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Summary: If you were an alien, marooned on Earth, how would you fit in? By
concealment, through heroism and service, mind control, or superior technology? What if you
were falling in love with the very human who could best destroy you?

Ch.1: POLAR VORTEX

Was it cabin fever that gave me the bright idea to meet a complete stranger for afternoon
coffee, or something else? Afier two months of hunkering down under the polar vortex, not only
‘ was my skin dry and pasty, but | had a less-than-favorable view of the male race.
Suddenly, the anti-lock brakes engaged on a patch of black ice at the eighth curve on

Cedarvale Road. The car started to skid into a ditch, beyond which ran slongside-a swiftly-

flowing stream, now frozen. The icy corkscrew of blacktop, the road 1 fear the most but can’t
escape if I need to get anywhere, has exactly thirteen switchbacks. Lucky number thirteen. ] was
bomn on Friday the thirteenth, By local legend, the ghosts of its victims manifest on certain foggy
nights.

[ jolted into survival mode, turning-and-turned the wheel to the left with deliberate intent,

slewly-and managed to get back on the road. —~which-eventually-siraighiened-and-leveled-aff.
{The zig-zagging wooded ravine it was built on, with its hulking evergreens leaning-in on both
sides and darkening the sky, finally yielded to the uniform streets of suburbia.

Jdiot, | mumbled, realizing I've succumbed, yet again, to a few emails from some guy.

But-aAt least this time, [ didthe-choasing from-his-datine sepvicevideschose,

Page 1 of 6

Comment [s1]: ) don't see how the two
ga together, The d sentence should
g0 along with the “something else,” and this makes
it sound like the “something else” Is the "less than
favarable view,” which dossn’t support it. The
second sentence shoukd be a driving factor that
compels the person 1o want to meet the stranger,

Comment [52]: Pick one — can't be swiftly-
fiowing (need a dif descriptor) AND frozen

{ Comment [53): Not sure i this & resevant ]
[ Comment [54]: What's a switchback? A curve? |

of the moment, but | think you can gat away with it
here, since this seems to lean toward humor rather

Comment [55]: Normally, this might pull me out
than terror,

[ Comment [56]: confusing ]

Comment [£7]: tense. Shoukd be “T'd” - watch
your tensas

{ Formatted: Font: Italic ]




W

\,.) o]
\no
/

@J'rived at my destination shaken, feeling entitled to a large cup of coffee. It was one of

LITERARY NOVEL: HELIUM 3 BY MARILYN DELSON

the better national chains, although 1 wasn't pleased when it drove our Mom-and-Pop version out
of business. [ did a quick appearance check in the rearview mirror and thought he'd probably like
what he saw, despite the over-moisturized pasty skin. Men liked full red lips, large brown eyes,
prominent cheekbones, and thick eyebrows framing a woman’s face, or 50 1 was told. | wore
riding boots and a mannish Harris tweed jacket becau{;c i liie to dcr\;s?gis way and have a theory
that it puts men at ease when women dress like them. [ ran my fingers through my longish, dirty-

blonde hair, trying to pump up its defeated lack of bounce before heading into the lion’s den. The

winter air was sharp as | inhaled, like breathing in tiny shards of glass mixed with idling car

exhaust. s Lilre "fL,q-{-{,

The chain was full of weekenders: pert, blond cheerleaders and gawky basketball players
in post-game celebration, and-along with noisy families—-aliglad to be sprung from the all-too-
familiar walls of home in deep winter. The order line was long, but I needed that mug of joe.
spied a lone, unoccupied table in the back, dirty-with-dishes-but-uneeeupied-andand I sank into a

chair with my coffee mug, ignoring the dirty dishes on the surface.-

The first heavenly sip jolted my memory about our agreed-upon sign, and I searched for
the silk rose in my tote bag. But before 1 could even-place it on the table, he was standing next to
me,

“Are you Jess?” he asked, eyeing me with an appreciative smile. His eyes were so blue,
much more intense than in his video. 1 felt my cheeks flush, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

"Yes. Jessamyn Sandman." | extended my hand to shake his. "But people call me Jess.
How did you know it was me, without the flower? | wasn't wrapped up in all this winter gear

when | made the video.”
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“True. [ just searched for the most interesting woman in the room and found you. I'm

Eddie-by-the-way." kjL. y lrM-f a )_;r_k_s

After the ingratiating compliment, he loocked me over in that universal male way, which
caused me to blush again. Damn! Helium-3 Fusion 3

"How clever of you,” I laughed. “And what a good liar you are. Have a seat.”

“1 will. Just want to get some coffee... yours smells delicious.”

He scooped up the dirty dishes and trudged toward the front. H-in-his boots-which left a
trail of melting snow_across the floor. He was tall, handsome with a kind of European vibe, with
thick, bluish-black hair, and eyes which seemed to take a reading of me as he spoke, kind of like
an instant-read thermometer.

He-Eddie returned with a tray holding a mug and two cherry-filled pastries. | accepted the
offering without the usual protestations about my diet. | almost slid off the road today; this pastry
could be my last,

“How was your drive here?” | asked; aflerthedishes were setiled.

"| almost slid off the road a couple of times.”

“Me too. We lucked out.” Our eyes locked and [ felt a jolt.

“Yes, living is preferable to dying. Especially when | know for a fact they don’t serve
pastries in Heaven,” he said with a chuckle, causing those blue eyes to crinkle at the edges.

“What makes you think I’m ending up in Heaven?” I asked, blushing again.

“Pastries aside, which are plentiful in Hell by the way, | feel you are a good soul, without
a shadow of a doubt. So when you shake off this mortal coil, off you'll go to paradise, but no

cherry Danish.” He actually winked at me.
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"How do you know I'm a good soul? I can be bad sometimes.” | gave him a simpering

i

smile. Why was | turning into 4 besotted female?, This was getting 'scar);. Comment [£13]: This coy back-and-forth is going

on too long.
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markers are here?
We continued to talk-back-and-forth, in a flirty-silly way for a couple of hours. [ can’t SWP q:;(

Helium-3 Fusion 4

account for how the time slipped away, except to say that his trenchant observations about life

were so similar to mine, [ decided I°d found a kindred spirit. Eddie suggested we go someplace
quieter for an early dinner. By then, the manager was giving us 2 why don't they leave already

look, surveying the never-ending line for tables.

"Good idea. Tables are in short supply here today and I think we’ve overstayed our
welcome," | said, pointing to the manager. But 1 was adamant about following him to the
restaurant in my own car. Just in case,

"] have a fusion Brazilian-Japanese place in mind," he said.

Was he joking? It sounded way too sophisticated for Polar Vortex Central and wondered

why [ hadn’t heard of it before.

#it#
Brasil-Asia Grill was starkly modem, with an expanse of rosewood fronting the room- | Comment [S15]: ks there a reason that they
have to switth restaurants? Why not do everything
| inone place? |

length bar. Tables for two or four were placed discretely among large potted palm trees. Every
table was taken, except for a two-seater, placed behind an intricately-carved Oriental screen,
As soon as we were seated, a burly, older man with thick, black hair and matching
moustache welcomed us with a-smile-and-very white teeth. He had the same intense blue eyes
that Eddie had. Senher Edward got a bear hug, like family. A tall, slender woman with shightly
Asian features ran out from the back and greeted Eddie in similar fashion. She was wearing a

full-length white apron.

Page 4 of 6



LITERARY NOVEL: HELIUM 3 BY MARILYN DELSON

"Jess, meet Miya and Gustavo, my friends.”

Helium-3 Fusion 5

"Estimado Senhorita. We welcome you and will prepare a dinner we hope you will Jove,"
Gustavo said. They returned to the kitchen.

Eddie must have picked up on my fears conceming exotic food.

"Don't won@ess. They'll bring us grilled steak and sushi, which will be the best you've
ever tasted. Will you join me fora cocktaiF_id#qssabeirinha? It's a Caipirinha made with sake.”

I couldn't refuse such a cool invitation, although [ wasn't sure about the sushi,

"What's the story with Miya and Gustavo?” | asked, -“Married?"

"Happily so, for several years-now."

"How did you meet them?" -asked-Hunger pangs clutched at my stomach in response to
the audible sizzle of a thick-steak hitting a het-grill. | couid imagine the charring and juice
flowing-fram-the seund-and-smell-alene. Molecules of smoky goodness hung in the air,

"We met at work."

"Are you also a chef?" b €
0
4 (LN

"No. I''n a miner.”
2

"You and Gustavo are miners?" The only mining operation in this area is-was for salt. { Comment [s16]: watch tense

“Are you at the Cayuga mine in Lansing?"
"No, not there. Helium-3," he said. Then, nothing.
"What's that? Oh wait ... don't they fill party balloons with helium?"
"Yes, but helium-3 is different.”
“How so?”

Helium-3 Fusion 6

Page S ol 6



LITERARY NOVEL: HHELIUM 3 BY MARILYN DELSON

"Right: It's found in the Earth's crust and mantle. It got trapped there when the Earth was

formed. You know ... the Big Bang. it's also found in the atmosphere and in natural gas.”

"But, what’s it for?"

"Ah well, ... helium-3 power plants can generate electricity and stop the clock on global
warming. That's because helium-3 is clean, compared to fossil fuels. And we'd no longer have to
worry about nuclear accidents or radioactive waste disposal. Also, the power plants would be

more efficient, and have lower operating costs than anything we use now.”

bOgQ' "So, where’s the mine——in the Southem Tier?"-Gustave-was-coming-with-sur-plates. Comment [817]: Exdle mentions this so the
! maln character doesn’t have to

"Not exactly. Ah, here’s Gustavo, and Marcus is bringing our drinks. We can talk about
this later,” he said, with more than a hint of determination. Our drinks tasted of sugar, lime and - a“‘ ol
herbs, with a kick. The steaks were uniformly rare and perfectly charred on the outside. W
Ldid-piek-up-an-him-waniing-to-chanze-the subjeet-Eddie’s hesitation threw up a red
flag; well maybe just a pink flag. Investigative reporters don’t get mayors to quit afier
uncovering their fondness for kiddie pom sites by playing nice. Fortunate for me, his scomed
wife was the snitch. Nor did I cut any slack with two of our (former) city councilmen over their
voter-registration scheme. On the other hand, maybe I was just being my suspicious self, fed-up
with being lied to by politicians and officials in my daily work. | decided to cut him some slack,
for now. Besides, not giving any slack is how | lost most of my (former) boyfriends. So, we
engaged in harmless chit-chat. He even hugged me goodbye, chastely, afier walking me to my
car. His odd but pleasant scent, like citrus and air full of ozone afier a rain, lingered on my coat

collar as | drove home. Comment [518]: You went from the middle of |
dinner to nothing. You shouid have step-by-step on |
what' s happening and how they act when they |
partshow, don't tell. |
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Summary: If you were an alien, marconed on Earth, how would you fit in? By
concealment, through heroism and service, mind control, or superior technology? What if you
were falling in love with the very human who could best destroy you?

Ch.1: POLAR VORTEX

Was it cabin fever that gave me the bright idea of mectingte-mesat a complete stranger for
afternoon coffee’’: Owr was it something clse? After two months of hunkering down under the
polar vortex, not only was my skin dry and pasty, but [l had a less-than-favorable view of the
male race,

Suddenly, the anti-lock brakes engaged on a patch of black ice at the cighth curve on
Cedarvale Road. The car started to skid into a ditchs thatwhieh ran alongside a swiftly-flowing
stream, now frozen. The icy corkscrew of blacktop, the road | fear the most, but can’t escape if |
need to get anywhere, has cxactly thirteen switchbacks. Lucky number thirteen. T was born on
Friday the thirteenth. By local legend, the ghosts of its victims manifest on certain foggy nights.

1 jolted into survival mode and turned the wheel to the left, slowly, and managed to get
back on the road, which eventually straightened and leveled off. The zig-zagging wooded ravine
it was built on, with its hulking evergreens leaning -in on both sides and darkening the sky,
finally yiclded to the uniform streets of suburbia,

Idiot, I mumbled, realizing 1'd¥e succumbed, yet again, to a few emails from some guy.

But, at least, this time, 1 did the choosing, from his dating service video.
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I arrived at fmy destination shaken, feeling entitled to a large cup of coffee. (It was one of
the better national chains, although | wasn't pleased when it drove our Mom-and-Pop version out
of business.

| did a quick appearance check in the rearview mirror and thought he'd probably like
what he saw, despite the over-moisturized pasty skin. Men liked full red lips, large brown eyes,
prominent cheekbones, and thick cycbrows framing a woman’s face, or so ['d beenf-was told.

| wore riding boots and a mannish Harris tweed jacket, because | like to dress this way,
and | have a theory that it puts men at case when women dress like them. | ran my fingers
through my longish, dirty-blendc hair, trying to pump up s defeated Jack of bounce before
heading into the lion’s den. The winter air was sharp as | inhaled, like breathing in tiny shards of
glass mixed with idling car exhaust,

The 'chain was full of weekenders: pert, blond cheerleaders and gawky basketball players
in post-game celebration, and noisy families, glad to be sprung from thm‘-’too-familinr walls of
home in deep winter. The order Jine was long, but [ needed that mug of joe. [ spied a lone table
in the back, dirty with dishes but unoccupied, and ! sank into a chair with my coffec mug.

The first heavenly sip jolted my memory about our agreed-upon sign, and | scarched for
the silk rose in my tote bag. But before I could even place it on the table, he was standing next to
me.

*Are you Jess?” he asked, eyeing me with an appreciative smile. His eyes were so blue,
much more intense than in his video. [ felt my checks flush, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

"Yes. Jessamyn Sandman." { extended my hand to shake his. "But people call me Jess.
How did you know it was me, without the flower? 1 wasn't wrapped up in all this winter gear

when | made the video."
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“True. | just searched for the most interesting woman in the room and found you. I'm
Eddid, by the way."

After the jingratiating compliment, e looked me over in that universal male wayl, which
caused me to blush again. Damn! Hehuwn3-Fusend

"How clever of you,” | laughed. **And what a good liar you are. Have a seat.”

“I will. Just want to get some coffee... yours smells delicious.”

He kcooped up the dirty dishes and trudged toward the front in his boots, which lcft a trail
of melting snow. He was tall, handsome with a kind of European vibe, with thick, bluish-black
hair, and eycs thatwhieh seemed to take a reading of me as he spoke, kind of like an instant-read
thermometer.

He returned with a tray holding a mug and two cherry-filled pastries. | accepted the
offering without thcyal protestations about my diet. 1 almost slid off the road today; this pastry
could be my last.

“How was your drive here?” [ asked, after the dishes were settled.

"I almost slid off the road a couple of timed.”

“Me tdo. We lucked out.” Our cyes locked and I felt a jolt,

“Ycs, living is preferable to dying. Especially when [ know for a fact they don’t serve
pastries in Heaven,” he said with a chuckle, causing those blue eyes to crinkle at the edges.

“What makes you think I'm ending up in Heaven?” | asked, blushing again.

“Pastries aside, which are plentiful in Hell, by the way, | feel you are a good soul,
without a shadow of a doubt. So when you shake off this mortal coil, off you'll go to paradise.:

But no cherry Danish.” He actually winked at me.
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"How do you know I'm a good soul? | can be bad sometimes.” I gave him a simpering

smile. Why was [ tumning into a besotted female? This was getting scary.

Wg continued to talk baek—saad-forth-in a ﬂirty-sill){ way for a couple of hours. | can’t ‘ Comment [ED29]; = f want more of their
conversation|
account for how the time slipped away, cxcept to say that his trenchant obscrvations about life [ comment [ED30]: perfect!

were so similar to mine, | decided I'd found a kindred spirit.

Eddic suggested we go someplace quicter for an carly dinner. By then, the manager was
giving us a why—don't—they-leave—already look, surv;)%l;g the never-cnding line for tables.

"Good idea. Tables are in short supply here today and 1 think we’ve overstayed our
welcome,” | said, pointing to the manager. But I was adamant about following him to the
restaurant in my own car. Just in case.

"I have a fusion Brazilian-Japanese place in mind," he said.

Was he joking? It sounded way too sophisticated for Polar Vortex Central and |
wondered why 1 hadn’t heard of it before.

HHH

Brasil-Asia Grill was starkly modemn, with an cxpanse of rosewood fronting the room-

ddscrieet)

length bar. Tables for two or four were placed discretely amdng large potted palm trees. Every
table was taken, except for a two-scater, placed behind an intricately-carved Oriental screen.

As soon as we were scated, a burly: older man with thick, black hair and matching
moustache welcomed us with a smile and very white teeth. He had the same intense blue eyes
that Eddic had. Senhor Edward got a bear hug, like family. A tall, slender woman with slightly

Asian features ran out from the back and greeted Eddie in similar fashion. She was wearing a

full-length white apron,
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"Jess, meet Miya and Gustavo, my friends.”

Hehpm Lrasien-5

"Estimado s&enhorita. We welcome you and will prepare a dinner we hope you will
love," Gustavo said. They returned to the kitchen,

Eddic must have picked up on my fears concerning exotic food.

"Don't worry, Jess. They'll bring us grilled steak and sushi, which will be the best you've
cver tasted. Will you join me for a cocktail - a Sakeirinha? It's a Caipirinha made with sake."

| couldn't refuse such a cool invitation, although | wasn't sure about the sushi.

"What's the story with Miya and Gustavo? Married?"

"Happily so, for scveral years now."

"How did you meet them?" | asked. Hunger pangs clutched at my stomach in response to
the audible sizzle of a thick steak hitting a hot grill. | could imagine the charring and juice
flowing, from the sound and smell alone. Molecules of smoky goodness hung in the air.

"We met at work."”

"Arc you also a chef?"

"No. I'm a miner.”

"You and Gustavo arec mincrs?" The only mining operation in this area wuis for salt. “Are
you at the Cayuga mine in Lansing?"

“No, not there. Helium-3," he said. Then, nothing.

"What's that? Oh wait ... don't they fill party balloons with helium?”

"Yes, but helium-3 is different.”

“How so?"
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"Right. It's found in the Earth's crust and mantle. It got trapped there when the Earth was

formed. You know ... the Big Bang. It's also found in the atmosphere and in natural gas.”

"But, what’s it for?"

"Ah, well,— helium-3 power plants can generate electricity and stop the clock on global
warming. That's because helium-3 is clean, compared to fossil fuels. And we'd no longer have to
worry about nuclear accidents or radioactive waste disposal. Also, the power plants would be
more cfficient, and have lower operating costs than anything we use now."

"So, where’s the mine - in the Southern Tier?" Gustavo was coming with our plates.

"Not exactly. Ah, here’s Gustavoe, and Marcus is bringing our drinks. We can talk about
this later,” he said, with more than a hint of determination.

Our drinks tasted of sugar, lime, and herbs, with a kick. The steaks were uniformly rare
and perfectly charred on the outside.

I did pick up on him wanting to change the subject. Eddic’s hesitation threw up a red
flag.: Wwell, maybe just a pink flag.

Investigative reporters like me don't get mayors to quit afier uncovering their fondness
for kiddic porn sites by playing nice. Fortunate for me, the mavor shis scorned wife had beenweas
the snitch. Nor did | cut any slack with two of our (former) city councilmen over their voter-
registration scheme.

On the other hand, maybe | was just being my suspicious self, fed -up with being licd to
by politicians and officials in my daily work. I decided to cut him some slack, for now.

Besides, not giving any slack is how [ lost most of my tHarmert-boyfriends.
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So, we engaged in harmless chit-chat. He even hugged me goodbye, chastely, after
walking me to my car. His odd but pleasant scent, like citrus and air full of ozone after a rain,

lingered on my coat collar as | drove home.

| Comment [ED35]: This reminds me weirdly of 2
! story idea | once had. I think yaur version is much
L better.
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Summary: If you were an alien, marooned on Earth, how would you fit in? By
concealment, through heroism and service, mind control, or superior technology? What if you
were falling in love with the very lmuman who could best destroy you?

Ch.1: POLAR VORTEX ]S.\h\s q ced ¥omg or
1o SO S wreasie

alpast W bruj‘ﬂjen

Was it cabin fever that gave me the bright idea to meet a complete stranger for afiernoon W
cofTee, or something else? After two months of hunkering down under the mlar vortex, not only
was my skin dry and pasty. but I had a less-than-favorable gpinionview of the male race, Comment [PHS I51): Male [sn't a race.
suildeniyv- Tthe anti-lock brakes engaged on a patch of black ice at the eighth curve on
aed

Oy
Cedarvale Road. The car siared-to skidded aﬂ-uo a ditch, which ran alongside a swifily-flowing Comment [PHS IS2]: No hyphen with adverb

stream, now frozen. [The icy corkscrew of blackiop, the road [ fear the most but can’t escape if [

need to get anywhere, has exactly thirteen switchbacks. Lucky number thirteen. 1 was born on m::r’:: E::: "za]: ) had to read this
Friday the thirteenth. By local legend, the ghosts of fits victims manifest on certain foggy nights. Comment [PHS :5;1: Whose victims?
I jolted into survival mode and turned the wheel to the lefi, slowly, and managed 10 get
back on the road, which eventually straightened and leveled off. [The zig-zagging wooded ravine
it was built on——-with its hulking evergreens leaning -in on both sides and darkening the sky—: f:::mnt [PHS IS5]: I had to read this several

finally yielded to the uniform streets of suburbia.

“ldiot,” 1 mumbled, realizing I’dw« succumbed, yet again, to a few emails from some
g yetaga

guy. But at least this time, | did the choosing, from his dating service video,
I arrived at my destination shaken, feeling entitled to a large cup of coffee. It was one of’

the better national chains, although [ wasn't pleased when it drove our Mom-and-Pop version out
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of business, | did a quick appearance check in the rearview mirror and thought he’d probably like
what he saw, despite the over-moisturized pasty skin. Men liked full red lips, large brown eyes,
prominent cheekbones, and thick eyebrows framing a woman’s face, or so | was told. I wore
riding boots and a mannish Harris tweed jacket because I like to dress this way and have a theory
that it puts men at ease when women dress like them. | ran my fingers through my longish, dirty-
blonde hair, trying to pump up its defeated lack of bounce before heading into the lion’s den. The
winter air was sharp as | inhaled, Ilike breathing in tiny shards of glass mixed with idling car
exhaust.

The chain was full of weekenders: pert, blonde cheerleaders. and gawky basketball
players in post-game celebration, and noisy families.. All glad to be sprung from the all-too-
familiar walls of home in deep winter. The order line was long, but | needed that mug of joe. |
spied a lone table in the back, dirty with dishes but unoccupied, and [ sank into a chair with my
coffee mug.

The first heavenly sip jolted my memory about our agreed-upon sign, and | searched for
the silk rose in my tote bag. But before I could even place it on the table, he was standing next to
me,

“Are you Jess?” he asked, eyeing me with an appreciative smile. His eyes were so blue,
much more intense than in his video. ek mMy cheeks flushed, | hopedisg he wouldn’t notice.

"Yes. Jessamyn Sandman.” I extended my hand to shake his. "But people call me Jess.
How did you know it was me, without the flower? [ wasn't wrapped up in all this winter gear
when | made the video."

“True. | just searched for the most interesting woman in the room and found you. I'm

Eddie, by the way."

Page 2 of 6
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Afier the ingratiating compliment, he looked me over in that universal male way, which
caused me to blush again. Damn! Helium-3 Fusion 3

"How clever of you,” | laughed. “And what a good liar you are. Have a scat.”

I will. Just want to get some coffee.— vours smells delicious.”

He scooped up the dirty dishes and trudged toward the front in his boots, which left a trail
of melting snow. He was tall, handsome with a kind of European vibe, with thick, bluish-black
hair, and eyes which scemed totuke s resding-of-measure me as he spoke, kind of like an instant-
read thermometer.

He returned with a tray holding 2 mug and two cherry-filled pastries. | accepted the
offering without the usuai protestations about my diet. I almost slid off the road today; this pastry
could be my last.

“How was your drive here?” | asked, after the dishes were settled.

"1 almost slid off the road a couple of times.”

“Me, too. We lucked out.” Our eyes locked and | feit a jolt.

“Yes, living is preferable to dying. Especially when I know for a fact they don’t serve
pastries in Heaven,™ he said with a chuckle, causing those blue eyes to crinkle at the edges.

“What makes you think I’m ending up in Heaven?" [ asked, blushing again,

~Pastries aside, which are plentiful in Hell by the way, | feel you are a good soul, without
a shadow of a doubt. So when you shake off this mortal coil, off you'll go to paradise, but no
cherry Danish.” He setually winked at me,

"How do you know I'm a good soul? | can be bad sometimes.” | gave him a simpering
smile. Why was | turning into a besotted female? This was getting scary.

Helium-3 Fusion 4
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We continued to talk back-and-forth, in a flinty-silly way for a couple of hours. | can’t
account for how the time slipped away, except to say that his trenchant observations about life
were 50 similar to mine.: 1 decided I'd found a kindred spirit. Eddie suggested we go someplace
quieter for an carly dinner. By then, the manager was giving us a why don't they leave already
look, surveying the never-ending line for tables.

"Good idea. Tablos-areinshonsupply-here-todeymrdl think we've overstayed our
welcome," | said, pointing to the manager. But [ was adamant about following him to the
restaurant in my own car. Just in case.

*] have a fusion Brazilian-Japanese place in mind," he said.

Was he joking? It sounded way 1oo sophisticated for Polar Vortex Central.and wondered

why I hadn’t heard of it before.

#u#

Brasit3razil-Asia Grill was starkly modern, with an expanse of rosewood fronting the
room-fength bar. Tables for two or four were placed discretely among large potted palm trees.
Every table was taken, except for a two-seater, placed behind an intricately-carved Gariental
screen.

As soon as we were seated, a burly, older man with thick, black hair and matching
moustache welcomed us with a smile and very white teeth. He had the same intense blue eyes
that Eddie had. &enhes Senor Edward got a bear hug, like family. A tall, slender woman with
slightly Asian features ran out from the back and greeted Eddic in a similar fashion. She was
wearing a full-length white apron.

"Jess, meet Miya and Gustavo, my friends.”

Helium-3 Fusion 5
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"Estimado Senkorita. We welcome you and will prepare a dinner we hope you will love,
Gustavo said. They returned to the kitchen.

Eddie must have picked up on my fears concerning exotic food.

"Don't worry. Jess, They'll bring us grilled steak and sushi, which will be the best you've
ever tasted. Will you join me for a cocktail-——a Sakeirinha? It's a Caipirinha made with sake.”

1 couldn't refuse such a cool invitation, although I wasn’t sure about the sushi.

"What's the story with Miya and Guslavo? Married?”

"Happily so, for several years now."

"How did you meet them?” [ asked. Hunger pangs clutched at my stomach in response o
the audible sizzle of a thick steak hitting a hot grill. I could imagine the charring and juice
flowing, from the sound and smell alone, Molecules of smoky goodness hung in the air.

"We met at work."

"Are you also a chef?"

"No. I'm a miner."

"You and Gustavo are miners?" The only mining operation in this area is for salt, “Are
you at the Cayuga mine in Lansing?"

"No, not there. Helium-3." he said. Then, nothing.

"What's that? Oh wait.—don't they fill party balloons with helium?"

"Yes, bull‘elium-3 is different.”

“How s0?”

Helium-3 Fusion 6

"Right. It's found in the Earth's crust and mantle. It got trapped there when the Eatth was

formed. You know ... the Big Bang. It's also found in the atmosphere and in natural gas.”
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"But, what’s it for?"

"Ah well, ...Helium-3 power plants can generate electricity and stop the clock on global
warming. That's becauseHelium-3 is clean, compared to fossil fuels. Asd-wWe wouldn't ‘dre
terser have to worry about nuclear accidents or radioactive waste disposal. Also, the power
planis would be more efficient, and have lower operating costs than anything we use now."”

"So, where’s the mine——in the Southern Tier?"

Gustavo was coming with our plates.

"Not exactly. Ah, here’s Gustavo, and Marcus is bringing our drinks. We can talk about
this later,” he said. with more than a hint of determination. Our drinks tasted of sugar, lime and
herbs, with a kick. The steaks were uniformly rare and perfectly charred on the outside.

1 did pick up on him wanting to change the subject. Eddie’s hesitation threw up a red
flag.=well maybe just a pink flag. Investigative reporters don’t get mayors to quit after
uncovering their fondness for kiddie pom sites by playing nice. iForlunatc for me, his scorned
wife was the snitch, Nor did 1 cut any slack with two of our (former} city councilmen over their
voter-regisiration scheme, On the other hand, maybe | was just being my suspicious self, fed-up
with being lied to by politicians and officials in my daily work. 1 decided to cut him some slack,
for now. Besides, not giving an.y slack is how | lost most of my (former) boyfriends. So, we
engaged in harmless chit-chat. He even hugged me goodbye, chastely, after walking me to my
car. His odd but pleasant scent—=like citrus and air full of ozone after a rain—=lingered on my

-———-"—\___-___‘/__.____

coat collar as | drove home. ] '

Ny
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Summary: If you were an alien, marooned on Earth, how would you fit in? By
concealment, through heroism and service, mind control, or superior technology? What if you
were falling in love with the very human who could best destroy you?

LJ"‘-”"‘—'"‘JL’P\ Jam’l\’f\l—g’fﬁfa

Ch1:POLARVORTEX [ luite. = , ° -
%d@w#—a dy 4o e Hoe tis

@rvfﬁjwﬁﬂ/ horon | :
; r"b c). \9" Was it cabin fever that gave me the b"lght idea to meet a complete stranger for afternoon
r-.l)
4:;::: coﬂ‘ee, or something else? After two months of hunkering down under the polar vortex, not only
X =
"n\a"d;:; * was my skin dry and pasty but [ had a less-than-favorable view of the male race.

WPJ 77 Suddenly, the anti-lock brakes engaged on a patch of black ice at the eighth curveon | '(e Ur:__ ;i-
“j@ Cedarvale Road. The car started to skid into a ditch, which ran alongside a swiftly-flowing ;}
M VZ{; stream, now frozen, The icy corkscrew of blacktop, the road I fear the most but can’t escape if I
wvf need to get anywhere, has exactly thirteen switchbacks. Lucky number thirteen. I ,mm on Hr\) $2
\ X Fnday the thirteenth. By local legend, the ghosts of its victims manifest on certain foggy nights.
Q;') I jolted into survival mode and turned the wheel to the lef, slowly, and managed tf__gE g{w‘j La
ngjg‘op the road, which eventually straightened and leveled off. The zig-zagging wooded ravine
it was built on, with its hulking evergreens leaning:_ﬁin on both sides and darkening the sky,
finally yielded to the uniform streets of suburbia. Idiot, I mumbled, realizing I’ ve succumbed, yet
again, to a few emails from some guy. But at least this time, I did the choosing, from his dating
service video.
AL s (v larrived at my destination shaken, feeling entitled to a large cup of coffee. It was one of

Vo]
- the better national chains, although I wasn't pleased when it drove our Mom-and-Pop version out

v red 7
Lo Pl o e
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of business. I did a quick appearance check in the rearview mirror and thought he’d probably like
o\ what he saw, despite the over-moisturized pasty skin. Men liked full red lips, large brown eyes,
prominent cheekbones, and thick eyebrows framing a woman’s face, or so I was told. I wore
e riding boots and a mannish Harris tweed jacket because I like to dress this way and have a theory
that it puts men at ease when women dress like them. I ran my fingers through my longish, dirty-
blonde hair, trying to pump up its defeated lack of bounce before heading into the lion’s den. The
winter air was sharp as I inhaled, lﬁek@@gi_ﬁj tiny shards of glass mixed with idling car

exhaust.

\f‘} 1 The chain was full of weekenders: pert, blond cheerleaders and gawky basketball players

in post-game celebration, and noisy families, glad to be sprung fzcl)m the all-too-familiar walls of
ARy gt

home in deep winter. The order line was long, but I rieeded that mug of :i_oe. [ spied a lone table

in the back, dirty with dishes but unoccupied, and I sank into a chair with my coffee mug.

The first heavenly sip jolted my memory about our agreed-upon sign, and I searched for
the silk rose in my tote bag. But before I could even place it on the table, he was standing next to
me.

“Are you Jess?” he asked, eyeing me with an appreciative smile. His eyes were so blue,
much more intense than in his video. I felt my cheeks flush, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

"Yes. Jessamyn Sandman." I extended my hand to shake his. "But people call me Jess.
How did you know it was me, without the flower? I wasn't wrapped up in all this winter gear
when [ made the video."

f’) “True. I just searched for the most interesting woman in the room and found you. I'm

,,4{;;-‘\ Eddie, by the way."

A
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After the ingratiating compliment, he looked me over in that universal male way, which
caused me to blush again. Damn! Helium-3 Fusion 3

"How clever of you,” I laughed. “And what a good liar you are. Have a seat.”

“I will. Just want to get some coffee... yours smells delicious."

He scooped up the dirty dishes and trudged toward the front in his boots, which left a trail
of melting snow. He was tall, handsome with a kind of European vibe, with thick, bluish-black
hair, and eyes which seemed to take a reading of me as he spoke, kind of like an instant-read
thermometer.

He returned with a tray holding a mug and two cherry-filled pastries. I accepted the
offering without the usual protestations about my diet. I almost slid off the road today; this pastry
could be my last.

“How was your drive here?” I asked, after the dishes were settled.

"T almost slid off the road a couple of times.”

“Me too. We lucked out.” Our eyes locked and I felt a jolt. X{}
S
- (,J“’

pastries in Heaven,” he said with a chuckle, causing those blue eyes to crinkle at the edges. t;‘ @

“Yes, living is preferable to dying. Especially when I know for a fact they don’t serve

/'f
“What makes you think I’m ending up in Heaven?” I asked, blushing again. “XGJ\)V(:‘ ; ‘
“Pastries aside, which are plentiful in Hell by the way, I feel you are a good soul, without
a shadow of a doubt. So when you shake off this mortal coil, off you'll go to paradise, but no
cherry }Zsanish.” He actually winked at me.
"How do you know I'm a good soul? I can be bad sometimes." I gave him a simpering
smile. Why was I turning into a besotted female? This was getting scary.

Helium-3 Fusion 4
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(F'_J ‘"7"‘ | We continued to talk back-and-forth, in a flirty-silly way for a couple of hours. I can’t

<% account for how the time slipped away, except to say that his trenchant observations about life
were so similar to mine, [ decided I’d found a kindred spirit. Eddie suggested we go someplace
quieter for an early dinner. By then, the manager was giving us a why-don't-they-leave;already
look, surveying the never-ending line for tables. ALY Lt MM%K hors o +M

"Good idea. Tables are in short supply here today and I think we’ve overstayed our
welcome,"” [ said, pointing to the manager. But | was adamant about following him to the
restaurant in my own car. Just in case.

"I have a fusion Brazilian-Japanese place in mind," he said.

Was he joking? It sounded way too sophisticated for Polar Vortex Central and wondered

A\ %
.+ whyI hadn’t heard of it before. 2 o
. -
#H## L™
Brasil-Asia Grill was starkly modern, with an expanse of rosewood fronting the room-
Aisecead

length bar. Tables for two or four were placed discréfely among large potted palm trees. Every
table was taken, except for a two-seater, placed behind an intricately-carved Oriental screen.
As soon as we were seated, a burly, older man with thick, black hair and matching
moustache welcomed us with a smile and very white teeth. He had the same intense blue eyes
3¢ that Eddie had. Sen;for Edward got a bear hug, like family. A tall, slender woman with slightly
Asian features ran out from the back and greeted Eddie in similar fashion. She was wearing a
full-length white apron.
"Jess, meet Miya and Gustavo, my friends."

Helium-3 Fusion 5
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sl "Estimado Senﬁ’orita. We welcome you and will prepare a dinner we hope you will love,
Gustavo said. They returned to the kitchen.

Eddie must have picked up on my fears concerning exotic food.

"Don't worr}& Jess. They'll bring us grilled steak and sushi, which will be the best you've
ever tasted. Will you join me for a cocktail - a Sakeirinha? It's a Caipirinha made with sake."

I couldn't refuse such a cool invitation, although I wasn't sure about the sushi.

"What's the story with Miya and Gustavo? Married?"

"Happily so, for several years now."

"How did you meet them?" I asked. Hunger pangs clutched at my stomach in response to
the audible sizzle of a thick steak hitting a hot grill. I could imagine the charring and juice
flowing, from the sound and smell alone. Molecules of smoky goodness hung in the air.

"We met at work."

"Are you also a chef?"

"No. I'm a miner."

"You and Gustavo are miners?" The only mining operation in this area is for salt. “Are
you at the Cayuga mine in Lansing?"

"No, not there. Helium-3," he said. Then, nothing.

"What's that? Oh wait ... don't they fill party balloons with helium?"

"Yes, but helium-3 is different.”

“How s0?”

.

Helium-3 Fusion 6

C

n
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@./:}‘ D!/‘\ A "Right. It's found in the Earth's crust and mantle. It got trapped there when the Earth was
formed. You know ... the Big Bang. It's also found in the atmosphere and in natural gas.”
Y A
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"But, what’s it for?"

"Ah well, ... helium-3 power plants can generate electricity and stop the clock on global
warming. That's because helium-3 is clean, compared to fossil fuels. And we'd no longer have to
worry about nuclear accidents or radioactive waste disposal. Also, the power plants would be

more efficient, and have lower operating costs than anything we use now." '}

o

"So, where’s the mine - in the Southern Tier?" Gustavo was coming with our plates. ()
"Not exactly. Ah, here’s Gustavo, and Marcus is bringing our drinks. We can talk about o
g, IEIE S SIHS1AVO "

this later," he said, with more than a hint of determination. Qur drinks tasted of sugar, lime and o

Y e SN
herbs, with a kick. The steaks were uniformly rare and perfectly charred on the outside. vb—"’r *Q,.J(
\

A

I did pick up on% wanting to change the subject. Eddie’s hesitation threw up a red v
flag; well maybe just a pink flag. Investigative reporters don’t get mayors to quit after
uncovering their fondness for kiddie porn sites by playing nice. Fortunate for me, his scorned
wife was the snitch. Nor did I cut any slack with two of our (former) city councilmen over their
voter-registration scheme. On the other hand, maybe I was just being my suspicious self, fed-up
with being lied to by politicians and officials in my daily work. I decided to cut him some slack,
for now. Besides, not giving any slack is how I lost most of my (former) boyfriends. So, we
engaged in harmless chit-chat. He even hugged me goodbye, chastely, after walking me to my
car. His odd but pleasant scent, like citrus and air full of ozone after a rain, lingered on my coat
collar as I drove home.
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Marilyn-

We find Jess on her way to a date with someone she met on line. She's grumping about
the weather, about males, the coffee place, and the people inside. The date shows up and is
pleasurable to look at, but she must remind herself to go lightly while questioning him.

We find out about helium 3 and its advantages as a source of energy.

They 1alk for two hours and then go to a unique restaurant. She has a good bui measured
time.

He hugs her. She goes home.

There’s no hint that the summary has anything to do with the story. She sounds very
humun. So dues he. The reuder needs something to hold onto showing that this hus u sci-fi
element.

The summary sounds more interesting than the first five pages. Might be a problem.

Dave

Summary: If you were an alien, marooned on Earth, how would you fit in? By
concealment, through heroism and service, mind control, or superior technology? What if you

were falling in love with the veg\&human wito could bes%(e\s('qiy you? -
e 1\)«%@\\;}5 &WQ@U : W {Q; 4
Ch.1: POLAR VORFEX w\&)‘\ﬁ\a N X

Was it cabin fever that gave me the bright idea to meet a complete stranger for afternoon
coffee, or something else? After two months of hunkering down under the polar vortex,(Maybe
I need a definition of the polar vortex. In the following paragraph, the character is driving on a
road and skidding into a ditch. Where is the vortex? Polar’ signals a completely different image.
Is the reference to the extreme cold snaps that we 've grown accustomed to 7}} not only was my
skin dry and pasty but I had a less-than-favorable view of the male race. (Male is not a race.
Why would a cold snap give her ‘a less than favorable view of the male race'?)

Suddenly, the anti-lock brakes engaged on a patch of black ice at the eighth curve on
Cedarvale Road. The car started to skid into a ditch, which ran alongside a (usually?) swiftly-

flowing stream, now frozen. The icy corkscrew of blacktop, the road I fear the most but can’t
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born on Friday the thirteenth, By local legend, the ghosts of its victims manifest on certain foggy
nights. (41l of the above brings the reader out of the story.)

I jolted into survival mode and turned the wheel to the left, slowly, and managed to get
back on the road, which eventually straightened and leveled off The zig-zagging wooded ravine
it was built on, with its hulking evergreens leaning-in on both sides and darkening the sky,
finally yielded to the uniform streets of suburbia. /diot, 7 mumbled, realizing ['ve succumbed, yer
again, to a few emails from some guy. But at least this time, | did the choosing, from his dating
service video. (This has no reference. The comment seems out of place.)

T arrived at my destination shaken, feeling entitled to a large cup of coffee. It was one of
the better national chains, although I wasn't pleased when it drove our Mom-and-Pop version out
of business. I did a quick appearance check in the rearview mirror and thought he’d probably like
what he saw, despite the over-moisturized pasty skin. Men liked full red lips, large brown eyes,
prominent cheekbones, and thick eyebrows framing a woman’s face, or so I was told. I wore
riding boots and a mannish Harris tweed jacket because I like to dress this way and have a theory
that it puts men at ease when women dress like them. I ran my fingers through my longish, dirty-
blonde hair, trying to pump up its defeated lack of bounce before heading into the lion’s den. The
winter air was sharp as [ inhaled, like breathing in tiny shards of glass mixed with idling car
exhaust.

The chain was full of weekenders: pert, blond cheerleaders and gawky basketball players
in post-game celebration, and noisy families, glad to be sprung from the all-too-familiar walls of
home in deep winter, The order line was long, but I needed that mug of joe. I spied a lone table

in the back, dirty with dishes but unoccupied, and I sank into a chair with my coffee mug.
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The first heavenly sip jolted my memory about our agreed-upon sign, and I searched for
the silk rose in my tote bag. But before I could even place it on the table, he was standing next to
me.

“Are you Jess?” he asked, eyeing me with an appreciative smile. His eyes were so blue,
much more intense than in his video. I felt my cheeks flush, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

"Yes. Jessamyn Sandman." I extended my hand to shake his. "But people call me Jess.
How did you know it was me, without the flower? I wasn't wrapped up in all this winter gear
when I made the video."

“True. I just searched for the most interesting woman in the room and found you. I'm
Eddie, by the way." (Ugh/)

After the ingratiating compliment, he looked me over in that universal male way, which
caused me to blush again, Damn! Helium-3 Fusion 3

"How clever of you,” I laughed. “And what a good liar you are. Have a seat.”

“I will. Just want to get some coffee. . yours smells delicious."

He scooped up the dirty dishes and trudged toward the front in his boots, which left a trail
of melting snow. He was tall, handsome with a kind of European vibe, with thick, bluish-black
hair, and eyes which seemed to take a reading of me as he spoke, kind of like an instant-read
thermometer.

He returned with a tray holding a mug and two cherry-filled pastries. I accepted the
offering without the usual protestations about my diet. / almost slid off the road today; this
pastry could be my last. (Delete. You handle the action with dialogue that follows.)

“How was your drive here?” [ asked, after the dishes were settled.

"I almost slid off the road a couple of times. " (Repeat of a line just previous.)

Page 3 of 7
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“Me too. We lucked out.” Our eyes locked and I felt a jolt.

“Yes, living is preferable to dying. Especially when I know for a fact they don’t serve
pastries in Heaven,” he said with a chuckle, causing those blue eyes to crinkle at the edges.

“What makes you think I’m ending up in Heaven?” | asked, blushing again.

“Pastries aside, which are plentiful in Hell by the way, I feel you are a good soul, without
a shadow of a doubt. So when you shake off this mortal coil, off you'll go to paradise, but no
cherry Danish.” He actually winked at me.

"How do you know I'm a good soul? I can be bad sometimes." I gave him a simpering
smile. Why wes I turning into a besotted female? This was getting scary.

Helium-3 Fusion 4

We continued to talk back-and-forth, in a flirty-silly way for a couple of hours. I can’t
account for how the time slipped away, except to say that his trenchant observations about life
were so similar to mine, I decided I’d found a kindred spirit. Eddie suggested we go someplace
quieter for an early dinner. By then, the manager was giving us a why don't they leave already

look, surveying the never-ending line for tables. (Delete. You handie the action with the dialogue

o

that follows.)

"Good idea. Tables are in short supply here today and I think we 've overstayed our
welcome, "(Again. This is a repeat of a line Just previous.) 1 said, pointing to the manager. But I
was adamant about following him to the restaurant in my own car. Just in case,

"I have a fusion Brazilian-Japanese place in mind," he said.

Was he joking? It sounded way too sophisticated for Polar Vortex Central and wondered
why I hadn’t heard of it before.

#if
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Brasil-Asia Grill was starkly modern, with an €xpanse of rosewood fronting the room-
length bar. Tables for two or four were placed discretely among large potted palm trees, Every
table was taken, except for a two-seater, placed behind an intricately-carved Orienta] screen.

As soon as we were seated, a burly, older man with thick, black hair and matching
moustache welcomed us with a smile and very white teeth. He had the same intense blue eyes
that Eddie had. Senhor Edward got a bear hug, like family. A tall, slender woman with slightly
Asian features ran out from the back and greeted Eddie in similar fashion, She was wearing a
full-length white apron,

"Jess, meet Miya and Gustavo, my friends."

Helium-3 Fusion §

"Estimado Senhorita. We welcome you and will prepare a dinner we hope you will love,"
Gustavo said. They returned to the kitchen.

Eddie must have picked up on my fears concerning exotic food,

"Don't worry Jess, They'll bring us grilled steak and sushi, which will be the best you've
ever tasted. Will you join me for a cocktail - a Sakeirinha? It's a Caipirinha made with sake."

I couldn't refuse such a caol invitation, although I wasn't sure about the sushi.

"What's the story with Miya and Gustavo? Married?"

"Happily so, for several years now."

"How did you meet them?" I asked. Hunger pangs clutched at my stomach in response to
the audible sizzle of a thick steak hitting a hot grill. T could imagine the charring and Juice
flowing, from the sound and sme]] alone. Molecules of smoky goodness hung in the air.

"We met at work."

"Are you also a chef?"
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"No. I'm a miner."

“You and Gustavo are miners?" The only mining operation in this area is for salt. “Are
you at the Cayuga mine in Lansing?"

"No, not there. Helium-3," he said. Then, nothing.

"What's that? Oh wait ... don't they fill party balloons with helium?"

"Yes, but helium-3 is different.”

“How so0?”

Helium-3 Fusion 6

"Right. It's found in the Earth's crust and mantle. It got trapped there when the Earth was

formed. You know ... the Big Bang. It's also found in the atmosphere and in natural gas.”

"But, what’s it for?"

"Ah well, ... helium-3 power plants can generate electricity and stop the clock on global
warming, That's because helium-3 is clean, compared to fossil fuels. And we'd no longer have to
worry about nuclear accidents or radioactive waste disposal. Also, the power plants would be
more efficient, and have lower operating costs than anything we use now."

“So, where’s the mine - in the Southern Tier?" Gustavo was coming with our plates.
(Deletd: You handle the action with the following dialogue.)

“ "Not exactly. Ah, here’s Gustavo, and Marcus is bringing our drinks. We can talk about
this later," he said, with more than a hint of determination. Our drinks tasted of sugar, lime and
herbs, with a kick. The steaks were uniformly rare and perfectly charred on the outside.

I did pick up on him wanting to change the subject. Eddie’s hesitation threw up a red

flag; well maybe just a pink flag. Investigative reporters (She s an investigative reporter? That's
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news we should be aware of long before she considers digging into her date.) don’t get mayors
to quit after uncovering their fondness for kiddie porn sites by playing nice. Fortunate for me, his
scorned wife was the snitch. Nor did I cut any slack with two of our (former) city councilmen
over their voter-registration scheme. On the other hand, maybe I was Just being my suspicious
self, fed-up with being lied to by politicians and officials in my daily work. I decided to cut him
some slack, for now, Besides, not giving any slack is how I lost most of my (former) boyfriends.
(And, I'd assume, most of her ex-friends, too.) So, we engaged in harmless chit-chat. He even
hugged me goodbye, chastely, after walking me to my car. His odd but pleasant scent, like citrus

and air full of ozone after a rain, lingered on my coat collar as I drove home.
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