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KAHLIA AKASHA


He was a man who never conformed to the norm. He
was not average, ordinary or normal. If anything, he was weird,
strange and – different. He didn’t look his 33 years and though he
had been through so much, felt so much pain, lost his innocence so
long ago, he was still youthful. He had a dark soul, balanced by
his light side. In the nuclear war that had killed some twelve
million souls, hadn’t he celebrated and then broken down and wept
like a baby – without really knowing why? His yin and yang was
perfectly balanced, picture perfect. Lord Satan, help anyone who
crossed his dark side, though…

He had always looked skywards, for he
loved the sky, the huge majestic skyscapes, always changing, never
the same twice, just like himself.  Did he model himself on
the same version of that very sky? The one where his beloved air
aces and heroines flew, fought and died? Douglas Bader – legend had
it that this guy could pull more g-forces in a tight turn. The
reason? He had no legs. Lilya Litvyak, his Soviet heroine, was
killed in air combat over sixty years ago in air combat at 22 years
old. She was his real heroine of the tortured sky, torn apart by
cannon shells and burning airplanes. Yes, he did love her even
though time, space and death separated them forever. He wondered
many times, did she really carry white lilies in her cockpit? Had
she looked at them as she fell at Dmitriyevka, Russia?

And he must not forget Amelia. Amelia
Earhart who flew off into the blue and just vanished, to become
aviation’s biggest ever mystery. How many times had he almost
celebrated when bits of old alloy metal had been found at Nikumouro
Atoll? It could only have come from an airplane, her airplane, he
dreamed. Maybe it was better that way, to let her loss remain a
mystery. It was more romantic, but on some days he pleaded with his
pagan gods and goddesses to solve this damn mystery, once and for
all. Anyway, he had his own airplane, a very special
one.

He called his plane “her” and had even
given her a name, a very beautiful Russian name – Kahlia Akasha. He
flew her regularly, when he could afford fuel to get her into the
sky, from the old single-track runway at Oldham Edge. Now this
strip was his. No one else wanted it due to the unsuitability of it
in a crosswind, but he could do it; she – Kahlia Akasha – could,
too, for her powerful turboprop was more than enough power. She had
up till now, anyhow. He would have screwed her if he could, a
Russian girl called Kahlia Akasha, only 20 years old; any man would
have died for the chance. Yeah, right, dream on…

---

She was a girl of the sky, a warplane
made in the old Soviet Union at Factory Number 1962, situated deep
inside Siberia far from any town or village – just Factory Number
1962. Now she was his; he paid less than ten thousand for her and
what a bargain he had got. She didn’t need repairing and had just
been through a full overhaul which included a zero hour engine and
airframe, really a new airplane. After basic checks she was ready
for flight. The Russians fuelled her, topped up the lubricants like
engine oil and hydraulic oil and anything else that needed doing.
They showed him three times how to do this so he would be able to
do it on his own when he was back in England with his plane. He
paid for Kahlia Akasha with his own money, acquired from the black
market in Norway.

On a ferry flight back home, they set
off from her old home, Factory Number 1962, across Siberia to
Scandinavia to a refuelling stop in Sweden and then on to home. To
Oldham, a once thriving textile town in the north England
heartlands, a real working class town if there ever was one. Many a
tough young man lived there and many died in drunken knife fights
or shoot ’em ups, a tough bunch just like the German dock workers
he had seen in Hamburg or the Norwegian Black Metallers he had seen
while on his travels. Oldham had been through so much too: Nazi V-1
missile attacks in the Second World War, race riots that burned the
town from end to end, a French air attack with Mirage and Rafale
fighter bombers pounding the local Aerospace plant and
communication centres in the recent fishing dispute over fishing
quotas of 1999, which led to a small war. What stupid idiots, he
had thought, many times – how easily mankind went to war. We would
never learn, would we?

He idly wondered if his Russian girl
could stop a Mirage 2000 or Rafale in air combat. Both French
fighters carried forty-mile air-to-air missiles; all Kahlia Akasha
had were some five-mile plus range off bore sight heat seekers when
in Russian service. Her fighter version remained just a design,
unbuilt. Yet he knew she could out loop and out manoeuvre them in
close combat and get on their tail, then nail them. Again the
thought of if only she was here five years earlier, he could have
been an air ace from his base on the Edge and followed in the
footsteps of his old mentors, Bader or Litvyak. He could have
gained immortality in the rain soaked skies. He smiled at the
thought; that would have suited him just fine, a blast of red flame
and a funeral pyre of black smoke, the ultimate airborne funeral.
Like Lilya, no known grave, at least for forty years in her
case.

---

He walked up the steep track to where
she was, his plane, his girl. No, an airplane, his father told him
– it flies through the air, so it’s an airplane. She needed
fuelling and checking before the day’s flight and then the air
test, a few maneuvers and speed runs. He was already in the clouds
but he had work to do so he focused his mind and walked to the
single story building by the side of the single-track 2,000-foot
concrete runway.

Arriving, he keyed in a security code,
unlocked the two deadlocks and entered the door. A dozen halogen
spot lamps came on right away, triggered by a pressure switch
operated by body weight just in the floor by the doorway. His eyes
adjusted to the bright light, to the stark blackness in the middle
of his vision, to her. Yin and yang in perfect balance, like
himself. She was there before him, his Kahlia Akasha, born, rather
than made, in 1984, a child of the cold war generation.

She was a thing of extraordinary
beauty. He stood there for five minutes staring at his airplane,
his girl. Almost embarrassed, he looked away. Everything was just
as he had left it. He walked closer to his own desire, for hadn’t
he felt every human emotion in her cockpit while airborne in the
gaping maw of the skies?

She was a bit bigger than a late mark
Spitfire in length and span, a few thousand pounds heavier in
weight and more than twice as powerful, with weapons never before
dreamed of, to kill and to maim, to do her job of close air support
and close air combat. He never fired a single bullet or shell or
dropped a single bomb or weapon from his beloved girl, let alone
used four Bright Star off bore sight heat seeking missiles on her
outer underwing pylons, or four medium range guided attack missiles
or the twin barrel 30-millimetre cannon pack under her
fuselage.

The gun was still attached but he had
no ammo and no fairing to put there if he removed it, so he left it
in place as a memory of what she really might have been, a girl
with teeth. On his ferry flight he had been over two thousand
pounds under her maximum gross weight with four underwing fuel
tanks, enough fuel with one stop for the 2,300 mile flight from
Factory Number 1962 in Siberia to Oldham. He felt she could lift
even more when she had taken off fuel laden from the snowy wastes.
Half an hour into their flight, he hesitantly did a barrel role,
slowly turning 360 degrees in the sky while flying forwards. She
handled well even on cruising power. He felt the weight of 2,500
pounds of fuel weighing him and the plane down when they were
briefly upside down; more rudder and stick allowed for this and he
was delighted. Not many other airplanes could be flown like this,
so carefree. Never had he been so happy – well, just
once.

---

He had a girl once, long ago now. She
was a really dark one, a real girl of the foreign lands, from
Sweden, and for a while she had been his girlfriend. They had made
plans to live in a third country but it all fell apart due to
distance and age difference. Her name had been Angelica.

He had named his warplane after a
Goddess of the northern sky, a Norwegian Goddess of the heavens.
Was this because he still loved Angelica? Silly, but he knew she
was the only girl he would ever be in love with. Half a dozen girls
had been and gone in the meantime, they were really just company
and someone to be physical with in lovemaking, nothing more,
nothing less. He prepared his own company and the skies – they were
enough, and now he had a means of sharing the skies, his plane, the
real Kahlia Akasha.

---

On the return flight, he had brought
his airplane down in a perfect landing at a Swedish Air Force base
to refuel. Gripen fighters were based there. He had idly wondered
if he should ask the base commander for a dogfight but he was being
silly – he had a long flight back to England to finish and he
needed to be sensible. He was still unfamiliar with his plane’s
controls so he needed more experience before anything more than
basic flying was carried out.

He thought of dropping by on Angelica
for he still knew her address and the house where they had both
lived for a few precious months. He really wanted to see her; an
ache filled him deep inside, a feeling he fought hard to control
but he had to, just had to. He didn’t want to ruin her life again,
to bring back all those memories that he himself struggled with
time and time again. No, he would leave it as just a
memory.

No one on the Gripen base knew his past
romantic history so he would refuel and move on. No journey to see
her, even though she lived just half an hour away by car. No fly-by
to get an airborne view: he would return home as soon as he could,
at one third throttle, optimum throttle and good cruising speed all
the way. At two hundred knots and thirteen hundred miles it would
be awhile, but home would come closer to him and his new
girl.

---

Snapping back to now, to reality, he
actually looked before him, at the airplane. He noticed her layout,
so very futuristic, like twenty years ahead of what is now, in any
year, period. She rested on her three-wheel undercarriage, a nose
wheel and one under each wing that retracted for zero drag in
flight. She had a large swept wing of perfect design with a large
amount of sweep back for high speed flight and agility. Two small
vertical fins were situated on each wing tip for stability. A pair
of large vertical fins with powerful rudders mounted on structural
beams were just opposite the leading edge root extension, a section
of wing with shallow sweep on it at the leading edge of the main
wing. The rudders, at the back of the wing each, were connected by
a single horizontal stabilizer, which had an elevator control that
worked together with the large inboard flaps for low speed
control.

At higher speeds these flaps provided a
high degree of authority to maintain controlled flight. Ailerons
backed up by canard fore planes provided the rest of the flight
control surfaces
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