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P R O L O G U E

Greed, Power, and Corruption: 
What’s New

Poland, 80 years ago

Military troops all had their favorite places to blow off steam. 
This one was large, with areas for local musicians, reason- 

able food, a range of alcoholic beverages and a few private rooms 
available for a price to indulge in other refreshment fare. Only 
those from money or with high rank could afford them. In this 
case, the man waiting for someone had both. 

Kondrat Mickelowski was of the older, more honorable, 
wealthy families that struggled with the constant regional conflicts 
that had been brewing for almost 20 years. His commanding 
presence was complimented by his height, speech, and impecca-
ble grooming, all of which spoke to his status. His jacket was of 
the finest wool, cut in line with the fashionably rich of the times. 
Though his family indeed had position, money, and property, 
the values of education, human kindness, and a logical view of  
cause and effect had been instilled from birth. These are the values 
he imparted to his only son. 

Life in this place in any position, he believed, was short lived 
while the maniac in Germany gained ground. That lunatic, in 
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the opinion of many across Europe, surrounded himself with cruel 
and greedy men without conscience. Reflecting on the various 
recent conflicts, negotiations, treaties, and shifts in political power, 
he realized things were coming to a head. Hence the request for 
this meeting with his son, the Wolfgang.

Lively noise and revelry from the soldiers coming in for a 
start to the weekend spilled into the private dining area. Dark 
beers were flowing, in line with the weekly pay vouchers delivered  
earlier in the day. Military units from all sides were doing exactly 
as the strategy planners intended. Here’s the target, the reasons 
are above your pay grade, and when these invaders evacuate this 
place, all will be well. Warsaw political leaders felt the annexation 
of the railway junction at the City of Bohumin was the only stop 
gap to German invasion.

Noise levels increased in the private room as the door 
opened and his son entered. He cut a fine figure in his uniform 
and had earned the rank of lieutenant, even at his very young 
age. With his education and training, he had entered service at 
16. Tall and commanding like his father, he strode to the table, 
and as his father rose they embraced. They sat in adjacent chairs 
and the barmaid brought in steaming plates of food and two 
brimming steins.

 Kondrat looked up graciously after she had set the provisions 
down and said, “Madam, thank you. That’s all for now.”

The barmaid was taken aback, as she’d expected his customary 
scowl, rather than a kind word.

The Wolfgang, who added a small smile and a twinkle in his 
blue eyes, also voiced, “Yes, thank you, madam.”

Uncertain but pleased, she grinned, curtseyed and left with-
out a word.

“My son, how was your travel? Any issues?”
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“No, Father, though the rumors swirling about the New Order 
and what they plan are everywhere. It seems to be inevitable, 
regardless of the negotiations by our leaders.”

“Agreed. It seems that the mandate is for a total Germanisation 
of Europe, one territory at a time. Without the intervention of the 
west, it is only a matter of time. The various delay tactics are just 
that. Our families, languages, traditions, religions, and associations 
will be wiped out if the lunatic is not stopped.”

“How can I help, Father? What can I do? I am rising in the  
ranks and gaining ground from those currently in power, though 
I sense some reluctance to share information. Officers are having 
sidebar correspondence with those outside of Poland. With the 
latest border change negotiation, it seems we are being painted 
as a German annexation. Is that how you view it?”

“Exactly, and it will only get worse. I have a unit I would 
like you to request transfer into, though it will appear to be a 
demotion. Meanwhile, I am going to try to liquidate some of 
our assets and place them outside of our country. I will let you 
know where and the details for access. It won’t be as much as I 
would like, because I want to make certain that our staff and the 
surrounding community have a share to help overcome what I 
feel certain is going to be devastating to everything you know 
and how you were raised. 

“Men who get addicted to power, especially over other people 
and land, stop at nothing to gain what they want. This is one of 
mankind’s biggest failings. There always seems to be some narcis-
sistic psychopath who quietly rises up with the right message to  
gain his or her agenda. With education or the right influential 
circle, they often further their power addiction by military means. 
But you should know that our threat from the Nationalists in 
Germany is not the only consideration. The Soviets to the East 
are uncommonly quiet in this theater of aggression, and that is 
just as troubling.”
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The young lieutenant nodded and stated, “Father, how do you 
stop someone like Hitler, or is it even possible? The old wounds 
from the Great War have left many feeling guilty and ready to 
acquiesce to calls for repatriating lost territories, regardless of new 
national identities. Poland finally pulled away from the Kingdom  
of Prussia after the Treaty of Versailles set the stage for our inde-
pendence. Now here we are again, being looked at as another 
territory to be annexed by Germany.”

“Honestly, my son, I sadly think that a bullet to the head 
would be the most effective. However, it is morally wrong, period! 
The best way to stay ahead of the interlopers is to stay ahead of 
them and not let them get a foothold. Vigilance, coupled with 
better information and methods to apply the information, is the  
right solution, though it is the most elusive. As an example, if you 
can watch all the pieces on the chessboard during the entire 
game, you can know the traps in advance to know what to avoid. 
It is a skill that few possess.”

The lieutenant was lost in thought about the commentary 
as he finished his food. This logic flow was not a new concept to 
him. However the current world situation was much closer to 
home. “I will make arrangements for the transfer, Father, when 
I return to Command. Do you think it will be enough to make a 
difference?”

Kondrat emphatically stated, “It always makes a difference 
to do the right thing, especially against tyrannical maniacs. Thank 
you, my son. You are the hope of the future. Stay safe. God speed.”
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C H A P T E R  1

Did You Really Need  
a Different Introduction? 

Present Day

In his cheeriest voice, Otto greeted, “Bruno! How are you, 
friend? It’s been  ages since we’ve spoken! I was beginning to 

think that our last round of business was the end of our inter- 
actions, but I am delighted to see I was mistaken. How can I 
help you and your associate? It is not often that I am approached 
by one of Interpol’s finest cyber detectives and one of the directors 
of the Global Bank. May I assume that this has something to do 
with the latest developments in the cryptocurrency markets and 
the ensuing theft that occurred?”

Bruno sat dumbfounded for a moment, unable to respond. 
In his Instant Message window on his PC, he was alerted to a 
new message.

How does this man know that I’m on the call?

Bruno, somewhat dazed, responded:

You said you wanted the best… no one sneaks up on 
these people…
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Otto puzzled a moment, then asked, “Bruno, are you still there? 
Are you okay? Can you hear me?”

Finally Bruno cleared his throat and responded, “Otto, this is  
my anonymous calling line that goes through a bank of anonymiz-
ing servers just so I can have a completely cloaked conversation 
with people demanding extreme security. How did you know it  
was me? And, furthermore, how could you possibly have guessed 
who was on the call with me? Finally, why do you suspect we are 
calling about cryptocurrency matters?”

Otto suppressed a smile and innocently replied, “Oh, 
pardon me, Bruno. Have I made some misstatements to your 
distinguished guest?”

Bruno clucked his tongue in annoyance and continued, “On 
second thought, I don’t really want to know all the tricks of the 
magician. Allow me to introduce Tonya Van Den Berghe from 
the Global Bank.

“Otto, I was asked to make introductions, but as you can 
see, Tonya, these are the people we call on when we need that 
which cannot be done. I’ll leave you two to talk in private. I 
assume that the voice tunnel is encrypted, Otto, after my initial 
but naïve outreach to you. Good day to you both.”

Otto didn’t have time to reply to Bruno’s hasty departure, so 
he offered, “Tonya, apologies if your call didn’t catch me unawares. 
We work very hard at being informed. That way when we are 
called upon to help we can take up the assignment quickly. How 
may I be of service to you and your organization?”

Tonya, relatively young but well-educated and informed about 
the world stage, quickly moved past her initial surprise, almost 
smiled, and acknowledged, “Otto, I believe your demonstration 
clearly proved your point about your organization’s effectiveness.  
You are correct, I am calling with regards to cryptocurrency 
matters and some very high-profile thefts that lead us to believe 
the Global Bank has been compromised.
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“To that end, I would like to meet and discuss the contents 
of a package I need to provide you. It will give you all the details 
we have so far, but there are some things that I cannot discuss 
over the phone, even though I rather believe that the line is 
certainly encrypted. Would that be possible?”

Otto nodded and answered, “Understood. In a chat window 
that I’m opening up on your computer, I will place the location 
of a cyber-Drop Vault. We use this with special customers for 
secure document and data sharing. It will help us to begin work 
immediately with current information. When and where would 
you like to meet? I presume that time is of the essence.”

Tonya smirked as she replied, “You know it, Mr. Magician!
“I will upload the information within the hour. I would like 

to meet with you or possibly your right hand designate the day 
after tomorrow in Paris. I would prefer that we keep discussions 
on this topic out of our headquarters in New York City, though 
I assure you I have the support of our Managing Director in this 
matter. I can, of course, provide credentials.”

Otto reviewed the background information on Tonya, includ-
ing several photos provided by ICABOD, the team’s Artificial 
Intelligence Supercomputer. The young woman had graduated 
in the top of her class from Harvard Business with a focus in 
International Finance, with no extraordinarily high financial 
portfolio and her remaining two years of education debt being 
paid monthly. The photographs provided included professional 
headshots of her even smile, her heart-shaped face framed by 
shiny chestnut colored waves that just reached her shoulders. 
The photo date was three months ago and included her physical 
attributes of height at almost 1.8 meters and a lean 59 kilograms. 
It struck Otto that her facial lines were very sophisticated, yet 
she seemed approachable. 
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He commented, “Based on the nature of the discussion, 
credentials will be necessary. I will have you meet with Wolfgang  
Mickelowski, our Financial Director in Paris, at noon on 
Wednesday. Unless you have an objection, we will arrange for 
the meeting to take place in a secure conference room at Regal 
Financial in La Défense, just west of the Paris city limits. I have 
an associate on the Board of Directors of the main branch of the 
institution’s headquarters in Zürich.”

Tonya replied, “That is very agreeable. Thank you, Otto, I 
look forward to meeting with Mr. Mickelowski.”

The call was disconnected and Otto called Wolfgang. They 
chatted for a few moments and decided the best course of action 
was to assemble the team. They agreed to a time, and Otto waited 
for the package upload from Tonya to read en route. 

Tonya Van Den Berghe studied the desk phone, then reached 
for her personal cell phone that was still capable of making an 
encrypted call, and dialed a familiar number from her contact list 
identified by only an icon. Once the encrypted call was launched, 
she steeled herself for the pending conversation.

It seemed like an eternity before the call connected, and a 
pleasant voice answered, “How did the call go with Bruno’s rec-
ommendation? Do we have the services of this unbiased group 
in Switzerland?”

Tonya replied, “Yes, Madam Director, we have their services, 
but, boy, what a creepy call! I mean, the man Bruno connected 
us to, Otto, knew right away who we were and almost to the 
letter of what we wanted. It was almost like he knew the work to 
be done and we would only need to verify the terms and condi-
tions. Bruno seemed uncomfortable and bailed from the call. I 
finished the negotiations. 
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“Madam Director, I’m not completely comfortable with this 
type of contact, no matter how highly your Interpol contact, 
Bruno, recommended them.”

The smirking voice on the other end of the call asked, “Do 
you feel we are on the right trajectory?”

Tonya had some trouble reeling in her irked state of mind 
but offered all the professionalism she could muster. 

“Yes, Madam Director, we are on the right trajectory with 
these people. Not only did they know exactly who was calling 
over a supposedly anonymized voice channel, but they picked 
up on my presence, while correctly surmising the nature of the 
call. I’ve not witnessed this kind of digital sleight-of-hand before, 
and, well, it made me feel like I was right out of the University 
again.

“Since I took this job with your organization, I’ve only been 
embarrassed and humiliated twice during my tenure. The time 
you first pulled me aside and suggested that I not dress like a low 
class/no class call girl, and now this time with Otto the Magician.”

The Director chuckled and gently reminded, “Oh, so not the 
time I stumbled into your office after hours and almost interrupted 
you with, what’s his name? Though we were peers at our previous 
job, you do work for me know. Well, never mind. What are our 
next steps with the Magician? I assume they took the project, 
but what fee did you settle on?”

Tonya swallowed hard and admitted, “I…we didn’t discuss a 
fee, only a meeting place and where to ship the advance materials 
so his team could begin work.”

The Director sighed like someone ready to chastise an 
underling and then commented, “I’m glad your taste in men has 
improved over the years, but remember that even a low class/
no class call girl discusses price before putting the goods on the 
table. This is most unlike you. You need to take charge and not 
get rattled when you are in charge of an assignment.”
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Now mortified, Tonya stammered, “I didn’t get rattled. Okay, 
I got a bit rattled, but when we meet in Paris I can…”

Thoroughly enjoying the teasing she was delivering to her 
associate, the Director soothed, “Tonya, it is a part of working in 
this field.

“I can tell you that because he did the same thing to me many 
years ago. I was an up-and-coming professional who thought 
she could hold her own in a male dominated world of high 
finance. My ego had to be ambulanced off the premises the first 
time I encountered him. I thought he might help you adapt 
more readily.”

Tonya was stunned at the admission. But before she could 
say anything the Director responded, “That encounter helped 
me to get to this position. I’m hoping that someday it will help 
you get here too.”

Tonya, somewhat chastened, quietly offered, “Thank you, 
Ingrid. I will try and be that person you believe I am.”

Ingrid stepped back into her hard-edged Director role as she  
sharply reminded, “Understand, we need all the resources we can 
muster to intercept these disruptive cryptocurrency Johnnies 
and their cottage industry before one of these products catches 
on. We need time to get ours to market before we lose control of 
global finance. We don’t want to be caught making buggy whips 
while the internal combustion automobile is being rolled off 
mass-production lines. Time is not on our side in this matter,  
so whatever Mr. Magician wants to charge is fine. If he and his 
organization can help us hold our position until we are ready, 
then his price is chump change compared to what our next 
position will be. If he doesn’t, then he will be paid with useless 
currency, and none of it will matter anyway.”

Tonya swallowed hard and stated, “Yes, Madam Director. I 
understand.”
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C H A P T E R  2

It Looked Good on Paper 
…The Enigma Chronicles

The panic and tension thickened throughout the building as 
each person entered, then frantically pushed and shoved 

those ahead of them to gain the front spot to demand their funds. 
The directors watched the increased madness through the glass 
walls of the meeting room, yet were powerless to stop the ever- 
growing chaos. It was a classic run-on-the-bank scenario like 
the old films and photos portrayed from the 1920s in the U.S. 
There was no shortage of desperate people having an anxiety 
attack concerning their funds. No one wanted to wait patiently 
in line for their money. The pushing and shoving continued to 
escalate within the line but did not quite reach the head of the 
line. Police were there to try and keep order, but most of them 
ended up joining the human tidal wave of desperation. This was 
just one frightened mob in one location in this small struggling 
country oppressed by debt. Some of the other banks in this 
impoverished country had wisely refused to open until commu-
nication avenues with the panic stricken improved. 
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In this formerly thriving city, the military, which was really 
only a volunteer militia, was called out to assist when martial law 
was declared. Its lack of success in controlling the crowds added 
to the chaos. Comprised primarily of weekend warriors, the 
militia had never been trained to be a true peacekeeping force. 
Friends and family begged and cried to them for personal sup-
port efforts, and the militia members’ subsequently weakened 
resolve was like accelerant on the crazed population. The police 
began to exit once they received their funds, leaving only the 
privately hired mercenaries, politely called internal security, to 
protect the banking institutions.

Here, inside the country’s central bank, Mathias wondered 
how long he and his directors would be safe behind the internal 
security force and bulletproof glass. The images from the out-
side cameras convinced him that trying to go out to his favorite 
restaurant for lunch would be insanely unwise. It occurred to 
him that if this mob scene couldn’t be brought under control, he 
and the other directors would be trapped here. He began to feel 
queasy at the thought of surviving on vending machine food until 
the mob was contained and under control, which might take days.

Mathias had a way of working with any group due to his 
ability to appear like those around him. He could be imposing if he 
rose to his nearly two meters and 90 kilograms, with his broad 
shoulders, squared facial structure and dark well-groomed hair. 
His suits were custom made in Hong Kong of the finest mate-
rials, and they suited the part he was playing in this scenario. As 
Mathias watched the chaos surrounding him, he had to admit 
this experiment had failed, not because the technology didn’t 
work, but because people believed they were being swindled out 
of their money. What Mathias and the other directors had failed 
to realize was that in order for the regular population to make 
ends meet, they had to operate in or with the underground 
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economy. To function in the underground economy, cynically 
called the EU, one needed hard currency for conducting business, 
which was highly mobile even if it was fiat money. Yes, several 
European governments had declared fiat money to be legal tender, 
but historically, money was backed by physical commodities such 
as gold and silver. They lacked understanding of the continual 
devaluation as those resources dwindled.

 With his British accent, Mathias captured the ear of the 
authorities. His sales pitch suggested that by shifting everything 
to digital currency, the government could put an end to the EU. 
Then they would finally get the tax revenue they’d been missing.  
The powers-that-be had completely missed the fact that the loss 
of mobile hard currency would simply drive the entire population, 
heavily dependent upon the EU, into a subterranean-subsistence 
level of poverty. The governments involved in this joint experiment 
had made the classic mistake of pushing the population into a 
position where they now had nothing left to lose. Now, with the 
poorly trained but armed militia joining the frightened mob, and 
no police willing to defend the new world order, things could 
not have been blacker for the digital currency plan.

One of the larger, well-fed directors meekly asked, “Did the 
specialty donuts get delivered this morning? Can you ask the 
private security persons if they are on their way up?”

At that same moment, gunfire cracked several corners of 
vertical glass panes in the directors’ meeting room. The eminent 
threat of the collapse of the fractured glass walls was immediately 
on the minds of the directors at the table.

Alois Dutch, who was always addressed as Dutch, entered 
through the lavatory door adjacent to the boardroom. He was  
imposing in his loose suit, which obviously concealed his holstered 
handgun. His gravelly voice barked, “The donuts are here, but 
the coffee is still brewing! Who wants to wait, and who wants to 
go? The chopper is on the roof, but there is only room for three!” 
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Mathias frowned and retrieved his own personal 9mm 
semi-automatic. He promptly made the selecting votes. All the 
frightened directors stared in shocked disbelief as Mathias shot 
them all in rapid succession. After one shot each to the head, 
Mathias turned to Dutch and calmly stated, “We now have room 
for the donuts, but let’s pick up coffee along the way. I would like 
to have room for the cream and sugar to be added.”

As a seasoned mercenary, Dutch wasn’t surprised at the ef-
ficiency of the meeting’s abrupt ending, so he responded, “Good 
by me. I’ve always thought the coffee here isn’t strong enough 
for my tastes.” Dutch was about the same size as Mathias, but his 
blue eyes and blond hair echoed his German heritage. The lines 
of his face, permanently turned down mouth, and haphazard 
scars spoke to his uncompromised lifestyle filled with brutality.

They both got low as they exited out the back door, away 
from the disastrous scene, and quickly moved toward the stair-
well that would take them to the helipad on the roof. Mathias 
had snatched his ever-close metal briefcase, containing his 
standard escape materials, after eliminating the competition 
for seats in the helicopter. The special purpose briefcase was 
also bullet-proof. With its side sling, it made for a perfect shield 
should any more stray rounds head his way. As they climbed 
higher in the stairwell, the noise from the lower floors reced-
ed, and it was almost quiet as they got to the last door leading 
directly to the roof. 

Dutch did a quick spot check from out in front and then 
motioned to Mathias to follow. They both swung quickly into the 
helicopter. Once the door closed, Dutch pounded on the glass 
behind the pilot and with a thumbs up indicated it was time to go. 
The pilot pulled the helicopter up to clear the building edge then 
smartly pushed the craft forward, gaining speed as quickly as he 
could.
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Dutch smirked as he commented, “Maybe we need a new line 
of work. I mean, there must be something wrong with getting 
your whole agenda adopted by the Finance Minister, rubber 
stamped by the governing body of this backwater country, only 
to have to escape with our donuts, yet leave the coffee behind as 
we run for our lives.”

Mathias ground his teeth in anger and remarked, “You know, 
I can ask the pilot to take you back and drop you off if you prefer.”

Dutch knew he was on thin ice. “Alright, I’m fine here.” 
Then he shifted the discussion as he added, “I have to admit, we 
almost pulled this one off by the numbers. But just like my CO 
used to say after a failed operation, it sure looked good on paper!”

Mathias stewed a moment as he mentally reviewed the care-
fully laid plan. “I know this model will work, Dutch! I just need 
a larger target audience! This one was just too small and too prone  
to backward superstitions. If they accepted my financial model…”

Dutch cut him off as he questioned, “We’re going to try it 
again, huh? Now, you can always count on me for another turn 
at the roulette wheel, but I maintain we don’t try this again 
without our trusty contingency plan in place! By the way, what 
is our plan B?”

Mathias offered a chilling smile and responded, “We will do 
a larger country where they have more to lose and more for me 
to gain! We hunt where there is lots of financial turmoil already 
present, because it will hide our footprints.”

Dutch, now in something of a humoring mood, asked, “You 
don’t think someone will notice that you’re pitching a distributed  
digital currency to displace a centralized paper currency? It 
seems a lot like being out on a first date, where you’re staring 
down the front of your lady’s low cut evening dress and humbly 
proclaiming you admire her for her mind! She ain’t buying it, 
and they won’t buy it!”
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A wry smile crossed Mathias’s face as he admonished, “Dutch, 
your problem is that all the time you spent in the Deutsches Heer 
made you too cynical. You know what they say in marketing 
financial concepts: packaging, packaging, and packaging!”

“Yeah, but they also say that in taxidermy work!” Dutch 
couldn’t contain his sour look. 
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C H A P T E R  3 

Redefining What a  
Long Day Means

It was late in the day, and Su Lin had just finished tending her  
animals, in particular her favorite pig, Franklin. At 160 kilo-

grams, Franklin could have been a formidable adversary to 
her slight Asian build, being less than half his weight. Over the 
years of their friendship and her training, he’d become more of 
a barnyard pet and confidant. As she tidied her long silky black 
hair into her typical braid halfway down her back, she mused 
about how thankful she was that Franklin had outgrown his 
tendency to want to sit in her lap, as he had done when he was 
just an armful. 

Franklin was a very bright hog who took everything in 
stride, and he showed a genuine affection for Su Lin. However, 
today Su Lin was distracted. Every unusual noise seemed to 
pull her attention in a different direction. Ever in tune with his 
human companion, Franklin stopped to test the air with his 
extremely sensitive nose. Su Lin halted her activities to study the 
surroundings of the familiar Georgia farm, but nothing looked 
wrong. Except that something seemed wrong. A most unsettling 
feeling came over her as she walked back from the pens to the 
house.
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Andy’s hound dog, Wrinkles, was fast asleep and didn’t 
bother to raise his head up to watch Su Lin trudge back from 
the pens as he usually did at this time of day. Wrinkles’ afternoon 
siesta was always secondary to the kitchen snacks that he got 
when Su Lin began to cook supper. 

Su Lin studied the large hound as she approached and  
remarked, “I must agree with Andy’s assessment of you, Wrinkles.  
If you were any more laid back, you would be constantly slipping 
into a coma. You must have played pretty hard today, to not 
even get up to begin pestering for snacks.”

Su Lin stopped just outside the door and looked around the 
property one more time, hoping to alleviate her unsettled feelings, 
but the well-kept Georgia farm with its large welcoming home 
was perfectly in place. They had recently repainted the home  
in brick red with white trim, giving the house a certain quaint 
elegance without pretension. She shrugged her shoulders to 
loosen the cloud of doubt she felt and went inside. Su Lin paused 
at the mirror in the mud room, verifying that her hair was in 
place, and no dirt was apparent on her ivory skin. Even though 
she’d had servants for much of her adult life, she enjoyed her 
work with the animals. 

As she closed the screen door, it flashed through her mind 
that locking the door would be a good idea, even though they 
never did. Andy always wanted folks to be able to drop in. He’d 
insisted you couldn’t be neighborly if the door was locked. How-
ever, she decidedly wasn’t in the mood to discuss how southern 
folks in the country always left the doors unlocked, and she 
went on in to check on Andy and see if he was ready for dinner. 

Andy’s office was a cross between a high tech server room, 
operations area, office area, and something of an electrical power 
drain on the grid. If he wasn’t wearing his headset while talking 
to one of his many customers, or signed into a high tech webinar, 
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he was building something for testing or trialing in his opera-
tional headquarters known as the Rock-n-Roll Domain. It wasn’t 
uncommon for Su Lin to check on him, only to find him totally 
absorbed in some new technical project with some rock music 
playing at varying decibels in the background.

As she wandered closer to Andy, she noted that his white 
hair was a bit long, but nice with waves, offsetting his broad 
shoulders which suited his big hands. When he hugged her close 
it was like being wrapped in a cocoon of gentle protection. He was 
by all standards a big man, just shy of two meters and nearly  
90 kilos. She smiled with fondness, until she drew closer and 
noted with dismay all the high-caloric junk food packages strewn 
around, mostly empty.

She immediately fussed, “Andrew! We’ve talked about this! 
Your heart attack was supposed to be a wakeup call for your poor 
eating habits! The doctor said if we cut back on all the junk 
food, you could lead a normal life. Honey, you promised!”

Andy sheepishly offered, “Aw, sweetheart, I have turned over 
a new leaf. You notice that I no longer have that big salt block 
used for cattle on the table at suppertime. Now, doesn’t that 
count for something? Besides, all the healthy cooking you have 
been doing should make up for some of the small splurges I have 
now and again.”

Su Lin retorted, “That’s because I feed all the fat trimmings 
to Wrinkles, who by all accounts likes your new diet. And say, 
what’s wrong with him today? Usually he is all over me when I  
come back in the afternoon from the pens. Have you been feeding 
him your favorite concoction of cheese puffs dipped in melted 
fudge ice cream again?”

Andy rather soberly remarked, “Nope! Not since that last 
time when we had to clean up after his bazooka-barfing-from-
both-ends episode. Not me, ma’am.”
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Before she could admonish him further, she heard something 
in the front room area and cast a quizzical look to Andy before 
she went to investigate. When she walked into the front room, she 
saw a Chinese man, with the bearing of a military type, complete 
with his short cropped black hair and sinewy arms, sitting way 
too comfortably in one of the over-sized leather chairs, casually 
waiting.

Su Lin didn’t recognize the man, only the type, and she 
immediately disliked him. Trying to keep the alarm out of her 
voice, she called to Andy without taking her eyes off of the 
stranger. He was neither menacing nor friendly in his presenta-
tion to her, but he said nothing.

Andy barged into the room and stopped short upon seeing 
the stranger. He sized up the situation quickly and demanded, 
“Who the hell are you, and what the hell are you doing here?”

Andy, being ex-military police, always carried his 1911 Colt 
45 in a holster at the small of his back and quickly reached for it. 
At almost the same time, he felt two cold weapons on either side 
of his neck. Then some very cautious, practiced hands carefully 
confiscated his weapon. Andy froze but still rotated his eyes from 
one side to the other to take in the two Chinese enforcer types 
holding guns at his neck.

Once the disarming process was completed, the seated man 
looked toward Su Lin, “Ah, Colonel Ling Po, how nice to see 
you again. It’s been a long time. Apologies for the surveillance 
you apparently noticed and the intrusion, but you have been 
extremely difficult to find.

“Please, don’t worry about the enormous dog out front; he is 
merely sedated. I didn’t want to risk an unpleasant encounter with 
him while we …um…talked.”

Andy, trying to reconcile why this man called Su Lin by 
the name from her former life attempted a bluff as he bellowed, 
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“No one barges into my farm house and pulls a gun on us. It’s 
even worse when that uninvited stranger speaks to my wife, Su 
Lin, using an incorrect name and sedates my animal without 
any idea of who we are! You boneheads have come to the wrong 
place, so git out!”

Completely oblivious to Andy’s rant, the intruder continued, 
“I don’t expect you to remember me, but certainly I remember  
you, Colonel Po. When you were put in charge of the Cyber Warfare  
College in China, all of your adversaries thought you had been 
neutralized. It is obvious that they were wrong. You managed to 
build an excellent power base, then crush your opposition quite 
completely. I believe the Khan incident that you engineered was 
probably the best example of assassinating someone using cyber 
means.”

Su Lin swallowed hard and sternly replied, “Now I remem-
ber you. Major Guano, the henchman for Chairman Lo Chang. 
I hardly recognized you without your smock and hypodermic 
needle.”

The intruder almost smirked as he confirmed, “How nice of 
you to remember. However, I must point out that I am now a full 
Colonel, and Lo Chang is no longer Chairman in this world.”

As usual, Su Lin’s intelligence launched her response, drip-
ping in sarcasm. “I understand. One criminal out and another 
one in his place. Some things never change, do they?”

Colonel Guano tightened up somewhat and continued, “It 
seems you had some highly motivated help in leaving our, uh…
facilities in China. It has taken some time to find you again.”

Andy was trying to mentally find a way out of the situation. 
He did not like being in this position especially with Su Lin the 
target. He was not happy with the ongoing conversation and 
the familiarity that Colonel Guano was showing toward Su Lin. 
But Su Lin motioned to him to stand down during the ongoing 
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banter, like she had a better understanding of their capabilities. 
Cutting her eyes between the two henchmen and back to Andy 
helped remind him not to attempt anything foolish.

Guano, still seated yet certain he dominated the conversation, 
continued, “Your vanishing act from China was most impressive  
and, I must say, a little vexing for us. As usual though, you 
couldn’t stay hidden for long. Your brilliant research that coupled 
nanotechnology and genetic engineering helped cast a bright 
light on your trail. Of course, the shabby incident with that crazed 
Doctor Pekoni helped us to zero in on your current location.

“Oh, and congratulations on your marriage to Mr. Greenwood.  
We know you tried to keep the ceremony small and quiet, but the 
blood tests did help to confirm that you are indeed Lt. Colonel 
Ling Po, aka Master Po of the Chinese Cyber Warfare College. 
My hunt is now complete.”

Su Lin, afraid of what Andy would think, cast a quick glance 
at him before she responded, “Let’s pretend, for arguments sake, 
that you are not an insane delusional errand monkey and that 
I am this Colonel Po. What possessed you to travel halfway 
around the world, looking for someone who obviously doesn’t 
want to be found?”

Guano steeled himself and answered, “You built an early 
prototype of, um…a financial program that was demonstrated 
to several influential party members and left quite an impres-
sion. It had, as I recall, a remarkable security routine called the 
Grasshopper Loop, which made it unbreakable to even the most 
persistent hackers. My leadership has sent me to retrieve that 
code and its author, in the most discreet but expeditious manner.”

Andy was nearly undone with this threat. Su Lin smirked 
in a mocking manner and informed him, “I don’t have that 
program, but it is not true that it was unbreakable. The code was 
broken by, shall we say, a highly motivated hacker. Your quest to 
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locate the author of the code is simply a fool’s errand. The code 
Master Po allegedly wrote that was purported to be unbreakable 
is as vulnerable as any freeware, downloadable from your favorite 
cell phone website. 

“Take you and your abhorrent henchmen out of our house 
and leave us alone.”

Guano rose out of the chair and bluntly stated, “I was sent 
to retrieve it and you. And I will do exactly that, with or without 
your cooperation.” 

Before any further instructions could be issued by Guano, 
Andy used his huge hands to grab both henchmen’s gun-wielding 
hands, pushed the assailants’ weapons to point at the other, and 
using his thumbs, pulled the triggers simultaneously causing them 
to shoot each other. Unfortunately, the hot muzzle blast of both 
weapons seared Andy’s eyes, instantly blinding him. 

Su Lin’s military training kicked in, and she dove for one 
of the weapons just as Guano drew his. Andy, though blinded, 
instinctively knew to go to ground around the dead Chinese 
henchman and look for his missing Colt 45. He wasn’t sure what 
he could do once he was armed, sightless as he now was, but he 
wasn’t going to give up as long as Su Lin was being threatened 
by Guano.

Just as Andy located his Colt 45, two shots rang out, and the 
room fell silent. 

 




