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Prologue

If only we could wind back time, maybe we could prevent this crime — Chris Deggs
Foreword

To maintain the lie you need even bigger lies — Chris Deggs

Floyd Moore had long been intrigued with the workings of secret societies or, as some called
themselves, "societies with secrets". There were masses of information and, as he saw it,
disinformation about the more well-known ones and writing about them was like reinventing the
wheel to Floyd. So Floyd focused on obscure secret clubs that thrived during the 18th and 19th
centuries. These included such fraternities as the International Order of St. Hubertus, the Order of
Elks and the Grand Orange Lodge. It was Floyd's passion for all things secret had him standing on
the platform of an abandoned tube station in July 2019 as he waited for a mysterious source to show
up on this glorious summer day.

Floyd set up a blog called "Lesser Known Secret Societies", which now had a modest following to
share his passion. One of these subscribers, who referred to himself as GP, contacted Floyd on his



blog page. GP first showed up on Floyd's screen when he requested a private chat. Floyd knew
nothing about this GP, so he asked some stock questions to find out more.

Why do you want a private chat with me?

I know something that will interest you.

How do you know I will be interested?

I know about a current secret society you have never mentioned.
Floyd's heart missed a beat. What secret society?

'It's not for public consumption.'

Floyd, itching to know more, granted GP his private chat, during which GP told Floyd about the
existence of an exclusive fraternity called "PanKosmia", which he could only access on the "Dark
Web", the name given to the "underground" Internet. GP refused to say any more on the subject
until they were face-to-face. Which was the reason Floyd was standing on the disused station
platform waiting for GP's arrival.

Floyd's homework turned up the fact that the abandoned tube station was the terminus for
Brookwood Cemetery. Known as the "Necropolis Railway", mourners travelled directly from
central London to the graveyard, where the dearly departed got laid to rest.

Floyd looked at his watch; GP was ten minutes late. Ordinarily, being stood up by a source would
have been mildly annoying, but Floyd had flown from the United States to make this meeting, so
being angry did not even begin to cut it. He was about to call GP a no show when a man approached
him.

GP, a big man with a generous girth, had to pause to catch his breath after hurrying from the station
car park. He was tall, over six feet, and had the olive skin associated with Latin countries of
southern Europe. To Floyd, GP looked like a character from a cloak-and-dagger farce. He wore
wraparound reflective sunglasses, had his coat collar turned up, and sported a broad-brimmed straw
hat pulled down to shade his upper face.

Relieved, Floyd extended his hand in greeting. 'I take it you must be GP.'

GP took Floyd's hand in a firm grip. 'Floyd, it's a pleasure to meet you. Thank you for coming all
this way but I think you will agree the journey is worth it.'

' tried to Google PanKosmia but nothing came up.'

GP smiled, 'It only shows up on a shadowy part of the Internet not indexed by search engines.'
'How can I access it then?'

"To get onto the dark net you have to use a hacking tool called Tor.'

'So only hackers can get in?' Floyd queried.

GP said, 'Ostensibly, yes. But anybody who gets into dark web sites is a hacker by definition." GP
looked the white-haired older man in the eye. 'But that's not why we're here?

"Tell me about this PanKosmia society,' Floyd said

'Before I do so, I want you to understand this is different. I've followed your blog over the months,
and quite frankly, many of the members' contributions are sheer fantasy wrapped up as fact.'



Floyd said, 'I've been a journalist most of my working life, so I know how to carry out rigorous
research for my articles. So I wouldn't ascribe to conspiracy theories unless they have at least a seed
of incontrovertible truth about them.'

GP nodded, looking down at the retired newspaperman, who put him in mind of the mad professor
from "Back to the Future". 'He said, 'So, Mr Moore, are you ready to hear what I have to say?'

After four decades of research, Floyd reckoned he was ready for anything concerning secret
societies. 'That's why I'm here.'

The pair sat on a bench seat, and GP said, "This railway started as a way to deal with public health
concerns following London's first cholera epidemic. GP smiled, 'Which is a perfect segue for the
subject of this meeting.'

Floyd listened politely, then said, 'So what do you have for me?"'

GP began, 'What if I was to tell you in six months some mighty people will turn our world on its
head and it will never be the same again.'

'Who are these people and what are they going to do?'

GP read Floyd's face as he worked out how much he would say. 'They are going to create a virus,
and let it out into the world, causing a pandemic.'

Floyd looked at GP agog. Finally, he uttered a short word, "Why?'
GP smiled briefly. 'An experiment in mass mind control.'

Floyd was beginning to wonder about GP. He was getting dangerously close to conspiracy theory
territory. 'Can you stop talking in riddles and give me something real to work with?'

'T have a colleague, a virologist, who works in the science lab at Fort Detrick. He told me, in the
strictest confidence, the science facility was looking for a way to make this Corona-virus more
contagious.'

Floyd, disappointed, stared at his source. 'As intriguing as this is what does it have to do with secret
societies?'

GP fixed the journalist with his steely gaze. 'Who do you think is orchestrating this mind control
programming?’

'At the moment I have no idea.'

'Would it surprise you to learn that PanKosmia is behind this pandemic?'
"You need to tell me more about this secret society.'

'What if I said, this is a coup d' etat, a bold move to take over the world?'
'T would say I'd need some proof.'

"You will soon have your proof,’ GP smiled. He added, "This brings me to the subject of the Covid
66.6 pandemic soon to wash over the world.'

Floyd said, 'How come I haven't heard of this before?'

GP said, "You will hear about it in six months. It will be all anyone talks about. It will have serious
repercussions for the whole of society.'

Floyd said, 'If what you say is true, who chose you to be the messenger?'



GP smiled again, 'Because I am in quite a unique position, in that I play a key role in the GHO and I
belong to a fraternity of men who, between them virtually control everything. Therefore, I am a
likely candidate to expose this plot.'

"You're a member of PanKosmia!' Floyd said, his eyes wide open.

GP skated over the question. He had probably already said too much. Then he faced the journalist,
'Let's just wait and see if what I've predicted turns out to be true.'

Floyd said, 'Before we part, why did you choose to tell me this stuff?'

T've been following you on social media. Your comments always appear measured and well thought
out. I have to tell someone what I know to be true. So why not you?'

GP man handed Floyd a business card. All contact details were blanked out except a cell phone
number.

Floyd glanced at the card, then said, 'T'll contact you in six months then.’

GP nodded, 'T hope so."' He got up off the bench and turned back to Floyd. "This is the big one. The
global takeover by technocracies the foil hat brigade have been touting for ages. It's happening
differently to how they think it will. But it is happening.'

Floyd looked up at the bigger man; his face was etched with concern. 'I guess time will tell.’

GP walked to the exit, leaving Floyd to his thoughts. Decades of poking around secret societies
convinced the journalist that all private organisations, especially the more well-known male
fraternities, the Freemasons, Illuminati, Sion brotherhood, followed the same membership oaths to
maintain brotherhood secrecy. So he figured that PanKosmia would be no different.

Chapter 1
Wuhan, China

“A hero is someone who, in spite of weakness, doubt or not always knowing the answers, goes
ahead and overcomes anyway.” — Christopher Reeve

Chynna Zheng looked at the anonymous note. It read: It is already too late to stop this happening,
but I need to tell you how it happened. Unfortunately, I am not in a position to follow this up, but
you are. Scientists at Fort Detrick have developed a Coronavirus research strain. They sent this
strain to a different class four lab, the National Microbiology Laboratory in Winnipeg, Canada. It
was subsequently stolen and smuggled out by Chinese scientists in your Institute of Virology in
Wuhan. The story is that China created it and released it by accident.

Professor Zheng stared at the note. Could it be true?' She wondered. Was the virus strain in the
WIV, and if so, would it be released?' Chynna needed to find out if the new version of the
Coronavirus had arrived. But who could she ask? Chynna turned her focus to some mysterious
patient samples that had arrived at the Wuhan Institute of Virology at 7 pm on December 30, 2019.
Chynna Zheng looked at them using an electron microscope. She was surprised at what she saw and
asked a colleague to take a look. They decided the genetic material resembled Exosomes, which are
extracellular nanoparticles that are part of the cells defence system against diseases that damaged
cells. She phoned the director and asked him, "Why have you sent me samples of Exosomes?

Bai Chang, puzzled, said, 'T haven't sent you Exosome samples. The samples I have sent you show
the presence of a new strain of virus that, if released, could have grave results, worse even than a
SARS outbreak.'



Chynna said, 'Well Director Chang if they are not Exosomes they are identical in every way. Are we
saying that Exosomes have gone rogue and have become threatening to the cell?'

'Forget about Exosomes. The Wuhan Centre for Disease Control and Prevention has detected a
novel Corona-virus in seven hospital patients with atypical pneumonia, and I was hoping you could
investigate it.'

If she had not read the anonymous note, Chynna would not have thought anything of it. But she
had, and somehow the virus had been released. 'A novel Corona-virus?' Chynna said.

'"That's what I said, so drop whatever you're doing and get your renowned team to investigate. If the
finding is confirmed, the new pathogen could pose a severe public health threat—because it belongs
to the same family of viruses that caused severe acute respiratory syndrome (SARS). This disease
plagued 8,100 people and killed nearly 800 of them between 2002 and 2003. So drop whatever you
are doing and deal with it now.’

Chynna thought Director Chang was over-dramatising. To date, the WCDCP had detected some 800
Coronaviruses, all of them novel when first seen, but this was the first time the Centre sprang into
emergency mode.

Floyd rang the number his mysterious source had given him, and an electronic voice informed him
the number was not connected. GP had been accurate in his prediction right down to the date of the
Coronavirus outbreak in Wuhan, China. Now he needed to speak with GP about what was going on.
And Floyd could not contact the man. He remembered his source saying he followed Floyd on
social media. That, at least, could be a useful starting point. Floyd also recalled that GP said he held
an executive position in the GHO (Global Health Organisation).

But even more intriguing was his assertion that he belonged to a secret fraternity whose members
collectively controlled the world. Was the man exaggerating? He had not embellished the
Coronavirus prediction, so the answer was probably no. GP Floyd needed access to all his social
media posts to search for the anonymous source to find out who liked him the most. An online
search told him how to access his activity log. He had to go to his profile and click "View Activity
Log."

Then Floyd had to click "Your Posts' on the left side. Then he had to use the list of years to navigate
to any past posts.

Using the years on the right to help him navigate through his past posts was easy. The tricky bit was
finding GP among all his friends. To keep his research into secret societies separate from other
posts, Floyd had set up his group called 'Graillers' after the cup Christ was supposed to have drunk
from at the Last Supper. The chances were that he would find his answers somewhere in the group
log. He brought up the historical timeline and looked at the lists of peoples responses to each post.

Six names kept cropping up—two of the six left comments from time to time. Of the four left, two
were women, or that's what they put in their profiles. But profiles can lie. At this stage in his
investigation, Floyd wanted to keep things simple. So he concentrated on the two remaining friends.
Kevin Smith posted articles about common law and Smeagol, who seemed quite eclectic in his
subject matter. Floyd figured that GP was one of those two. But which one? He wondered.

Kevin Smith was single-minded to the point of obsession with common law, whereas Smeagol
seemed to have a wide range of interests, as did Floyd. They clicked in most of these areas. So
Floyd went to Smeagol's profile. There was nothing to suggest Smeagol was GP, but he was worth
following up. According to his profile, Smeagol was a civil engineer based in San Francisco. There
was even an Email address. Floyd knew the whole profile could be fake, but it was worth one phone
call. A female voice spoke after the third ring.

'Krowefax Civil Engineering, Koren speaking. How may I help you?'



Floyd pressed on, 'I'm trying to contact a civil engineer with your firm.' He could hardly ask for
Smeagol, could he?'

Which one do you want to speak to?"'

Feeling uncomfortable, Floyd paused. Then he said, T only know his Face Book name.'
The receptionist sighed, 'T don't think that is going to be a lot of help but tell me anyway.'
'Smeagol.’

She thought about it for a moment, and then something clicked with her. 'We do have a man called
Samuel Meagol on our staff. Could it be him.'

'Is he available?'
"Wait a second. I 11 check.'

Floyd waited, then heard, 'He's not available at present. Give me your number and I'll get him to
call.’

Floyd was not happy with that. 'Give me his contact number and I'll ring him.’
'Sorry sir, I can't do that.'

It was such a tenuous lead Floyd wondered if it was worth it. He reluctantly left his number, not
expecting a callback.

How China's 'Bat Woman' Hunted Down Viruses from SARS to...
https://www.democraticunderground.com/100213462397

Visit The Wuhan Centre for Disease Control and Prevention .... https://news.cgtn.com/news/2020-
02-05/Visit-The-Wuhan-Center-for-Disease-Control-and-Prevention-NPJRY JGchO/index.html

Corona-virus treatment news, COVID-19 cure and vaccine ....
https://timesofindia.indiatimes.com/life-style/health-fitness/health-news/Corona-virus-treatment-
news-covid-19-cure-and-vaccine-latest-update-from-leprosy-drug-to-hiv-drug-list-of-drugs-that-
are-being-studied-as-effective-covid-19-treatment/articleshow/75729782.cms

Chapter 2

England, Manchester

"To be heroic is to be courageous enough to die for something; to be inspirational is to be crazy
enough to live a little." Criss Jami

Since taking regular doses of MindEze, Aldous Foster had good days and better days. Not like
before, when it seemed as though the demons of hell were partying in his head. Aldous could not
have coped without Kimmie's unconditional love. Aldous may well have taken his life like so many
other bipolar sufferers without her compassion and support through his dark times. In more rational
moments, Aldous reflected on his good fortune. His rocky journey had somehow gotten him to this
point in time, which found him and Kim Jarrold looking at the artworks inside the Lowry Cultural
Centre as they waited for the man to show.

The couple had time to spare before the meeting, so they became tourists for an hour and used the
time to visit the art gallery exhibiting works by L S Lowry and other modern artists. Kim stood still,
captivated by a piece called "Coming from the mill". Like many of Lowry's artworks, it depicted



working-class life in Manchester in the thriving industrial age. Aldous checked the time on his
phone. 'Come on, Kimmie; we have to meet this Mr O'Byrne in five minutes.' The pair left the
cultural centre, located in the Salford landmark quayside building, and headed for the War Museum,
the meeting's chosen location.

Wycliffe O'Byrne was already at the venue, feeling like a fish out of water. He was much more
comfortable looking after his quarries. The only reason he was there is that he had to prove his
loyalty, without question, to the Brotherhood. Five weeks before, George De Moonschildt
summoned Wycliffe to a private meeting. Wycliffe had not heard the name mentioned before. But
now, he had been invited to join the inner sanctum of Mj12; he would be privy to all the
Brotherhood's secrets. Wycliffe was unsure why the Brotherhood had elevated him in PanKosmia's
circles, but he was not about to question it.

Wycliffe, like the other members of Mj12, was a multi-billionaire. So he allowed himself the odd
luxury, such as the new Bombardier Global 8000, which boasted being the world's longest-range
private jet. Moreover, it could fly to Patagonia without having to refuel. So Wycliffe phoned his
pilot and told him to have the plane ready with a flight plan to fly to the ranch Inalco, in Patagonia,
the very next day.

Wycliffe was not out to impress anybody with his new plane because each member of Mj12 arrived
in their own long-range jet. One of the Brownshirts drove Wycliffe to the main building, where a
servant showed him to his quarters. As Wycliffe unpacked his toiletries, he saw the charcoal grey
suit lying on his bed. A sash lay alongside the other garment. The satin sash intrigued Wycliffe. It
was red and gold and depicted a Latin phrase inside a circle of twelve stars. The motto read: De
antiquis ordinis Pannus Kosmas. The suit fitted as though it were made to measure. Wycliffe wore
the sash, which went from right to left.

As Wycliffe entered a large chamber, he noticed the eleven men present all wore identical dark grey
suits like the one he was wearing. Wycliffe joined them at a large table in the naturally lit chapel-
like building, complete with stain-glass windows and separate from the primary residence. One of
the members, a tall, olive-skinned man with a massive stomach, pumped his firm, calloused hand.

'My name is Gawain Pimpernel. I've heard good things about you, O'Byrne. So we're giving you a
chance to step up.'

Wycliffe, overwhelmed by the salutation, said, 'Step up to what?'

Gawain removed his glasses, wiped the lenses with a silk handkerchief and replaced them on the
bridge of his large nose. Then, indicating the others at the table, he said, "You are in the company of
the executives of "World Enterprises.'

'World Enterprises! I thought this was a meeting of the Ancient Order of PanKosmians. So, what
does World Enterprises do?'

'WE acts as an interface between PanKosmian operations and the world.'
'And how do you do that?'

Gawain smiled, "We smooth the path for our friends to walk upon.'

'And who are these friends?'

Gawain indicated the other men again. "These gentlemen here, Gawain smiled. "There are twelve of
us counting you. We are the Majestic 12.'

'Why twelve? What's the significance?'

Gawain responded, 'It's always been twelve since time immemorial. Nobody questions it.'



Wycliffe nodded.' So, what does WE do?'

Gawain grinned, 'I think I will spell your name Whycliffe, with an "H" as you ask too many
questions. He explained, "World Enterprises looks at new products that help us in our cause.' He
eyeballed Wycliffe. 'Have you heard of MindEze?'

Wycliffe shook his head.

'A young bipolar man came across a herbal remedy in Mali that calms the mind. He called it
MindEze.'

Wycliffe, puzzled, said, "What do mental problems have to do with us?'

Gawain said, 'Soon there will be a global event that will test our effectiveness in controlling the
masses. Passive people are easy to organise.'

'What global event?' Wycliffe asked.

Ignoring the question, Gawain said, 'We want MindEze in all PakFoods products. And we want you
to be instrumental in this task.’

Wycliffe looked at Gawain, stony-faced.
Gawain fixed Wycliffe with his unflinching gaze. 'So do you accept the assignment?”'
Wycliffe was not happy about getting involved. 'And if I don't?'

"We pick the next candidate, and you will never have another opportunity to rise in the PanKosmia's
ranks.' Gawain smiled.

Wycliffe stared at him. After a lengthy pause, Wycliffe uttered, 'Okay, I accept.’

Wycliffe O'Byrne got to the War Museum a few moments before Aldous and Kim. Once the trio
met, Wycliffe gestured around himself. "This is an interesting venue for our meeting, so why this
place?’

Aldous looked at the heavily built man with naturally tanned skin and said, 'Look at it. What does it
say to you?'

Wycliffe looked at the extraordinary design. It was all sharp angles and slightly curved roofs.

Aldous said, 'This is what the mind of a person suffering from mental health disease looks like. My
MindEze helps sufferers become calmer in their heads.'

Wycliffe said, "You don't have to sell it to me. My people love this product and want to take it to the
next level.'

"What level would that be, 'Mr?"'
'O'Byrne. Why don't we find somewhere we can get coffee?’
Aldous smiled, 'Follow me.'

Wycliffe did, and they came to the "Water Shard Cafe and Kitchen". As they waited for their order,
Wycliffe said, 'So, how are your sales going?"'

Aldous beamed, 'Pretty good, we got fifty orders last week.'

Kimmie, not as impressed, said, 'It's a small start but once people feel the benefits of MindEze, sales
will grow exponentially.'

Wycliffe said. 'OK, I'm going to cut straight to the chase and tell you what WE is offering you.'



The coffees arrived, and Wycliffe continued, 'Let me explain. WE represents a range of diverse
businesses that offer worldwide sales. When we see a product that has enormous potential, like your
MindEze, we spread its message to the broader world.'

Kimmie, constantly wary of salespeople, looked into the WE man's cold brown eyes. Then, finally,
she said, 'It all sounds very good, Mr O'Byrne but we're not in a position to make that leap.'

'But all you guys have to do is what you are doing. You license us to manufacture MindEze and WE
deals with everything else - manufacture, marketing and sales. We pay you for exclusive licensing,
rights for which you get a fee and royalties off all the sales we generate.’

Kimmie said,' But we're still able to run our online business!'

Wycliffe almost cracked a smile. 'That goes without saying. As long as you only sell MindEze from
your Website.'

Aldous said, 'Tt sounds too good to be true.'

'Which means it probably is," Kimmie said. But, she added, "We'll need a contract to run by our legal
people.’

Wycliffe smiled and took a file out of a crocodile skin briefcase. "Your contract,” he announced.
"You already had it written up,' Kimmie said, surprised.

'T think you will find it all above board and a very fair offer," Wycliffe said, handing it to Aldous.
But, he added, 'But I do need an answer within two weeks because another prospective company is
waiting in the wings.'

Aldous passed the contract to Kimmie. She quickly scanned the document and then looked up at the
middle-aged man's expressionless face. She smiled, "'Thank you, Mr O'Byrne, we will get straight
onto it.'

Back at Aldous' place, a third floor flat near the Grand Union Canal in Manchester, he put the kettle
on for tea while Kimmie went through the contract. Aldous quite liked his place now, but he always
found it difficult to cope with significant interruptions to his life. Aldous did not have any choice in
the matter. Once Assisted Housing found out about his sizeable inheritance, he had to leave
Adlington House. Moving house was stressful for anybody, let alone a bipolar sufferer, even with
his MindEze. Aldous needed stability in his life; Kimmie had hoped he would have wanted her to
move in with him, but more as a carer than a partner. But Aldous needed his private space, and he
did not even allow Kimmie to turn up without prior arrangement.

Aldous placed the tray with mugs of tea and a plate of Jammy Dodgers on his coffee table. 'Why
aren't they called tea tables when we drink tea?' Aldous said.

Kimmie, deep in the contract, only half heard him and missed his amusing comment. She tossed the
agreement on the table and reached for the milk. "This is far too complicated for me. I'll give Alison
a ring.' Kimmie took her phone from her bag and pressed the solicitor's contact. She soon heard
Alison's voice. 'Hi Alison. We need your help with something.'

'What's the problem?”’

'Have you heard of World Enterprises?’

'No. Why?'

'"They're interested in marketing and selling MindEze.'

'So how can I help?'



"They gave us a contract to read, but it goes way over my head.’
'Can you email me a copy?’
'Sure, but we only have a fortnight to make up our mind.'

Alison Coyne looked over the World Enterprises proposal. It proved too complex for her. She was
not surprised, as it was not her area of expertise. So she got hold of a friend who specialised in

contractual law. He agreed to go over the document, so Alison sent him a copy of the email. Once
he received it, Titus Mason looked over the contract, made a few notes and sent it back to Alison.

Alison contacted Aldous and arranged a meeting in her office. When Aldous and Kim were seated,
Alison gave them a printout of Titus Mason's report. She said, 'My colleague could not find any
reference to a company called World Enterprises. However, that's not unusual. Many major
corporate entities are split into a number of companies that come under the umbrella of a non-
descript holding company. He did say that he was surprised that you were approached by the
holding company and not a branch that specialised in, say, alternative medicines. Although such an
approach is unusual it is not unknown."'

'But what about the deal?' Kimmie said. Did he think it was kosher?'

Alison said, "We don't know. But the important thing is for you to cover yourselves.'
'What does that mean?' Aldous asked.

'Well, have you patented MindEze with the Crown Office and is it certificated?'
Kim looked at Aldous, then at Alison. We have a copyright on the product.'

Alison smiled, 'T will have to go through that. I also think we should apply for a patent. Then you
can enter the arrangement with World Enterprises with confidence.'

'How long will that take?' Kimmie asked.

Alison threw open her hands in an I don't know gesture. Then, she said, 'But you will be courting
disaster without it.'

'Oh, I see,' Kim said.

Alison added, 'T bet that World Enterprises have carried out a search on you and probably know
more about you than you do, including the fact that you are ripe for the picking. Of course, this may
not be the case. They may be genuine, but you can never be too careful in these David and Goliath
business deals.'

Kimmie looked at Aldous, 'I think we should leave it in Alison's hands.'

Chapter 3
England/Patagonia

"A hero is someone who has given his or her life to something bigger than oneself." —
Joseph Campbell

Lara Balabanov sometimes thought of her family back home in Russia. But not very often. It had
been ten years since her siblings had been in touch. And that was only because of her mother's
funeral. The death certificate claimed cancer killed her, but Lara knew the factory's terrible working
conditions had caused her sickness. Lara saw the appalling effect of the long shifts and low wages



on her mother's health. Yet, Lara knew that she would have followed the same path if she had
remained in St Petersburg with its few work options. Fortunately, she was not to suffer that fate.

Lara wanted to become an author. So she studied hard, and eventually, her diligence paid off when
she got awarded a free, state-sponsored, tertiary course to further her education. The bright young
student chose to study Russian and English literature at the prestigious St Petersburg State
University. After her first year, Lara's mother had become sick and could no longer work to support
her family. The Russian welfare system offered some support but not enough to cover the bills. It
broke Lara's heart to have to leave her studies to look after her younger siblings. But she felt the
heavy burden of her responsibility and had to drop out of her course. Worse still, she ended up in
the shoe factory manufacturing military footwear. Working long hours for low pay, she soon found
out what life was really like in Russia.

As time passed, Lara became deeply depressed by how her life had turned out. She had felt stifled
creatively and trapped physically. Lara started drinking with her fellow workers after work. Soon
she was drinking cheap vodka alone, trying to find meaning in her life. Her dead-end path took an
unexpected turn when one of her colleagues introduced her to Sergei Litvinov, a psychologist and
addiction specialist. He immediately saw her potential and showed her how to kick the drink and
get her life back on track. Vitanza, the second oldest sibling, took over as carer, and Lara was able
to resume her scholarship and changed her subjects to Psychology and Social work. Her
determination and obvious intelligence began to open doors. That was the start of her long journey
to the success and financial security she currently enjoyed as a successful author of self-help books.

Lara was labelled an author of the self-help genre. She hated the term. Lara summed up self-help
books in four words — "Be yourself my way", Which was not her. Her books, which had a moderate
following, were about empowerment physically, emotionally and energetically.

Lara worked on her third book with the working title "Medical Mafia" when one of her fans
contacted her, saying he had an excellent idea for a story and wanted to share it with her. Lara lived
in England at the time in a Devonshire town called Paignton. The town boasted a small sandy beach
with an old-fashioned pier. Lara and the fan met near the common, which was close to many cafes.
The pair settled on Katie's Tea and Coffee House, a surprising little eatery, clean and inviting with
reasonably priced fresh food. As they ate thick sandwiches made from hot, crunchy bread, Lara
said, T'm glad we came here. This cafe is a little gem.' Then Lara looked at Oliver Fellows, who was
young, handsome and disarmingly charming. 'So what's your fantastic idea?'

Oliver, who normally captivated beautiful women with his charm, found Lara impervious to his
wiles. The tall blonde, statuesque beauty with high cheekbones put him in mind of Ursula Andress
in the James Bond movie, Dr No. He replied, 'Well, in a nutshell, it's about the corruption
surrounding this Covid 66.6 business. And it is a business. A corrupt business for the profiteers.'

Lara sipped the most decadent coffee she had tasted in Paignton. 'That's dangerous territory unless
you have solid proof of this corruption you speak of.'

Oliver smiled warmly, 'Look, there are armies of funded activists and fake journalists from many
interrelated organisations strategically working together with the deep pockets of globalist funding.
They're set up to destroy individual human freedoms within all democratic nations that use the
template of this living document.'

Lara took another bite of her delicious chicken salad sandwich and wiped her mouth. 'Who came up
with the template, Oliver?'

He looked into Lara's piercing blue eyes. 'I don't know exactly, but the whole scenario came out in a
detailed report from the Rockefeller Foundation in 2010. It was called "lockstep" and is now
emulated by the medical dictatorship shaping our world.'



Lara just nodded and carried on eating.

Oliver continued, 'This year, the Globalists pulled the trigger on their long-awaited and meticulous
plan for activating a multi-pronged ideological subversion in democratic western nations.'

Playing the devil's advocate, Lara said, 'Surely they are doing this to stem the spreading pandemic?'

Oliver replied 'Covid 66.6 provides the profiteers with an excuse to carry out their mass mind-
control experiment in which billions of citizens worldwide willingly accept unprecedented
restrictions on their freedoms, human rights and free speech. Most people passively accept these
radical lifestyle changes, despite these draconian restrictions, which make it impossible for all of us
to carry out our personal and professional lives freely.'

Lara looked at Oliver. 'So who are these profiteers?'

'"That becomes evident once you closely examine the orchestrated pattern of the current crisis
events. Using critical thinking, you can follow the money back to non-government organisations
and globalist institutions that seem to have a penchant for False Flags and bad actors. Then we can
see who and what is benefiting from all of this orchestrated hoax pandemic, economic terrorism,
division and upheaval. These profiteers have, in their silent global coup, subverted western
democracy while fanning the flames of anarchy in the streets. This well-orchestrated coup occurred
on physical and metaphysical fronts, and the rabbit hole goes deeper than most people can digest.
It's much easier for them to accept fear-inducing media propaganda than for them to think for
themselves.'

Lara said, 'Well, good luck with getting that published.’

Back home, Lara debriefed herself. She noted that his name was Oliver Fellows. He gave the
impression that he wanted her professional advice. Yet, it turned out that he wanted to show what a
clever boy he was. Oliver came over suave and devilishly handsome. But that superficiality did not
do anything for Lara. The reflective sunglasses and designer stubble was to make him look cool, but
they left Lara cold. Never once had Oliver asked her for advice on his story. Instead, he made her
feel uncomfortable, and Lara bailed out as soon as she could, making an excuse to leave.

Lara thought that would be the last time their paths would cross, but since their lunch, Oliver had
phoned her several times and had taken to following her. She had told him she wanted nothing more
to do with him, but he continued to pester her.

Lately, Lara noticed that a woman was also following her. The woman, wearing distinctive purple
spectacles, followed her on foot and even in a late model Vauxhall sedan. Oliver drove a Mazda
MXS5 sports car, which fitted in with his style. The stalkers seemed to take it in turns, walking
behind her. But no one approached her, and that scared her most of all.

Lara had Arturo's number but so far had not used it. But it was time to see if he had anything to do
with it. So Lara touched the little green phone icon and waited to hear his voice.

Arturo picked up on the third ring cycle, 'Lara. What do you want?'

'Are you having me followed?'

'Why would I do that?'

"Two people, a man and a woman, are following me around. If it's not you who is doing this?'

'Ms Balabanov, I don't know, and I don't care.' He scoffed, 'l have more important things to deal
with than putting a tail on you.'



The phone conversation was not going well. 'OK, Arturo, I get that you're not behind it, but do you
have any idea who it might be?'

He didn't let up. 'I don't know. It could be the fucking Easter Bunny for all I know.' He paused for
breath, then added, 'Only use this number in an emergency.'

'Well thanks a fucking lot, you bastard. You're nice as pie when you want help with your M-Power
shit.’

'Shut the fuck up about that, you idiot.'
'Why? Have you got someone following you?'
The line went dead. Lara had to look elsewhere for support.

Arturo Bruno contacted Katrina Weber, whom he still saw on occasion for sex and companionship.
He said, 'We need to meet.'

'Oh, do we?' Katrina said suggestively. And where do you think this meeting should take place?'

T1I text you the details.' He curtailed the call before anybody found out about his connection with
the FBI agent. He had no time to spare for Lara's problem. Not with the enormity of the task
awaiting him. Arturo sensed that something was not right, but he couldn't put his finger on what it
might be. There was something of a sinister nature going on at Inalco Residentzia that had nothing
to do with the Neo-Nazis parading around the place. Arturo worked out the twenty or thirty
Brownshirts were a cover for something else. He figured it had something to do with the dozen or
so private guests who arrived in their jets from all over. They were only at Inalco for a couple of
days, and Arturo had no idea what they were doing there. He thought about this while waiting for a
meeting with Herman De Moonschildt. The property owner summoned Arturo for a private
conference. Such a summons was significant. Usually, only Boltz, the ancient retainer, had
permission to speak with De Moonschildt without an appointment. Yet Herman had asked Bruno to
come and see him. Arturo sat across from the Neo-Nazi leader, who sat behind

a massive desk, he said, 'How can I help you?"'
Herman said, 'T wanted

to see you alone.' He paused looking straight at his guest. 'I have read your book about what you
call "APES"

'Alien Parasitic Energy Suckers.'
"Yes, and I am intrigued. So tell me more.'

'Anybody of a fearful disposition attracts negativity into their energy field. This pandemic is fertile
feeding ground for these negative entities. These vampiric parasites do not care who they feed off.
As long as there is fear they never go hungry.'

Herman looked over his mammoth desk at Arturo. 'Do you think COVID 66.6 is man-made?'

Arturo was not going to get caught by the question. So it was safer not to show all his cards at once.
'What I think is irrelevant, Mr Moonschildt. What is important is that when key people get caught
up in the drama and become frightened by the media reportage of the virus, they are greatly prized
by the APES because they can generate anxiety in the masses on a huge scale.’

At this point, Herman received an internal call from Boltz. Herman listened, then turned to Arturo.
'Wait here. I have something I need to attend to.'



After Herman left, Arturo looked around the office for anything that indicated Herman's extra-
curricular activities. He did not have to look far. His eyes came to rest on a document lying open on
the desk. It was a document in a Manilla folder with the words "For your eyes only". Arturo thought
he was in a James Bond film. Intrigued, he turned the file around and saw that it comprised a list of
names and contact numbers. The document was headed simply by the initials TAO of PK's. The
names meant nothing to Arturo, but as the record was essential to Herman, he took photographs

with his cell phone and turned the document around to conceal his snooping.

Chapter 4
North America
“A hero needs equal measures of courage and foolhardiness.” — Chris Deggs

Katrina thought about Flushing Meadows as the Central Park of Queens. And she was not alone in
her view. Some people went as far as to say it was more exciting than Central Park, with its Zoo,
New York Hall of Science and a working carousel. It was also where Katrina had arranged to meet
Arturo, by the World Fair's towering remains. So Katrina brightened when she saw the handsome
Brazilian heading towards her.

Without any form of greeting, Arturo commented, 'Under these difficult circumstances, you would
have thought they would have changed the name of the park.’

Katrina looked into his stern black eyes, 'What's wrong with Corona Park?' Then she got it and
chuckled.

It was Arturo's first visit to the site of two World Fairs. They had symbolised the future but never
foresaw a global pandemic in it. But right now, his focus was one hundred per cent on the beautiful
black woman. She looked gorgeous in her tight black slacks and a red leather bomber jacket over a
tight black top that accentuated her large breasts. Arturo felt an inner stirring, and he had a fleeting
sexual fantasy that involved Katrina bending over hanging on to the turnstiles. Snapping out of his
lustful daydream, Arturo said, 'Lara Balabanov thinks she's being followed. Are your people
keeping an eye on her?'

Katrina said, 'Hope you didn't drag me all the way out here for that!'
T just need to know if your people have eyes on ours?'

'Do you know how many operations the FBI has going on right now?'
'Of course not!" Arturo snapped.

'Well, I'm a tiny cog in a fucking big wheel,’ she snapped back. 'On top of that, because of your
shenanigans, I'm in the fucking sin bin chasing fucking paper around. So how the hell do you think
I know what's going on?'

'Maybe you could ask around?' Arturo pressed.

"Yes, and maybe you can tell me what you're up to these days?'
Arturo smiled, 'Intelligence gathering.'

'About what?'

About who?'

'Who then?' Katrina snapped, exasperated.



'Herman De Moonschildt.'
Katrina turned to face Arturo. 'And what have you discovered?'

Arturo got close to Katrina in a conspiratorial fashion and said, 'Herman is Eduardo De
Moonschildt's and Galia Verdantis' son . But he was brought up by his grandfather, George. So what
happened ...'

... to his parents?' Katrina said, finishing off the sentence.

'"Exactly. And it could be my way in. So I need you to use the vast resources of the FBI to find the
answer.'

Katrina frowned, 'How am I supposed to do that?'

"You said the Feds are interested in Neo-Nazi groups with fat bank accounts. Well, they don't get
much fatter than the Residentzia Inalco bank account.'

'Farringdon is watching me like a hawk.'

Arturo realised there had to be some quid quo pro. 'Let's walk and I'll tell you something that might
get you back in favour.'

Katrina looked at the fairground, which seemed firmly secured against intruders. 'So how are we
supposed to get in?'

'T have friends in low places,' Arturo laughed as he pulled back a piece of corrugated iron that
allowed entry.

As the pair strolled around the abandoned fairground, Arturo said, 'T've got something you might be
interested in.'

'T certainly hope so,' she said, lasciviously.

'No, not that, this," Arturo said, showing her the pictures on his phone.

Katrina enlarged the images with a finger and thumb on the screen. 'Why are you showing me this?'
'"These are photos of a secret document I found on Herman De Moonschildt's desk.'

"So?'

'"Look, Kat, the ranch provides a legitimate front for the Neo-Nazi activity. But that's not all. The
Fourth Reich bullshit appears to be covering up something even more sinister.' He pointed to the
list. 'And these people have got something to do with it.'

Katrina looked at him, askance. 'Something to do with what?'
'"Look at the initials on the folder. Do they mean anything to you?'

She looked at the letters, TAO of PK. "The Tao is an ancient Chinese philosophy, but I don't know
what PK stand for.'

Arturo said, "The whole thing is an acronym for something.'
Katrina frowned, 'T don't know what you expect me to do about this — whatever it means.'

'Just thought you guys might be interested in the men on this list. They each come from a different
multi-national commercial enterprise. And they are all stinking mega-rich.'

Katrina looked at the names. Jesus, this is a who's who of the world's leading movers and shakers.
So what exactly are they up to?'



Katrina turned to Arturo, 'Have you any proof that something illegal is going on?'

Arturo stopped near a derelict pavilion. 'No, but I would love to be a fly on the wall at their
meetings.' He added, 'Private pilots fly these guys to Inalco Residentzia. They stay for just a couple
of days and fly out again. I would love to know what they are doing there.'

'From what you've told me, it's nothing illegal.' Katrina added, 'Are you planning on going back
there?'

'T have to. There's a whisper that the CIA has one of their spooks keeping an eye on things.'
'Have you met this spy?'

'No. But I have to sniff the spook out.'

Chapter 5
Watcher Realm/England

"Our culture has filled our heads but emptied our hearts, stuffed our wallets but starved our wonder.
It has fed our thirst for facts but not for meaning or mystery. It produces “nice” people, not heroes"
___Peter Kreeft

HariSun had been through the "Watcher" retraining process, during which time all emotional
connections with earth beings got eradicated through mind reprogramming. The primary job of a
Watcher is, as the name suggests, to observe. In this case, it was to keep an eye on the experiment
and, when necessary, engage with it. Close contact between watchers and Earth5 humans usually
ended badly and only took place if deemed necessary to keep the experiment on track. The Council
had warned Baruch they considered HariSun too immature for such a testing mission. Nevertheless,
Baruch convinced them that his pupil was ready for the Earth5 project to sort out glitches that had
shown up and disrupted the experiment.

HariSun sat in his cell, waiting for the elder, Kisol, to collect him and assess his progress. HariSun
no longer yearned to see his Earthian friends. He no longer thought of them as his friends. They
were now merely contacts, as they should have been all along. But his mission was to connect with
certain people and learn about human emotions. It was the first time Watchers had delved into that
aspect of humanity, which was quite a can of worms. HariSun observed his contacts close-up, and
discovered emotions influenced his subject's decisions. Responding to emotions got in the way of
their programming and, that hindered the experiment's effectiveness. He observed that humans who
lived close to each other often had arguments, leading to bad decision making. Bad decision making
made humans cautious, which made them more aware of their actions. This unpredictable behaviour
made controlling them more difficult.

So HariSun carried out his mission to the best of his ability. Still, he soon discovered feelings were
not based on facts, and the rational mind could not interpret them. The more the young Watcher
tried understanding human emotions, the more confused he became. He found himself sympathising
with his contacts because they had no idea they were being played, and he could never let them
know it. HariSun could not shake these feelings, and the Watcher security council extracted him
from Earth5.

HariSun thought he had responded well to the retraining, and he considered himself ready to re-
engage with the Earth5 mission. His problem now was to convince the Watcher Council he was
ready. He sat in front of three elders who perused his petition.' Kisol had collected HariSun from his
isolation cell and took him to the council chamber, where he presented to the wise elders with his
evaluation. The young Watcher had to remain silent and leave his fate in Kisol's hands.



Kisol presented his charge's case. 'My lords, when I first worked with HariSun, he had been
contaminated by Earth5 human ways. His mind was affected, and he could not think straight. In his
defence, I must point out that the Elders, including Baruch, gave HariSun the virtually impossible
task of understanding human emotions. This mission was the first of its kind since Enoch's time
when Watcher angels were either the fallen type or of a holy disposition. Both kinds took a
particular interest in the Earthly affairs of human beings and, at times when necessary, interfering in
and controlling individual people's actions. As we know, that situation turned out badly when the
Watcher angels used God's power to indulge in Earthly pursuits. After this, the Elders decided there
would be no more experiments of that nature. Yet, my ward, HariSun, was sent on such a hazardous
mission. Therefore, we must not judge him harshly for failing the test.'

The Council conferred over the issue, and the lead Judge said, 'There will be a short recess while we
three deliberate on this matter.'

HariSun and Kisol were alone in the chamber. HariSun said 'I have to redeem myself in Baruch's
eyes.'

Kisol smiled, 'At the moment, you need to focus on redeeming yourself in the eyes of the judges.’

In due course, the judges returned and took their places on the bench. The lead Judge said, 'Stand
HariSun .' The young Watcher stood in front of the judges.

The lead Judge said, "We have listened to Kisol, and we are all in agreement that you should not
have been sent back on that mission. We, therefore, are giving you a second chance to prove
yourself. The security council has received information that there is trouble brewing on Mars 51.
Ahl-Ka is gathering a massive army to take over the planet. If this happens, he will control all iron
production in the Red world.' The lead Judge looked HariSun in the eye. You will watch and report.
You will not make any physical contact. You will have holographic communication, but you will
only intercede if Ahl-Ka becomes unstoppable.'

HariSun said, 'Before I go, I want to speak to Baruch.'

'Baruch is working on another mission and cannot be disturbed,' The Judge said sternly.
'Is it the Earth5 mission?' HariSun pressed.

Kisol cringed and fired mental daggers at the young Watcher.

The lead Judge said, 'Do you accept the Mars 51 assignment?'

HariSun stared at the Judge, then he said, 'Yes.'

"The Judge said, 'So be it.'

'Well, you got your assignment, so why the long face?' Kisol said as the pair walked through
woodland on the way back to Watcher Central.

'T'm not engaging in the politics of Mars 51; I am ready to re-engage with the human experiment on
Earth5. But, unfortunately, the high Council has kept me away from Baruch. He is not only my
mentor; he is my best friend.'

Kisol turned to the young Watcher. 'Forget about Earth5. You are not going back there. And forget
about Baruch. He has to work on his redemption.’

'What do you mean?' HariSun snapped.
"It was under Baruch's tutelage that you went off track.'

'Do you know where Baruch is?'



Kisol sighed, 'I probably shouldn't tell you this, but Baruch has been relegated to Earth5 to repair
the damage you did there.'

"Then, he needs my help. I know the key people to work with.'
Kisol frowned at HariSun, 'Forget it. The security council will never let you go back there.'

Baruch, or as he called himself "Barry Rock", was busy preparing the way for world government on
Earth5. He had taken a particular interest in Herman De Moonschildt, seeing him as valuable to the
cause. Herman De Moonschildt had taken over the reins after George De Moonschildt, his
reclusive, infamous grandfather, died. Herman was forced to step up and run the massive cattle
ranch in Patagonia. But that was not the complete story where young Herman was concerned.
Although a legitimate business in its own right, the farm was also a cover for something far more
sinister. Herman inherited the title of Grand Master of the Ancient Order of PanKosmians.

Barry Rock came over as a mysterious, imposing figure. He had long white hair and a long flowing
beard. He could have manifested to the Earthians in any guise he chose. He went for the wizard
look because humans related to folklore and film's wise old sage image. Besides, he needed to take
on a powerful, authoritative form with an aura of mystery about it. In this guise, Baruch found it
much easier for him to get his point over. Barry Rock laid down the rules in a private meeting in
which he, Herman and an old German, Johan Boltz, attended behind locked doors. He said to
Herman, 'As PanKosmia's Grand Master you will remain here at the ranch.'

'Are you telling me I have to become a hermit, like my grandfather?'

"You and I have a lot of work to do to prepare for the end game." Our personal feelings do not come
into it.'

Johan Boltz said, 'What right do you have to tell the Grand Master what to do?"'

Herman flashed the old Nazi a withering look. "There is much you do not understand, so please keep
your place.’

Boltz had a thunderous look on his wrinkled face but said nothing.
Barry continued, 'You will guide the PanKosmia process from here."'
'If I'm stuck here, how can I work with my fellow PanKosmians?' Herman questioned.

Barry said, 'You will hold private meetings here with a group of extraordinary gentlemen who
comprise the inner core of PanKosmia.' These key people are known of as the Majestic 12, Mj12 for
short. These meetings will determine policy and strategy. These gentlemen will, between them,
control all the key elements of human society.'

Herman looked at Barry, puzzled. He said, 'So what role am I to play in these meetings?’

Barry explained, "You will only work with Mj12, As has always been the case for the Grand Master.
Your job is to pass on our instructions to your inner circle, nothing more, nothing less. Do you
understand?'

Herman nodded.

Barry Rock added, "You will help Mj12 to come up with the game plan, but you will not pass on the
instructions personally.' Then, indicating the old Nazi, Barry said, 'Johan Boltz will carry out that
task.'

Boltz grimaced and shifted his gammy leg to a more comfortable position. 'T fear I will not be able
to fulfil that function for very much longer.'



Barry sometimes forgot that humans, unlike the Watchers, were not immortal. "Then you will have
to nominate and train your successor.'

Herman said, 'If I am to stay in Patagonia can I communicate with key members online?'

Barry said, 'Communication between PanKosmia and yourself can take place online. Even so, you
will only deal with the PanKosmia inner circle. You will be PanKosmia's powerful invisible God.'

As long as you do my bidding, they will do yours.'

Herman was intrigued by Barry Rock. So after his first meeting with the mystery man, Herman got
one of his top people to check Mr Barry Rock's credentials. Usually, with Herman's connections,
this was a simple enough thing to do. But, there were no records of who he was or his history where
Barry Rock was concerned. Everybody had a narrative. Even if buried deep, it was still there to be
discovered. But not Barry Rock, which meant he was a person to watch. Little did Herman know
that it was Barry who was doing the watching.

Monty DeVere looked in his

bathroom mirror and saw an older man looking out. But he was not old and still had plenty of life
left in him. "There's fire in the old dog yet!" He encouraged himself as he shaved. At 50, he looked
older than the average man of his years, making it difficult for him because he had always taken
pride in his appearance. His hair was thinning, and nowadays, he had to use a product to conceal the
encroaching grey hair. Even his Terry Thomas style moustache was showing signs of grey. Rather
than bemoan the encroaching wrinkles, Monty preferred the idea that he had a characteristic face
lined with experience. He was not surprised he had premature aging. Not when he looked back on
some of his hairy experiences.

Following in his father's footsteps, Monty joined the sappers at age 18. But he needed something
more challenging and managed to get into the SAS. Monty DeVere embarked upon his more
exciting military career, one of the few people in his year to complete the course. Monty snapped
out of his reverie to answer his ringing phone. It was Arturo Bruno; they had not been in
communication since the Montauk op. Monty had gone back to England and spent his time
renovating a stone cottage in the Cotswolds. There were no opening pleasantries with Arturo, who
stated, 'It's time for phase two. I'll send you the tickets with instructions. Follow them to the letter.’

'"Phase two of what?'

'T will tell you when we meet.'
'Tickets to where?'

'Patagonia.’

'Why the hell are you there, old man?'
'All will be revealed.'

Monty sighed, 'How urgent is this, Arturo? It's just that I have to finish fixing my roof before winter
kicks in.'

Arturo, who lived and breathed the "project"”, couldn't believe Monty did not see it as his main
priority. "Your roof may have to wait, Monty.'

"Yes, but winter won't.'



Aldous and Kim met at Alison's office. Titus Mason was present, as was Wycliffe O'Byrne and two
legal people. Alison took them to the conference room, which had a whiteboard and refreshments.
An electric kettle stood by the coffee, tea bags and milk. Then, having sorted out their beverages,
the two teams got down to work.

Wycliffe reiterated World Enterprises offer, which to Aldous and Kim seemed too good to be true.
Titus Mason, the contract lawyer, handed a copy to Wycliffe, with a few suggested changes
concerning clarity and transparency. Wycliffe scanned the highlighted sections and passed them to
his legal team. They read the changes and nodded to the World Enterprises man, who agreed to all
the amendments before him. But, much to Alison's surprise, he went even further than acquiescing
all Herbal Remedy's demands.

He announced, 'Licensing MindEze to WE will open up the market to far more customers than
those who buy it online. WE has an international chain of chemists ready to sell MindEze.
Furthermore, WE is allocating a budget of 100 million euros on marketing, advertising and
promotion over the next five years.'

Aldous was stunned, as were those on his team. He couldn't believe WE would allocate such a
considerable amount of funding for MindEze.

Wycliffe added, 'That's not all. WE is going to build a state-of-the-art factory to keep up with
MindEze demand.'

Aldous looked at Kim, who smiled.

Titus said, 'Just to clarify things does this contract allow Aldous to continue selling MindEze
online?'

Wycliffe forced one of his rare smiles. Then, addressing Aldous, he said, 'MindEze is your
trademark, your product to market as you see fit. We are only interested in WE's part in this.’

After further questions about shares and percentages and WE's online presence where MindEze was
concerned, everyone seemed satisfied, and a contract that suited both parties was duly drawn up.

Chapter 6

Spain/North America

The hero is the person who lets no obstacle prevent him from pursuing the values he has chosen.” —
Andrew Bernstein

Katrina felt increasingly drawn to Arturo. But with her being a federal agent and him skating on the
wrong side of the law, she wondered whether anything would happen between them. They had just

enjoyed staying with his cousin in Cadiz. Katrina had fun spending long lazy days on the beach and
sipping cold beers while eating countless bocadillos. It had been eight years since she had been in a
fulfilling relationship. Now, bad-boy Arturo had arrived on her scene.

On their last night in Cadiz, Arturo dared Kat to go skinny-dipping. They were sitting on the pier
where one of the restaurants had placed a few tables up by the water's edge. Arturo enjoyed seeing
her squirm, but he couldn't believe it when, a little tipsy, she pulled down her strapless dress and
then jumped straight in. The water was freezing. She rushed to the surface, squealing.

Arturo was bent over with laughter. Reaching down to help pull her up out of the water, he gripped
Kat in his tanned arms and felt a jolt of electricity between them. Katrina was bra-less, and as she
clambered up to him, she realised her skimpy knickers were see-through from the water. She did not
know why she felt self-conscious, but she did, despite the fact they had already seen each other
naked on many occasions.



On their way back to his cousin's home, Arturo put his arm around Kat, a gesture that he'd repeated
a hundred times. But this time, the physical contact felt different, more tentative as his fingers
gently circled her sun-kissed shoulder. Katrina's heart was pounding; her senses felt heightened. The
smell of salt water, the sound of music and people chatting came from the restaurants they passed.
Everything was intensified and unreal. Arturo's mind, already in his cousin's home, visualised Kat
sat on the edge of her dining table while he leaned over, kissing her neck. Then, in his fantasy,
Arturo pushed Kat's dress up to her waist, took off her wet knickers, and pushed his erect penis into
her. As he moved inside her, Arturo licked the saltwater off her skin and nibbled the nipples of her
voluptuous breasts. Katrina was screaming in ecstasy.

Later, although the reality did not match Arturo's erotic fantasy, their sex was still wild and
exhausting.

Arturo awoke to the realisation he and Kat had a plane to catch. Then he saw his ebony beauty enter
the bedroom with tea and coffee.

She placed the mugs on the bedside table. 'Oh, good. You're awake.'
'Why is that good?' He mumbled.

T've got some info about Herman's parents.'

Arturo sat bolt upright. 'Tell me more."'

Eduardo turned up at the ranch in the 60s, claiming to be George's son. George was surprised
because he never knew he had a child. But when tested for paternity, Eduardo proved to be his son.’

Arturo said, "Wait a minute! They didn't have DNA matches in the 60s. So how ...?

Katrina interrupted, 'The first form of any kind of parental testing was blood typing. They matched
blood types between the child and the alleged parent or the alleged parent. These tests became
available after scientists realised blood types were genetically inherited.'

'So George had to accept young Eduardo as his son and heir.'

"Yes, but it was an embarrassment to find out that Eduardo's mother had started off a new branch of
the De Moonschildt family tree.'

Arturo turned to Katrina. "This is all very interesting but how do you know George was embarrassed
by his son?'

'George hardly ever ventured off the ranch. Except when he attended the traditional Neo-Nazi
celebrations, such as commemorating Hitler's birthday. He was always called upon to deliver a
speech, but he never mentioned his son, despite Eduardo being in attendance.’

Arturo nodded, then said, 'But we still don't know what befell Eduardo and his wife.'

Katrina said, 'Johan Boltz seems to have been hanging around the De Moonschildt's forever, so he
would probably know what happened to them.’

Arturo grinned, 'I'm sure he knows a lot of things, but we're not exactly buddies.'

Arturo gulped down his coffee. Then, changing the subject, said. 'So who are these people who are
nosing around?’

Katrina said, 'T'm not sure, but it is more than likely to be the CIA. They have also taken a great deal
of interest in the Patagonian Reich.'

Fishing, he said, 'How do they know about it. Do the spooks have someone on the inside?’



'Why does that matter to you?' Katrina responded, puzzled.
'T'm going to pay Herman another visit.'

'For what reason?”'

"The reason I need to know about Herman's parents.'

'It's very dangerous, Arturo. But even more important is that you may well fuck up a major CIA
operation.'

'What do the spooks want with De Moonschildt?'
'What do you want with him?'

Arturo thought about her question. 'Herman is rolling in money, probably from the wealthy old
guard in Germany. M-power desperately needs funding.'

'For what?' Katrina smiled.

"That is definitely on a need-to-know basis.'

'Just tell me one thing. Are you planning on hurting the United States?'
Arturo winked, 'T'm planning on hurting those who are hurting the world.’
'Do you know who that is?’

'Not yet. But I have more than an inkling that Herman does.'

Kat said, "Well, watch your step because the NSA, Homeland Security and the CIA have still got a
hard-on about Montauk.'

Arturo smiled lasciviously. 'T'd much rather watch your backside.'

She tutted, then said, 'OK, you find out what you can about Herman and I'll find out what I can
about your stalkers.'

"Why do you want to know about Herman?"
'We always find wealthy Neo-Nazis to be people of interest.'

Jill Greenway did not know Max had changed his will until Bernard Cramphorn read it out at the
official reading. Max had made a provision for Paul, his son, in the form of PakFoods stocks. The
lawyer read: To my son Paul, who has recently come into my life, I bequeath all my PakFoods
shares. They had a net worth of $10 million. Jill had assumed the shares would go to her, and the
shock nearly floored her. She had inherited the mansion with the half-finished bunker, but the shares
would have given her a majority holding in PakFoods and the power to make sweeping changes to
the company. Now she had to deal with Paul, who was a stranger to her. To get the job done, Jill had
to get him to see and agree with her vision. But first, she had something else to deal with. So she
phoned Peter's number.

Peter Harris picked up. 'Jill, it's great to hear from you. How are you bearing up?'
'Some days are better than others.'

"Yeah. It must be very tough on you.'

'Peter, I have to find out who killed Max and why?'

"Yes, sorry I can't help you. I've handed in my gumshoe licence.'



'Why? You're not sick, are you?'
'No, I'm good. It's just that I retired recently and I'm doing up my boat.’

Jill was crestfallen. She had expected Peter to jump at the chance. 'Peter, I trust you, so please do
this for me, and I will set you up in your retirement.'

Peter recalled the adage that maintaining an ocean-going yacht was akin to standing under a cold
shower while tossing $100 bills down the drain. He could relate to that. So a boost to his retirement
fund would not go amiss. 'What exactly do you want me to do?'

'Peter, I need to know who is behind the hit that killed Max.'

'Do you have any idea who could have been behind it?'

'T think PanKosmia had something to do with it, but I don't have any proof.'
'What or who is PanKosmia?'

'A secret club for rich boys.'

'OK, I'll look into it.'

'Report to me every step of the way.'

'Sure, Jill.'

'But first I want to show you something. Can you come to my home in Houston?'
'T can be there in a couple of days.'

Peter knew that Josh would not be happy with his dad's decision to take on another case, but he had
committed himself and stood by his commitments. He told Josh this, as they had a socially
distanced drink at the Miami Mermaid Bar.

Josh retorted, "Yeah, unless it's a family commitment.'
'Ouch! That hurts.'
"Yeah, well, you can tell the kids their grandpa is not going on vacation with them."

'"Look, Josh, we can all sail down to Acapulco, once we get the yacht fixed. But it's costing me a lot
more than I thought it would.'

"Yeah, which is why the family tried talking you out of it.'
'With the extra cash from this, my very last case, we can get the repairs carried out much sooner.'

Josh rounded on his father, who, he thought, looked thinner than usual, and was quicker to anger.
'Dad, are you OK?'

'What do you mean?'
"You're too old for this private dick shit. And we all want you to come to Disney World with us.'

'"Look, this is just a watch and report job. And I'm getting ten grand for doing it. So this is my last
hurrah, and I won't even be carrying a gun.' Peter said enthusiastically.

'Which is just as well, as you no longer hold a license for it." Josh retorted cynically.

Peter flew private charter up from Miami with PakFoods footing the bill. At the George Bush
International Airport, Peter was chauffeur-driven to Jill's spacious home.



Jill had not seen Peter for some while. She was surprised at his appearance. He had always been tall
and thin, but his friendly brown eyes were lacklustre and tired looking. His short curly brown hair
had gone to grey, and a bald patch spread out from the crown. Jill didn't notice that at first, as he
wore a broad-brimmed hat. She welcomed him into her home and had the maid bring freshly
squeezed iced lemonade.

They sat in comfortable recliners and chatted about old times. During the conversation, Jill brought
up the subject of his family.

Peter said, 'Don't remind me. I'm in the sin bin.'

'What do you mean?'

Peter sighed, 'It's a family thing. When a family member falls out of favour, they send you to the sin
bin.'

Jill smiled, 'I figured that, but why are you out of favour with your kin?' Then she knew and wished
she had not asked the question.

Peter tried making light of it to stop Jill from feeling guilty. 'T was supposed to go
on a road trip with them.'

'Ow! I am sorry, Peter. I should never have browbeaten you into taking on my case.'
"Think nothing of it. It was my decision, and I take responsibility for it.'

'But, if I hadn't pressured you ....'

'Stop it, Jill! I don't want to hear any more about it." He paused for breath. 'Now, what was it that
you wanted to show me?’

Jill took Peter to the half-completed bunker.

Peter whistled through his teeth. "That's a bit extreme, isn't it?'

Tell me about it.' She turned to Peter. 'He changed after getting involved with Wycliffe O'Byrne.'
'Why? What happened?'

'O'Byrne invited Max to become a member of a secret society called PanKosmia. From then on,
Max became a man obsessed.'

'T've looked into Mr O'Bryne's background. He owns quarries all over the globe and he doesn't seem
the kind of guy that would get sucked into whatever con it is that PanKosmia is playing.'

Jill looked into Peter's eyes. 'Neither was Max. PanKosmia preys on the world's richest and most
powerful businessmen, and somehow, by using mind control gets them to hand over their massive
wealth to the organisation as proof of their commitment.'

Peter said, 'And that's what happened to your husband?'

'He was about to give away everything we had worked for. He was going to stock the PanKosmia
survival bunkers with PakFoods for free.'

'Did he have the authority to make that decision by himself?

'By this time he was past reasoning. PanKosmia convinced him that the world was coming to an
end, and only people prepared with their bunkers would survive.'

'So why didn't he finish this bunker?



'After he listened to your Anthony Scales story, he was angry that I went behind his back. But it did
plant doubts about PanKosmia's integrity in his mind. He mooched around our home morose and
worried. The AGM loomed, and Max, caught between the proverbial rock and hard place, could not
please both PakFoods and PK. He confided in Wycliffe and told him he had misgivings about PK's
motives. He demanded to speak with somebody higher up in the organisation before he would fulfil
his food pledge.'

Peter said, 'I'm guessing that did not go down well.’

'Shortly afterwards Max was shot by some madman.'

'And you think there is a connection?'

Jill stared at Peter. 'Don't you?'

'So are you saying PK carried out the hit?'

We both know what happened to Anthony Scales when he tried to leave PK.'
"Yes, but had Max threatened to do so?'

'Max questioned PK's motives. That amounts to the same thing.'

'And you want me to find out who killed him. And I don't mean the gunman.'
'Peter, if it's too much of an imposition ....'

Peter smiled weakly. 'No, Jill, it's not. But the question is where to start.'

"You could try Paul Shaughnessy, er Max's son. He told me he's a journalist and that he is
investigating the matter." Mentioning Paul Shaughnessy's name reminded Jill she could no longer
put off a meeting with her stepson.

Peter said, 'Give me his contact details, and I will follow it up.'

Chapter 7
North America

“Heroes are made in the hour of defeat. Success is, therefore, well described as a series of glorious
defeats.” — Mahatma Gandhi

During the subsequent meeting between Jill and Paul, the tension in the room was palpable. They
felt highly uncomfortable as they sat looking at each other.

Paul, the first to break the ice, ventured, 'I hate elephants hiding in rooms, so let me get something
off my chest.'

Jill said, 'Go ahead.'

Paul took a deep breath. 'T was shocked when I heard that dad had given me all his PakFoods shares.
God knows I haven't earned them. He grinned, 'Heck, I don't even know what to do with them.’

Jill looked into Paul's cold dark green eyes. She felt his pain. 'Well, as we're honest with each other,
it was a big shock that Max didn't leave them for me. But, don't get me wrong, he was perfectly
entitled to give them to whom he wanted. It's just that the shares would have given me the power to
streamline the company, which it sorely needs."'



Paul looked at Jill. T'm a fish out of water here. "This company stuff is all new to me. I know
nothing about running your business. So I'm open to any ideas. So, tell me more out this
streamlining.'

Jill said, 'I'm not a businesswoman, and I will need a lot of good advice to help me run the show.’
'OK, run your ideas past me.'

Jill looked at Paul, 'T'm not ready to run them by the board yet. When I do, I'll need the weight of
your holdings behind me.'

Paul said, 'OK. That could work for me.'

Jill suddenly changed the subject. '"Max wasn't himself, you know. He was already anxious about his
pledge to PanKosmia. Then you came on the scene and made him feel guilty and ....'

Paul stared at Jill. "Yeah, it was pretty awkward for me as well. But I sure as hell didn't want to
make him feel guilty to blackmail him.’

'T didn't suggest that.' Jill snapped.

"Yeah, well, it sure sounded that way to me." He continued, 'If you don't want me to work with you
on this, just buy the fucking shares off me, and I walk out of your life.’

'T will have to talk to my lawyers about that.'
Paul fixed her with his penetrating gaze. 'But I'm still going to find out who murdered my dad.’
Mollified, Jill said, 'T've hired a private detective friend to take on the case.'

"You do what you want, Jill,' Paul countered. T'm looking for answers about my father's death, not
the company boss.'

After Paul had left, Jill had another essential matter to handle. Wycliffe O'Byrne had arranged to see

her and was waiting in reception. To be precise, Jill Greenway, Doctor Greenway, a Bioengineer,
was the genius behind PakFoods edible packaging. That's how she met Maxwell Dorrian, the CEO
of PakFoods. She wiped tears away at the memory of her beautiful man. Jill had only ever met
Wycliffe once, and that was at Max's funeral. She was not expecting to see him again. Jill detested
him for getting Max involved with PanKosmia, in the first place, which she was convinced had
something to do with his death. So when he phoned her to make an appointment at PakFoods, she
was stunned.

Wycliffe, a dour man with an almost perpetual frown, was a rugged individual in business. This was
why PanKosmia, who had been covertly purchasing large blocks of PakFoods stocks, used Wycliffe
as their frontman.

Jill invited Wycliffe into her spacious office. After they were seated, Jill said, "To what do I owe this
dubious pleasure?'

Wycliffe looked straight at Jill. 'Dubious pleasure?’'

She thought, Yes, you took my husband from me. But she said, 'Is this about Max?'
'No. It's purely business.'

'And what does a mining magnate have to do with a food processing company?'

She was straight to the point. Wycliffe liked that. 'T have a proposition for you.'



'Oh!" She said, intrigued but wary. But, then, she added, 'Is this proposition to do with PakFoods or
me personally?’

He stared at her. 'Why would I be here to discuss a personal issue. We hardly know each other.'
And I want to keep it that way, she thought. "Well, as you're here you may as well tell me what it is.'
'It's a natural food additive.'

'What food additive?' Jill asked suspiciously.

'Guierra,' Wycliffe said. But, he added, It comes from Mali.'

'T don't care where it comes from, what does it do?' Jill snapped.

'It helps to calm the mind. The product is called MindEze.'

'And you want us to add it to our foods, as a pacifier?' Jill said, bemused.

"Yes.'

"Why?'

'Because it makes anxious people calm down.'

"What makes you think people need to be docile?'

He fixed her in his gaze. 'Because of the anger, fear and frustration brought on by Covid 66.6.'
She retorted, 'It all makes it easier to turn people into sheep, following the leader.’

Wycliffe had made his point. He gave a hint of a smile and remained silent.

It was mid-morning, and the Wuhan wet market filled with shoppers as customers haggled for the
wild animal produce on sale. Nobody noticed the non-descript Chinese man as he sat alone, waiting
for Joe Brandon to turn up. He glanced at his watch. The American agent should have been there by
now, but he was not surprised. In China, the Yanks had a reputation for being crude, slovenly and
often late for meetings.

Working undercover for the CIA, Joe Brandon was already there, observing the Chinese man and
the metal briefcase from afar. Ascertaining the coast was clear, Joe approached Dr Ming, the
researcher from the Wuhan Virology Institute. He sat down opposite the Chinese scientist. 'T want
you to push the case over here with your foot.'

'Where's my fee, Mr Brandon?' Ming asked.

Brandon took out his iPad, tapped the screen a few times, then turned it around so Ming could see
the bank account details and the transaction fee. 'Push the case over here, and I will transfer the
funds.'

The scientist gently moved the metal case over to the agent's side with his foot.
Brandon put his hand out, 'Give me the key.'

Ming smiled, '"There are no keys, Mr Brandon. Just two four-digit codes.’

Joe put the case on the seat beside him. 'Give me the codes.'

'As soon as you complete the transfer,’ Ming said nervously.



Brandon did not trust the scientist, but he had to have the sample and get away before attracting
unwanted attention. 'He pressed the "complete transfer" button, and the money appeared in Ming's
secret bank account.

Ming smiled and gave Brandon the codes.

Brandon turned the four dials on the first lock, and it sprang open. He repeated the process and soon
had his eyes on the vial, sitting in its Styrofoam padding. Then, having got his prize, Brandon
closed the case. He took back his iPad and pressed "cancel transaction".

Ming reached out to grab the iPad. 'What are you doing?'

'"There's been a change of plan,' the agent said.

'What are you talking about?' the scientist demanded, breaking out in a sweat.

Brandon got up. 'Nice doing business with you, Dr Ming.'

'Ming, realising Brandon had cheated him, grabbed the briefcase.'

The agent brandished a handgun. 'Put down the case, or I will shoot.'

Fixated on the weapon pointing at him, Ming never saw the police officers heading his way.
Joe yelled, 'PUT DOWN THAT CASE RIGHT NOW!'

"You double crossed me,' Ming spat, removing the vial from the case. 'If you shoot me, I drop this
and we all die'.

Things had gone pear-shaped, and Joe was unsure how to proceed.
Then one of the cops said, 'Put down that test tube or I shoot!'

Ming knew they wouldn't do that. It was far too dangerous. Then he was hit by a shower of bullets.
The vial left his dead fingers and fell on the path, shattering, releasing its deadly invisible contents.

Peter Harris wanted to talk to Arthur Buller, but it wasn't going to be easy:

1. He was locked up in the Behavioral Hospital of Bellaire under armed guard.
2. Peter wasn't a relative, and Arthur Buller hardly ever had visitors.

3. He was pumped full of drugs that left him a dribbling mess most of the time.

He contacted Paul Shaughnessy at PakFoods.' Hi Paul. I'm Peter Harris and I'm a friend of your
stepmother.’

Paul found it challenging to think of Jill as his stepmother. 'Why are you calling me?’'

"Your step - er Jill Greenway - has hired me to find out about who is behind Maxwell's murder. She
said you were doing the same thing.'

T'm a journalist and I'm working on an article about a son who only knew his father for a couple of
days before a mentally unbalanced man shot him dead.’

'Have you spoken to Buller?'
'No. I don't even know what's happened to him.’
'T know where he is, but I can't get to speak with him.'

'So, how am I supposed to help?'



"You're the bereaved son who needs closure. Maybe you can persuade one of the staff to let you see
him.'

"To what end?'

Peter said, "We need to meet and discuss this.'

Paul said, 'T'll give you a few minutes. Give me your email address, and I'll send you the details.'
After the call, Peter phoned Jesse Devenport.

Jesse Devenport picked up his phone, "Yes, who's speaking?'

'Peter Harris here. I'm a private investigator.'

'Oh! How can I help you?

'T'm guessing you know about the Maxwell Dorrian murder.'

'Of course. It's been all over the news.'

'His widow has hired me to investigate the circumstances of his death.'
"Yes, what about it?"

'l want to speak to you about MK-ultra and Monarch.'

The words made Jesse go cold. 'Why?'

'T think the murderer was manipulated into shooting Maxwell Dorrian. I want to find out who was
behind the hit.'

Jesse stared at the phone. "Who the hell are you?'

'Like I said, I'm a private investigator and ..."

"Yes, I got that bit. How the hell did you get my number?’'
'T can't divulge my sources.'

'And [ won't answer your questions.'

'What, even about Andrew Cowper?'

Jesse felt a sharp chill race down his spine. An old ghost had come back to haunt him. "What are
you talking about?'

"It seems both your father and you have murder in common. You both tried to cover up a homicide.'
Jesse froze. After collecting his thoughts, he said, 'T had nothing to do with Andrew's death.'

'Maybe so, but you knew about it and did not report it to the authorities. That makes you an
accessory.'

'OK, just what the fuck do you want? Jesse spat, angrily

'Like I said, I need to speak with you about CIA mind control methods.' Peter added, "That's
something else you and your father had in common.'

Jessie grimaced but said nothing.

Peter said, 'Can you come to Miami?'



"That's one hell of distance for something we can do over the phone.’
'It's important that we meet face-to-face.'

Jesse paused, then said. 'If you want to see me, you'll have to come to Seattle.’

Chapter 8
China, Wuhan
"People do not turn people into heroes. Circumstances turn people into heroes." Chris Deggs

Professor Chynna Zheng turned up at the Wuhan Centre for Disease Control and Prevention, where
she met Director Bai Chang. First, he took her through to a biosafety level 2 facility. Then, he
invited Chynna into an empty office and closed the door.

Chynna felt uncomfortable. "Why do you want to see me, Director?'

He said 'An unprecedented amount of research and funding had been focused solely on
understanding this novel Corona-virus, Covid 66.6.'

'Director, I'm sure you haven't taken me away from my work just to tell me what I already know.'

Chang ignored her and continued, 'This virus has already claimed nearly 150,000 lives across the
globe. And while you scientists have gotten to know some of the most intimate details of the virus
now named SARS-CoV-66.6, one question has evaded any definitive answers.'

Wondering where Chang's speech was going, Chynna said, "What question would that be?"

'Where did the virus come from?' Chang looked straight at the Professor. 'We want you to find the
answer to that question.'

Chynna, surprised, said, 'Oh! Then you had better tell me everything you know.'

Director Chang handed her an inch thick file, saying, 'The Wuhan Municipal Health Commission
reported a cluster of pneumonia cases in Wuhan, Hubei Province. They eventually identified a novel
Coronavirus. But until we find patient zero, we have no clues as to the cause.' Chang spoke into an
intercom on the desk. 'Has Dr Lin and Dr Haye arrived yet?' Then, after a short pause, he said,
'Well, send them in.' Chang introduced Chynna to Dr Jasmine Lin, head of Level 4 virology. And a
Dr Daniel Haye.

'"Professor Zheng your reputation precedes you. We are pleased to have you working with us, Dr Lin
said.’

'It is my pleasure to be here with you. So what have you discovered?'
Lin said, 'We have picked up a new Corona virus.'
Chynna nodded. 'What measures have you put into place?'

'T have sent a team to Beijing to initiate an international response to learn more about viral
characteristics and public health response to help us contain the virus.' Lin turned to Chynna. "'We
need to concentrate on finding the original patient.’

At the Wuhan Virology Institute, Chynna's team had advanced molecular techniques that made it
easier to track down the first patient infected with a disease. But, until now, she had used
simulations. This outbreak was the first time she had to put her theory into practice.



Daniel Haye joined in the conversation, saying, 'If I may say so, Professor Zheng, it's not quite like
that. Finding patient zero may be useful in some but not all instances.'

Chynna knew the rude scientist by reputation. The infectious disease epidemiologist from the
London School of Hygiene & Tropical Medicine was renowned for his out-of-step views in
controversial matters. She responded, 'Mr Haye, Director Chang sent me here because he supports
our molecular techniques. If you have a problem with that, may I suggest you take it up with him.'

Haye knew upsetting the Professor was not an intelligent move. Not if he wanted to keep his
research grant at Beijing Immunochina Medical Science and Technology. 'All I'm saying professor,
is that finding patient zero is only useful if they are still alive and spreading the disease.' He paused
then said, 'In most cases, especially in large disease outbreaks, they're not.'

"Thank you for your input, Dr Haye, Chynna said, adding, T'll let you know if I need your help.'

Daniel Haye left the scientists discussing Professor Zheng's theory. Then, out of earshot, he pressed
a contact on his phone. Hearing a response, he said, 'Professor Zheng is in Beijing to test out her
molecular technique to find patient zero.' Haye paused, then said, "Yes, I know she won't find that
which does not exist.'

Wuhan lab says there's no way Corona-virus originated there ....
https://www.livescience.com/Corona-virus-wuhan-lab-complicated-origins.html

Chapter 9

North America, Seattle

“One quality all heroes share is COURAGE, without which we can not escape from OUR CAGE.”
— Chris Deggs

Once a symbol of industrial expansion in the Pacific Northwest, the flour mill was derelict and
abandoned. The afternoon sun beat down on the colossal wreck of the former Fisher Flour Mill, the
venue Jesse chose to meet with Peter Harris. Jesse was there first, feeling uneasy about the
arrangement. He just wanted to put the whole CIA mind control program behind him for two key
reasons. First, the CIA did not want anyone involved with the MK-Ultra program talking about it
out of school. Secondly, AeroTech, the company he worked for, handled a lot of military contracts.
So it was not wise to divulge stuff going on in the CIA. Jesse had managed to compartmentalise his
life since working for the "Company". Jesse put his time in the CIA behind him, and he moved on.
He had been successful to a degree. But now and again, something or someone crawled out of the
woodwork to haunt him. He snapped out of his reverie when he saw a guy in his sixties

approaching.

Peter Harris said, "Why meet at this derelict mill. It all looks pretty depressing.'

'Would you have preferred the mall?' Jesse retorted.

'OK, I'm Peter.'

'Well you know who I am,’ Jesse said. He added, 'You can start by telling me why you called.'

'T need to talk to Arthur Buller, but he's locked up in the Behavioral Hospital of Bellaire under
armed guard.'

'OK, but what does that have to do with me?'

Peter said, 'Let us take a walk.'



As they meandered through the industrial decay that abounded within the abandoned mill, Peter
said, 'Reports in the media said that after the shooting, Buller was found in the park wandering
around aimlessly, carrying his rifle. "That's a symptom of somebody being mind manipulated, isn't
it?'

"It could be. But it's just as likely that he couldn't face the reality of what he'd done.’

Peter said, 'He'd never met Maxwell Dorrian and he had nothing against the man. He had no idea
why he'd killed another human being.’

Jesse rounded on Peter. 'Had he seen a lawyer before talking to the police?'
'No. He waived that right. And they stuck him in a mental institution.'
"That sounds like a reasonable response to me.'

Peter grabbed Jesse's arm. "You know what goes on with MK-Ultra.' He paused then said, 'I've come
a long way, at my expense for this meeting, so please don't fob me off.'

'T don't know what you want of me," Jesse said.
Peter tried another tack. "'How about I ask you direct questions and you just answer, yes or no?'
'Go for it,' Jesse agreed.

Peter took out a notebook in which he had written down some questions. He began, 'OK, when you
worked for the CIA did you use post-hypnotic control on subjects contrary to their basic moral
principles?’

"Yes.'

"Were you able to "alter" the subject's personality, to induce amnesia under any and all conditions?'
"Yes.'

'Could you seize a subject and, in the space of one hour, control him to, say, crash an airplane?'
'Well I was never involved in such an op but I guess it could be done."

'OK, now here's my last question.' Peter took a deep breath. 'Can the CIA devise systems for turning
uncooperative subjects into willing agents and then transfer that control to untrained agents in the
field by use of codes, identifying signs or trigger words?'

'Again, yes.'
Peter smiled, 'Thanks for your honesty.'
Jesse stared at Peter, puzzled. 'T don't get it. You can get all that info from Google.’

Peter returned the smile, "Yes, but with you, it's straight from the horse's mouth.' Then, he added,
'What you've just confirmed ticks all Arthur Buller's boxes. Whoever wanted Maxwell Dorrian
dead, used MK-Ultra programming and used Arthur Buller to pull the trigger. And I want to know
who that person is.'

Jesse said, 'Good luck with that.'
'What do you mean?'

Jesse fixed Peter with a steely gaze. 'Even if by some slim chance you did find out who was
controlling him, you can never prove it. MK-Ultra was officially discontinued in the 70s and you
will never prove different.’



'But it is still used, right?'

'What do you expect me to say?'

'Well you said that MK-Ultra was used in Dorrian's death.’

'T said it looks like it," Jesse snapped.

'Could there be rogue agents using it for their personal agenda?'

Jesse shrugged, 'It's possible.'

'Do you know any such people?'

Jesse said, 'I've been out of the loop for years. I don't socialise with anybody from the Company.'
As the pair completed their stroll, Peter said, 'Why was Andrew Cowper killed?'

Jesse, surprised at Peter's bold approach to the subject, snapped, 'What's that got to do with
anything?'

'According to the statement you gave the cops, after the discovery of Cowper's body, you were most
likely the last person who saw him alive.'

Jesse stared at Harris, '"How the hell did you get my statement?'

'T have friends in the police department.'

'Well, for your information, I wasn't the last person to see him alive. That gig belonged to the killer.'
'OK, Dr Devenport, why did Lieutenant Cowper want to meet you?'

'Isn't that intel in my statement?' Jesse retorted.

Peter said, 'I'm guessing he wanted you to do something for him. Something not Kosher.'

'Guess what you like.'

"You didn't want to do it. But Andrew had something on you and threatened to expose you if you
didn't help him.' Peter turned to Jesse, 'How am I doing so far?'

"You're the one telling the story. So you tell me.' Jesse sneered.

Peter, undaunted, continued. 'You had to get Cowper off your back; you arranged to meet him in the
park the next day.' Jesse did not respond, so Peter continued.' 'OK. Now, here's the best bit. You're in
league with at least one other person. You tell them the mission is compromised by this Andrew
Cowper. This other person dealt with the problem. Right?'

'Why are you telling me all this?' Jesse snapped.
'Because I want you to come with me and see Arthur Buller.'

Jesse sighed, 'OK, I'll go with you. Then you leave me alone.'

Chapter 10

“I think of a hero as someone who understands the degree of responsibility that comes with his
freedom.” — Bob Dylan

Apart from Herman De Moonschildt, the only other PanKosmian Barry communicated with was
Wycliffe O'Byrne. Owing to his services to PanKosmia, O'Byrne was elevated to the PK inner



sanctum and a seat in the esteemed inner circle. Not one to look gift horses in the mouth, Wycliffe
accepted the promotion without comment. But his rise in the ranks meant spending more time and
energy engaged in PK work. Wycliffe thought about these things as he waited at the top of the
McDermot quarry, his latest acquisition. Now he was to meet the Watcher again. Wycliffe saw a tall
bearded man approaching. But it was not Harrison. There again, Harrison had told Wycliffe
Watchers were also shape-shifters. Wycliffe did not believe Harrison, but he did not say anything.
After all, the whole mysterious deal was weird, so who knows?

It was getting dark, and Wycliffe did not want to hang around. It was an unseasonably cold evening
with the threat of rain. Wycliffe stared at the Watcher, who had long thick grey hair and beard to
match and who put him in mind of Gandalf from Lord of the Rings.

The stranger said, 'My name is Barry Rock.'

'Where's Harrison?' Wycliffe asked, puzzled.

'He has to attend to other duties. I am overseeing his role now.'
'Oh!" the quarry magnate said, surprised.

'Events are speeding up on Earth. Your world has suffered unprecedented catastrophic natural
disasters. Now you must gear yourselves up for something much bigger, something that will affect
all of humanity.'

'What are you talking about?' Wycliffe asked nervously.

'T believe you PanKosmians call it 'Operation Secure in Place.’

'So it's finally happening.'

'More will be revealed when you need to know.'

Wycliffe stared at him. 'T don't think my people will be content with that tantalising tit-bit.'
Barry said, 'T don't remember telling you to tell them what I have just told you.'

"You have told me nothing.'

'Mr O'Byrne, you must stay alert. Soon, you will receive a message from the PK Grand Master.
Then you act.’

'Do you mean Herman De Moonschildt?’

'T don't know of any other Grand Master of Pan Kosmia, do you?'
'No. So, will Herman be present at the meeting?'

'Of course.'

Johan Boltz had worked for George De Moonschildt as man and boy for over seventy years, and
now the great man was dead. Johan mourned his passing but kept his grief private, as private as
George De Moonschildt's life. He had a pledge to fulfil right now to train and prepare the grandson
and heir Herman De Moonschildt. Somehow, Johan took a rancher and transformed him into one of
the most influential people on Earth. Boltz was in his 80s and knew his time would soon come. He
was feeling his age and the aches and pains that came with it. He had to mould young Herman into
a man of great power and wisdom in what time he had left. Johan thought of purses and sows ears.
Sighing heavily, Johan went searching for his apprentice. Instead, he came across Arturo.

Arturo was in the stables stroking a horse below its eyes. Then, he heard the tap, tap of Boltz's
walking stick on concrete.



Boltz said, 'So, you like horses, Herr Bruno.'

"They are beautiful creatures.'

Boltz looked at Arturo, 'They are powerful beasts. Yet they allow man to control them.'
"Yes, even when it puts them in harm's way.'

Boltz stared at the Brazilian. "What are you doing here?’

'T'm here to help Herman.'

"What makes you think he needs your help?'

'His grandfather has just died. He has inherited this place. It's too much for him to handle by himself
and he is out of his depth.’

'Ja, that is so.'
'‘But he has you to train him, Johan,' Arturo said cynically.

'Not for much longer,' Boltz said, Arturo's sarcasm going over his head. His eyes narrowed, "You are
either a swindler or a spy. I'm not sure which, but you are you're treading on very thin ice.’

Arturo said, 'T'm neither of those things. I'm here to protect him from such people. That's why I told
him about the CIA watching him, waiting to make their move.'

Boltz tapped his stick on the ground, and two young men stepped up behind him. They were built
like weightlifters and wore brown shirts with swastika decals near their shoulders. Boltz said, 'Herr
Bruno, I don't trust you and I will find out why you are here. If you are a threat to us ...

'T am no threat. I'm here to help Herman with stuff you could never comprehend.’

'T will find out and there will be swift retribution,’ Johan said, completing his sentence. But, Boltz
added, 'Tt will be better for you to leave here and never come back.’

Arturo looked at the old servant. 'T am here at Herman's request as one of his guests. You'd better
remember that before making veiled threats, Mr Boltz.'

Chapter 11
China, Wuhan

“A hero is an ordinary individual who finds the strength to persevere and endure in spite of
overwhelming obstacles.” — Anon

The Chinese government denied the shooting incident in Wuhan and the subsequent release of the
Coronavirus into the marketplace. The incident that triggered a worldwide scare got quickly
relegated to conspiracy theory status on social media networks. Now the Coronavirus cat was out of
the proverbial bag, the global elite had to come up with a plausible narrative to account for the
premature release of the disease. With the Chinese government's permission, the official line was
that the virus got accidentally released from the Wuhan Virology Institute. The WVI could modify
the story as needed. But for now, it was the only way to explain the virus's rapid spread in Wuhan.

Armed with this version of events, the advanced team in Beijing had to prepare the questions the
international squad needed to learn. The team needed to understand the characteristics of the virus
as well as the public health response. China quickly put into place measures to try and contain the
virus. Among the group of international experts was a man called Matthew Armitage. He did not
have a medical science background, and he wasn't even interested in what the health experts were



doing. Although Armitage was neither a doctor nor a scientist, the Beijing team included him
because certain influential people had decreed it. Now he was set to do his work. He listened as the
experts with a wide range of specialisations increased their understanding of the outbreak to guide
global response efforts. This strategy was where Matthew Armitage came into the picture. He was a
media magnate who owned many TV channels and published many of America's well-known
newspapers.

One of the delegates said, 'Since being notified of the outbreak on 31 December, the GHO Country
Office in China, supported by the regional and international offices, has worked to support China,
and indeed the world, to scale up the response.’'

Matthew saw this as his cue. 'We need to order everyone returning to Beijing and Wuhan to go into
quarantine for 14 days or risk punishment, Armitage said.' The idea was to impose laws on the
world population a little at a time while convincing the public it was for their good. The GHO
delegate agreed it was a good start.

Matthew got onto the editor in chief of his news media empire, and the lead story the next day read:

The latest attempt to contain the deadly new Coronavirus in China has been to order residents in
Beijing and Wuhan to "self-quarantine or go to designated venues to quarantine" after returning to
the Chinese capital from their holidays. This measure was put in place just as Egypt had reported
the first confirmation of the Coronavirus affecting Africa. We now have statistics showing that over
1500 people had died from or with the virus, which originated in Wuhan city.

Professor Chynna Zheng looked at the figures. Many experts said the virus from Wuhan, China,
turned into a global pandemic, with a mortality rate (based on official statistics) of roughly 2%. By
contrast, the mortality rate of the 1918 Spanish Flu was 2.5%. The Spanish Flu was a global
catastrophe, killing more people than those who died in World War 1. She thought it was premature
and irresponsible to publish such figures based on a computer algorithm, which was all the experts
had to go on. She was also concerned at the vague report that 1500 people had already died from the
virus. But Director Chang of the Wuhan Virology Institute had told her to find patient zero, and that
was more than enough to keep her busy. If the Wuhan accident story had any integrity, Chynna
knew that patient zero was likely to have been those closest to the vial that smashed on the stone
pavement, namely Dr Ming and the American agent. But that study was considered a myth, and
Chynna had to find another starting point. The whole exercise seemed pointless, and Chynna
contacted the Director to explain the situation.

Director Chang listened to what she had to say, then he said, 'Forget about the alleged Wuhan
incident. It never happened so your patient zero had nothing to do with it.'

Zheng argued, 'Just because the media tells us these things, it does not necessarily mean they are
correct. We know the time of this alleged incident, and there are surveillance cameras all around the
area, so we can find out who was nearby when the virus was allegedly released.’

'Chynna, forget it. It did not happen.' Chang said tersely.

"You may very well be right, Director, but for me, to be able to do my job thoroughly I have to cover
all avenues of inquiry,’

The Director paused, then said, 'Perhaps you're wasting your time on the patient zero case. Come
back to the Institute and work on the virus from here.'

The Global Health Organisation headquarters, situated on Geneva's outskirts at the end of Avenue
Appia, was about one and a half kilometres from the Palais des Nations (UN). Matthew Armitage
alighted from his cab, walked under the massive canopy, and entered the GHO building portals.
Armitage's mission was to speak with Dr Theodore Adams, the Director-General. The DG was



expecting Armitage, and he got his PA to leave instructions for the reception staff to show him the
way to his office without delay.

Dr Adams had not heard of Matthew Armitage, but he had heard of PanKosmia, and he knew the
two were connected. He knew of PanKosmia because of all the donations that came to the GHO
from that quarter. Contributions to date amounted to around $3 billion.

As Matthew entered Theodore's luxurious office with its panoramic city view, Theo Adams

welcomed his guest. They sat down to pow wow, or to be more precise, Armitage was gently laying
down the law. Theo listened as Armitage explained, "This pandemic is allowing us to bring our plans
forward. We are now ready to implement the Lockstep experiment as put forward in the Rockefeller
Foundation 2010 report. But that aspect of social engineering doesn't affect you. What does is this,’
Armitage said, passing a file to Theo.

Theo read the title. 'GHO procedures to contain the novel Corona-virus 66.6.' Theo looked up at
Armitage. 'Where did the numbers 66.6 come from?'

Armitage chuckled. 'It's the best way to put the fear of God up those Christians.'
Theo, feeling uneasy, said, "This virus is no joke!'
Armitage chuckled again. 'Oh, but it is.’

Theo almost reacted but bit his tongue. Instead, he went through the list of requirements. There was
a note at the front of the file sub-headed, "The Top-Down Hierarchy and What it Needs to Know".
He looked up from the notes. "What's that supposed to mean?"

Armitage said, "You will impose the rules and regulations of a lock down policy. You will instruct
the Chief Medical Officer of each nation who will, in turn advise their governments of the GHO
restrictions imposed on all human populations, which will be enforced under new emergency
measures, to contain the virus.'

Theo looked puzzled, 'As I understand it, COVID 66.6 is very contagious, but it has a super low
mortality rate.'

'So?'
'Considering this, aren't these restrictions a bit over the top?'

"That is not your concern. It's your job to head up the team advising the various governments on
GHO restrictions.'

Theo said, 'T don't feel comfortable quarantining a healthy populace for something as non-life-
threatening as ...'

Armitage looked at Theo with cold eyes. 'Never-the less you will carry out your instructions, won't
you?'

Theo stared at Armitage, 'T will have to discuss these measures with my executive medical
committee.'

Armitage leant across the table towards Theo. "You don't have to, but if you feel better
implementing these rules by doing it that way we don't mind.'

Theo sensed the colour drain from his cheeks. He was no longer running the GHO; he was now
merely the messenger of Deep State protocols. Theo feared the implications of the strict rules
concerning the virus. But he feared the power and reach of the Deep State even more.



Armitage was concerned about Theo's resistance. Armitage thought perhaps he ought to give Theo a
greater insight into the overall plan. Maybe, if Theo felt included in the bigger picture, he was more
likely to follow orders without question. So, he said, "We needed a virus to fit the Rockerfeller
foundation plan. So a (SARS/HIV hybrid research strain was created in the Fort Detrick class 4 lab
during 2008-2013.

Theo said, 'Wasn't that made as part of a research project to find out why Corona-virus has spread
like wildfire in bats but has an extremely hard time infecting humans?'

"Yes, that's correct. Hence the 4 HIV inserts, aka the missing key to infect the human ACE-2
receptor.'

Theo knew that ACE2 was a receptor for the virus that caused COVID 66.6. 'Why are we looking
for a key to infect the ACE2 receptor?'

Armitage said, 'T will leave you to join the dots. But you must not breathe a word of what I have just
told you.'

Novel Corona virus(2019-nCoV). https://www.who.int/docs/default-source/coronaviruse/situation-
reports/20200211-sitrep-22-ncov.pdf?sfvrsn=fb6d49b1_2

Corona virus: Is China giving us the full picture? | Reynolds.
https://www.app.com/story/opinion/columnists/2020/02/14/coronavirus-china-giving-us-full-
picture-reynolds/4751842002/

Corona virus: Is China giving us the full picture? | Reynolds.
https://www.app.com/story/opinion/columnists/2020/02/14/coronavirus-china-giving-us-full-
picture-reynolds/4751842002/

Corona virus: Beijing orders 14-day quarantine for .... https://www.bbc.com/news/world-asia-china-
51509248

Novel Corona virus(2019-nCoV). https://www.who.int/docs/default-source/coronaviruse/situation-

reports/20200211-sitrep-22-ncov.pdf?sfvrsn=fb6d49b1_2

Chapter 12
England, North America
To be a hero or a heroine, one must give an order to oneself.” — Simone Weil

'T mean, just look at America," Monty commented as Dionne, and he had jam scones with cream and
tea in a ceramic teapot at the Riverside Cafe in Bourton on the Water. 'I like this place, and they
have good Covid management that's not over the top giving it a relaxed atmosphere, unlike other
cafes, where the staff wear those ridiculous masks. Some eateries have masked staff and tables and
chairs thoroughly disinfected between customers.'

'T don't follow the news,' Dionne smiled.
'Do you mind if I continue?'
'No, go ahead.’

"The United States, under Dr Eva Jones, Executive director of the CVC (Centre for Virus Control)
has shut down schools across America, putting over 30 million children at risk of going hungry. It
closed businesses leaving over 20 million workers without any income.'



Dionne, playing Devil's advocate, said, Isn't it crucial for America to lock down its economy, to
save lives?'

'That is open to question, Dionne, this extreme reaction has terrible consequences for the poorest
American citizens. People of colour and low-income people are disproportionately losing
livelihoods and countless lives, many many more than those claimed by the alleged pandemic.'

Dionne locked eyes with Monty. 'T'm sure the medical staff at the coal front are doing their best.'

Monty took a bite of his scone. 'Dionne, in the face of a coordinated response, those in the medical
profession genuinely trying to help, find themselves faced with insufficient and incorrect data,
inadequate amounts of protective gear and testing equipment and no exit plan in sight.'

'Well, Monty it's all new, isn't it? Most of the brave souls dealing with the victims have never been
faced with a pandemic before.'

"They deal with pandemics every flu season, but there's no need for public alarm," Monty countered,
dabbing at his pencil moustache with a serviette. He added. 'Then this experiment was foisted onto
many other nations. 'The Global Health Organisation is making these Draconian rules and
regulations, and there is nothing we can do about it.'

Dionne said, "There must be someone or something behind the GHO pulling their strings.’
'And who would that be?' Monty said, sensing a conspiracy theory feeling coming on.'

After adding cream to the strawberry jam on her scone, she said, "There has to be more than one
person involved to pull this off. I'm not talking about a super villain stroking his white cat while
explaining his nefarious plans to enthusiastic minions. I'm talking about a group of powerful,
dedicated men who are using this alleged Corona virus pandemic as a way to implement a world
government run by unelected technocrats.'

Monty said, "You might well be right, but can you prove it?'
'T doubt we can prove that such an organisation actually exists.'

Jesse Devenport could see the clues that most people either missed or never bothered to investigate.
The first category always smelt real or imaginary rats whenever great wealth and influence were
involved. The "Novel Corona-virus" being a critical case in point. Jesse knew that mind control
began with focused penetration testing centred on tools used on MK-Ultra subjects from his CIA
days. After World War II, there was an important role for social engineering within test groups. But
Jesse was over that, and he did not want to dwell on such things. However, Peter Harris had him
intrigued. Why would somebody want to kill a food manufacturer? From what Jesse had read about
the shooting, the police had not discovered any motive for Arthur Buller to kill Maxwell Dorrian.
Also, Buller had never before owned or used a gun. So what compelled him to pick up a powerful
rifle and kill a perfect stranger for no apparent reason? Jesse found a card with Peter's number. He
felt he had sold the private investigator short, and he rang the number.

Peter picked up on the second ringtone cycle. 'Hi Jesse, I wasn't expecting to hear from you.'
'T just wanted to say that I agree with you about Buller.'

'Do you mean you think he was a patsy for someone else?'

'T think so, yes. I think he fell victim to the power of subconscious suggestion?'

'Is it true that the spooks used people with hidden, programmed identities locked deep within their
mind? [ mean Is that even possible?'



Jesse said, "Yes, People with MPDs, that's multiple personality disorders, are the most susceptible to
auto suggestion. Being used to responding to voices in their heads, a message telling them to kill
someone is not out of the question.'

Peter said, 'Would you come with me to speak to Buller?'

Jesse, taken aback, said, 'I certainly wasn't expecting that.'

Peter said, 'l managed to get a message to Buller, and he's willing to see me. I'd like you to be there.'
'Me. Why?'

"You've worked with programmed people. You know the kind of things to look for.'

Jesse said, "Whoa there. Let's not get ahead of ourselves. I thought Buller was well locked down. So
what tricks have you pulled to get him to see you?'

"Just good old-fashioned baksheesh. I bribed one of the guards.'
'OK, I'll buy that. Next question, why is Buller willing to see you?'

'He's no longer climbing the walls. My guard passed him a note saying somebody wanted to help
him. He wanted to be helped.’

'OK, question three. What do you hope to gain from this meeting?'
Peter paused before answering. "To find out who controlled him for him to take the hit?’

Jesse said, 'If Buller knew the who controlled him, if that is what happened, he's been programmed
not to tell. Now, let's say he does give you a name it will probably be false. Now let's suppose you
actually get the real name out of him what are you going to do with it?'

Peter said, 'Do some detective work to find the responsible party.'

Jesse chuckled, 'This is not some fucking Tom Cruise on one of his impossible missions. This is real
life, or to be more precise, your real death if you become a problem. These people do not muck
around.’

Peter said, 'Sure, these people are dangerous, but ...'
'Can I make a suggestion?'
Peter said, 'Sure, go ahead.’

'Focus on the why not the who. Try to find out why somebody programmed Buller to kill Maxwell
Dorrian. The why may take you to the who.'

'OK, let's say I take your advice, can you help me with the why?'

Chapter 13

“You cannot be a hero without being a coward.” — George Bernard Shaw

Floyd Moore was in his sixties. He had a shock of white hair like the professor in Back to the
Future, and he was just as eccentric. Most people he encountered found his peculiar take on the
world too much to cope with and generally avoided him. Floyd had a very sharp mind and was
somewhat of a genius when unravelling codes and ciphers connecting private institutions. He got on
well with Peter Harris, who, as a private investigator, also had a penchant for solving mysteries. But
their main reason for working together was their shared interest in PanKosmia, an organisation so
secret that other secret societies were unaware of its existence.



Floyd stood waiting in a queue outside the Twisted Root Burger Cafe on Second Street in Waco,
Texas, where the old journo lived. The journalist reckoned that of all the frustrating restrictions
dreamt up by unelected medical bureaucrats, social distancing was the most infuriating. Floyd
considered it a useless, pointless exercise. How on Earth could a distance of 1.5 yards be sufficient
when the virus acted as an aerosol and sprayed up to 60 feet?' But, of course, queues with 60-foot
gaps between people was hardly recognisable as such. So the arbitrary 1.5 yards gap, which does
nothing to stop any cross infection, was designed as part of the global mind control exercise. That
was how Floyd thought about it, and according to his online blog, many others thought the same
way. Floyd, irritated with the useless exercise, progressed up the queue one "X" at a time. Part of
the mind programming was those infernal strategically placed round floor stickers, pointing out
social distancing rules, the new buzz word. Floyd gritted his teeth and held his counsel, all the while
seething inside.

Peter Harris and Jesse Devenport waited for Floyd to arrive with their lunch. Jesse pointed out a
sign proclaiming that only two customers were allowed inside the cafe at any one time.

Peter, acknowledging Jesse said, 'Another of those pointless regulations.’

Floyd eventually ordered three big burgers and fries along with three coffees. Under the new
medical dictatorship regime, they couldn't have their lunch at the cafe. Service was takeaway only.
It was quite a balancing act for Floyd, as he struggled in an attempt not to spill any of the contents
piled up on the disposable cardboard tray. Floyd arrived with the cardboard box containing the food
and three coffees locked into the tray on top. 'Grab the coffees,' Floyd said, trying to keep
everything balanced. Peter came to the rescue taking the tray of coffees from him.

Floyd moaned 'These fucking incomprehensible Covid rules take all the pleasure out of socialising.'
Then seeing the younger man with straight blonde hair and bronzed skin, Floyd said, "You must be
Jesse Devenport. Peter told me all about you.'

Not everything, Jesse hoped.
Peter said, 'Now we have to go into the park to have our lunch.'

"That's if we can find an unoccupied picnic table bench not taped like a fucking crime scene,’ Floyd
commented.

Floyd took his friends over to University Parks drive, which meant passing under the vast Highway
77 overpass complex. Owing to the "unsocial" distancing, there were very few people around.

As the trio ate their lunch, they made further comments about the effects of the so-called pandemic.
Peter said, 'So the Chief Medical Officer of Texas decrees that this novel Corona-virus 66.6 can
jump 1.5 yards, but no more.'

Jesse said, "They're dealing with a novel virus, so they have to work things out as they go along.’

'"Virologists have mapped at least 800 Coronaviruses, and each one is novel when it first appears on
the scene,' Peter countered.

'So what's so fucking special about this one?' Floyd said.
Jesse said, 'l don't know the answers, but it's better to be safe than sorry.'

Floyd felt he was starring in a nonsensical nightmare in which human ludo pieces slowly progressed
to the front of the queue. He looked at Jesse. 'So who came up with the magic figure for social
distancing, and what was the logic behind it?'

Jesse shrugged. 'T don't know. But at least these rules keep the threat of catching the virus in our
minds.'



Peter joined in. 'Exactly! These rules and regulations are more to do with keeping people worried
and in fear than a strategy to stop the spread of the virus.'

Floyd said, 'Jesse, can't you see that these measures imposed on unwary populations bombarded by
simple repetitive media propaganda messages are a form of mass mind control?'

Jesse responded, 'Of course I do. And another aspect of the new law is that no more than two people
can assemble outside their home, which means we are rebels, defying this social-distancing rule.

A university security guard watched the three men with interest.
Following introductions, Peter said, Jesse, would like you to tell him about your secret society blog.'

Floyd said, 'Get with the times, Pete, it's all podcasts now. You should go and check out mine. It's
called "What they don't tell us?"'

'So what don't they tell us about this PanKosmia?' Jesse asked.

Floyd stared at Jesse. "Why? Do you know about that?'

'No. That's why I'm here.'

'But you've obviously heard of them. That's more than most people have. So what's your interest?'

Jesse said, Peter got me interested. He approached me about that food guru guy that got shot by that
Buller guy.'

Peter took up the story. 'The more I read about Arthur Buller, the more it seemed that somebody had
him programmed to carry out the contract. Then, finally, a source told me about Jesse and his first-
hand experience dealing with MK-Ultra subjects.’

Floyd turned to Jessie, 'Man, I would love to have you as a guest speaker on my show.'

Jesse shook his head. 'T don't want anything to do with that shit. And if I spill any CIA beans, I'll be
a dead man. And they'll stop you and your show.’

'Pity, Jessie, we're missing a great opportunity.'

"That's as may be, Floyd, but I'm here to find out more about PanKosmia. So what do you know?'
Floyd said, 'I can tell you this, Maxwell Dorrian was a member, but not a fully paid up one.'
Peter's face became a question mark. 'What do you mean by that?'

'PanKosmian members are handpicked from the wealthiest one percent of movers and shakers.
Members have to make a pledge to the fraternity and fulfil it to the society's satisfaction. Word has
it that Maxwell Dorrian got cold feet and wanted out of the organisation.'

'And I'm guessing that's heavily frowned upon,' Jesse suggested.

'From what I've heard,' Floyd continued, 'There are only two ways you leave the PKs - dying of
natural causes or ending up in a body bag, like our Maxwell.'

Jesse said, 'So what was Maxwell Dorrian's pledge to PK?'

Floyd sighed, 'T don't know that yet. But I have heard that people are only allowed to join this
fraternity by way of an invite from a standing member. And they are only chosen if they have
something the society wants.'

Jesse said, 'So, in Dorrian's case the pledge had to be about food.'



Floyd said, "Yes, but what about it. PakFoods is an international conglomerate. So why would
donating some food for the members bunkers be a problem?’

Peter interrupted, 'So what do you know about these bunkers?"

Floyd answered, 'PanKosmians are upmarket survivalists. If the proverbial balloon goes up, the
members get an early warning, even before the US President. This alert applies to natural disasters
and human-made ones.'

Chapter 14

“The real hero is always a hero by mistake; he dreams of being an honest coward like everybody
else.” — Umberto Eco

Professor Chynna Zheng went over the files of the first patients again. The report stated that
Chinese authorities' retrospective investigations identified human cases with symptoms in early
December 2019. Moreover, the Wuhan wet food market was linked to some of the earliest known
cases. Chynna sighed deeply. She was not sure what she was looking for, but something did not
seem right. It appeared there were mistakes made in the original diagnosis. But nobody was
admitting anything. And the official story gave no mention of it. She looked up as Billy Huang
entered the laboratory at the Wuhan Centre for Disease Control and Prevention. Dr William Huang
placed a takeaway coffee and some pot noodles on Chynna's desk. "You've been here all day. You
must take a break and eat something.'

Chynna looked up at her colleague. "Thank you, Billy." She looked at the wall clock, which read
9.19 pm. 'Goodness, is that the time?' She had been working since 8 am. 'T guess this will have to
wait until tomorrow.'

'What are you working on?' Billy said, wondering what had kept her captivated for all that time.
'Oh, it's a report I'm preparing for Director Chang.'

'What's the hold-up about. You have the data. All you have to do is simplify it for non-scientists to
understand.’

Chynna frowned, 'If only it were that simple.’

'What do you mean?'

I think I have discovered an anomaly.’

"What do you mean?' He repeated.

Chynna fixed Billy with her gaze. 'I think the diagnosis was wrong in the original cases.'

Billy stared at her with his mouth open. "You can't be serious.'

'Oh, I'm very serious. But how can I put it in the report?'

'How sure are you about this?'

'Sure enough to know that there is no evidence showing Covid 66.6 to be present in the first test
samples.'

Billy felt a shiver shoot down his spine. 'But they must have found something in the tests to indicate
the presence of a virus.'

Chynna stood and faced Billy. 'Let me show you something.'



Billy followed Chynna over to a computer screen that showed two identical forms side by side. She
clicked on one of them, and a link took her to another page titled COVID 66.6 virus. Chynna
clicked on the other screen and got an extracellular Exosome. Then, she turned back to Billy. 'See
what I mean?'

'Not exactly, apart from the virus and the Exosome being identical.'

Chynna stared at Billy. 'There is an overlap between Exosomes (extracellular vesicles) and this
virus.'

Billy asked, 'So why aren't we using routine methods to purify and isolate Exosomes and extract
their genetic material?’

Chynna frowned, 'As EVs are part of the immune system, they will be present in sick tissue. We can
see this in our petri dish cultures we use to "find" viruses. So why aren't EVs mentioned in the viral
discovery reports?'

Billy shrugged, 'Maybe they thought they had isolated their Covid 66.6.'

Chynna responded, 'Even so, it seems like shoddy methodology. I mean, if you're going to claim
you have discovered something, that thing should be isolated, purified and have its genetic material
extracted. It should also be proven to cause a same type of disease after its transference to a host in
a physiological manner.'

Billy said, 'That certainly makes sense, Professor.'
'So why has this not been done?’
Billy said, 'Could it be because the GHO could not admit to this gross error in diagnosis?'

"It certainly seems to be the case,’ Chynna agreed. 'It appears that Exosome research is far more
advanced than virology. With the many advanced techniques used in EV research, I would have
thought we can use the science to clarify these instances.' But, Chynna continued, 'It's not as though
we don't have the information. There are volumes of research papers describing the difficulty in
separating Exosomes from viruses, so why aren't they accounted for in viral discovery papers?'

Billy, expressing puzzlement, said, 'It beats me.'

Chynna said, 'So, how can fellow virologists explain their claim that they can isolate genetic
material "from a virus" when they have not separated the said particles in their research?'

Billy said, 'But if that is the case, does this Covid 66.6 officially exist?

'So far, we have discovered in the realm of 800 Coronaviruses and countless Exosomes. Yet here we
have a perfect match in all their aspects. There's probably a greater chance of winning the lottery
than coming up with this perfect match. So how do you explain it?'

Billy stared at her. ' think I can see where you're coming from, and I don't like it.'
"The only logical way this could occur is if both the virus and Exosomes are the same."'

'But that means we are testing for Exosomes - not Covid 66.6. How could we make such a
fundamental mistake?'

Chynna said, 'T think they saw Exosomes in the genetic material they tested and diagnosed them as
the COVID 66.6.'

Billy paled. 'If what you say is true, the ramifications are too disastrous to contemplate. You must
not put this in the report.'



'‘But if I cover this up and later this mistake is exposed, I'm finished.’
'But if the doctors missed this, then surely you can ...’

Chynna locked eyes with her assistant. 'Billy, go away and never mention this to anyone, no matter
what befalls me you must remain silent.'

'‘But ..."

'Billy, if this information got out the outcome will be far worse than the effects of the virus.'

Chapter 15

“The real hero is always a hero by mistake; he dreams of being an honest coward like everybody
else.” — Umberto Eco

Wycliffe O'Byrne followed Anton Wilk into the vast, deep shelter. Despite having been to the giant
bunker before, once with Max Dorrian, Wycliffe stood awestruck. He could have been on an
underground luxury cruise ship. Wilk, a quiet-spoken man with an aura of calmness around him, did
not say much. When he did make a comment, his words were like a butter knife. They would either
spread his message to the rich and famous or cut the person he conversed with to the quick. Wilk
was the mastermind behind Viva Europa, which took survival bunkers to a whole new level. The
hardened facility could withstand a powerful close-range nuclear blast, a direct aeroplane crash,
biological and chemical agents, shock waves, earthquakes, tsunami, electromagnetic pulses, and
virtually any armed attack.

As the pair strolled around the underground sanctuary, Wilk said, 'This East German Underground
survival complex was originally built by the Russians during the Cold War as a fortress for military
equipment and munitions. After the DDR merged with West Germany, the government wanted to
keep using it for the same reason, but they were stopped by a law that prohibited ammunition being
stored near a highway.'

Wycliffe followed Wilk around the colossal underground refuge. He had filled it with everything to
help assure survival in human-made or natural disasters. But he could not get over the luxuriousness
of the whole complex. Wilks' message was, 'If you have to wait for the world to calm down, do it in
comfort with Viva Europa.'

Wilk turned to Wycliffe. 'T have eight of these luxury bunkers now and should have two more by the
end of the year.’

'How's the bookings going?'
T'm fully booked with a waiting list. Hence the new bunkers.'

Wycliffe heard that Wilk charged his clients 50 million euros for a place in his "Subterranean
Survival Systems". But he seldom spoke about the money. His interest, like his fellow globalists,
went way beyond financial wealth.

Wycliffe said, "What happens if your clients never get to use these places.'

'It's an insurance policy. Everybody needs it but nobody wants to use it.' Wilk added, 'But you will
let me know when, won't you Wycliffe?'

'What makes you think I would have prior warning to such news?'

Anton looked up at Wycliffe,' Do you think I don't know about PanKosmia?'



Wycliffe did a double-take. "What do you know about PanKosmia?'

Wilk grinned like a naughty schoolboy. 'It's a select rich boys club that has it's finger on the world
pulse. Oh, and you are a member.'

Wycliffe looked straight at the genius entrepreneur. 'Yet you haven't been invited to join.'
Wilk grinned again, 'What makes you think I haven't been invited?'

Wycliffe, realising his assumption, said, tentatively, 'So are you a member?'

Wilk shook his head. 'No, I turned the invitation down.'

Wycliffe stared at the man, incredulous. Refusing an invitation to join the exclusive order was
unknown. Thousands of top-flight businessmen of good pedigree would have given anything to
become members of PanKosmia if they knew of its existence. 'Why?' is all he could think of to say.

'Because I already have my own sources and I have far more superior Subterranean Survival
Systems than your bunkers. So I don't need to join your boys club,' Wilk sneered derisively.

Wycliffe said, 'But you still need our forecast.'

Wilk shook his head. 't would be useful to compare the information from my source, but it's not
necessary.'

'And who is your source?'

Wilk looked straight at Wycliffe, 'Who's yours?'

Professor Zheng took the Director's call. 'Hello, Director Chang. What can I do for you?'
"You can return to the Wuhan Virology Institute.'

'But I haven't finished my work in Beijing.'

'Nevertheless, I want you to catch the next flight here. Is that understood, Professor?'
"Yes Director, but I just need to ...’

'Professor, this is an order, not a request. Drop what you are doing and get back here.’

Chynna sat, staring at the phone. She figured Bai Chang wanted to discuss her report. So she
organised a flight to Wuhan, grabbed personal items from her hotel, caught a cab to the Beijing
Capital International Airport and alighted outside Terminal two, which dealt with domestic air
traffic. As she flew back to Wuhan, Chynna felt anxious about Director Chang's reaction to her
report during the two-and-a-half-hour flight. Her documented findings covered all angles
concerning the virus outbreak. She thought the way she had dealt with the Exosomes, by including
this aspect as just another variable in a whole lot of conjecture and suppositions, was commendable.
But, on the other hand, it concerned her that doctors treating the virus patients were flying blind. So
she said she had added it into the story so that the institute will have covered itself down the road if
medical experts picked up on the incorrect diagnosis.

But, as it turned out, she need not have worried. Bai Chang greeted her with a smile, and, much to
Chynna's surprise, he thanked her for the report and made no mention of the reference to
misdiagnosis. Despite Chang's pleasant demeanour, Chynna still felt uncomfortable and mentioned
the elephant in the room. She looked at the Director, 'Sir you haven't made any reference to my
additions to the report.’

'Oh, what additions?'



She pushed the issue even further. "My concern about the incorrect diagnosis.'

He stared at her. 'Oh that conjecture. I had it edited out before sending this report to the GHO.'
"You censored my work!'

"Yes, for your own good.'

"What do you mean?'

'What do you think would happen if we told the GHO they got it wrong.'

'Perhaps they would appreciate us telling the truth.’

Chang stared at her. 'For a brilliant scientist, you are very naive in these matters. The GHO Is not
interested in the truth. Combatting disease is science. They leave the ethics to the philosophers.’

Chynna persisted, 'Director, the longer we stick to a false narrative about Covid 66.6 the bigger the
lie will become.'

Director Change fixed the Professor with a penetrating gaze. 'Now listen to me. I'm doing you a
great favour. If I had sent that report with your name on it, you would have lost all credibility as a
scientist.'

'Not if you backed me up.'

'Chang scoffed, T'm not committing professional suicide by supporting your conspiracy theory,
professor.'

Chapter 16

North America
“Heroes are made by the paths they choose, not the power they are graced with.” — Brodi Ashton

O'Byrne Industry's Hardstone Quarry, one of the world's largest aggregate quarries, was Wycliffe
O'Byrne's flagship business. Deemed an essential service, mining continued as usual during the
COVID 66.6 pandemic. The vast mine was nearly two miles long and 450 feet at its deepest point.
The quarry was on the Chicago outskirts, so the windy city was an excellent place to meet.
Unfortunately, much of the town was demolished or redeveloped rapidly, with many significant
buildings abandoned and derelict. One place where he would not be disturbed was Edgewater
Medical Centre, Hillary Clinton and John Wayne Gacy's birthplace.

Paul Shaughnessy wondered why Mr O'Byrne wanted to meet him at the abandoned medical
centre? More to the point, he asked why the mystery man suggested meeting him at all? Intrigued,
Paul had agreed to do so, which was why the journalist stood outside the derelict Chicago hospital
waiting for O'Byrne to show. He saw a man approaching and checked the picture on his cell phone.
The heavyset man was the mining magnate.

As they met, Paul ventured, 'Are you Mr O'Byrne?”’

"Yes, and you'd be Paul Shaughnessy.' It was more a statement than a question.
'So why are we here?' Paul asked, wanting to get straight to the point.

'So you're Max's son.' Again more a statement than a question.’

'How did you know my father?'

"We were business colleagues.'



'Are you in the food business?’

'No. Mining.'

Paul, puzzled, said, "You didn't move in the same business circles, so how did you become friends?'
"We both belonged to an exclusive fraternity.'

Paul stared at Wycliffe. 'The PanKosmians?'

Wycliffe said, 'T guess your stepmother told you.'

Paul ignored the statement. 'Is that what this is all about?’

Wycliffe, feeling a Chicago chill, said, 'Let's walk and warm up.'

As they walked through the massive crumbling edifice, Wycliffe said, 'I'm here to offer you a great
opportunity, Paul.'

Paul retorted, 'Does it come with a free set of steak knives?'

Ignoring the barb, Wycliffe said, 'How would you like to run PakFoods?'
'"PakFoods! What the fuck does this have to do with PakFoods?'

"Your father did not have a chance to fulfil his promise to PanKosmia.'
"Which was?' Paul pressed.

He agreed to furnish PanKosmian survival bunkers with PakFood's long-life foodstuffs. We were
hoping you could use your influence on the board and fulfil your father's promise. You do that, and I
will use the considerable weight of World Enterprises PakFood's shares to get you the position of
Chairman of the Board.'

Paul stared at Wycliffe. 'T have promised to help Dr Greenway take control of the company. Besides,
I know nothing about running such a colossal enterprise.'

The pair came to a roofless part of the hospital. Wycliffe indicated around him. 'A Doctor Mazel
built all this in 1929, during the Great Depression. His family owned it until 1989, nine years after
Doctor Mazel's death.'

"This little anecdote is all very well, but what's it got to do with me?”'

'Just bear with me, Paul. So, in 1989, a businessman called Peter Rogan bought the hospital. As it
turned out, he was engaged in a shocking array of corrupt activities, including kickback schemes,
insurance fraud, and unnecessary surgeries that took the lives of many patients. The hospital closed
in 2001, and Peter Rogan finally faced charges in 2015. The point I am making is that Rogan's
corrupt and criminal practices brought down the hospital. You don't want the same thing to happen
to PakFoods, do you?'

Paul stared at Wycliffe, his face a mask of puzzlement. 'Are you suggesting illegal practices are
going on in PakFoods, Mr O'Byrne?'

Wycliffe answered, 'It does not take much to tarnish a company's reputation.’'
Paul glared at Wycliffe. 'T don't like where this is going.'

Wycliffe said 'Maxwell Dorrian was the genius behind PakFoods. His edible packaging project took
the processed meats industry by storm.'

"Yes, and wasn't my stepmother the genius who gave life to my father's ideas?'



Wycliffe said, "You don't owe your stepmother anything. You are legally Max's heir and the rightful
PakFoods CEO. But it won't happen without our help.’

"The helper being PanKosmia?'

'No, Paul. PanKosmia does not get involved in such petty issues.' But World Enterprises has the
stocks to make sure you will rise to the top. The question is, do you want it?'

Paul, confused at this turn of events, said, "'What's in it for World Enterprises?'

Wycliffe showed the semblance of a smile. 'From time to time you will add enhancement to the
food products.' Then, seeing the concern written on Paul's face, he added, 'Don't worry, these
additives are not harmful. They are experiments but they are not dangerous.'

'And you expect me to take your word for it?'

Wycliffe said, 'Yes, the word of a PanKosmian.'

'With respect that means nothing to me.'

Wycliffe flashed Paul a dark look. 'It means a great deal to me, Mr Shaughnessy.'
Paul said, 'Why is getting control of PakFoods so vital to you?'

Wycliffe answered, "World Enterprises is about making a simpler, safer world for everybody.
PakFoods is our vehicle for doing that. You let us worry about the details. You just go on running
the company.'

Paul frowned, 'This doesn't sit comfortably with me.' Then he added, 'My stepmother Is head of
PakFoods scientific research. So I have to include her in the loop."'

Wycliffe smiled thinly, 'She already is. She also expects to become CEO of PakFoods.' Having let
that sink in, Wycliffe said, 'If you pass up this opportunity our support goes to your stepmother. Do

you understand?'
'Of course I do,' Paul snapped.
"Then, do we have an agreement?'

Paul stared at Wycliffe, his mind wrestling with his choices. At length, he gave a perfunctory nod of
his head.

Wycliffe said, 'Paul, there are exciting times ahead.’

Chapter 17
England

“What we need now are heroes and heroines, about a million of them, one brave deed is worth a
thousand books. Sentiment without action is the ruin of the soul” — Edward Abbey

Lara Balabanov needed some peace to work on her new book. It was her lockdown project to keep
her mind occupied while under house arrest. She was locked down in the Atlanta, a two-star hotel in
Pimlico, a London suburb. Lara's latest story was about the effects of lockdown on healthy, active
people. In it, Lara was taking the idea of personal empowerment to a whole new level. In her
philosophical approach, Lara broached the subject of autonomy. Autonomy was about individuals
making decisions for themselves, living lives deemed valuable in their own eyes. It meant, at least
in part, being the author of their own life.



While carrying out her research, Lara found herself asking two main questions: What about the new
threats posed by the Coronavirus pandemic? And what effect is that disease, and the associated
public health response, having on our autonomy?

Lara saw many reasons humanity faced a tragedy on a massive scale: pain, suffering, anxiety,
depression, death, grief. But another more subtle aspect of the lockdown was the threat to a person's
autonomy. Lockdown drastically limited peoples' choices about what to do and where to go, even if
they were perfectly healthy, which most people were. Humans were social creatures. Now, they
were isolated and deprived of their everyday social ties and interactions that gave meaning to their
lives. Then a dog barked loudly, and kids raced by on skateboards. Lara's creative flow evaporated.
She just had to get out of that place to somewhere isolated and quiet.

Since returning to England, Lara found it difficult to find rental properties in Greater London, at
least those in her price range. So she ended up in a squat. During an early morning raid by police,
the more experienced squatters escaped before the "pigs" got their hands on them. Lara was among
those who avoided arrest. But now, she found herself genuinely homeless. As Lara wandered the
streets in an attempt to find another squat, the author came across a charity called "Homeless
Healthcare" Lara phoned their contact number and got an appointment to see if she qualified for
their help. She came under their criteria and got added to a long list of people seeking shelter. By
the time Covid 66.6 reared its ugly head, Lara became one of the homeless fortunates who already
had her room in Atlanta, a hotel operated by "Homeless Healthcare", which started up "Hotels with
Heart". The charity had provided 120 homeless with a roof over their head, Lara being one of them.
But many of those housed were in poor health due to exposure to extreme weather and existing in
substandard conditions. Although the homeless who lived with her in the 'Atlanta Hotel' would have
been authentic subjects for her new book, Lara avoided them all as much as possible. She was
concerned about getting the virus from the unhygienic shared bathroom and kitchen. Lara had her
laptop but no Internet. But at this stage, her project was in outline form, and she could do most of
the in-depth research later.

Lara already had a research folder with years of research notes on her computer, and much of the
content was relevant to the Draconian rules curtailing peoples' autonomy. Lara was intrigued,
though not at all surprised, how the majority of people simply accepted their self-isolation with
hardly a murmur. She had already written about the CIA's mind control techniques, which included:
Inducing fear and anxiety, brainwashing by endlessly repeating simple phrases to program peoples'
minds. Humiliation was another way in which the controllers manipulated their subjects. And these
methods proved highly successful.

It was like a bloodless coup to take over the world. The CIA used mass mind control techniques to
get the public to passively accept GHO forced quarantine for as long as the medical dictatorship
deemed necessary. In her book, she posited a scenario where, once enough people in countries or
regions became infected, the powers that be expanded the lockdown regions to try out versions of
their human secure in place experiments. Lara was concerned that the longer the public self-
quarantined, the sooner the global dictatorship could destroy regional economies, incite civil unrest,
break down the supply chain, and cause mass food shortages. The term "shelter in place" sounded
much more agreeable than being under house arrest, the actual state of the nation. On a personal
level, the Deep State plan intended to weaken the human immune system due to lack of interaction
with other people/bacteria, the outside world, etc. The things that kept the social immune system
alert and active. Lara couldn't wait for this one to hit the bookshelves.

Apart from her restricted lifestyle Lara was mindful of keeping a low profile, which proved difficult
as she had to divulge her details for inclusion in the system, which meant the authorities knew
where she lived and could arrest her at any time. The imprisoned public was allowed one hour per
day for exercise in their locality. Lara, tempted to take a chance and extend her limited freedom, but
she knew it would be too risky. It was impossible to stay below the "big brother" radar when



England trialled facial recognition technology. Lara realised she had to get away from London and
go to ground in the country. But where?

Much to Lara's surprise, she received a call from Monty De Vere. She vaguely remembered him
from staying in his Copacabana Beach condominium along with Dionne Bennett and Arturo Bruno.
Her mind was scrambling to work out who he was.

Monty came to her rescue. "You've probably forgotten who I am. Well, I'm Arturo's friend, and you
stayed at my place in ...’

Lara sharpened up, 'Oh yes, you're the Englishman who looks like that British actor. What's his
name?'

"Terry Thomas. Yes, people often tell me that.'

Feeling a modicum of embarrassment, Lara changed the subject. 'T'm surprised Arturo has any
friends,' she said cynically.

Monty chuckled, 'Yes, he can be somewhat tricky at times. Still, in this instance, he is your friend.'
'What do you mean?'

'He said you could be vulnerable and he wants me to keep an eye on you.'

'Oh!’

'He wants me to offer you refuge. So how about staying at my place for a while?'

"You're offering me a place to stay?'

"It certainly seems that way,' Monty said.

Lara could not believe her luck. She needed to get away from large populations, and taking refuge
in the beautiful Cotswolds was the way to go. She discovered that Monty lived in a village called
Bourton-on-the-Water, where he owned a traditional stone cottage, backing on to the River
Windrush.

After talking to Arturo, Monty agreed to offer her refuge. The invitation, which was too tempting to
refuse, posed the risk of the two M-Power members being seen together. Moreover, Monty's cover
could be blown if Special Branch or any other security agency had the pair red-flagged as suspects
in the Montauk incident. So he had to be very careful, especially when he showed her around the
village for the first time. Bourton-on-the-Water was like a village from a bedtime story, with low
granite bridges and traditional stone buildings. Another big drawcard was that Monty had a WiFi
connection with plenty of unused data.

Lara was up early checking her energy field for any APEs (Alien Parasite Entities) sucking her life
force. Lara used the technique Arturo had taught her during her uncomfortable stay at his place.
They were horrible memories that she did not want to drag into the present.

Having cleansed her energy field, Lara began writing about the effects of the restrictions on peoples
autonomy. In the light of the pandemic — panic demic she called it. Then the proverbial light bulb
went off over her head. 'PanicDemic' would make an excellent title for her book.

Monty was a private person who kept to himself and acted as his own valet around his home.
Normally Monty could not stand sharing his place and space with another person. But as his new
house guest also just wanted her privacy, she and Monty got on well. Also, like Lara Balabanov,
Monty De Vere was an author. His first book, "Vampires, Predators and AI", caught the public's
attention and became a bestseller in the conspiracy genre. After the Montauk incident, which had
not entirely gone as planned, Monty's circumstances forced him to sell his 13th-floor penthouse



apartment in Copacabana Condominiums. Leaving the sun-drenched beaches for cold old England
had been a bit of a blow for the English gentleman, but, cautious by nature, he sold up and relocated
in the Cotswolds, or cold worlds, as he termed it, especially after living near sun-drenched beaches.

Lara finished her aura cleansing and joined Monty for coffee. Monty was not the type to go

blabbing about his life and kept his cards close to his chest. Lara respected that, and she grew quite
fond of Monty and his endearing, gentlemanly ways. One thing Lara liked about him was that he
was the polar opposite of Arturo Bruno. Arturo was the rudest, most arrogant, infuriating person she
had ever come across. How Monty got on with the creep was beyond her.

Lara stayed in Monty's cottage for nearly a week before he mentioned why he invited her to his
place.

Actually, it was Lara who brought up the subject as they drank strong coffee. She came straight out
with it. 'Monty, why am I here?'

That question was a can of worms for any philosopher. But Monty knew what she meant. He looked
at Lara. 'It's about Arturo.'

'It's always about Arturo,' she scoffed.

Ignoring the barb, Monty continued, 'He's in Patagonia.'

'What the hell is he doing back there?’

'He's gone to seek out Herman De Moonschildt and Johan Boltz.'

'But Boltz is part of that hotbed of Nazis trying to kick off the fourth Reich,' Lara said.

Monty said, "We have to go and rescue him.'

Lara stared at Monty, slack-jawed. 'Has he requested our help?'

Monty slowly shook his head. 'But he's

biting off far more than he can chew.'

"That's not my problem,’ Lara shrugged dismissively.

"My dear, I think you ought to know that your stay here was Arturo's idea to help keep you safe.'
Lara stared at him. "Yes, you told me that. But it does not sound like the Arturo I know and hate.’
"That bad is it?'

Lara said, T still don't see what I can do even if he is in trouble.’

Monty frowned, then he said, 'Oh, my dear, don't get me wrong. I just need you to stay here and
look after the place while I look for him.'

Relieved, Lara said, 'Why didn't you just say that in the first place?'

COVID-19 and Vaccine Agenda to make you completely their ....
https://spacetravelinalabama.com/2020/12/29/covid-19-and-vaccine-agenda-to-make-you-
completely-their-slave/

Abandoned Buildings for Urban Exploration Near Chicago ....
https://www.thrillist.com/lifestyle/chicago/abandoned-buildings-for-urban-exploration-near-chicago



PLAGUE OF FEAR 2020 - Disturbing Scenario Addendum — Hive.
https://hive.blog/news/@francesleader/plague-of-fear-2020-disturbing-scenario-addendum

Students express accountability concerns about contact ....
https://www.michigandaily.com/section/campus-life/students-express-accountability-concerns-
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Chapter 18

North America/Patagonia

“To be heroic may mean nothing more than to stand in the face of the status quo, in the face of an
easy collapse into the madness of an increasingly chaotic world and represent another way.” — Mike
Alsford

Peter Harris sat on a Fisher Flour Mill bench and read his newspaper while waiting for Jesse to
show. The leading article in the New York Bulletin had the sinister heading "The 66.6 pandemic
will have far-reaching consequences for humanity as a whole". In The article, Paul Shaughnessy, an
American quarantined in Shanghai, reported that many people had trouble trusting the official
COVID case numbers.

At this juncture, Jesse Devenport arrived. Peter shuffled over to make unsocial distancing room on
the bench. Jesse sat down. 'So, why are we meeting here again?'

Peter looked sideways at Jesse. 'I'm reading an interesting item about the Coronavirus.'
Jesse, unimpressed, responded, 'I'm not interested.'

Peter said, 'l saw something on social media that intrigued me.'

Jesse stared at Peter, silent, unmoving.

Getting no response, Peter continued, '"The ratio in the official figures for the Covid 66.6 global
mortality rate had remained at precisely 2.1% every day since Jan. 30.'

'And this should interest me, because ...'
'Because this magical virus is excellent at math!" he told Jesse Devenport with a wry smile.

Jesse felt his face crumple as he also stared at the numbers. 'Every piece of news must be examined
and used to strengthen the regime's rule.'

Peter closed the newspaper as Jesse sat beside him -- two yards away -- on the public bench. 'Jesse,
I have to go back to Florida to follow something up.'

Jesse looked at him. 'Something to do with Max Dorrian's death?' He added, "That is why I'm here.’

'Maybe. I have to speak to someone, a friend of Max's, who reckons he can shed some light on what
happened.'

Jesse thought for a moment. 'Hey, I'll come with you.'
'What about your job?"'

Jesse guffawed, 'My job! Haven't you heard about all international flights being grounded. There's
not much for an aero-technician to do these days.'

Peter looked at Jesse. T'll check out this lead first. If it bears fruit, I'll call you. Meanwhile see what
you can find out about Buller.'



Jesse said, 'If the CIA is involved, they are very good at covering their traces.'

'l don't mean official channels. Buller has family and friends somewhere. Talk to them and get an
unofficial profile. That will be every useful.'

Jesse became pensive. His brow creased. 'You said the person you're checking out was Max's friend.
Are we talking PanKosmian friend here?'

'No. We're talking PakFoods. My contact is a significant shareholder.'

Herman De Moonschildt looked at his father's photograph standing with his mother outside the
Inalco Residentzia, his childhood home. The image of his mother and father was the only link,
albeit tenuous, Herman had with his parents. Then, when he was twelve, Boltz told him about the
accident that took both his parents' lives. They were driving back from Nahuel Huapi when the
truck hit them. They died instantly, or so Boltz told him.

George De Moonschildt became Herman's guardian and saw that young Herman grew up with the
correct values of the Neo-Nazis, who were always around the place. Johan Boltz looked after young
Herman's education. He was a "spare the rod and spoil the child" authoritarian type, free with a
riding crop whenever Herman played up or did not do well in his studies.

Herman was an only child, and he seldom spent time with the other kids on the vast ranch.
However, on rare occasions, Herman spent time with "those" Gaucho kids he learned about farming
cattle instead of spending his time in a stuffy home classroom. Herman wanted to be a cowboy,
riding around the Savanna rounding up the cattle. But, when Boltz learned his charge was mixing
with the Gaucho kids, he soon ended it. Wielding his riding crop, he laid open Herman's bareback
with six vicious strokes.

Although George De Moonschildt was Herman's legal guardian, he had very little to do with his
grandchild. When his grandfather did summon the young boy to his study, it was only to find out
how his grandson was doing with his lessons. On one occasion, when he was sixteen, his
grandfather told him Boltz was grooming him to take over as ranch manager. So he was not to get
involved with the kids of the hired hands. He stated, "A strong boss does not count his workers as
friends".

So Herman grew up with his dominant grandfather and the sadistic Boltz, neither of whoever
brought up the subject of his parents. The only things Herman knew about them were that his dad
was called Eduardo and died when a truck hit the car he was driving. His mum also perished in the
accident. So he was most intrigued when he received a call from Arturo Bruno. 'Who's speaking?”'
he asked.

T'm Arturo Bruno. We met at your home around a year ago. I wanted to speak to your grandfather,
but he was not available. I heard of his passing and wished to give you my condolences on your
loss.'

'And, that is why you have called me, Herr Bruno?'

'Partly, but my main reason for calling is that I have come across some background information to
fill in some gaps about your parents.'

Herman went deathly quiet. Then, in a faltering voice, he uttered, 'How do you know about my
parents, Herr Bruno?"'

Arturo was not surprised by Herman's response. 'We can't do this over the phone. Perhaps we can
meet so I can tell you what I know.’

Herman thought about it. It would be a breach of protocol, but Bruno would not be a security threat
with all his Brownshirts around. "Very well, Herr Bruno, I will have you here as my guest.'



'T will need a cover story. So you have invited me there because I am a grief counsellor and will
help you to deal with your loss.'

'Herr Bruno, I'm breaking with our protocol concerning visitors to my home. So what you have to
tell me had better be good.'

Herman welcomed Arturo into his home and treated him as an honoured guest. Arturo had no idea
he was breaking bread with the head of PanKosmia. The only thing Arturo knew about the
exclusive society was he was certainly not in their league. Besides, Arturo was not there to talk
about such things. Ostensibly Arturo was staying at Inalco to help Herman get over his grief. Boltz
was dead against Herman having private meetings behind closed doors but could do nothing about
it. He suggested having two of his guards outside the door, but Herman would not have it. Besides,
he had a loaded handgun in his desk drawer in case the Brazilian became a threat.

'So what do you know about my parents?' Herman asked as he and Arturo met for a private meeting.
'First, tell me what you know?'

Herman looked the Brazilian in the eye. 'All I know is that they died when I was very young.'

'Died! How?'

'An automobile accident. But you're supposed to be telling me what happened,’ Herman sternly
retorted.

"Thank you, Mr De Moonschildt. Now it makes more sense.'

'What does?' Herman said, feeling exasperated.'

'OK, Eduardo De Moonschildt was your late grandfather's illegitimate son.'
Herman stared at Arturo. 'What are you talking about, Herr Bruno?'

Your grandfather had a brief sexual encounter with Maria Dolmani, which left her pregnant. She
tried to find out where he was but to no avail. So he had no idea she was pregnant with your father.’

Herman glared at Arturo. 'How do I know what you are saying is true? You could be making this
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up.
'But I'm not! Besides, what would I have to gain?'

'OK, who told you this stuff?'

'T have a contact in the FBI. She got this from federal records, Mr De Moonschildt.'

'Are you saying the FBI has a file on me?’

Arturo said, 'Of course. Are you that surprised? Do you want me to continue?' Arturo asked.

"Yes, it's just that the idea of my father being the bastard son of my grandfather is challenging to
come to grips with.'

'OK. Your mother met and married Juan Valquess, an army officer who served under the Trujillo
dictatorship during the 1950s. As a young man, Eduardo wanted to follow in his stepfather's
footsteps. He had dreams of becoming a high-ranking officer in La Guardia de Trujillo. He could
barely read and write, but he always had the ambitions of being near El Generalissimo. Trujillo was
his idol, and he intended to emulate him at all costs.'



Herman looked at Arturo. 'So my grandfather was a philanderer. And my stepfather worshipped a
vicious dictator, Herr Bruno.' He added, 'If this is true, what does it have to do with my parent's car
accident?'

'Eduardo eventually became the chauffeur for one of Trujillo's senior ranking officers. He was very
proud of this as it was a highly coveted job.'

Herman asked, 'Did my stepfather worship this terrible dictator or was he just trying to protect his
family?'

'T don't know the answer to that, Mr De Moonschildt. But, like all dictators, Trujillo had no respect
for the minor trivialities and bureaucracies of the justice system. And, as with any society ruled by a
despot, Trujillo had secret police that terrorised the population and instilled fears, creating
suspicions among many.'

Herman eyeballed Arturo. 'T hope you are not going to say my father joined the secret police.'

Arturo said, 'I don't know about that, but he was devastated when, in May 1961, El Generalissimo
was assassinated. Joaquin Balaguer, at one time Trujillo's right-hand man, became the new
president. One of the first things he did was turn on Trujillo's executive supporters, including
Eduardo. Riots in the streets followed, and his mother got caught up in the fray. Eduardo never
knew what had happened to her. And he never saw her again.'

Herman said, 'Surely, my father looked for her.’

Arturo said, 'I don't know about that. But your father was in a very tricky situation. Balaguer's thugs
were after him, and he had to leave the island.' And one day he turned up here and claimed to be
your grandfather's son.'

'How did he know about Inalco Residentzia?'

Arturo shrugged. 'Who knows? Perhaps your grandfather told your mother during their time
together?'

'Why would he do that?' Herman asked, puzzled.'
'All T know is that

a paternity test showed that Eduardo and his father were blood-related. Yet, your grandfather let
him stay at the ranch but never once acknowledged your father as his son.'

"That's terrible!"

Arturo nodded. 'Anyway, your father fell in love and secretly married one of the servants.'
"My mother was a servant!' Herman said, surprised.

'Shortly after that, she gave birth to you.'

Herman stared at Arturo. 'My grandfather would not have been well pleased.'

'George De Moonschildt had to tolerate them in his home, but he never spoke to them.' Then,
shortly afterwards, your parents died in the car crash.'

'"That would have been very convenient for my grandfather.'

Arturo said, 'I didn't know about the "accident” until you told me, so I don't know if your parents'
deaths were an accident or not.'

"It certainly sheds new light on it.’



Arturo nodded, 'T can hang around and do some digging, if you like?'
Herman smiled, 'T'm happy to pay you for your time, Herr Bruno.'
After Arturo departed, Johan entered Herman's study. 'Can we talk for a few minutes.’
'About what?'

'What's he here for?'

"'What, Arturo Bruno?"'

"Yes, I don't trust him.'

'He warned me about there being a CIA spy on this ranch.'

Johan tapped his stick on the floor. 'What proof does he offer?’

'He's still looking into it.'

'What is that supposed to mean?' Boltz snapped.

De Moonschildt locked eyes with Boltz. 'Give Mr Bruno a chance and we may learn more about
this alleged breach of security.'
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Chapter 19

North America
“Anyone who does anything to help a child in his life is a hero to me.” — Fred Rogers

Peter and Jesse met Nick Barnes at an Upper-End Capital Grill to learn about Maxwell Dorrian's
death. Barnes was a senior executive at PakFoods, and Peter thought he might shed light on
Maxwell's death.

Owing to strict rules around COVID 66.6, they had to stand in a queue at least one and a half yards
from each other.

Having been served their takeaways, they left the grill and sought out a public bench so they could
eat their lunch. Once they were seated, the trio ate their burgers and sipped their steaming coffee.

As they consumed their refreshments, Nick said, 'Max's death was a heavy blow to many of us.'

Peter took a bite of his steak burger and washed it down with a swig of coffee. 'What do you know
about Arthur Buller?'

"The nut job that shot Max?" Nick stated, offhanded.

Jesse said, 'It seems like a classic MK-Ultra operation.'

Nick stared at Jesse. 'Are you suggesting it was a controlled hit.'

'A mind-controlled hit, more likely.'

Peter said, 'My question is why was Buller programmed to kill him?'

Nick had an idea but was not ready to divulge it. Instead, he turned to Jesse. 'So what's your interest
in this?'



'l suppose you could say my redemption. I used to carry out MK-Ultra experiments for the CIA.
Nick stared at Jesse, 'Fuck me! That shit is real then.'

Jesse said, 'Unfortunately so.'

Nick stared at him, 'OK, so how does it work?'

"You find a suitable subject and you get into their head and give them a job to do. Then you repeat
the directive over and over in their head. That's how you take over their mind — through tedious
repetition. Well that's the textbook way of doing it." He added, '"That's what our government is doing
with the constant ads on TV about stopping the spread of Covid 66.6.'

Nick, puzzled, said, 'Ts it a kind of hypnosis?'
'Not in this case. That's a more advanced form of mind programming.'

Nick said, "You mentioned suitable subjects. Do you mean people who are susceptible to
autosuggestion?'

Jesse sighed, 'Nick, I came all the way here to learn about Maxwell Dorrian from you. But I will
answer your question. The easiest people to manipulate are those with MPD.'

'What the hell is MPD?" Nick said.
'Multiple Personality Disorder, these people are used to having voices fuck with their minds.'
Peter wiped his mouth with a paper napkin. 'Nick, when did you last see Maxwell Dorrian?'

Nick checked the calendar on his cell phone. Now let me see. Ah! Here it is. This might be useful. I
had lunch with Jill, Max's wife.'

'When was that?' Peter said.

'About three weeks before Max's death.’

'Why did you have lunch with Jill Greenway?' Peter asked.

'She requested it. She was concerned about going behind Max's back.'

'Did she tell you what she meant?’'

Nick said, "Yes. She was worried because Max was afraid to upset PanKosmia.'
Peter said, "Why was he upsetting PanKosmia.'

'Because he made a promise he couldn't keep.'

'What promise was that Mr Barnes?'

Nick said, 'Max came to see me. He seemed anxious. And I mean worried with a capital W. He told
me he was a member of PanKosmia. a very ancient secret society. He said that he had to pay tribute
to show his loyalty.'

"Tribute?' Jesse queried.
"Yes. PanKosmia demanded PakFoods products to supply the members underground bunkers.'
'Underground bunkers! Is this PanKosmia one of those survivalists organisations?' Peter said.

Nick looked at his companions. 'Let's not get off track. The key thing here is that Max had agreed to
this tribute and later regretted it. Now I'm not suggesting they were the ones who killed him, but ...."



Peter nodded. 'T can see where you're coming from, Mr Barnes. Because, according to another
PanKosmian who wound up dead, not fulfilling a pledge to the Order is like committing the biggest
sin. They see it as a betrayal.’

Nick said, "Who are you referring to Mr Harris?'

'Who is this other PanKosmian?' Jesse said.

Peter answered, 'Anthony Scales.'

Nick shrugged, 'I don't know anything about him."'

Jesse said, 'Are you suggesting there's a connection between the two deaths?'
'Of course there is — PanKosmia.'

'Peter said, 'Did they use this MK-Ultra to get someone to kill Scales then?

Jesse said, "'We're jumping the gun here. I need to know what details you have surrounding Scales'
death, Peter. Can you get that for me?'

Peter gave a slight shrug. 'All T know is that he was frightened. So much so he changed his identity.
I remember him saying to me if a member falls foul of the society, PanKosmia first sucks them dry.
Then they finish them off.'

'And he referred to PanKosmia by name?' Nick queried.

Peter didn't reply but became pensive, then commented, 'So there must be a link between the CIA
and PanKosmia.'

Jesse said, 'There could be a link, but we don't know about that for sure.'
Peter said, 'I guess all we have is some circumstantial evidence.'

Having finished their lunch, they tossed the packaging into a nearby bin, and Nick left them and
went his own way. Once he was out of Earshot, he used his phone. 'Hello, Nick Barnes, I thought
you might want to know. An ex-CIA officer and a private investigator are looking into Max
Dorrian's death.' There was a short pause, then Nick said, 'I'll send you their profiles.

Chapter 20
China

“The prudent see only the difficulties, the bold only the advantages, of a great enterprise; the hero
sees both; diminishes the former and makes the latter preponderate, and so conquers.” —
Johann Kaspar Lavater

Chynna knew Chang was afraid of someone involved in the GHO, but she did not know who it was.
Even so, it surprised her that he had closed all channels of communication with her. While the
Chinese government knew more about the scope of the problem than the rest of the scientists trying
to get on top of the Covid 66.6 spread, it still knew little about the contagion rate. Chynna realised
that Director Chang had edited her report because he was afraid to report bad news. The Chinese
government had a history of punishing those who did. For example, the police in Yunnan province
recently punished medical workers for sharing information about what went on in their medical
areas. As a result, many worked in almost empty hospitals, which the world media reported
overflowing with Covid patients.

When the Director eventually contacted Professor Zheng, he said he had an important assignment
for her.



She met with him alone in his office. He made no pretence of greeting her and came straight to the
point. 'As the Chinese virologist at the centre of the Covid 66.6 I want you to go on television to
warn the people that more infectious disease outbreaks are on the way.’

Chynna looked at the Director suspiciously. 'I haven't heard anything about this.'
'Nevertheless, it is true." Chang stated vehemently.

'What is the source of this news?'

Chang stared at her. 'I do hope this is not going to be a problem.’

Chynna pressed, 'Director, where is the evidence to back this up?'

Chang glared at her. 'Don't make waves, Professor. You just stick to what you know about your
extraordinary research into bat diseases. As 'Batwoman' you will explain how people caught Covid
66.6 from bats.’

She stared at the Director. 'Do you want me to tell the world about the scientists at Fort Detrick
who, using my research, discovered that although the transition of the Corona-virus from bats to
humans occurs easily, people have a difficult time infecting other people.'

Chang stared at her, "What do you mean?'
"The scientists used 4 HIV inserts to make the missing key to infect the ACE2 receptor.'

'No, that is not what you will say. You will tell the public that bats had infected the human
population, which quickly and easily became infected with Covid 66.6. Have you got that,
Professor?'

Chynna firmed her jaw. 'T cannot go on television and lie to the world, Director. You will have to
find someone else.'

Chang snapped, "The GHO thinks you are dragging your heels where PR is concerned. This is your
last chance to redeem yourself in their eyes.’

'But my bat research is not completed and therefore can't yet be verified.'
'Never-the-less, you will go on the Chinese television network and say these things.'
'T can't lie to the people just to make the Virology Institute look good.'

Bai Chang narrowed his eyes. "You will do as you are told. If you don't your brother will be arrested
and disgraced.'

'What are you talking about?'

'Dr Jacky Zheng was picked up at Logan Airport a month back trying to smuggle twenty one vials
of biological specimens out of the country.'

Chynna had not been able to contact her brother for over a month. She tried contacting the cancer
research lab at Harvard's Beth Israel Deaconess Medical Centre but to no avail.'

'What samples?' she snapped.

Ignoring the question, Chang continued, 'Dr Zheng was on his way to Beijing with the vials hidden
in a sock in his luggage. After questioning him, he told the airport police that he planned to continue
researching with the samples in his lab in China, taking credit for the results and publishing under
his name.'

'Samples of what?' Chynna pressed.



'He stole Corona-virus samples from a Beth Israel lab. He has been charged with smuggling
prohibited goods from the US and making false statements to Customs and Border Protection
officers. He remains in custody.'

Chynna sat stunned. Her brother had always been the chance taker in the family. But now he was in
big trouble. Chynna quickly saw Chang's game. 'So this is where you tell me the Chinese
government can help have him extradited and all I have to do is lie on television about the virus.'

'Which, of course you will do, to save your brother.'

"What happens to my brother when he arrives back here?'

'We officially claim that he had been set up and welcome him back with open arms.'
'Will he be allowed to work back here?'

"Yes, but in a lesser capacity.'

Chynna did not know what to do with the information. She could not share her latest findings with
Director Bai Chang. He had always been straight with her, but lately, he had changed. Instead of
being his old cheery self Chang had become anxious and hesitant in his decisions. Chynna was
convinced that somebody had gotten to him. Someone who did not want the world to know what
was going on with the virus. Under normal circumstances, he would never have used Professor
Zheng's brother as a bargaining tool to get her to lie to the world about the cause of the virus known
as Covid 66.6. But it was the only way she could keep her brother out of prison. She knew she
would do Chang's bidding. But first, she needed to speak with her brother.

Jacky was not surprised to receive Chynna's call. 'Hi Sis how are you?'

Chynna, in no mood for small talk, cut straight to the chase. 'T must speak with you - today.'
'Why the urgency?'

"You know the answer to that, Jacky.'

He paused, then said, 'So you know then.'

'Director Chang took great pleasure in telling me.'

'What do you mean?'

'T will tell you when we meet. So where are you now?'

'Working as an assistant in the level one lab in Wuhan.'

'Wuhan! Chang told me you were imprisoned in America.'

'Why would he say that?'

'T don't know. He's been a bit strange lately.'

'Well to prove I'm here let's meet at the Li Gangjiayan restaurant, for lunch.'

They did so, and having ordered their lunch, Chynna said, 'Why did you smuggle the samples?'
'T don't want to talk about it.'

'Were you not aware of the risk you took?'

'Let us talk about more pleasant things, sister.'



Chynna stared at her brother. 'What more pleasant things like me having to compromise my
integrity to keep you out of gaol?'

"What are you talking about?'
'Director Chang made me an offer I couldn't refuse,’'
'What offer? I wish you would tell me what you're on about.'

"The price of your freedom is my integrity. I have to lie to the media about Covid 66.6. If I don't you
will go to gaol. Director Chang made that crystal clear. So, dear brother, you have fucked with my
life once again.'

Jacky sighed, 'Sorry sis. It wasn't intended. But what does the Director want you to say?'

Chynna ate some food. 'He told me to go on television to warn the people that more infectious
disease outbreaks are on the way.'

'How does he know that?'

'He doesn't. If we were honest about this, we would announce that we still know little about the rate
of contagion.'

'So he used me as a bargaining tool.'

'More like a threat. The Director has changed lately. It's as though someone is manipulating him.'
'For what purpose?"'

Chynna frowned. 'There's a lot about Covid 66.6 that doesn't add up.'

Jacky said, 'That's what I think. That's why I took those samples.'

Chynna stared at her brother. "'What do you mean?'

Jacky sipped his Jasmine tea. Then he said, 'Not here. 'Somewhere private, later.'
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Chapter 21
England/Patagonia

“The hero is commonly the simplest and obscurest of men and women.” — Henry David Thoreau

Lara Balabanov met with Dionne Bennett at Monty's cottage. Since the Long Island incident, both
women wanted to forget the experience, and Lara had not seen the gallery curator since. So whilst
house sitting, Lara invited Dionne to come and visit. Dionne felt depressed and frustrated that the
Beany House Art Gallery had been closed down because of the pandemic. So she jumped at the
chance of getting out of Canterbury for a while.

As the pair drank tea in Monty's small garden, Dionne said, "What do you make of all this heated
controversy.'

'What do you mean?'
Dionne looked at Lara. "Where have you been hiding? This whole pandemic thing, of course. Which

has brought the New World Order into the open.’



"Well, of course, I know about that, but I try not to let it affect my whole life.’
Dionne said, "With respect, Lara, you haven't had your livelihood taken from you.'

Lara sipped her green tea and looked at the older woman. 'I'm sorry to hear that. But, unfortunately,
these medical dictators don't understand the emotional and psychological effects of art on the
community.'

Dionne said, 'Or maybe they do. Maybe it's all part of the plan to stifle creative processes. It's akin
to Fascist book-burning or the Communist gulags. These theatre and gallery closures are not just
about the visual arts, music and plays. It's about all aspects of cultural society. Dionne paused to sip
her tea. Then, looking Lara in the eye, she said, 'Anybody with a modicum of nous can see the
globalist technocrats aim to bring about technocratic totalitarianism by way of Al networks.'

"Yes, but have you thought about all the ramifications, Dionne?'

'Do you mean that we will soon only be able to make sense of our world through digital means.'
"We're virtually there now. It's too late to stop it!'

Lara sighed, 'But there has to be a better way, Dionne.'

Dionne looked at Lara, 'Please tell me what it is.'

"The solution to this growing insanity has to be a complete dedication to seeking the truth. We have
to open our hearts and listen for a tiny inner voice to point us in the right direction. But that can't
happen while we're enveloped in fear. Anxiety allows the lockdown to steal our autonomy.'

Both women sighed. Then Lara said, 'We must take steps to become self-healers and increase our
autonomy.'

Dionne finished off her nearly cold but still drinkable tea. She looked intently at Lara. 'Have you
heard from Monty or Arturo?' Then she added, 'Do you know where they are?’

Lara was secretly pleased that Dionne was even more out of the loop than her. 'He's gone to rescue
Arturo.'

Dionne stared at Lara, her face a question mark. 'Rescue him from what?'

'More likely from whom.' Lara paused, then said, 'A hotbed of Neo Nazi's in Patagonia.'
'Oh no! What on Earth is he doing back there?'

Lara shrugged, 'T have no idea.’

After an epic railroad journey on the Patagonian express, Monty arrived at a small railway station in
Patagonia. Johan Boltz was at the Nahuel Huapi station to greet him. The old Nazi walked with a
pronounced limp and steadied himself with his stout cane with the silver wolf head handle. He had
one of the ranch hands with him carry Monty's luggage to a classic Mercedes. Boltz got his driver to
take them home. An hour or so later, they came to the sprawling mansion, Residentzia Inalco and
walked to the main entrance of the large building. Monty recognised the place from the last time he
was there. He couldn't be sure, but there seemed to be a more significant Brownshirt presence than
before. He also noted the For Sale signs had gone. Johan made no mention of it, so Monty said, "The
place is no longer for sale then?'

Boltz answered, 'After George De Moonschildt's passing Herman De Moonschildt had it taken off
the market.'

Monty wondered why the grandson went against his grandfather's wishes but left it at that.



Once they entered the Residentzia Inalco, Monty asked Boltz, 'Where's Arturo? I want to see him.'
Boltz said, 'All in good time Herr DeVere. He is busy at present helping Herr De Moonschildt.’

Monty didn't know if he could trust the old Nazi. Arturo's message suggested he was in a bind, and
he needed his old friend's assistance. He could hardly say Arturo had asked for his help as well.
Instead, Monty said, 'T have information for him.'

Boltz looked straight at Monty. "Why didn't you phone?'

't has to be face-to-face.'

"Why?'

Monty thought for a moment, then said, 'T have to know it's him.'

Boltz knew what Monty meant. Digital technology had advanced to such a point that holographic
images could take the place of a natural person. 'I assure you we have the real Herr Bruno staying
here.'

Monty sighed, 'That's reassuring Mr Boltz. Now will you just tell Mr Bruno that I am waiting on
him?'

Johan took Monty to a smoking room with a drinks trolley loaded with a wide range of spirits,
savoury, and sweet snacks. Of course, there was also freshly plunged coffee. But, the German said,
'Make yourself comfortable while you wait.'

After waiting for over 2 hours, Monty finally saw Arturo enter the smoking lounge.
He said, 'Have you been waiting long, Monty?'
'Long enough old boy. Now, my question is, why am I here?'

'Because you're the only person I can truly trust." He got up close to Monty and spoke quietly. 'Let's
go outside and I'll tell you all about it.'

The ranch was vast, so it was easy to find somewhere to speak privately. Or it would have been had
there not been a trace on Arturo's phone. It had been put there illegally by Agent Clancy. That was
over a year ago, and Arturo was still unaware that somebody was listening in.

Unbeknown to Arturo, twelve months ago, Cooper, a CIA agent, spoke with Frank Farringdon, an
assistant FBI director, about the old Montauk military facility's recent attack. Farringdon was
embarrassed to say the Feds had not made any progress in apprehending the terrorists. Cooper
helped Farringdon save face by suggesting that the two national security organisations pool
resources and set up a joint task force.

Farringdon voiced his opinion that it would not be easy as nobody had claimed responsibility for the
drone attack, and the Feds were not allowed near the crime scene. Cooper told Farringdon he could
get the Feds inside the gate but not inside the facility. That was now NSA territory. So the Feds got
to investigate the damaged Radar dish as its crime scene. Then out of the blue, a Brazilian called
Arturo Bruno had shown up at FBI headquarters with info on the terrorist bombing. Farringdon
thought it would be a confession, but, as it turned out, Bruno denied any connection with the terror
attack but said two men had approached him with a strange proposition. They wanted him to help
them blow up an old military installation. One of the men was old and walked with a pronounced
limp. The other man, much younger, spoke English with a German accent. They wanted him to fly a
drone, loaded with high explosives, into a building. The story was plausible, but Farringdon thought
there was more to it. But he had nothing with which to charge Bruno and had to let him go. But
before he released Bruno, Agent Clancy came up with the phone bugging idea to track Bruno's



movements. It was an illegal tap, but they did not have the time to have it legally sanctioned.
Farringdon turned up some background on the two men. The older man with the limp was Johan
Boltz, a Patagonian citizen, and the young man was a Herman de Moonschildt, also from Patagonia.
Farringdon's latest intel from Bruno's phone was that he was even now in Patagonia.

As Monty and the Brazilian walked away from the main building, Bruno said, "You are probably
wondering what I am doing here?'

'Tt did cross my mind.’

'George de Moonschildt died and that left his grandson Herman in charge.'

Monty stopped and looked at his friend. 'In charge of the ranch?'

'T contacted Herman and told him I had background on his parents.'

'Had he asked you to find out about them?"

'No. But Herman was interested and invited me here to tell him what I had learned.’

Monty said, 'A couple of questions, old man. First, how did you know he wanted to find out about
his parents? And secondly, how did you find out about them?'

Arturo said, 'In answer to your first question, I remembered him telling me his parents died when he
was 4 or 5 years old. However, he never offered any more details, so I figured there had to be a few
blank pages concerning them. And secondly, I got a copy of their file from the FBI."' Arturo smiled,
'Do you remember my nemesis, Agent Weber?"'

Monty gave a perfunctory nod, then said, 'OK. That's why you're here. What about me?’

Arturo got close up to Monty. 'There's a CIA agent here, and I'm trying to track him down. So I
need you to watch my back." Arturo paused, then added, 'Oh, one other thing.'

"Yes?'

'T'm officially here as a grief counsellor for Herman. Which means I can have private meetings with
him.'

Monty said, 'T'm guessing that Boltz chappie wouldn't be too happy about that.'

'No, he isn't. But I'm not here to please him. But the change in protocol did put old Johan's nose out
of joint. So now he hates me and wants me gone.'

Monty said, 'Have you told Herman about your problem with Boltz?'

'Although Herman is like a figurehead, Boltz still controls the Neo Nazis.'

'But Herman can still overrule Boltz.'

'It's not that simple.’

'Why not? You said yourself that Herman's grandfather left him in charge of the ranch.’

Bruno said, 'Because Herman is involved in something much bigger than this farm business.' He
stared at Monty. 'Have you seen how many Brownshirts there are around here? Why the hell would
you need such strong security on a ranch?'

Monty said, 'Herman wouldn't need them if this was just a legitimate business. So what is the farm
work hiding? Drugs, maybe.'



'T don't know, but if it's important enough to warrant an undercover CIA agent here, it must be
bloody important.'

'Does Herman know?'

'T alerted him to that probability.'

Monty's eyes nearly popped out of his head. "You alerted him!" Wasn't that a dangerous thing to do?'
"Yes, because now I have to find our spook.’

Monty frowned, 'There is danger here then?'

Arturo looked at his friend. "There could be if I uncover the spy.'

Chapter 22

Patagonia
“A hero is no braver than an ordinary man, but he is braver five minutes longer.” —
Ralph Waldo Emerson

Cooper tossed his cigarette butt onto the ground and looked around. Everyone on the farm knew of
him as Carlos Kapello, a ranchero. He was waiting for Luis Casparro to show. Luis had been the
Inalco ranch foreman for ten years. He wanted to take over as manager once Christian Ruiz retired.
But Boltz had other plans, and he had Herman's ear. Cooper had inferred to Luis at the local cantina
that he might help but gave no details. Luis was suspicious of Kapello, with his fancy hat and hand-
tooled leather boots. He was no ordinary ranchero, and that intrigued Luis. So he agreed to meet
Kapello to find out what he meant about helping.

Cooper was an experienced agent who had worked deep-cover ops for the CIA before. But he
tended to miss out on some of the details — as with the new hand-tooled leather cowboy boots.
Although it was not unknown for a gaucho to buy new boots, it made him stand out. Cooper was
sure he could bluff his way through the boot incident. He looked up again and saw Luis Casparro
approaching. Cooper extended his hand. 'Hi, Carlos Kapello. I'm a farmhand here.’

'T know who you are, but I don't know what you want.'

'Straight to the point. I like that in a man.'

'And you'd better be straight to the point, Kapello,' Luis said, hostility showing in his voice.
'OK, you want to be the next farm manager?'

"Yes, but what can you do about it?'

'It seems that Boltz is the problem here.'

Luis stared at Kapello. 'Boltz has Mr Herman's ear. If he recommends someone for the position of
manager, Herman listens to him.'

Kapello looked Luis in the eye. 'Did you know that Herman has a house guest?'
'T have heard this, but I have not seen him for myself.'

'T can ask him to recommend you for the farm manager position.'

'Why would he listen to you, a mere farmhand?' Luis said scornfully.

'Because I know the guy,’



"You know Herman's guest!" How?'

'It's a long story, Luis. Now, do you want me to mention you to his visitor or not?'

Luis looked at Kapello, his eyes full of doubt. 'So you reckon you can get me the manager's job?'
'T will do my best. But you have to do something for me in return.'

'What?'

'T want to get close to Herman's special guests.'

'T know nothing about his guests.'

"You don't have to, Luis. I want you to recommend me for the head job in the stables grooming and
preparing the horses.'

Luis stared at Carlos. 'Why do you want to be a groom?"'
'Can you do it, or do I have to find someone else?'
Luis shook his head. "We help each other, yes?'

Luis spoke with Johan Boltz, who oversaw security on the ranch. 'He said, 'T want to swap Ricardo
Velasquez with one of my hands.'

Boltz looked straight at Luis. 'Why do you want Ricardo as a farmhand?'

'l need another gaucho, Mr Boltz; my man can't throw bolas to save his life. Ricardo was a gaucho
before he became groomsman. Whereas my man is an expert at grooming horses."'

Boltz said, '"Your request has some merit. Leave me to sleep on it. I will make my decision
tomorrow.'

Agent Cooper could not believe it when he first saw the stranger speaking with Herman De
Moonschildt. It only took a moment for his photographic memory to kick in. The stranger was
Arturo Bruno. What was he doing there? Cooper wondered. The agent had to contact him and stop
him from spoiling the CIA undercover operation. Now he had to make contact with Bruno for
another reason. Luis Casparro had pulled strings, and Cooper was now Herman's head groomsman.
Now Cooper had to come good with his side of the bargain. The agent decided his best approach
was to make out he did not know who Bruno was.

Carlos Kapello, who had twenty-five of Herman's thoroughbreds to supervise, sought out the on-site
vet because one of the mares showed signs of colic, so Carlos had to report it to the animal doctor
who was in the stables. But before he could do this, he heard someone following him. So Carlos
turned abruptly and came face-to-face with Arturo Bruno. He recognised the handsome Brazilian
with dark eyes and curly hair but gave no hint. 'Who are you, and what are you doing in Herr
Moonschildt's stables?'

Cooper went into his role-play. Coming straight to the point, he said, 'Luis Casparro wants Mr De
Moonschildt to consider him for the ranch manager position when it comes up.'

Bruno looked at the groomsman. 'And why are you telling me this? I am a guest here. I know
nothing about the working of this place.'

Cooper pressed, 'Luis Casparro has been a farm foreman for ten years. He is a hard worker, loyal, to
Herman De Moonschildt; he would make a fine manager, but Johan Boltz will not recommend him
for the position.'



At the mention of Boltz's name, Arturo inwardly cringed. 'From what you say, Luis Casparro may
well make a good manager. So what do you expect me to do?'

'Just put his name forward for Herman to make his choice.'
'It's a strange request, Mr Kapello. But I don't see any harm in it.'

Unlike Cooper, Arturo did not have a photographic memory. But he vaguely remembered seeing
Agent Cooper at the New York FBI headquarters. So, he asked himself, why was a CIA operative
grooming horses for De Moonschildt?

As Herman loved to show his special guests around the vast ranch on horseback, Cooper's new
position allowed him to see the comings and goings of visitors and guests. Most of the people he
did not know, but one familiar face showed up. It was Matthew Armitage, the wealthy media baron.
The question on his mind was. What on earth was Armitage doing at Herman's group meetings?

Cooper rested in his caravan after his equine duties were over for the day before joining up with the
cowboys at the local cantina. He had just sat down and poured a whisky when there was a knock on
his door. Carlos opened it and was surprised to see Bruno standing there. He said, 'Ah, it's Mr De
Moonschildt's special guest. What do you want?'

Arturo eyed the man up and down. The groomsman certainly looked the part, from his broad-

brimmed black Spanish style hat to his beautifully hand-tooled leather boots. But then, Arturo came
straight to the point. "What are you doing here, Agent Cooper?'

'Cooper! My name is Carlos,' the spy bluffed.'
'Of course it is, Arturo sneered. Now why are you here?'
"You answer my question first," Cooper snapped.

Arturo leant in close to the agent. 'T think you know who I am. And I am a guest here. I wonder
what Herman would think If I told him I'd uncovered his spy?"'

"What do you mean?' Cooper said, trying to hide his anxiety.
Bruno looked at Cooper, 'Maybe we should carry on this conversation inside your van.'

As they sat in the cramped space, Arturo said, 'T told Herman I thought the CIA had planted a spy
here.'

Cooper stared at Arturo, mouth agape. 'What made you think that?'
Arturo grinned, 'Just a hunch, but now I know. So I want to know why you are here."'
this time, Cooper sneered, 'And you think I'm just going to tell you?'

'If you don't, I'll expose you to Herman De Moonschildt and leave you at the mercy of Boltz and his
Nazis.'

Cooper couldn't risk it. He stared at the Brazilian. 'Have you heard of the Deep State?

'Of course, I have,' Arturo scoffed. But, he added, 'It's a conspiracy theory suggesting that collusion
and cronyism exist within the US political system and constitute a shadow government within the
legitimately elected government.'

Cooper eyeballed the Brazilian. 'It's more than a theory. We have reason to believe that Herman De
Moonschidt is somehow connected to this shadow government.'

Arturo said, 'He's certainly up to something, other than cow punching. Any idea what it is?'



Cooper said nothing at first. Instead, he fixed Arturo with his gaze. 'Who the fuck are you, Mr
Bruno?'

Arturo shrugged, 'Just an interested party.' He added. "We should pool resources.'
'What the fuck can you bring to the table?' Cooper snarled.

Arturo grinned, 'A guest list, private meetings with Herman. Who these people are and how long
they stayed. And you?'

Cooper said, 'So, how is that going to tell us anything?'

'Fuck all if your people don't investigate it. But you don't get a copy of my list if you don't give me
something.'

'Like what?'

Cooper sighed heavily, 'It seems as though this Herman de Moonschildt has connections with some
secret society.'

'What like the Freemasons?"'

'No. Something much more subtle.'

'"Like what?'

Cooper looked straight at Bruno, 'Come back at seven. I'll have something to show you.'

Cooper's words played on Arturo's mind. He wondered what the agent meant about Herman De
Moonschildt being involved in a secret organisation. Arturo had an idea that the ranch was more
than met the eye. Sure the place was rife with Neo-Nazi Brownshirts but was their strong-arm show
there just to muddy the waters. Arturo needed proof, so he headed back to the spook's caravan to
find out what Cooper had for him. It was getting dark, but there were no lights on in the trailer.
Cooper's Ute was parked at the side, suggesting Cooper was home, probably asleep. Using the
torchlight on his phone, Arturo approached the caravan. His beam picked out the valuable boots that
stood by the door. Bruno rapped on the metal door but got no response. He turned to leave, but
something did not seem right. Many of the gauchos and farmhands wanted to get their hands on
Cooper's boots, so why would the spy leave them outside? Arturo could understand Cooper taking
off his shoes before entering his home, but he was hardly likely to just leave them there. Arturo
knocked on the door, a bit harder this time. Still no response. So he tried turning the door handle.
And the door swung outwards. It was dark inside the van, so Arturo shone his phone beam around
and saw Cooper lying on the bed. But he was not asleep. Sleeping does not make you bleed. It
looked as though Cooper had been shot in the chest. His shirt was drenched in blood, as were the
bedclothes he lay upon.

Arturo stared at the blood-soaked body before him. So somebody had

gotten to Cooper and killed him. An icy chill shot up Arturo's spine. What if somebody had seen
him talking to Cooper earlier that day? If he had been a gambling man, Arturo would have put his
money on Boltz being the most likely suspect. But right now, he needed to find Monty and tell him
what had happened.

Monty DeVere was sitting at a table on the wide verandah, enjoying a glass of red wine as he
watched clouds scudding past the half-moon. He wondered what he was doing there. Arturo had
implied he was in some kind of trouble and needed his help. But Monty had not seen anything to
suggest Arturo was in danger. Yet here he was in the depths of Patagonia when he would be better
employed fixing his roof at home. The next thing he knew was that Arturo was headed in his



direction. It amused Monty that thinking about the Brazilian had summoned him, like rubbing a
lamp summoned the genie of folklore. He looked up at Arturo, 'Just why the hell am I here?'

Arturo stood looking at Monty, saying nothing.

'Damn it, old man, I should have stayed home and fixed my roof.'

Arturo sat down opposite Monty. 'Shut up about your fucking roof. This is much more important.'
'What is?' Monty said, puzzled.

'T went back to see Cooper. He was in his caravan - dead.’
"Dead!’

'It looks as though he was shot in the chest.'

Monty stared at Arturo, his mouth wide open.

Arturo said. 'Monty, I've never needed you more than I do now.’

'Do you have a plan?’

"Yes, grab our gear and get the hell out of here.'

Chapter 23
England

“People are not born heroes or villains; they’re created by the people around them.” —
Chris Colfer

The letter seemed harmless at first. It was from "World Enterprises' and addressed to Aldous. He
read it out loud, and Kimmie listened. At first, it didn't make much sense. But then, Kimmie got out
the contract they had with World Enterprises. It looked as though it was a copy of their agreement
with some small print sections highlighted. Next, Aldous read a passage that said that WE wanted to
exercise their right to control all marketing and production.

Kimmie became fully alert. 'Read that section again,’ she said, troubled.

Aldous did so, then stared at Kimmie. 'They can't do that, can they?'

Kimmie paled. "We'll have to call Alison and run this by her.’

Alison Coyne picked up the phone and heard Kimmie's voice. 'Hello Kim, how can I help?'
'We received a troubling letter from World Enterprises. Can you take a look at it?'
"Troubling, in what way?'

Kim replied, 'It looks as though WE is trying to screw us over.'

'T see. Can you fax it to me?"

'Sure, if you think that's the best way.'

Tl take a look and see what it says.'

Alison phoned Kim the next day. She said, 'l have scrutinised the contract between WE and Herbal
relief ...'



'And what have you found out?' Kim asked, her heart in her mouth.

'Pretty much the same as you. Buried in the very small print a clause that gives WE an option to e
over all production, distribution and promotions associated with MindEze. In return they will pay
you a royalty for each sale.’

Kim, stunned said, 'Can they actually do that?'

'Oh yes, it's all perfectly legal.’

'But Aldous will be devastated.' Agitated, Kim added, 'Can you give me Titus Mason's contact?'
'T can, Kim, but there's nothing he can do.'

'If he had been more thorough, we wouldn't be in this mess."'

Alison said, 'Let me contact him and tell him what has happened.'

'T know he's a friend and colleague, Alison but he has to shoulder the responsibility for this.'
'Kim, please let me do this. Attacking the man will not help.'

Alison met with Titus Mason and spoke about Aldous' problem with WE.

As they sat socially distanced, drinking coffee at the Takk, a cafe loved by Alison, she looked at
Titus. It was Titus' first time there, but it was not just a social meeting. Instead, he gently moved his
coffee and cheesecake aside as he read the small print of the Herbal Remedies contract.

Alison sipped her flat white with oat milk as she waited for Titus' response. The cafe had an
Icelandic theme, making it cool in more than one way.

Titus looked up from the document. 'Cunning dogs!" was all he said.

'So it's watertight?'

Titus shook his head despondently. 'T went over the contract with a fine-tooth comb and still missed
it. Well, not so much missed it as misread the subtlety in it.'

Alison said, 'Well, my clients are spitting chips.'

'T'm not surprised. That's quite a body blow.'

She looked her friend in the eye. "They're blaming you for not picking it up.'

'Oh dear. That's awkward.'

Alison said, "You'll have to do better than that.'

"Yes, I suppose so.'

'So any ideas?'

"Tell your clients I'm looking deeper into WE. That should keep them off our backs for a while.'
She looked him in the eye. 'Are you?'

'What?'

'"Looking into WE dealings. I mean it's a sneaky dirty trick WE's playing, so the company may have
done other dirty deals.'



Titus shook his head. 'T've already looked. There's nothing wrong."What about that investigator you
sometimes use?"

'Karla Richards?'

'If that's her name, yes.'

Titus thought about the situation for a moment, then said, 'OK, don't say anything to your clients.'
'l could say you're working on it.'

'Best not, If the job becomes official, it's billable work, and I don't think your client would like that.

Karla Richards discovered World Enterprises came on the corporate scene twelve years ago. The
partners were all successful businessmen who had each founded and built hugely successful
companies. They had each gained a wealth of investment and M&A expertise from serving on
various prominent boards. WE had collectively realised investors returns to the tune of $2 billion.
Everything looked kosher and above board. But Karla needed to get more detail from Titus. Karla
had a PI's licence but only worked for law firms. She preferred it that way. Law firms saw her as a
professional and dealt with her in that manner. And working these cases were much more
straightforward than investigating assignments for members of the public. Currently, she was
working for Titus Mason, checking up on World Enterprises. Titus Mason had not given her much
to go on, other than he wanted her to find out about one of the WE directors, Wycliffe O'Byrne. A
quick Google search showed him to be a big name in mining circles. Karla contacted World
Enterprises through a phone number listed on their website.

A female voice said, 'World Enterprises. Jenny speaking. Can I help you?'
Karla said, 'T would like to speak to one of your directors, a Mr O'Byrne.'

'One moment please.’ A minute passed before Jenny said, 'Sorry but we do not have any directors
under that name.' She then asked, 'What is the nature of your enquiry?'

'That's confidential.'
'If you tell me the nature of your enquiry, I can direct you to the right person.’

That made sense to Karla. So she said, 'I need to speak to somebody who knows about contractual
law.'

'Just a minute. Please hold.'

Karla went, 'Yeah, yeah, yeah,’ sounding like a Beatles song.

Jenny was back. 'Mr Kleinberg will be with you shortly.’

Who is he, and what does he do?"

Jenny ignored the questions. 'Just wait a moment and he will deal with your enquiry.'

Ten minutes elapsed before the piped music stopped, and a human voice took its place. "To whom
am [ talking?'

'Karla Richards. I'm speaking on behalf of Goldrich, Horne and Mason solicitors.'
'How can I help you, Mrs Richards?'
'Ms Richards. It's a contractual matter. Can you deal with that?'

'It depends on the nature of the matter. Explain what contractual matter you're referring to.'



'It concerns a contract between Herbal Remedies and World Enterprises.'

Mr Kleinberg smiled, but Karla could not see it. "You'll have to ring the legal people at head office
for that.’

'But aren't you World enterprises?'

"Yes.'

'And isn't this WE headquarters.'

"Yes.'

Karla sighed, "Then why can't you help?'

"We outsource legal problems to another firm.'

Karla, feeling miffed, said, 'Please give me their contact details.'
'Certainly. Just wait a moment.'

Kleinberg went to the coffee machine and poured boiling water over powdered coffee and milk into
a plastic cup. He had a quick chat with a colleague and went back to his workstation. She was still
on the line. 'Ah, Mrs Richards I have the details for you.'

Karla phoned Givings and partners and spoke to another receptionist. Next, Karla asked to talk with
the person who worked for World Enterprises. Eventually, she got to hear a Mr Emrald, the most
junior partner in the firm. Karla explained she was calling about a contractual matter between
Herbal Remedies and World Enterprises.

Mr Emrald listened to what Karla had to say, then replied, "'What do you mean about that section of
small print being open to interpretation?'

Karla, who had learnt a few things about the complexities of contractual law, said, "This clause
about GE's right to exercise an option allowing it to manufacture and market the product in question
exclusively. 'This causes a significant imbalance in our parties' rights and obligations.'

'In what sense?'

The clause does not mention that WE is under license to Herbal Remedies, which means exclusivity
does not extend to WE in the product's manufacturing and marketing.'

Mr Emrald, who had recently got his brand-new law degree, said, 'T don't know about that.'
'Of course, you don't. Find me someone who does.'

He referred Karla back to the receptionist, who gave her the contact details of a senior partner.
Having had enough of this runaround, Karla rang Titus Mason and gave him the lawyer's contact
number.

Titus rang the number and spoke to Henry Silverstein, a senior partner in the firm. Titus explained
the problem and questioned WE's legality in taking over the production rights for MindEze.

Silverstein said, "Without our financial help and guidance MindEze, like too many innovative ideas
has very little chance of getting off the ground. WE know what it takes to make a product like
MindEze into something extraordinary. We picked that product because it has great promise, and we
only support companies with a real commitment, not mere potential.’

Titus said, 'We know all that, but you cannot legally take control of a product that is under license to
Herbal Remedies.'



"We are not taking control of the product. We are helping Herbal remedies to develop and market the
product globally. We have taken a promising product and turned it into a sound business model.'

'T'm not disputing the excellent job you are doing, but it is for WE, not Herbal Remedies.'

Silverstein pointed out. 'Everything we have done is perfectly legal. I don't know what you expect
me to do. I am speaking with you out of courtesy, not to make excuses for our business practices. It
would be best if you pointed this out to your client.'

Titus said, "My client still retains the licence on his product.'
Silverstein said, 'Of course.'

"This means you cannot change anything about MindEze without the given authority of the licence
holder.

Silverstein said, 'I think we should meet.'

Chapter 24

Patagonia
“The ordinary man is involved in action, the hero acts. An immense difference.” — Henry Miller

Eleven private luxury jets landed one at a time on the specially built runway. The aircrafts taxied to
a large hangar, where a bus stood waiting. The aircraft’s crews remained at the hangar while the bus
took the Mj12 members to the main hacienda, where Johan Boltz met them. Boltz, unsteady on his
old legs, used his walking stick for support as he took the VIPs to a comfortable lounge, where
servants awaited to attend to their needs. These were, after all, gentlemen used to having the best
the world had to offer

Matthew Armitage, one of the PanKosmian inner sanctum, a media mogul, was strongly tempted to
record the proceedings for worldwide publication. But all Mj12 members were sworn to secrecy,
and they all agreed with the Covid 19 'Secure in Place' protocols. This secrecy was not surprising as
Lockstep and other safety measures were put into place by the GHO. Their delegate for the health
angle, Dr Daniel Haye, was an honorary member of Mj12. Other members covered
Telecommunications, Security, Business, Banking, Pharmaceuticals, Justice System, T