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Arden Jean Kayser came to fiction the way most good things arrive — sideways and unplanned. A career that slowly squeezed out creativity led to storytelling as the obvious way to put it back in.
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The first stories were verbal, made up, on-the-fly with his grandchildren – truly a demanding audience.  Attack of the Killer Moths — short, silly, written just for fun – was his first written piece. The second was a workplace spoof of an MRP software system that later somehow became a planet with three moons and unfamiliar fauna.
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For All the Right Reasons: 
Instantaneous travel replaced all transport; 
what could go wrong?
.

Dependable Delivery Dude: 
Retired. Reliable. Routine. 
The Vegas job changed that!
.

Tunnelling In The Dark:
Four seconds. No explosion, no debris, no signal. 
No space station.
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Earth Colony Nine:
Premeditated murder is rare. 
Two in one day is unheard of.
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1: It Started In Japan
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I woke up with a start; “Where the #*@% am I?” 
I don’t move; just let my eyes take in the pattern of light and dark.  It’s not morning yet, this is artificial light... and I’m in a hotel room.  The light patterns are made from the light coming under the door from the corridor and the outside lights on the curtains.  What do I last remember?
Yes, twinking three times in quick succession.  Each twink leaves you light-headed, like you’ve had a couple of drinks; it doesn’t last long, couple-three minutes.  In the early days, scammers would be outside the twinking stations, trying to take advantage of those few minute; cabbies would pick you and drive you in a long sight-seeing loop for a five minute ride – you thumbed it, you pay for it.  Now there is a longish walk from the twink exit to the outside world; to give you enough time and movement for the twink effects to where off.  
Yes, three twinks, one after another to shake off anyone that might be following me.  It’s twink to the power of twink to the power of twink, is what they say, so two drinks become four become 16 after three twinks and the length of the effects go up the same way.
So how the #*@% did I get to this hotel.  I know that there was a room reserved, paid and waiting for me, but I must have been rolling worse than any drunk; someone waiting for me, a Good Samaritan? I roll over and sit up; at least here is no hangover with twinking!  I’m naked – wonder if the Good Samaritan was a Samaritaness.  Check my clothes – neatly hanging in the wardrobe, shoes, unlaced and side by side.  Go into the bathroom to point Percy at porcelain – all my gear is neatly laid out next to the basin. Very neat, whoever did this looked like they used a ruler to line it all up squarely – I hum ”toothbrush, mouthwash, all that shit, I even got myself a little shaving kit ” while I finish.  Well, all that gear came out of my satchel, so I go back to take a look at what else has been taken out, moved around or inspected.  Everything is where I put it; everything is in the same pocket or pouch; changes of underwear and fresh shirts still in their wrappers; but how would I know.  The person who put me to bed, hung up my clothes so neatly, that person would have been just as obsessively precise and meticulous enough to empty my satchel and put it all back again without me being able to tell; and I was obsessive in putting everything in, so that I would be able to see it anything was disturbed.  Well, I’m up, might as well get showered and dressed; maybe this hotel has breakfast or can tell me where I can find a place open early that serves breakfast.  

Showered and dressed, I pack up my gear and put it back in my satchel, sling my satchel over my shoulder and leave the room.  I walk down the hall to the elevators – signs in Japanese, so I made it to the right country.  The front desk clerk tells me the hotel restaurant opens for breakfast in 30 minutes at 6:30am, that there is a breakfast bar in the station across the street, that I’m booked in for another night, and that he just came on duty so cannot say anything about how I checked it, just that it was at 9:32pm.  I walk across to the twink station, Hachioji – so I’m in the right town too.
The breakfast bar is about half full and I take a seat facing the door and check out the menu.  I press the pictures for cornflakes, eggs, bacon, fries (close enough to hash browns), toast, coffee & milk – very Western – and press the order button.  Coffee cup comes straight away, so I go get a cup and wait for the rest to be delivered. 

About 20 years ago it was a sensation, the demonstration of transferring a sheet of typewritten paper between two stations several rooms apart and then transferring it back again.  At both ends the typewritten words were legible.  No matter that you could have walked the sheet of paper from one room to the other and back again before it was transferred one time or that it needed a super-computer to do it or the power needed to run a small factory – a piece of paper was sent over a ‘wire’.  Well, we’ve been doing that for over a century with telegraph, telex, fax and the internet – transferring data, transferring it mind-blowingly fast and accurately - but that was just the data, this was the physical page.  And it was as close to a wire as an oil pipeline was to a garden hose – a super-cooled bundle of... wires, waveguides, fiber optics?  
When more than a page was tried, you might end up with pages shredded or made into origami or the words scrambled.  
The next development was yet more computer power – nanotube heuristic quantum etc. technology – and greater memory speed and density – hyper-holographic multi-level etc.  The super-computer shrank to a laptop, to a board, to a chip.  Dedicated controllers, multi-redundant synchronization, fancy fiber optics and that page could be buzzed back and forth between two stations miles apart without any loss in integrity.  A typewritten page was easy; books were easy but took longer – requiring more computing power in the transfer and synnode stations and when that was done; pages, books, whole encyclopedias were transferred in moments and without losses... a Clarke Transfer had been achieved and Transfer by Wire Inc. was born.  Money poured in, stations got bigger, faster, required less power and soon you could transfer almost any inanimate object.  
The server brings a bowl so I can go get some cereal – cornflakes or cornflakes is what’s on offer; I’m glad I ordered cornflakes.  The breakfast bar has emptied a bit – the early crowd leaving.  The cornflakes fly off the spoon – it’s been a while since I’ve eaten – so I go get a second bowl.
The country started to change dramatically as stations were built seemingly everywhere and ‘wires’ were laid east to west, north to south.  Long distance trucking disappeared where stations appeared; trains were for passengers and bulk cargoes.  Transfer by Wire Inc. was now Transport by Wire and changed its name to TW Inc.  Costs came down, the economies of scale working its usual magic; even bulk cargoes like ore and oil were being transported through dedicated stations – the conveyer belt emptied into a continuously running transfer station and the contents sent directly to the smelter or power station.  National became international – ‘wires’ were laid across oceans and the shipping industry started to disappear as did long distance trucking before it  – thousands of ships were mothballed, millions of containers piled up.  Only local trucking was needed to deliver pallets of goods to the sending transfer station, make the transfer, and wheel the pallet out of the receiving transfer station and onto a local delivery truck.  Customs and Excise were traditionally at the sea- and airports – limited points of access - but soon transfer stations were close to and even in the factories and Customs duties were outsourced to TW Inc.  So TW Inc. became, Customs, Freight forwarder, Transporter; all import and export essentially ran through them.  They were in every country and between every country.  With transfer stations all over the world, manufacturing was outsourced to the max and TW Inc. earned on every transaction, everywhere – billions and more billions.  And what do you do with all that money, why you found a bank to fund manufacturing in every corner of the world and to get the goods to market... TW Inc. was there to do the transporting.

The order of eggs, bacon and fries arrives with a couple of slices of toast and butter on a separate plate.  Good timing as I’ve just finished my second bowl of cereal. 

What do with even more money – continue to research to expand, of course.  
Then Transport by Wire became Travel by Wire – with more redundancy, more heuristic algorithms, more... and it was now possible to transfer people, though no-one stepped forward yelling “let me go first!’ even after mice and monkeys by the score went through unharmed – mice still ate cheese and monkeys bananas after transfer.  The first through were death row convicts – come out okay at the other end and you’re pardoned with a job at TW Inc – you became a test subject for the rest of your life.  Travel by Wire, took off; planes did not any more.  Cars were hardly needed, just local trips now. Hotels closed – you could go from London to New York in a couple of seconds, then onto San Francisco, then to Tokyo,  have business meetings in each city, and be back in London for Happy Hour – distance was erased.  
Transporting goods by wire made TW Inc. billions, travelling by wire even more – you twinked to work and twinked back home again – work might be in town, across the country or a different continent.  Borders were eroded.  TW Inc. took on border control for countries – hardly anyone crossed an actual border any more, you twinked to where you wanted to go.  TW Inc. issued its own ID card – TWinID.  It was the twin ID to your passport.  Of course you needed your passport for international travel, but access into and out of any transfer station was by your TWinID, and as a traveller, you could pay for your trip, near or far, using use TW Inc. issued debit card, with a small discount if it was issued by TW Bank.
TW was in every country and between every country – it was becoming supra-national, no, it was supra-national.  Countries no longer carried out sanctions on another; all TW had to do was to reduce conflict was to turn off the transfer stations in a country.  Some countries rioted and hunted down and killed TW employees – if you could find them.  If there was a problem between a country and TW that was turning nasty, TW employees and their families twinked to somewhere else.  So TW earned a lot of money and a lot of good was done, but TW answered to making money, not to voters; voters were the consumer of TW’s services, only shareholders had a vote – and there weren’t many of them.
TW had its failures – goods and people were lost despite synnodes to keep all the data together, in time and in content.  But planes crash, ships sink, trains derail and cars run over people and there were fewer TW deaths and losses compared to these older forms of transport and TW had the best lawyers – in every country – and governments on their side to make laws indemnifying them.  Then there were amazing amounts of money to develop transfer by wire without wires.  But the ‘wires’ were a very controlled environment with synnodes and multiple-redundancy to make sure there were no or very few losses.  Transfer through air had none of this but lots of dust, raindrops, birds and other things that disrupted transmission; though a portable transfer station was developed from this work that could make a transmission through air without a receiving station.  Short range, best inside where there were fewer ‘pollutants’ to disrupt the transmission and it was good to calculate where you would end up. Calculate wrongly and you could end up inside a wall or outside the building - not so good if you were 10 floors up; TW had not yet reversed gravity.  Portable or personal twink – ptwink – had a limited use only.  I suppose it should have been called “ptink” – no wires – but ptwink was how it got to be known.  Law enforcement used it – no more kicking down doors to get into a building; stand off and hostage situations were now dealt with using ptwink. 

Cooked breakfast eaten, I get up to get more coffee and then finish my toast.  

TW had erased distance, eroded borders, had become a quasi-world government (benign dictatorship?), and spread manufacturing all over the world; conflict, shortages and waste were almost unknown now.  The rumor was that TW was going to manufacture and not just transport.  Patterns of anything could be held in the memory buffers in the synnodes – just cycling them back and forth the between two nodes took very little computing power or energy.  Matter is just energy – e=mc2 – toss your trash into a transfer station, it gets ripped apart releasing enormous energy which is used with the pattern stored in the memory buffer to send that pattern as a real object to the receiving station. It was all about controlling the energy and directing it correctly.  So what happens when you control the means of production and its distribution?  Already the world was divided ever more sharply between those who had a job, any job, and those who did not; a job with TW was coveted.  If there were no production jobs, even more homeless and helpless would be on the streets – we can’t all be rock musicians or writers. 

I can’t sit here drinking coffee much longer; this is a breakfast bar; in, order, eat, out, and twink to wherever you’re going, vacating your seat for the next customer. Already the server has given me a “why are you still here” look to which I looked at my watch, shrugged and raised my eyebrows in a gesture of “my partner is late; not my fault”. 

The TW rumors about using the transfer technology for manufacture were pretty much confirmed when there was a huge explosion and a new crater in the middle of the Nevada desert. It’s all about controlling the energy transformation and when you can’t, e=mc2 gives you a lot of loose energy. Everyone freaked over radiation, but it was nuclear-sized, not nuclear fission.  Then there was another, bigger, this time in the Maghreb desert – north Africa, but too close for the Europeans and the important Mediterranean Economic Basin.  Everyone was demanding answers and also that TW stop this line of research which it promised to do as it was costing hundreds of billions and producing only large holes in the ground and spectacular sunsets from all the high-altitude dust created.  But TW now answered only to itself and a few months later it was leaked that two more research locations were still up and running, one in the Siberian tundra, the other on one of the numerous islands that make up the Philippines.  TW had research stations around the world; these two were supposed to be researching synnode power consumption and transmission losses, at least according to the TW filings with
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