned well that KAL 007 was just a lost airliner,
and they shot it down anyway. Now, think about this: can you imagine the crap that Soviet
interceptor pilot had to take for the rest of his life? The height of his career was shooting down a
big fat defenseless 747 airliner. What a great achievement!
“Foxy 11, did you copy?”
“Antonov 44, affirmative.”
“Foxy 11, are you considering the consequences of shooting down a big fat defenseless
Antonov 124 full of chickens? Such an act is so pathetic, that I am almost speechless.”
“Antonov 44, problem is, you could be lying.”
“Foxy 11, I could be lying but I’m not.”
Sergei touched Nadia on the shoulder and said, “куры готовы, все готовы”
“Foxy 11, my engineer assures me that everything in our cargo bay is tied down and
ready for you to make a visual check. He has the lights on in the cargo bay, and when we open
the doors, you are going to see one thousand chickens, a Cessna 180 with the wings removed, a
Toyota Prius, some other odd machinery, and ten or twenty cardboard cartons and crates. My
hope is that you will take a look and tell your superiors that we have nothing of interest to them.
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If I were in your position, I would for sure want to know exactly what I was going to be
destroying. As soon as you are in position, we will open the aft bay doors.”
Sergei started the APU, then watched the TV monitor intently as the F-16 tucked-in just
below and behind the tail of the Antonov 124. He looked at Nadia, she nodded, and he activated
the rear cargo door hydraulics.
For just a fraction of a second, a massive white cloud engulfed the F-16, which
immediately began to descend and drop back.
“May Day! May Day! May Day! Foxy 11. Foxy 11. Foxy 11. Aircraft emergency!
I’ve had a bird strike and my engine has flamed out! I have severe controllability problems. I
am 180 miles east of the Barrow VOR/DME. May Day! May Day! May Day! Foxy 11. Foxy
11. Foxy 11. I am preparing to bail out!”
The F-16 canopy departed the aircraft, followed by the ejecting pilot and his seat.
Sergei closed the cargo bay doors and laughed with relief, “С 1956 года, Я первый
который сбил американский боев самолёт.”
Nadia laughed, “Поздравляем!” She switched the intercom to Cargo Bay, and keyed the
mic. “Congratulate Sergei when you get back up here. He is the first Russian airman since 1956
to shoot down a US combat aircraft! Also, the pilot definitely got his May Day call for help out,
it looks like his ejection went okay, so I’m guessing that –aside from a little humiliation- he’ll be
just fine.”
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Oct. 24, 2013 - Chapter 26 - Irkutsk
2:37 AM Irkutsk time. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044
Runway 12, Irkutsk, Russia
Jane turned the big white airplane off the runway and onto the main taxiway, “I wouldn’t
say that was easier to land than the 180, but I have to admit that it wasn’t as bad as I thought it
would be.” She changed the frequency and keyed the mic, “Irkutsk ground, Antonov Romeo
Alfa 82044 enroute to Bangalore clear runway 12, request taxi to refueling.”
“Antonov 44, Irkutsk Ground, negative. You will taxi to customs inspection, just south of
the main terminal.”
“Irkutsk ground, Antonov 44, I say again, we are enroute to Bangalore. We will not be
offloading any personnel or items here, and we will only be onloading fuel. We have no need of
customs.”
“Antonov 44, FSB officials and Federal Police are waiting for you at customs inspection,
please proceed to customs inspection.”
“44,” Jane continued on down the taxiway.
Nadia turned to Sergei, “ФСБ ждет нас на таможне.”
Sergei said, “Я знаю. Посадят нас всех в тюрьму.”
“Sergei thinks we will all go to jail. Let’s hope he is mistaken.” Nadia paused, then
continued, “Janna, when you and Thomas bring these people up to the cabin, make them feel
welcome, but make sure they see the open cages, feathers, and chicken poop in the cargo bay.
Why don’t you both head on down there right now?”
Jane pulled into the customs area where an aircraft marshaller with long, glowing
flashlight batons, directed her into parking, ordered her to stop and cut engines. The police and
FSB officials approached the plane in the early morning darkness.
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Jane asked, “Did we get a recording of Sergei’s chicken release taking out an F-16? We
need to be ready to play up Sergei as a Russian hero who shot down an American combat aircraft
and saved the Russian Antonov from certain destruction.”
“Yes, that’s what the feathers and chicken poop are all about.” Nadia turned to Sergei,
“Ты записывал как мы подбивали американский самолёт?”
Sergei nodded, “Да.”
The cabin door opened, and the four Russian officials followed Janna into the cabin.
Janna joined Thomas in the back of the cabin. The lead official displayed his identification to
Nadia, “I am Anatoly Vasilevitch of the FSB, these are Valentina Akhmatova and Vassily
Mihailovitch, also of the FSB; and Anna Vladimirovna with the Federal Police. May we please
have your passports?”
As she handed him her passport, Nadia said, “Я первый пилот Надя Самойлова.
Почему мы говорим английский?”
“Pleased to meet you, first pilot Nadia Samoilova. We are speaking English because
your young greeter-escorts both spoke English, and I guess because the four of us all need the
practice.” The remaining three officials all nodded agreement. The other crew members all
handed their passports to Anatoly Vasilevitch who turned and handed them to Valentina
Akhmatova. She and Anna Vladimirovna disappeared into one of the sleeping cabins.
Nadia said, “I assume you’ve already met your two escorts. This is Sergei Mihailovitch,
my flight engineer and this is Jane Wright, my copilot. Please sit down – all of you. It’s just a
little bit awkward, but I believe we’ve got enough space. May I ask what necessitates this visit at
what I presume is an ungodly hour for all four of you?”
“It seems that the United States government has lodged two serious complaints with
Russian State Security. They allege that this aircraft contains stolen US government property,
and they allege that this aircraft was responsible for the downing of an American combat aircraft
in US airspace.” Anatoly Vasilevitch paused, looking from Nadia to each of the Antonov crew
members.
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Nadia replied, “Let’s take that second allegation first, because I think it will help to put
things in a proper light. The F-16 attacked us and we destroyed it. I’ll ask my engineer to
explain further -in Russian- if you don’t mind.” She grinned.
Sergei said. “Это правда. Американский военный самолет угрожали нам. Мы сбили
его.” He played the tape of the chicken attack and the F-16 bail-out.

May Day! May Day! May Day! Foxy 11. Foxy 11. Foxy 11. Aircraft
emergency! I’ve had a bird strike and my engine has flamed out! I have
severe controllability problems. I am 180 miles east of the Barrow
VOR/DME. May Day! May Day! May Day! Foxy 11. Foxy 11. Foxy 11.
I am preparing to bail out!
Sergei described the role of the chickens and pointed out that this was the first time since
1956 that a Russian airman had taken out a US warplane, “Как вы можете видеть, мы подбили
его с курами.” He grinned, “Я первый русский летчик, с 1956 года который подбил
американский самоле. Я буду героем России. Вы не должны посадить меня в тюрьму.”
Anatoly Vasilevitch smiled, “It is unlikely that we will put you in jail. We had already
guessed the true story from our news reports and the filthy condition of your lower deck. You are
probably right that the Russian people will take delight in your recent adventure. But still there
is the matter of the allegedly stolen property. Would it by any chance be that large stainless steel
device in your cargo bay that we saw on the way up here?”
Janna pushed her way forward, and stood beside Nadia, “The device is not stolen. It is
the property of India and has already been accepted as such by my father who is the Consulate
General of India in San Francisco. Dr. Jane Wright who is the developer of the device and I are
conveying the device to Bangalore. You can verify this by contacting my father at the Consulate
of India even now. I have the number in my cell phone.” She extended her phone toward
Anatoly Vasilevitch.
“We have our own means of verification.” He nodded to Vassily Mihailovitch, who
pulled out his own phone, dialed, and spoke softly, then stepped out of the cabin and shut the
door.
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Valentina Akhmatova and Anna Vladimirovna returned to the cabin and spoke intently
but softly in Russian to Anatoly Vasilevitch for a moment. Then, in English, Anatoly
Vasilevitch said, “It seems that Valentina Akhmatova and Anna Vladimirovna were talking
while they checked your passports, and they wish to raise a few additional questions while
Vassily Mihailovitch is verifying your story.” He nodded to Valentina.
“We have noticed a number of odd things about this flight that are making us very
suspicious. First, even though this is a Russian aircraft, only two crew members out of the five
of you speak Russian, yet you all speak English. Second, your women are not dressed like
Russian crew members. Female crew members on a Russian aircraft would either be wearing
skirts and high heels, or you would be wearing a more military-looking uniform; and you would
certainly not be dressed as Americans. Indeed, while Anjana Parthasarathi is Indian, and Sergei
Mihailovitch is Russian, the rest of you are in fact, American.” She shrugged. “But third, your
pilots are both women. In Russia, we have thousands of qualified multi-engine, jet-rated male
pilots who are forced to work as bus drivers, truck drivers, and tour guides because they cannot
find work as pilots. So why would Volga-Dneiper, a Russian company hire two American
women pilots to crew their Russian aircraft? Finally, there is the matter of your somewhat
bizarre cargo. In addition to the alleged stolen device, you are carrying an American Cessna 180
airplane, and a Japanese Toyota Prius automobile, plus who knows what in all those cartons and
crates. I must confess that it has occurred to us that this airplane may be stolen.”
Jane asked, “Has Volga-Dneiper complained?”
Valentina said, “We can find no record of such a complaint. We did try to call their
office, but as one might suspect, it is closed at this time of night.”
Jane nodded and said, “It is true that three of us are American. Except for Sergei who is
flight engineer for the original Russian crew, the remainder of the Russian crew will be waiting
for us in Bangalore. Please let me explain further.”
Valentina nodded.
Jane continued, “A few days ago, this airplane developed serious electrical problems and
was forced to land at China Lake in California. Except for Sergei, the Russian crew decided to
185

go to Disneyland and Los Angeles while they waited for the new parts to arrive from VolgaDneiper. This airplane had been hired by Boeing to transport new over-size 747 fuselage
upgrade panels from Fort Worth, Texas to Everett, Washington, so of course, the panels were
stuck in China Lake along with the airplane. But just a few days prior to this event, Boeing had
lost a major Japan Airlines contract to Airbus. Japan Airlines stated that they were forced to
make the change because Boeing’s late deliveries had become intolerable. Boeing was
understandably frantic –even hysterical?- to correct their late delivery pattern. They insisted that
the fuselage panels be delivered to their Everett plant immediately. Fortunately, Sergei was able
to find the proper parts to repair the plane in the aircraft boneyard at China Lake, and fortunately,
he encountered Nadia Samoilova, who is an experienced Antonov 124 pilot, even though she
happens to be American. Now, while all this was happening, a need developed to transport to
India the large stainless steel device in the cargo bay. I am a friend of Nadia’s and also happen
to be a pilot, so we were able to put together an emergency crew, and here we are.” She smiled.
Vassily Mihailovitch pushed back through the cabin door. “The Indian Consulate in San
Francisco verifies that the device belongs to the Indian government and they are expecting it to
be delivered to Bangalore. Indeed the Consulate General himself is on his way to Bangalore to
receive it.”
Nadia said, “This is all very complicated, and I can understand that you might wish to do
some additional checking, but I am wondering if it might be possible to start refueling the
airplane, while you finish your work?”
Anatoly Vasilevitch nodded, “I see no reason for not refueling the aircraft. Go ahead and
call for a truck.”
“Then with your permission, Jane and I are going to take a short nap. We are both
exhausted. Sergei, could you and Janna tend to the refueling, and Thomas, could you remain
here to answer any further questions that these officials might have? Спокойной ночи, good
night.” Jane gave Sergei the credit card. Then she and Nadia each retired to their separate
sleeping cabins.
Jane closed the door and slipped off her jacket and penny loafers. She sat on the bunk
and opened a a little sanitizing hand-wipe packet to wash her hands and face; then she stretched
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out on the bunk, staring at the ceiling, while her head spun. She was starting to wonder if sleep
was even possible, when Sergei started rapping on her door. She opened it, and he handed her
the credit card. “No good. Not buy fuel.” Then he handed her a business card and said, “This
man -Alexander Rodionov- want to see you.”

Jane studied the card, “Why?”
“Give him Polywell. He fix credit card.” Sergei grimaced in disgust.
“Bullshit! Somehow this doesn’t surprise me. I was just wondering what was going to
happen next.” Jane turned over the credit card, shrugged, took out her cell phone and started
dialing the number on the back of the card. She punched in responses to the voice mail
questions, then punched in the credit card number.
Jane answered the voice on her phone, “Yes. I thought this card had a $350,000 credit
limit, and we haven’t charged anywhere near that amount, but the card stopped working. We’re
in a pretty bad situation right now because our airplane is stuck in Irkutsk, Russia and we need
fuel in order to leave. Jane Wright. W-R-I-G-H-T. Yes. Can you tell me why the card stopped
working? Bank of America cut us off? The bank? Is there a problem with our credit? No? So
if we are nowhere near our credit limit, and there is no problem with our credit, why would the
bank cut us off? Could you connect me with someone who can explain it please? I see.” She
turned off her phone, slipped back into her jacket and penny loafers and followed Sergei out to
the fuel trucks.
Alexander Rodionov was waiting. In English, Sergei said, “This Dr. Jane Wright,” then
he excused himself, and walked behind the fuel trucks to talk to the drivers.
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Jane said, “We are nowhere near our credit limit, and there is no problem with our credit,
but the bank cut us off, and our charge card no longer works. Why is that?
Alexander Rodionov said, “Bank of America -the bank sponsoring your credit card- has
asked my bank to assist them. They want us to act for them and take possession of the Polywell
and all related hardware and materials. We will do this as a professional courtesy in assisting
another bank; but for you and your crew, if you cooperate, Bank of America offers the guarantee
of full amnesty and enough credit to fly the Antonov 124 to a destination of your choosing.”
Jane asked, “Did Bank of America say why they wanted the Polywell?”
“No, but I believe I can explain. Bank of America has hundreds of billions in loans
outstanding to fossil fuel producers, and of course they would like the loans to be repaid. The
Polywell is a threat to the financial well-being of the fossil fuel producers, and therefore a threat
to Bank of America.
“So Bank of America has joined the legions of those who would bury the Polywell. Well,
you seem to have been quite honest and I appreciate it, but I’m afraid I must decline the offer. A
good day to you, sir.” Jane turned and walked back toward the airplane. Sergei joined her.
“Well, Sergei, you are right, our credit card is no good and it will not buy fuel.” Jane
sighed. “So now what do we do?”
Sergei said, “Fuel people want Cessna 180. Give Cessna 180 to fuel people. Fuel people
give us fuel.”
“The 180? My God!” Jane gasped, “How much fuel are we talking about?”
Sergei shrugged, “Maybe 40,000 liters at 30 rubles per liter. 1,200,000 rubles.”
Jane thought a minute “$36,000 in fuel for the Cessna. That hardly seems fair. Nadia
will be very unhappy. Ask Nadia. I need to sleep.”

_ _ _ _
5 AM Irkutsk time. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044
On the ramp, Irkutsk, Russia
188

Jane was awakened again, this time by a gentle rapping on her door. She sat up and
opened it to Valentina Akhmatova who said, “Sorry to wake you up again so soon Dr. Wright,
but we have an additional question for you specifically.”
Pulling on her jeans, Jane said, “I’ll be right there.” She slipped into her jacket and penny
loafers, and stepped out into the main cabin. All four of the officials were there. Nadia was
apparently still sleeping. The lack of outside activity indicated that the refueling was complete,
but Sergei, Janna, and Thomas were nowhere to be seen, and may have been sleeping as well.
Anatoly Vasilevitch said, “Good morning Dr. Wright. We have hot tea, or coffee if you
would prefer that. We also have some bread and jam. Please sit down.”
“Bread and jam and hot tea would be wonderful right now! Thank you!”
Anatoly Vasilevitch filled a glass with hot tea from a thermos and handed it to Jane – the
glass had a metal holder. Valentina Akhmatova placed a small pot of jam and a knife in front of
Jane, along with a saucer holding a thick slice of black bread, still fragrant – apparently – from
an oven somewhere nearby.
“Oh my, I didn’t realize how hungry I was! Большое спасибо! Thank you! This is
wonderful!” Jane started to put jam on the bread.
“Well Dr. Wright,” Valentina Akhmatova began, “I am sorry that we were so slow to
figure things out, but we now know that the big stainless steel device in the cargo bay is a
Polywell nuclear fusion reactor. We know that you were responsible for its development, and we
know that there have been several attempts both within and outside of your government to shut it
down and bury it. All of this is a matter of public record.”
Jane nodded, and took a drink of the tea.
Valentina Akhmatova continued, “One aspect that, to us, seems particularly entertaining
has been your government’s steadfast refusal to name or even describe the Polywell – even
though public accounts in your news media have made it obvious. Their responses to our
repeated queries have been only that stolen US government property must be on board this

189

airplane. It almost seems they are denying the Polywell’s very existence, even as they insist that
it has been stolen.
“Dr. Wright, we already know that you are stealing the Polywell – apparently for the
Indian goverment. Our question for you is Why?”
Jane took another sip of tea, “Dr. Robert Bussard, who invented the Polywell and was my
boss for several years, wanted it to be used for the good of all humanity. He did not want it to be
buried. I know that the United States Navy, which funded Polywell development for more than
15 years, certainly did not want it to be buried. I’ve spent twenty years of my life making the
Polywell a practical reality, and I am not about to step quietly aside when spineless politicians
and bureaucrats –interested only in their own careers or the next election- decree that the
Polywell should be buried.” Jane took a bite of bread and jam, and a swallow of tea.
She continued, “The Polywell should be the most important invention in the last hundred
years. It is the only device offering any real promise of replacing coal, petroleum, and natural
gas with carbon free energy. Windmills and solar energy are prohibitively expensive, unsightly,
inefficient, site-specific and undependable. I know that a great many nations claim that wind and
solar can replace fossil fuels. But anyone can do the math, and the math clearly shows the
absurdity of such a claim.”
Sergei, Thomas, and Janna entered the main cabin, all three looking somewhat disheveled
and smelling slightly of chickens.
Jane said, “The Polywell is desperately needed, regardless of the reality of climate
change. Whether you are willing to accept the dire predictions of climate change or not, it
doesn’t matter. The ongoing, everyday environmental destruction, and the taking of human lives
associated with extracting coal, petroleum, and natural gas from the earth is completely
unacceptable. The political blackmail between fossil fuel ‘have’ nations and ‘have-not’ nations
world-wide is utterly reprehensible. And the simple pollution caused by the use of fossil fuels is
disgusting.”
Nadia entered the main cabin looking very sad. She made her way to the left-hand pilot
seat, then looked at the tea and black bread and raised her eyebrows.
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Jane nodded to her and continued, “I am stealing the Polywell for India because I believe
that India will actually use it for the betterment of its people, and ultimately use it for the benefit
of everyone. If I did not steal the polywell, and instead allowed it to be buried, my sin would be
one of omission. By my inaction, I would be allowing all the evils of fossil fuels to continue,
and those evils are legion. The continued use of fossil fuels takes tens of thousands of human
lives every year, and if the most dire climate change predictions are true, the continued use of
fossil fuels will cause the death of billions of human beings – billions.”
Valentina Akhmatova nodded and said, “Thank you, Dr. Wright. I suspect that everyone
here agrees with you. We believe that you might be sincere because we know that two of you
have just traded your beloved Cessna 180 airplane for the fuel you need to get to India. Now that
the rest of you are here, I can tell you all that we have finally made contact with VolgaDnieper.” Jane and Nadia looked grimly from each other to Sergei, who smiled tentatively. “It
appears that Volga-Dnieper has very little knowledge of the situation here, but they did express
considerable relief that the Boeing panels had been delivered. They also said that they had
received the sum of some $51,000 as payment for the transport of eight metric tons of
miscellaneous items from China Lake, California to Bangalore, India. Also, by using the phone
numbers provided to us by Sergei Mihailovitch, we were able to contact the Russian crew of this
aircraft. They have just now arrived in Bangalore, and they are waiting for you. Thus, while it
is true that I am still suspicious of many things about this flight, I have no firm evidence that the
aircraft has been stolen. And while I am sure that the U.S. government will be gravely offended
by our actions, their apparent inability to provide a clear description of their alleged stolen item,
forces us to permit you to continue your flight.”
The officials stood, and began to gather up their materials.
Sergei said, “Cessna удаляется. Заправка завершена. Грузовой отсек чист.”
Sadly, Nadia said, “Okay, the Cessna has been unloaded, the fueling is complete, and the
cargo bay is clean. Большое спасибо, Sergei. Thank you Janna and Thomas. I was dreading
cleaning up that mess in the heat of Bangalore. Janna, can you show our guests out while
Thomas files our flight plan, and the rest of us get started on the preflight?”
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Oct. 24, 2013 - Chapter 27 – Over China
6:30 AM Xinjiang time. Entering China from Mongolia, near Yiwu. FL 330
Jane keyed the mic, ”Xinjiang Center, Antonov Romeo Alpha 82044 flight level 330.”
“Antonov 44, Xinjiang Center. Squawk 4426 ident.”
Jane changed the transponder setting and pushed the ident button.
“Antonov 44, Xinjiang Center, radar contact 40 kilometers east of Yiwu. You are
directed to leave Chinese Airspace immediately.”
“Xinjiang Center, Antonov 44. Roger your directive. Be advised, we are a civilian
transport of Russian registry on an approved international flight plan from Irkutsk to Bangalore.
May we be advised as to the reason for your directive?”
“Antonov 44, Xinjiang Center. You do not have the People’s approval to enter Chinese
airspace. You are directed to leave Chinese Airspace immediately.”
“Roger Center. When we filed our flight plan at Irkutsk, the Russian authorities did not
indicate that a separate approval from the People’s Republic was required.”
Nadia tapped Jane on the shoulder and pointed to the two Shenyang J-811M fighters
flying formation outside her window. Jane looked at them, shook her head in frustration, then
pointed to a single fighter outside of Nadia’s window. Nadia turned to look at Sergei’s rearview monitor. A fourth fighter was tucked in just aft of the tail.
“Xinjiang Center, Antonov 44. Be advised, our four escorts have arrived. May we know
their interplane frequency?”
“Antonov 44, VHF interplane frequency for your People’s Liberation Army Air Force
escort is 134.8. Call sign 838.”
Jane looked at Nadia and said, “Sure hope at least one of them speaks English or Russian.
She switched the frequency and keyed the mic. “838, Antonov 44.”
“Antonov 44, this is 838. You are directed to leave Chinese Airspace immediately.”
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Nadia tapped Jane on the shoulder, pointed to her mic, said, “I’ve got it”, then keyed her
mic, “838, Antonov 44. Do you know what happened to the last warplane that threatened us?”
“Antonov 44, this is 838. That’s a negative. I do not know about another warplane
threatening you.”
“The warplane that attacked us was destroyed with serious loss of face for the pilot.”
“Antonov 44, 838. No disrespect intended, but that seems unlikely.”
“838, Antonov 44. No disrespect intended, but you may wish to have your superiors
check the American news media concerning an attack on this Antonov 44 aircraft by an
American F-16 over Alaska. We’ll wait while you check.”
Nadia switched to interphone, and motioned everyone else to do the same. “What now?
We’re fresh out of chickens, and we can’t go back to Irkutsk. Other than the Polywell, we don’t
have much of anything left to trade for fuel. I really can’t think of anyone to call, other than the
Indian Air Force, and -really- we’re still too far from India for them to help us out.”
Janna said, “And India would be even less welcome in Chinese Airspace. If they did try
to help you it would start a war – maybe even a nuclear war. That would be very unwise!”
Jane was furiously tapping at the screen on her phone. She found what she wanted, then
asked Sergei, “Does the Antonov have a long-range radio – an HF single side-band?
Sergei looked blank.
Nadia asked him, “Есть ли у нас дальнего радио?” then she asked Jane, “Who are we
calling?” Sergei nodded yes and pointed to the HF radio console.
Jane said, “Erwin. I’ve still got his number from the last time he called me. I don’t want
to call him, but I can’t think of anyone else.” She pointed to Erwin’s number on her phone’s
screen and asked Sergei, “Can we call this on the radio?” She pointed to the radio console.
Sergei pointed to a different console – one with a telephone receiver and number keypad.
“We have satellite phone - Лучше использовать спутниковый телефон.” He took Jane’s
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phone and keyed Erwin’s number into the satellite phone. He waited, then nodded and handed
the receiver to Jane.
“Erwin, this is Jane.” She listened for a moment, then said, “We’re doing everything we
can to save the Polywell, but we’ve run into a problem where we could really use your
assistance.” Jane paused to listen again. “Yes, I understand that we have to do everything for
ourselves, and I completely agree with that rule. And I understand your opposition to violence,
although –as you know- I think you are very hypocritical in that regard. Yes, I understand
differences in cultures, but I have a question for you. Do you understand what it is to bluff?”
She paused again, then continued. “That’s right! Now here’s my point: when you bluff, you let
your opponent think you’re going to do something, but in reality you can’t or won’t actually do
anything. We need you and your shuttles to help us bluff. You wouldn’t actually be doing
anything, but you would let some Chinese pilots think you might do something. Oh, you heard
about the chickens? Well this time there are four Chinese warplanes threatening us, and we
don’t have any chickens left. We’re about 100 kilometers south of Yiwu, on a 200 degree
heading. You already know where we are? Well, good! We are all hoping to see you soon.”
Jane hung up the satellite phone, and turned to face the crew. “He said it’s not his
decision, but he’ll do what he can.”
Sergei pointed to the monitor. The fighter was longer visible in the rear monitor, and had
apparently rejoined his wingman outside of Nadia’s window.
Nadia switched back to radio one and keyed the mic, “838, Antonov 44. I see that one of
your airplanes has changed position. What did your superiors have to say?”
“They said to stay away from your tail.”
“Good advice. Did they say anything else?”
“Antonov 44, 838. No disrespect intended, but they said that the People’s Army Air
Force is superior to the United States Air Force.”
“838, Antonov 44. By that statement, are your superiors saying that your Shenyang J811M is superior to the US F-16? No disrespect intended, but that seems unlikely.”
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“J-811M has already downed a US warplane in the past.” Thomas nodded and handed
his laptop to Nadia.
Nadia studied his laptop briefly, then said, “838, Antonov 44. You mean that an armed
J-811M Chinese fighter accidentally collided with an unarmed American 8P-3E. I believe that
collision was due to your pilot’s error, and it happened on April Fool’s Day 2001. The date was
just a coincidence of course, but I felt compelled to throw that in.”
Are you saying the People’s pilot was a fool?
“I am suggesting that anytime the pilot of an armed aircraft shoots down –or collides
with- an unarmed aircraft, that pilot should be considered a fool – yes. No disrespect intended,
of course.” Nadia grinned.
They heard click of a keyed mic on the radio, then a gasp followed by background hiss,
and finally, “Antonov 44, 838. Remove your decoys or we will fire on them.”
“Смотри!” Sergei was pointing at the rear monitor. Two objects looking like inverted
aluminum pie pans were visible on the left and right side of the screen. All four of the fighters
suddenly descended and slowed, permitting the pie pans to overtake them.
“Antonov 44, 838. Remove your decoys or we will fire on them.”
Nadia grinned again and said, “838, Antonov 44. We have no decoys. We can see that
your fighters have dropped off our wing, and are positioned aft of us to our left and right. No
disrespect intended, but we cannot see anything that you might believe to be a decoy. If we see
you fire from your present position aft of us, we will be forced to conclude that you are firing at
us, and we will file a complaint with our government.“
“Antonov 44, 838. Remove your decoys or we will fire on them.”
“838, Antonov 44. We have no decoys. Please describe the objects that you consider to
be decoys.”
“44, They are large metal disks, approximately 15 meters in diameter and about three
meters thick. We can see people through the windows in the sides.”
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“838, Antonov 44. You are describing what Americans once called flying saucers.
There was an epidemic of mass hysteria –flying saucer sightings- mostly in the United States in
the 1950s and early 60s, but after that, the sightings decreased significantly. At this time we can
see two Shenyang J-811M fighters aft of us on our port side, and two more on our starboard side.
We do not see any flying saucers.
Each of the two portside fighters fired a rocket at their portside pie pan, and each of the
remaining fighters fired a rocket at the pie pan on their side. Each pie pan translated 50 meters
upward instantly at the moment of rocket launch, and all four rockets froze, relative to the
Antonov –two at port and two at starboard- in the positions where the pie pans had been an
instant before. Rocket exhaust continued to blast from the aft end of each of the rockets, as they
were rotated through 180 degrees to a position where each firing rocket was pointed at one of the
Chinese fighters. When the rocket engines stopped firing, they were released, and tumbled
harmlessly toward the ground.
“838, Antonov 44. You have very dangerous quality control problem there with those
rockets. You’d best not use them again before that problem is fixed. Someone could get hurt.”
Again, they heard click of a keyed mic, and a background hiss, then, “A… A… Antonov
f..f..f..four four. R…R…Rem…Remove your d…d…decoys or we w…w…w….” and the
background hiss clicked off.
Nadia switched her radio to center frequency, “Xinjiang Center, Antonov Romeo Alpha
82044. Your flight of four J-811M fighters has just fired on us. Fortunately, they all missed. Be
advised that we are in contact with the Russian government at this time. They know what has
just transpired. If we are shot down, they will know exactly what has happened here. I suggest
you recall your fighters before anything more serious happens. Also, it appears that at least one
of your fighter pilots has some serious mental issues – he will definitely need medical attention
after he lands.”
The fighters descended and turned toward Lanzhou. The Antonov continued on toward
Bangalore.
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Oct. 24, 2013 - Chapter 28 – Electrical Failure
8:30 AM Bangalore time. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044
FL 330, Over India
Jane keyed the mic,”Bangalore Center, Antonov Romeo Alpha 82044 flight level 330.”
Silence. Did they have the right frequency dialed in? Jane keyed the mic to verify the
frequency setting, but could no longer hear the sound of her own voice in the earphones. Then
everything quit. It seemed as though every light, every radio, every instrument, every fan in the
cockpit died all at once. The warning horn blared and the airplane rolled right as the autopilot
disengaged. Reflexively, she grabbed the controls and leveled the aircraft. For an instant Jane
felt a twinge in her gut and a nightmarish suspicion that the all the engines had suddenly flamed
out. But no, the airplane was still flying; the airspeed was still good. The engine RPM
indicators spun away as if nothing were wrong. The GPS, which would run until the batteries
died, still showed their position. Everyone looked at Sergei, and Sergei scratched his beard,
looking perplexed.
Nadia pointed to several instruments in sequence, saying, “Besides the GPS, we’ve still
got the magnetic compass, the altimeter, and the airspeed and vertical speed indicators, and some
of the engine instruments. In the short term, there’s no problem. We can fly the plane just fine.
In the long term, there may be a problem because the weather forecast was for all of southern
India to be overcast. There’s nowhere that we’ll be able to land VFR, and we have no radios, so
there’s no way to get an IFR clearance to descend through the overcast on instruments.”
Sergei pushed-in popped circuit breakers, and watched as they popped out again. Then he
studied his electrical panel, and spoke rapidly to Nadia in Russian.
“Sergei believes that the cause of our problem is a short circuit in the main buss. He says
that the short circuit completely drained the battery, and burned out two of the generators before
the power failed completely. These were the generators that he just replaced while the plane was
at China Lake. He says that he thought he had already corrected the main buss short circuit, but
obviously that is not the case. We cannot start the APU because it draws more current than the
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remaining two generators can supply – that’s what the battery is for and the battery is dead.”
Nadia paused, and Sergei was nodding agreement to what she had said.
Thomas said, “So we still have two working generators, and there’s nothing wrong with
the radios, right? Is there some way to connect one of the generators directly to a radio?”
Nadia repeated the question to Sergei in Russian.
Sergei replied, “Generator part of engine on wing. Main buss only circuit.” Then he
stood up and walked aft to large electrical equipment rack that stood floor to ceiling next to the
cabin entrance. He kicked the large, heavy chassis that was bolted to base of the rack – kicked it
so hard that everyone in the cabin could feel the vibration through their seats and the floor of the
cabin. The lights and instruments came on, and everyone could hear the rising whine of the
gyros starting to spin up for maybe three seconds. Then everything quit as it did before.
Thomas said, “Is there any way to keep it on long enough to make a radio call?”
Sergei kicked the heavy electrical chassis again, even more savagely than the first time.
Again the lights and instruments came on. Again the gyros started to spin up. And again, it all
lasted for about three seconds.
“Aren’t you afraid you will break it, kicking it that way?” Thomas asked.
Jane replied, somewhat sarcastically, “If he broke it, how would we know, and what
difference would it make?”
Everyone was quiet for a few minutes, then Thomas asked,”If; you hold in the circuit
breaker on one of the remaining two generators, will it provide power to the radios?”
Nadia repeated the question in Russian.
Sergei said, “Yes, radio work. But generator break.”
Thomas asked, “If we hold the circuit breaker in, how long will the generator work
before it breaks? Will it work long enough to get a clearance?”
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Again Jane replied, “And if it does break before we can get a clearance, will we be any
worse off than we are right now?”
Nadia and Sergei looked at each other and shrugged. Sergei spoke quickly to Nadia in
Russian.
Nadia said, “Sergei is thinking that maybe we should try to do everything at once. That
is, he suggests squawking emergency 7700 on the IFF, and declaring an emergency and intent to
land straight-in at Bangalore on both Center frequency and 121.5 using both generators, all at the
same time. He thinks they might last longer if we use both generators at once. So we’ll preset
the IFF to 7700, one radio to Center frequency, and the other to 121.5. Sergei, will push in and
hold both circuit breakers at the same time, then we’ll immediately turn on both radios and the
IFF. Jane will make the call on 121.5 at the same time as I’m calling Center. Any last thoughts?
Are we ready to try it? I’ve already got radio 1 on Center frequency.”
Jane pulled on her headset. “And I’ve got the IFF on 7700 and radio 2 on 121.5.”
Sergei pushed-in and held the circuit breakers. Jane turned on the radios and the IFF.
Nadia and Jane spoke as a duet, “Bangalore center, Antonov 44. Declaring an
emergency. Landing straight-in VOR approach to runway 09 at Bengaluru. Starting descent…”
Then all the lights, radios and instruments quit, even though the circuit breakers were still pushed
in.
Sergei read the descent checklist. Nadia reduced the power and big plane started to
descend on course. Jane was studying the GPS. “Okay, if we’re going to be entering a VOR
approach to runway 09, you’re going to need to come right to 240 about now.”
Still descending on a course of 240, the Antonov sank into the overcast. The view out of
the cabin windows was solid gray in every direction. Nadia watched the magnetic compass, the
altimeter, and the airspeed and rate of climb indicators. “This is totally unnerving without an
attitude indicator.”

199

Janna asked, “What if Center didn’t hear our radio call? Is there any other way they can
know that we’re here? What if they let another airplane make the same approach in the same
place where we are?”
Nadia replied, “We have more important things to worry about, like icing and flying the
plane.”
Jane said, “Well, if they don’t know we’re here, things could suddenly become very
serious for a lot of people.” But she knew that Nadia was right: if the aircraft picked up enough
ice in the clouds, they could lose the few flight instruments they had, then lose control of the
aircraft. “Okay Nadia, we’re approaching 3400 feet, that’s about 1050 meters. You need to level
off at 1050 meters and start your turn to 090. I’ll tell you when you can start your descent.”
Thomas was looking over Jane’s shoulder at the Bangalore approach plate on her GPS, “I
thought India was metric. Why does the approach plate to Bangalore use feet?
“All airplane altitude everywhere in feet except Russia.” Sergei was pointing to the
Antonov’s altimeter, which read in meters.
“At the end of World War II, America and Britain ruled the skies for the whole planet,
except for Russia. America and Britain used feet for altitude, so it’s been that way ever since.
Except for Russia.” Jane paused, staring at the GPS, “Okay Nadia, you can start your descent
now, heading 090.”
Nadia pulled back the power, and the altimeter started to unwind. Everyone was quiet,
staring at the solid grey outside the cabin windows.
The Antonov dropped out of the overcast, and suddenly the city of Bangalore was spread
out below them in every direction. The runway was obvious, dead ahead, and a brilliant green
light –pointing directly at the Antonov- was shining from the aircraft control tower.
“Look, we’re cleared to land!” Jane shouted in relief, and pointed at the green light.
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Oct. 24, 2013 - Chapter 29 - Bangalore
9 AM Bangalore time. Cockpit, Antonov RA-82044
On the ramp, Bengaluru International Airport, Bangalore, India
It had been raining for several days prior to their arrival at Bengaluru Airport outside of
Bangalore. Large pools of water covered the aircraft parking stub, where an oversize flatbed
truck was waiting. It had the words Central Power Research Institute, Bangalore on the side of
the driver’s cab. Two vans were waiting alongside the truck.
The aircraft marshaller sloshed into position through the pools, waved Nadia’s big
Antonov into the parking stub, then signaled her to cut the engines. Janna and Thomas hurried to
open the cargo bay doors.
Sergei stood behind Nadia and Jane, looking at the scene outside. “Там моя старая
команда! Они ждут нас!” He hurried down to the Cargo Bay as well.
Nadia said, “Sergei’s old crew is waiting for us, and look, the other van must be Janna’s
family.” Janna and Thomas were splashing through the pools to the waiting vans where a family
appeared to be waiting.
Loud Russian voices echoed up from the cargo bay. Nadia and Jane climbed down to
investigate. One jovial voice boomed above the others, ”Наконец-то! Мы встречаем женщин,
которые украли наш самолет! О! Они красивы! Здравствуйте!”
Nadia rolled her eyes and muttered to Jane, “They say we’re the women who stole their
airplane, but it’s all okay because we’re beautiful! Typical obnoxious male pilots, but they seem
cheery enough. Guess we’re not in too much trouble.”
Jane whispered back, “Okay, here goes – half of my Russian vocabulary all in one shot.”
Then, more loudly, she said, “Здравствуйте! Меня зовут Джейн Райт.” And extended her
right hand.
”Здравствуйте! Я Надя Самойлова,” Nadia grinned, “ Знаете ли вы, что Сергей
сохранил ваш самолет от американского F-16?” Then to Jane she said, “I told them that
Sergei saved us all from the American F-16.”
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The loud pilot said, “Так ли это? Сергей сбиль американский военный самолет?”
Nadia whispered, “He’s asking, ‘Is this true? Did Sergei shoot down an American
warplane.’”
_ _ _ _

10 AM On the ramp, Bengaluru International Airport, Bangalore, India
The Polywell and all its accessories and parts, along with all the cartons and crates of
Jane’s and Nadia’s personal possessions, had all been loaded onto the massive flatbed. The
Prius, and everything on the flatbed had already been cleared by Indian customs. Refueling of
the Antonov was underway. Janna was still talking happily with her family, and Thomas was
showing the approach plates on Jane’s amazing new GPS to Sergei’s pilots.
Jane and Nadia stood hand-in-hand, ankle-deep in the pool surrounding their Prius. Jane
said, “I hope you realize that this is strictly voluntary and does nothing to change the score. I’m
still ahead four to three.” They both laughed.

202

Afterword
This is a work of fiction.
All of the principal protagonists - Jane, Nadia, Sergei, Thomas, Janna and Cliff - are
intended to be entirely fictitious. However, except for “The Birds” motel, all of the places are
intended to be real, and all of the named public figures are intended to be real. No criticism of
any correctly named public figure is intended, but most of the criticism –direct or implied- of
fictitiously named public figures is entirely intentional.
The Polywell and the hydrogen-boron fusion reaction both are both real, and they both
work. However as of this writing, I have not yet heard of a Polywell that will actually run the
hydrogen-boron reaction.
No criticism of the FSB or any other agency or branch of the Russian government is
intended. No criticism of the Indian Government, the Consulate of India, the United States
Armed Forces, or any of its members is intended; no criticism of the FAA, the FBI, the
Universities of Washington and California, the Ridgecrest Police Department, the School
Districts of Arlington and Sierra Sands or any of their board members, employees, or students is
intended; and no criticism is intended of Alfa Bank, Bank of America, EMC2, Babcock and
Wilcox or Nuclear Fuel Services. However most direct or implied criticism of the United States
Congress, the Republican Party, the Tea Party, the US Department of Energy, American coal
producers, the energy industry in general (along with their front organizations and their
lobbyists), the Sierra Club, Greenpeace, and torture practices of some University fraternities is
entirely intentional. The University fraternity pi kappa kappa portrayed in the book is entirely
fictitious, however I recently discovered that there is a real pi kappa kappa service fraternity, but
no criticism of this real fraternity was intended.
There is some evidence that attitudes portrayed in this work which are attributed to the
United States Congress, the Department of Energy, the Coal Industry, the energy industry in
general, the Sierra Club, and Greenpeace are real attitudes. However, specific actions of these
groups or any other group which are portrayed in this work, are entirely fictitious.
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This book’s original title was To Fly from Folly: Saving the Polywell. My wife Karen
and I both hated the title, and it only sold 13 copies during a month-long listing on Amazon. So
now the book has a new title. Apologies to those who were inconvenienced.
William W. Flint
December 9, 2013
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