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Prologue

Montreal, June 18: Thursday, shortly after daybreak
Bill, a half-dressed man in his mid-twenties, looked through the
window and immediately knew something was wrong. Something
was happening out there.
The young man had been on his computer monitor since before
daybreak. His mother’s head had showed around the jamb of the
door to his room, like, five minutes ago. In reality, it had been two
hours since she peeped around to announce breakfast. For some
time after that, he had not come down for his meal, and she had
passed the point of caring. Computer or not, a human must eat.
She had dumped her knitting next to her and sent her voice sailing
upstairs. “Billy, your breakfast’s getting cold.”
That had been a while back. The creaking of the floorboards
brought him to. “Mother!” he complained. It had come to shouting, and he was not in the mood today. Knowing well that he had
no chance of winning, Bill pulled his gaze away from the blinking
monitor and put his computer into shutdown mode. “Please Wait
v
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While Your Computer Shuts Down” appeared, and he waited for
“It Is Now Safe to Switch Off Your Computer.” But before he could
hit the power-off button, it went dead.
That transfixed him. Something odd was happening out there.
He now took keen interest. Normally, a power failure was followed
by the whirring sound of the generator downstairs to save all the
electronic machines. This time, he was sure something was wrong.
From his part-sitting position, Bill looked up above the city centre, and then he noticed it. What it actually was he couldn’t say; he
just noticed. Something in the air was wrong.
Before he knew it, the door had flown open. His mother, cheeks
aglow with pink, just stood there, apron askew across her midrib,
finger wagging in the direction of the window. Bill saw her lips
move but no sound came. Lastly, in a half gasp, finger working
overtime: “Bill, Bill, Bill-yyy … ”
Bill was propelled upwards by some inner force and, in a trance,
gaped at the window. Then he seemed to remember his mother, but
again his gaze was torn back to the window.
A tree branch cracked outside, below his window, but that did
not register. It was what was happening over the city that captivated
him. The line of oak trees in the park, off the ramp to the left of his
view, west of Mount Royal, captured his attention. He shuddered
visibly.
Some giant-like hand was pushing down on the treetops. Then
it happened: the immense blast of heat, and then the sound—
The sudden whining, singing, whistling, teeth-rattling sound
shot to his ears, and he clamped his teeth together with pain. The
pain tore through him; crying was of no use. His ears didn’t feel
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part of him anymore. Instinctively, he clapped his hands onto them,
hoping that alone would take away the tearing pain within. His
mother did the same. A muffled tinkling sound of breaking glass
came, followed by a sharp ting of a pebble as it ricocheted off the
opposite wall behind them. The pain suddenly peaked to high
pitch. Bill felt his inner body being shredded to pieces.
His mother’s mouth opened, but just. In a blink, the room went
blank and he lost his feet as he felt himself sailing across the room.
His mother followed, in the wrong direction, and then he saw her
dashed onto the wall with great force. She slid down and crumpled
like a doll onto the floor in slow motion, fingers strangling the
apron in a tight grip.
***
Across town, north of McGill Street, a boy was suffering a similar
ordeal. Jack Handle, a ten-year-old blond, wrapped in a denim shirt
complete with elbow leather shields, had woken up earlier than
anyone else in Montreal that morning.
The plan was to make good use of this first day of school holidays
at the pack. All the boys in his neighborhood would be there, and
he didn’t want to show up late. Jack had not taken part in the race
last year because, according to Xavier, the group leader, he had still
been underage. Jack had been nine then; this fall he’d turned ten—
eligible for the race across the span of grass down the slope towards
the Lawrence River. From there, behind the tuft of elm and maple
trees, the race would take them up to the end of the river crook next
to Berri Street and from there past the Edison place, fetching up at
the foot of the steep climb then reaching the home stretch towards
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the top of the knoll.
Buoyant with excitement, he’d pecked at his breakfast, gone
through his closet like a whirlwind, and sent his bike speeding
along one of the narrow cobblestone streets, constantly looking
back and shouting at his younger brother, Tom, to catch up—and
in the same breath cursing him for tagging along.
First, Jack saw his brother clap his hands onto both his ears. That
sent the bike off balance, and Tom went headlong into the grass.
Almost immediately, pain shot to Jack’s ears. That warranted a
shout. Without knowing it, his hands flew to his ears, and he felt
himself ripped from the seat of his bicycle.
That was all.
***
Twenty kilometres away, Randall Fletcher, a renowned company
executive in his mid-thirties, was just finishing off his early breakfast
when he noticed something weird happening over the city. He
shifted his gaze quickly from the TV screen, where he’d been following news of the disgusting drop in the Hong Kong Han Seng
Index and the Japanese Nikkei. It had been a bearish year for his
Vancouver-based Austin Company as it prepared to launch their
new environmentally safe oxygen-converter model to the Auto
Manufacturers Association.
He suddenly had to look up. His eye had picked up on an
unusual flapping motion through the open window. Dust was
blowing away from the city centre. His first reaction was to look
at his watch as if he would find explanation there. Dust? This is
June! Dust season did not arrive until about November. Hurricane,
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perhaps? Not possible, too rare an occasion in Canada.
The second look told him this was not just dust. Something was
wrong. He reached for his intercom, ready to warn his wife downstairs about what was happening, when the room was thrown into
darkness, debris engulfing everything in sight. He heard the large
bay window fly off the hinges and crash onto the lounge suite. Then
the glass door to the kitchen went crashing, breaking into a myriad
of flying splinters.
Randall was already in motion, taking off in a whirling dash for
the stairs and came short as he almost rammed into his wife, who
stood, hair flapping in swirls around her face, eyes wide.
The hot blast reached the couple at the top of the stairs. They
never felt it. It singed the skin off them in one clean swipe as they
both crumpled into a heap.
Then all was quiet. It was hard to believe that in that brief second
between seeing the blast of dust and hearing the crash, so much life
had been wiped out.

Chapter One

Sitting across from Huei on the straight backed restaurant chair,
watching him arrange his omelet neatly onto his fork, Dorothy
gently ran her fingers over her now slightly protruding tummy, well
aware that he hadn’t noticed. It has been just over three months now.
“I love you, you know that?” she said, smiling with one corner of
her mouth.
He swallowed the first mouthful. “You are breaking my heart!”
he said, wiping his mouth with the restaurant napkin. “What gives
you the right to pry into mine, here?” He smiled back, spreading
his arms wide over the edges of the small table, mouth working
through another helping.
She threw back her red hair, laughing. It was unnatural, unreal.
There was no particular reason but she loved this unusually tall
Chinese man. All she knew was she would have loved him all the
same, Chinese, tall, or not. Quiet, soft spoken, he never took anything for granted. He gave her all the freedom to carry on her life
as she pleased. He never asked for too much. He never took
1
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life seriously—except, of course, his studies. He was not that
charming; nor was he eloquent, given the constraints of language.
Being with him was a new experience to her. It was like a holiday
to her. She had every moment of quiet and relaxation. It was like
all the clocks in the world had wound down and couldn’t find their
bearings. The idea of her husband finding out about their affair
didn’t bother her. Nothing in his flamboyant lifestyle interested her
anymore. She wanted to love someone and to be loved back. It was
just that simple. This was exactly what she wanted; a tickling, gentle, free love. She didn’t think that was too much to ask without
even considering adultery. The stiff faces in the portraits in the art
galleries her husband always took her to, which he so relished as
priceless art, bored her to death. She’d reached her bursting point.
Dominquez had started out as a charming, caring, and sensitive
husband but his success had gone to his head too soon after his first
book.
“Look who’s talking. You told me never tempt a woman when
still in the lift. Remember?”
“Then,” he said, looking up and taking another swallow, “what
happened?”
“You know what happened, you dolt.” They both laughed.
She caressed her tummy. If only you knew, she thought. I’ll never
tell you this unless there’s a gun to my head. You are too self-sacrificing
to allow me raise ‘it’ on my own. And I wouldn’t forgive myself for tying
you down.
“If you ever fell pregnant, I’ll hate myself,” he said as if reading
her mind.
See what I mean? You are too … She searched for the suitable
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word in her mind. … too pure, too lovable, and too daft. That almost
brought a smile to her face. She amused herself with the shocked
look her words would bring to his slit eyes now if she told him. But
I won’t. She reached across the small table, touched his hand, and
turned it over. “You know I cannot out argue you on any topic,
Doctor … shall I already call you doctor, Doctor?”
He smiled back, paying attention to her fingers. “Not for another
month,” he said, looking up from examining her fingers. “Results
will be out only after the senate has sat, and that is another eon to
go.”
She attempted to suppress a giggle—without success. She loved
the way he used those, short tight foreign words.
He frowned. “Anything can happen while seated, you know
that?” She burst out laughing, drawing the attention of the next
table. He pinched the tips of her fingers. “Naughty, naughty women
should get up and go home, and remember! No pregnancy lectures,” he said, with a subdued smile.
Or, maybe he’s worried! The gods can dance on rocks but I am never
telling him the truth. “Don’t worry. I can look after myself,” she said
rolling her fist at him.
“I just had an idea,” he abruptly announced. That’s a good boy, she
thought quickly as he collected his cell phone and car keys. She
stood up and rearranged her skirt, and they both went out to his
car.
Settled in his bachelor’s VW Golf, he slowly shook his head.
“Now that I’m about to complete, I wonder where I am going to
start a practice.”
She reached over and touched him. “What do you take me for,
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Dr. Tung Stubborn-head Huei?” she asked. I am loaded, ain’t I?
Look at me. Do I look like a … I don’t know what you fear most
in China! Do I look like that whatever? I’m here with you, and I’m
here to stay. I’ll set you up. Just watch me. My husband is wallowing in the dough, for Christ’s sake, and I am entitled to some of
that. Consider it like my inherit—my divorce settlement.”
That drew a short burst of laughter from him. “You don’t divorce
and marry a Nobody,” he said, kicking the small engine to life.
“I don’t mind. Nobody was born with money hanging on his
ears; and I don’t think our friend Dominquez minds either.”
“But I’m serious,” he said, backing into the main street.
“I thought you stopped being serious. I’m the one that is serious.
Remember your own words, Tung?” Where you are concerned, I can
be serious. For this baby, I have to be serious, she thought, caressing
her belly. I’m the one who has to be serious! she thought, almost
aloud. It is the best thing that ever happened to me.
“But, if he finds out I am a foreigner, you know … ” he said,
cutting into the afternoon traffic.
She suddenly sat up straight. “There’s a doctor friend of mine,
you know? He has a surgery in Charletoi. Dr. Planck.” She paused
when she noticed a slight lift of the eyebrow. “Johannes Planck—
you must’ve heard of him. Remind me to phone him once we reach
your flat. He has a small practice going on down there.”
He drove silently for about forty seconds, lifting his right hand
from the steering wheel in thought, pointing, mouthing some word.
Dorothy looked on all the while, not interrupting her own mental
gymnastics. “You know something?” he started, glancing briefly in
her direction while negotiating the turn into the apartment lot. He
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let the car glide and parked under the open canopy. “Know him?”
he abruptly said, a new twinkle jumping to his previously bland
face. “The man lectured to me for a whole term a couple of years
ago. Good man, him,” he said, cutting the engine. “I—” he sighed
now, eyes dropping an inch, “I don’t know what to say to you,
Dorothy.”
“Then shut up and hold me tight.”
“Now, that’s the difficult part. You are becoming such a driver,”
he said, laughing, and he stretched over the hand brake lever.
***
Six months passed. Dorothy Bulloch flew from her home in Antwerp to Mons to meet him at his college. Huei finally graduated
and joined Dr. Planck in Charletoi. It was an uphill struggle, especially when it came to organ transplants. There were no organs, no
available organ donors, and yet so many desperate recipients. The
surgery was ailing. In a couple of years, they would have to pound
the pavement again in search of jobs if nothing happened.
Dorothy had the baby at the summer of that same year. Dominquez noticed the Oriental face right on the hospital bed. There was
no way divorce could be avoided.
Born with a benign form of mitral stenosis, a cardiovascular disease, and lacking a suitable organ donor, her baby died in his third
month.
This strengthened her resolve then, and with bright eyes, she
suggested “import” of organ donors, not organs.
“Where would you find them?” Huei asked a serious look on his
face.
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“Oh! Almost everywhere in the third world,” she said, carelessly.
“You are kidding, right?” She flashed her eyes at him. A brief

pause. “Let me think about it.”
When Dr. Tung Huei went into the organ transplant business,
he had no idea how lucrative it would become. Dorothy Bulloch
would be the brain, the money spinner, the genius behind it all.
***
The idea that sparked it all was the police complaint in Brazil of
“The Menace of the Rats.” That was the headline on the O Novo
Globo of Rio. She stared at the heading blandly, unbelieving. Down
the page, her eye stumbled on a paragraph:
The Brazilian Police Force is becoming increasingly frustrated with
the huge number of homeless kids flooding the streets of Rio de Janeiro,
São Paulo, Brasilia, and many other major cities in Brazil. The collapse
of the Brazilian currency, the Cruzeiro-Real …
That was it.
She studied the words closely. Something went click in her brain.
Something had pointed a financial finger on that paragraph. She’d
immediately grabbed the phone and hurriedly punched out the
doctor’s number. It was picked up on the second ring.
“Tung, dear,” she started deftly, “so now you mean I don’t even
have the luxury of missing you since now you are such a busy doctor?” She said the word doctor with a sneer.
“What’s biting you?” That was the doctor, thinking he would win
the battle of the wits.
“Cut the crap.” Her voice suddenly climbed an octave. “Come
here as soon as you can throw something on.”
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“Now?” Dr. Huei couldn’t suppress his anger. “It’s in the middle
of the night over Mons, Dorothy; maybe not in Antwerp, but
here … ” He did not finish the sentence; she was shouting murder
the other end. He was beginning to notice a new side of Dorothy.
She was becoming more of a—he thought of a suitable word—a
braggart lately. “You are that serious!” he said hesitantly.
“If you haven’t got into your thick head, you should have been
here yesterday with a capital T, Tung, dear.” The way she said dear
reminded him of a cloudy day in China during the monsoon season. “Unless you mean to ignore me—and Tung, know this: Belgian women never mince words. We shoot from the hip.” And, as
if an afterthought, she added, “When did you last see your dentist?”
Dr. Huei could only manage to respond, “Huh?’
“What do you think I am? An old abandoned car or a tired shoe
to cast onto the growing Huei heap?” she said, suppressing a
chuckle.
But the doctor had noted the laughter behind her brusque words.
He sniggered abruptly and put the phone down.
***
Seven that evening found him parking the small Mazda two blocks
down the street, where he always parked whenever he came around:
the parking spot Dorothy had bought for him; the spot with the
anonymous number plate painted in dull yellow.
The next morning, when he got up and did his usual morning
yoga yawn, Dorothy stretched her arm aimlessly towards the old
newspaper. It was on his side of the bed. He reached for it and
absentmindedly passed it to her and shuffled off into the bathroom.
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He was there a while. When he got back, she was sitting on the
balcony of the hotel room overlooking the Bay of Schelde, north of
Antwerp City. She had the Brazilian paper in one hand and a red
pen in the other.
He approached and started caressing her morning gown. But he
noticed that her mind was on the paper. His eye caught the red
markings. “What’s this you are circling? Job hunting?”
“Something like that; look,” she said, almost rudely, thrusting the
paper into his hands.
He squinted at the paper and for twenty or so minutes he read
face growing blanker by the minute. Still puzzled, he looked up.
“Why do you look at me like that? Don’t you see our chance?”
“What chance?” he said slowly.
“Our chance, you idiot,” she barked. “God,” she exclaimed,
throwing her head backwards in a quick whisk. “Forgive me for
forgiving men. Men don’t grow up. Look,” she said, pointing.
“Here, these underlined words. ‘The Brazilian Police Force is
becoming increasingly frustrated … ’” she read out aloud. “You still
don’t get it, do you?” she asked, looking up.
“I get it, Dorothy; what is biting you?” he said, anger showing
under his voice. What ticked him was his intelligence getting
insulted. In mother China, you cannot do this to a man. A man can
to a woman, but not the other way round.
Dorothy noted his eyes working overtime and detected the anger
welling within. She knew her man better than she had her husband.
“Dr. Tung Huei.” She spelled out every monosyllable. “You need a
doctor; you need to see a doctor. Do you see?” she asked, breathing
with difficulty. “This is an opportunity to supply the parts your rich
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clients are always bugging you for.” She looked up at his tall frame.
“Or, are those not your exact words?”
He stooped a little and eyed the paper again; trying to cram the
words into his sleepy, love-twisted brain. Wake up, Tung; time to open
the window to the world. “Be serious, Dorothy,” he said, straightening. “We are shutting down the surgery for lack of body parts.” And,
he thought almost aloud, if you were as rich as you’d made it sound we
wouldn’t be considering this idea. Perhaps, he thought again, this might
be the best moment to broach a financial backup.
“You don’t have to unless you want to,” she said, swallowing
dryly. She had felt how horribly painful it was to see a loved one to
die of lack of a vital organ, something that one couldn’t buy from a
pharmacy. She’d sworn to make it easier for other women, providing them with what they needed to save a life. She’d sworn to make
sure that as long as little children ran wild and naked in great abandon in the villages of Africa and the rest of the third world, she was
going to do her damnedest to provide organs to those who could
afford them. They are just free, free for the picking for anyone who
cares to. It would give me great satisfaction to rake some money in, a
compensation for my little Ricky, she resolved in her mind.
Her determination to set up a ‘body-parts’ business was so great
that she threatened the good doctor. “Then,” she said, eyes flashing.
“You leave me no choice, Dr. Stubborn-Head. I’ll have to marry
you. That’s the only way to officially work together,” she stated and
got up.
He looked at her in amazement, almost believing her.
***

10

Twisted Gift

The idea began to work around in his mind, and by the end of that
year, he desperately suggested it to Dr. Planck, who, in turn, weighed
the idea and finally gave it a go-ahead.
Dorothy dipped into her inheritance and sponsored the entire
project.
“But,” he remarked “how will you be able to transport such
human ‘cargo’ over long distances without drawing the authorities
onto you?”
“Leave that to me,” she stated. Looking into his eyes, she added,
“Remember those abandoned German U-boats they dumped at
Hamburg? I phoned the office responsible for the junk. They told
me they are available, but at a price. And … ” She paused a little.
“Remember the nuclear arsenal in the former Soviet Republics?”
She pushed her chair back a bit and crossed her long legs. “The
dumb ‘fellows’ don’t know what to do with the damn stuff.” She
brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. “I have already contacted Tashkent; plutonium and ytterbium are in plenty. They go at
a dime apiece,” she said, looking down and up him. She reclined
back onto the leathered sofa seat, supporting her head with one of
the small cushions.
He took a long look at her, still toying with the outrageous idea.
She cut into his thoughts. “My name—or my husband’s name—
is widely known in Europe.” She eyed him intently. “We need
someone who is not that well known to go and secure all that.”
***
Three days later, Dr. Tung Huei found himself on a Lufthansa flight
to Hamburg and, after that, a two-day visit to Tashkent. In the
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intervening time Dorothy drew up the list of specialists to put the
technological part of the project together.
Shortly after making the necessary adjustments to the U-boats,
business thrived. Transferring human cargo became fast and easy.
In two years, Dr. Huei’s surgeries expanded to five continents.
***
The ‘cargo’ proved too much for Dr. Huei’s project. The demand,
too, was overwhelming. They needed resources in all areas of operation. They needed to rent more premises and hire more doctors.
Beside the organ business, he discovered they needed youth in some
countries of the Middle East able to learn whatever they trained
them for. They needed cheap labor, too, in the private industries of
several western countries, where prices of consumable goods were
skyrocketing because of high production costs resulting from the
constant bickering by their trade unionists. There was, therefore, a
need for a cheaper mode of production—a cheaper labour force.
Huei had found the easy way of delivering the poor children to
those who needed and readily paid for them. The corporate world,
with their multinationals, has for many years encouraged their governments to ‘resettle’ landed immigrants. That is the government or the
official side of business. Why should the Bullochs and the Hueis of this
world not exploit on the side too? he reasoned. The business had
boomed, and with it had come further complications.
***
“What do we do next, Tung?” she asked him with concern, when
the first news came that one of their U-boats had been tracked down
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to some seaports and investigations were going on.
Dr. Huei set to work, listing all the scientific experts he could
recall: the experts who’d helped build the NASA laboratories; those
who worked at the Kennedy Space Center and on the fleet of ships
and carriers off the California coast; those who supervised the construction of the artillery base in Diego Garcia and the Exploratory
Center in southern Antarctica. He went on scribbling for about an
hour, and Dorothy paced the hotel carpet thin. Finally, he looked
up just long enough to have a sip of an energizing drink; he
returned to his list again. Once or twice he heard her mumble
something, though it didn’t register. “Hmm?”
“Forget it,” she retorted.
Close to midnight, he started crossing off some of the names.
The remaining list had just five names:
Dr. Ayuen Chol, the world-renowned south Sudanese
nuclear physicist attached to the NASA space program at
Pasadena
Dr. Wolfgang Adenauer, the electronics engineer who perfected the art of rocket booster construction
Professor Holga Braun, the famous space theorist and an
expert on interplanetary communications
Engineer Diederich Maastricht, the underwater electronics
and cyber wizard
Professor Dillon McKean, the famous nuclear physicist
who’d helped put together the lateral harmonics oscillation theory in space technology
Dorothy took one look at the list and exploded. “Are you crazy,
Dr. Know-it-all Tung Huei?” she yelled, hands on her hips. “You
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can’t touch these people,” she lamented, throwing the piece of paper
onto his lap. “This list sounds like the ‘Who’s Who of the Scientific
World.’ And, by the way, if you intend to use them, do you have
the money these people require? Unless you want to raid Fort Knox
and pay them in gold bullion or set up a bank account equivalent
to a special trust fund set up by the Pentagon”—she paused to catch
her breath—“the National Treasury, Tung Huei, the whole goddamn National Treasury”—she spat out the words and whirled
around like a battleship in the mid water—“that’s who that pays
them. Not some upstart, nobody doctor from out of town.”
“If you could shut up for just a sec so I can angle in my own
argument, Dorothy. These are men; just men, like you, and—”
She cut him off. “I am not a man, if you haven’t noticed, Tung.”
“I didn’t mean that,” he said calmly.
“Then,” she shot back, “say what you mean.”
“I was coming to just that.” He went on without hesitation.
“Now, this is a list of the most famous, important people who’ll put
bread on your table, Dorothy. These people are not impossible
where there’s money. Granted, we are not going to break into Fort
Knox, as you pointed out, or break into any bank. We are going to
use our hard-earned cash.”
He saw, from the corner of his eye, Dorothy’s chin rise and heard
her mumble, “Talk of taking the forest out of the monkey … ”
“What?” he said.
“Nothing,” she replied, “I was just reviewing our financial situation.”
He went back to the piece of paper in his hands. “Any extra cash
to these people will be welcome. For instance,” he continued, “this
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poor lad from South Sudan. Who knows of any South Sudanese
man in the financial circles of this world?” he asked, looking up at
her. Seeing no reaction from that quarter, he went on. “You think
such a man will fail to consider an extra ten million in his account?”
he asked. “All right, all right! You are going to tell me about their
oil and all that jazz; South Sudan’s oil is under control by the Khartoum government. The poor south just looks for any of the crumbs
that keep falling from the breakfast table. He is downright poor,”
he declared. “I assure you, that one is buyable. Just watch,” he concluded. “Then,” he said, in a pinched voice, “take Holga Braun; the
man has aged around the ears, deep in debt from the scholarship
loans he received over the years. Wouldn’t such a man smile at you
if you solved his financial problems? The man could even kiss your
feet or the ground you walked on,” he said without hesitating. “And
then, the engineer, that man is a social misfit, for all we know,
cooped up in his workshop for hours. Won’t such a man need an
extra helping hand, Dorothy?”
***
“Sani calling Amazon … repeat … Sani calling Amazon … over!
Two kidneys and a heart from a blood type B leaving Bloem by the
dispatcher via Durbs 12 May, ETD 18.00 hours. Inform station 13
and Sub-Station Zero … over! … inform Kath … metal secured,
arriving Madras-Chennai Airport 19 May. Dispatch from Cape
Town ready upon its arrival. Zagreb, ready to receive on 22 May … ”
Click!
“Sani calling Mother One … relay message to Station One,
Cargo of 20 via Durbs, P.E., George, Cape Town, Walvis Baai,
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Lobito, Luanda, Libreville, Douala, Port Harcourt and Bonny.
ETD from Bonny 07.00 Hours 18 May, ETA, 3 p.m. Brazilian
Time, 19 May.”
Click!
In room 501 in the west wing of the Pentagon, Chris Patterson,
forty-three, and fast growing bold towards the edges, twiddled a
knob and adjusted the faint reception. He removed the earmuffs
and placed them gently next to the desk-jet printer as it whirred
into life. It stopped a minute later. With an easy touch of one top
corner, he slid off the printed page and dashed next door to room
502, the command centre.
“Con, where the heck is Bonny?” he shouted, in a jovial mood,
before he even reached Colonel Con Dox’s desk.
He found his boss puffed up like a rag doll behind the mahogany
desk, a tuft of hair vying for a hold like tendrils of a giant beanstalk.
“Who the hell’s Bonny?” shot back Con Dox, hair friskily moving
in tune with his head, pen still busy scribbling on the office pad.
“It’s not who but what,” Chris Patterson said, placing the paper
onto the pile of papers. “Take a peek at this.” Con Dox’s pen paused
briefly on top of the paper, his left hand hovering around the coffee
cup. Finally, he looked up at Chris Patterson. Before he could say
anything, Patterson pointed to the printout and said, “Look at this:
another message, the third one so far, and the longest. The decipher
disc is working overtime now.”
“I thought it was scrambled,” Dox asked.
“It was,” answered Patterson, “but NASA got busy and helped
me unblock their scrambler system. Sometimes it works. This time
it did without a hitch.”
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The colonel took a long look at the paper, then up at the techni-

cian, a smile forming on his upper lip. “I guess congratulations are
in order, Chris,” he announced. “Call the others, briefing in … ”
He glanced at the wall clock. “Ten minutes.”
***
Before the authorities came to learn of the trade, the sixty-something-year-old Dr. Johannes Planck was already developing the fear
that their interests were spreading too fast and too wide, too soon.
The feeling of being caught out did not go well with the impeccable
record he’d earned in the academic world. With such a reputation
to protect, the good doctor could not be blamed for running scared.
“The professor had us warned,” he said, swiveling his office chair
to face Dr. Huei one evening when the Chinese doctor had dropped
in at his surgery. “He’d said to watch both the nosy CIA and MIA,”
he said, crossing one leg over the other, knitted his fingers together,
rested his head on them, and leaned back. “Caution, he’d said
should be exercised.” He went on, giving no chance for a response,
quickly un-knotting his long, knuckle-wrinkled fingers and briefly
sitting forward, “The trade was likely to grow out of control.” He
spread his hands for effect. “We did talk about this on several occasions. The first warning, if you remember very well, doctor, was
from London, when that Liberian boy’s disappearance almost
cooked the goose.” He sat back upright, rubbed the bridge of his
nose. “Dorothy had refused to listen; remember that?”
Dr. Tung Huei seemed to be stirred out of deep slumber; he
jerked at Dr. Planck and flared his nostrils as if insulted. “What the
fuck do you expect me to do, eh?” he barked, getting up from the
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top of the bench. “What do you expect me to do when the damage
already has been done by this … this … ?” he shouted, pointing
nowhere in particular. He turned to go and abruptly stopped as if
he’d walked into the wall; he swung round, holding the door. “Listen, you are a fine doctor; enjoy what you have while you still can.
And—,” He paused, as if a new amusing thought hit him. “Start
digging a hole if you can. You never know, it might come handy.”
To the elderly professor, the Chinese doctor was too busy getting
rich to take any heed. He’s managed to bribe various customs and
harbour officials all over the world. Every hole has been plugged. Business is going on smoothly. What is indeed wrong in growing out? There’s
Berlin to relocate to if Charletoi gets hot; or perhaps Johannesburg.
But … !
Reports from their informer at Langley were not encouraging—
far from it. The CIA and the MIA were at it 24/7, investigating
nocturnal movements of human cargo across the Atlantic. They had
put a tap on every African westbound ship. The professor feared
they would soon learn about the U-boats; once they did, that would
cut them off from anywhere. There was an urgent need to be cautious and to consider other options. Though he did not show it
openly, the Chinese doctor was not sleeping either, Dr. Planck
noted. His reaction was swifter, though doubtfully soothing.
***
Tami Tan, a thirty-four-year-old distant cousin of the doctor, an
enterprising man with keen nose for trouble, was to be pulled out
of the African jungle where he’d been since he left Neunching University with a social anthropology degree and a minor in military
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science—a must then for every Chinese student of the time—and
placed at the helm of the logistics section. Tami Tan took a short
time learning the trade and suggested a bright plan.
“Their GSS takes approximately one hour thirty-six minutes to
go round the earth,” he stated, glancing at a small notepad on
which he’d scribbled numerous bulleted points. The A-Con was on
maximum in Dr. Huei’s apartment. There was no point telling that
to the doctor. Tan adjusted his tweed jacket and buttoned up to the
neck, flipping up the collars a bit.
Dr. Tung Huei, sitting opposite Tan, dressed in white slacks, a
cardigan draped over his shoulders and sleeves loosely knotted
below his chin, stretched his long legs and crossed them at the
ankles below the dining table. “What’s GSS?” he asked, eyeing Tan,
head tipped back, half frowning, as he would at a dull student suddenly gone bright.
“Global Systems Satellite,” Tami Tan replied, ignoring the sound
of the voice behind the question. “The best you can do,” he continued, seeing the waning sense of curiosity on the doctor’s face,” is to
change the codes and the frequency after every one and a half
hours, and keep them guessing, or jam the damn satellites.”
“But,” Dr. Tung Huei protested, suddenly awake, “they have a
backup system: the Ground Station in Houston.”
“Then push ISS out of range,” was Tami Tan’s abrupt answer.
That jolted the doctor. “And, how do you hope to do that?”
Tan had to push his luck now or pack up and leave for Tanzania
right away.
“Plant a decipher scrambler,” he said deftly, “or, better still, neutralize their protective shield.”
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“How do you propose I push them out of range … what?” Dr.
Tung Huei was suddenly interested.
Tami Tan knew chess and was sure of his score. He slowly stood
up, moved round the long table, picked a piece of bacon from the
chinaware, took a bite, and chewed it with meaning, eyes on both
doctors in the room. He lifted one foot and placed it on the edge
of one of the coffee tables, wiped clean by the housekeeper a few
minutes ago, and leaned forward as if examining a mouse that had
just outwitted a trap. “Don’t tell me you’ve never heard of the wonders of gyroscopes!”
“And—” Dr. Planck interjected. He’d been sitting quietly at a
safe distance, having said nothing for quite a while, but seemed to
be propelled into the conversation. “And to be on the safer side—”
He paused, picking up a piece of bacon of his own. “—have another
contact, a loose contact with Mother One at Zero. You never know;
it could be the best chance we’ve got to follow the goings-on in
New York. It’s not a new thought. I hazarded it sometime back. The
young man has a point. Gyroscope technology might be our only
way out. But, take a warning, it will cost us.”
The doctor had nodded and thought it a good idea. “Gyroscope
tech and a loose contact … not bad … not bad at all,” he went on,
mumbling to himself, nodding, brightening up by the moment.
***
This suggestion got conveyed to Dorothy Bulloch that same evening over dinner. Dorothy got so excited she immediately took off
for the Big Apple. With a great deal of arm-twisting, she found
herself at a desk, assigned to a charming young lawyer specializing
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in tracking down child traffickers.
Perfect!
***
Dr. Tung Huei enlisted the help of Drs. Adenauer, Maastricht and
Braun to develop the Super-Drive Torque-Master (SDTM) and
remodel the U-boats. Then came the shock of the horrendous September 11 attacks. Long lists of suspects were drawn up in London,
Tokyo, Berlin, Pretoria, Canberra, and Washington. Movements of
these individuals became a matter of interest for top security officials
in the entire Western Hemisphere. Operation Green Quest was
instituted. The FBI, CIA, MIA, and the U.S. Marine SEALS tuned
in to both maritime and aerial movements. More electronic messages
were intercepted by the Decipher Disc on the Geo-stationary Space
Satellite, and the FS-O1.
The traffickers got wind of every move and became elusive. Their
men in NASA; Dr. Ayuen Chol and Professor Dillon McKean; and
Dr. Maastricht, the German engineer from Berlin, were called up
to design a more powerful counter system. They did. In less than a
month, they’d made the first multi-purpose, amphibious ‘counter’
satellite transmitter that would both unscramble satellite messages
and send out messages of its own while at the same time acting as
an electronic pulse translocator. To make the system super-efficient,
they went a step further and concocted the most powerful highfrequency modulated enthalpy system running on self-generated
power.
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