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The Breach

His helmet muffled the hum of single-blade rotors
as the aircraft carrier below became a speck amidst
a giant ocean. The blades slowed, stopped, aligned
with and retracted into the wings, tail and nose.
After the hummer converted from a chopper into an
airplane, it thrust forward with the roar of its jet
engines.

The only cloud in the sky was a faraway jet
trail. That’d be Air Force One on its way to Pearl
Harbor for a stopover before it continued on its
way to Beijing.

As the hummer neared Air Force One, Jay
pulled back on the control stick. The aircraft
climbed higher and higher for a dive at greater
speed.



The hummer leveled off. It was ready for the
computer on the aircraft carrier named the Ronald
Reagan to take over.

“Does everyone see duck in sky?” Jay asked.

“Big brother has you covered,” replied the
flight controller on the aircraft carrier.

“Watchdog watches duck,” said the voice
from the observatory at Hickam Air Force Base.

“Big bird sees duck,” announced Admiral
Young from Air Force One.

Jay smiled as he rotated his seat to face the
flight technician in the rear seat. “Little sister
ready for butterfly hop at mach three?”

Ken nodded. “Ready little brother.”

Jay gave a thumbs-up, turned back around
and waited for big brother to take over.



Whoa! His seat jolted his back as the jet shot
forward. Down, down, down it dived, faster and
faster as the ocean closed in and something like a
seagull went splat against the window.

Jay spotted tomcats closing in between him
and Air Force One. A flashing red light lit up the
dashboard. “Heat seeking missiles,” he shouted.

His seatbelt grabbed his body tight and the
world spun about him as the hummer darted this
way and that while his seat swayed and spun to a
frenzy of jerks and gyrations. One missile barely
missed, then another and another. Those duds
could still do damage. They did to his body.

When the barrage finally ended Jay had never
appreciated stillness as much as he did then, but it
was for only a brief moment.

Although the thrill outweighed the pain the
hummer's sudden, sharp maneuvers had nearly
stretched his neck out of joint. His body ached all



over. So nauseated was he that he nearly emptied
his stomach.

“Everyone okay?” he heard the controller on
the Ronald Reagan ask.

“Little brother ready to go again.”
“Little sister survived.”

“Roger. Is watchdog ready?”
“Watchdog ready. Switch over.”

Jay had fretted to surrender his fate to a
distant computer at sea. Now he waited for one at
the Hickam Monitoring Facility to take over. Even
though watchdog was CIA, Jay knew nothing
about him other than he’d take charge of the
hummer during a mission. That was what this test
flight was all about, but Jay suspected someone
not adequately trained to fly this aircraft would
crash it.



As Jay waited for something to happen, his
lovely Susie entered his mind. He’d fly over a
volcanic eruption and bail out over Los Angeles
only to hold her gorgeous body tight. He couldn’t
wait to feel her in his arms and taste her sweet
lips after he slipped a diamond ring on her finger.

The computer at Hickam Air Force Base
should’ve taken over by now. The switchover from
the Ronald Reagan to Hickam must’ve failed. “Big
brother duck on big pond please respond to lame
duck in sky.”

There was no reply.

Something tiny was keeping pace slightly to
his left outside the front window of the cockpit. He
leaned forward for a closer view.

Impossible! Did his eyes lie?

Maybe the controller knew what it was. “Come
in big brother . . . Is big brother there?



Jay pivoted his seat. “Receiving anyone?”
Ken shook his head.

Jay, baffled by what he had seen, fixed his
eyes on Ken. “Is there something you forgot to tell
me?”

“Like what?”

“Like that little thing outside on my left with
flapping green wings and the iridescent orange
and red neck.”

Ken released the flexible straps holding his
seat in place. As his seat slid up near Jay's, Ken
leaned forward and stared in the direction of the
hummingbird thing. “That's impossible. Someone
has to be playing with us.”

“Hummingbirds beside the hummer. How
many more surprises do they have in store for us?”

“We should abort.”



“Returning to big brother,” Jay announced
to anyone able to hear him.

After Ken strapped his seat back in tight Jay
moved the control stick and the hummer circled
downward to the left. After nearly a one-eighty he
attempted to halt the turn, but the control lever
refused to move and the jet, with the hummingbird
thing still by its side, continued to circle and lose
altitude.

“Mayday, Mayday,” Jay hollered.
“Switching to backup computer,” Ken replied.
Still, nothing worked.

b
A blank monitor alarmed the President as he
sat in fear of a failed outcome. As expensive as
the hummer had been to produce, it could doom
his first four years in office.



At least he had Admiral Young, George Kroft
and Elisabeth Black along for moral support.

The Admiral hung up the wall-phone and
looked back across the room at the President.
“Monitors are also out on the Ronald Reagan and at
Hickam.”

The President gazed at the blank monitor.
“Total blackout?”

“Must be a malfunction with the satellite.
NASA should be able to fix it.”

Hopefully it could, anyway. In need of
reassurance the President waited to hear what
the head of CIA had to say about the situation.

George, sitting beside a window three feet
to the President’s right, lowered his binoculars.
“Something’s wrong. It’s circling downward.”

The President gazed at the tall blond sitting
two feet to his left. He had put her in charge of



Homeland Security. Maybe she'd reassure him it
was only a minor complication.

“If the hummer’s scrambler is out of sync
with the others, electronic signals could jam the
control system,” Elisabeth Black responded.

The President grimaced. A jammed control
system could crash the jet.

“Big brother must be asleep at the wheel,”
George barked.

The President looked up at Admiral Young.

The Admiral stared down at George. “The
Ronald Reagan completed its test. It’s watchdog’s
turn to perform.”

“Could it be espionage?” Liz asked.

The President wondered what’d be worse,
espionage, a mechanical failure, or incompetency
from either CIA or the Navy.



“A leak would most likely come from
Honolulu,” she explained. “It was George’s guy
who tipped us off on al-Qaeda’s hookup with
General Wong.”

George glared at her. “What’s your point?”

“If they’re aware we’re onto them, and if they
know about our project, they’d try to sabotage it.”

The President waited for George's reply, but
the head of CIA had his binoculars up to his eyes.
“Send rescue. It’s on its way down.”

The President closed his eyes, fearing the
worst.

W

As the hummer circled downward out of Jay’s
control, his composure took another hit from a
screechy voice that clearly said in plain English,
“Have no fear. | control your aircraft.”



Jay stared at the hummingbird thing. He
suspected new technology, but was it ours or
the enemy's? “ldentify yourself. State your
business.”

“My name is Netone. | came to your planet to
learn its ways.”

Jay pivoted his seat half circle and grinned
when he faced Ken. “Aliens from afar, English-
speaking ones at that.”

Ken nodded. “Must be some kind of test.”

“Don’t know how this joker breached our
communications but disengage him before we
crash.”

“No can do. We’re locked in with this nut.
Can’t reach big brother. Can’t reach Hickam.
Can’t reach anybody.”

Jay spun his seat back around, not knowing
what further action to take. Maybe the culprit was



CIA playing its own games. He attempted to move
the control stick, but it still wouldn't budge.

With the hummer not far from a plunge into
the ocean Jay was about to lose his calm. “What
you want?”

“l want your help.”

“Why?”

“l need you to contact your leaders for me.”
“Why me?”

“The reason | contact you is because your
aircraft scrambles outgoing electronic signals
and unscrambles incoming ones. | have assumed
you are more qualified to contact your leaders
than are other humans with less status than is
yours.”

“How come we communicate?”

“My drone bypasses your translator.”



Jay closed his eyes to calm himself. The
intruder's manner of speech and its screechy
sound indicated a computer program of some
sort. Maybe Ken was right. This had to be a test of
new technology. It angered him that he’d been
kept in the dark about it. It gave him a bitter taste
of CIA.

What the heck? His only option was to play
along. “Okay, good buddy, I'll comply with your
request.”

He heard no reply.

He tried hard to move the control stick. It
still wouldn’t budge. He lost it, screaming, “Need
something else?”

“l need nuclear fuel. Can your Scottie beam
it to me?”

As the big body of water closed in, Jay’s eyes
opened wide. “Let go, you idiot. We’ll crash.”



“Because you seem to understand me not, |
will digest more data before | contact you again.”

At the last possible moment the control
stick finally moved. It came back with more ease
than needed and Jay quickly moved it forward for
the hummer to not flip out of control.

Nick Kusiac gawked when the hummer
reappeared on the monitor. To see the aircraft
smash against ocean waves was a sight too
horrid to behold by this watchdog at the Hickam
monitoring facility. Even though the hummer was
made of a carbon steel alloy one-hundred times
lighter, yet one-hundred times stronger than
plain steel, he feared it had been damaged
beyond repair. Even though flight suits were
well-padded and multiple rings allowed free spin
of seats in any direction, he suspected those



thumps could've crippled the crew for life, or
have even killed them.

Nick watched the hummer skip across the
ocean surface a mile or two before it finally
bounced high enough to resume flight.

With audio restored Nick heard different

voices: “Little sister okay?” . . . “Did they test us or
what?” . . . “Don’t know. Got any ideas?” . .. “‘What'd
that little birdie tell us?” . . . “Little birdies don’t talk

without moving their beaks.”

Nick figured those words meant a small
plane had gotten in the way. It shouldn't have
happened. With satellite imaging and computers
to guide the hummer, nothing except Air Force
One should have been within ten miles of it.
Either the equipment failed or human error was
the culprit. He doubted a saboteur had breached
the system.



More conversation came by way of the
monitor: “Little brother to big brother.”. . . “Big brother
listens to little brother. Where you been?” . . . “In
wonderland. Clear the driveway. We’re on our way
home.”

An investigation was surely in order. It could
tie Nick up for hours and he was eager to celebrate
the twenty-first birthday of someone special to his
heart.

He checked emails to find out anything he
could about the investigation. One came in with the
name of the agent in charge of it, but no specific
instructions were given other than for him to report
whatever he knew with regard to the outcome of the
test flight.

All Nick knew for sure was that the monitor
had blanked out when the hummer nearly crashed.
He hurried all the way out of the building to his
jeep Cherokee and drove to CIA headquarters to



give his boss a report.

When he entered the building, the secretary
was away from her desk and Dirk was out of his
office. It seemed an opportune time to take a bold
step. He went in, typed up a written statement and
laid it on Dirk’s desk. He then picked up the phone
to bug it with an electronic listening device.

The sound of footsteps persuaded him
otherwise.

“What you want?” Dirk barked.

Nick kept his cool. “The Navy had problems
with its new spy plane. | put my report on your
desk.”

The fax machine started up.

“Put it in an envelope,” Dirk said as he
checked out the fax. “I’'ll take it with me.”



Nick found an envelope. He slid his report
inside it and handed it to Dirk.

Dirk placed it inside a satchel with a strap
hanging from his shoulder. “Nice of you to show
up. Cover me while | take care of business.”

Nick frowned. “I’'m late for a special occasion.”

“Sorry. Have to be at the airport when Air
Force One arrives,” Dirk replied while not looking
back as he hurried out of his office.

With Dirk’s departure Nick now had time to
wire the room up good, even if it would make him
late for a special celebration.

Investigations

Dirk hadn’t expected troubling news when he
ambled into the private room of Eddy’s Chinese



restaurant where he and the crime boss usually
met, but it seemed Eddy was perturbed about
something. As they sat down across from each
other at a table, Eddy crossed his index finger
against his lips and then pointed it at a tiny disk
that lay in the middle of the table.

Dirk responded with a smirk.

Eddy picked up the disk and handed it to Dirk.
“It’s a bug.”

Dirk dropped it into a glass of water, patted
his bald spot and wished he had as much curly

black hair as did the short, slim man with a dark
tan, but Dirk was Mr. Universe compared to him.

“They’re onto us,” Eddy said.
“Who’s onto us?”

“A Chinese waiter who calls himself Charlie
planted it. We intercepted his texts to his buddies
in Taiwan.”



Dirk stared at the tiny disk. “What’d you do
about it?”

“l thought I'd check with you first.”
“You want my blessing?”
“l wouldn’t mind a little help.”

Dirk leaned back in his chair, his elbows
pointed out, stretching his arms. “Sure. What’ll
you offer for my service?”

“How about your neck? He sneaks messages
in takeouts to Pete’s taxis. They're delivered to this
babe. I've got someone on her tail.”

Dirk grimaced as he lowered his chin to his
chest and held his forehead with his fingers and
thumb, taking time to connect the dots. It didn't
take long for them to connect.

He glared at Eddy. “Didn’t you check Charlie
out?”



“He no speak-y English; me no suspect.”

“Remember the CIA agent you killed five
years ago with a car bomb?”

“You said he was onto us.”

“You took care of him and his wife. You
neglected to take care of the daughter. She was
taken in by another agent who's a buddy of the
taxi owner, who's an ex-Navy Seal. They're now
onto us.”

“Now what?”

Dirk leaned forward. “We need to know what
they found out. They have contacts in high places.”

“I'll go ahead and waste them.”

“If you take them out it'll draw attention. We
need to discredit them first.”

“How do we do that?”



Dirk grinned. “An agent from Homeland
Security is bent out of shape from problems with
the Navy’s new toy. He arrived on Air Force One
and was to accompany the President to Beijing. I'll
kindly inform him | suspect my boy Nick is
involved with criminal elements.”

“Will that sell?”

Dirk reached into his satchel and took out the
envelope Nick had put his report in. He handed it to
Eddy. “My guy’s fingerprints. Put them in another
envelope. Juice it up with something incriminating
and have someone deliver it to the President’s box
of priorities.”

Eddy nodded. “How about anthrax and the
Senator’s secretary?”

Dirk stared intently at Eddy. “She knows your
man. He knows you. You know me. She could talk to
someone before and after the delivery.”



Eddy leaned forward, grinning. “She’s due for
another fix. Might as well up the stakes and reward
her with enough to shut her up for good.”

“Damn liberal President anyway. Keep an
eye on the waiter and those takeouts . . . Better
yet, put your own message in one of them. We
need to take out all the sneaks before this gets
out of hand.”

“Won't dead bodies popping up all over the
place draw attention?”

Dirk pointed his index finger at his forehead
as he sneered at Eddy. “Plant some of that heroin
and WMDs you found in your warehouse on some
of your competitors. Have one of your guys tip off
mine. It'll give them something to investigate. ”

._



Jay hooked his arm around one of the cables that
kept the hummer from being blown off the deck of
the Ronald Reagan. The stiff wind nearly blew him
away, but he managed to open the envelope. As
expected, the small bump inside the padding was
the engagement ring he’d given Susie.

He sadly read her letter and closed his eyes—
not his high school buddy.

At least he could now focus his effort more
intently on his primary mission in life, to fly a
marvelous machine to expose the enemy. It'd help
find out what General Wong was up to.

Seeing Ken on deck back from the debriefing
room, Jay walked up to him, handed him the Dear
John letter and continued forward.

After tiring hours of physical examination,
psychological evaluation and intensive interrogation
following a test flight, Jay made his way to the
debriefing room where he figured he was about to



be briefed on a special mission that would make all
those tests worthwhile. He also expected to be
informed about that hummingbird drone.

Jay, more eager than fearful to learn what
awaited him, walked into the debriefing room and
stopped eye to eye in front of Admiral Young. The
four star admiral could’ve fried the nerves of a
lesser seaman, but Jay calmly stood at attention
and saluted. “Lieutenant Jay Plaey, Sir.”

The Admiral returned the salute. “Take a
seat.”

The Admiral pointed at an empty chair in
the middle of a long and narrow conference table.
Sitting on the other side of the table was a man
with blond hair and a reddish beard. He was
dressed in a civilian suit and tie.

Jay sat, as instructed, while the Admiral
seated himself at the far end of the table.



The man gazed at Jay. “I’'m Scott Braidy
from Homeland Security, here to find out what
went wrong with the test flight.”

“Yes sir. Anything you don’t understand about
my report, or what wasn’t in it, I'm here to clarify.”

“The hummer is some machine, but piloting
it must challenge the nerves. We’re no longer sure
you’re up to it.”

“I'll take it to new heights, sir.”

Scott didn’t take his eyes off Jay for a second.
“You’re grounded until we come up with answers.”

“l don’t understand, sir.”

Scott looked down at a typed report. “I
was informed by Admiral Young the President
wanted to shake your hand after a successful
flight, but | doubt he still does. Your report isn’t
believable.”



Jay sat upright, maintaining his posture. “It'd
be an honor to shake the President’s hand, but it’s
my duty to report what | see and hear, believable or
not.”

Scott faced Admiral Young.

The Admiral gazed at Jay. “Lieutenant Plaey
you can request legal counsel if you need to. |
advise it.”

Jay stared back in bewilderment. “No sir. It
won’t be necessary.” Why would he need a lawyer?

The Admiral nodded. “Continue, Mr. Braidy.”

Scott appeared grim. “It appears you could
either be involved with a hoax or espionage. Tell
your girlfriend about your marvelous mission in
the Navy?”

“No sir. | didn’t.
“Sailor, | don’t think you believe you saw a



hummingbird move at twice the speed of sound or
you talked with an alien from outer space, but you
nearly crashed. I’'m here to find out why.”

“Yes sir.”

“Your buddy believes it’s possible to project
holographic images onto a window to create a
mirage. Do you think he’s clever enough to do it

himself?”

Jay raised his eyebrows. “All | know is
Lieutenant Noble’s a whiz with computers.”

Scott leaned forward. “You know, | think
you have something there. It’d be easy for him
to slip in another program. He sits behind you,
doesn’t he?”

Jay thought about it. “He’d need a special

projector to produce the holographic image.
Besides, we took polygraphs. | know | didn’t lie.”



“l doubt a lie detector can match the creative
ability of either one of you. You must’ve cooked this
story up together.”

“Why would we want to kill ourselves to
perpetrate a hoax?”

Scott rubbed his chin. “Creative minds get
bored. Maybe you got carried away. A hummingbird
outside an aircraft called the hummer is a little
amusing, don’t you think?”

“You don’t get bored inside the hummer.”

Scott flicked his hand up and eyed the ceiling.
“It's practically an unmanned aircraft, isn't it? Don't
you just sit and wait for another assignment?”

“l don’t think the Navy trained me to become
a couch potato. If the computers on the Ronald
Reagan and at Hickam take over, I'm sure the Navy
has another challenge.”

Scott turned his head the Admiral’s way.



The Admiral faced Jay. “l don’t know about the
handshake, but | don’t want confused heads inside my
birds. You boys need time to recuperate. Take a couple
weeks of convalescent leave on the island.”

Jay stood up and saluted. “Thank you, Sir.”
The Admiral returned the salute.

Jay casually walked out of the room trying to
make sense of the interrogation.

Jay didn’t want to believe his superiors
would ground him and the hummer because of
a mishap that wasn’t his fault, but he knew the
project was too expensive and critical for
anyone to participate in if they had any issue
whatsoever to contend with. The success of his
career in the Navy now depended on whatever
Scott’s investigation turned up.

When he found Ken back on deck he went
to its edge and stared out at sea.



“Don’t jump,” Ken yelled.

“I’ve been jilted and grounded, and nearly
killed, all in one day.”

“Yeah, but we now have time in the tropical
sun to look forward to. Cheer up. You’ll find
someone else.”

Jay continued his stare out at sea. “Yeah, but
| don’t need another party girl. You think | can find
someone on that island who’ll be faithful and true
while I’'m on a dangerous mission?”

When Nitay stepped out from the front passenger
seat of Pete’s taxi onto the pavement, she noticed
many of the cars in the parking lot were old and
worn. That was okay with her. She needn’t
celebrate her birthday at a fancy night club. Her
purpose for the nightlife was only to take on a more



active role to expose Dirk for what he truly was, a
rogue CIA boss in control of the farm. That should
be possible now that she turned twenty-one, but
only if Nick and Pete allowed it.

She looked for Nick’s Cherokee jeep, but
couldn’t find it. “Where’s Nick?” she asked Pete

when he stepped out from the driver seat of his
taxi.

“Should be here. Must still be at work.”

She gazed at Pete in an attempt to make out
what he looked like without the silly mustache
and night vision shades he wore as part of his
disguise. She knew he wore it not because he
didn’t want anyone to recognize him as a driver of
his own taxi company, but because he and Nick
didn’t want her to be seen with them.

Toenehe had also gotten out of the taxi. He
wore no disguise, but having a big Samoan as her
bodyguard sure put a halt to any chance she had



for a romantic venture. Her younger years already
passed her by in solitude.

Pete handed her a small, gift-wrapped box.
“Happy birthday.”

“Thanks.”

Toenehe handed her a larger present. “Hau’oli
la hanau.”

“Mahalo nui loa,” she thanked him very much.

She opened Pete’s gift first, found ruby-red
earrings and pinned them on her earlobes.

“They’re amplifiers,” Pete said. “Casually
stroke your hair with your hand and move an
earring up to your ear with your thumb.”

She smiled. “Thanks again, Pete.”

He winked.



She opened the big Samoan's gift. It was a
disguise-kit, with glasses and dye to change the
color of her hair. She preferred her hair its natural
auburn, but she’d dye it purple and green and
paint her face orange to find out more of what
Dirk was up to. “Nice. Just what | need to help
you guys investigate Dirk’s shady activities.”

Toenehe’s face became one big smile.

She put the kit in the taxi and then followed
Pete, with Toenehe right behind her, into a beer
joint full of pool tables.

She stroked her hair with her hand and pushed
an earring up to her ear. Knowing what the guys said
about her might be somewhat gratifying.

“Did it just get hot in here or what?” she heard a
guy seated on a stool at the bar ask.

She glanced the talker’s way and took note of
his okay appearance.



“'m cool,” another gent said. “/'ll handle her.”

“Who'll handle the big Samoan?” the next in
line asked.

Along with their humorous comments was
Toenehe’s no-mess-with-me stare to keep them at
bay. All that attention to her presence amused her,
but the security of Toenehe by her side allowed her
to enjoy it more freely.

“I think she’s my soul mate,” a white-haired
fellow said.

“I'll move in with your ex after the divorce,” a
younger fellow beside him replied.

She winked their way. The younger fellow
stood up and took a step forward, but he quickly
sat back down when Toenehe sneered at him.

Oh well.



Pete led her past pool tables to a vacant
table at the far corner of the room. She sat
between Toenehe on her left and Pete on her
right. A much bigger chair would’ve fitted the big
Samoan, but he managed not to break the one he
was in.

“Sorry, honey,” Pete said. “Would like to
take you to a more glamorous place on your
birthday, but you know how it is.”

Yes, she did know how it was. She had
signed onto the rules set forth by Agent Nick
Kusiac for them to get Dirk Slubona. Nick made
sure she was safer than a friendly ghost in cloud
heaven, but it required her to become invisible,
like never dating, especially in an evocative dress
that’d draw attention. Well-to-do gentlemen had
asked her out, but in concurrence with Nick’s
advice she declined their offers in fear she’d put
their lives in danger along with hers.



Nick scrutinized all her contacts. He said it
had to be the right situation for the right guy.

She noticed a couple guys had walked up to
a nearby table. They stood next to the wall and
rudely stared at the two guys already seated at the
table.

After a nod from Pete, Toenehe drew his hand
back close to his side in a ready position to grab his
gun.

“This crowd’s harmless,” Pete said.
She shrugged.
“Want something to drink?”

She read a display of choices high on the wall
behind the bar. “What’s good to drink on your twenty
first birthday?”

“l see Nick with a pitcher of beer.”



Nick arrived with the pitcher and four empty
glasses on a tray and sat down opposite her. She
hardly recognized him with his blue eyes covered
with night vision shades and a cap over his dark
brown hair that had become gray around the ears.

Pete nodded towards the other table.

Nick nodded as he filled a glass with beer
and handed it to her. “Sorry I'm late. | was held
up at Dirk’s office.”

“Something | should know about?” Nitay
asked, more than ready to be informed on
anything about Dirk.

“Nope.”

She let it go. Nick never discussed work.
He eyed Pete. “Our old buddy’s in Kahuku.”
Pete nodded. “Lay it on him. He’'ll help.”
“Will | need to dress up?” Nitay asked.



Nick leaned towards her. “We’ll handle it.”

She faced him eye to eye. “I’d like to go. |
need to learn all | can to be of more help.”

Pete placed his hand on her forearm. “You
can pick up useful tips from casual chatter in a
place like this. You’ll be too much in the public
eye at Turtle Bay.”

“I'll stay away from golfers.”
Toenehe shook his head. “A‘ole hele oku.”

She tasted a sip of beer and moped.
Toenehe would naturally agree with them, but ‘no
go’ was neither what she wanted to hear nor what
she’d accept. “I’'m a big girl, aren’t I, now that I’'m
old enough to drink beer?”

Nick pointed his index finger up and fixed
his eyes on her with a serious look about him.
“Take one step at a time up the mountain, honey,
and be aware of your surroundings. Climb hastily



and you’ll bring everyone down with you.”

She looked away. If only Nick would allow
her to lift a foot, she’d climb Mount Everest.

The Setup

Nitay woke with a hangover and to a buzz. She
slipped on pants and a blouse and hurried to the
front door to find out who rang the doorbell this
early in the morning.

It was one of Pete's trusted drivers. He handed
her the Honolulu Star Bulletin.

She stepped aside, letting him walk in.
“Anything newsworthy to report,” she asked.

He smiled. “A lady insists she saw a
hummingbird keep pace outside the window



of a Boeing 747.”
“Not in flight near hear?” Nitay had to ask.

“Yep, I'm afraid so. | thought it preposterous,
too, but another passenger swore he saw one of
those birds hovering above a sandy beach.”

“Why would it be where there are no flowers?”
The driver shrugged his shoulders.

Nitay peeked at her small laptop on the dining
room table. “l do need something to write about for
this week's paper.”

“You making any money with that stuff we
hand out to our riders?”

She nodded, “Articles inform. Stores want
their share of the tourist trade. | advertise. They
pay.u

“Have something ready for me to hand out?”



She shook her head no. “Yesterday was my
birthday.”

“Happy birthday.”

“Thanks. How about a birthday present, like
some information you usually give only to Pete?”

He turned away from her. “Pete appreciated it
when | tipped him off about Charlie, but he became a
little angry when | told you about it.”

She winked at him. “Come on. You can cough
up a little harmless something for my birthday. We'll
keep it to ourselves this time.”

He stared at Honolulu Star Bulletin she still
held in her hand. “Someone did mention something
about restrictions being put in place at Kahuku.”

She glanced at the newspaper headlines. An
article pertained to the President’s stopover. That
must be it, Nick and Pete’s old buddy at the Turtle
Bay Resort to set up security for the President.



It was time to spurge for a new outfit. She
needed something to wear to a special occasion.
She’d go naked if it’d help her find something on
Dirk, but something more glamorous was in order
to crash the President’s party. She’d head for the
stores right after she finished the article about the

hummingbirds.

Dirk waited in a monitoring room for security to
show up and brief him on where to position his
men, but the temptation was too much to
overcome. He turned on a monitor and noticed a
tall, slim man with gray hair beside a short lady
with a pudgy face. They were indeed the President
and the First Lady.

He turned on the volume and heard the
President’s voice. “How was the tour?”



“The birds-eye view of the little island they call
Chinaman’s Hat was nice. The Koolau Mountain Range
is fabulous and the stopover at the Orchards of Taro
was pleasant. How was golf?”

“Admiral Young and General Trump fared well.”
“l take it you didn’t?”

‘Its a tough course and | didn’t have my
number one bodyguard to tell me how to handle the
brutal breeze.”

“How’s Matt doing?”

‘He’s alright. The powder he examined in that
letter did turn out to be anthrax, but he’s been treated
and is in the hospital for cautionary measure.”

Dirk grinned. Max’s illness was deserved;
he didn’t even deserve to live. That bodyguard
and former Navy SEAL had stuck up for a
president that had blasted CIA tactics as illegal
torture, only to render it harder for an agent to



protect his country.

To learn of Nick’s fate Dirk continued to
eavesdrop on the President’s conversation with
the First Lady.

“I'm to meet with my advisers to see if the
ceremony at the restaurant is still on. If not, we’ll
continue on to Guam.”

“You decided not to shake the hands of those two
officers | heard were nearly killed yesterday?”

“I'll decide after | hear what Liz, George and
the Admiral have to say about it.”

“You think they perpetrated a hoax?”

“They came up with an unbelievable story, for
sure, but perhaps as a distraction to throw us off on
something else. It's possible they’re involved with
shady characters that'd want to sabotage a secret
project and assassinate me.”



Dirk had been pleased to find out Nick had
become discredited, but someone might've
attempted to either sabotage or steal a military
aircraft. Its investigation could hinder his own
hunt for Nick’s cohorts.

Nick peeked at the clock while sitting in wait of
the agent from Homeland Security to arrive. Nick
had ideas as to why visual of the hummer
disappeared from the monitor and then
reappeared when the aircraft nearly plunged into
the ocean. It was likely the agent already
considered them, but that was okay with Nick.
He expected no complications with his report.

The big blond with the reddish beard finally
arrived. He walked through the open door straight
to Nick's desk. “I’'m Scott Braidy.”



Nick stood up and offered his hand. “Nicolsen
Kusiac.”

Scott ignored the gesture. “l figured to wrap
this up in time to continue on with the President,
but someone done did a no-no.”

Nick froze for a bit. “Sorry. Don’t have
much to offer. | only know what appeared on
the monitor. If that’s what the ones on the
Ronald Reagan and Air Force One received, a
bad satellite relay explains the loss of audio
and visual, and it could’ve altered the electronic
signals that controlled the aircraft.”

Nick sat back down. “Have a seat.

Scott frowned leaning over the desk. “Couldn’t
someone have tampered with the equipment?”

Nick hadn’t expected that question, but he
should have. The President’s trip to China should
be more important to Scott than an investigation of



a mishap, unless it was sabotage. “It’s unlikely.”

“I've been told you associate with suspicious
characters, and yet you’re trusted in the operation of
a top secret project by this same someone.”

Nick’s jaw dropped. “There’s something you
should know about Dirk Slubona.”

“Really? | suppose he wants to destroy the
hummer. Enlighten me if you will.”

“He’d succumb to anything.”

Nick leaned back and peeked here and there.
He craved for open space, but the walls of the small
room closed in on his psychic ever more. “How’s
my old buddy Matt Townsend these days?”

Scott looked around the room. “Your buddy’s
the President’s bodyguard? How impressive.”

“We go back a ways.”



Scott pulled a chair up to Nick’s desk, sat
down in it, leaned forward and grinned. “Matt’s
worried about an envelope you sent to the
President.”

Nick coughed. “l sent no letter to the
President.”

“Forget to wipe your prints?”

Nick opened his eyes wide enough for his
eyeballs to fall out. “I left a report on Dirk’s desk.
He must’ve delivered it.”

“You seem concerned about it.”

“Sure am. He set me up.”

Scott chuckled. “Come now, why would he?”
“Keep an eye on him and you’ll find out.”
Scott shook his head.



Nick realized he was framed and he feared
not only for his own life. He knew his framer
wouldn't want to be contested. Once Dirk found
out Pete, Toenehe and Nitay were in on the
investigation, they'd be eliminated as well.

How strange it felt to stand on solid ground. Jay

had just followed Ken out of the osprey that had
been provided them courtesy of the Air Force.

The airstrip at the Marine Corps Base
Hawaii between the towns of Kilue and Kaneohe
wasn’t hula song and dance, but at least it was a
step in the right direction. He’d soon welcome the
sight of palm trees at a sunny beach where girls
in bikinis lay all around him.

What greeted him instead was the salute of a
freckled face redhead in a blue uniform with a silver
bar on each collar. “I’'m Lieutenant Peggy Banks. |



volunteered to escort you two to Turtle Bay.”

Her sturdy body had a somewhat peculiar
appearance. Tacky earrings hung on her earlobes
and he detected alcohol on her breath.

He returned Peggy’s salute. “You can relax.
I’'m Lieutenant Jay Plaey, Captain to you, | guess.
Ken might, but I’d never pull rank on a volunteer
as pretty as you.”

She smiled.

Ken grinned as he pointed at two bars on the
collar of his white dress uniform. “l pull rank.”

She giggled. They ogled at each other.
Jay smiled. “Where to?”

Peggy nodded her head towards a non-
military limousine. A chauffeur in civilian clothes
waited beside it.



During their introduction to each other Airmen
had unloaded small suitcases and duffel bags from
the osprey. They then loaded them in the back of the
limo, saluted Jay and Ken, and left after Jay and Ken
saluted them back.

After they walked up to the side door,
Peggy entered the limo at Ken’s urging. As he sat
down next to her, Jay stepped in and sat down
opposite them and beside a young blond who
wore earrings identical to those Peggy had on her
ears.

The blond was slim and attractive, and
reminded Jay of Susie, but she had to be only in
her teens, and she eyed him with a disgruntled
look on her face.

“This is Daisy,” Peggy said, “She's Colonel
Lipmon’s daughter.”

Jay leaned close to Daisy and smiled. “I'm
pleased to meet you.”



“You want my boyfriend to kill you?”

Jay rolled his eyes upward. “It won’t be
necessary.”

Daisy was sexually attractive, but to become
an obstacle between two young lovers wasn’t how
Jay wanted to spend his vacation time. Besides,
he wasn’t looking forward to being stuck with the
colonel’s brat. He had to somehow bow out of this

arrangement.

Ready to party with the President and perhaps
meet a handsome gentleman, Nitay pirouetted to
show off her slim figure in her new provocatively
tight, white dress with the rainbow stripes that
streaked down from her waist.

Nick shook his head with a look of dismay on
his face. “It’s your neck. Don’t make it ours, too.”



“You’ve taught me a lot. Now all | need is a
chance to show what I've learned.”

“l suppose you will sooner or later.”
“Anything from Charlie?”

He hesitated. “Something’s supposed to come
in at Kaena Point after midnight. It could be what we
need to put Dirk away.”

“l suppose you'll take Toenehe along for
backup.”

Nick flicked his hand at her. “With that dress
you’ll need him more than ever. I’'m good.”

“Why go it alone?”

“I'm watched closer than a stripper on a
battleship. | was careful to sneak in here unseen,
but we don’t see each other from now on until we
get Dirk and make sure his thugs can do us no
harm.”



That wasn’t what she wanted to hear. Why
couldn't she be part of the action?

She had her concerns as well. As much as
Nick kept her under lock and key, she didn’t feel it
fair for him to wander into danger without backup.
If something happened to him, what’'d be the
point to live in seclusion? Without him there for
her, her life would be imperiled just the same.

Nick stared through the glass of the patio
door. “You need to relocate. Pete has a nice place
for you at Waimanalo.”

“I’ve only been here a week.”
“l don’t like the looks of your neighbor.”

Nitay walked over beside Nick and peeked
outside. “He’s cute.”

“He’s a motor-mouth, a braggart, trouble . . .
he’ll tell all his buddies about you. Can’t take the
chance.”



Nitay sulked.

The Handshake

The President moseyed over to the open window
in the presidential suite and took in the sound of
gentle waves caressing the white sand. The sea at
peace prepared him for the reports he was about
to hear from George and Liz.

He closed the window. George and Liz stood
while Admiral Young sat in a soft, cushioned chair.
The CIA’s top boss appeared his disgruntled self
and the Admiral was reticent in his way, but
exceptional nervousness showed from Liz’s
mannerism.

Liz had turned Homeland Security into what
was expected of it and her ideas generally proved



right. Her choice of the hummer aircraft, with its
name recommended in honor of the First Lady’s
interest in the little pollinators, had seemed
prudent at the time, but the expense of the project
didn’t set well with opponents with a preference
to fund the needy.

Admiral Young had lent his support, but the
opposition included retired generals from the Air
Force. They contended the spy plane was an
unneeded luxury item. Their contention gained
popularity among his own party, but he’d appear
weak if he admitted to having made a wrongful
decision.

The project would’ve been dropped without
George’s support. To obtain it the President
ensured George that CIA would take control of the
operation.

George laid his brief on the coffee table.
“Mr. President, my Honolulu boss discovered a



rogue agent. He engages in suspicious activity
and operates the monitor at Hickam’s facility.
Fingerprints inside the envelope with anthrax
match those of the accused. We have him under
tight surveillance and should know who his
conspirators are before we leave the island.”

Liz laid her brief on the table. “It makes no
sense for a government agent to send a letter to
the President along with anthrax and his own
fingerprints.”

George’s face remained frozen in place for a
bit. “Maybe he’s on drugs and not thinking straight.”

“He passed both a blood test and polygraph,”
Liz said.

George turned away from Liz and faced the
President. “This guy’s in a key position at the
Hickam observatory. Who knows what he knows?
We need to, for sure.”



The President stared out the window down
at a surfer riding out a wave. The wind had picked
up. The waves were much larger. “Do you think
the pilot or anyone else either in the hummer or
on the Ronald Reagan is involved?”

George nodded. “This agent could've come
onto the flight crew, bought them drinks, slipped
them drugs and fed them propaganda.”

Liz seemed ready to tackle him, physically.
“They were examined. Your claim isn’t consistent
with the evidence.”

“He still could’ve put them up to something.”
“They passed polygraphs,” Liz insisted.

“How reliable is a polygraph?” the President
asked Liz.

“It’s not definite, but we’ll back it up. Since
these Navy officers are on convalescent leave
with orders not to leave the island, they can easily



be watched. | have already assigned someone to
oversee the investigation.”

George sneered at her. “Wasn't your guy
endorsed by Matt?”

Liz glared at George. “You don’t trust Matt's
judgment?”

George turned his back to her.

Her affair with Matt concerned the President,
giving him cause to accept George as the more
objective of the two, but Liz still sounded more
reasonable. He’d still consider her advice until
George had a more convincing case to present.

“What does the Admiral know that | should?”
the President asked.

“Those officers have impressive records.
They passed the most strenuous tests we could
give them. They tested an experimental aircraft
critical to our security and were nearly killed.



They passed psychological evaluations and lie
detectors with ease. | can only conclude they
reported what they saw and heard, even if it’s
too bizarre to believe.”

“Couldn’t they have been duped?” George
asked.

The Admiral rose from his chair. “It's likely
they were. Since the hummer takes precedence
they’re no longer in the equation.” He walked up
to the President. “I'll cancel the handshake.”

George shook his head. “l set them up with
a couple escorts who don’t know their earrings
are wired. The ceremony needs to take place for
us to hear what loose lips have to reveal.”

W

Nick climbed out of his Cherokee jeep, hurried
through the parking lot to the hotel entrance,



continued on to the front desk and faced the desk
clerk. “I’'m Nick Kusiac. Need to speak with Matt
Townsend. He’s Security.”

The desk clerk glanced towards Nick’s left.
Nick turned his head to see what caught the clerk's
attention. It was Dirk flanked by two suits.

Dirk sneered. “What do you want with Matt?”
“l have something he’d like to hear.”

Dirk closed in and looked up at Nick. “Sure. I'll
give it to him.”

“It’s personal.”

“Hand over your gun. You’re under
investigation.”

Nick backed up and patted himself. “I’m not
stupid.”

“Why you here?”



“To see Matt, like | said.”

Dirk faced a suit. “He hopes the President’s
bodyguard will bail him out. Not this time.”

Dirk rose up on his toes nose to nose with
Nick. “How come Pete isn’t here? Doesn’t he want
to see his old buddy?”

“He’s busy,” Nick replied, enduring Dirk’s bad
breath.

“Take a seat.”
“l have things to do.”
“Take a seat.”

Nick strolled over to a cushioned chair and
flopped down in it. At least he had time to think
about why Dirk was all over him.

Charlie must’ve gotten caught. That’d explain
it.



Nick needed to warn Nitay, Pete and Toenehe.

He noticed Lieutenant Peggy Banks when
she came through the entrance door along with a
young blond and two Navy officers in whites. The
blond wandered off and met up with a young,
muscular fellow.

Nick had an idea. Maybe one of those officers
could be a way to keep Nitay’s identity secret.

Nick reached nonchalantly just high enough
with his hand to get Peggy’s attention.

Peggy made her way over. “What’s up?”

Those tacky earrings, unusual for an Air
Force officer to wear, alarmed Nick. He knew he
was watched, but he had to chance it. He winked
at Peggy, shook his earlobe and reached out his
hand.

She removed the earrings from her ears and
handed them to Nick. “You want me to get you



some? One of your guys gave them to me to wear;
said they were needed for special identification.”

Nick put the earrings inside a handkerchief
and smothered them with his hands. “Just want
to clean them for you. | have a young friend who’s
eager to meet a sailor.”

Peggy laughed. “She should try Pearl Harbor.”

Nick smiled. “As a personal favor to me,
would you introduce her to one of your handsome
friends?”

“Well, | thought | wanted them for myself, but
... okay.”

“Thanks. She’ll be in a white, provocative
dress with rainbow stripes. Her name is Nitay
Bennington and she’ll arrive with a couple older
guys. Tell her it’s too crowded with them around.”

“Tell her yourself. They’re already here.”



Nick turned his head to the right and saw
Nitay was ten feet in front of Pete and Toenehe.

Nick leaned sideways to hide behind Peggy.
“Peggy, as strange as this may sound to you, she
and | don’t speak to each other. It’s a long story.”

“It’s not only long; it’s weird. | don’t know
about this.”

“It’s pertinent to national security.”

“Well . . . what should | put in my report?”
“Nothing.”

She grimaced.

He handed her his special credit card. “The
drinks are on me.”

“Ooh wee. You’re on.”

._



Dirk flipped his wallet open flashing his ID as he
continued his way into the Palm Terrace looking
to find Agent Scott Braidy. He found Scott sitting
at a table. Dirk was anxious to find out what Nick
Kusiac had told this investigator from Homeland
Security.

“You should try the Kampachi Fillet,” Scott
said. “It’s delicious.”

Dirk sat down across from Scott. A waiter
placed a glass of water on the table in front of
Dirk and handed him a menu. “I'll be back shortly
for your order.”

“Wait.” Dirk looked over the menu, and then
up at the buffet on display close by. “I'll have a
stack of waffles.”

“Sorry, sir, we don’t serve waffles for dinner.”
“Why not?”
After a long silence between them the waiter



finally said, “I'll speak with management.”

“Your Braised Kona Lobster probably tastes
like a waffle. I'll have it.”

The waiter picked up the menu and hurried
away.

Dirk stared at Scott. “I see you took my
advice and didn’t lock Kusiac up. What’d he have
to say about the breach?”

Scott shrugged. “Said he doesn’t know
anything. What makes you think he does?”

“l have my sources. It’d be nice to compare
notes.”

Scott grinned. “Show me yours and I’ll
compare them.”

Scott was tight lipped, but Dirk expected as
much. He’d break ground, win over Scott’s
confidence and be ready to pick up on whatever



information he’d offer, whether it was intentional
or inadvertent.

At least Dirk had been able to convince
Scott that Nick locked up would interfere with
Dirk’s own surveillance of him. Eddy’s men
would now take care of him at Kaena Point.

Nitay had walked on into the lobby well ahead
of Pete and Toenehe in order to pretend she

wasn’t with them. She placed some papers on
a rack and surveyed the area.

She noticed Nick sat in a soft cushioned
chair. Had he not pointed at a red head in a blue
uniform, Nitay would’ve ignored him. Since he
followed his pointed finger with a thumbs-up
gesture, she pushed one of her earrings close to
her ear to find out what he wanted her to do.



“Do what she asks,” she heard Nick whisper.

The redhead approached. “Hi. I'm Lieutenant
Banks. Like to meet a couple Navy officers?”

Nitay nodded.

“Whoa, are you easy. Mr. Kusiac said lose the
guys.”
Nitay flicked her hand up in the air as a

signal for Pete and Toenehe to leave her be. She
then winked at Peggy, who seemed puzzled.

Peggy led Nitay to the two Navy officers
and pointed at one of them. “Lieutenant Ken
Noble, he’s mine.” She pointed at the other
officer. “Lieutenant Jay Plaey, he’s yours. Guys,
this is Nitay something or the other.”

Jay’s eyes focused on Nitay as if he had
something nice to say to her. “Jay and Nitay Plaey
. . . | like the sound of that.”



Nitay rolled her eyes up. He was handsome,
but why did Nick fix her up with a comedian?

He stepped forward. “Nitay, you in that dress
is the loveliest thing I've ever seen. I’'m honored to
have you by my side when the President shakes my
hand.”

“You’re here to shake the President’s hand?”
He smiled. “You didn’t know?”
She blushed.

He offered her his arm. “Would you like to
accompany me to the Palm Terrace?”

Nitay was delighted about the invitation, but
bothered by the perturbed look on a blonds' face.
The way she had walked up to Jay and glared at
him it seemed as though her territory had just
been invaded.



“You should have your boyfriend join us later
at the poolside bar,” Jay told her.

The blond sneered at Jay and walked away.

The blonds' intrusion bothered Nitay. This
sailor seemed to take advantage of his good
looks, but Nick had approved him for some
reason or another. Maybe he was recruited by
Nick to help with the investigation. Someone in
the military loyal to a good cause could surely be

helpful.
y

Dirk noticed a brunette in a white dress enter the
restaurant with two Navy officers and a WAF. He
only got a distant glance at the brunette’s face
before she turned her back to him and was seated
by one of the officers, but those dark brown
eyelashes, eyebrows and hair that highlighted her
blues eyes seemed familiar. Even though her slim



body had filled out in a more mature manner, he
suspected who she was.

Dirk stood up. “I'll be back.”

Scott rolled his eyes Dirk’s way. “If you don’t
make it, can | have your waffles?”

“Help yourself.”

Dirk walked straight out of the restaurant,
careful not to look Nitay’s way, so as to not alarm
her with his presence.

As the restaurant filled up with suits, he
walked over to the desk clerk. “Notice a brunette
with a couple Navy officers?”

The desk clerk pointed at a stand of free
newspapers. “She made a delivery.”

Dirk walked over to the newspaper stand
and examined papers. He recognized the author’s
name on an article in one of the papers. He read



the article as George Kroft entered the restaurant
right behind Elizabeth Black. Admiral Young and
his wife finally entered. Dirk reckoned the
President and the First Lady weren’t far behind
with their unannounced visit.

When Dirk went back into the restaurant the
brunette turned away from him, but not before he
had a good visual of her face.

He reseated himself beside Scott and noticed
the stack of waffles in front of him. “What’s this?”

“Complements of the chef.”

Dirk leaned forward. “l know the girl over there
in the white dress.”

Scott gazed her way. “You know, | think she’s
with too much competition for an old fool like you.”

Dirk examined the photo IDs in the small
electronic device he had just taken out of his shirt
pocket. “Daisy Lipmon and an Air Force Lieutenant



are supposed to be with the Navy Lieutenants.
She’s neither.”

“Really? Maybe Daisy dyed her hair.”

The funeral had been a few years back, but
Dirk was sure he knew who she was. “l think
she’s with Kusiac. He uses her.”

Scott smiled. “How can he do that when he’s
seated in the lobby?”

“They’ve been together before.”
“So?”

“Doesn’t her with those Navy officers and not
him tell you something?”

Scott lifted the cell phone out from the pouch
clipped to his belt. “I’'ll have security watch her.”

“Bravo.” Dirk handed Scott the newspaper
he had taken from the rack. “Read this article on
the hummingbirds. Not only is she not on the



guest list, she’s a reporter. The identities of those
officers could already be compromised.”

“I’ll have FBI tail both her and Nick. We’ll find
out what they’re up to.”

“He’s slick. Your boys can work with mine.”

Scott stared at Dirk. “When did you take
over?”

Something else got Dirk’s attention. The
President and First Lady passed by tables to greet
guests. When they passed by George and Liz, the
President nodded. He nodded again when they
passed by Admiral Young and his wife.

He stopped at the table where the two Navy
officers sat. They stood up and, in turn, shook the
President’s hand.

It worried Dirk. How risky it would be to
take out all of Nick’s vigilantes if they included
these Navy officers in tight with the President. To



the contrary, it was more likely Nick was using his
attractive cohort to recruit high profile help. Dirk
figured he only needed to counter the tactic.

The Trap

A handsome Navy officer sat beside her. An orange
glow in the western sky begged for romance. Nitay
even had Nick’s approval to enjoy the moment for
what it was, but that bothered her. Did he fix her up
with someone to keep her out of the action?

She sat with Jay on her left, Peggy on her
right and Ken on Peggy’s right, and sipped mai tai
at the poolside bar.

“What’s there to do for a couple Navy guys?”
Jay asked.



“There’re lots of single girls on the beaches,”
she replied.

Jay groaned. “Who’ll introduce me to one?”
“Isn’t that Peggy’s job?”

“Peggy,” Jay said while he stared at Nitay
with a wily look on his face, “Ken and | would like
to check out one of those yacht clubs at Kaneohe.
Do you know someone as nice as Nitay who'’d like
to sail with us?”

Peggy, already on her third mai tai, winked.
“Sorry. It’s hard to find someone as nice as her.”

Ken pointed. “Isn’t that a hummingbird?”
Nitay marveled at the unusual sight.

Peggy cupped her hands around both her
eyes. “By golly, you’re right, but they’re supposed
to be indigenous only to the Americas.”



“Don’t tell anyone,” Jay grumbled. “They’ll
think you’re as crazy as we are.”

Their conversation interested Nitay, but a
repulsive sight concerned her more. Dirk Slubona

headed their way.

The cushioned chair was comfortable, but Nick
wanted to find out what was to occur at Kaena
Point. Then again, he worried about Nitay. He'd be
leaving her in a dangerous situation.

At least he wasn’t ignored. Security never
let him out of their sight. Even Scott found time to
drop by.

“You can leave,” he said. “Go ahead and join
your friends outside.”

“] came alone.”



“You work with a Lieutenant Banks, don’t
you?”

“Yeah, but she’s with a couple Navy officers.”

“She’s also outside with a Nitay Bennington.
Know her?”

“What does she look like?”
“Young, attractive brunette in a white dress.”
“I've known a few.”

Scott glanced back and forth between Nick
and a photo. “I’'m sure you have. You probably knew
her mother.”

Nick grimaced. That was personal.

When Nitay edged closer to his side, Jay sensed
the fear she had of the stout man with a bald head



that stared her down as he approached.
“Hello,” the intruder barked.

The sad look on Nitay’s face was enough to
tell Jay she didn’t welcome this guy.

Jay stepped between them. “Who are you?”
The stranger flashed his ID.

This troubling presence was CIA. What was
Nitay involved in? With all the bad luck he had of
late, it was sure to get him into more trouble.

“Wouldn’t you be Nitay Bennington?” Dirk
asked. “Your father used to work for me.”

She turned away and looked down at the bar.

A sudden jerk of Dirk’s head caught Jay’s
attention.

Jay followed him to a secluded area by the
pool. “What’s this about?”



“I need your help.”
“Really.”

“Yeah, really. Nice looking brunette. How long
have you known her?”

“Just met her. Why?”
“She’s dangerous.”

Jay glanced Nitay’s way and noticed she
toyed with one of her earrings. “She doesn’t look
dangerous to me.”

“She’s a reporter and wrote this article on
hummingbirds.”

“so?”

“How’d she find out about them? Someone
must’ve tipped her off.”

Jay shrugged his shoulders. “We just saw
one. Besides, the monitors only showed our near



plunge into the ocean.”

“You’re right, but her boyfriend’s CIA. He even
monitored your flight with the hummer. He could've
been tipped off about the hummingbirds.”

Jay, flustered by Dirk’s accusations, gazed

at the sunset. “What do you want me to do about
it?”

“Date her. Find out whatever you can. Report
it directly to me and tell no one else.”

“I'm not a spy.”

“You fly a spy plane, don’t you?”

“It spies. | don’t.”

“You’re now a spy, sailor.”

As Dirk walked away, he said, “Be careful,
sailor. She’s trouble.”



Dirk's accusation was troubling, but for all Jay
knew Dirk had no authority over him. “l don’t think |
like that guy,” he said to Nitay as he approached her.
He really didn't know what to make of the situation.

Nitay bowed her head. “He’s right. I'm
trouble. That’s why | can’t sail with you. Just my
presence puts your life at risk.”

She seemed worth the risk, but how did she
know Dirk had said she’s trouble. He placed his
hand on her shoulder. “Hold on. | look danger in
the eye every day. | almost crashed yesterday.
You have secrets, | have them. | don’t need to
know yours if you don’t need to know mine, but |
think you can use a few good friends to hang out
with.”

Jay considered she was part of the special
assignment he’d be briefed on after his return to
the Ronald Reagan. What else could it be? She
knew CIA and must be part of a test. Why not just



do what Dirk had asked?

The rear view mirror showed headlights, but Nick

drove with only Nitay’s fate in mind. He feared he
had left her defenseless against Dirk.

As with his trip to Kaena Point, Nick sensed
a setup. He suspected Charlie hadn’t put the
message in the takeout. Dirk’s criminals probably
did. The car behind him could be why he wasn’t
still in custody if framed by Dirk, and a trap most
likely awaited him if his rogue boss knew about
Charlie’s messages to Pete’s taxi service.

Oh well. The road under his Cherokee was
no longer paved. He was too close to the event for
him to turn back now.

He parked beside a boulder, reached under
his seat for his 44-magnum, got out of the jeep,



and circled on foot around the large rock he had
parked beside.

The other car pulled up behind the jeep.
After sneaking behind the car, Nick rushed up
from underneath the back window and pointed his
gun at the driver. “ID please.”

The other guy reached over and flipped open
a wallet with a FBI badge pinned inside it.

Nick lowered his gun. “Glad you could make
it.”

“Why’s that?” the driver asked.

“l need backup.”

“What for?”

“My boss is a rogue and part of what I’'m
onto. Something’s supposed to come down after
midnight. | came for an early seat.”

“Let us handle it.”



“Your flashlights will tip them off. My night
vision goggles will lead the way.”

“What do you want us to do?”

“Your jobs. One of you can follow me from
a safe distance while your other stays behind to
cover our rear.”

“Sure. Let us have your gun.”
“Now you boys know better than that.”

Dirk pulled off the highway and parked beside a
limousine with a side door already opened. Eddy

sat inside the limo with a martini in one hand and
a cell phone at his ear with the other.

“Did Kusiac take the bait?” Dirk asked.

Eddy closed his cell phone. “He approaches
Kaena Point from the south trail as we speak.”



Dirk shook his head. “He should be history
by now.”

Eddy grinned. “Either plan A or plan B will
do the trick.”

Dirk frowned. “Why not just waste him like |
said?”

“He’s followed by a suit.”

“Of course he is. What’s plan A?”

“We capture Nick, waste the suit with Nick’s
gun. That way we squeeze information out of him
and still do him in for murder.”

Dirk shook his head. “No good. That suit’s
FBI. | don’t want them to poke their heads in my
affairs.”

“Plan B it is.”
“Spit it out.”



“Three men wait in a cave alongside a narrow

path with an eighty foot drop. Others wait offshore
in a boat.”

“Where will they go after Nick corners them?”
“One of them is Tony Hermes.”

Dirk grinned. “I like it. Nick disappears
inside a shark’s belly for Feds to believe he
hid out somewhere.”

Eddy held his martini up, as to toast, and
swallowed it. “I’d feel better if Charlie was also
shut up for good.”

Dirk shook his head. “We need to know
what he knows. Pass his contact information onto
General Wong so he can take care of the contacts
Charlie has in Taiwan. When Pete’s taxi driver
shows up at your restaurant for a takeout, make
sure Charlie’s contact information is in it. That
way we set General Wong up to be contacted by



Nick's cohorts. We’ll then be able to use General
Wong to set them up.”

“You sure he’ll cooperate with us?”

Dirk nodded. “That’s why we hold onto
Charlie. Besides, we need to get in tight with
Wong to find out more of what he’s up to. This’ll

get us in.”
.

After Dirk’s untimely visit all Nitay could think
about was the likelihood a trap had been set for
Nick at Kaena Point.

Nitay wiggled her finger at Peggy and then
led her to a secluded area away from the bar.

Peggy seemed a little tipsy. “What’s up?”

“Can | borrow your cell?”

Peggy handed her cell phone to Nitay.



“This is private,” Nitay warned.

Peggy stood with her mouth wide open as
Nitay took the cell phone, punched in Pete’s cell
phone number, and walked away.

“Pete’s taxi service.”

“You guys are needed at Kaena Point.
Something’s going down. | feel it.”

“How about you?”
“Ill find my way home.”

She closed the cell, walked back to Peggy
and handed it to her. “Sorry. | need to find a ride
back to Honolulu.”

“How about a limo?”

“That’d be great, but | can’t sail with you
guys.”
“Why not?”



“l wish | could. Those guys seem special.”

“They are, and could use our support. Don’t
you think?”

“Sorry. Can’t help.” She did want to sail with
them. Her sadness must’ve told Peggy as much.

“Mr. Kusiac wanted me to introduce you to
a Navy Officer. | did. He’s nice, you’re nice. What’s
the prob?”

“Im trouble.”

Peggy shook her head vehemently. “Wow.
Jay dies next week in a plane crash and you’re
killed by some thug. Isn’t it a shame you didn’t
enjoy life when you could’ve?”

Nitay looked away. She didn’t know what to
do. It was Nick who had put her in this spot. It was
Dirk who spooked her. Did Nick think she was
ready to take Dirk head on?



“Jay needs no protection,” Peggy grumbled.
“He needs someone to inspire him on.”

Nitay glanced at Jay. This was Nick's doing.
There had to be a reason for it. “I'd like to if only |
could. | need time to find out if it's okay. If you call
Pete’s taxi service and leave a message, I'll get
back to you.”

The Alien

In a starlit night, night-vision goggles enabled Nick
to see rusted remains of cars that had attempted to
use the trail a long time back as a road. He stepped
carefully along rugged terrain.

Nick glanced back and took notice of the light
behind him. It had become dimmer. He outpaced the
FBI agent.



A little bird hovered nearby. You’d think it’d
want to protect its eggs or young ones, but it kept
up with Nick along the trail.

After an hour or so on the trail he came to a
narrow incline. The rope for support was missing,
so he pointed his gun straight ahead and eased
his way down the slope. When he reached its
bottom he eased forward ready to unload his gun
in case anyone hid in the nearby cave up ahead.

He caught sight of someone darting out of
the cave, wearing a gas mask and tossing a gas-
spewing canister tumbling towards him. He fired
his gun at the shadowy figure as he took a couple
quick steps to his left and jumped to the edge of
the cliff. Then, with all his might, he leaped as far
as he could towards the ocean with the slight
chance he’d land on either water or soft sand.

Something stopped his fall. He dropped his
gun as a squishy tentacle wrapped around his



body and squeezed him tight.

A nasty odor, worse than a fermented
outhouse, filled his nostrils. Maybe nerve gas
would’ve been better. He emptied his stomach.

“Let me go,” Nick yelled in fear some giant
creature had him for a juicy meal.

It stood him upright on the sand. “Hello Nick
Kusiac. My name is Netone.”

It spoke. Nick gawked at something akin to
a squid or octopus. “Let me go you freak.”

Its tentacle loosened, lifted up over his head
and retracted to the ground. “l| mean you no harm.”

“Why’d you grab me?” Nick asked while
pinching his nose.

“l caught you in order to save your life.”

Nick noticed a light from above. “Someone’s
after me.”



“We are neither seen nor heard by anyone
outside this area.”

“Where in the hell did you come from?”

“] did not come from hell. | came from Kiron. It
is a planet nearly thirty eight light years from here.”

“That’d take more than a lifetime.”
“The journey took only forty years.”
“Why you here?”

“My spaceship received radio signals from
Earth. They indicated you humans explore other
galaxies and beam your molecules through space.
| came to find out how you do it.”

“Welcome to Earth.”
“A boat comes our way.”

Nick searched by way of his night-vision
goggles. “l don’t see it.”



A large hologram of a rubber raft with three
life-like men in it appeared in front of a nearby
egg-shape object that Nick hadn’t noticed until
then. One man in the raft steered an outboard
motor and all of them wore dark clothes and
clutched semiautomatic rifles.

“Does that thing move, like to get us out of
here?”

“My spaceship moves, but you cannot survive
with both of us inside it.”

Nick agreed inasmuch as the creature’s
stench, even outside in a salty breeze, was
intolerable enough. He looked the spaceship
over. “It’s big enough for both of us. What’s
the problem?”

“You have been infected with my bacteria.
You will die if they overcome your life-supporting
bacteria.”



Light came from the spaceship. Nick lifted
his arm and noticed his skin had turned slightly
purplish.

He thought he might have to kill the creature
and himself in hope the bacteria would also die. He'd
need his gun if it came to that, but he was unable to
locate it.

He sat down on a rock and looked up at the
cliff. “We need to get away from here.”

“Your enemies have left the area and the
nerve gas has dispersed. Do you want me to
toss you back up on the trail?”

“Yes!” What choice did he have? It was either
be tossed back up onto the trail or be killed.

The creature wrapped a tentacle around Nick
and flung him upward four feet above the trail. It was a
rough landing, but Nick survived it, cushioning the fall
on hard lava rock with his shoulder.



When he got up on his feet he noticed a body
on the trail with a gas mask partly off his nose. It
appeared to be the nerve gas that did him in after
he fell from the gunshot wound.

Nick started back to warn the FBI agent of the
danger.

Right after he made his way up the incline he
spotted the FBI agent.

The agent went down to rest on one knee in
a ready to fire position. “What’s going on?”
Nick held his hands up over his head. “I’'m

infected with something. Notify your buddies. I'll
follow you back and keep my distance.”

Dirk gripped his steering wheel, glanced out his

window and past the open door of the limo where he
noticed Eddy held his cell phone to his ear.



Eddy lowered the phone. “The sharks must’ve
had him for lunch. My men, what’s left of them,
couldn’t find him on the rocks.”

Dirk's own cell phone chimed. He answered it.
“Dirk Slubona.”

“Scott Braidy. Kusiac stumbled onto
something contagious at Kaena Point.”

“That’d be to shake the FBI off his tail.”
“Maybe. I’'m on my way to check it out.”

Dirk pounded the dashboard with the side of
his fist. “I’m almost there. Got you covered.”

Dirk stared Eddy down. “Did your boys use a
biological weapon?”

Eddy nodded. “Nerve gas. Found it in the last
delivery.”

“Kusiac put one on you. Feds will storm the
area. Tell your boys to skedaddle. Have those on



the yacht toss their guns overboard and break out
the brandy. It’s party time, right?”

Eddy grimaced. “Right.”

“Now get out of here before we’re spotted
together.”

Eddy climbed out of the limo and hurried to
get in the driver’s seat. The limo’s motor revved
and its rear wheels tossed rocks.

Nick finally staggered to where he could be seen
by the FBI agents, but the big egg appeared ten

feet in front of him. Alongside it was a luminous,
transparent image of the creature.

“Why you still here?” Nick asked.
“l need your help.”
“Ask those other guys.”



“l do not know what their intentions are.”

“Know mine? Aren’t you concerned they’ll
spot you?”
“A cloaking shield surrounds us. No one

outside it can see or hear what is inside it other
than what was here before we arrived.”

“Wait here. I'll ask my friends to join the
party.”

The creature's hologram disappeared as Nick
started to walk towards the FBI agents, but he
stopped in his tracks when he saw Dirk’s car pull
up to the FBI’s.

Nick turned around and smiled at the big egg.
“How can | help?”

The creature’s image reappeared. “l do not
have enough nuclear fuel to return to my planet. |
will help you out of your precarious situation if
you help me obtain the fuel | need.”



“Sounds easy. Have anything that’ll help?”

“l have drones disguised as hummingbirds.
| have a replicator that can replicate animate life.”

Nick had an idea. “Can it replicate me?”
“It can.”
“How long will it take?”

“It will take only one half hour to replicate
you.”

“That could be too late.”

Dirk walked up to the FBI agents and shouted,
“What you boys find out?”

“] tailed Kusiac. He said he was infected
with something. He did smell bad.”



Dirk grunted. “He faked you out. You must
be a rookie.”

Another car pulled up. Scott stepped out of it.

Dirk sneered. “Kusiac’s too much for these
boys. I'll find him before he destroys evidence.”

Scott stroked his reddish beard. “Wait
for backup. Before we do anything we’ll need
protective clothing.”

Vehicles soon arrived, blocking the trail’s
entrance. One of them was an ambulance. The
other one was a truck with a cargo van.

When the driver of the truck got out of it, he
went to the back and slid the door up. Dirk hurried
over to be first in line. The driver handed him an
orange suit with a white head.

._



Nick, feeling weak and defenseless, still needed to
protect his own self as well as all humanity. He
gazed at the creature’s hologram. “They’ll soon
come our way. Better get out of here while you
can. I'll have to hide in the rocks.”

“l will slowly and quietly relocate my
spaceship along the shoreline where it will not
be noticed. You can follow right behind it.”

Nick stood dumbfounded as he withessed
the spaceship lift up from the ground and slowly
move away, defying the law of gravity, but he
had nothing better to do than to follow it.

As it slowly moved forward along the shoreline
Nick stumbled about on sand and rock, and glanced
now and then at Dirk and them.

Soldiers had arrived. Pete and Toenehe were
in the mix. They must’ve been taken into custody,
as Dirk seemed to be all over them.



Nick noticed the supply truck had been left
unattended, with protective suits at the rear end
ready for the taking. “Sneak your spaceship over
to the right of that truck.”

When they arrived at the truck, Nick picked
up one of the suits and noticed a jeep had parked
beside the supply truck. The keys were still in the
ignition.

Something came out of the spaceship. It
appeared to be a naked man.

Nick looked away. “He can have my shirt,
pants and shoes, but I'll keep my underwear.”

Neither of them responded.
“Is it real?”
“It is only a replica of you.”

Nick took off his outer garments and handed
them to the replicator. As it dressed in Nick’s clothes,



Nick put on the orange suit.

Nick put his right hand on the replicator’s
shoulder and pointed his left one at Dirk. “Make
your way over there if you can. Just flop down on
the ground and play dead. I'll be able to drive out
of here unnoticed if you capture their attention.”

The replicator staggered Dirk way. When
soldiers surrounded it, it fell on the ground and
closed its eyes.

“Do not be fooled,” Dirk hollered. “Arrest the
fake.”

The FBI agent pointed his flashlight at the
replicator and sniffed. “He could be infected with
something contagious. You arrest him.”

Two orange suits lifted the replicator onto a
stretcher.

“He must have smuggled something in such as
nerve gas and he mishandled it,” Dirk said. “The



consequence of that action serves him right.”

Nick had heard enough. “They’ll perform an
autopsy on it,” he warned the creature.

“l do not want an autopsy performed on
my replicator. The discovery of its identity could
compromise our mission.”

“Sorry-”

Nick’s vision had become foggy. “l have to
get away from here. | know a place to hide. I'll have
to pass through a guard station, but | don’t want to
infect the guard.”

“My drones can inject a sedative into the
guard to put it to sleep.”

Nick stared at the creature. “Better not harm
any of us.”

Nick climbed into the jeep and drove slowly
away out of the cloaking area. He didn't turn on



the headlights until he was satisfied he was as far
away as needed in order not to be noticed. Still, to
drive in his condition up the hill wasn’t easy, but
he managed, even with blurry vision.

When he arrived at the Kaena Point Tracking
Station he came upon a guard laid out on the ground
beside a closed gate. Nick opened the door and got
out of the jeep.

He walked over to and checked out the guard.
The guard breathed.

Nick managed to stand up, stagger over to the
gate and open it. He then staggered back to his jeep,
got in and continued on his way.

Five minutes later he noticed a light appearing
in the jeep's rear view mirror.

He pressed on the gas pedal to go faster.
He passed over a ridge and continued along a
narrow road where lemon gum eucalyptus trees



had grown into a small forest, where his next
decision could affect the lives of all humans the
world over. He turned right at an intersection
where he’d be on private land, but also where he
could start a worldwide epidemic.

A half mile up the road he stopped at a
driveway leading up to a brown shack, which fit
the description Pete gave of a place to hide if
needed.

The headlights trailing him became brighter
by the moment. He had no choice. He turned off
his lights and drove slowly up the driveway. He
parked. The spaceship landed in front of him.
Hopefully it cloaked the area in time for the
occupants in the other vehicle not to have located
him.

He waited. Somebody had indeed followed
him, as an army jeep full of soldiers stopped at
the entrance and shined a spotlight his way.



After a bit they continued on their way up the
road.

Nick got out of the jeep. He found a house
key under the porch and went inside the house for
water. Too weary to carry on any further he took
off the suit, fell to the floor and closed his eyes to
leave the fate of the world in the tentacles of a
creature with deadly bacteria from another planet.

To Die to Live

Nick woke confused as to why he lay on a wooden
floor showered by a bluish light from outside the
window. His memory came back into focus. He
realized he was inside Pete’s shack. Had he
dreamed of an alien creature?

He heard knocks. “Who’s there?”



“] am Netone.”

“Go away. Go back where you came from
before your bacteria kill all of us.”

“You verbally committed to me that you would
help me acquire nuclear fuel, and | need you to help
me retrieve my replicator.”

“I'm too ill to help anyone, thanks to you.”

“The spaceship produced a remedy for your
iliness. You will only need to bathe in light of a
particular wavelength to regenerate your bacteria
and protect them from my bacteria.”

“It’ll cure me for sure?”

“It will only cure you if you bathe in it long
enough for it to succeed. If you begin treatment
right away your expected recovery time is one
month from now. The longer you wait the longer it
will take you to recuperate from your illness.”



“Don’t my bacteria battle yours or are mine
just wimps?” Nick figured he needed to find out
the vulnerability of this creature.

“Your bacteria defend themselves, but the
light rays from the spaceship will neutralize their
attack on my bacteria.”

“Can it be done where there’s no one to
infect?”

“It can be done in such a place, but only if |
have help obtaining what | need. | will relocate to
an uninhabited island after my replicator returns
to me and if you ensure me you will keep your
promise to help me obtain nuclear fuel.”

Nick rose up from the floor. The bluish light
seemed to have given him energy. He walked to
the front door and opened it. The sun was low in
the eastern sky. He hadn’t had much more than a
couple hours sleep.



He saw the spaceship. “Where are you?”

“My hologram is not visible in sunlight. To
see it you need to go back inside the house with
the device | put on the porch for you to use. It is a
remote, communicator and a projector of videos
and holographic images.”

Nick picked up the remote and went back
into the house.

A luminous hologram of the creature appeared
inside the house. It opened a mouth. “My replicator
sneaked out of a room before your fellow humans
could examine it. It acquired a disguise and it now
sits on a bench in a park.”

Another hologram appeared before Nick.
No one except the replicator was in it. Had it
grown that long, white beard and gray hair
down below its neck? Nick surmised it had
acquired them.



Nick sat down on a wooden chair and gazed at
the wall. “We need more help. Find Pete Townsend
for me if you can.”

As he waited for a reply he heard the sound of
a helicopter. It became louder. Nick peeked out the
window. The chopper hovered nearby the house.
Nick crossed his fingers. It finally continued on its
way.

He figured it’d be back sooner or later. Him
found and captured was one thing; for the
creature with its bacteria to be discovered was
another. He had to somehow send this thing on

its way.
g

Air Force One neared Guam with the President
troubled by the report in his hand of an agent
with a disease. He laid it down on the table and
waited to hear what Liz and George had to say



about it.

“Mr. President,” George said, “The dead body
of the agent infected with something is missing.
Liz’s guy didn’t secure the facility.”

The President stared at Liz. “What happened?”

She held her head up with her elbows on
the table, her fingers locked together, and her
thumbs pressed up against her chin. “Someone
must not have wanted an autopsy performed on
it. Once we figure out why, it’ll clue us in on who
we’re dealing with.”

The President turned away from her and
gazed out the window. What he had heard crushed
his confidence in Liz’s judgment. She needed to
have taken secure steps. An unknown contagious
disease could be spreading among the populous.
Proper authorities needed to be notified, but the
information was too sensitive to disclose to the
public.



He’d favor George’s advice from now on.
Better yet, he'd have CIA take charge of the

investigation.

After a restless night’s sleep it had taken Nitay only
ten minutes to pack her belongings and carry her
luggage outside to the taxi that’d relocate her to
Waimanalo, one of Pete's many residences on the
island. Her frequent relocations among them kept
her nearly invisible.

The taxi parked next to her on the street she
didn’t recognize, but the long-haired Samoan that
loaded her stuff in the trunk had to be Toenehe
with a wig, and the guy behind the steering wheel
wearing a straw hat and shades had to be Pete.

She seated herself in the front passenger seat.
“Why the yellow cab?”



Pete patted the steering wheel gently a couple
times with his hands. “It’s not on the Feds radar. We
were questioned last night at Kaena Point.”

“What about Nick?”
Pete appeared dazed.
“What’s up?”

He removed his shades and showed her his
weary eyes. “Nick could’ve come across biological
weapons at Kaena Point. Medics wore protective
suits and carried someone away.”

Her body tensed up. That Nick’s life could be
at end was something she hadn’t prepared for, but
she had suspected Dirk’s criminal links extended
to smugglers from China. They’d set traps to make
sure no one stumbled onto the smuggling.

She closed her eyes and bowed her head.



“Maybe Charlie knows something,” Pete said.
“I'll order a takeout. We can pick it up on our way to
Waimanalo.”

Pete called in his order and then drove to the
restaurant. He passed by it and parked on the street
a half a block away. Toenehe stepped out of the taxi
and went to pick up the takeout.

Ten minutes later Toenehe returned with the
takeout, handed it through the window to Pete, and
then stepped back into the taxi.

Pete found a message inside the takeout
and started reading it, but his cell phone chimed.
When he opened his cell, she leaned his way and
noticed a text message appeared on the screen.

Pete put the takeout down between him and
Nitay. He started up the motor and drove the taxi
until he came to a park. Only a man with a long,
white beard and long, gray was in it.



Pete’s cell phone chimed. He opened it. “It’s
a text from a Peggy Banks. Two Navy men will be
with her all week at the Kaneohe Yacht Club.”

He handed Nitay the cell phone. “Call her.”

Nitay sighed. “She fixed me up with a Navy
officer. Nick put her up to it.”

“Hold on.” Pete squirmed in his seat. “Nick
could’ve been in a tight spot. Think about it. This
Navy guy isn’t likely to realize someone would tail
him to find you.”

“He must be part of Nick’s plan.”

Pete looked here and there. He then got out
of the taxi and walked over to the bench the man
sat on.

Nitay picked up the takeout, opened it and
took out the message. After she read it she used
Pete's cell phone, punching numbers.



She managed to send a text just before Pete
returned. He seated himself behind the wheel with
a puzzled look on his face. He said nothing.

Nitay decided to break the silence. “l sent a
text to Charlie’s contact in Taiwan.”

“Why?”

Pete’s stare shivered up her spine, but she'd
answer him, “The message in the takeout. Charlie
has to lay low for awhile and needs someone to
cover him. | don't have anything better to do.”

Pete’s puzzled look became one of scorn.
“You don’t know what you’re doing. Someone
could’ve come onto Charlie. That message from
the previous takeout could’ve been to set Nick up.
If the contacts were found out, Dirk could use
them to find us.”

With a look of innocence, Nitay faced Pete.
“They might also be our only chance to bring Dirk



down.”

Pete bowed his head and used his thumbs
and fingers to rub his temples. “Be patient. We'll
get him if we work together. Let me find out what
happened to Charlie before doing anything rash.”

She nodded and pointed at the guy on the
bench. “What’d he have to say?”

“It’s Nick.”
Nitay perked up.

“He wants his body cremated this afternoon.”

“Alive?” Nitay opened her eyes wide and left
her mouth open.

“He must want Dirk to think he's dead.”

Nitay shook her head in protest. “How are you
going to arrange all this in a few hours?”

“Money talks.”



Nick relaxed in his underwear while he bathed in the
bluish light coming through the open window from
the spaceship. Although the light made him feel

better physically, he was still troubled by what the
creature might really want from him.

The creature’s transparent, holographic image
reappeared. “Even if you rescue my replicator, | still
need nuclear fuel for my journey home to succeed.”

“Don’t worry. There’s plenty plutonium in our
power plants.”

“There is restrictive access to those facilities. |
do not trust you have authorization to obtain nuclear
waste from them.”

“Of course | don’t, but terrorists steal it. |
catch them and get it back. What else bothers you?”

“l do not know the details of your plan.”



Netone’s skepticism bothered Nick. To fool
the creature was risky, but everything said so far
was within reason. He’d stretch the truth only
where needed. “The plan is for the replicator to
replicate someone who flies a spy plane. You can
move to an uninhabited island in your spaceship.
We’ll then have a way to get nuclear fuel from the
terrorists for you to have.”

“Is this spy plane called the hummer?”
Nick nodded. “Yeah.”

“To take it from your government without
authorization will be difficult.”

“It’s a piece of cake.”
“What do you mean by a piece of cake?”
“Cake is as eatable as my plan is doable.”

“Earlier | contacted the crew of that aircraft.
They did not believe | am an alien from another



planet. How will you persuade them to cooperate
with us?”

“One of them is sweet on a girl | know. She’ll
persuade them.”

“Is Nitay Bennington the name of this girl you
speak of?”

Nick stared at Netone's hologram, wondering
if this creature was using other humans. “You know
something about her?”

“The spaceship computer analyzed yours
and her DNA and determined they are nearly the
same. Did you clone her?”

He suddenly found enough energy in him to
rise up from his chair and parade about. “That’s
something I’'m both proud and shamed of, and |
would appreciate it if you keep it to yourself.”

“I will comply with your request, but there is a
more urgent matter for you to deal with.”



“What's that?”

“If | relocate before you recover from your
iliness, it will worsen, and you will eventually die
from it.”

“I'm glad you care.”

Nick was prepared to accept his death for
humanity’s sake. He’d do all he could to bring Dirk
down and then find a remote area where he and
his bacteria could rest in peace.

He knew his plan was far-fetched. He only
wanted the creature to go along with it enough
to move to an uninhabited island. With less risk
of the creature being discovered, as to infect
someone else, it’d be safer for him to use the
creature’s advanced technology to investigate
Dirk’s criminal activities.

He’d need Nitay to set up the Navy pilot.
Involving her in his plan risked her life evermore.



He had second thoughts about it, but needed all the
help he could get. Besides, she could already be as
good as dead if they didn’t stop Dirk. It was time for
her to step up to the task at hand.

The house in Waimanalo was nice, but Nitay knew

she’d be relocated before becoming comfortable
with the neighborhood.

Toenehe set her baggage down on the floor.
“See you in a couple hours,” Pete said.

She found her laptop and checked out emails.
“General Wong invites me to his Spratly Island.”

Toenehe groaned.
Pete coughed. “Don’t be crazy. Ignore it.”
“You heard of him | take it.”



“Yeah! Don’t mess with him.”

From Creation to Cremation

After Dirk sat down at the table across from Eddy
he flung his hand with a little wrist action towards
the waitress. She stopped in her tracks, made an
about face and walked away.

Dirk faced Eddy. “What’s up?”
“l have Charlie on my yacht.”

Dirk sneered at Eddy. “l was up all night.
Why couldn’t this wait?”

“Im anxious to feed him to the sharks.”

“Not yet. He could know stuff that'd interest
my boss. Find out what he knows about General
Wong and then hand him over to the general. That



way we get in tight with him and find out more of
what he's up to.”

Eddy nodded.

“We also have something more pressing
to deal with. Nick vanished during his autopsy. |
doubt he’s really dead.”

Eddy grinned. “He’s about to be cremated.”
“How you know?”

“Pete showed up here and inquired about
Charlie. | had my men follow him to the Mililani
Mortuary. They found out he paid big time for
hurry-up cremation service. It’s going down this
afternoon. My boys are ready to crash the party.”

Dirk stood up from his chair and stared
down at Eddy. “Pete will have his guys in place. A
shootout will bring on an investigation. I'll handle
it.”



He stormed his way out of the restaurant to
his car, hurried to seat himself behind the wheel,
slammed the door shut, turned the ignition key,
revved the motor and burned rubber. A half mile
up the road he checked his rear view mirror and
noticed a car at a reasonable distance away kept

pace with him.

Nitay sat in the front passenger seat of one of
Pete’s taxis. When Toenehe opened the door for
her, she led the way into the mortuary.

Nick appeared to lie in a raised position on top
of stuffing inside the coffin. He seemed still. His
stomach didn’t even move. Why didn’t Pete tell her
he died?

As soon as she spotted Pete in the front row
she sat down beside him on his left. Toenehe took
the seat to her left.



A Samoan preacher walked up and stood in
front of the coffin.

Nitay heard him say, “All living things of the
material world pass on, but whatever we become in
this life, beggar or president, only forgiveness for our
transgressions matters, such that we may carry on in
eternal life with our Savior.”

The crowd was small, as notification from
Pete would only be given in need of reliable and
trusted backup, but white, blue and red roses
along with dashing daisies and lilies perfumed
the air.

The preacher continued, “We take no material
wealth with us. We own nothing of the material world
except our personal experiences; yet, our presence here
on Earth greatly affects those loved ones close to us.”

Nitay bowed her head. Nick had taken her in
with loving care when the tragic death of her
parents left her all alone, and he confessed his



belief Dirk was responsible. He initially refused to
involve her in the investigation, but she insisted
she'd end up as another one of Dirk’s victims just
the same. Now, for her cause, and her vengeance
against an evil man, a loving and caring man lay
dead in a coffin. She couldn’t stop the tears that
ran down her face.

The preacher continued, “We mourn the losses
of those dear to us. Death takes away lives here on
Earth, but also testifies to the miracle of life itself.”

She needed to carry on in Nick’s behalf for
him not to have died in vain. He had passed his
life purpose onto her.

The preacher concluded, “This material body
formed from dust now returns to dust, but its
departed spirit now rests in heavenly peace from
the tribulations of this material life with forgiveness
from our Lord and Savior in righteousness. He of
the light now guides one of us in the light.”



The preacher’s words comforted her little.
Nick could very well be in a better place, but she
needed him here and now.

She was startled by Dirk's sudden presence,
as he walked up to the coffin, picked up a hand and
cut off a finger. He put the bloody finger in a plastic
bag and then stared at her. “Somebody done stole
a body. They should be arrested, but because I'm
such a nice guy I'll just confiscate this finger for the
autopsy.”

The smirk on his face was too much to take.
She got up and stormed up the aisle and out the
door.

Toenehe had followed her, but the rage in
her was too volatile for even him to control. Her
determination to bring Dirk down became more
firm than ever.

With Nick gone who’d help her?



She saw a hummingbird hover nearby. It
reminded her of Jay. She could use his help,
but would she be wise to trust him after he had
been approached by Dirk? She knew not what
else to do.

The departure of her mentor did indeed
greatly affect her stay here on Earth. She dearly
missed her friend and protector.

It pained Nick to see his daughter grieve.

She finally went back inside the mortuary.

Nick caught sight of Scott behind the wheel
inside a parked car. That also bothered Nick. Scott
would want the body brought back for the autopsy
whereas Dirk would prefer its cremation instead.

._



The thirty minute viewing period ended. Nitay had
nearly fainted at the sight of Nick with a cutoff
finger, but she’d still stay for Pete and Toenehe to
carry out the cremation.

Pete and Toenehe lifted the casket up onto a
narrow, box-like cart with wheels. They pulled out
the stuffing, carefully lower the body, close the lid,
wheeled the cart over to the crematory, shoved
the casket into it, closed the door and lit the fire.

The growl from Nick’s stomach reminded him he
needed food to survive. “Netone,” he shouted.

Netone’s hologram appeared inside the house.
“What is your request?”

“I'm hungry, but | could be spotted from that
helicopter that patrols the area if | leave in this suit
to find food. If | wear something else I'll likely infect



nosy neighbors.”

“My spaceship is capable of replicating food. |
recommend coconut. It is more stable to reproduce
than are other earthly foods, as the fat in coconut
breaks down at the same temperature at which water
boils. The water content in coconut is also purer for
human consumption.”

“Won’t you need a sample?”

“A hummingbird drone can record the
coconut’s biochemical makeup.”

Nick preferred natural Earth food, like pizza
and beer. He also wanted to know more about this
creature.

He eyed the creature's hologram. “Your body
seems unnatural for the development of spaceship
technology. How’d you evolve?”

“My species evolved as octopods in a sea
of water. One of my ancestors was taken from it



by a species with a life form similar to yours. Our
DNA structure has been genetically engineered by
them, as we have become clones.”

“How’d you become so intelligent that you
ended up here with no fuel to return home?”

“The near human-like life forms used their
technology to rearrange molecular structures of
hydrocarbons in food in a way that it provides us
with knowledge. We are now programmed by it to
explore the cosmos. | was misinformed to come
here by my spaceship detecting and deciphering
radio transmissions from Earth. They indicated
you humans are an advanced civilization with an
adequate supply of nuclear fuel for me to have a
successful journey home.”

Nick was only interested in his own options.
If he searched for food he could be discovered by
a pilot on patrol, or by a nosy neighbor, and he’d
likely infect them with foreign bacteria. If he didn’t



search for food, then he could die of starvation or
have his brain programmed by computerized food

for thought.

Dirk gloated as he walked up to the car Scott sat
in. “Nice of you to follow me.”

Dirked reached through the open car window
and dropped the bloody finger on Scott’s lap. “Nick
Kusiac’s finger for an autopsy. It'll show the same
traces of nerve gas they found up on the trail.”

Scott grimaced. “l guess you’re now the big
boy in charge. Why’d you let them cremate the
body?”

“l have a plan.”
“What you want me to do?”
“Stay out of my way.”



“Really?”

“Yeah, really. That sorry bunch will take their
urn to a special place. My boys will follow them.
Game over.”

“Just like that?”
Dirk grinned. “Just like that.”
“Won'’t they resist?”

Nitay sat in the front passenger seat of the van and
looked back at Toenehe, who sat on a long, narrow

box. “l thought you said he didn’t really want to be
cremated,” she said to Pete.

Pete took his hand off the steering wheel and
placed it gently on her shoulder. “He’s in the box
Toenehe sits on. The casket had a false bottom. A

“l hope so.”



pig was in the oven.”
“You said he was alive.”

“He must’ve been sick with something. | don’t
understand what’s going on, but there must be a
reason for him giving me his instructions.”

Nitay closed her eyes. “l knew he was set up.
| should’ve talked him out of it.”

“l could never stop Nick from anything he had
to do.”

She opened her eyes. “I'll finish it for him.”

Pete faced her. “What you have in mind?”

She didn't answer, knowing Pete wouldn't go
along with what she had in mind.

“I'd forget about that meeting with General
Wong,” he said. “It’s surely a trap.”

She doubted it was a trap.



Pete glanced her way. “l swore to keep this a
secret, but it’s time you found out about it.”

She waited for him to tell her his secret.
“Nick was your real father.”
“What?”

“That’s why he was so strict. He wanted to
protect you. If you get killed, his effort will have
been for naught.”

She only wanted to get Dirk for her mentor
to have been proud of her. If she had to confront
General Wong to do it, then so be it.

The Date

With the spaceship between him and the morning
sun, Nick sat in front of the window to nourish his



body in the bluish light from the spaceship as he
watched videos. In one of them the holographic
images of cliffs towering 1,000 feet above majestic
valleys along the Koolau Mountain Range came
into view. The town of Waimanalo next appeared.
The video finally showed the house Nitay had
moved into.

It pleased Nick she had moved there. A nice
lawn with a white, picket fence in front didn’t
obstruct the visibility of the wide street and the
backyard provided a means of escape in case
Dirk’s hoodlums located her.

He saw Nitay in the backyard get on a three-
wheeler. She had a brown purse strapped around
her opposite shoulder as she drove between Palm
and Ironwood trees on a short, sandy path to the
beach. Whatever for, Nick didn’t know.

Another video got Nick's attention. It showed
Peggy sitting beside a swimming pool with the two



Navy officers that were with her at Turtle Bay, but
what was of concern to Nick was Dirk in the
background walking towards the pool.

Netone’s hologram popped into view. “The
replicator detects a periodic sound from the white,
Ford van Pete Townsend drives our way.”

Another video popped into view showing the
van.

“It's Pete's. Dirk must’ve dropped a tracking
device into the urn. Can the hummingbirds help?”

“If it is helpful to the situation for them to
inject fluids into life-forms, or for them to relay
radio transmissions, then they can help.”

Nick paused for a second, rubbing his chin.
“Can they intercept and rebroadcast the particular
frequency of a radio transmission?”

It wasn't long before Nick heard a Hawaiian
melody. “Intercept that station and use it to tell



Pete little frog wants him to lose the urn.”

Jay took notice of Daisy removing her robe and

displaying her slim body in a bikini, but someone
else concerned him more.

The last person Jay wanted to see was a
CIA agent ready to spoil a nice day out on the big
pond, but a short distance away Dirk waggled his
finger.

Jay went over to find out what the guy wanted.

“What’s with the blond? You should be with
Miss Bennington.”

Jay preferred to be with Nitay. Even if she
had spied on him, she was mature for her age,
with wits to match her good looks, and she had
even made him forget about Suzy. “Sorry, sir, I'm
just here to enjoy my vacation.”



“Is that so?”

The frown on Dirk’s face indicated he had
something unpleasant to reveal. He handed Jay a

paper.

Jay read it. It laid down the law. Dirk was
now the investigator in charge of the hummer’s
breach.

“If Miss Bennington shows her face, find
out what she knows. Her boyfriend was killed.
She’s now our only lead.”

Jay rolled his eyes upward and bit his lip.
“Yes sir.”

Jay would’ve welcomed her company; now he

didn’t.



Hungry for breakfast and ready to learn what Peggy,
Ken and Jay meant to Nick, Nitay left the three-
wheeler behind to take a taxi to Kaneohe.

When she was dropped off at the yacht club
she started up the walkway, but she soon stopped
in her tracks, seeing Dirk walking towards her.

He eyed her with a smirk on his face when
he came up close to her. Nothing was said, but his
presence alone was enough to stir up the fire
within her.

She continued on her way, suspicious of
what he was up to. By the time she made it to the
pool she had second thoughts about a date with
Jay.

Besides Dirk having been here just before her,
why was that young, tall and slim blond present?

“Nice outfit,” Jay commented.
“Better than the white dress?”



“It was nice, especially on you.”
“Thanks,” she said with a troubled mind.

She didn’t feel out of place in Navy blue
shirt-pants and a white blouse with yellow spots,
but her outfit didn’t match up with the blond’s
bikini. “l see you found someone else to sail with.”

“She’s here to find her boyfriend.”

Jay winked at the blond. “Did you see a husky
fellow with curly, black hair?”

The blond walked up to Jay and stared him
in the face. “l think he’s in the upstairs restaurant.
Thanks for the help.”

Her temper seemed to flare up as she walked
away.

The blond’s angry manner told it all. Nitay
didn’t buy into Jay’s ploy. She had a notion to
ditch the two-timer.



Despite Pete’s disapproval of Nitay’s
adventure with innocent bystanders at the
least, Nitay had issues to resolve. She’d take
on the two-timer for Nick’s sake.

She walked over to a table where Peggy sat.
“Thanks for the invite.”

“Whoa. | figured you declined it since | got no
reply.”
Nitay grimaced. “Whoops. Sorry. | forgot.”

Jay came up behind her. “No problem. Let's
enjoy the day.”

Jay escorted her in front of Ken and Peggy
across the grassy shore to a dock where a couple
kayaks rested between sailboats. A backpack lay
inside one of two cockpits in each kayak.

Jay reached down, picked up a backpack
and handed it to Ken. “Change of plan. How about
a picnic on Chinaman’s Hat?”



Ken nodded. After he seated Peggy he
strapped on the other backpack and got into the
other cockpit.

After Jay and Nitay boarded their kayak they
led the way, paddling all the way to Chinaman's Hat,
a big enough island for a road and vehicles, and for
a picnic table in a grassy area along with palm trees.
However, in no way did she feel secure without Pete
and Toenehe's watchful presence.

With the orange suit back on, Nick spotted the white,
Ford van up the road. The helicopter on patrol also

appeared. Fortunately it continued on its way before
the van pulled into the driveway.

When the van stopped before him, Nick stared
into the barrel of a 44-magnum.

Nick put his hands up. “It’s me, little frog.”



Pete’s jaw dropped. “Who’s in the box?”

Nick made his way to the back of the van and
opened the doors. “Replicator . . . it's okay to get
out.”

The replicator pushed the top of the box open
and sat up.

“Sorry about the finger,” Pete said.
“No problem,” Nick replied. “It’ll grow another.”

Pete gazed at the spaceship, and then faced
Nick. “Nitay plans to go to the Spratly Islands to
check out General Wong. It’s a trap for sure.”

“Stop her.”
“You know how determined she is to get Dirk.”

Nick walked about. “Why’d she go to
Kaneohe?”



“She received an invitation from a Peggy
Banks to sail with her and a couple Navy officers.
| probably shouldn’t have told her about it.”

“That’s okay. The spaceship will transform the
replicator as a lookalike of one of those Navy guys.
It'll then need to catch a flight. Take it to the airstrip
at Kaneohe. After you drop it off you can look after

Nitay.”
..

The peaceful scenery was perfect for a picnic, but
Nitay feared an assassin could be lurking nearby.

After they had a sandwich, along with some
chips and dip, Peggy reached inside her purse for
a pint of vodka. She held it up. “Swig, anyone?”

Ken sampled it. Nitay, along with Jay, declined
the offer.



When Jay nodded his head while winking at
Ken, Nitay figured she was about to be told how Jay
connected with Nick and Dirk.

Ken reached for binoculars as he rose to his

feet and looked down at Peggy. “Do you think
those two will behave themselves while we climb

the rock for a birds-eye view of the area?”

Peggy took a camera out of a bag and smiled.
“Will you?”

After Ken and Peggy strolled off together, Jay
moved closer to Nitay.

An eerie feeling came over her. She had
trusted this Navy officer the other night, but she
now wondered if he'd lead her into an ambush?

He edged closer to her side. “l hear you’re a
reporter. | know something that’ll interest you.”

“Like what?”



“Pll fill you in sometime this evening.”

She preferred to hear it now. “I’m off to Taiwan
tonight, but might have a little time when | get back.”

He looked up at the sky. “You must be about
to take on a dangerous assignment.”

“How would you know?”

“You seem nervous.”

Did he spy information for Dirk’s sake? That
seemed a likely possibility, but she’d string along

with him. “You’re right. 'm about to enter the
lion’s den.”

He grinned. “The lion’s den? Don’t put me on.”

“A General Wong set up camp on one of the
Spratly Islands in the South China Sea.”

Jay raised his eyebrows. “l was briefed on that
hot spot. Better enjoy the good life while you can.”



“How do | do that?”

“With dinner and champagne, my treat.”
“You’re sweet.”
“l hope to be a lot more.”

The two-timer moved fast. As he pulled her
to him, she rested her head on his chest, but she
was cautious not to become lost in the moment.
She expected him to behave himself and reveal
something pertinent to her cause.

Hum — hum — hum.
She quickly sat up. “Isn’t that a hummingbird?”

She remembered Dirk saying Nick shouldn't
have known about the hummingbirds. What was it
with them? Could it be a secret military project that
could help her?

“It’s more of a pest,” Jay replied.



“l should be getting back.”
He held her hand. “Do you have to go?”
“l have something important to do.”

“Need help?”

She closed her eyes in remembrance of Nick.
He still had a special place in her heart. “l| worked
with someone special, but something happened to
him. | shouldn’t be here. It’'s dangerous for both of
us.”

“Danger’s my occupation,” he said with a
sincere sounding voice.

She might as well find out what he had

to offer. “What would you do if you came onto
information that could determine the destiny

of millions of lives?”

Something else grabbed his attention. “That’s
an Allen’s hummingbird. I’'ve seen them in LA. See



the green back and forehead, and the iridescent red
and orange throat.”

“How about my question?”
“I'd let my commanding officer know about it.”

She moaned. “What if you don't have proof
and you’re unable to convince your higher chain
of command of what you know is true?”

“Why’s that my problem?”

“Because you know something they don’t,”
she said loud and clear.

“Like what?”
“Like something that’ll cost countless lives.”

He let go of her hand and stood up on his feet.
“Why can’t | just report what | know and trust them
to take responsibility for it?”



“Say you're convinced they’ll mishandle the
information. Would you still tell them about it and
walk away or take charge to save lives?”

“Nice way to put it. What else you have?”

She hesitated. He seemed too eager for other
information than what she wanted him to know. Oh
well, she’d test him. “l don’t want to involve you in
something that could cost you your life unless I’'m
sure you know what it’s about.”

He rubbed her back. “My heart’s already
involved, honey.”

She would’ve enjoyed the rub, but she had
something important for him to hear. “Is that all it
is to you?”

He stood up. “I’'m serious about you and your
cause. Honest.”

She stood up on her feet. “Okay, don’t say |
didn’t warn you. It concerns organized crime,



China and rogues in our government.”

He grimaced. “That’s heavy. Isn’t our
government already on it?”

Although he could be a liability to himself as
well as to her, she still decided to chance it. “Beware
of Dirk Slubona.”

He raised his eyebrows, as revealing surprise.
“You don’t trust CIA?”

“Not when they’re involved with criminal
activity.”

“Maybe it’s just undercover stuff.”

She was determined to put his skepticism to
rest and to win him to her side. “Suppose you’re a
CIA boss. Criminals inform you of terrorist plots.
When your informants do illegal things, you look
the other way. The more you’re involved with them
the more they control your success. They become
both a threat and a source. Other agents become



aware of it, but are powerless to stop it.”

He grunted. “I'd just contact a higher
authority.”

She stared him in the face. “What good does
that do when the higher authority trusts you to deal
with your own informants? If other agents gather
evidence against you, you just eliminate them with
bogus assignments.”

Jay pointed at the iridescent pollinator. “You
know, it’s odd for that hummingbird to hang around
where there’re no flowers. The poor thing must be
confused.”

She was finally convinced an ordinary
hummingbird would be more helpful to her
cause than would this guy. She now realized
she should've trusted Pete's wisdom.



Lost in Flight

Nick sat leaning back against a wall as he watched
a video of the Ford van. It parked at the Kaneohe
Yacht Club alongside two Marines in a jeep.

“We are here for Lieutenant Plaey,” one Marine
said. “Do you know him?”

Pete pointed to the rear of the van.
“Sit in the jeep,” Nick instructed the replicator.

It came out from the back of the van as the
replica of Lieutenant Plaey and walked over to and
sat down in the backseat of the jeep.

The jeep was driven to the Kaneohe airstrip.
Nick watched as the replicator got out of it and
boarded the osprey.

What Nick needed now for his plan to work
was Lieutenant Noble sitting alongside the replica
of Lieutenant Plaey, but another video indicated



that that plan was in jeopardy.

Nick grimaced at the sight of Jay and Nitay
on their way to shore, well ahead of Ken and Peggy,
who seemed too inebriated to paddle themselves
forward.

“Need to sedate a pilot,” Nick yelled.

“A hummingbird drone will soon comply with
your request.”

After a couple minutes Nick let out a sigh of
relief. It hadn’t taken the drone long to get there.
Jay was already slumped down in the kayak with
his eyes closed.

Nick expected Nitay to wait for help, but she
didn’t. She leaned one way, held her legs out on
the other side, as for balance, and lowered them
into the water in a way she was careful not to tip
the kayak over. She then waded through hip deep
water towards Jay.



After she checked him out she waded back
to the other cockpit and managed to climb back
into the kayak. As she paddled, Ken and Peggy
nearly caught up with her, but she soon increased
her lead.

Nick swatted the air with a clenched fist.
Nitay sedated would risk her life along with Jay’s.
Ken, if sober enough, would likely switch places
with Nitay, but the plan was doomed if the Marines
identified Jay and the replicator both as Jay.

Another problem came into view. Someone
excessively equipped with a scuba-diving suit
and goggles for waist-deep water paddled a
kayak straight towards Jay and Nitay’s. Closer
scrutiny revealed a gun lay beside the scuba
diver.

“Need another sedative,” Nick yelled.

“The spaceship has no more sedatives
prepared at this time.”



Nick could only watch and listen as the
assassin closed in for the kill.

The assassin stopped paddling, reached for
his gun and pointed it at Nitay, who had reached
for her purse and held it in front of her chest.

Nick, knowing a purse wouldn't stop a bullet,
closed his eyes and heard a pop. He was reluctant
to open his eyes, feeling helpless, but even in fear
of the worst he knew he had to sooner or later.

Surprise. Nitay still sat upright in the kayak.
It was the assassin who floated in the water. Nitay
must've shot him instead. She must've had a small
gun in her purse.

Nick was pleased. She had learned more than
he had given her credit for.

Another thought persuaded Nick to slap his
forehead. Even though he was pleased that Nitay
hadn't been killed, Jay first ashore still put a glitch



in Nick’s plan. Marines were at shore in wait, and
Nitay was still too far ahead of Ken and Peggy for
them to catch up with her. It was too late for him
and Netone to remedy the situation.

“He passed out,” Nitay shouted, as Marines
waded in the water towards the kayak.

When they reached Jay they examined him.
“He is okay,” one of them said, “/ will make sure he
reports to duty.”

Nick watched attentively as a big Marine
lifted Jay out of the boat and carried him on a
shoulder over to the backseat of the jeep.

Jay was transported to the same helicopter
the replicator had been taken to. It took flight as
soon as he was carried aboard and the area was
cleared for takeoff.

Another video showed Peggy and Ken had
made it to shore.



“A Marine took Jay to the airstrip,” Nick heard
Nitay say.

“Thanks,” replied Ken. ‘I will check it out.”

Nick jerked his fist in front of his face. His
plan was sure to fall apart if Ken’s inquiry reached
all the way to the Ronald Reagan for the discovery
of two Jays.

Nick had another worry. Nitay had gotten into
a taxi. He feared she’d be on her way to the Spratly
Islands.

“Send another radio message to Pete,” he said
to Netone.

“What message do you want me to send to
him?”

“Warn him that Nitay has flown away from
the nest. If he can’t stop her he needs to inform
Scott Braidy she’ll arrive at the airport disguised
with a blond wig and fake glasses.”



To aid in her arrest was the only way Nick
knew how to save her life.

Befuddled was Jay when he woke up and saw
someone in a flight suit across from him with their
head bent over and hidden inside a helmet, but he
figured he had finally been called to carry out a
secret mission.

It had to be Ken inside the other suit, still as
could be. It bothered Jay. “Hey guy, | hope a birdie
didn’t overdose you with a sedative.” Jay thought
to reach over and find out, but the pilot spying him
caught his attention.

“Boy do you two look alike,” the pilot said.
“What’s going on?”

“All I know is you two have been called to
duty. Your flight suit’s on the floor beside you.”



Jay slipped his flight suit on over his casual
attire as the chopper landed on the flight deck of
the Ronald Reagan. He then hurried to the
hummer. As he climbed the nylon ladder he
looked back and saw the other fellow take his
time, barely managing to climb aboard. Several
seamen also approached, waving their hands
frantically.

The dome suddenly closed over the cockpit
as rotor blades hummed. The hummer soon lifted
up into the sky. Whatever those other seamen
wanted to know would have to wait. Someone else
obviously controlled the jet.

Surely orders of his mission would be given
to him while he was on his way to carry them out.
As rotor blades retracted into their compartments
and the hummer soared through the air, his mike
remained silent.



Something familiar caught Jay’s attention.
That hummingbird thing again kept pace with the
hummer.

Could it be caught up in a wind current? Not
likely. Maybe Earth was visited. Na. It had to be a
mirage, new technology, or something else other
than a probe from an alien from another planet.

The hummer suddenly dove through clouds.
A large body of sky blue water soon appeared in
their place. As he headed towards it, closer and
closer, the control stick wouldn’t move. He never
thought it’'d happen. Had that hacker, that
prankster gone too far? He yelled into the mike,
“Mayday, mayday, mayday.”

He flipped switches while in wait for a
response. He heard nothing.

A red light flashed. Oh no! It indicated the
hummer was armed with a nuclear missile.



Was this the secret mission he had expected
to be assigned to? Why hadn’t he been briefed on it?

Nick was finally able to take his eyes off the video
and relax after the hummer leveled out to skip
whitecaps. That was the second time it nearly
plummeted into the ocean, but to fly low under

radar made sense. That creature had more wits
about it than Nick was inclined to give it credit for.

“I will now relocate to an uninhabited island,”
the creature said by way of its hologram.

Nick watched as the spaceship lifted up and
vanished out of sight within a second or two.

Nick had a remote for visual and audio to
see and hear images sent by drones, but he no
longer had a cloaking shield to hide his presence.
He hurried to drive away the military jeep he had



taken to get to the house.

A helicopter appeared on his left when he
pulled out onto the road to the right. He floored
the pedal and created a cloud of dust that hid him
from the chopper’s birds-eye view.

He now needed to hide somewhere in open
surroundings from a chopper. Not even a thicket
of small pine trees would suffice. He stomped on
the brake, ducked down and grabbed a hold of the
bottom of the seat as the jeep slid off the road
sideways into a slope and rolled over onto its top.

The chopper hovered for awhile. After it left,
Nick crawled out from beneath the jeep and ran
back to the house before a posse could discover

his whereabouts.



The President stared out the window of Air Force
One. One final view of Andersen Air Force Base
was more pleasant than what he expected to hear
from a solemn-face admiral sitting beside him.

Admiral Young lowered his cell phone from
his ear. “The hummer took flight.”

“Wasn’t it grounded?”
“Someone sent fake orders in my name.”

The President quickly stood up on his feet and
paced about. “Who took it?”

“Lieutenant Plaey and someone that looks like
him. Apparently he has a double.”

The President stood staring down at the
Admiral. “They just decided to take a joy ride?”

“They pulled off the caper of all capers.”

The President slumped back into his chair.
How to explain to congress an aircraft critical to



security lost to China, Russia, or possibly even to
terrorists wasn’t something he looked forward to.
His trip to Beijing had turned into a disaster for
sure. “l wonder what China knows about it.”

“You should abort.”
“What about the media?”

“Your life takes priority. Whoever took the
hummer could come after us. It has stealth
capabilities and blackbird speed, and we don’t
have anything fast enough to stop it other than
our missiles, and they’re most likely ineffective.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Fighters are on their way to escort us, but |
doubt China will allow them inside its airspace.

The President gazed out the window at the
ocean. “Especially if it has the hummer.”



Taiwan would be a safe place to hold up if we
could make it there in time.”

George barged into the room. “Mr. President,
they didn’t just steel an aircraft; it’'s armed with a
nuclear warhead.”

The President rolled his eyes up. “More fake
orders?”

George walked up to the President. “l presume
Admiral Young has authorization to launch missiles.
It needs to be taken out before it reaches China’s
airspace.”

The President clamped his jaw tight. “l knew
| shouldn’t have vetoed that last welfare bill.”

“This is serious,” George said. “They attacked
with anthrax. They killed to steal a warhead. They’re
determined to assassinate a president.”

Liz rushed into the room. “We've been notified
by someone close to Miss Bennington that she is on



her way to the airport. They could be on our side.”

George leaned towards the President. “They
must suspect we’re onto her and don’t want her
followed. I'll check with my man in Honolulu and let
him decide how to handle it.”

The Admiral addressed the President. “Don’t
worry. Those hills in Taiwan are well fortified. They'll
also provide sufficient accommodations.”

Dirk, in one of his better moods, took his usual seat

across from Eddy.

“You seem pleased,” Eddy said. “l take it my
man took out the babe.”

Dirk smirked as he shook his head. “He’s on
his way to the morgue.”

“That pleases you?”



Dirk nodded. “Bugging the backpacks paid
off. She’s headed for General Wong’s camp on one
of the Spratly Islands.”

“She’s dead meat,” Eddy said with a tone of
anger in his voice. “I'll send Tony Hermes to make

sure.”

Jay contemplated his options. He could eject near
an island, but even if he managed to somehow
bail out safely at this speed, who’d find him.
Stranded and lost somewhere in the Pacific was
the last place he preferred to be. His best chance
of survival was to remain seated for the hummer
to run out of fuel and glide on the ocean surface
wherefore it'd stop and float. He’d then wait for his
rescuers to find him, if they could.

He was aware the hummingbird still kept pace,
but he couldn’t imagine how. It was unbelievable,



even in view of the rapid advance in technology of
the new millennium.

“Little sister okay?”

He heard no reply from Ken. He pushed the
released button to loosen the seat straps. He then
pushed on the floor walking his seat backward. He
reached to take hold of a hand and felt no pulse
from it. He closed his eyes tight. Apparently Ken’s
body hadn’t survived a sedative given to him.

Jay blamed himself for Ken's fate. He’d been
warned by Dirk. It seemed obvious Nitay was their
enemy. Was Peggy, too?”

Hours passed. It seemed the hummer would
cruise forever, but an island suddenly appeared
out of nowhere. What’d be on it so detrimental to
security that it’'d require a nuclear warhead to
defend against? Had he become a sacrificial lamb
on a failed mission?



A crash appeared imminent. He preferred the
ejection button, even at this high speed and low
altitude, but like everything else, it didn’t work.

He covered his face with his arms to cushion
the impact of a crash. What the heck? Everything
mysteriously stopped. The whole world stopped.

He sat bewildered in his seat not knowing
whether he was suspended in midair or on the
ground. He waited for whatever force brought
him here to come forth and justify itself. He
waited and waited while watching the sun go
down.

He finally tired of his wait, but he had no
desire to explore in the dark. Fatigued by all
his worry of the unknown, he unstrapped
himself, made his way to the rear of the jet,
grabbed two parachutes from the back of the
seats, laid out one to lay on, and put the other
one down for a pillow. He knew not what else



to do but to lie down and close his eyes to
give way to irresistible sleep. He could only
hope everything in the morning would be of a
better light.

Alien Island

When Jay woke to the morning light he noticed the
dome over the cockpit had opened up. He rose to
his feet and gazed down at the lifeless figure behind
the pilot seat. He didn’t even want to make sure it
was Ken in that flight suit.

Opting to explore the island before checking
out the body, he plied open a long, narrow door on
the floor and picked up a M16 and a clip of ammo
from the compartment. He shoved the clip into the
semiautomatic. He put his arm through the strap and
hung the M16 on his shoulder. He then picked up a



flare gun and made his way to the front cockpit.

He pulled the nylon ladder from the floor and
fed it over the edge to the ground. He then climbed
down to the ground.

The hummer had landed on its belly. He could
see only a few palm trees. The dry sand indicated
the island at high tide was about three acres.

He hooked the flare gun onto the