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Prologue
When my father retired as President of Ceemans America last year,
he and my mother moved to Sicily. Because Barbie and Joey, my brother
and sister, were fully occupied with their business in Philadelphia, it fell to
me to make the final inspection of the house in Rye, New York, where my
parents had lived prior to his retirement. I didn't really mind. It gave me the
unrestricted opportunity to see what secrets remained in the house, and as a
writer, I'm always interested in people's secrets.
In the attic were two boxes which had clearly been overlooked. One
box contained some papers of my mother's, including seven volumes of her
diaries, which I never knew existed. They were in Italian, in her beautiful,
clear handwriting, and recorded with a blue fountain pen. The diaries began
in 1992, when she first met my father, and ended with their second move to
Philadelphia in 2004.
The other box contained some of my father's papers, and one thing that
caught my eye was a collection of manila folders, about four inches thick,
tied together and labeled “Mid America – 2 x 1500 MW1 – 2004”. Even
though I was only eleven years old at that time, I knew immediately what it
was. Although I had never seen it before if found it.
I took the diaries and the Mid America files home to my condominium
on East 86th Street, Manhattan. Over the next week, I read through them
carefully. I couldn't get them out of my mind. Then I made a decision. I flew
to Sicily.
***
1

MW = megawatt = 1000 kilowatts (1500 MW = 1,500,000 kilowatts)
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My parents had moved into the lovely old house which had belonged to
my grandparents. It is set amidst gardens and olive groves which my father
now maintains, and it is located in the beautiful hills southwest of Palermo
with a magnificent view of Lake Rubino, near the town of Baglionuovo.
Part of the reason for my parents move was the house where she had
lived prior to her marriage, part was returning to her roots and part was the
Luna winery in which she has a fifty percent interest. The winery is run
now by my cousins since my uncle died two years ago, but my mother,
as a native Sicilian who knows quite a lot about wine making, could add
considerable value to the business via her international perspective. She did
a lot of traveling with my dad.
When I arrived, I knew they would be expecting some major
announcement from me. They probably were expecting me to tell them I
was getting married--again. (Most unlikely.) For dinner that night, Mom
made her trademark crabmeat ravioli, which she served with rucola and
baby tomato salad. Dad opened a bottle of Luna's Principe di Nebrodi2 2024
(60 percent Nero d'Avola3 and 40 percent Cabernet Sauvignon.)
They looked at me expectantly. I told them about my find in the attic
at Rye, and I explained that I thought there was a good story there, that, as
we writers say was “crying to get out.” It was about the collision of their
love story with that dreadful negotiation with Mid America in 2004, which
almost destroyed their marriage and nearly derailed my dad's career.
My dad smiled: “Elena, you have our permission to go ahead and tell
the story.”
“But, Dad,” I said, “without the details only you two can provide, it's
just a dry piece of history.”
“So you came here to interview us?”
“Yes . . . please.”
Mom frowned, and Dad pursed his lips in thought.
“Elena,” he said, “suppose that when your book is published, it is
translated into Italian, and suppose that Aunt Renata4 gets her hands on a
copy. Suppose she says to your mother, 'Caterina! Did you really do that?'
What should Mom say?”
This was the crux of the issue!
“Dad, I think she should say, 'Auntie, you know that mischievous
2
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Prince of the Nebrodi (mountains in Sicily)
A grape variety which is native to Sicily and similar to Syrah
My great aunt, a 92 year old busy-body who lives 8 kilometers from
my parents
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Elena! She left the best part out!5'

Aunt Renata will lean forward with great interest and ask: 'And what

was that part, dear?'

Mom should put on her Mona Lisa smile and tell Aunt Renata, 'I expect

that will be in the next book, Auntie.'”

My mom laughed. They looked at each other and my dad nodded.
“Shall we get started?” he asked.
I had some concerns about writing about their physical relationship.
Mom mentioned it frequently in her diary, but in a kind of abbreviated code.
I knew it was important to them from the time I was five, when I discovered
a Hilton hotel “Do Not Disturb” sign hanging on the doorknob of their
bedroom one Saturday morning. Barbie was about to go in, but I stopped
her. “You can’t go in,” I said.
“Why not?”
“Because they’re telling each other secrets.”
So I went about it tangentially.
“How did you feel about sex during pregnancy?” I asked, as we walked
through a meadow lush with grass and tiny yellow flowers.
Mom stopped and looked at me: “Why do you want to know?” she
asked.
“Mom, your physical relationship is an important part of the story.
It’s one of your strengths, a vulnerability, and part of the crisis which
occurred.”
She continued to regard me, thoughtfully.
“Well, there are several ways to go about it,” my dad said, interrupting
her study of me.
She started to giggle, and she turned to him. “Yes, but they’re best with
you.”
“Sorry,” he said, “but did I miss something? Have you had a couple of
secret pregnancies?”
She laughed. “No. . . . No, I just meant it’s better in practice than in
theory.”
We walked on.
My parents are completely transparent. Perhaps it comes from their
strong religious faith: they confess their shortcomings to God, who forgives
them, and they forgive themselves and each other. As we walked through
the hills this spring and we talked, the mimosa was in bloom, the orange
and lemon trees were laden with young fruit, and there were patches of
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Quotations in Monotype Corsiva font are spoken, or thought, in Italian
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small, dark blue wild iris everywhere. In the evenings we would sit by the
living room fire, which took the evening chill away. Even the intimate, but
tangential, questions I asked were not a problem. They would start speaking
with each other and reminiscing. And I came to understand the code they
used: “star burst” and “delicious,” for example.6
When I was ready to return to New York, I asked them, “Would you
like to proof read it before it goes to print?”
“No, dear, there's no need for that,” my mom said as she kissed me
goodbye.
“But we would like an autographed copy,” my dad added.
Elena Morrison
June 2029

For Caterina and Jamie
with love
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Some of the descriptions of their intimacy are my constructions,
based on her diary, our “tangential conversations,” and their context at
the time.
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Chapter 1
May 2004

The phone on Mary Beth’s desk rang. She picked it up and, cocking her
head to one side, put the instrument between her blonde hair and her ear.
“Sales and marketing, Mary Beth speaking. Oh, hi, Eddie what are you up
to?” she said with a sassy smile.
“I’m sure it must be more exciting than that in St Louis! Who, me? I’m
just a good little girl!” She feigned a priggish face for Jamie’s benefit. Jamie
started to grin.
“Well, you know how it is here in Atlanta. It’s always hot.” She breathed
the last word softly into the mouthpiece and then sat up straight, waiting for
a reaction.
“Well, not really that hot.” Priggish again. She took an obvious breath,
and swung her torso from side to side. Jamie glanced at her cleavage. She
always had cleavage on display.
“No. Jamie and I are just sitting here chewing the fat. . . . Yes. . . . Now
he is a good boy!” A smirk and a giggle.
“Do you want to speak to him, or would you rather I lighten your day?
Well, that’s very sweet,” she said with mock seriousness.
“He’ll be right with you.” And to Jamie: “It’s Steady Eddie.”
Jamie stood up, and glancing again at her cleavage, took a deep breath
and walked next door to his office.
“Hi, Eddie, how are you?” Jamie first met Eddie Coulter after joining
the Power Generation Group at Ceemans two years ago as National Sales
Manager for Steam Turbine-Generators. Jamie had taken an instant liking
to the older man, whom he first met at a Tennessee Valley Electric Power
Co-operative meeting in Nashville in September 2002. Eddie was an exWestinghouse field sales rep, and a good one, having joined Ceemans
9

when it had acquired the Westinghouse power generation business. ‘Steady
Eddie’ was probably in his mid-fifties and had a reputation for his reliable
professionalism. He knew his customers, who were spread throughout the
Missouri and Ohio River valleys from Iowa, Illinois, Indiana and Ohio
down to Arkansas and Tennessee. More importantly, his customers liked
and trusted Eddie.
“Doin’ all right, Jamie. If I can just get Union Power to go ahead and
buy my four turnkey, 230 KV7 substations they need for their downtown
grid, I’ll be well on my way to a good year. But you don’t bother anymore
about transmission stuff. You’re a generation guy now-a-days. And I do
have something that will interest you. I’ve got the third customer in the last
two years who wants to buy a large steam turbine-generator. It looks like the
drought of the last ten years is going to end. Utilities out here are starting
to get interested again in large coal-fired plants, with the rising cost of oil
and natural gas. ‘Course we’ve sold a bunch of combined cycle plants, but
that doesn’t interest you.” (Eddie was referring to power plants consisting
of oil- or natural gas-burning combustion turbines, whose hot exhaust is
used to raise steam in a boiler, with the steam in turn driving a turbinegenerator. Combining the combustion and steam cycles makes the plant
more efficient.)
“Who’s the customer, Eddie?
“Well, you remember Jack Donahue? He used to be one of the top
mechanical engineers at TVA--in fact, I think you met him at the co-op
meeting in Nashville a couple of years ago.”
“Yeah, I remember him. He’s kind of short and balding, but fairly fit.
Talks very fast. My impression was that he’s pretty ambitious--wants to
make a name for himself.”
“That’s him. Well he’s here now at Mid America Power, the new
independent power producer,8 as Chief Technical Officer. I went to see him
after the article in Electric Utility Week about Mid America having signed
firm contracts to supply 1,050 megawatts.”
“Yeah, I saw the article. I wonder how much of that power is really
firm.”
“Well he seems pretty confident, and he says that Mid America is ready
to go ahead with the design and construction of the first of two units.”
7
8

Kilovolts = 1000 volts
IPP = independent power producer, as distinct from an investorowned utility (IOU), which is subject to state and federal price
regulation and sells to the users of electric power. IPPs can negotiate
long-term, bulk power contracts with investor-owned utilities in need of
power, subject to certain conditions.
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“What size?” Jamie asked.
“They’re talking about fifteen hundred megawatts.”
Jamie whistled softly to himself; that was a huge unit. “Why so big?”
he asked.
“Well, Jack says he’s convinced that large units offer economies of
scale, and that they’re just as reliable as eight hundred megawatt units. He
says that they’ve basically got the output of the first unit sold, and they’re
talking to a lot more prospects.”
“What’s his timing?”
“He tells me they’ve cut a deal with Commonwealth Engineering for
the plant design and construction. Mid America is going to buy the turbine
and the boiler themselves. Commonwealth will have complete responsibility
for all of the rest. The interesting thing is that Commonwealth will take
equity in the plant, and that their earnings on that equity will be tied to the
operating reliability of the plant.”
Hmm…that’s unusual for a company like Commonwealth to take an
equity stake in a customer’s power plant, Jamie thought, and he said, “So
Jack’s ready to talk to us?”
“Yep,” said Eddie. “I reckon we’ve got a lot to get to grips with here.
Jack likes Ceemans, partly because of the old Westinghouse connection,
and he thinks the FE9 people are arrogant, but these IPPs are unpredictable.
So Jack may need a little steering.”
“OK, I’m ready. When were you thinking?”
“How about the twenty-ninth or thirtieth?”
“I can do either day. I’ll have to re-schedule an internal meeting on the
twenty-ninth but that’s not a problem. We have a Pacific Power meeting
here on the first.”
“OK, Jamie. I’ll confirm with Jack and call you back.”
Jamie put down the phone and leaned back in his chair. This could
be a really big order. With an option on the second unit, it could be worth
nearly $300 million. Make or break, career wise? Not really, he reflected.
Ceemans had about a third of the US market, so the top brass wouldn’t view
a loss as an unexpected catastrophe, but a win . . . a win would be a real
feather in the cap. He pursed his lips. “Gotta get this one,” he mused.
He glanced at the portraits of his children, drawn by his wife, which
hung on the wall by his desk. His wife had done them in rust-colored chalk,
and they were extraordinary likenesses. The kids liked Atlanta; even Joey
seemed to be happy at his school, but he knew that his wife had struggled
9
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with the culture of Atlanta and wasn’t very happy here. Oh, for a chance
to get back to Philadelphia! he thought. Maybe Bob Goodwin, VP of the
Eastern Region, would be retiring, and he’d have a shot at that job. It was
in Philadelphia!
His thoughts were interrupted by Mary Beth, who came in and sat in
one of the two chairs facing his desk. She was wearing a white scoop-necked
blouse, and a pair of designer jeans. She crossed her legs, and looked at him
with a little smile flickering around her mouth.
“OK, out with it! What did Steady Eddie have to say?”
“He wants me to go out and play golf with him on the twenty-ninth,”
Jamie replied.
“No he doesn’t! He doesn’t play golf and you play twice a year.”
“Well, he mentioned an all-night orgy in St Louis, and wondered if I’d
be interested in attending.”
Mary Beth leaned forward, squinting her eyes like a mother who’s been
lied to. The silver cross she wore as a pendant swung clear of her cleavage.
“Nonsense!” she replied. “Steady Eddie is an absolute straight arrow,
and you are too, for that matter.”
“Well, in my case,” he suggested, “maybe something can be arranged
in the Atlanta area?”
“If you’re looking for something in the Atlanta area,” she said,
continuing to lean forward earnestly, but smiling now, “it better include
your better half, and count me out. I don’t want her calling out the mafia on
me!”
“She doesn’t have any mafia connections.”
“Well, I suggest,” Mary Beth offered, “that you don’t test that
hypothesis.”
Jamie turned and looked out the window wistfully.
“Come on, now--what’s really going on in St. Louis?”
Jamie turned back and smiled at her: “OK, Miss Busybody, Mid America
is in the market for one--maybe two--fifteen hundred megawatt units.”
“Wow, break out the champagne! Forget about the golf. Forget
the orgies! Shall I book you a ticket? You want the Hilton? For which
night?”
“Wait till Eddie calls you back. He has to confirm with Jack
Donahue.”
“OK. I’ll try to use my feminine wiles to get you an upgrade,” she said,
leaning forward again, enhancing her cleavage. He laughed as she flounced
out of the office.
Jamie got the Mid America file out and started to peruse its contents.
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Founded in 2002 with equity investment from Goldman Sachs, a Deutsche
Bank subsidiary, Bear Stearns, Cargill, Union Power, Illinois Electric, Iowa
Electric, and a partially owned subsidiary of TVA. They had leased offices
in a new building overlooking the river in East St Louis. The chairman
was an ex-Morgan Stanley exec named Clive Archer. He had earlier run a
successful Enron-type business which traded in bulk power futures. Business
degree from UCLA, and an MBA from Wharton. The president was a guy
named Oliver Stanworthy, age 58. Previous experience as an energy trader
with Pacific Power, then got a seat on the California utility commission,
and most recently was with FERC.10 And here was Jack Donahue. Picture
included. Not particularly good looking, but Jamie felt instinctively that
it was a trustworthy face, whereas Clive had a cold, unsmiling face. Trust
him? Not likely. Oliver was smiling like a politician: “I’m the man for
you.” There were a couple of years of financials. The P&L had mostly
employment, office and consulting expense. No real income except from
equity invested. The balance sheet reflected their equity position--no plant
and equipment. It did say that an attempt had been made to buy a relatively
new plant on the Tennessee River from a co-op, but it fell through. In the
co-op’s file he found a cutting from Electric Utility Week which quoted the
co-op’s general manager as saying: “Those folks from Mid America tried to
drive too hard a bargain.” Sounds right. Not many people at Mid America.
The details in the P&L listed seventeen employees as of December thirtyfirst last year. There was also a note about executive compensation to the
effect that: “Our compensation scheme for the directors of the company
will tend to underemphasize salary, and will focus more on generous stock
options, and on bonuses for meeting income before tax targets.”
Jamie put down the file and stared out the window of his office, which
had a south-facing view from the fifth floor down Peachtree Place. The
office was certainly comfortable enough: sea green pile carpet, walnut desk
and chairs. There was a matching cabinet where his files and LCD projector
were stored. There was an easel with flip-chart paper and colored pens
standing in one corner. On the walls were the almost mandatory colored
cross-section drawings of various Ceemans steam turbine-generators, and
there were photographs of important machines running in power plants. To
this company art and the portraits, he had added artwork produced by his
two daughters, Elena (age eleven) and Barbara (age nine). Elena had been
named for her maternal grandmother, and Barbara for his mother. There
was also one piece of art depicting random lines in various colors. This had
10 FERC = Federal Energy Regulatory Commission, which has jurisdiction
over interstate energy sales
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been proudly presented to Jamie by his son Joey (age six), who had Down’s
syndrome.
The office next to his was Mary Beth’s, and on the other side of her
office was the office of Jamie’s boss Herman Rothman, VP and General
Manager of the Steam Turbine-Generator business unit. The three offices
were interconnected, and Mary Beth served as the PA to both Herman and
Jamie.
Mary Beth was certainly pretty, and she knew it. Her brown eyes were
almond shaped and set in a face with clear, slightly-tanned skin with high
cheek bones: she appeared almost oriental. Her mouth, however, was small
with full lips, and she had a way of expressing herself, not just with words
but with the way she moved her mouth. She was certainly no ice maiden
type. She was out to have fun, and everyone enjoyed being with her. She was
a very competent, reliable PA, and while the people at Ceemans suspected
her of promiscuity, there was no evidence of it, nor was there evidence of
a boyfriend. She dressed neatly and conservatively, but always with her
cleavage on display.
Damn! Jamie thought. She drives me up a wall! It’s not just those
gorgeous boobs of hers (and her gorgeous body for that matter). And it’s not
just her pretty, teasing face and blonde hair. It’s her whole manner! She’s so
alive and fun and full of humor. And she’s bright; senses immediately how to
play someone. Forget it, Jamie! Back to work. He picked up the latest copy
of Electric Utility Week and began to read, his feet propped up on his desk.
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