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[Hindi jagannEth, title of Krishna, from Sarskrit jaganEthag, lovd of e world : jagat, moving,
the world (from figEH, ke goes; see gwE- below) + nEthau, lovd, Senses I and 2, from the fact
that worshipers throw themselves under the wheels of @ huige car or wagon on which the idol of
Krishna & drawn t an  anrual  procession et Purl in east-centmal  Indin]

&

as applied to the transparent: Faydeev-POpPO¥ (p_p) possessed a closet
full of unadorned wire hangars. ((&.) (tied bus 9, I brief gill
I+))> the same gauge wire as the Spokes of (his sUn) Travis's bicycle
(Mandi). . ... .1 Faydeev—]?opov a gauge-invariant father. whatever
E£money he saved || T || . he stowed 1n  his

"Tagrangian Certified Sleeper”™ box spring (9-gauge). Most of
the money he earned went towards Alimony and child support
({{iic'est moi ce soi ici)il)))

@ the Opus #23 for coin supper picnic, Faydeev-P
met Shyla, who was adorned with sky-g blue wie (4550 4%) eye- Shgdgw Other items
in common— she had also been through a divorce, ZRY was a lab-
tech at the P-particle non-linear accelerator, she was a hand
lotion critic/connoisseur and she had a tattoo (from the Ghandara
period)——_

L?HL\.IE:L Fhy o BEWEm), Az of Epuonve, ppopEe) (mepur 2841 @& J\lEmwx, Aopd op ™E@opAS @Yo, po
Wy, TEampAS (dpop guyET, nEyoss;, oy E - pelom) + vEmoie, Aopd. Esve 1 @ed 2, dpopl ™ E AT TNT
m{pn3| TMEQT NOLWE TrRPOOY TrELsEA®ES UVEER Tr)E @TEEAT Of o MLYE Jotp Op o1 YOV OV YN T8 160k
op Kpuomvoe mour Spoumy 1y oy cevvooth @ mpoysiooy 7 AT O EVWED) et [Topy wv eoor—javrpod Iwiuce]
Faydeev-Popov asked Shyla on an outing to Galveston Island for a weekend She
consented. He was feeling pretty good about limself The first woman he'd been with
since his divorce. They would

practise fishing ina matgnade lake not to far from

Las Cruces

He used arod, she used g hand-reel, Pm
chair pertubative expansign.
When he dipped into the stashinhis BoxSprings

Faydeev-Fopov discovered it was a regurgitated wad.
Atit mouse had chewed it up and made a nest of it.

Faydeev-Popov zotinto his truck and drove straight to Los plammos.
stopping only for gas. (A fransparent action). Obsessing over the fact that all his
money went to support a farmily that he was not a part of .. and to think she had left him
for arival colleague.



2.b Derekhhite Trgpezoidal Juggermaut

While the gas was pumping, F-P enters the Qwik-Mart and

purchases a box of Sunrise Henna hair dye. Suppressing the
desire of the integration of time and money

{UIQCCEltijT'wQCE{.'.}J_Vﬂf'I[}@ Los Alamos, he loiters for +two hours

outside his son’s grade school. Waiting is the medium tn which we
Fwist . we are subject to it's contermplation.

Bell sounds: Travis emerges with Todd and Geo. Ride bikes with playing cards
strapped to the forks— the cards shuffhng in the Spo.ffes All for the helio- E¥roscopic

=

ey B ]

effect g:']
s conino | | menemms | | o . B [[[4U|J%| ow ks (306
—av|104 7= 1810w 2= 1547111 It wasn't hard to pick them out of a

crowd. Travis had a tuft of white hair on the crown of his head from a childhood
fright- relativity had revolutionized his father’s views of
time and its eternal wedlock with space. F-P pulls the sky-
blue courier along the curb until he is next to him.

"0, I am pumped” -he says. "I wait until she gquits after
years and buy me own son acorn menus and a pocket fisherman."

"Iz that yer dad?" —-sing Travis's friends in unison.
Travis smirks and asks—- "where's mom?"

"When we get to the title district, it's Disneyworld.

. . . , in unison
"Disneyworld!?" -sing said friends In unison. "You're

going to Disneyworld.” To Travis a sense of pride and relief.
(3l ov|av 6= 0—>10a a2 7= 98 ke |8 |5811]1 the spOkes

roll to a stop. Inches forward on the banana seat.
saoyoa

"Disneyworld. " —echoes Travis. {{Honey is ice to
disconnect{}}} ©Loads the hike into the trunk.
"Leave it here" F-F says. "You won't be needing that where

we're going. We must maintaln a consistency of thoroughbreds.”

They drive through orchard sfter orehard

of

< (Wl YZ W3 (FIELEL)| A
external

internal

lines and

wertices

girdle court gridle court girdle
ngﬁtrt aridle court girdle conrt

"We're not going to Disneyworld, are we?"

"We must... consistency. Do you know anything about dedication
to familiarity?” F-P accelerates the Courier. "Besides, we'd do
Disneyland way before Disneyworld.”
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Travis ohserves: i1f you stare into +the rows of the
orchards, you can see other rows at other angles{- <.DI_N|D""|~L®>
=Ml (®r) where © is derived from the destination where Faydeev-
Popov takes his son.

"I need my meds" —says Travis.

F-F puts a cigarette in his mouth, pushes the lighter in.

"Dadl?

"What?! Can't it wait?"

"T need insulin.” Travis demonstrates a diabetic pallour.
His breath sweet like rotten cream corn (a rather transparent
response considering scientists have not come up with a guantitative
measure of the olfactory senses).

"ou'll be okie-dokie. I mean, what's the worst that could
happen?” F-P locks over at Travis, his eyes focus on the tuft of
white hair.

"I don't feel so well. I need to stop.”

F-P pulls the Courier over in the orchard.

Gauge Field

Ghost Field

Do you have to go pee?"

'T hawe to go number two."

Do you want to shoot my gun?" There was a hose
that wras runming into a hole. The water was
runring but the hole wasn't filling,

"ilhat should I shoot it at?"
"Best not at anything. Shoot it at the sky."

Travis sets the gun down, pulls down his pants. Squats
right there in the field. F-P scans the horizon to see 1if
anyone’ s coming. Demonstrating the awkwardness of someone
holding the leash of their dog in the throes of a bowel
movement. Travis®s diarrhea soaks into the soil.

"Did I ever tell you about my work. &on? About what I do
for a living?" F-P digs his hands in his pockets, staring up at
the sky. "I shoot stuff at targets to see what they're made of.
Small stuff. Like reaazllly teeny stuff. The smallest stuff in the
world. Quarks and leptons—- the constituents of what everything
else is made of.”

He pulls the hose out of the hole. Water gushing from the
end.

"This isn't the way to Disneyland, is it?" —asks Travis.
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"Ellephant Lake is not too far from here. I went fishing there with your mother

onee, before you were born. She caught this fish and when she reeled it in it was in the

middle of the line Ki'Eanot on the end where you'd expect. The line ran through its
gills somehow and it was tangled up so we couldn't even find the sinker and the hook.

We had to cut the line to get the fish off.!

"I need paper™ —says Travis.

F-P scanned, but there was only the symmetry of Pecan
trees. .
"Dad. I need paper.”

In the truck, F-P finds a Qwik-Mart napkin. He alsao grahs
a package off the_ front seat: the hair dye. The napkin goes to
Travis. The box he opens. Assembles the contents on a cement
manhole cover and reads the directions. Re-reads the directions.
Glosses over the translation in French. Flips it over. Flips it
over again back the original state. There was a third empty
bottle for the mixing of the other two solutions. There was also
a palir of saran-wrap gloves. He re-reads the directions times
six before he hegins.

After Travis ‘wipes his butt and pulls up his pants, he
shoots the gun at-the sky. The sound echoes but there is no
substance (an apparent response to the lack of discipline).

Once F-P mixes the proper ingredients, he puts the gloves
on and applies the ‘solution +to Trawvis's hair. The dye absorbs
readily into the white tuft. Travis doesn’t ask any guestions
about this procedure. F-P is determined.

"Now we wait fer exactly twelve minutes" -says Faydeev-
Popov looking at his watch., He lights a cigarette and
contemplates perturbatlon expansion theory and the corpuscular
nature of time.

Sitire ﬂkﬁ]@@neﬂ Aarheir own temporal framework
1h5 3as SReMng=TIDE0 ygﬁmﬁampomﬁmm foas
]

HehoeFheaynheil]l e Ligaowr HENER T aatyre
ogtsedshmﬁg'ft}mm wcmﬁmmm of it, or

w morersiifictdt thamy that ing atfie cEpELiBIEy

omampn: thinatpoiee o shertehvitg, op 1 o
mexnﬂmmmmmtm apmbe

1
wemg pigE anthrpeormeapiahizang s poyschologl time
Iplepminal] worldrem omy pervboLs] [LETNSMOLK'

IC’5 =]

The <ell phone rings (in a time before they were invented). F-P
runs back to the car to get it off the seat.

"Halo?* He listens

1;1 WOanﬂJganDf}fﬁt nrdd, ey ednam

while he looks back at Travis's hair.

"l don't have him! Can't you
keep your eye on him?" xf/g
‘ "Some of us don't have

such luxuries L ﬁ/v%;“
"Devotion?! What do wyou

know about devotion?! "
F-P glances at his watch,
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"l gotta run. "

F-F hangs up. 8ticks Travis's head under the hose and rinses the
dye out.

"gmells funny" —says Travis.
"That'™s your pooh.”

"It"s the shampoo."”

"vou'll get used to it."

Back in the car, F-P tells his son to stick his head out
the window (to dry his hair off). The procedure works and F-P is
a proud father because of it. When i1t was dry, his hair was an

auburn color except where the white tuft was- which was now
bright orange.

They cross(ed) the border at El Paso without incident.
The Copenhagen Interpretation could not account for the illegal aliens held in suspense.  {This
was a uni-directional semi-permeable membrane. }
The colorful chacs of the Mexican frontier fascinated Travis-—

dogs in the streets and kids playing everywhere. Aall this eye-
candy only served to Irritate Faydeev—Fopov::!:

Trawvis spotted a circus.
The circus tent was a pink and red tarp stretched taut

L A
- \.i-— e
. )1... Ay -
Over a central » ~ .
— ' 3 L_'
colurnn ..:' v; . -
- K™ L
i E S
Swrrounding the tent were the animals @'gﬁ'\ - a4 -
- ) S - —~
/‘) 1 ':’\ -
in their cages ® A (
B2 F ol R A R

The canvas was an CPigue membrane. Travis begged his father to
stop. F-F felt a need to regroup anryway. He hkhad had no
particular destination in mind, he just knew he had to get
gdcross the border. His conceidved actions were not pre-meditated-
ke had no prior experience with kidnapping. The paradox could be

chalked off to Faydeev—Popov's blatant disregard for relative
motion:

s
o % o

g o B
o = H
o oo

e g W

{siv remains stationary while ice takes a step to the left and
wag’ s right, i.e. "noapparentgaps™.}
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F-P’=s cell rings even though he is outside of his calling
area’s jurisdiction. He half-expects to hear a woice in Spanish.
It’s his eX-wife again, bouncing off the satellites.

"There's an explanation why
. ... What do you know? | don' have any money. It all goes towards your alimony . . ..

| had some money . . . . It was in my mattress . . . . Amouse made a home out ofit. ..
.I'm serious . . .. Why do | have to convince you anyway? .. .. [ havent gof a stifch fo
wear. ... I've got nothing....I've got a closet full of empty hangars . . .. but hey,
when vou gof nothing, vou gof nothing fo fose . ... This is a good a time as any to be
singing . ... No, I'm not intoxicated . . .. ¥ah, and what do you know about parenting?
....look, ljustwant to see him.... no, | don't want any more drama-

" Seunds ke you're at @ circus" -F-P's ex-wife says.

S0

0

0

|

coral =&

n tuxedo

hit Tesla in a guard —pint got at sixth
tune & miss want to short 3 in

my ova to shoot it straight into dig sky sail cellular incurring cargo tickets a reasoning
why. Sounds like you need to mind your own fucking business.

F-P's ex-wife hangs up on him. Travis obhserves the
elephants stand on their back legs- ochlivious to the fact that
the Society for +the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals has
repeatedly wverified that this is not only an unnatural exercise
for elephants, but has been known to give them hernias. The
elephants then run in circles while they hold each other's tails
and one poops and all the kids say ";oookk!" in 8panish.

F-P calls the ex-wife bhack.
"Shame on you, yvou're unlisted.
"l had to star sixdy-nine you "
"™ah, even from Mexico.
Haowy did vou know |was in Mexico?"

{The tightrope walker does his thing high in the roof of
the tent. "Silencioc FPor Favor" —the ringmaster announces through
a megaphone. }

"You don't think I figured that out by now. Bvery cap in Las Cruces is closing in
on io your ass. It doesn take a rockei scieniist o know you're ai a circus. The nearest
circus is Bl Paso. [f you have Travis in Mexico . . . »my ass you've taking him, you're
taking the memory of him with you to hell. You don't ihink [ know where you are? You
don't know about the GFS device they implanted in you after you vielated your parole?
They know exactly where io find you—"

F-P hangs up mid-sentence, unwilling to believe. He feels
around on the back of his neck, then his armpits. Feels himself
all over his body, searching. "Come on Trawvis. We gotta split."”

"But dad, we'll miss the Trapeze Artistsl"

Faydeev-Popov grabs his son and pulls him to his feet.
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"iOye Semor!" —says the man behind them. "Dgiald ver & aclr de
Trapezio. Solo es wn nifio. "

"iNo entiendiste el maestra de circa?" —says the man behind the man
behind F-P. "jSilenciol” ad infinitum.

"Hey, " —says F-P, "no espanish, okayo? And mind your own

fucking business."

milira, su pelo es el color de zamborriz!™  —-says the man's wife,
pointing at Travis's hair.

By now Travis is crying. The skin around his temples is
dyed the same color orange as his hair (5970 A).

The clown motions for them to come down into the ring. F-P
flips off the clown for no apparent lack of reason.

"Here's a universal sign they might understand.”

F-P drags Travis through the crowded aisle and out to the
car. "Come on, be a man. Stop your crying." Searches his pockets
then loocks in the window of the sky blue courier. The keys are
dangling there in the ignition, just beyond the glass.

&  truckload full of federales pulls into the circus
parking lot. The federales are for the most part young clean-
shaven men with automatic rifles. One of them, presumably their
leader, has a GP8 homing device.

F-P grabs Travis and ducks under the tent flap and back
into the circus. Emerging under the bleachers.

The federales enter the tent through the main entrance-
the one with the PS8 tracking device leads the way. They arrive
amidst the trapeze act.

Trawvis stops crying, straining to watch the act through
the gaps in the bleachers and between people’s legs.

Final Act The Hostage Scette
INT. Day. Cantiflas Circus, ElPaso.

Faydeew-Fopov is huddled under the bleachers with his son. His eyes dart around the

tent.
Cut to:

Trapeze artists performing amazing feats in the heights of the cireus tent with no safety
net to cateh them if they should fall.
Close up on:

Faydeew-FPopov's face, demonstrating extreme fear and anxiety. All his options flash
before his eyes.
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the circus ring
symnetry, like
i-spin
conservation
makes

fortuitous

/ predictions
/ about decay
rates among
father-son
interactions.
"Parenting is a
learned

behavior" -

— their marriage
counselor told

him. It's
inherited from
underlying
DEAK—CTPOVY tend
encies
TRAVIS
That's what [ want to be when I grow up, an acrobat! A trapeze
artist! 3
i}
e FAYDEEV-POPOV
S5HHHH!
Cut to:

The federales enter the ring. The trapeze act continues on overhead. The one with the
GPS unit grabs the megaphone from the ringrnaster.

GPS FEDERALE
§ &terdcn por favor! [ Teremos w grave sibuacice aqud)! Do su
permiso. . . (Vamonos pinches perdsjol ; Vamos a matarte y tu

Hijotambdan! ;No teres nadz de opaidess! Sabemos que estas
aqui! ;Tus mimtcs estan armeradol

Flash to:

Faydeev Popov's clenched buttcheeks (through his DockersTM),
Cut to:

A translater iz ushered in His white shirt stands out in stark contrast to the green
khakis of the federales. The GPS federale hands the megaphone to the translater and
whispers in his ear.

TEANSLATOR
(fiddling withmegaphone adjustments)
Bueno.  Check. Orne-two-three (followed by feedback).
Okay, you out there gringe? Listen up- we got the cireus
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tent surreunded . ... This GPS is accurate to eighteen
meters . ... that's about fifty-five feet.

Flash to:

A Trapeze artist performs a perfectly executed reverse double-pike south camel flip,
rotating just in time to grab the chalked forearmns of another artist swinging upside-
down by his knees. We will not deal with the rotational and wvibrational degrees of freedom of
the acrobats except to note thelr unconsciows roles affecting the Faydeev-Popov exclusion
principle. Consider, for example, two Trapeze artists with identical centers of gravities (for
simplicity sake). If each acrobat has a spin /2, the total wave function wowld be ant-syrmmetric
under the interchange of angular momenturn.

TRANSLATOR
{the GPS federale whispering in his ear)
Your minutes are numbered. . . you don't have a chance in
hell. . . let the kid go and we'll only kill you ... don't let
the kid go and we'll kill you and the kid .. . the choice is
yours.

Cut to:

The clown sneaks out of the ring and bellies down under the bleachers. Beneath the
frowned make-up is a focused look of grave determination.

Flash to:

Faydeev-Popov fires his gun randemly. The shot ricochets through the bleachers and
punctures a hole in the canopy overhead.

Extrerne Close ot
Bullet hole in the pink canvas.

INNOCENT BYSTANDER
(Tders e? pistala!

TRANSLATOR

{the GPS federale whispering in his ear)
iCalmanse par favar! Look, you pubic hair of a male geat ...
crowd hysteria tactics don't work around these parts . ..
we take a strong stance towards hostage situations here . .
there are rarely survivors and never herces . . . even if you
survive you will rot away in a filthy jail cell and be
subjected to wanton acts of sexually ageravated assault . .
that iz your only eption and that should sound good to
you right now.

Cut to:
The clown spots Faydeev-Popov and Travis and crouches dowrn. He movwes stealthily
towards them.

Flash to:

Outside the tent a green station wagon with the words "servddos sodales pulls up.
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TRANSLATOR
[the GPS federale whispering in his ear)
Your seconds are nurmbered . ... Did you ever think for
even a moment about the secret nature of time? .. .. of

what actually exists between the indivisible gaps? . ... Did
you ever see Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid? . ..

Remember the final scene? . . . that could be you . . . the
choice iz yours . . . let the kid go and we will only shoot
you.

Faydeew-Popow closes his eyes and fires the gun haphazardly inte the air

iz involwved. What is seen in the bubble chamber is
A bullet hits a trapeze artist mid-flight. His body goes limp instantly and he erashes to
the floor of the circus ring.

Cut to:

CLOWIN
[reeling in horror)
iR 000 000000 1
i’
The clown makes a run for Faydeev-Popov. Faydeev-Popov grabs his son and holds the
zur to his ternple.

FAYDEEV-POPOV
Don't think for a second that [ won't do itl

Flash to Slow Motion:
The clown is unabated in his sprint.

FAYDEEV-POPOV
[whispering into Travis's ear)
You're tike a holocaust. You can be so dark and then
again so tight.

Faydeev-Popov pulls the trigger and Travis's body goes limp in his father's arms. Red
blood streams from the pateh of orange hair.

CLOWN
{in slow motion horror)
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The clown makes a diving lunge at Faydeev-Popov from behind- but before he reaches
hitr, Faydeev-Popov puts the barrel of the gun in his mouth and pulls the trigger. The
bullet travels through his brain and kills the clown.

Cut to:

The other trapeze artists swing Jovwn from the rafters and gather around their fallen
comrade.

Angle Out and Rise:

Aerial view of the Circus tent.

The Point Of View rises steadily, the Rio Grande emerges
into view, then E1l Paso. We recognize the gulf of Mexico and can
make out the North American continent. We pan across the blue
expanse of the Atlantic Ocean—- then across the Sakara desert.
Soon we pass over the FPakistanid Hindu Koosh and through Khyber
pass— the FP.O.V. dropping bkack down sco we can make out the
rather dramatic three—-dimensional topography. Eventually we are
gbhle to identify swarms of pecple in Puri, India. A procession
is being led by a wooden-wheeled charict drawn by five Brakma
bulls., The FP.0.V. focuses on one of the spinning wheels. The
film wunravels off the spool, lapsing intc a series of tiled
images— playing cards in the spokes.

Legend: one chronon = T= hirmc2 {on the arder of 10-24 seconds) is the smallest
conceivable unit of time.

{ (A $rom struggles in the middle of the 12 lbh. test line.))

Everything slows to a stop and reverses direction. Pan back over
the Indian sub-continent over the Hindu-Koosh, etc. A satellite
passes by in the foreground. We hear the din of a million
telephone conversations at once. The P.0O.V. hovers back over
North America centering over suburban Illineois, where we zoom
in. The circular

structure of the Fermilab

particle accelerator

comes 1into view. ..

solenoidal

akin to a herniated dikk:

Spokes churning;
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:All through a transparent veil.

FAYDEEV-POPOV
(whispering)

We have completed our union- our intersection. For that one chronon I armn devotion. I am your Big Bang- I am your Juggernaut.

The other trapeze artists swing down from the rafters and gather around like a tribe of monkeys who have lost their leader. The grave clown is perpetually running towards them
under unfavorable conditions.

"Don't stop, it's wonderfull!"”

"Didn"t you come yet?" —asks Faydeev-Popov.

What is seen is the sequence: Q=@ E=JA+ 1=V (@2y, In between this collision and disintegration of a wvirtual state that exists for only

5.26 x 107% picoseconds. We focus in on an oscillating box spring- contracting and expanding at an even fregquency of 60 Hz
accompanied by coupling moans. The box springs creak due to the inherent kinetic elasticity. We pan out to see the naked forms of
Faydeev-Popov and his newlywed wife on their honeymoon.

The caterwaul: escalates and the coupling frequency increases to a Gaussian crescendo. We rise over the canopy of a four-poster wrought-iron bed.
The following legend of Caterwaul reveals the spacing of its means to an end:

[intr. v, caCeophOoOmyAf2enT Jarring, discordant imymilses; dissovance: [cacophonte, from Greek kakophAnas, comdating, "He summons a cacophony of sirere drbigsays traffic jam". CACO¥THES,
The use of karsh consorants in literary composttions (as for poetic effect). See CACOPHONOUS.] kakka- Derivatives are: poppycack, cacaphory. Alse kaka-. To defecate. Root tnitative of
slottal closure, CUCKING 5TOOL, 3. To cry or screech like a cat n heat. From cukken, to deviate, from a gutteral source akin to Old Novse *huka 2. To make a krill soup: Lollisag or pollivog,
from Lattn pacEre, to fornicate. CACO-; CACODYL,. (Crocaphilia), from Greek kakes, bad, [Pokory kava- Earthen *caterwawlen : “cater, tomeat; akin to Low Gernan kater + wawlen, 'night-
crawler', wrawlen, toyowl (ultimately of a divine origin). (katZeiirw]
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