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MY INVOLVEMENT 
 
 
 
One Monday Night, I'm sitting in the lounge room watching a TV series 
on conspiracies, they're featuring the CIA tonight. I nearly killed 
myself laughing at it. Don't get me wrong, the CIA are an arrogant 
lot with a total disregard for anyone except themselves. But a bigger 
bunch of bunglers has never been accumulated in one organisation, 
ever.  
 
That organisation has more holes in it than a sieve. All during the 
cold war the quickest way to tell something to the KGB was to tell 
four CIA agents, odds were that one was a KGB informer. When they 
started experimenting on people in the 1950's it became public 
knowledge within a few months. It was 50 years for the papers to be 
declassified, before the full details were known and acknowledged by 
the CIA and the USA government. Their attempts to assassinate Fidel 
Castro, talk about bungling fools. All without any White House, 
Congress or the Senate approval. Most are bureaucrats who've trouble 
finding their own bums with a road map and a tracking locator. The 
few good agents in the CIA are out in the field collecting 
information, none are assassins or cold killers, and they go to great 
lengths to stay out there away from the idiots in Langley. When some 
fool credits the CIA with a successful conspiracy assassination it's 
laughable. If they blamed the FBI, DEA, or Justice Department it 
would be plausible, but not the CIA. It should be called the 
Centralised Idiots Agency. 
 
Near the end of the show the phone rings and I answer. It's an old 
friend Max, who I haven't heard from since he vanished in 1994 - some 
strange people were looking for him at the time. 
 
Laughing Max says "G'day Deadly, you're a hard man to find. Took me 
two days to track down your number. You watching that comedy about 
the CIA? Ridiculous ain't it. Interested in making a few grand 
turning some records into a presentable story for me?" 
 
Smiling I reply "I thought you were officially dead by now. Yeah, I'm 
watching that CIA garbage, it just proves my favourite saying 'Never 
underestimate the power of human stupidity.' Writing for you, OK. But 
I want the money up front before you vanish again. What's it about." 
 
Max says "Oh, I'll let you work out what it's about when you see it. 
I'll send you a package with a bank cheque for five grand and a DVD 
with copies of various e-mails, diary entries and some video clips. I 
want you to turn it into a story and get it published somehow. I'll 
be happy if all you do is get it on the Internet. You will have total 
editorial control as I won't be in contact again. Is it a deal?" 
 
"It's a deal." I replied "Since you won't be reading the final draft, 
aren't you afraid I won't just take your money and run, or write 
crap." 
 
"I know you'll write well, those tech manuals you did were good and 
I've seen the training notes on your web site." He responds, "You're 
honest. I know if you say you'll do it, then you'll do it. It may 
take some time but you'll do it." 
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Laughing I say "Thanks for the vote of confidence. You got my 
address." 
 
Max says "Yep, you should see the parcel in a few days by mail. And, 
before you ask, I won't tell you where I'm or what I'm up to. Get it 
from the info I send." And hangs up. 
 
 
 
 
 
Later that Week 
 
 
On Thursday I receive a small parcel with a DVD, a cheque, a 
contract, and a letter from a solicitor asking me to read, sign and 
return the contract. I read and sign the contract and then check out 
the DVD. Lots of e-mails and interesting stuff but not a thing that 
could be used to write a story that's worth paying the five thousand 
dollars he sent. I was interested in the fact that such a small and 
well wrapped package had been damaged in transit and needed retaping. 
First time in the three years I had lived at that address that a 
parcel had been damaged. More interesting was that I couldn't work 
out how it got accidentally damaged that much. Maybe I'm just getting 
paranoid. 
 
Friday morning I take my usual weekly 56 km (35 miles) drive into 
town to buy groceries and do some business. As usual I end up at the 
local MacDonald's for lunch at 12.15 pm. Gives me time to get my 
lunch and seated before the place becomes crowded with all the 
schoolies from the two high schools just up the road - the seniors 
are allowed out for lunch and nearly all the girls end up at Maccas. 
Makes for nice scenery while eating. 
 
About 12.25, with the place very crowded, three young ladies in the 
sports uniform of the Catholic school ask if they can sit at my 
table. Naturally, being a gentleman, I say they can and start 
admiring their charms. One of them, a petite brunette sitting 
opposite me, soon gets my attention. 
 
Softly she says "So Deadly, I hear you're very good at playing 
cards." 
 
Looking at her closely I know I've never seen her before. Sure, I'm 
lousy with names but I always remember the face - just can't put a 
name to it. Since she knows my old nickname, I'd not used it in the 
three years I've lived around here, I decide to up the ante and say 
"Only if it's at a poke-her party." They all laugh. 
 
She replies with "Do you think you can still handle three or is two 
your MAX?" Out of the corner of my eye I notice the blonde beside me 
is slipping something into my shoulder bag that's on the seat between 
us. 
 
I respond with "Oh, I think I can still handle three, but just in 
case what say I start with the blonde. I prefer blondes because they 
get so dirty easily - but are fun to get clean again. And it is easy 
to see what they're up to, or down to as the case may be." They laugh 
again. 
 
The brunette says "It's a pity we can't hang around to find out." 
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I reply with "That's OK, next time we can sing 99 Luftballoons." 
 
Smiling she says "I'm glad I met you and to see that we understand 
each other. Take care, take extreme care." They pile their rubbish on 
the tray and drop it in the bin as they leave. I do the same. 
 
From there I go to my chiropractor, afterwards I head home. Making 
sure to obey all the speed laws etc. If Max needs to go to these 
lengths to get me the info, then I'm not taking any chances. On that 
thought I go home via a different route taking me through a small 
town that is only 16 kms (10 miles) from home to buy some milk and 
ice-cream. 
 
That night I rebuilt an older computer and viewed what's on the two 
large USB thumb drives that Max sent me; and became really paranoid.  
 
Saturday morning I rebuild that computer again with Windows XP. I set 
up a sequence of disconnecting the hard drive in that machine each 
time I used it to work on Max's real stuff. I'd plug in a third thumb 
drive with a minimal Linux installation and boot from that. I kept 
the thumb drives in a hidden coat pocket and they never left my side. 
Each day I would spend some time on that computer working on the 
stuff that was on the DVD and make like I was earning my money with 
it, I'd also spend some time working on the USB drives. Every time I 
left the house I took great care in driving, had numerous near misses 
with idiots cutting me off and the like. I also worried about the car 
when it wasn't in my sight. Even took precautions to see if the house 
was being visited while I was out, found it was. Paranoid was 
becoming my middle name - more like my only name. 
 
It took several months but I finally finished the story that Max 
wanted from the material he sent. What follows is Max's story written 
from his point of view, and I've done my best to imitate his style. 
Some of the story's aspects are very frightening and others very 
heartening. It does show that some people still do stand up and die 
for supposedly outmoded ideas like freedom, personal liberty and what 
is right - God bless them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE BEGINNINGS 
 
 
 
One night I was on one of the technology forums that I regularly 
visit when Laser Head (yeah that's his nick) comes on line about 
having finally done it. Done what we ask. He's doing a masters in 
physics and selected laser technology for his thesis - specifically 
pinpoint accuracy and use of lasers for medical treatments at the 
micro level. We're about as interested in that as in watching the Gay 
Mardi Gras - zip, zilch, narda. 
 
He tells us that his system uses two lasers and much less power than 
existing lasers to destroy salt, a molecule at a time. The only 
problem he has, is that the system is generating energy. I say "Well 
duh. You can't create or destroy energy, you can only change its form 
- and you the physics major." We all have a good laugh at his expense 
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as we go back into our general chat on life and the current 
technology news. 
 
A couple of weeks later Laser Head comes on line and Retread (yeah 
we're a bright bunch as far as nicks go, so leave off, huh) pipes up 
with "Hey Laser, that micro laser thing of your - you should go 
commercial and use it to get rid of garbage like rats, tax agents, 
bill collectors, ex spouses." 
 
We're all having a good laugh at this one when Brain Dead comes in 
with "Laser, buddy, does that excess energy you detect have a 
positive or a negative charge? And can you set up a laser with a 
charge differential along it?" Well, we all stop and think about 
this. BD don't say much, but when he does you better be listening, 
real hard, he's a certified genius. LH says he'll get back to us with 
an answer on that. 
 
Another few weeks and LH comes on with "Hey, BD, there is definitely 
some sort of charge being generated in there but I can't tell if it's 
positive or negative. I think it may be some of each. And yeah, it's 
possible to set up a differential along a beam if you don't restrict 
yourself to light." 
 
I put in my two bobs worth "Laser, mate, can you use your micro-laser 
to get a spectrograph reading off a molecule?."  
 
He comes back with "Probably can, Electro Carrot (yeah that's my 
nick, so sue me). What you getting at man?" 
 
So I hit him with "You gotta be using a computer to track the micro-
laser that's doing the chewing, right. Well you also use the same 
program to run another to get a spectrograph read of the molecule 
just before you chew it. That will give you a molecular reading of 
the thing. Store that info in the computer within a set grid and you 
have an exact record of its overall and molecular shape and content." 
 
BD jumps in with "This is going to be complex as hell, but think 
about a set up where you have five units calibrated to work together. 
The first gets an exact location read for the computer to aim the 
other four. The second does a spectrograph read so you know what it 
is. Third's the unit that destroys the molecule. Four and five are 
aimed at the exact same spot as three, one has a positive 
differential and the other has a negative differential. They draw off 
the energy charges, whichever they be. That way you can map exactly 
what you are destroying and suck off the energy at the same time." 
 
A few weeks later LH is on line with "Gee thanks guys. I managed to 
build what you suggested and blew up half the lab. Got the energy off 
but no where to put it." We commiserated with him. 
 
Then Laughing Lass joined in with an idea about how to suck the 
energy off into storage if it was electrical at that point. LH said 
it wasn't. BD jumps in with a way to do it. Those three move off to a 
side channel to talk in symbols or Greek or Swahili, who knows. 
 
Four months after his initial announcement LH comes in to tell us 
that he has finished his thesis paper on micro-laser medical surgery. 
But, more importantly, he has worked out a way to use lasers to 
locate, read, and reduce (his word) an item at the molecular level 
while storing the energy created as electrical power and making a 
complete computer record of it. We all congratulate him on both jobs.  
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THE BUSINESS 
 
 
 
 
Having a brainwave I ask him if he's interested in setting up a 
lucrative company. He and a few others ask why. I respond with "From 
what you tell me this system creates a lot more energy than it uses 
right. How much more? If the delta is high enough we can make a 
fortune having people pays us to dispose of their toxic waste while 
we sell electricity to the power grid." 
 
Well the poor pigeons had real trouble with that cat. It took us four 
hours to come to an agreement that all those who had contributed 
would be involved in the operation and we would set up in our own 
areas, or areas of our choice that weren't already taken. LL and 
Retread loaned us all the money to set up, we had no idea they were 
already rich. 
 
Fourteen of us involved and we ended up with twelve offices, as some 
people wanted to double up, - Australia (Perth and Sydney), Canada 
(Ottawa and Vancouver), England (Manchester), Germany (Dresden), 
South Africa (Johannesburg), Taiwan (Taipei), and the USA (Denver, 
Detroit, Hawaii, and Houston). Sydney was my office. All operations 
were set up on the outskirts, or just outside the cities, just to be 
safe.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The story continues… 
 

But you will need to buy the full text! 


