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Nimbin Gospels 

 

The sins of the fathers 

are handed down from 

generation to generation. 

Twenty-five-year old Yuki 

Mori, had often heard the 

old saying but had never 

given it much thought. Its 

full and horrifying meaning 

only became clear when she 

left Japan and went to Aus-

tralia in search of  her sister who had entered a 

strange hippy commune. 

Yuki thought her sister was being exploited for 

sex. The truth was even more frightening. But, it 

was not all bad news. Yuki found friends in unex-

pected places and they helped her rescue her sis-

ter from the frightening world she had entered. To 

do so, they had to unravel the strange circum-

stances of Yuki's birth. In the process, her life 

was changed for forever.  
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JOIN ME ON  

FACEBOOK 

Go to my Facebook page and click 

on friend request. I’ll keep you in-

formed on my latest  writing. 
  

I keep my posts to a minimum. You will 

not be pestered by frequent updates.  

http://www.facebook.com/home.php#!/profile.php?id=100000292845103
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Mike Dixon 
    

  

M ike either started off 

on the wrong foot or 

he‟s the legendry rolling 

stone. Normally, a degree 

in astrophysics does not 

lead to a stint in Parlia-

ment House, public rela-

tions and the diving indus-

try but that‟s what happened to him. 

He‟s now retired in the sense that he no 

longer needs to work for a living and that 

gives him time for writing. His eventful life 

has provided a lot of background material for 

his novels. 

 

Webpage 

http://shadymike.wordpress.com 
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  CHAPTER 1 

 

In the Beginning   

14 August 1967, Melbourne, Australia 

   

S eventeen-year-old Nev Darcy sat in the back of the 

lecture theatre and surveyed the silly old fools below. 

They had invited him to join their company because he‟d 

won an international chess competition. It was a bit of a 

laugh. The idiots thought they were honouring him. They 

were so up themselves they couldn‟t see what pathetic 

arseholes they really were. There were Nobel laureates 

amongst them and a whole lot of creeps like that. 

They crapped on about the evils of the world and how 

they were going to put them right. Nev listened in bored 

silence as speaker after speaker denounced Hitler and 

Stalin. It was a sort of ritual: something they did to show 

what nice people they were. None of the silly buggers had 

the wit to understand that Hitler and Stalin were two of 

the greatest leaders of the twentieth century. 

  The meeting ground to its dreary end and a character 

calling himself Ah Mong Chou, rose to present copies of a 

big book. The title was embossed in gold on its leather 

cover. Codex Nimbinensis, translated as Nimbin Gospels 

for those who couldn‟t read Latin. Nev stifled an urge to 

laugh. Total Crap would be nearer the mark. He was 

tempted to take the piss but that would be stupid. The id-

iots had adopted him as a sort of mascot and he‟d been 

invited to spend the school holidays at their retreat in 

northern New South Wales. 

  It was near a town called Nimbin and he wanted to go 

there. Nimbin was where the flower people flocked. Nev 

could relate to them. They were older than him but more 

of his generation. He‟d mastered chess. Now he was 
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ready to face the wider world and its many challenges. 

The delights of the flesh hovered seductively but Nev 

wasn‟t seduced. He knew sex was only part of life. 

Screwing was one thing. Controlling people was what re-

ally mattered. 
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  CHAPTER 2 

  

 The Poisonous Vine 
  5 April 2003, Fukuoka, Japan 

   

Y ukiko Mori jogged through the park. She wore running 

shorts and a T-shirt emblazoned with the name of her 

kendo club. A sweatband secured her long black hair and 

beads of perspiration ran down her bronzed limbs. At a 

point where the path passed between two lakes, she 

caught sight of a familiar figure. Her flatmate, Natsumi, 

was a short way ahead. She quickened her pace and 

caught her up. The other girl was a natural runner, tall and 

long-legged. Yuki was shorter and more stockily built, bet-

ter at surfing and skiing. Natsumi turned to speak. 

  „I‟m finished. Is there anything I can get on the way 

home?‟ 

  „You could clear the mailbox,‟ Yuki said. „My sister still 

hasn‟t written. It‟s five weeks now.‟ 

  „I‟ll get the mail.‟ Natsumi lengthened her stride. „Stop 

worrying. Tomoko is twenty-one. She‟s old enough to look 

after herself.‟ 



 9 

  The shower was running when Yuki got back to the 

flat. There was a box of sushi on the table and an enve-

lope with Australian stamps. Her immediate reaction was 

one of relief but it was short-lived. There was something 

worrying about the way the envelope was addressed. The 

writing sprawled from side to side and was a confused 

mixture of Japanese and English. It was a credit to the 

postal system that it had reached its destination. 

  Scraps of yellow paper fell out when she opened the 

envelope. They looked as if they had been torn from a 

cheap exercise book. Yuki did her best to arrange them in 

order. Tomoko was now writing entirely in English. As far 

as she could make out, her sister was having an awesome 

time in her hippy commune, her religious instructor was 

cool and she was into transcendental meditation. 

  Yuki had no trouble with such terms. As a teenager she 

had attended schools in America and England and knew 

the language well. Other terms were more difficult.  One 

was Immaculate Conception. She found immaculate in the 

dictionary. It had something to do with dressing neatly 

and conception referred to sex. Put together they didn‟t 

make sense. Nor did Ommda’on and Shiboleth. Tomoko 

had used them in previous letters and they weren‟t in any 

dictionary. She could only conclude that they were crap 

terms and her sister was being taken in by crap artists. 

  She was about to throw the envelope away when she 

realised there was still something inside. A card fitted so 

snugly it hadn‟t fallen out. She removed it and her heart 

missed a beat. Tomoko had included a photograph of her-

self in circumstances that were scarcely believable. Her 

kid sister was lying with two men and a naked child. The 

men were dressed in dirty sarongs and Tomoko was bare 

breasted. She held the naked child between her outspread 

legs as if giving birth. Yuki didn‟t know what to think. 

Tears formed and she sobbed loudly. 

  Natsumi hurried from the shower. 
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  „Whatever is the matter?‟ 

  Yuki pushed the photograph towards her. 

  „I just can‟t believe it.‟ 

  Natsumi couldn‟t either. She had met Yuki‟s little sister 

and remembered her as a delicate, sensitive girl who was 

a gifted musician. Tomoko had stayed with them for a few 

days and they‟d gone for a drive in the country. The high-

light was a visit to a hot spring but Tomoko had remained 

in the car. It wasn‟t as if it was mixed bathing. There were 

separate pools for men and women but Tomoko was too 

shy to undress and get into the pool with the other girls. 

Now she was appearing naked, or almost naked, with two 

much older men. 

  Natsumi dripped water on the print as she took a clos-

er look. The men weren‟t just older they were repulsive. 

But that was only part of it. They were lolling obscenely 

against a stone pillar carved to represent a giant penis. 

  „She‟s been drugged,‟ Yuki sobbed. „Just look at her 

face. They‟ve drugged her and they‟re doing what they 

like to her. It‟s awful. I feel so helpless. I don‟t know what 

to do.‟ 

  „Shouldn‟t you go to the police?‟ 

  „No.‟ Yuki reached for a box of tissues. „Even if it was 

here in Japan there would be no point. You need evidence 

before they‟ll do anything. It‟s not an offence to join a re-

ligious cult.‟ 

  „What about Australia?‟ 

  „It‟s got to be the same. I‟ve made inquiries. Hundreds 

of thousands of young people go there on backpacker hol-

idays every year. The police aren‟t going to start an inves-

tigation just because someone‟s worried about a relative 

in a hippy commune.‟ 

  „But the police are meant to stop bad things happen-

ing.‟ 
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  „Natsumi!‟ Yuki glared at her. „I know the police. I‟ve 

worked with them in Nagoya – coaching problem kids in 

athletics. I know what the police can do and I know what 

they can‟t do. They don‟t stop things happening … they go 

in after it‟s happened.‟ 

  „But that‟s Nagoya…‟ 

  „It‟s not just Nagoya!‟ Yuki screamed. „It‟s everywhere. 

They don‟t have the resources. They can‟t be everywhere 

at once.‟ 

  Natsumi tried to comfort her. „Have you spoken to your 

uncle. He‟s a very important man. He should know what to 

do.‟ 

  Yuki looked up tearfully. „My uncle is over ninety. He‟s 

ill. He‟s in an old peoples‟ home. 

  „But he might know someone you can talk to.‟ 

  Yuki got up. „I don‟t want to worry him. He‟s old. He‟s 

just had a stroke … can‟t you understand that?‟ She cov-

ered her face and ran into her room. 

 

Y uki lay in bed unable to sleep. The idea of Tomoko 

entering a hippy commune was totally absurd. Her 

sister was obsessed with her musical career. When she 

wasn‟t giving performances she was practising at the pi-

ano. 

Tomoko had an aversion to discos, karaoke bars and 

pop concerts. Her views on sex were puritanical. Yet she‟d 

been photographed in a highly suggestive pose with two 

revolting men – and she‟d included the photograph in a 

letter! 

  In the photograph, Tomoko and her male companions 

were playing out a sex scene or something like that. Her 

sister was in the birth position with the naked child be-

tween her thighs. The two men were curled up beside the 

stone phallus as if to represent testicles. 
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Yuki had torn up the photograph and thrown the pieces 

into the wastepaper basket together with the envelope. 

Now she realised that had been a silly thing to do. She 

got out of bed and switched on the light. The envelope 

was still in one piece but scrunched up. She straightened 

it out and examined the postmark. 

The letter had been posted in Cairns and had taken two 

weeks to arrive. Yuki didn‟t need an atlas to know that 

Cairns was a tourist destination near the Great Barrier 

Reef. She retrieved the pieces of the photograph and 

stuck them back together. 

 The scene looked tropical: palm trees and a blue sky. 

That checked with the postmark. Cairns was in Australia‟s 

far north. Nothing else checked. The setting was a rural 

slum. Tomoko and the men were dressed in sarongs. 

Tomoko‟s sarong was clean. The men‟s were filthy and 

the child was covered in sores. In contrast, the stone pil-

lar was pearly white. It wasn‟t overtly phallic but it didn‟t 

take much imagination to see an erect penis. 

  Yuki went to her desk and found a magnifying glass. 

The stone was covered in carvings. She turned on a read-

ing lamp and placed the photograph beneath it. Under 

magnification, Hindu deities, Buddha figures, crucifixes 

and other religious symbols appeared. She had a strange 

feeling she‟d seen them before. The stone stirred memo-

ries of childhood picnics in the woods. 

  She‟d had an unusual upbringing. Other kids had 

mums and dads as well as grandparents who often lived 

with them in the same big house. She and Tomoko had 

lived in a small cottage with Auntie. It had been a happy 

childhood but not a conventional one. She remembered 

services at the local church. There was nothing odd about 

going to church. Christianity had a long history in Kyushu 

but people who went to church didn‟t visit Buddhist 

shrines and have Hindu statues in their garden. 
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  Auntie‟s garden had all sorts of statues. Yuki remem-

bered an elephant with lots of arms. It stood between a 

statue of the Virgin Mary and a prayer wheel. She tried to 

recall the elephant god‟s name but without success. It be-

longed to the distant past. She switched off the light and 

went back to bed. 

  Sleep came swiftly but not soundly. Dreams invaded 

her mind, jumbled and disconnected. One moment she 

was playing in the garden. The next she was walking in 

the woods, looking for something. She was small and 

Tomoko was just a baby. They were living on the moun-

tain with Auntie and their cats. 

Auntie held Yuki‟s hand and carried Tomoko on her back 

in the way farming women used to carry their babies. 

They put flowers on their mother‟s grave and visited a 

shrine. The dream returned to the shrine. It had statues 

like those in their garden. In winter they lit candles and 

joss sticks. In spring they made garlands of wild flowers 

and hung them on a big stone. The stone was pearly 

white and covered in carvings. Suddenly, Yuki knew she 

had found what she was searching for. She stopped 

dreaming and fell into a deep sleep. 

 

T he early morning traffic woke her. Yuki felt much 

better now. Her mind was at ease. Uncertainties 

had given way to a plan of action. It was not yet 7am but 

the staff at the residential home, where her uncle lived, 

would be on duty to care for their elderly guests. She di-

alled the number. 

  „This is Yukiko Mori. I am the niece of Kazuo Yamazaki.‟ 

  „Yes, Miss Mori. How can I help you?‟ 

  „I shall be visiting my aunt‟s grave today. I‟d like to 

come and see my uncle while I‟m in the district. I wonder 

if he is well enough to receive me.‟ 
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  „Yamazaki Sama is making good progress Miss Mori. 

Phone back at midday, after the doctor has called to assess 

his condition.‟ 

  Yuki went into the kitchen for a quick breakfast. Twenty 

minutes later she was making her way through rush-hour 

traffic on her old Honda motorbike. After a stop to fix the 

carburettor, she reached the motorway and decided to pay 

the heavy toll and make up for lost time. At Kumamoto she 

left the motorway and headed into the mountains. The 

weather was cold and she was dressed in full leathers. They 

were a present from her uncle. The old man was worried 

when she bought the old motorcycle and insisted that she 

be equipped with the latest protective clothing. The leathers 

were of Italian manufacture and very stylish. Uncle had 

gone about their purchase in characteristic fashion. As one 

of Japan‟s foremost engineers (retired), he had located the 

top suppliers and asked them to contact Yuki. Her final 

choice had been influenced by fashion as much as anything 

else. What the leathers lacked in protection was compen-

sated by elegance. 

  The air grew cooler as she gained altitude. Old memories 

stirred. She felt at home amongst the snow-capped peaks, 
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far away from the 

hustle and bustle of 

city life. This was 

where she had lived 

as a child with Auntie 

and her little sister. 

Auntie was a solid, 

dependable woman 

who had been chosen 

to care for the two 

girls while their par-

ents pursued musical careers. Her house was in a hollow 

beside the main road. 

  Yuki stopped and pulled her bike onto its stand. She 

wanted to see the blue roof and the yard where she and 

Tomoko had played as children but everything had 

changed. In the few months since Auntie‟s death, the 

house was being demolished and the site cleared to make 

way for a modern building. 

  It was totally depressing. She had arrived on the very 

day the demolition crews had moved in. Her world was 

slipping away. Only two members of her family remained. 

One was Uncle and he was in poor health. The other was 

Tomoko and she had vanished into the vastness of Aus-

tralia. Then she remembered why she was there. It was-

n‟t to see the old house but to visit the shrine. A path led 

to it from the road. 

  Nothing was as she re-

membered. Then she saw the 

red-faced monkeys that had 

terrified her as a child. They 

begged for food and could be 

very insistent if they thought 

you had chocolates. On one 

occasion the monkeys at-

tacked them while they were 
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having a picnic. Details flooded back. Distances seem big-

ger to a child. The shrine was closer than she‟d thought. 

  She pushed her way through a tangle of bushes and 

found it in a clearing. The roof had gone and the statues 

were broken. Only the stone pillar remained. She pulled 

Tomoko‟s photograph from her jacket pocket. Apart from 

moss, the pillar was identical to the one her sister was 

leaning against with the two men and the naked child. 

 

T he Yamada Kenchi residential home is set in exten-

sive grounds and entered through an imposing 

gate. Yuki rode beneath its massive timbers and proceed-

ed up a tree-lined avenue past vintage cars and elderly 

people in period dress. The women wore kimonos and the 

men were kitted out in tweed suits and deer-stalker hats. 

She guessed it was some sort of rally and was pleased to 

think that old people could dress up and still have fun. She 

waved and was greeted with disapproving stares. 

  The reason for the displeasure became apparent when 

she reached the car park. A man in a uniform told her she 

should have used the trade entrance. Yuki told him she 

had come to visit her uncle, not to deliver parcels. He 

glanced nervously between the old motorbike and her ex-

pensive Italian leathers and seemed torn between licking 

her boots and throwing her out. At twenty-five Yuki had 

travelled the world and had no time for such behaviour. 

  „I am here to visit Yamazaki Sama,‟ she said firmly. 

  „Please…‟ he bowed and ushered her forwards with a re-

spectful two-handed gesture. 

  The vehicles in the car park were modern and looked 

even more expensive than the vintage cars. Yuki parked 

her bike beside a Porsche and made her way towards the 

main entrance. A flight of marble steps led to oak doors 

that swung open as she approached. The usual sunken ar-

ea was provided for the removal of shoes. A middle-aged 
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woman, with a heavily powdered face, peered at her from 

the reception desk. She wore a kimono and eyed Yuki sus-

piciously as she pulled off her mud-spattered boots. 

  „Can I help you?‟ 

  The tone was imperious and Yuki ignored her. She had 

an aversion to kimonos – unless worn at weddings or fu-

nerals. 

  „Can I help you?‟ The voice was more demanding now. 

Yuki dragged off her boots, removed her helmet and stood 

up. The woman‟s expression changed. „Oh! Miss Mori! I 

did not recognise you in your motorcycle clothes.‟ Yuki 

placed her boots beside the more elegant footwear of oth-

er visitors and reached for a pair of slippers. 

  The kimono lady rang a bell. A nurse arrived from an 

adjacent room and received a perfunctory command. 

  „Escort Miss Mori to Yamazaki Sama‟s suite.‟ 

  Yuki waited until they were well clear of the desk. 

  „I don‟t know how you can work in a place like this. I 

usually come in a chauffeured car. My uncle gets them to 

pick me up from the station. This time I came on my bike. 

You should have seen what happened.‟ 

  The young woman smiled. „We are not accustomed to 

receive visitors who arrive on motorcycles,‟ she imitated 

the kimono lady‟s voice. „Persons who ride motorcycles 

use the tradesman‟s entrance.‟ 

  Yuki examined her hands. 

  „I‟d better clean up. The bike leaks oil.‟ 

  They went to a washroom and found some strong 

soap. 

  „Have you seen my uncle recently?‟ 

  „Yes. He‟s pleased you are coming.‟ 
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  „Do you know if he‟s had any letters from my sister in 

Australia?‟ 

  „He gets letters from all over the world. I can‟t remem-

ber any with Australian stamps.‟ She handed Yuki a towel. 

„Tomoko‟s on a concert tour there … isn‟t she?‟ 

  „That‟s right,‟ Yuki wiped her face. „Our mother was a 

famous pianist. Tomoko takes after her.‟ 

  „And your uncle‟s fa-

mous too…‟ 

  „He designed big bridg-

es and things like that. 

But that was a long time 

ago. He‟s been retired 

for over twenty years.‟ 

  „I wish I had an uncle 

like him,‟ the young 

woman enthused. „We 

all love him. He‟s so nice 

and considerate.‟ 

  They left the washroom and went down a corridor. At 

the far end, a glass door gave way to a courtyard with a 

pebbled garden and bonsai trees. They exchanged their 

inside slippers for outside slippers, crossed the courtyard 

and changed again on the other side. 

  At the end of another corridor they came to a plain 

wooden door. Yuki tapped on it. There was movement on 

the other side: the sound of rubber on tatami mats. The 

door opened and the old man appeared. He was bald and 

wore spectacles with bulging lenses. These and a pattern 

of birthmarks gave him the appearance of an ancient toad 

awakened from a deep sleep. 

  „Yukiko! I‟m so glad to see you.‟ 

  He was dressed in an old tracksuit and wore trainers, 

to the annoyance of the management who claimed they 

marked the floor. 
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  „I was so sorry to hear you were ill, Uncle.‟ 

  „Oh, don‟t you worry about that,‟ he led her to an arm-

chair. „That‟s what happens to old people. They wear out 

like everything else. That is why it is so important to make 

the best of your life while you‟re still young.‟ 

  He sat down and asked about her career plans. Yuki 

said she had just completed her course in physical health 

and fitness and was looking for a job in a gymnasium. He 

thought that a good idea. 

  „It is important to follow your natural inclinations. There 

is nothing more destructive to inner harmony than to force 

yourself into a mould that does not suit you.‟ 

  His eyes strayed to a photograph of Tomoko. It had 

been taken on a concert tour and showed her in evening 

dress, surrounded by celebrities. 

  „Your sister seems set to follow a musical career.‟ 

  „She inherited mother‟s genes,‟ Yuki said. 

  „Yes. She is very much like her. Your mother achieved 

early fame. Your grandparents were unhappy about it. At 

the time I thought them narrow-minded but they might not 

have been as foolish as I thought. The life of a concert ce-

lebrity is not easy. It is highly competitive: full of people 

who will take advantage of an inexperienced young per-

son.‟ 

  Yuki reached for Tomoko‟s letters. 

  „I got these from her.‟ 

  The old man held the envelopes at arm‟s-length. 

  „I don‟t recognise the stamps.‟ 

  „They‟re from Australia.‟ 

  He hunted for his reading spectacles. „Yes … she gave a 

performance at the Sydney Opera House.‟ 
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  „She did more than that,‟ Yuki said. „She joined a reli-

gious commune near Cairns. They have meditation classes 

and things like that.‟ 

  The old man went to his desk. Above it were photo-

graphs of two girls – Yuki receiving medals for swimming 

and Tomoko receiving prizes for music. He found his spec-

tacles and started to read. The first letter gave him no 

trouble but he was only a short way through the second 

when his breathing became erratic. He left his chair and 

reached for a large leather-bound book with a title in West-

ern script. 

  Codex Nimbinensis. 

  He placed the book on his desk and turned to Yuki. 

„There are things I‟ve needed to tell you for some time. I 

wanted to get the two of you together but Tomoko‟s musi-

cal commitments always intervened.‟ 

  He opened the book and paused for breath. 

  „You are, of course, aware that I joined the army as a 

young man and fought in China…‟ 

  „I didn‟t know you did any fighting, Uncle.‟ 

  „No. I didn‟t do any fighting!‟ An ironic laugh escaped his 

lips. „I was in the engineering corps so I didn‟t drop bombs 

or shoot anybody. I merely built airfields for the men who 

dropped bombs and bridges for the men who fired guns.‟ 

  Yuki had seen videos of the Second World War. The 

burning buildings and starving people seemed to belong to 

another age. For Uncle it could have been yesterday. 

Somehow, old people relived their younger days as if they 

were more real than the present. 

  „You mustn‟t blame yourself, Uncle.‟ 

  „No! Blame is an indulgence. That‟s what we thought.‟ 

He stared at her through his bulbous lenses. „We told our-

selves that war was the product of cultural and religious 

animosities and it was our duty as intelligent, educated 
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people to overcome them. We thought we could bring 

about an age of tolerance.‟ 

  „Who are you talking about, Uncle?‟ 

  „Brilliant people … scientists, engineers, philosophers, 

musicians, educators … the sort of people who are at the 

forefront of culture and civilisation. We established our 

foundation in Australia in a remote place called Nimbin.‟ 

  „When was that?‟ 

  „In the fifties. We founded a new religion. When I look 

back I can hardly believe the enormity of it. We thought 

we were Buddha, Confucius and Christ – all rolled into 

one.‟ 

  „What‟s that got to do with Tomoko?‟ 

  „I‟ll come to that,‟ the old man closed the book. „First, I 

must tell you how we brought the different religions to-

gether. We amalgamated them and created a new bible, 

which we called the Codex Nimbinensis after the place 

where our fellowship was based. Money flowed in and we 

devised programs for world peace. Sadly, we forgot one 

thing.‟ 

  „What was that?‟ 

  „We forgot we were mortal. We created an organisation 

and forgot that it must have a life and vitality of its own. 

We waited too long to find people to replace us and, when 

we did, our judgement was sadly lacking. A young man 

got the better of us. He turned our grand vision upside 

down and made a mockery of it. We thought we had 

planted an acorn that would grow into a mighty oak. In 

reality, we had planted a poisonous vine.‟ 

  „You‟ve still not told me what this has to do with Tomo-

ko.‟ 

  „I‟m coming to that.‟ The old man picked up Tomoko‟s 

letters. „Somehow the people who now control the Nimbin 

Fellowship have contacted your sister. I do not know who 
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they are but I do know that their motives are perverse. I 

may be old but I still know people in the government. I 

shall speak to them and make sure something is done.‟ 

   

T he rabbi ran down  

the path, red-faced 

and out of breath. The 

dog was still nipping at 

his heels but the monk 

and priest had fallen be-

hind. He‟d lost his sun-

glasses when they at-

tacked him in the rainfor-

est. Now, on the open 

mountain, the glare was 

unbearable. He pulled his prayer shawl over his head and 

staggered on. The path led to the top of a cliff. He reached 

it and lowered himself over the edge. Steps had been cut 

in the rock and there was a chain for support. For the first 

time that afternoon he felt safe. The dog couldn‟t follow 

him any further. 

  The steps led to a shrine. He had reconnoitred it a few 

days earlier. It was on a ledge at the base of the cliff. From 

there he could go down a rough track and reach the safety 

of a tourist resort at the bottom of the mountain. He didn‟t 

like heights and didn‟t look down. His attention was fixed 

on the rock face and he failed to see the two figures wait-

ing for him. One was dressed in the robes of a Zen monk. 

The other wore a sarong and had Hindu charms. They 

grabbed him from behind when he reached the bottom. 

  The shrine was in the form of an Indian pavilion with 

slender columns and an ornamental roof. A table stood at 

the centre and a man sat there. He was dressed in the cos-

tume of a nineteenth century missionary and had a bible. 

He pointed an accusing finger at the rabbi. 
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  „Where are they?‟ 

  „Where‟s what?‟  

  „You know what I‟m talking about. Don‟t think you can 

hide anything. We know what you‟ve been doing.‟ 

  A blow sent the rabbi to the floor. The monk searched 

the pockets of his baggy jacket and produced a camera, 

followed by binoculars and a phone. The missionary 

glanced at them. 

  „When you joined our fellowship you pledged total obe-

dience. We accepted you as a brother and placed our trust 

in you but you betrayed that trust. Like Judas, you sought 

to sell the most closely guarded secrets of our order for 

personal gain. In your conceit, you thought you could get 

away with it. You forgot that our eyes and ears are every-

where. We intercepted your telephone calls and your 

treachery was uncovered.‟ 

  He turned to the monk. 

  „Take him away. You know what to do.‟ 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

Codex Nimbinensis 
 

P atrick Muller sat at his desk and agonised. The Nimbin 

case was festering. He‟d consigned it to the too-hard 

basket, hoping it would go away, but it had returned to 

haunt him. His Minister wanted a progress report and 

there was nothing to report. At sixty-three, Patrick was 

one of the oldest departmental heads in Canberra and 

looked forward to an honourable retirement. That meant 

keeping on side with his political masters and doing noth-

ing to ruffle the feathers of his fellow mandarins. He 

reached for his telephone and spoke to his secretary. 

  „Ask Ms Stein to come up.‟ 

  At thirty-eight, Melanie Stein was one of the youngest 

divisional heads in Canberra and had ambitions to rise far 

higher. Patrick had called for the Nimbin papers and it was-

n‟t difficult to guess what was on his mind. She entered his 

office and saw the book with the Latin title on his desk. 

  „Codex Nimbinensis!‟ 
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  Patrick picked up the book and waved it at her. 

„Foreign Affairs translated that as Nimbin Gospels. I told 

them Dog’s Breakfast would be closer to the mark. It‟s 

written in twenty different languages and cluttered with 

the iconography of every religion you can think of. 

There‟s even a place for the Druids.‟ 

  He pointed to the Nimbin file. „Can of worms! We 

should have that translated into Latin. Why didn‟t you get 

Foreign Affairs to take it off our hands?‟ 

  „I did my best,‟ Melanie struggled to get a word in. 

„They said it was a police matter.‟ 

  „Did you tell them our colleagues in the Federal Police 

insist that all approaches from overseas should come 

through Interpol or diplomatic channels.‟ 

  „I did and they said that was a matter for the Japa-

nese.‟ 

  „Hgh!‟ Patrick pulled a face. „I wish I could convince 

the Minister of that. You know how he loves to network. 

He played golf with the Japanese trade delegation when 

they were here and met them again in Tokyo. He took on 

the Nimbin assignment as a personal favour. Now he‟s 

got himself into a bind. You know what the Japanese are 

like. They‟re obsessed by face. He can‟t go back and tell 

them they got it wrong.‟ 

  It occurred to Melanie that most politicians are ob-

sessed by face, regardless of nationality. She watched as 

Patrick toyed with his pen and waited for his next out-

burst. 

  „We‟re going around in circles!‟ 

  It was what Melanie had been waiting for. She placed 

her plastic folder on her neatly pressed skirt and re-

moved a neatly typed sheet of A4-paper. 

  „Anticipating the problem, I made informal inquiries 

through contacts in the Attorney General‟s department,‟ 

she announced in a clear, crisp voice. „They advise that 



 26 

whereas the positions adopted by FA and AFP are formally 

correct, they do not necessarily amount to a repudiation of 

the method adopted by the Minister and his Japanese 

counterparts. AG expressed the view that any exchange of 

information is a priori valid, regardless of whether it be 

conveyed by private individuals or through formal govern-

mental channels.‟ 

  Patrick pulled a face. „Where does that get us?‟ 

  „We need to demonstrate that the information conveyed 

provides credible evidence that an offence is being com-

mitted within the ambit of laws enacted by the Common-

wealth of Australia, its states or territories. If we can do 

that then the matter may be referred to the Australian 

Federal Police who will be obligated to take appropriate ac-

tion.‟ 

  „How do we do that?‟ 

  „We outsource.‟ Melanie tapped a manicured finger on 

her folder. „The government favours the use of consultants 

so there should be no problem if we have the Minister‟s 

backing.‟ 

  „You mean hire a private detective?‟ 

  „In a sense … yes … but a highly regarded one. I am in-

formed that William Endicott recently retired from the Aus-

tralian Federal Police, owing to ill health. He‟s undertaking 

work on a contract basis.‟ 

  „Bill Endicott!‟ Patrick‟s face lit up. „He had a long and 

distinguished career in the force. I‟ve known him for 

years. He‟s a member of my Rotary club. We call him the 

owl man. Bill‟s a fanatical bird watcher. Come to think of it, 

he took up bird watching following a heart attack. His doc-

tor said he needed more exercise.‟ 

  Melanie glanced at her notes. „Mr Endicott works with 

the Hansens.‟ 

  „Who?‟ 
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  „Kirstin and Humphrey Hansen. They are a mother-and-

son team. My contacts describe them as brilliant linguists 

with over fifty years of intelligence work between them.‟ 

  Patrick reached for his phone. „Just the sort of people 

we need. I‟ll speak to Bill … see if he‟s prepared to take on 

the job.‟ 

 

Y uki was depressed. Nothing was going right. Her 

attempts to find a job were leading nowhere and 

her uncle had suffered another stroke. That was only part 

of her worries. She‟d received another letter from her sis-

ter. It rambled on in a confused manner. She could only 

imagine that Tomoko had written it while under the influ-

ence of drugs. With no one to turn to, she‟d taken matters 

into her own hands. Auntie‟s will had been read. She‟d in-

herited a small amount of money and had used it to hire 

the services of an Australian private detective. 

  The Internet provided the necessary information. She 

found a list of agents and emailed them for costs. After 

that everything went with a rush. Within forty-eight hours 

she secured the services of a certain Clarence Dubois and 

authorised payment through her bankcard. Now she won-

dered if she‟d behaved sensibly. The money had been 

withdrawn from her account. She‟d parted with a consider-

able sum which was now in the hands of someone totally 

unknown to her. She‟d not even taken the simple precau-

tion of checking Mr Dubois‟ credentials. 

  Yuki was reminded of an incident when she was much 

younger. Uncle had given Tomoko some money as a prize 

for winning a musical competition. Instead of spending it 

on herself, Tomoko had bought presents for children she 

hardly knew. Although she wasn‟t more than eleven at the 

time, Yuki had recognised it as a misplaced attempt by her 

lonely little sister to buy friendship. 
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  She now saw herself in a similarly pathetic position. 

Her concern was to help Tomoko but she‟d gone about it in 

a far from sensible manner. Somehow she‟d confused help 

with spending money. She‟d almost certainly thrown it 

away and was now in a more hopeless position than be-

fore. 

 

J oshua Tanaka sat at his desk in 

Cedar Park. As owner of an ex-

clusive international resort, he was 

acutely aware of the need to keep 

up appearances. His office had 

been planned in detail by a leading 

firm of interior designers. 

The huge mahogany desk had 

been imported from Spain, the 

parquetry was from Austria, the 

pictures from France and the stat-

ues from Italy. 

His manner of dress reflected his personality. Joshua was 

keen to project the image of a modern business tycoon. 

Suits were out and casual attire was in. But it had to be 

exclusive. That meant a private tailor and frequent chang-

es of style. 

  The person who stood before him wore a suit. He was 

an employee and it was fitting that employees dressed in 

a way that reflected their position in the establishment. 

The man was a catering manager and catering managers 

wore suits. He handed Joshua a menu and Joshua scruti-

nised it carefully before handing it back. 

  „That looks pretty good, John, but I suggest we make a 

few small changes.‟ His accent was North American. „These 

guys are visiting Rotarians and they‟ll be paying twenty 

bucks?‟ 

  „That is correct, sir.‟ 
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  „The meal would normally be costed at about sixty?‟ 

  „It would, sir.‟ 

  „This is a special occasion, John. We don‟t often enter-

tain outsiders. We need to give them a good deal but not 

overdo it. There‟ll be parliamentarians amongst them. We 

don‟t want people to think we‟re out to buy favours.‟ 

  „I could substitute soup for the lobster, sir.‟ 

  „Yeah,‟ Joshua nodded. „And change some of the 

names. Don‟t make things sound so goddam expensive.‟ 

  He rose to his feet. It was a signal for the man to 

leave. Joshua believed in courtesy. You had to be respect-

ful. Treat your staff well and require them to treat you the 

same. If they didn‟t you got rid of them. It was a principle 

he believed in strongly. Reward loyalty with loyalty and 

deal swiftly with anyone who threatens your interests. 

  The man made his exit and Joshua consulted his elec-

tronic time manager. Every minute of his life was organ-

ised for maximum efficiency. Work, play, relaxation and 

sleep were strictly regulated. He liked the discipline. It 

gave him a sense of security. The screen told him he had 

two minutes of relaxation. He went to the window and 

looked out over the golf course towards the mountain and 

the Meditation Centre. The window was in shadow and his 

face was reflected in the glass. He‟d grown used to it. Dis-

figurement was a burden he could live with. Not the least, 

because it made people feel sorry for him. He was one of 

life‟s victims and there was a popular fiction that those 

who have been wronged can do no wrong. 

  He‟d not always been called Joshua. Once he was Yo-

shi, the ten-year-old son of an Osaka hoodlum who died 

in a gang shootout. Little Yoshi had been raised by his 

mother with financial help from the yakuza, the crime 

syndicate to which his father had belonged. He was a 

strong-willed and adventurous lad, not inclined to take 

advice from anyone. So, when his mates told him it was 
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dangerous to smoke while stealing petrol, Yoshi ignored 

them – with disastrous consequences. For days his life 

hung in the balance. Then the oyabun (godfather in mafia 

parlance) intervened. The yakuza look after their own and 

can be very persuasive when collecting money for a good 

cause. They let it be known that a child was in need of 

care and the boy from the slums left Japan for America 

and the best medical care money could buy. 

  Yoshi stayed in America, went to school in America 

and graduated from its leading business college. Compa-

nies tried to recruit him but his interests lay elsewhere. 

Yoshi (now Joshua) had visions of empire – an empire far 

bigger than anything the Oyabun could have imagined. 

The Oyabun‟s empire was based on gambling and prosti-

tution. It amused Joshua that these avenues for exploita-

tion had been immensely profitable only because they 

were illegal. They weren‟t any longer. His resort had a li-

cence for a private casino and the Japanese-style love ho-

tel was licensed as a brothel. The state was now the main 

beneficiary from these ventures through licence fees and 

taxes. 

  Drugs were still illegal and there were fortunes to be 

made from them but Joshua had scruples when it came to 

drugs. His eyes were on the pharmaceutical industry. It 

was held back by government bans on stem cell research, 

trans-species cloning and a hundred other meddlesome 

constraints. One day the laws would be relaxed just as 

they had with prostitution and gambling. In the mean-

time, unimaginable rewards awaited those with the cour-

age to get on with the research that was needed to 

launch the next generation of wonder cures. 

  A helicopter flew overhead. Joshua recognised it as 

one the Master used when visiting the mountain. He 

would be dining with him at the Meditation Centre later in 

the day. Joshua looked forward to the occasion. The Mas-

ter kept a fine table and there were important matters to 
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be discussed. Not the least was the appalling lapse of secu-

rity that had allowed the rabbi to pose as a defrocked cleric 

on the run from a vengeful congregation. The man had 

come within a whisker of stealing the secrets of their latest 

breakthrough. If drastic action hadn‟t been taken he would 

be hawking it around the world, going from one pharma-

ceutical company to another in search of the highest bid-

der. 

 

I mages flashed on the computer screen and Yuki 

smiled. She felt happier now. Three hours earlier 

she‟d emailed her private detective, Mr Clarence Dubois, 

telling him she expected to receive detailed reports of his 

activities. She‟d added a thinly veiled threat that she would 

report him to the Australian authorities if she wasn‟t satis-

fied. The reply went a long way to calming her fears. Mr 

Dubois gave a detailed account of his expenditure to date. 

Because he was using an old Holden station wagon, be-

longing to a relative, the charge for vehicle hire was a 

modest $10 per day. He explained that the vehicle was of 

the sort used by young budget-conscious visitors to Aus-

tralia and ideal for the type of investigation he was con-

ducting. 

  On the first day he‟d found some fellow travellers in a 

backpacker hostel in Sydney and they had agreed to help 

out with petrol and other costs for the trip north. As a con-

sequence, he‟d made a profit of fifteen dollars on the jour-

ney to Coffs Harbour. The email was from a place called 

Nimbin. Mr Dubois said he‟d gone there because of the Co-

dex Nimbinensis which he translated as Nimbin Chronicles. 

His inquiries indicated that the people who produced the 

book moved out of Nimbin when it was invaded by hippies. 

They relocated to a more remote part of Australia and he 

was trying to find out where. Because the last of Tomoko‟s 

letters was postmarked Port Douglas, he was heading in 

that direction. 
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  He sent a number of images, recorded on his digital 

camera. He said he was amongst the people standing 

around a battered old car. Yuki flashed them up. There was 

a white-haired man wearing a sarong, half-a-dozen girls 

and a silly looking boy with floppy blond hair. 
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CHAPTER 4 

  

Nimbin Case 

 

B ill Endicott went into the sunlounge that he‟d added to 

the north face of his house. He‟d got the idea on a 

bird-watching trip to Poland. While Australians bent over 

backwards to conserve water, northern Europeans tried to 

take full advantage of the sun. Canberra received its fair 

share but was bitterly cold in winter. Australia‟s capital 

was five hundred metres above sea level, its location hav-

ing been chosen when the six colonies united to form a 

single country. A spot between Sydney and Melbourne was 

selected, sufficiently far from the coast to be safe from na-

val bombardment and at an altitude that would provide a 

bracing climate for public servants and others responsible 

for the good governance of the new nation. 

  An old car struggled up the driveway and juddered to a 

halt beside Bill‟s rose garden. He recognised it as belong-

ing to Humphrey Hansen. He was driving and his mother, 

Kirstin, sat beside him. Bill had known them for years. 

Kirstin was his own age. She‟d arrived from Denmark as a 

young woman with a small child. That was in the sixties 

and the title Ms had not yet been invented. Most women 
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with children put Mrs before their names, regardless of 

marital status. Kirstin raised eyebrows by putting Miss be-

fore hers. And she‟d drawn attention to herself in other 

ways, hanging around bars in an ultra-short miniskirt, talk-

ing to diplomats and businessmen in a variety of lan-

guages. Rumour had it that she was a high-class prosti-

tute. Bill had kept an open mind. Years later he discovered 

that perky, impish Kirsty was one of the most successful 

undercover agents ever employed by the Australian gov-

ernment. 

  His earliest memory of her was on a hot summer day 

beside Canberra‟s Lake Burley Griffin. Kirstin had her son 

Humphrey with her – a fat little lad with freckles and sandy 

coloured hair. He was dashing about with a butterfly net 

trying to catch insects. Humphrey was now in his forties 

but his face was still boyish even if his body was that of a 

middle-aged man. And he remained clumsy. The little boy 

who couldn‟t aim a butterfly net had grown into an adult 

who couldn‟t park a car. He‟d stopped too close to the ros-

es to open the door. Bill watched him struggle over the 

hand break and leave the vehicle on the passenger side. 

  His wife, Joan, went out to meet them. Bill was still 

feeling weak after his operation and remained seated when 

his guests entered the sunlounge. Kirstin was the first to 

arrive. She breezed in ahead of Humphrey and presented 

him with a small book. It had a Coptic binding and was a 

companion to one she had made for Joan. Bill had no use 

for the book but was pleased to receive it. Kirstin was a 

treasured link with the past. She now called herself Mrs 

Hansen and was a grandmother. He‟d lusted after her but 

had never got close enough for the first bite. Passions had 

ebbed. Kirstin was no longer the fascinating Scandinavian 

chic that had excited his youthful desires. They‟d matured 

into responsible adults who had to think about the next 

generation. Joan left and Kristin found a place on a sofa 

next to Bill. 
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  Humphrey climbed into a basket chair and swung his 

big frame back and forth as Bill expressed horror over the 

way the Nimbin case had been handled: Interpol should 

have been contacted. Humphrey yawned. He‟d spent 

hours trawling the Interpol database and was confident 

that any information on the missing Miss Mori would end 

up there. Nothing would be done unless a pattern of 

abuse emerged or a dead body needed identification. The 

Minister‟s Japanese mates had got it right. They‟d ignored 

the bureaucrats and gone through political channels. 

  Humphrey had a high regard for politicians. Or, at 

least, for some of them. He‟d been seconded as an advis-

er to parliamentary committees and had got to know peo-

ple on both sides of politics. That had done nothing to in-

gratiate him with the mandarins of the public service. Get-

ting too close to the pollies was like cuddling up to the en-

emy. He was reminded of a remark a minister in a previ-

ous government had once made. “Cock of the barnyard 

one week and an old feather duster the next.” Politicians 

could lose their jobs but public servants were unsackable. 

Laziness and incompetence were not grounds for dismis-

sal. He was fuming quietly to himself on the subject when 

Bill said something that caught his attention. 

  ‘The Minister has a special-purposes fund.’ 

  It was music to Humphrey‟s ears. There was nothing 

better than a fund controlled by a Minister. They weren‟t 

mean and demanding like departmental heads. Ministers 

didn‟t require detailed justification for every cent you 

spent. The Nimbin case was shaping up well. Lots of for-

eign languages and a mysterious religious sect with mem-

bers scattered all over the world. In all probability there 

wasn‟t much to it. Disputes within religious organisations 

were commonplace. Ordination of gay bishops was a case 

in point. The Nimbin sect was probably experiencing 

something similar and an old man was upset because his 

niece had joined a rival faction. With any luck the case 
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would drag on for months and involve lots of overseas 

trips. 

 

T he Reverend Samuel Hodgson 

joined the queue of vehicles waiting 

to enter Cedar Park. As warden of the 

Meditation Centre, he was well known to 

the security guards at the gate. The di-

rect route to the Centre was through the 

resort, the only other way being via the 

hippy commune on the far side of the 

mountain. Sam avoided the commune 

as much as possible. It was technically 

part of the Meditation Centre but full of 

smelly people and not to his taste. 

  A Porsche was the cause of the hold 

up. A group of frustrated males was try-

ing to gain admission by flashing bankcards. They were 

shouting at the guards, saying they could buy the place 

ten times over. Sam smiled. Cedar Park catered for the 

rich but being rich did not guarantee entry. The Porsche 

did a U-turn and accelerated away, burning rubber and 

throwing up clouds of smoke. The queue moved forward 

and Sam reached the gate. 

Despite his strange attire he attracted little attention. 

As far as the security guards were concerned, he was just 

another religious nutter from up the mountain. That was 

how Sam liked it. His pith helmet and old-fashioned mis-

sionary attire had been chosen to achieve that aim. They 

made him look ridiculous, which was what he wanted. No 

one fears a silly old fool. It was a truism that had served 

him well over the years … those who make themselves 

figures of fun can get away with murder. 

  Sam‟s views on the intellectual failings of his fellow 

human beings were shared by his friend Joshua Tanaka. 
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They often met to discuss matters of mutual interest and 

would be meeting today. He glanced at his watch. Josh 

was a stickler for punctuality: being early was as bad as 

being late. His preferred tactic was to arrive ten minutes 

early and hang around. That way he could make his entry 

within seconds of the agreed time. 

  In the administrative wing of Cedar Park, Joshua con-

sulted his time manager. The screen told him it was time 

for relaxation. He went through a series of exercises and 

walked over to an alcove. His old buddy Sam was about to 

arrive and it was necessary to banish business thoughts 

and transform himself into the correct mental state for 

friendship and casual banter. The alcove had been de-

signed to hold items of special interest. Today it housed a 

barrel of beer, flown in from England for the occasion. 

Joshua picked up a glass and was polishing it when his 

time manager beeped. Within seconds, the tread of foot-

steps announced Sam‟s arrival. He put down the glass and 

went to open the door. 

  „Sam! It‟s good to see you.‟ He took Sam‟s arm and led 

him to the alcove. „Look what I‟ve got for you, old buddy.‟ 

  Sam examined the barrel with obvious approval. 

„What‟s the occasion?‟ 

  „Your birthday!‟ 

  „Ah! Yes. I‟d quite forgotten.‟ 

  Sam‟s accent was British – the sort that was once fash-

ionable amongst Anglican clergy. When he was tired the 

flat vowels of his Birmingham childhood slipped through. 

  „It‟s almost twenty years since we first met,‟ Joshua en-

thused. 

  „Really?‟ 

  „Yeah! It was at that dinner for postgrads. You know … 

when I arrived in Oxford from Harvard. There was this guy 

who said grace.‟ 
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  Sam reached for his beer. „I was college chaplain at the 

time.‟ 

  „Yeah! I was impressed. There was this fruity-voiced 

guy, dressed like a TV priest. He had girls falling around 

him and he was collecting millions for charity.‟ 

  Sam blew the froth off his beer. „I recall you approach-

ing me concerning my charitable works.‟ 

  „Man! I thought you were pretty smart but I figured 

there were things you needed to know.‟ 

  „Like how to fight off the mob?‟ 

  „Too right! The college authorities might have been 

blind to what you were doing but those mafia guys always 

recognise a good thing when they see it.‟ 

  Sam downed his glass. „If I recall correctly, you in-

structed me on the need for a partner who could handle 

such problems. I must say, I had previously thought such 

arrangements amounted to extortion – but you put me 

right on that score.‟ 

  „Too right! Like I said, our services come cheap. You‟d 

pay far more for police protection.‟ 

  „That was not an option,‟ Sam chuckled. 

  „Not the point,‟ Joshua returned his grin. „I was just 

saying we don‟t overcharge.‟ He consulted his time man-

ager. The display said he‟d overrun social interaction and it 

was now time for business. 

  „Sam. What‟s the latest on the rabbi?‟ 

  „Almost finished.‟ 

  „Why so long?‟ 

  „The size of the unit.‟ Sam poured another beer. „We 

can only manage bits at a time.‟ 

  „Jesus! This has been going on for weeks. In Miami it 

would have been over in half-an-hour.‟ 
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  „We owned a crematorium in Miami,‟ Sam reminded 

him. 

  „Yeah! But this is ridiculous. Can‟t you get Kenjiro to 

speed things up?‟ 

  „He‟s going as fast as he can. There‟s the laboratory 

staff to think of. It has to be done when they‟re not 

around.‟ 

  „Okay. I take your point.‟ Joshua reached for a wine 

glass. „Just get it over and dispose of the ashes correctly. 

Scatter them at sea or somewhere else where they can‟t 

be found. And there‟s a second matter … something about 

diplomatic representations from Japan.‟ 

  „One of the founding members is worried because his 

niece paid us a visit,‟ Sam said. „The Master assures me 

there‟s nothing to worry about. The approach should have 

been made through Interpol but someone bungled and it 

ended up with the Public Service – of all places!‟ 

  „You‟re saying the police are not involved?‟ 

  „No. It‟s in the hands of bureaucrats. It would be diffi-

cult to imagine anything less threatening. The Master says 

they‟re dashing around like a mob of headless chooks.‟ 

  „Headless what?‟  

  „Chooks! It‟s an Australian term and refers to chickens.‟ 

  „And mob?‟ 

  „It refers to a flock – at least in British usage.‟ 

  The light on Joshua‟s time manager flashed indicating 

that it was time to end the conversation and begin a ten-

minute session of callisthenics. He hit a button to repro-

gram the device. 

  „Sam! You‟re saying we‟re being investigated by public 

officials?‟ 
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  „Well. Yes. But in a very inept fashion. The Master got 

wind of it and made off with some crucial papers. The loss 

was blamed on a minor official. It‟s all rather amusing.‟ 

  Joshua eyed him coldly. „This ain‟t no laughing matter, 

Sam. The pharmaceutical project could be put at risk. The 

Master is not one bit as smart as you might think. Some 

of the things that guy does are just plain crazy.‟ 

  „He is somewhat eccentric.‟ 

  „He‟s a screwball, Sam.‟ 

  „But, a very influential screwball … I think you‟ll agree.‟ 

  „Yeah, but he has enemies.‟ Joshua placed a hand on 

Sam‟s shoulder and directed him towards the door. „Keep 

an eye on him, old buddy. See what he does and report 

everything to me.‟ 

   

T he plane arrived on time. Yuki did her best to feel 

excited but was filled with apprehension. She was 

in a strange country. Her budget was stretched. She was 

searching for her sister and had hired the services of an 

unknown detective, picked at random on the Internet. 

She didn‟t even know what he looked like. He was either 

an elderly man pretending to be a hippy or a silly-looking 

boy with floppy blond hair. 

She passed through customs and entered the arrival 

hall. People crowded the barrier holding out pieces of card 

with names on them. She saw hers – badly written in 

Japanese. Her heart sank. The young man looked even 

younger and sillier than in his photograph. 

„Yuki!‟ 

He held up his hand and waved. 

At least he knew how to pronounce her name, rendering 

it as Yookee and not Yucky as often happened. She shoul-

dered her backpack and walked to where he was stand-

ing. He surged forward. For a moment she thought he‟d 



 41 

try to kiss her and thrust out a hand to ward off that pos-

sibility. 

„Mr Dubois?‟ 

„Call me Clarence!‟ He grabbed her backpack and 

pushed a plastic folder into her hands. „These are some 

photographs of the commune where your sister stayed. 

It‟s on a mountain near Port Douglas. I‟ll take you there.‟ 

Yuki followed him outside. 

„I‟ve parked over there.‟ 

Clarence waved towards a battered station wagon. Yuki 

had never seen anything like it outside a wrecker‟s yard 

before. It wouldn‟t be allowed on the road in Japan and 

she wondered if it was legal in Australia. Two girls with 

pale complexions stood beside it. Clarence said they were 

from Iceland. They helped her store her backpack and 

asked where she came from. 
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CHAPTER 5 
 

Nimbin 

 

M onique Hoffman stood at her stall in the Nimbin Mar-

kets and listened to the chatter of young voices. 

Their posh tones resonated in her ears. The girls were 

speaking French and would perhaps have been more re-

strained if they‟d known that Monique was born in France 

and could understand every word. Thirty years earlier she 

would have had contempt for them. Now, as a mother 

with three daughters, she felt nothing but concern. 

Mysticism, noble cause and sex! 

The poor little rich kids had fallen for one of the oldest 

tricks in the book. Monique had seen it practised time and 

again. Mysticism and noble cause could be dished out in 

any order. Sex followed so long as three basic rules were 

observed. 

Understand your pray. 

Don’t waste time on street-wise girls. 

Pick naïve and foolish girls. 
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With their peaches-and-cream complex-

ions the girls looked ripe for picking. 

They came from Switzerland and had the 

sort of accents Monique associated with 

bankers‟ daughters at expensive board-

ing schools on the shores of Lake Gene-

va. Their noble cause had something to 

do with the salvation of humanity and 

the mysticism centred on a symbol in the 

form of a barred spiral that hung about 

their necks. 

From what Monique could make out, the 

spiral signified a coming cosmic event and Nimbin was a 

good place to be when it happened. If the girls were to be 

believed, Nimbin had joined Glastonbury in England, 

Rennes-le-Chateau in France and Shangrila in China as 

one of the world‟s top cosmic hotspots. Then one of them 

said something that came as a surprise. It seemed that 

those who wish to achieve cosmic bliss by way of the 

barred spiral must remain chaste and unblemished. 

Thirty years earlier, when Monique arrived in Nimbin, 

virginity was regarded as an obstacle to cosmic fulfilment. 

The cry was “make love not war” and making love in pe-

culiar places was regarded as particularly fulfilling. Rain-

forests were singled out for special attention. Sashes 

were draped round certain trees and they were visited in 

turn. Monique‟s first child was conceived in the upper 

branches of a mighty cedar and delivered in a hollow at 

its base. Mercifully, the delivery was straightforward. Oth-

ers were not so fortunate and paid a heavy price for their 

unorthodox lifestyle. Monique‟s younger children were 

conceived in bed and born in hospital with trained mid-

wives in attendance. 

Making love in the woods was something Monique never 

spoke to her daughters about. They were sufficiently dis-
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tressed by photo-

graphs of naked par-

ents chained to trees 

to protect them from 

logging. Explaining 

why such drastic 

measures were need-

ed to save the rain-

forest was difficult 

enough. There was 

no way the girls 

would come to terms 

with the back-to-

nature thing. 

The Swiss girls left, saying „le Master‟ had arrived. 

Monique felt an odd sense of disquiet. Perhaps it had 

something to do with their talk about purity and saving 

oneself for some cosmic event. It all sounded so phoney. 

Or, was it closer to home? 

A week earlier her fifteen-year-old daughter, Amanda, 

had been talking in whispers with her friend, Mary Jack-

son. Monique had listened to their girlish prattle as Mary 

let Amanda into a very special secret. She said she had 

been visited by the Holy Ghost. Her periods had stopped 

and she was expecting a baby. Monique had wondered if 

she should speak to Mary‟s mother and suggest a visit to 

a gynaecologist but soon dropped the idea. Sandra Jack-

son was an intensely private person. It was difficult to ap-

proach her on any subject, let alone one as personal as 

this. 

 

H umphrey inserted the corkscrew and turned it 

slowly. It was a celebration bottle of vintage red 

and he‟d selected it with care. For months he‟d been 

obliged to constrain his budget. A modest income from 

consultancies was not enough to support a lavish lifestyle 
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and a seventeen-year-old daughter in Canada on a Rotary 

exchange. A ministerial expense account was needed and 

he had one now. 

They worked marvellously so long as you accumulated 

the necessary receipts. On occasions you had to front up 

to Senate Select Committees and give reasons why it was 

necessary to entertain lavishly. That wasn‟t a problem. 

The senators accepted your arguments so long as you got 

results. Departmental accountants didn‟t. They wanted to 

know why a hamburger joint wasn‟t a suitable place to im-

press the head of a private bank under investigation for 

money laundering. 

Unfortunately, the Minister‟s staff had passed the Nimbin 

case to the Minister‟s department. That was a bad mis-

take. Valuable documents had gone astray. Humphrey had 

used his private contacts to find out what had been re-

ceived from Japan and a lot was now missing. That wasn‟t 

such a bad thing because it would cause the case to drag 

on. But it was infuriating that public servants couldn‟t be 

trusted to get the simplest of tasks right. 

He eased the cork from the bottle and glanced towards 

the kitchen where his mother was preparing the evening 

meal. They had totally different personalities and their re-

lationship had never been easy. For a while they had lived 

apart. That was after Humphrey got married. Then trage-

dy struck. His wife died when his daughter was still a baby 

and he‟d gone back to live with Kirstin again. She came 

into the room with two bowls of soup. 

„Bill phoned,‟ Humphrey said. „He went round to the Min-

ister‟s department to see Patrick Muller and ask him about 

the missing Nimbin documents.‟ 

„What did Patrick say?‟ 

„He told Bill there weren‟t any.‟ 
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„That‟s nonsense!‟ Kirstin put down the bowls. „We‟ve got 

translations and they‟re grossly deficient. What happened 

to the originals?‟ 

„Patrick lost them.‟ Humphrey reached for his bowl. „It 

seems that the material from Japan went from one lan-

guage buffoon to another. It even got into the university 

at one stage … probably got mixed up with student as-

signments.‟ 

„You‟re not serious?‟ 

„I‟m totally serious, Mother.‟ 

„But, no one sends out originals.‟ 

„Anyone with a modicum of intelligence makes copies, 

Mother. But we‟re not dealing with intelligent people. 

We‟re dealing with Patrick‟s clowns. He promotes useless 

cretins to senior positions. Anyone with brains scares him. 

They don‟t stand a chance…‟ 

Kirstin shut her ears to her son‟s ranting. She‟d heard it 

all before. Humphrey had a genius for falling out with 

people in high places. He was a square peg in a round 

hole no matter where he went. He‟d left academia after a 

dispute with his vice-chancellor and had embarked on a 

stormy career in the government service. But he was right 

on one thing … their brief was totally inadequate. 

All they had was a big book and a few supporting pa-

pers. The book contained the gospels of an obscure sect 

that had attempted to harmonise the world‟s religions. 

The supporting papers said that an old man thought his 

niece had been lured to Australia by people linked to the 

gospels. He feared she was being sexually exploited in 

some way. 

„We don‟t have much to go on.‟ 

„What was that, Mother?‟ Humphrey looked up from his 

glass. 

„We need more information.‟ 
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„Oh. I wouldn‟t say that. Nothing would please Patrick 

more than to tell his Minister that Bill Endicott has looked 

into the Nimbin case and there‟s not enough information to 

proceed.‟ He reached over the table and filled Kirstin‟s 

glass. „I don‟t care how many documents have gone miss-

ing. It‟s a perfect case and I‟m not going to do anything 

that could cause its early demise.‟ 

„It‟s a total mess, Humphrey.‟ 

„Absolutely! It could drag on for months if it‟s handled 

properly. We must ooze confidence. Say there are promis-

ing leads. Put in a request for funds to visit interesting 

places.‟ 

„What interesting places?‟ 

„Nimbin for a start. The people who produced the gospels 

must have had a reason for naming their holy book after 

it. Bill has approved funding. I shall leave tomorrow to 

speak to a Mr and Mrs Hoffman. Louise put me in touch 

with them.‟ 

Kirstin picked up her glass and took a sip. „I recall that 

Louise conducted an oral history project on the hippy 

movement and its influence on modern society.‟ 

„That‟s right. She used to sit round campfires with aging 

flower children reminiscing about their misspent youth. I 

assume she met the Hoffmans on one of these excursions. 

She told them that I‟m researching the anti-logging move-

ment of the seventies. I shall be doing my doddering pro-

fessor act when I meet them.‟ 

„I‟m sure you will do it very well,‟ Kirstin smiled. „While 

you are away, I shall be exploring the national database on 

crime. Bill has arranged for me to have access to it.‟ 
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T he old car ground up the moun-

tain track, sliding from side to 

side and throwing up mud. The sound 

of rocks scraping the vulnerable un-

derparts was ominous. Yuki reached 

for her electronic dictionary and found 

the word she wanted. 

„You will smash your sump.‟ 

Clarence was unperturbed. 

Yuki struggled on. „You will lose your 

oil and the engine will be damaged.‟ 

„Do not concern yourself, cherie,‟ he swung the wheel to 

avoid a rut. „I have been here before. I know what I am do-

ing.‟ 

He infuriated her. Not only did he use French words, he in-

sisted on speaking with a silly French accent. She guessed 

he thought it was sexy. Or was he pretending to be a fa-

mous French detective in some stupid novel he‟d read? 

Probably both. He‟d told her a ridiculous tale about joining 

the police force straight from school. He said he‟d been as-

signed to a twenty-five-year-old instructrice who‟d taught 

him all there was to know about drug busting and making 

love. 

Yuki guessed his entire knowledge of sex and crime came 

from books. He might even have bought a detective kit. 

She‟d seen them in the shops – magnifying glass, finger-

print powder, false moustache and beard. 

The boy‟s attempts at seduction were pathetic. He re-

ferred to the blond girls as the Icelandic virgins. She 

guessed his amorous advances had got him no further with 

them than he was going to get with her. The girls had left 

their company at Port Douglas and she now had to endure 

him alone. It was the story of her life. Why couldn‟t she 

meet her perfect man? She‟d done her bit to satisfy the 

lusts of the male sex. Titivating chatter had once been ex-
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citing but it wasn‟t anymore. She was twenty-five and it 

was time to settle down. She desperately wanted to find 

the man of her dreams. 

After a torturous drive they reached a gate. Clarence 

kept up his juvenile chatter. „This is zee hippy commune 

where your sister stayed, cherie.‟ He stopped the car. 

„There are people who recognise her photograph. You will 

be able to speak to them.‟ 

He got out of the car and went to a large bell in a dilapi-

dated shrine. It was as big as a man and looked as if it 

had been welded together from scrap metal. A log hung 

beside it on a wooden frame. He took the log in both 

hands and swung it against the bell. The sound was deaf-

ening. When nothing happened he swung it again. After 

several tries a man appeared. He wore a dirty sarong and 

his hair was gathered in a ponytail. Yuki recognised him 

from the photograph Tomoko had sent her. Clarence 

waved enthusiastically. 

„Hi, Damien! I‟m back and I‟ve got this cool chick with 

me.‟ 
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CHAPTER 6 

 

Sagittarius 
 

N imbin is in northern New South Wales, just south of 

the Queensland border. The Gold Coast airport is 

nearby and Humphrey had arranged for Scot Hoffman to 

meet him there. He‟d formed a mental picture of an aged 

hippy with a ponytail and shaggy beard. The tall man who 

held out a welcoming hand could hardly have been differ-

ent. Scot‟s hair and beard were neatly trimmed and he 

looked remarkably fit for a man in his late fifties. He 

grabbed Humphrey‟s bag and led him to where his van was 

parked. 

A sign on the side said that Scot was a manufacturer of 

outdoor furniture. It seemed odd to Humphrey that some-

one who had opposed logging was now turning trees into 

tables and chairs. He pointed out the apparent contradic-

tion and they were soon talking about the lifestyle that 

Scott and his wife had carved out for themselves. 
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Humphrey was intrigued. Scot was dedicated to the re-

habilitation of land cleared for dairy farming then aban-

doned when the industry ran into difficulties. Scot ex-

plained that rainforest doesn‟t grow back of its own ac-

cord. The wrong sorts of tree take over and must be elimi-

nated before a replanting program can be put in place. 

Camphor laurel was one of the chief culprits and he was 

turning it into furniture. Elsewhere, it was being fed into 

the furnaces of sugar mills to generate electricity for the 

national grid. 

They were soon driving through cane fields. Humphrey 

had read up on the district and knew what to expect. The 

whole area was dominated by the remnants of an extinct 

volcano. Much had eroded away but the central core still 

stood to over a thousand metres. It could be seen far out 

to sea and had been named Mount Warning by Captain 

Cook. The Aborigines called it Wollumbin and it occupied a 

special place in their ancient religion. 

Scot did most of the talking. Humphrey was content to 

leave it like that. He was learning a lot about Nimbin and 

the people who lived there. He‟d always thought of hippies 

as useless layabouts who lived off social welfare. That was 

Kirstin‟s view and he‟d grown up with it. The truth was far 

more complicated. Some hippies were parasites but not 

all. Some were like Scot and Monique. They‟d gone to 
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Nimbin in search of an alternative lifestyle. Their aim was 

self-sufficiency and they‟d managed to live up to that 

dream. Humphrey wondered if he would have been a hip-

py if he had been born twenty years earlier. 

They left the cane fields and entered a world of odd-

shaped hills and towering cliffs. Humphrey was reminded 

of illustrations in children‟s books about elves and pixies. 

There was something magical about the place … or was 

the word “mystical”? He‟d had the same feeling at Glas-

tonbury in England and recalled that it had been sacred to 

the ancient Celts and early Christians. A great monastery 

had been built at Glastonbury and it was now a place of 

pilgrimage for New Age believers. Wollumbin had been sa-

cred to the Aboriginals for thousands of years. Humphrey 

wasn‟t surprised that nearby Nimbin had become a cult 

centre for hippies. Scot disturbed his thoughts. 

„Louise says you work for the police.‟ 

It was the last thing Humphrey wanted to hear. He was 

meant to be a doddering university idiot researching ma-

terial for a learned paper that no one would read. Experi-

ence had taught him that people watched their tongues 

when talking to the police. He did his best to sound non-

chalant. 

„I‟m not a policeman if that‟s what you think.‟ 

„We hoped you were,‟ Scot said. 

„Why?‟ 

„We told Louise about a new sect that‟s giving us a few 

worries. She thought you might be investigating it.‟ 

Humphrey pricked up his ears. 

„What sort of sect?‟ 

„The sort that abuses people. We‟ve had them before in 

Nimbin. They use religion to draw kids in. You know what I 

mean.‟ 
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„All I know is what I‟ve read in magazines,‟ Humphrey 

assumed his pompous academic voice. „I did not, of 

course, give much credence to the articles. Journalists do 

tend to sensationalise. That‟s why I‟m here to speak to 

people like yourself.‟ 

„You mean for that research project you‟re doing?‟ 

„Absolutely!‟ 

„Mate!‟ Scot gave him a sideways glance. „We know who 

you are. We googled you on the net. It‟s loaded with infor-

mation on how you‟ve written books on cyber warfare and 

advised governments on counter terrorism. We even 

found an article on how you got sacked from your univer-

sity.‟ 

„I was not sacked. I resigned on principle!‟ 

Humphrey replied without thinking and felt silly. He‟d 

been distracted by the scenery but that was only part of 

it. He‟d made the unforgivable mistake of underestimating 

people. Scot was far brighter than he‟d imagined. 

„If you are investigating dodgy religions we can help,‟ 

Scot continued. „If you are interested in the protest move-
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ment we can tell you about that. But we need to know 

what it is. Otherwise, you‟re wasting our time.‟ 

Humphrey decided to come clean. „I‟m working for peo-

ple who are concerned that a certain religious sect is lur-

ing young women to this country for the purpose of sexu-

al exploitation.‟ 

„What religious sect?‟ 

„We don‟t know.‟ 

„So. It‟s an uncertain religious sect?‟ 

„Yes,‟ Humphrey pulled a face. „You could put it like that.‟ 

„Why Nimbin?‟ 

„Their holy book is called the Codex Nimbinensis.‟ 

„I‟ve seen it!‟ Scot was animated. „There was a copy in 

the Meditation Centre. Monique and I used to go there for 

Buddhist instruction.‟ 

„What Meditation Centre?‟ 

„In the rainforest. Famous people went there. You‟d see 

them on television one night and meet them at the Centre 

the next day.‟ 

„What sort of people?‟ 

„Nobel Prize winners, engineers, environmentalists, mu-

sicians, artists … people like that. I got to know some of 

them. It was when we were getting our conservation 

movement together. We had world-famous ecologists ad-

vising us. I had no idea how important our rainforests are 

until I spoke to them. Some of the trees go back to the 

early Triassic. That‟s when the first dinosaurs appeared.‟ 

Scot pointed to a stand of tall pines. „See those trees over 

there! They‟re hoop pines and they date from when Aus-

tralia was part of Gondwanaland. There are similar trees 

in South America. The monkey puzzle is one of them…‟ 
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Humphrey tried to bring the conversation back on 

course. „The people you are talking about. The ones who 

wrote the Nimbin Bible. They don‟t sound like the sort who 

would get up to funny tricks with young ladies.‟ 

„I‟m not talking about them,‟ Scot‟s hands tightened on 

the steering wheel. „It‟s the ones who took over when they 

left. That‟s who I‟m talking about. Hordes of young kids ar-

rived from down south. They camped in the buildings. It 

was all about drugs and sex. The bastards even tried to 

take over the protest movement.‟ 

„You mean the protest against logging?‟ 

„That‟s right! We tried to win people over. They went 

around sabotaging machinery and fighting the forestry 

workers. They even gave trouble when the forest was de-

clared a World Heritage site. National Parks wanted to up-

grade the roads. Nev tried to stop them. He mounted a le-

gal challenge and got the work held up.‟ 

„Who‟s Nev?‟ 

„The bastard who ran the place. When the fellowship 

moved out they left him in charge as a sort of prior. You 
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know how monasteries have priories. Well it was that sort 

of arrangement but it went badly wrong.‟ 

„Where did the fellowship go?‟ 

„Dunno,‟ Scot shrugged. „I don‟t know what happened to 

Nev either. He put a character called Damien in charge. 

After a while Damien left and the place fell down. One 

building is still standing and it‟s used as a clubhouse. 

There‟s a party there tonight and you‟re invited.‟ 

 

W hile Humphrey was talking to Scot, Kirstin was at 

her computer in a small office in Canberra. Bill En-

dicott had arranged the necessary security clearances for 

her to have access to the national database on crime. Her 

area of inquiry was sexual abuse. It covered a wide range 

of offences, all the way from peeping Toms to rape and 

murder. The sheer quantity of information was daunting 

and her first task was to narrow the search. That meant 

some careful thinking about key words and phrases. 

She typed in religious/political/sexual importuning and 

the clumsy term provided some valuable insights. The 

range of opportunities was vast. From peace rallies to 

mystical cults, the male mind knew no bounds when con-

templating seduction. After an hour Kirstin had a hundred 

leads. 

She picked up her 

phone. „Good morn-

ing. I‟m from Crime 

Stoppers. You tele-

phoned about your 

daughter and I won-

dered if you could 

provide some addi-

tional information.‟ 

The response was 

nearly always the 

same. Anxious relatives were overjoyed that something 
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was being done to find a missing loved one. After a few 

general questions Kirstin got down to specifics. „Do any of 

the following mean anything to you … Bahgiata, Shi-

boleth. Ommda‟on?‟ 

The names came from the Nimbin Gospels and had 

been ringed in red ink by someone who had made mar-

ginal notes that Humphrey couldn‟t decipher. The replies 

were varied but the score was always the same. No one 

recognised the names. Then, towards midday, everything 

changed. She had been telephoning for over three hours 

and had spoken to over forty people. Failure was routine 

and she‟d come to expect it. She dialled the number of a 

mobile. 

„Hullo.‟ The voice was female and North American. 

Kirstin began her patter, saying someone using that 

number had expressed concern that a young relative may 

have fallen victim to a cult tricking young women into 

sexually compromising situations. She went through the 

usual questions and came to the key words. Usually, there 

was a moment of hesitation. This time there was no de-

lay. 

„Ommda‟on … Bahgiata … Shiboleth.‟ 

The words were repeated in a matter of fact voice. 

Kirstin pressed a button. The correct procedure was to in-

form the other party that the interview was being record-

ed. She forgot that step and asked her next question. 

„Do those words mean anything to you?‟ 

She expected a positive response and was surprised 

when she didn‟t get one. 

„No,‟ the woman replied in a curt voice. „I regret I can-

not be of assistance.‟ 

The line went dead. Kirstin reached for a second phone 

and asked for the call to be traced. The invention of the 

mobile telephone had opened up opportunities for the 
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criminal classes but did not necessarily bring them the 

anonymity they desired. They could purchase a mobile in 

a false name and use it in different places. That didn‟t 

mean their location couldn‟t be traced. Calls went via 

towers and minute time lags occurred if more than one 

tower was receiving a call. Under favourable circum-

stances, the spot where the call had been made could be 

identified to within a few metres. 

Kirstin started phoning again. This time she kept the 

recorder running. She wanted to make sure that when 

she scored her next hit she‟d have more than a few 

words for the voice-recognition people to work on. The 

hit came at 4.05pm. An elderly man answered and 

Kirstin asked to speak to Mrs Margaret Grimsley. „My wife 

is presently out shopping,‟ he said. „Could you phone 

back later?‟ A quick glance at the screen told Kirstin that, 

in this instance, it was a grandparent who had phoned 

Crime Stoppers. Mrs Grimsley was worried about her 

granddaughter, Meg. 

„You will be Mr John Grimsley?‟ 

„Yes. That‟s right. May I ask who‟s calling?‟ 

„I‟m from Crime Stoppers. Your wife phoned one of my 

colleagues some time ago and expressed concern about 

your granddaughter.‟ 

„Have you discovered anything?‟ 

„We‟re continuing our investigations, Mr Grimsley. There 

are a few questions I‟d like to ask.‟ Kirstin proceeded in 

the usual manner. She‟d recited the part so many times 

she could do it without thinking. Suddenly her mind was 

alert. 

„Ommda‟on! Yes. I‟ve heard that. Sometimes I think 

she‟ll never stop saying it. It‟s in one of those sutra 

things she keeps chanting.‟ 
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Kirstin knew she‟d struck pay dirt. It was a term used 

when she was a young intelligence agent. It dated from 

the gold rush days. When miners struck pay dirt they‟d 

found gold. Kirstin knew she‟d found gold. 

The old man related a sad tale. „When he was twenty-

one, my son dropped out of university and went to live in 

a hippy commune. It was called an alternative lifestyle in 

those days. Somehow, that was meant to make it respect-

able. But, as far as his mother and I could tell, the only al-

ternative was the alternative to work. He lived on social 

security and money we sent him.‟ 

At some stage in the conversation, Kirstin learnt that he 

had been a Canberra public servant and his son had at-

tended the same school as Humphrey. That gave them a 

personal point of contact. 

„Do you have any grandchildren, Mrs Hansen?‟ 

„I do, Mr Grimsley. My son has a teenage daughter. His 

wife died when she was just a baby and they came to live 

with me. My granddaughter is now in Canada as part of an 

exchange program.‟ 

„Our granddaughter Meg is eighteen, Mrs Hansen, and 

she has already had a child. We‟re certain of that. She was 

medically examined.‟ He paused for breath. „She arrived 

on our doorstep in a very distressed condition. Days went 

by before we could make any sense of what she was say-

ing. She‟d been using drugs. It was very distressing.‟ 

„I‟d like to pay you a visit, Mr Grimsley‟. 

„That‟s very nice of you.‟ He sounded genuinely pleased. 

„It‟ll have to wait until we get back. We‟re taking Meg to 

see her father. He‟s still at that awful place … the one 

where she was indoctrinated with all that nonsense. We‟ll 

be flying up there in two days time. It‟s in the mountains 

near Port Douglas.‟ 
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„Mr Grimsley. Would it be possible for me to accompany 

you? I could be introduced as a family friend – something 

like that.‟ 

The phone went dead. Kirstin feared she‟d made a 

wrong move then heard his voice again. „That‟s an excel-

lent idea. For months now we‟ve tried to get the authori-

ties to listen to us. It‟s a relief that something is at last 

being done.‟ 

They discussed arrangements. Kirstin said she‟d speak 

to him again later in the day. She replaced the phone and 

it rang immediately. A technician was phoning back. He 

regretted he could not trace the call from the mobile with 

much precision because it had been made in a remote ar-

ea. All he could say was that it had come from some-

where in the vicinity of Port Douglas. 

Kirstin switched off the computer and prepared to leave. 

Things were coming together nicely. She felt very pleased 

with her day‟s work. 

 

M onique rummaged in a drawer and found an old 

sweater that she had knitted from the wool of one 

of her pet sheep. The result was a floppy garment big 

enough to fit Humphrey‟s oversized frame. She watched 

as he admired himself in the mirror. The fat man was 

shaping up. His baggy corduroy trousers harmonised with 

the sweater and helped produce the scruffy look she was 

trying to achieve. 

The main problem was his shoes which were far too 

smart. She went to a cupboard and came back with a se-

lection of footwear. A pair of canvas sneakers fitted 

Humphrey‟s undersized feet. The colour clashed with the 

trousers but that didn‟t matter. The people he would be 

meeting weren‟t renowned for their dress sense. What 

mattered was that he should blend in. The podgy face 
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above the sweater continued to give trouble. It looked as if 

it belonged in an office. She found a clip-on earring and a 

headband with signs of the zodiac. There wasn‟t time for 

more. She had to get Humphrey and Scot to the party 

then take her daughter, Amanda, into town for a music les-

son. 

Humphrey grabbed his big black umbrella and followed 

Monique to her small car. She took the wheel. Amanda got 

in beside her and Humphrey squeezed into the back with 

Scot. He was keen to see the rainforest that had been 

saved from logging and was pleased when a signpost di-

rected them to Protesters Falls. 

Farmland gave way to wilderness. Huge trees formed an 

arch over the road. Creepers trailed down from them and 

orchids grew amongst the branches. He wondered how an-

yone could have contemplated destroying such a precious 

ecosystem. His mind raced at the enormity of it and he 

scarcely noticed the intense atmosphere that was building 

up in the car. 

Amanda wanted to go to a Christian fellowship rally and 

Monique was oddly reticent. Humphrey knew Monique and 

Scot were practising Buddhists but doubted that was the 

reason. Their attitude towards religion was decidedly toler-

ant. Copies of the Christian bible snuggled up against Bud-

dhist texts on their cluttered shelves and images of the 

Virgin Mary stood beside those of the Buddha. 

„Judge D‟Arcy will be there, Mum.‟ 

Humphrey saw Monique‟s worried expression as she tried 

to deflect her daughter‟s questions. In the end, she asked 

one of her own. „Will Mary Jackson be at the rally?‟ 

„Of course not!‟ 

„Why‟s that?‟ 

„Mum! You know why.‟ 
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„No I don‟t.‟ 

„She‟s pregnant‟ Amanda pulled a face. „I‟ve told you 

that. They‟ve taken her out of school. Her mother won‟t 

let her go anywhere.‟ 

The fifteen-year-old‟s mouth clamped shut and they con-

tinued in silence. The sun had set and it was getting dark. 

No one spoke until they reached a side road. Scot leant 

forward. 

„You can put us down here.‟ 

„No. I‟ll take you the rest of the way.‟ Monique was in-

sistent. 

„But you don‟t like going into the commune.‟ 

„That doesn‟t matter. There‟s something I want to show 

Humphrey. The Swiss girls are talking about it. They‟re liv-

ing in the commune and I‟m worried about them.‟ 

„What Swiss girls?‟ 

„The ones I‟ve been telling you about. You see them in 

town with that spiral thing round their necks. They‟re 

hooked on drugs.‟ 

„How do you know that?‟ 

„Scot!‟ Monique‟s voice rose. „I know what people look 

like when they‟re on drugs. My brain‟s not so addled with 

pot that I can‟t tell the difference.‟ 

Humphrey guessed that the reference to pot had some-

thing to do with the wad of weed that Scot had secreted in 

his denim jacket before leaving the house. Humphrey was 

adverse to pot and his contribution to the night‟s festivi-

ties was a bottle of vintage merlot. They drove on and 

reached an avenue of trees painted with the sign of the 

barred spiral. Monique stopped beside one and turned to 

her daughter 

„Stay in the car with daddy!‟ 

The command could equally well have been addressed to 

Scot. Humphrey guessed Monique wanted to speak to him 
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alone. She got out of the car and he followed her into a 

clearing. Her spotlight settled on an upright stone. 

„Just as I thought!‟ Her voice rose in indignation. „You 

couldn‟t see that when I was last here. It was covered in 

ferns and moss. Now it‟s been cleaned and painted.‟ 

Humphrey recognised the stone from the Nimbin Gos-

pels. Even the colours were the same – except one. The 

barred spiral was highlighted in psychedelic colours. 

Monique‟s spotlight flicked back and forth between the 

stone and two round boulders that lay beside it like testi-

cles beside a giant penis. 

„They‟ve even put those back!‟ 

Humphrey wondered what was upsetting her. The stone 

was, after all, a phallic symbol and phallic symbols were 

about fertility. Archaeological investigations had uncovered 

them all over the world. Emphasis was usually placed on 

the phallus rather than on any associated round objects. It 

was as if size mattered with one and not the others, which 

didn‟t make sense. He had no problems with his male 

member but recognised that it was little more than a deliv-

ery tube for sperm and an outflow pipe for urine. A rational 

fertility religion would place emphasis on the testicles ra-

ther than the penis. He was pondering the conundrum 

when Monique spoke. 

„They are back!‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„Damien and Nev. They took over the Meditation Centre 

when the founders left and turned it into a commune for 

the most disgusting creatures you can possibly imagine. 

They used to have sex orgies here.‟ 

„Are you sure they‟re back?‟ 

„I feel their presence.‟ Monique shivered. „Scot says I‟m 

imagining it but I‟m not. There‟s too much alike. The new 
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guru calls himself Master just like Nev did. Go and speak 

to the Swiss girls. They‟ll tell you about him.‟ 

She moved closer. 

„Something evil has returned to Nimbin. We‟ve always 

had problems but we‟ve learnt to cope with them. The 

drug scene has been brought under control. The police 

know you can‟t stamp out drugs so they tolerate the mild-

er ones in places like this. And they know it‟s wise to steer 

clear of religion and politics so they‟re not going to inves-

tigate what‟s going on.‟ She grasped his arm. „That‟s why 

we need a special investigator like you.‟ 

„Scot says the present Master is preaching sexual absti-

nence,‟ Humphrey remarked casually. 

„I don‟t care what he‟s preaching,‟ Monique dropped her 

voice. „He‟s filling those girls‟ minds with nonsense and I 

worry about my own daughters. You heard what Amanda 

said about Mary Jackson. The idea of Mary being pregnant 

sounded so silly. I put it down to something they‟d heard 

about Jesus and the virgin birth. Now I‟m not so sure. It‟s 

seeing the Swiss girls … there‟s so much alike.‟ 

„What‟s so much alike?‟ 

„The youth rally and the cosmic spiral. There‟s all this 

talk about virginity. Mary was told she must stay pure for 

Jesus. The Swiss girls were told to remain virgins and pre-

pare themselves for some cosmic event. Now they‟re 

hooked on drugs and Mary is pregnant.‟ 

„Are you sure she‟s pregnant?‟ 

„I don‟t know,‟ Monique shook her head. „I should have 

spoken to her mother but I didn‟t. Sandra is such a diffi-

cult person.‟ 

„Then there‟s work for both of us,‟ Humphrey placed a 

reassuring hand on Monique‟s arm. „I‟ll speak to the Swiss 

girls. You find a way to speak to Mary‟s mother. She prob-

ably needs a shoulder to cry on. Go and see if you can 
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give her some support then phone my mother and tell her 

what you‟ve found out.‟ 

„Thank you, Humphrey,‟ Monique brushed away a tear. „I 

needed to speak to someone like you.‟ 

She returned to the car and Scot got out. Humphrey 

watched as they walked a short distance away. He 

guessed Monique didn‟t want her daughter to hear. From 

the tone of her voice, it seemed that Scott was receiving 

a tongue lashing. After a brief exchange, she returned to 

the car and drove off. Scott went across to Humphrey. 

„Bloody women. You give them advice and they won‟t 

listen. Then someone else says the same thing and it‟s 

suddenly a good idea. I‟ve been telling her for months 

that she should speak to Sandra.‟ 

He took off in the direction of a barn-like building and. 

Humphrey followed. It had started to rain and he regret-

ted leaving his umbrella in the car. Scot had made jokes 

about it, saying it made him look like a public servant on 

holiday. Humphrey ignored the steady drizzle and started 

to ask questions. 

„Do you think the girl‟s pregnant?‟ 

„Dunno,‟ Scot shrugged. „They‟re such an odd lot – the 

Jacksons – you can believe almost anything about them. 

Her father‟s a recluse. You can guess the sort of things 

people are saying about him.‟ 

A distinctive aroma hung in the air. Humphrey had first 

noticed it in the car and wondered if Monique used the 

vehicle to transport her woolly pets. Now the smell was 

getting worse. It was as if one of the beasts was following 

him around. Scot placed a hand on his shoulder. 

„Why did you let her do it?‟ 

„Do what?‟ 
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„Make you wear that bloody thing. I told her to give the 

wool a good wash in strong detergent but she wouldn‟t lis-

ten … said she wanted to preserve the natural oils.‟ 

Humphrey sniffed his sleeve and the truth dawned. The 

sheep wasn‟t following him around … he was wearing it! 

„It was a ewe,‟ Scot said. 

„Does that matter?‟ 

„It does if there are any rams around.‟ He grabbed 

Humphrey‟s arm and started to run. „I saw some back 

there. We‟d better get down to the clubhouse. You might 

need protection.‟ 

Humphrey went straight to the fire when they got there. 

His bottom half was soaking and his top half dry. The rain 

had run off his sweater like water off a duck‟s back. He 

stood with his back to the flames as steam rose from his 

soggy corduroys and his spectacles misted over. He took 

them off and looked around short-sightedly. 

Scot was in a corner with a group of men puffing on 

bongs. They put their fingers to 

their heads in imitation of a ram 

and made bleating noises. In 

another corner some girls were 

staring in his direction. 

„Le voila … le mouton!‟ 

Humphrey guessed they were 

the Swiss girls.‟ 

„Bonsoir!‟ he waved. 

„Oooh! He speaks French. He is 

perhaps a French sheep.‟ 

„No. I come from Switzerland.‟ 

Humphrey replied in their lan-

guage and the girls laughed 

hysterically. 

„Oooh! That is where we come from.‟ 
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Humphrey replaced his spectacles and decided that 

Monique was right. The young ladies were under the in-

fluence of drugs and it wasn‟t just pot. It was something 

far more devastating – probably a cocktail ranging from 

hash through amphetamines to heroine. Right now they 

were puffing on badly rolled weed. 

His headband fascinated them. 

„Where is Sagittarius?‟ 

Hands clawed at the band and it came off. 

„There he is!‟ 

Fingers pointed at the figure of an archer. 

„He is coming with his sacred shaft,‟ one of the girls 

said. „Only the people of the book will be saved. Only 

those who are pure will receive his holy seed.‟ 

„The people of the book?‟ 

„They call it the Nimbin Bible in English.‟ 

„Is that their sign?‟ 

Humphrey pointed to the spiral pendant that hung 

about the girl‟s neck and she began to recite as if repeat-

ing something she had learnt by heart. 

„The holy spiral foretells the dawning of a new age. The 

people of the book are custodians of ancient wisdom. 

From time immemorial they have known that the Milky 

Way is a barred- spiral galaxy. It is 

the Great Wheel that determines 

the fate of all liv- ing things. The bar 

sorts good from evil. Once in every 

aeon our planet is bathed in its 

cleansing rays. They shine upon 

us and a new age begins. The last 

time was when the dinosaurs be-

came extinct. They were judged 

unworthy and our kind was given dominion over the 

earth.‟ 
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The recitation ended and she returned her attention to 

her wad of weed. Humphrey waited until she had taken a 

couple of deep puffs before continuing his interrogation. 

„Do you have anything written down?‟ 

She stared at him blankly. 

„I mean … is there anything I can take away to study? 

Your philosophy is an immense revelation to me. I want to 

know more about it.‟ 

Another girl supplied the answer. „The teachings of the 

book are in many languages.‟ She rummaged in a bag, 

spilling the contents onto the floor. A passport and two 

bankcards landed at Humphrey‟s feet. Other items fol-

lowed. He picked them up and saw that one of the cards 

had a number written on it in felt pen. 

„Is that your pin number? 

„I put it there so I won‟t forget it,‟ the girl giggled. „My 

papa … he say to me to write it down somewhere else. 

That is so stupid. I need it when I use the card.‟ 

Humphrey thought of his own daughter in Canada 

amongst solid people who would look after her. He was 

horrified that girls of a similar age had been cast loose 

and left to their own fragile devices. He did his best to ex-

plain that she must be more careful. 

„If you lose the card, anyone who finds it can draw out 

money.‟ 

„Then papa … he send me another card.‟ 

Humphrey was reminded of something Monique had said 

about poor little rich kids. Their wealthy parents packed 

them off to boarding schools to get rid of them. Then, 

when they left school, they bankrolled a round-the-world 

trip with no concern for their safety. He found the whole 

thing depressing – all the more because the girls had 
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opened his bottle of merlot and were mixing it with fizzy 

drinks. 

He grudgingly accepted a glass and took sips while the 

girls hunted around for tracts of holy writing. A strange 

feeling descended upon him. Papers were dumped on his 

lap. His vision narrowed and he felt at peace with the 

world. When he next became aware of what was happen-

ing, Scot was shepherding him towards Monique‟s car in 

the pouring rain. 

 

J oshua picked up his telephone and heard Sam‟s plum-

my voice. His old buddy sounded nonchalant. That was 

a bad sign. Whenever Sam sounded nonchalant he had 

something bad to report. 

„Professor Steinfeld has got her knickers in a knot.‟ 

Joshua scowled. „That dame‟s always agitated.‟ 

„This time she might have good reason,‟ Sam said. „The 

government has a telephone number that members of the 

public can ring to report anything suspicious. It‟s called 

Crime Stoppers …‟ 

„Yeah. I know about that,‟ Joshua cut in. 

„Well, sometime ago, Professor Steinfeld phoned Crime 

Stoppers. She said she was worried about a relative who 

had joined a religious organisation … it was the Master‟s 

idea … a sort of early warning system.‟ 

„Yeah. He told me about it.‟ 

„Well. A woman from Crime Stoppers phoned Professor 

Steinfeld‟s mobile and asked questions about Bahgiata and 

other things. A recording was transmitted to the Master 

and he recognised the voice immediately. The woman has 

a slight Danish accent.‟ 

„Is that so?‟ 

„It is,‟ Sam said quietly. „The Master knows the lady. 

She‟s made a nuisance of herself before.‟ 
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CHAPTER 7 

 

Barred Spiral 

 

K irstin went to the window. A taxi had stopped outside. 

Humphrey was back from Nimbin. She watched him 

pay the driver and was surprised when he failed to ask for 

a receipt. He was usually so careful to accumulate all the 

bits of paper needed to claim every last cent of his travel 

expenses. Instead, he grabbed his bags and bounded into 

the house. That was out of character too. Humphrey usual-

ly plodded. Today, he was behaving like a hyperactive 

teenager. 

„That was awesome … just awesome!‟ 

He was wearing a smelly woollen sweater and behaving 

as if he was high on something. Before she had time to 

speak, he was telling her how he‟d met the Hoffmans and 

they were just such beautiful people. They had a daughter 

who had a friend who thought she was the Virgin Mary and 

they‟d taken him to a place where the Nimbin Gospels 

were written. There he met some Swiss girls who plied him 

with merlot spiked with ice and gave him a heap of pam-

phlets on a mysterious cult that had a barred spiral as its 

symbol. At some stage, he‟d telephone his friend Bruce 

Emerson at Mount Stromlo Observatory. 
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„Bruce confirms what they say.‟ Humphrey announced 

triumphantly. „The Milky Way really is a barred spiral gal-

axy and that was not known when the gospels were writ-

ten.‟ 

„What gospels?‟ 

„The Nimbin Gospels, of course.‟ He grabbed the book 

from her desk and thumbed through it. „There!‟ He 

stabbed at a picture of an archer with a bow. „That‟s Sag-

ittarius and he‟s pointing his arrow at the black hole in the 

centre of the Milky Way.‟ 

„Does Bruce confirm that?‟ 

„He says there‟s a black hole,‟ Humphrey raved on, „and 

that wasn‟t discovered until ten years ago…‟ 

Kirstin wondered how long the effects of the ice would 

last. She hoped Bruce thought Humphrey was drunk ra-

ther than drugged. A passage in the gospels got him par-

ticularly excited. 

 „The cosmic cycle is determined by the rotation of the 

Milky Way and the gospels refer to its bar as the shaft of 

Sagittarius. They talk about its cleansing rays. Nimbin is 

special because Sagittarius passes overhead and we have 

reached a point in the cosmic cycle when the bar is point-

ing at us. That last happened when the age of the dino-

saurs came to an end and the age of the mammals be-

gan.‟ 

Kirstin poured a cup of black coffee and handed it to 

Humphrey. 

„What did Bruce say about all that?‟ 

„He thought the timing was a bit out.‟ 

„And the bar‟s cleansing rays? 

„He said that was crap.‟ 

„I‟m sure he did Humphrey and so will Patrick. So don‟t 

mention it to him or he‟ll think you believe the ridiculous 

nonsense.‟ 
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„No risk!‟ Humphrey sat down. „I‟m not going anywhere 

near Mr Patrick Muller … that‟s Bill‟s job.‟ 

„Bill‟s back in hospital,‟ Kirstin said. „He‟s named you as 

his deputy and you will be reporting to Patrick – so watch 

your tongue!‟ 

She told him of her planned trip to Far North Queensland 

and of some inquiries she‟d made into the missing papers. 

She tried to explain that she was going to hide their copy 

of the gospels in case it went missing too. In the end she 

gave up. Humphrey was too far gone to take anything se-

riously. 

 

Y uki lay on her back in the 

shade of a huge fig tree and 

stared into its overhanging branch-

es. Like so much in her new home, 

it was unlike anything she‟d ever 

seen before. In some ways it re-

sembled the ornamental trees cre-

ated by plaiting saplings together. 

But the resemblance was superfi-

cial. 

Clarence said the tree was a stran-

gler fig: a parasite that started life 

when a bird dropped a seed into 

the upper branches of an unfortu-

nate host. The seed developed into 

a vine that reached down to the 

floor of the rainforest where it took 

root and grew back up again. In 

time the fig enveloped its host and took its place. In the 

end, nothing remained of the original tree apart from a 

hollow core and fragments of rotten wood. 



 73 

Yuki was reminded of what her uncle had said about the 

Nimbin Fellowship. He‟d talked about planting an oak and 

seeing it grow into a poisonous vine. 

Uncle had played a big part in her life. He was the father 

she never knew. Why couldn‟t she find a man like him? 

That wasn‟t asking for much. The man of her dreams 

needn‟t be a brilliant scientist or engineer. All she wanted 

was a sensible, loving man who thought about others 

more than himself: the sort of man who would be a caring 

husband and father. 

Her eyes strayed to her hands. Perhaps it was the harsh 

tropical sun. More likely it was her age. She was getting 

older and it was beginning to show. Her skin no longer had 

the glow of youth. She was twenty-five and the years were 

slipping away. 

She‟d been in the commune for almost a week and eve-

rything about it was repulsive. It was difficult to imagine 

Tomoko in such an awful place. But there could be no 

doubt that her little sister had been there. People recog-

nised her photograph. They said she‟d spent time in the 

commune before going further up the mountain to a place 

called the Meditation Centre. 

Clarence said there were two ways to enter it. The easi-

est was to drive up from Cedar Park Resort. The other was 

to follow the Pilgrim Path. The people in the commune said 

that was the way Tomoko had taken. 

Clarence continued to irritate her. He was incapable of 

opening his mouth without making some allusion to sex. 

But she had to admit that he was good at what he was do-

ing. His age helped. He fitted into the juvenile world of 

mysticism and squalor and there were occasions when his 

company was almost tolerable. When they discussed seri-

ous matters he was sensible. When he turned the conver-

sation around to sex he was repulsive. He‟d suggested that 
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they should go for a skinny dip in a mountain pool. Yuki 

declined the offer and he‟d gone off, leaving her to mind 

his valuables. 

His wallet was particularly revealing. It contained a driv-

ing licence that said he was twenty-one, a bankcard, a 

medical card, fifty dollars and very little else. Yuki won-

dered about his background. Could he possibly have been 

in the police? His age made that unlikely. Perhaps he‟d 

been a police cadet. Some of the things he said were 

worded in such precise language she could believe that 

he‟d memorised them for an examination. One stuck in 

her mind. 

„You will see things you do not like. You must remain 

calm and do nothing. The offences were happening before 

you arrived and they will continue to happen if appropriate 

measures are not put in place to stop them. Your task is to 

gather information – not to intervene.‟ 

Yuki watched a child in a dirty T-shirt. One moment he 

was poking his fingers in decaying scraps of meat, the 

next he was in the arms of a passing adult. The show of 

affection was part of the cult. It was necessary to demon-

strate a devotion to the cosmos and all it contained. The 

object of your attention might be a child, an orchid or but-

terfly … they were all part of the marvel of creation. 

A repulsive male picked up the infant. Yuki didn‟t like the 

way he fondled the child but remained calm. Clarence was 

right. If you lose your cool you endanger your mission and 

her mission was to find her sister. 

 

 

 

 



 75 

CHAPTER 8 

 

Catalina 

 

S am and Joshua stood beside the tenth green and 

watched a group of people gathering on the fairway. 

Some were golfers. Others had cameras and looked very 

professional. Joshua pointed to a tall, dark-skinned wom-

an. 

„That‟s Catalina Valdez. She‟s got this group of girls 

called the Ninjas.‟ 

„She looks a formidable lady.‟ 

„That‟s right, Sam. Don‟t try any of your tricks with her 

or you‟ll be eaten alive.‟ 

„And the young ladies with the movie cameras?‟ 

„They work for Cat. They‟re part of her team. They‟re 

making a promotion clip. The girls arrive by balloon and 

the Beach Boys try to capture them. We‟ll use it in some 

of our more focussed advertising.‟ 

„I assume the Beach Boys are the young men who 

prance around and show their muscles on ladies‟ night. If I 
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recall correctly, they used to perform as Eddie and the 

Desperados.‟ 

„Yeah! That‟s right. Cat took them under her wing, 

smartened up the act and gave them a new name.‟ 

Joshua picked up his binoculars. A woman wearing an 

alabaster mask had just arrived. She stood with her arm 

around a little girl. He examined the pair critically. 

„Who the hell‟s that?‟ 

„Ali Baster and Livia,‟ Sam said. „The girl‟s the daughter 

of an aeronautics engineer and a famous ballerina. The 

poor little soul inherited her father‟s legs and her mother‟s 

brain so we had to find another use for her.‟ 

„And the dame?‟ 

„She‟s the new priestess of the temple of Lesbos.  The 

lady came with a considerable endowment so we got rid 

of the former occupant of the position.‟ 

Sam‟s attention was distracted by a man in a safari suit. 

„Good Lord! That‟s Damien.‟ 

„Yeah…‟ Joshua scowled. 

„But, I‟ve never seen him in anything but a sarong be-

fore.‟ 

„Yeah. He knows he‟s gotta dress decent or we won‟t let 

him in. If it weren‟t for the Master I‟d keep him out. The 

guy‟s a total screwball.‟ 

Joshua put down the binoculars and turned to Sam. 

„There‟s a few too many screwballs around here. I‟ve 

spoken to you about the way the Meditation Centre is run. 

It just don‟t make sense the way you appoint people. 

„I understand your concern.‟ Sam smiled benignly. „But 

think how dull it would be if Mother Theresa ran the tem-

ple of Lesbos and Saint Francis was in charge of the cu-

pids.‟ 
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„Sam!‟ Joshua‟s tone hardened. „The way you treat 

those kids ain‟t acceptable. I‟ve told the Master that. You 

speak to him. Make sure he understands.‟ 

„I‟ll remind him, Josh.‟ 

„You do just that,‟ Joshua‟s gaze remained icy. „Don‟t 

stretch our friendship too far. There are limits to what I‟m 

prepared to tolerate.‟ 

The arrival of two hot air balloons put an end to the 

confrontation. They flew in low over the trees and hov-

ered above the fairway. Beach buggies sped towards 

them. Sam was keen to change the subject. 

„Here come the Beach Boys!‟ 

He shouted excitedly as the buggies bounced over the 

greens, throwing up lumps of expensive turf. They 

reached the balloons and young men in surfing shorts 

jumped out. Girls in black tights hurled themselves from 

the balloons and a battle ensued. The boys tried to load 

the girls into the buggies. The girls tried to drag the boys 

into the balloons. The young women with movie cameras 

moved in. Everything seemed to be going to plan when 

an arrow hit one of the balloons. Sam saw a fat monk 

and a naked cupid boy firing from the bushes. The arrows 

struck home and Damien joined in. 

Catalina picked up her megaphone. 

„Get off the set!‟ 

The monk and cupid stopped firing but Damien took no 

notice. He hurled the Beach Boys aside and grabbed a 

Ninja. For a moment it looked as if Damien was rescuing 

her then he set off over the grass with the screaming girl. 

The boys ran after him. Joshua watched as the young 

men were knocked to the ground. 

„That Damien sure knows how to fight.‟ 

„He was in a Special Forces unit,‟ Sam remarked. 
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„I thought he was a defrocked priest.‟ 

„That came after he was thrown out of the army.‟ 

Security guards appeared and Damien walked over to 

them with the captive Ninja. A discussion ensued and the 

girl was dumped at their feet. 

Joshua shook his head in disbelief. 

„That guy is seriously psychotic.‟ 

He returned his attention to the far side of the fairway 

where the battle between Beach Boys and Ninjas raged on. 

Captives were being taken and a lot of clothing was being 

lost. Half-naked boys fought totally naked girls. 

„You‟ll get some excellent advertising,‟ Sam said. 

„Yeah,‟ Joshua nodded. „We‟ll get some good footage but 

that‟s not the point. I‟m not happy about what‟s going on in 

your neck of the woods, Sam. You tell the Master that. Say 

he‟s gotta clean up his act.‟ 

 

T he sign beside the restaurant advertised Tamara‟s 

Magic Mangoes. Yuki wanted one and Clarence was 

keen to oblige. The restaurant was part of a complex that 

included a motel, craft shop and campsite. They‟d paid to 

use the showers and laundry. Yuki wished they could stay. 

Everything was clean. Nothing smelt of urine, pot, stale 

wine or excrement. But staying was not an option. The 

commune was their link with Tomoko and they had to find 

her. 

A middle-aged woman served the Magic Mangoes in two 

huge glasses and returned to her conversation with a 

young man in the uniform of a National Parks ranger. The 

pair kept glancing at them. After a while the woman came 

across to their table. 

„We were wondering where you were from?‟ 

The question was addressed to Yuki. 
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„I‟m from Japan,‟ Yuki smiled. 

The woman looked surprised. „But you‟re the splitting 

image of her. „We thought you must come from some-

where round here.‟ She went to a door and called up a 

stairway. 

„Tamara. There‟s someone you should meet.‟ 

Boards creaked and Clarence heard footsteps. A girl ap-

peared, silhouetted against the outside light. She looked a 

few years younger than Yuki and her hair was arranged in 

tight plaits. 

„What d‟ya want, Mum?‟ 

 Her accent was North Queensland. 

„We have a visitor.‟ 

Tamara waved. She evidently thought she had been 

called to a prospective customer and began to talk about 

the range of batik shirts displayed in the restaurant. The 

woman interrupted her sales pitch. 

„Haven‟t you noticed anything?‟ 

„What, Mum?‟ 

„Haven‟t you girls noticed how much alike you are?‟ 

Clarence wondered what all the fuss was about. Tamara 

was clearly of Asian ancestry but that didn‟t make her 

Yuki‟s double. Then she moved closer and he realised he‟d 

been fooled by details. The plaits were part of it. They 

were the first thing you noticed and they gave Tamara a 

distinctive appearance. But it was the accent that set her 

apart. Clarence ignored the voice and focused on the face. 

The resemblance was startling! 

He watched as Tamara led Yuki to a full-length mirror, 

provided for the convenience of customers. Tamara was a 

shade taller and her complexion was affected by exposure 

to the harsh rays of the tropical sun. Yuki was a few years 

older and had the smooth, bronzed skin of a town dweller 
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who used protective creams when she went skiing and 

surfing. 

„That‟s just amazing!‟ 

A huge smile developed on Yuki‟s face. 

„You look like me when I was nineteen.‟ 

„Where d‟ya come from?‟ 

Tamara wanted to know all about Yuki. 

Clarence lost interest in the conversation and went to the 

counter for another Magic Mango. He was served by the 

National Parks ranger who introduced himself as Ian and 

referred to Tamara as his sister. Ian was tall with brown 

hair, blue eyes and a neatly trimmed beard. He clearly was 

not Tamara‟s biological brother. 

As far as Clarence was concerned, it was a profitable en-

counter, even if the women were hooked on some lunatic 

notion that Tamara and Yuki were related. He wasn‟t sur-

prised when they were invited to stay for dinner. It was the 

first decent meal he‟d had in ages. 

His mother usually cooked for him. He had returned to 

live with her after he‟d been chucked out of the police. 

What had started as a promising career came to an abrupt 

end when a surveillance operation went horribly wrong. His 

superiors didn‟t have the courage to dismiss him. Instead, 

they announced that he was going to be posted to a re-

mote corner of the Northern Territory. His senior sergeant 

described it as a place where the women wore big boots 

and kept their own company. Clarence took the hint and 

handed in his resignation. 

The private detective venture was an attempt to recoup 

his losses. He decided to take advantage of his age and fo-

cus the work of his agency on missing teenagers. They 

nearly always went missing on purpose. He was twenty at 

the time and looked younger if he dressed the part. It was-

n‟t difficult to hang around the places the kids would fre-
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quent and mix with people who might know them. He‟d 

scored a few successes but the company of adolescents 

bored him. That made the present assignment so inter-

esting. It wasn‟t like a sixteen-year-old had gone to live 

with her boyfriend. Yuki‟s sister had been hijacked by a 

religious cult. 

Dinner ended and he took his coffee out onto the veran-

da. It had taken a while to work out family relationships. 

Tamara was clearly adopted. The lady she called „Mum‟ 

had blue eyes and spoke with a Slavic accent. As far as 

he could make out, Molly was a widow and Ian was her 

son. Molly was obsessed by the idea that Yuki and Tamara 

were sisters. 

He‟d given up trying to seduce Yuki. She‟d clearly had 

enough of casual encounters and her eyes were now set 

firmly on a permanent relationship. The thought de-

pressed him. There was so much to be done before that 

final closure. His goal was to achieve the widest possible 

range of amorous experiences before surrendering his 

heart to the lady of his dreams. To date his sole success 

had been with a female police officer who was assigned to 

him as a personal instructor when he was a trainee cadet. 

Her training included subjects not covered by the official 

police manual and he had mastered a wide range of phys-

ical techniques under her guidance. Sadly, the instruction 

had provided no insights into the gentle art of seduction 

and this omission had resulted in a series of rebuffs from 

women who found his sexual advances less than convinc-

ing. 

He stopped daydreaming and peered over the veranda. 

The frogs had started to sing. He shone his torch on the 

lawn and hundreds of eyes stared back. The light didn‟t 

seem to disturb them and he ventured down the steps to 

get a better look. Suddenly, the high-pitched chorus came 

to an end. It was as if a recording had been turned off. 
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„They hear with their feet.‟ Ian‟s voice sounded above his 

head. „You can shout as much as you like and they‟ll take 

no notice but put a foot on the ground and they‟ll freeze.‟ 

He came down and joined Clarence on the lawn. 

„We‟re trying to get their numbers up. The entire species 

is confined to the mountain and a few other restricted are-

as. We‟ve put in some pools and watercourses to create a 

suitable habitat.‟ 

Clarence watched as Ian plucked a frog from the grass. It 

crouched in the palm of his hand and blinked. He had never 

taken much interest in frogs but had to admit that the tiny 

creature was very beautiful. 

„You‟ve probably heard about the great dying,‟ Ian said. 

„It‟s happening all around the world. Frog populations are 

declining at an alarming rate and that‟s worrying because 

amphibians succumb to adverse environmental changes be-

fore they have any pronounced effect on mammals such as 

ourselves.‟ 

He returned the frog to the ground and switched on his 

torch. 

„We‟re putting in some environmental trails. When they‟re 

finished, we‟ll take visitors spotlighting at night.‟ 

„That sounds interesting.‟ 

„Clarence wanted to keep the conversation going. Most of 

all he wanted to draw Ian away 

from the rest of the company 

and grill him on what he knew 

about the local neighbourhood. 

His remark worked a treat. 

„Come with me and I‟ll give you 

a preview.‟ 

Ian set off at a brisk pace. 

Clarence followed and listened 

to a commentary on possums 
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and other creatures that came within range of his spot-

light. The path narrowed and they reached the river. A 

roofed platform projected over the water. Posters an-

nounced that they were visiting the home of one of the 

planet‟s most unusual creatures – a mammal that laid 

eggs.  

„We got a government grant for this,‟ Ian said. „National 

Parks is shutting down its campsites and encouraging pri-

vate operators to set up facilities. We want to make a 

proper job of it – not just provide sites for tents.‟ 

„Makes sense,‟ Clarence remarked. 

„You tell our neighbours that,‟ Ian‟s voice hardened. 

„Every time we do something they try to stop us.‟ 

„Who does?‟ 

„The ferals.‟ Ian flicked his torch towards the mountain. 

„Every time we try to make improvements they object and 

everything gets held up.‟ 

„You mean the people in the commune?‟ 

„Yes! The bastards don‟t want anyone to come anywhere 

near them. They‟ve got their bit of paradise and they want 

to keep everyone else out.‟ 

„But they‟re a bunch of junkies!‟ 

„It‟s not just them. There‟s the Meditation Centre on the 

top of the mountain and Cedar Park on the other side. 

They have a lot of influence round here.‟ 

Ian‟s torch picked out a dark shape on the water. Clar-

ence recognised a platypus and expected him to talk about 

it but Ian‟s mind was on other things. 

„Tamara came from up there! My mum and dad rescued 

her. She‟d been dumped in the commune. Can you believe 

it? A little kid dumped like a puppy? She was still in the 

baby clothes they‟d dressed her in – really expensive 

clothes. They dumped her like she was worth nothing.‟ 

„Who dumped her?‟ 
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„The mongrels in the Meditation Centre. They dump kids 

they don‟t want. They take them down to the commune 

and leave them there. People think the kids were born in 

the commune. We know what‟s going on. We‟ve been 

watching them for years.‟ 

„There are children in the commune now,‟ Clarence said. 

„How do you know?‟ 

„We live there.‟ 

„You‟re joking!‟ 

„No,‟ Clarence shook his head. „We live there because 

we‟re trying to find Yuki‟s sister. They got her onto drugs 

and she‟s missing. We think she went up the Pilgrim Path 

to the Meditation Centre.‟ 

„What path?‟ 

„The Pilgrim Path. It goes up the mountain from the 

commune. There are shrines on the way and priests who 

ask questions before they‟ll let you pass. We‟re trying to 

find out as much as we can. Yuki wants to give it a try.‟ 

Ian thought for a while. „I know the path. Tammy and I 

fly over it when we go paragliding. We‟ve often wondered 

about the shrines.‟ 

„Do you have any aerial photos?‟ 

Ian shook his head. „We don‟t but you can take them 

yourself tomorrow. Tammy and I are licensed for tandem.‟ 

 

J udge Neville D‟Arcy rose from the refreshingly cool 

waters of the rock pool and reached for a towel. To-

night he bathed alone. More often, he shared the pool 

with young people visiting the Meditation Centre for spir-

itual instruction. Bodily purification was one of the seven 

rituals of the faith and the gospels laid down strict rules 

for its observance. 
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When in residence, he visited the pool at least once a 

day. It was one of his great joys. In his life as a judge he 

didn‟t have time for communal bathing and had to content 

himself with a quick shower in his Sydney penthouse. On 

the mountain, he was able to indulge his passion for the 

pleasures of the flesh. 

That was one of the many rewards of being Master of 

the Meditation Centre. Another was access to the latest 

advances in gene therapy. Judge D‟Arcy walked over the 

wet flagstones to a large mirror and examined himself in 

the light of an oil lamp. His eyes ran over his naked body, 

pausing to admire its more sensual features. As usual, he 

was pleased with what he saw. Despite a hectic routine 

that left little time for sleep and relaxation, he looked far 

younger than his fifty-three years. 

His youthful appearance owed much to the program of 

rejuvenation that Miriam Steinfeld had devised for him. 

Six years earlier he had rescued her from the clutches of 

the law. The eminent scientist headed the biology depart-

ment of one of America‟s leading universities until she fell 

out of favour. Rival scientists claimed she was chopping up 

human embryos and cloning them with other species. The 

case against her looked watertight but the prosecution 

hadn‟t bargained on Neville D‟Arcy. 

He advised the defence team and found a legal loophole. 

Professor Steinfeld was clearly mad. Expert opinion testi-

fied to her insanity. He argued that the pressure to 

achieve research results had placed an intolerable burden 

on the lady‟s already unsound mind. His arguments tri-

umphed and the case was dismissed on technical grounds. 

After that Professor Steinfeld was free to leave America 

and make a new life for herself. He brought her to Austral-

ia and she joined the staff of the Meditation Centre. 

Miriam Steinfeld was one of the many people who owed 

allegiance to Neville D‟Arcy. He had saved her from prison 

and provided a sanctuary where she could pursue her 
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quest for the elixir of life. The woman was repulsive but 

that didn‟t matter because she was useful. At an early 

age, Neville had learnt to nurture useful people and elimi-

nate those who stood in his way. There was a group of 

them on the mountain. They owned a pathetic little motel 

and had caused problems in the past. Their latest outrage 

was to ally themselves with the National Park and build fa-

cilities that would increase the flow of visitors to the area. 

They‟d taken out a substantial bank loan – no doubt think-

ing they were safe with the backing of a government body. 

The idiots were too stupid to realise that nothing was safe 

from the scrutiny of the law. 

Judge D‟Arcy walked to the edge of the cedar deck and 

began to masturbate. In the rainforest, far below, spot-

lights illuminated a viewing platform above a platypus 

pool. National Parks rangers were assisting in its construc-

tion, oblivious to the trap that had been prepared for 

them. The World Heritage status of the park was threat-

ened by the presence of the motel. He had prepared a le-

gal bombshell that would bulldoze it clean away and cause 

acute embarrassment to the government. 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

Toxic 

 

 

P atrick Muller picked up the Nimbin file and opened it 

cautiously. The case was potentially explosive. It had 

been bad from the start and was getting worse. Bill En-

dicott was back in hospital and Humphrey Hansen was in 

charge of the investigation. When Melanie Stein had first 

spoken about Dr Hansen, he had been impressed by her 

assessment of him as a brilliant linguist and investigator. 

Now, it seemed that Ms Stein had failed to do her home-

work properly. The man was known to some of his col-

leagues and their assessment of him was appalling. 

Humphrey was described as unorthodox and indiscreet. 

To make matters worse he was on first-name terms with 

half the cabinet. In short, Dr Hansen was the sort of per-

son who would talk to ministers behind your back. That 

was worrying because the department‟s handling of the 

Nimbin case was open to criticism. 

Melanie had placed key documents in the hands of a jun-

ior clerk and he‟d lost them. Not content with that, the idi-

ot had tried to implicate Judge D‟Arcy in the affair. The 

judge was furious and the young man was duly coun-

selled. It was made clear to him that his prospects for pro-
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motion were abysmal. He resigned and was last seen serv-

ing drinks behind a bar. 

Patrick opened the file and began to read Humphrey‟s re-

port. The fat man had just returned from Nimbin and 

claimed to have found evidence linking Miss Mori‟s disap-

pearance to a hippy commune. Now, he wanted money to 

send his mother to a similar commune near Port Douglas in 

Far North Queensland. Patrick‟s inclination was to refuse. 

There was something highly unsatisfactory about the moth-

er-and-son arrangement. When he was young there were 

strict rules about members of the same family working in 

the same government department. The human rights mob 

put an end to that. Anything was now possible. 

His pen hovered over Humphreys request for funding. 

Words of rejection formed then drifted away as he won-

dered how the fat man would react. It went against the 

grain but, under the circumstances, he had little choice but 

to agree. 

 

J oshua ejaculated into the glass phial taking care not to 

miss a single drop. Satisfied with his performance, he 

sealed the phial and placed it in the thermos flask that Sam 

had provided. He hated the procedure. It was so invasive – 

so humiliating. And was it necessary? It was the sort of 

thing Miriam Steinfeld would devise out of spite. On the 

first occasion, she‟d insisted he do it under her supervision 

to make sure he got it right. He detested the woman. She 

went out of her way to embarrass people. 

When he‟d first done it, she‟d mocked him, saying the av-

erage thirteen-year-old had a sperm count fifty times his 

own. Then she‟d added insult to injury saying that boys of 

today perform poorly compared with his generation. Their 

testicular development was inhibited by an excess of female 

hormones in the environment – caused by the contracep-

tive pill. 
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Joshua examined his testicles. Their development had 

been inhibited by an excess of bravado. They weren‟t very 

big when he‟d set himself alight at the age of ten and they 

weren‟t much bigger now. But they were getting bigger. 

There could be no doubt about that. He‟d measured them 

with callipers and they had grown by at least ten per cent 

since he‟d begun his treatment. He was growing more pu-

bic hair too. The sparse covering, which had caused him so 

much anguish as an adolescent, was being augmented by 

a healthy new growth. Miriam Steinfeld might be a bitch 

and a loony but her treatment was working. She‟d told him 

he was experiencing a second puberty and she was right. 

Joshua picked up the thermos and walked into the adjoin-

ing room as nonchalantly as possible. Sam was waiting for 

him. 

„All done?‟ 

„Yeah.‟ 

Sam reached for his bible. It was leather-bound and big. 

A previous owner had hollowed out the pages to create a 

cavity for a whisky flask. Sam used it for other things. He 

took the thermos from Joshua and slipped it inside. 

„Any improvement?‟ 

„Yeah.‟ 

„You don‟t sound too confident.‟ 

„Sam.‟ Joshua adjusted his fly. „I don‟t know if I can trust 

that dame.‟ 

„But you‟re looking much better.‟ 

„So do those pandas, Sam.‟ 

„I‟m told it‟s a very successful program,‟ Sam rocked 

back on his chair. „She‟s got them to breed in captivity.‟ 

„Sure! Pandas are shy breeders so she spliced in a bit of 

rabbit. I want to know what she‟s been splicing into me.‟ 

„Her assistants inform me that they‟re using genetic ma-

terial from one of your embryonic clones. You‟re being 
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gene-spliced with your younger self before you had the 

accident.‟ 

„I know about that, Sam. I just wanna be sure there‟s 

not more to it.‟ 

„The ultimate aim is to live for two hundred years.‟ 

„Yeah. But what if you end up as a two-hundred-year-

old rabbit?‟ 

„That‟s surely not a serious concern. I mean it‟s not on 

the cards … surely?‟ 

„Sam. As I understand this gene-splicing thing, it‟s like 

a disease. They splice something in and it takes over. It 

starts to multiply and after a while you‟re not what you 

were. You‟re something else.‟ 

„I think that‟s a bit of an exaggeration.‟ 

„Sam. I want to know if you can reverse it. Say you 

don‟t like what‟s been done … can you do anything about 

it?‟ 

„Josh!‟ Sam rose. „You‟re worrying unnecessarily. I‟m 

sure everything is going marvellously.‟ He picked up the 

bible. „I must go now. I‟ve got to get this to the laborato-

ry.‟ 

 

Y uki had heard of tandem bi-

cycles and guessed that go-

ing tandem with a group of sky-

divers meant hitching a lift in the 

back of their plane. It came as a 

surprise to discover that tandem 

referred to a form of skydiving in 

which two people jumped out of a 

plane strapped together. She was 

delighted. Ian was an instructor 

and had made over a thousand 

jumps. Tamara, who was eight 
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years younger, was highly experienced too. She felt safe 

with them. 

They arrived at the clubhouse and joined a group of peo-

ple checking out equipment. Yuki was impressed by the 

care they took to ensure everything was in place and func-

tioning properly. She was no stranger to that. Safety was 

important in skiing and kendo, which were her favourite 

sports. But skydiving was far more demanding. A faulty 

strap could be hazardous on a ski slope or in a kendo com-

petition. In free fall at two thousand metres it could be fa-

tal. 

Yuki was assigned to Ian. She helped him load their gear 

onto the plane and climbed in beside him. There was not a 

cloud in the sky and the air was crystal clear as they head-

ed out over the rainforest. It was an hour after daybreak 

and there was mist amongst the trees. She took her cam-

era from her jacket pocket and checked that the exposure 

was set on auto and the focus at infinity. There wouldn‟t be 

time for any last minute adjustments. 

The plane turned and headed towards the mountain. 

Sections of road, that took many minutes in Clarence‟s old 

car, slipped past in seconds. The dilapidated buildings of 

the commune appeared suddenly then disappeared. Yuki 

saw the Pilgrim Path and the first of the shrines. She point-

ed her camera and clicked furiously. 

The Pilgrim Path zigzagged up the mountain towards the 

terraced gardens and roofs of the Meditation Centre. The 

scene there was both ordinary and crazy. Ordinary build-

ings and crazy shrines. She saw a procession led by an el-

ephant. Saffron monks sat cross-legged on the grass. The 

plane passed over them and circled upwards. Yuki stopped 

taking photographs and looked out of the window. 

On one side the rainforest met the sea. On the other it 

gave way to the dry interior of Australia. The transition 

was surprisingly abrupt. She‟d not realised that the land on 
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the far side of the mountain was so parched and dry. There 

wasn‟t time to think about it. The skydivers were getting 

ready to jump. 

The door of the plane opened. Ian went through the final 

checks. After that everything proceeded with a rush. One 

moment they were in the plane. The next they were in free 

fall. A tremendous rush of adrenalin was followed by a 

feeling of calm. The parachute opened. The view was awe-

some. 

The Meditation Centre was bigger than she had imagined 

and there were buildings below it. One reminded her of a 

Japanese love hotel. The gaudy structure was in the form 

of a medieval castle with pink turrets and a moat. Naked 

bodies lounged in toy boats. They swooped over the bath-

ers and prepared to land. 

A crowd of spectators was waiting on the golf course. 

Guests mingled with uniformed staff who took photographs 

as they came down. A man in a dark suit hurried across. 

„Did you have a good jump, Mr Fraser?‟ 

„Certainly did!‟ Ian released his harness. „Conditions were 

ideal. Tell Mr Tanaka that I got some good shots on the 

way down. They show the new hotel ringed by our divers. 

I‟ll email them to him as soon as I get back.‟ 

„I‟m sure Mr Tanaka will be most pleased.‟ 

„The pleasure is ours. We‟re most grateful to Mr Tanaka 

for his generous sponsorship of our club.‟ 

„We are only too pleased to have you here,‟ the man re-

plied stiffly. „It is our policy, at Cedar Park, to be part of 

the local community. You support us and we are only too 

happy to be of assistance to you.‟ 

Yuki cast her eyes around and was perplexed. The neatly 

manicured greens and extreme politeness of the resort‟s 

staff were difficult to reconcile with the love hotel and oth-

er gaudy structures on the mountain. 
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The man left and Ian went about organising the dive 

team and getting their gear loaded onto the safari bus 

that had come to pick them up. She watched the smooth 

efficiency with which he did everything. Nothing was 

rushed yet things got done without any hassle or argu-

ment. She envied Tamara. She could see that the two 

were very much in love. Tamara hung on his every word 

and Ian fussed over her adoringly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 94 

CHAPTER 10 

Meg 

T he journey to Port Douglas proceeded smoothly. Meg 

was placid even if her grandparents were on edge. 

Kirstin had hired a 4WD vehicle and was driving. It was 

the first time she‟d had a chance to speak to Meg and 

wanted to get the young woman talking. Tom had warned 

that direct questions could reduce his granddaughter to a 

state of panic. Drugs, religion and babies were to be 

avoided. She talked about the scenery and was met with 

silence. Meg sat with her grandmother on the back seat, 

staring into space. Kirstin caught glimpses of her in the 

rear mirror. The young woman had well-formed features 

but her basic good looks were marred by wild eyes and an 

unkempt appearance. 

It was Kirstin‟s first visit to Far North Queensland. Inter-

nal airfares were high compared with international holiday 

in her own country. The similarity to Fiji and New Caledo-

nia was striking. The vegetation was similar and so were 

the mountains. Sugarcane and tropical fruits were the 

main crops and tourism paid an important part in the 

economy. As they neared Port Douglas, advertisements 
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appeared for excursions to the Great Barrier Reef, yacht-

ing and every sort of accommodation from luxury resorts 

to backpacker hostels. 

 „Not far now.‟ Tom Grimsley pointed ahead. „It‟s up 

there in the mountains.‟ 

There was something depressing in the old man‟s voice. 

He was talking about the place where his son lived and it 

filled him with sorrow. A side road appeared and he indi-

cated they should take it. Kirstin turned and they contin-

ued in silence. Cleared land gave way to rainforest and 

Meg began to stir. Kirstin guessed they had entered famil-

iar territory. The trees were bigger and iridescent butter-

flies fluttered in their lower branches. Some had massive 

buttress roots. Others poked up like telegraph poles. One 

had flowers growing on its trunk. 

„That‟s a holy tree,‟ Tom whispered. „There‟s more up the 

road. They worship them or the spirits that live in them. 

I‟ve never been able to make sense of their crazy religion.‟ 

„Shiboleth, Shiboleth … Hari Shiboleth!‟ 

Meg jolted into life, head nodding, wild eyes flashing. 

Her grandparents sat with blank expressions. Kirstin 

guessed it was their way of coping with an impossible sit-

uation. 

A narrow bridge loomed ahead. She negotiated it and 

was confronted by a ford. They splashed through it and 

came to a section of road that had recently collapsed. Red 

plastic marked the danger area. Beyond that everything 

was suddenly normal. There was a picnic area with gas 

barbeques and a motel with petrol pumps. Kirstin began 

to relax. 

Meg didn‟t share her sentiments. „That‟s where we had 

our protest.‟ She clawed at the window. „We chained our-

selves to the holy trees and they came at us … the evil 

ones.‟ 
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Kirstin decided it was not a good time to stop for petrol. 

She kept going and was alarmed when the bitumen came 

to a sudden end and a deeply rutted track appeared. It 

was more like a firebreak than a road. She jammed on the 

breaks and Meg yelled from the rear. 

„Don‟t drop the revs! I keep my foot down.‟ 

„You mean you drive up here?‟ 

„I drive the truck when we go to Douglas for the shop-

ping and banking.‟ 

Kirstin had visions of a truck, packed with hippies and 

driven by half-crazed Meg. She guessed that “shopping” 

meant buying booze and “banking” was withdrawing mon-

ey deposited by welfare agencies and anxious relatives. 

„The council tried to mend it,‟ Meg bellowed. „They want-

ed to fill in the holes but we stopped them. All they want 

is money. They‟re only interested in logging and tourists. 

They don‟t care about the environment.‟ 

They came to a gate. Meg jumped out and banged on a 

huge bell. Minutes passed and a man appeared and 

opened it. He wore a dirty sarong and his hair was tied in 

a ponytail. Meg hung on his arm and Kirstin drove behind 

them to a clearing in the forest.  

A clutter of buildings stood around a grassy slope. 

Kirstin recognised them from the past. They were the pre-

fabricated structures used by the Australian government, 

fifty years earlier, to house refugees from war-ravaged Eu-

rope. Somehow they‟d found their way to this remote part 

of the country. She parked the car and helped the old peo-

ple over the rough ground. 

„It‟s even worse than last time,‟ Margaret sighed. 

„What did you expect?‟ Tom snorted. „It‟s part of their re-

ligion. You‟re not meant to do anything to keep things de-

cent. If you do you‟re interfering with nature. You‟re vio-

lating the natural rights of termites, cockroaches, fleas 

and everything else that walks this earth on more than 
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two legs.‟ He turned to Kirstin. „I‟ll tell you about their re-

ligion. It‟s about doing nothing and living off other peo-

ple.‟ 

There was a discarded wine cask at his feet. Kirstin ex-

pected him to kick it. Instead, he pointed to a building 

that Meg had entered. „Our son lives there. Margaret and 

I had better go and see him.‟ 

They left and Kirstin decided to explore. A group of 

adults was lying on a rush mat with a naked child. Kirstin 

knew she looked out of place and decided to play the silly 

old biddy who had stumbled in amongst them. 

„You‟re a nice little boy.‟ She smiled at the child. 

„Is he your baby?‟ she asked one of the girls. 

„He belongs to us all as we belong to him,‟ an older 

male replied. 

„Bye! Bye!‟ 

She waved at the child and wandered on.  The infant ig-

nored her but the man didn‟t. She sensed his eyes follow-

ing her as she plodded towards the end of the clearing, 

stumbling over litter. A gigantic fig tree attracted her at-

tention. It was decorated with brightly coloured sashes 

and looked like a good place to stop and spy out the land. 

A young couple sat nearby – an Asian woman and a Eu-

ropean male. She glanced at them and pointed to the 

tree. 

„What are all those funny bits of cloth for?‟ 

The young man rose wearily and walked over to her. He 

reached the tree and stopped out of sight of the people 

below. Kirstin gave him a penetrating stare. 

„Clarence! What are you doing here?‟ 

„I‟m on holidays, Mrs Hansen.‟ 

„What sort of holidays?‟ 

„Working holidays, Mrs Hansen.‟ 
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„That‟s strange, Clarence. I‟m on a working holiday too.‟ 

He inclined his head. „I don‟t think this is a good place 

to talk. There‟s a motel at the bottom of the hill … I‟ll 

meet you there this evening.‟ 

He sauntered off and slumped down beside the young 

woman. Kirstin stumbled on. She remembered Clarence 

as a talented young recruit in the Australian Federal Po-

lice. He‟d gone to police academy straight from school. 

That had its strengths and weaknesses. The weakness 

was the same the church encountered when it enrolled 

schoolboys into theological college. The problem was ma-

turity or, rather, lack of it. Clarence‟s behaviour was as 

much influenced by his hormones as his brain and the 

hormones usually won. 

She went as fast her old biddy act would allow. A com-

motion had broken out. Meg was shouting and her grand-

parents were trying to restrain her. 

„I‟ve found my baby!‟ 

She had the naked child in her arms. 

Tom and Margaret Grimsley stood nearby. They looked 

physically and mentally exhausted. Kirstin suggested they 

should go down to the motel and see if there were any 

vacancies. They agreed, saying they would return the 

next day to say goodbye to their son who was wasting 

away and near death. They sat in silence on the backseat 

holding hands. Kirstin drove as carefully as she could, 

watching them in the rear mirror. She thanked God that 

her own son had never shown the slightest interest in 

drugs. Humphrey had many annoying traits but he com-

pensated for them with his better points. 

 

T he motel was clean but basic. Kirstin sensed that 

the Grimsleys were accustomed to more luxurious 
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accommodation but they said it would suit them very well. 

A middle-aged woman showed them to their rooms. She 

gave Kirstin her key and escorted the old couple to their 

unit, fussing over them all the time. Kirstin listened to the 

conversation through the thin adjoining wall. 

Their hostess was clearly concerned about her guests‟ 

distress and anxious to comfort them. She had introduced 

herself as Molly and Kirstin had taken an immediate liking 

to her. She listened as Molly told the Grimsleys that an 

evening meal could be served in their room and there 

would be no extra charge. She left and pushed a trolley in-

to Kirstin‟s unit. It was loaded with towels and bed linen. 

None were needed. Kirstin guessed it was a ploy to speak 

to her. 

„I saw you drive past this morning.‟ 

„I was taking my friends to see their son. He‟s up there 

in the commune killing himself with drugs … it‟s terrible for 

people of their age.‟ 

„They‟re not the only ones,‟ Molly sighed. „We get them 

all the time. I just can‟t understand it. Why do young peo-

ple leave good homes and destroy themselves like that?‟ 

Kirstin placed her case on the bed. „There are children 

living up there under appalling conditions. I‟m amazed that 

the authorities haven‟t done something about it.‟ 

„They tried,‟ Molly turned on the air conditioning. „Social 

welfare went up there and took some kids away. There 

was one hell of a fuss. A barrister came up from the south. 

I don‟t know who paid for him but he really stirred things 

up. The welfare people were scared stiff. He accused them 

of all sorts of things. In the end, they had to hand the kids 

back.‟ 

„That‟s scandalous!‟ Kirstin zipped open her case and re-

moved a box of tissues – switching on her recorder as she 
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did so. „Any sane person can see that the children are at 

risk. The place is filthy.‟ 

„It wasn‟t when the inspectors went in.‟ 

„What inspectors?‟ 

„The court ordered inspectors up there. When they ar-

rived it had all been cleaned up and the ferals had gone.‟ 

„Who had gone?‟ 

„The people who live there … the junkies. They‟d gone 

and a whole lot of new people had moved in.‟ 

„Well, the junkies are back,‟ Kirstin said,‟ and it would 

take more than a bit of cleaning to make the place look 

respectable … it‟s falling apart.‟ 

„So it was then.‟ Molly moved closer. „They brought in 

tradesmen. My late husband reckons the bill would‟ve 

come to more than a hundred thousand dollars. Like he 

said … where did the money come from?‟ 

The Grimsleys took dinner in their room and Kirstin ate 

in the restaurant. A young woman of Asian appearance 

served her. She called Molly “Mum” and Molly referred to 

her as Tamara. Since Molly was clearly of European an-

cestry, Kirstin guessed that Tamara was adopted. 

The only other people in the restaurant were a truck 

driver and his girlfriend. Then, at about 7pm, a young 

man in a park ranger‟s uniform arrived. He was joined by 

Clarence and his girlfriend. The ranger and Clarence wan-

dered into the kitchen and returned with trays of food. 

Tamara followed them back out and sat down beside 

them. Clarence was being treated like a member of the 

family. He sat with the ranger on one side of the table 

and the two young women sat on the other. 

The young women intrigued Kirstin. Both had Asian fea-

tures but one blended into her surroundings while the 
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other didn‟t. One looked and sounded Australian and the 

other looked and sounded Japanese. Apart from that, 

there was an uncanny resemblance. She  had years of ex-

perience identifying people from photographs and descrip-

tions of witnesses. She paid great attention to basic bone 

structure, shape of ears, eyes, lips and nostrils. She was 

as familiar with the Asian face as with the European. With-

out thinking, she ran through the checklist she had used a 

thousand times before … and it checked out in every de-

tail. If the young women hadn‟t been so obviously differ-

ent in age she could have believed they were identical 

twins. 

She called for a pot of tea and listened to their conversa-

tion. Clarence was asking the park ranger about aerial 

photographs. Kirstin guessed that much of what he said 

was for her benefit. As the conversation progressed it be-

came evident that he was making a thorough reconnais-

sance of the area. She finished her coffee and walked out 

onto the veranda in search of a quiet spot where they 

could meet. Clarence arrived a short while later. She re-

membered him as a charming young man who infuriated 

his superiors with his casual behaviour. He strolled in non-

chalantly. 

„Bonsoir, Madame!‟ 

Kirstin returned the greeting in the same language. She 

recalled that Clarence‟s parents came from France and he 

spoke the language well. „Have you had an enjoyable day?‟ 

he asked. 

„I have, Clarence. I‟ve met you and your delightful 

friends. I‟ve also spoken to Molly. She told me a lot about 

local problems.‟ 

Clarence pulled up a chair and sat down beside her. „Mrs 

Grimsley told Molly you worked for Crime Stoppers. That‟s 

why she spoke to you. Molly‟s obsessed by what‟s going on 

round here.‟ 



 102 

„Clarence.‟ Kirstin peered at him. „Who are you working 

for?‟ 

„I‟m working for Ms Mori, Mrs Hansen.‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„Yuki … the Japanese girl. I‟m helping her find her sister.‟ 

„You mean, you‟re working as a private investigator?‟ 

Clarence nodded. 

„Do you have a licence?‟ 

„I have lots of licences, Mrs Hansen.‟ 

„I‟m sure you do, Clarence. You have a driving licence 

and a fishing licence but do you have any other licence?‟ 

„I have a licence to collect seed from native plants.‟ 

 Why?‟ 

„As cover. If I‟m stopped by the police or a park ranger, I 

can explain what I‟m doing in the rainforest.‟ 

„Do you have a licence to work as a private investigator?‟ 

Clarence shook his head. 

„What do the following mean to you: Ommda‟on, Bah-

giata, Shiboleth?‟ 

„They‟re from the Codex Nimbinensis, Mrs Hansen. 

They‟re passwords. They‟re what you need to get up the 

mountain. Yuki‟s used them to get part way.‟ 

Kirstin felt her flesh tingle. 

„What do you mean?‟ 

„There are shrines on the path leading up the mountain 

from the commune. To get past them you need a pass-

word. The higher you go, the more difficult it is. The Medi-

tation Centre is at the top. We think Yuki‟s sister is up 

there.‟ 

„How do you know about the Codex Nimbinensis?‟ 

„Yuki‟s uncle was a member of the Nimbin Fellowship.‟ 
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„What‟s his name?‟ 

„I don‟t know. You‟ll have to ask Yuki. All I know is that 

he was a famous engineer.‟ 

A safari bus pulled up outside the motel. Kirstin craned 

her neck and read the name on the side … Cedar Lodge. 

„What do you know about the lodge?‟ 

„It‟s a place where the very rich go for relaxation.‟ 

„Relaxation … that can mean all sorts of things.‟ 

„It can, Mrs Hansen,‟ Clarence returned her smile. 

„What does it mean in this case?‟ 

„If you‟ve got enough money there‟s not much you 

can‟t do.‟ 

Kirstin lent closer. He reminded her of a young man 

she‟d known when she was an intelligence agent many 

years earlier. It occurred to her that if she was forty 

years younger Clarence might be interesting her in more 

ways than one. 

„Go on, Clarence.‟ 

„The restaurants employ top chefs, the golf course is 

world class, visiting professors give lectures on the envi-

ronment,‟ he paused. „All that goes on around the main 

buildings at the foot of the mountain.‟ 

„What happens higher up?‟ 

„Higher up things get different. Most customers never 

go there. It‟s reserved for guests with special interests.‟ 

Kirstin liked Clarence‟s presentation. He didn‟t spill out 

the information. He hinted and kept you guessing. 

„How special, Clarence?‟ 

„Not as special as some might think. You know how rich 

guys go on business trips. At the end of the day they 

want to relax.‟ 
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„I‟ve heard of such things.‟ 

„They go out on the town, Mrs Hansen. That can be 

dangerous. People who do that can get mugged and 

catch diseases.‟ 

„So?‟ 

„Cedar Park has answered a need. It provides the sort 

of entertainment you can find in Rio, Bangkok and other 

places but it‟s much safer. There‟s a private casino, Japa-

nese love hotel, bull ring … and that‟s just for starters.‟ 

„Clarence, how do you know all this?‟ 

„I‟ve been doing some research. I‟ve been talking to 

people who work there and I‟ve checked the records of 

the licensing authorities. On the face of it, everything 

looks legal. They‟ve got a special licence for the casino 

and another for the brothel.‟ 

„You‟ve been busy, Clarence. Does Miss Mori pay you a 

lot for your work?‟ 

„You don‟t need much money for this sort of work, Mrs 

Hansen.‟ 

„How did Yuki get to know Tamara?‟ 

„We dropped in one day to use the showers and Molly 

got Tamara and Yuki together. She thinks they‟re relat-

ed.‟ 

„Where does Tamara come from?‟ 

„The commune. Molly rescued her from there when she 

was a baby. She thinks Tamara was born in the Medita-

tion Centre.‟ 

Kirstin tapped his hand. „I think my boss would like to 

speak to you.‟ 

„I don‟t think he would, Mrs Hansen. Not if he‟s who I 

think he is. Mr Endicott and I had a serious difference of 

opinion.‟ 
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„I‟m not talking about Mr Endicott, Clarence. I‟m working 

for someone else.‟ 

„Do I know him?‟ 

„You‟ll find that out when you meet him in Canberra to-

morrow.‟ 

Clarence thought for a while. „I‟ll need to talk to Yuki.‟ 

„She‟s invited too.‟ 

„It‟ll cost a bit. I don‟t think we‟ve got that sort of mon-

ey.‟ 

„Don‟t worry.‟ Kirstin smiled. „We‟ll pay.‟ 

 

T here was an old car parked near the church when 

Monique arrived to take her daughter to bible class. 

She recognised it as belonging to Mary Jackson‟s mother. 

The church door was open and she saw Sandra kneeling in 

prayer. Monique had been finding excuses not to speak to 

her. Now she could put it off no longer. She went in and 

knelt beside her. 

„I‟ve prayed for an opportunity to speak to you.‟ 

„I‟ve prayed too and the Lord has sent you to me.‟ 
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„It‟s Mary, isn‟t it?‟ 

„She‟s pregnant!‟ Sandra forced out the words. 

„Has she named the father?‟ 

„No. She says she hasn‟t been with anyone.‟ 

„Has she been medically examined?‟ 

Sandra didn‟t seem to hear. „She won‟t speak to me. 

She spends all her time knitting baby clothes.‟ 

„Are you sure it‟s not a phantom pregnancy?‟ Monique 

moved closer. „There have been times when a woman has 

appeared to be having a baby but she‟s only imagining it.‟ 

„You mean she might not be pregnant?‟ 

„It‟s possible but we won‟t know until she‟s been proper-

ly examined.‟ 

„She looks pregnant enough to me.‟ 

„Mary needs to be examined by a doctor,‟ Monique said 

firmly. „You are fortunate in having Dr Joyce Vandenberg 

as a member of your congregation. She‟s a distinguished 

gynaecologist. I shall ask her to phone you and arrange 

an appointment.‟ 

 

P atrick Muller looked back and forth between 

Humphrey‟s neatly typed report and Melanie Stein 

who was sitting opposite him. Bill Endicott had been in 

hospital for only two days and things were already falling 

apart. Kirstin Hansen had returned from Far North 

Queensland with a Japanese woman. Humphrey had writ-

ten a report and briefed the Minister. The big oaf had 

gone over his head. He‟d staged a meeting and told the 

Minister about his mother‟s trip north. 

„Outrageous!‟ Patrick thumped his fist. 



 107 

„I couldn‟t agree more,‟ Melanie straightened a pleat in 

her skirt. „He claimed to have bumped into the Minister 

while he was out jogging. I can‟t imagine Dr Hansen tak-

ing anything more than a brisk walk.‟ 

„I told you something like this would happen.‟ 

„You did.‟ 

„The Minister phoned this morning.‟ Patrick consulted his 

notes. „He wants me to authorise funding for a trip to Ja-

pan for Dr Hansen and a Ms Yukiko Mori. I am to expedite 

DNA tests for Ms Mori and a Ms Tamara Fraser and I‟m to 

arrange for a Mr Clarence Dubois to join the Nimbin team. 

Get a file started. Make sure every item of expenditure is 

recorded and fully justified.‟ 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

Sins of the Fathers 
 

A  great weight had been lifted from Yuki‟s mind. She 

was no longer dealing with a twenty-one-year-old 

boy, pretending to be a private detective. She‟d made 

contact with a real detective and was going to Canberra 

to meet her boss. The man spoke Japanese and wanted 

to visit Uncle. There was a chance she‟d go to Japan with 

him. It would be marvellous. Apart from Tomoko, Uncle 

was her only remaining living relative. There might be 

others but she knew nothing about them. 

That had troubled her as a child. She had no recollec-

tion of her father. Her only memory of her mother was of 

a smartly dressed lady who visited her and gave pre-

sents. She and Tomoko were the odd kids in their small 

community. The other children treated them differently. 

Some could be very spiteful. 

Yuki had vivid memories of a nasty incident. She and 

Tomoko used to walk to school holding hands. They wore 

bright yellow safety helmets because their little town was 

at the foot of an active volcano. There were concrete 

shelters along the road and they‟d been told what to do 

if there was a warning. Loudspeakers played music and 

made public announcements. One day a man‟s voice cut 

in. „This is an eruption warning. Go straight to your near-

est shelter. Take special care of children.‟ 

Twelve-year-old Yuki tightened her grasp on eight-year

-old Tomoko and hurried to the nearest shelter. They ar-

rived at the same time as some other children. They 

came from a rough part of town. Tomoko clasped her 
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music case to her chest and was confronted by a boy 

who demanded to know what was inside. 

Yuki rounded on him. „Leave my sister alone!‟ 

„Piss off!‟ He pulled a face. „You Mori girls aren‟t noth-

ing. You think you‟re posh but you aren‟t nothing.‟ 

He grabbed the case and Yuki flew at him. The boy 

took hold of her. She bit him. He squealed and she butt-

ed him with her yellow helmet. Then some adults arrived 

and put an end to the confrontation. 

Thinking about it, Yuki knew it was an important inci-

dent in her life. Auntie was polite. Their neighbours were 

polite. Most people were considerate and caring – but 

not everyone. There were people whose behaviour was 

not to be tolerated. If you gave in to them they would 

abuse you. She was up against them now. They were 

more refined than the rough kids at school but, other-

wise, much the same. 

 

T he weather was far hotter than when she‟d left Ja-

pan a few weeks earlier. Yuki felt oddly out of place. 

She‟d spent three years at university in Fukuoka. Now it 
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felt like any other big city. They‟d arrived that afternoon 

and had booked into a ryokan – a traditional Japanese 

inn. 

Yuki said a hotel would be more practical but Humphrey 

insisted on a ryokan. He was behaving as if he was on 

holiday, speaking in half-passable Japanese to anyone 

who cared to listen or was too polite to go away. After 

dinner he managed to consume an entire bottle of sake. 

Before retiring for the night, he banged on her door. At 

first she thought he was trying to make amorous advanc-

es. Then she realised he wanted to talk about the case. It 

seemed that his drunken soiree had yielded valuable in-

formation. There was a memorial display to her mother at 

the local academy of music and he wanted to see it. Yuki 

said they could talk about it in the morning. 

She switched off the light and tried to get to sleep. Ryo-

kans were not to her taste. Instead of beds you slept on a 

futon. You had to get it out of a cupboard and put it down 

on the tatami mats. The mats smelt nice but you had to 

put on special slippers before you were allowed to walk 

on them. 

There were slippers everywhere. It was like visiting Un-

cle. A trip to the toilet involved four changes. You took off 

the tatami slippers and put on slippers for walking down 

the corridor. It led to an outside courtyard and you need-

ed outside slippers to cross it. These were exchanged for 

toilet slippers on the other side. The whole laborious pro-

cess was reversed when you returned to your room. In 

the middle of the night, she forgot about the slippers and 

went barefoot to answer a call of nature. 

Light spilled through the Shoji screens and she was 

suddenly awake. There was a phone beside her futon. 

She keyed in the number of the residential home where 

her uncle lived. The desk answered and she was put 
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through to a nurse who made an appointment for her to 

see him that afternoon. 

Humphrey was already in the 

restaurant when she arrived for 

breakfast. He sat at a low table 

surrounded by people who 

seemed to find him entertaining. 

Yuki found him infuriating. It was 

the story of her life. Her males 

were excessively macho, imma-

ture or eccentric. Humphrey fell 

into the latter category. She won-

dered why she couldn‟t find a nor-

mal man. Why couldn‟t she be 

lucky like Tamara. She had Ian. 

He was sensible and caring. 

Humphrey seemed at home, sitting crossed-legged on 

the floor like an overweight budda. He reminded her of 

the potbellied tanuki outside in the reception area. She 

found a low chair and sat beside him. 

He was having a full breakfast. She ordered coffee and 

biscuits. He ploughed through a plate of raw fish then 

broke a raw egg into a bowl of cold rice, topped the 

sticky mess with dried seaweed, woofed the whole lot 

down, drank a pot of green tea and finally announced 

that he had finished. 

 

T o Yuki‟s immense relief he let her drive. The 

thought of Humphrey blundering through rush-

hour traffic was horrifying. Having him in the passenger 

seat was bad enough. He sat beside her, smelling of soy 

sauce, and kept up a continuous barrage of questions 

about herself and her family. 

They reached the academy of music and went to the 

dean‟s office where she introduced him as a visiting mu-

sicologist who was writing articles for an American news-
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paper. The receptionist phoned the director but he wasn‟t 

available. Another man arrived. He ignored her and spoke 

to Humphrey in bad English. Yuki didn‟t mind. She wasn‟t 

interested in her mother‟s musical career. 

They went to a music room where some students were 

practising. The man introduced Humphrey and said Yuki 

was the daughter of the esteemed Hanami Mori. The 

name meant little to the young people but when he men-

tioned Tomoko, their eyes were ablaze. Yuki was left with 

no doubt that they all wanted to be as famous as her sis-

ter. They asked questions about Tomoko and she did her 

best to answer. 

The memorial collection was in a corner of the room. 

While Yuki was talking to the students, Humphrey wan-

dered over to it. The girls‟ mother had been highly re-

nowned. There were pictures of her in the company of 

presidents, queens and emperors. He was struck by how 

old she looked. There was a photograph of her at a royal 

command performance in London, twenty-four years earli-

er. She looked more like a grandmother than the mother 

of a small child. He glanced around for anything that 

might relate to the Nimbin sect and was reading an ac-

count of a recital she had given in an ancient Hindu tem-

ple when Yuki came across and began to argue about one 

of the exhibits. 

„It says she died in 1980 … that can‟t be right!‟ 

The man said the display was accurate. 

„No!‟ Yuki insisted. „You can be born after your father has 

died but not when your mother has been dead for six 

months.‟ 

The man pointed to a clipping from the New York Times. 

„Look! It gives the dates.‟ 

Yuki tried to argue. She said something about the acad-

emy having Tomoko‟s birth date on file and was drowned 
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out by Humphrey who told her they‟d found what they 

needed and it was time to go. He spoke too fast for the 

man to follow then turned and thanked him profusely in 

Japanese. He bowed. The man bowed. Yuki bowed and 

they made their exit. 

 

I t was late afternoon when they arrived at the residen-

tial home in the mountains and were shown to Uncle‟s 

room. Yuki received a severe shock. The old man was a 

shadow of his former self. He was propped up in bed with 

a tube protruding from his trousers. She glanced at it then 

averted her eyes when she saw his embarrassment. He 

took her hand and said how pleased he was to see her. 

Yuki knew it was the last time she would see him alive. 

Humphrey felt like an intruder. He found a place to sit 

and listened as Yuki and the old man talked in whispers. 

Tomoko featured prominently in the conversation and he 

heard his own name from time to time. His eyes strayed 

around the room and settled on the bookshelves. The ti-

tles were in Japanese and English. After a while he found 

what he was looking for: a slim volume titled: Commen-
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taries on the Codex Nimbinensis. He reached for it and 

heard the old man‟s voice. 

„Take it, Dr Hansen. Take it back to Australia with you 

and take the computer discs too. It‟s all there. Everything 

I know about those people and what they‟ve been doing.‟ 

He spoke in English and his voice was feeble. „Yukiko has 

told me about you, Dr Hansen. You are the person who 

was given the difficult task of comprehending the papers 

which I discussed with Toshio Sato. I am not surprised 

that you have experienced difficulties. They are only part 

of what you should have received.‟ 

„I suspected that was the case,‟ Humphrey said. 

„I wrote a detailed report. It‟s up there on disc.‟ The old 

man‟s eyes turned to the shelf. „I intended to deliver it 

but my health deteriorated. Read it, Dr Hansen. It is a 

story about foolish people who planted a tiny seed ex-

pecting it to grow into a mighty tree. They were sadly 

mistaken. The seed took root as was predicted but the 

tree was consumed by a poisonous vine.‟ 

He reached for a glass of water. 

„Are you religious, Dr Hansen?‟ 

Humphrey said he was acquainted with the major reli-

gions but had not settled on anyone of them. The old 

man seemed to take the point. 

„You will perhaps be familiar with a passage relating to 

the Hebrew scriptures. It refers to the sins of the fathers 

and how their children will suffer for them. I had trouble 

with that passage because it seemed to imply that a 

merciful God would punish children for the misdeeds of 

their parents. Then I came to understand that I had got 

it wrong. The passage was a warning. It tells us that the 

consequences of our misdeeds are long lasting. They live 

on and are transmitted from one generation to the next.‟ 

He returned the glass to the bedside table. 
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„I fought in the Second World War. When it was over I 

resolved to work for world peace. To that end, I joined an 

international organisation composed of people of excep-

tional ability. We deluded ourselves into thinking that war 

is the product of racial and religious animosities. In our 

folly we sought to banish war by creating a new faith – 

one which combined all that was good in the ancient reli-

gions.‟ 

A deep sigh escaped his wrinkled lips. „We were arro-

gant, Dr Hansen. We forgot we were mortal. We planted 

our seed and left it for others to nurture. We could not 

control the future anymore than those who came before 

us. But we were armed with the advances of science and 

our folly far exceeded theirs. Our children will suffer the 

consequences of our misdeeds in a way the writers of the 

ancient scriptures could not possibly have imagined.‟  

He pointed to the shelf. 

„Everything I know about the Nimbin Fellowship is up 

there. Take it back to Australia and undo the evil that I 

and my colleagues have created.‟ 
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Extract from a letter (found on computer disc), 

written by K. Yamazaki to Y. & T. Mori, translated 

from the original Japanese by H.J. Hansen. 

 

My dearest daughters, 

  I have given great thought to this letter. 

When you receive it I shall be dead. It was al-

ways my intention to tell you about your true 

parentage once the younger of you had reached 

adult years. Sadly, old age has intervened and I 

shall have to tell you in writing what I should 

have told you with my lips. 

  As you know, the marriage of my dear wife 

and myself was not blessed by children. Nor was 

that of your dear mother whose marriage with the 

conductor, Hidemori, ended in divorce. Your 

mother and I were acquainted as children. Our 

families came from the old land-owning aristoc-

racy of Kyushu. Following the War, we joined an 

international organisation. Its goal was world 

peace through the betterment of humankind. A ma-

jor concern was the human gene pool. We were 

aware that people of low ability are more fer-

tile than people of talent. Previously, the high 

reproduction rate of the less able was balanced 

by a high infant mortality. We were concerned 

that modern welfare systems had disturbed this 

balance. 

  I am telling you this, my dearest daughters, 

because it is important that you know your ori-

gins. Our organisation was restricted to people 

of exceptional ability and we deluded ourselves 

into thinking we could use modern science to 

compensate for our failure to contribute to the 

gene pool by natural means. In old age I marvel 

at our folly. 
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The beautiful lady you call ‘Auntie’ is your 

surrogate mother. For some reason she was unable 

to attract a husband and craved for children. 

Finding her was one of the few things we did cor-

rectly. She was a far better parent than I or 

your biological mother would have been. We were 

obsessed by our careers and we forgot that there 

are more important things in life. 

  Yet, our folly led to you, my darlings. In 

middle age, your mother and I joined a program to 

reproduce by artificial means. So it is that you 

have a father you called ‘Uncle’, a biological 

mother you hardly knew, and a surrogate mother 

called ‘Auntie’. 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

Homecoming 

 

T amara looked down from her studio window and 

saw a car stop outside the motel. It was the sort 

that Humphrey drove. Her heart quickened. Then the 

passenger door opened and Yuki got out. Tamara could 

contain her excitement no longer. She ran downstairs, 

hands covered in printing ink, and sprinted towards 

them. 

„Jesus! I still can‟t believe it.‟ 

Yuki returned the hug. 

„The tests prove we‟re sisters.‟ 

„Yeah, that‟s right!‟ 

Tamara‟s arms tightened around her. 

„I just can‟t wait to see our dad. You‟ll translate, won‟t 

you?‟ 

„No need … he speaks English.‟ 

„I just wanna meet him.‟ 
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Tears welled in Tamara‟s eyes. 

„I just wanna see him before it‟s too late. I love Mum. 

She‟s everything to me but I‟ve always wondered about 

my real parents. The kids at school said they had to be 

junkies. I told them different. Now I know I was right.‟ 

She paused for breath. „But I didn‟t know they were fa-

mous. I didn‟t know my real dad was a famous engineer 

and my real mum was a famous musician.‟ 

Yuki glanced at her T-shirt, which was covered in 

splodges of ink. She and Tamara weren‟t just sisters. 

They were identical twins, born five years apart. She‟d 

been like Tamara at the same age – restless and impul-

sive. She tried to bring order to the proceedings. 

„First, we must find Tomoko.‟ 

„Yeah! We gotta find our sister.‟ 

„Tomoko went up to the Meditation Centre, Yuki said. 

„We must get her down from there … those people are 

evil!‟ 

„You don‟t have to tell me that. They‟re the mongrels 

who dumped me in the commune when I was a baby.‟ 

„Humphrey‟s found out why they did it. He‟s read Fa-

ther‟s journal. It says I was given special tests when I 

was four. They wanted to see if I‟d inherited the genius of 

our parents,‟ Yuki‟s voice faltered. „I failed … that‟s why 

they dumped you.‟ 

 „I don‟t get it.‟ 

„We‟re identical,‟ Yuki explained. „If I‟d not inherited 

their genius then you hadn‟t either.‟ 

„But you weren‟t dumped.‟ 

„No, I was lucky. I had Auntie and Father to look after 

me. They kept me at school in Japan then sent me to 
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schools in America and England. Father thought that was 

best for me.‟ 

Tamara looked up at the mountain. „I was lucky too. I 

was rescued by Mum and Dad and I‟ve got Ian.‟ She 

turned to Yuki. „What about Tomoko?‟ 

„She passed the tests.‟ 

„But she wasn‟t so lucky.‟ 

„No. Tomoko‟s on the mountain,‟ Yuki sighed. „We‟ve got 

to get her down then it will be the three of us together. 

That‟s what Father would want.‟ 

 

Y uki went to her room and showered then changed 

into clean clothes. The T-shirt with Tamara‟s 

handprints was hanging over a chair.  She took it outside 

and laid it over the veranda rail, taking care not to smudge 

the wet ink. Her sister had given her the shirt on the day 

they first met. That was typical of Tamara‟s generous na-

ture. She had given something she had made for sale to a 

stranger. That was only three weeks ago but it seemed an 

eternity. So much had happened since then. They had met 

as strangers. Now, DNA tests showed they were identical 

twins. 

The sunlight was blinding. Yuki stepped back and stood 

in the shade. She felt oddly at home. The old building with 

its corrugated iron roof and wooden shutters, the irides-

cent butterflies, tropical plants and squawking birds didn‟t 

seem strange anymore. It was like returning to a place of 

her dreams. 

Even as a small child, she knew such a place existed. 

Somewhere, out there in the far beyond, there was a place 

where she would find her family. She wouldn‟t be the odd 

kid in the class anymore. It was a place over the sea. A 



 121 

place with brightly coloured birds and plants with big 

leaves and the sun was always shining.    

Tamara and Molly were in the garden picking flowers. 

They were part of her new family and so was Ian. Yuki let 

out a deep sigh. There was a place in her dreams for Ian. 

She had thought a lot about him lately. He was her perfect 

man: always so kind and considerate and good looking 

too. But, Tamara was devoted to Ian. They were deeply in 

love. Anyone could tell that. There was no way she would 

try to take him from her sister. 

A vehicle entered the yard. It belonged to the National 

Park. Yuki‟s heart missed a beat. It wasn‟t usual for Ian to 

come home at this time of day. Perhaps he had dropped in 

to see her. 

The driver‟s door opened and she saw him. She waved 

but he took no notice. Her heart sank. Ian had a plastic 

folder and that was clearly more important than talking to 

her. He clasped it under his arm and walked briskly to-

wards the motel. 

„Where yer going, Ian?‟ 

She heard Tamara‟s voice. 

„We got something for yer.‟ 

Tamara stood in his path and thrust a bunch of flowers 

at him. He pushed her away and the flowers fell to the 

ground. Yuki had seen it all before. They were having one 

of their lovers‟ games. Then Molly joined in. She placed 

another bunch of flowers in his hand and pointed towards 

the house. A prod from Tamara propelled him forward and 

he arrived at the foot of the veranda steps looking dazed. 

„I didn‟t see you there, Yuki.‟ 

He looked up sheepishly and held out the flowers. 

„I‟ve got these…‟ 
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He seemed oddly short of words. Yuki had never thought 

of Ian as shy but he seemed shy now. He reminded her of 

a bashful teenager sent with flowers to give to a girl. 

„I … we are so pleased to see you again,‟ he almost 

stammered. 

„I‟m so pleased to be back.‟ Yuki stepped out of the 

shade. „I waved but you didn‟t see me.‟ 

„No. I thought you were in the motel. I‟ve got these pa-

pers.‟ He held up the plastic folder. „They‟ll help you find 

your sister, Tomoko.‟ 

He came up the steps with the flowers and lent forward. 

For a moment, she thought he would kiss her but he 

stopped in his tracks and an awkward silence followed. 

Yuki took the flowers and was hunting for something to 

say when his eyes strayed to the T-shirt on the veranda 

rail. 

„I guess Tammy did that.‟ 

„You mean the handprints?‟ 

„Yes.‟ He began to relax.‟ She‟s covered in paint. If I had-

n‟t stopped her she‟d have got it all over me. She‟s so ex-

cited that you are sisters.‟ 

„We‟re not just sisters. We‟re identical twins. I was excit-

able at her age. She‟ll grow out of it.‟ 

„You mean she‟ll grow up to be just like you?‟ 

„Well, more like me.‟ Yuki placed the T-shirt in the sun. 

„We have been raised differently. That has to make a dif-

ference.‟ 

Tamara needs to go to university,‟ Ian said. „I spent five 

years in Brisbane getting my degree and that made a big 

difference. Mum and I keep telling her she has to get 

away from here for a while. Perhaps you can help. She‟ll 

listen to you…‟ 

Yuki could scarcely believe her ears. She‟d got it all 

wrong. Ian loved Tamara but not in the way she had im-
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agined. It was the love of a big brother for his little sister. 

She listened as he told her about his plans for Tamara. 

She had to meet more people. There weren‟t enough suit-

able young men in the district. Then his voice faltered and 

he changed the subject. 

„What was it like to be back home?‟ 

„What do you mean?‟ 

You went to Japan with Mrs Hansen‟s son.‟ 

„Oh. I don‟t think of it as home anymore. It‟s all 

changed now I‟ve left college. I feel a bit of a stranger 

there now. 

He seemed cheered by the reply. 

„What is Mrs Hansen‟s son like?‟ 

„You mean Humphrey?‟ Yuki shrugged. „Oh. He‟s very 

clever but a bit of a pain – very tiring on occasions – but 

not nearly as tiring as Clarence.‟ 

Ian‟s face brightened. 

„I thought you and Clarence were friends.‟ 

„Whatever made you think that?‟ 

„It‟s what he told me.‟ 

„Yes. Ian. He probably told you we have sex ten times a 

night. Clarence is a frustrated little boy. I‟m only with him 

because he‟s helping me find Tomoko. 

„I can help you find her.‟ Ian opened the folder. „I‟ve col-

lected all this information. We‟re holding a briefing session 

this evening. I tell you about it then.‟ 

 

T he no vacancy sign was lit and the lights in the re-

ception area were turned off.   The motel still had ac-

commodation but no one wanted to be faced with new ar-

rivals. They were gathered in the family room. The meet-

ing had been called by Humphrey who wanted to learn as 

much as he could about the mountain. He lavished praise 
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on Molly for the valuable information she had provided 

then turned to Ian. 

„Mr Fraser, your skydiving club is sponsored by Cedar 

Park. What can you tell us about Mr Tanaka‟s famous inter-

national resort?‟ 

Ian went to a display of aerial photographs that he‟d 

stuck to the wall. Yuki was impressed. Ian was so profes-

sional in everything he did. 

„These shots show the layout of the mountain,‟ he ex-

plained. „Tammy and I took them when we were skydiving. 

You will see that the Meditation Centre occupies the sum-

mit of the mountain. The commune is on its eastern side 

in thick rainforest and the resort is in the valley on the 

western side in land that has been cleared. The one sealed 

road to the summit runs through the resort. That is the 

normal access. Anyone using it must pass the resort‟s se-

curity gate. The only other way is through the commune 

and access is controlled by Damien. There is a fourth enti-

ty on the mountain and that is a place called The Village. 

It is entered off the public highway and appears to be sep-

arate from the resort but it is not. Clarence has been to 

the Shire offices and can tell you about that.‟ 

Ian returned to his seat. Clarence unfurled a large map 

and stuck it to the wall beside the photographs. 

„I got this from the Lands Department...‟  

Humphrey jolted into life. 

„What do you mean … got?‟  

„It‟s all right, Dr Hansen.‟ 

Clarence raised a calming hand. 

„I didn‟t lift it off a file when no one was looking. There 

was no need. If you want a copy all you have to do is pay 

for one.‟ 
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He smoothed down the map. 

„Access to The Village is via a track leading off the main 

highway. This gives the impression that it is separate from 

the resort. The map shows that it falls within the boundary 

of Cedar Park and is an integral part of it. The Village fea-

tures a bullring, tavern, shooting range, hot springs and 

other places of diversion. It is next to the lower terraces of 

the Meditation Centre and appears to share some facilities. 

I believe we should penetrate the resort like Yuki and I 

penetrated the commune.‟ 

„What do you have in mind?‟ Humphrey grunted. 

„Cedar Park is an up-market establishment, Dr Hansen. 

It caters for the older person. I wondered if you might 

book in for a few nights?‟ 

Humphrey pulled a face. „I don‟t think our budget would 

stretch to such extravagance, Mr Dubois. Perhaps you 

could find a way of entering it – as a staff member, per-

haps.‟ 

„Edward Scholtz goes up there,‟ Molly chimed in. 

„Goes where?‟ 

„Up to the resort.‟ 

„That‟s right!‟ Tamara laughed. „Eddie‟s got these guys. 

They prance around showing off their muscles and things. 

I don‟t know what people see in them. You‟d have to be 

desperate to want something like them.‟ 

„Mrs Scholtz says he‟s doing very well,‟ Molly said. „He‟s 

got a manager and she says he needs to expand … get 

more recruits.‟ 

„Mr Dubois.‟ Humphrey‟s face brightened. „Your services 

are needed.‟ 



 126 

„That‟s right. You‟re just perfect, Clarence.‟ Tamara 

jumped up and prodded him. „You‟re so sexy … the girls 

will love you.‟ 

„Mrs Scholtz says it‟s not about sex,‟ Molly protested. 

„Not for Eddie and the boys,‟ Ian laughed. „They‟re there 

to turn on the girls. Their boyfriends do the rest.‟ 

„There we are then … all good clean fun! ‟  

Humphrey turned to Ian. 

„Arrange an interview for Mr Dubois. Have Mr Scholtz 

check him out – see if he comes up to scratch.‟ 
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CHAPTER 13 

 

Wall of Fame 
 

A  beach buggy arrived at the motel. Somehow the 

small vehicle had made its way up the rough road 

and survived the corrugations. A young man, in stylish 

shorts and surf shirt, jumped out and pranced over the 

lawn towards the back veranda. Tamara went out to meet 

him. He ran up the steps and stood before her like an ad-

olescent parrot showing off its plumage. 

„How d‟ya like the new image?‟ 

„Very smart, Eddie.‟ 

„It‟s my new manager,‟ he raved on. „She‟s done this in-

depth study and come up with a whole lot of changes … 

we‟re now Eddie and the Beach Boys.‟ 

He pointed to his bare feet. 

„Don‟t you think that‟s just so awesome?‟ 

„What, Eddie?‟ 

„The sand!‟ He brushed against her. „It was Cat‟s idea. 

She‟s got this spray. You put it on like mozzie repellent 

and roll around in dry sand. After that you look like 

you‟ve just come off the beach.‟ 

He peeled off his shirt to reveal a well-muscled torso, 

covered in sand. 

„Ian says you‟re looking for recruits.‟ 

„Yeah…‟ Eddie fluttered his biceps. 

„Clarence is interested.‟ 

„Where‟s the guy?‟ 

Tamara noticed that Eddie‟s accent had acquired an 

American twang. She pointed to Clarence, who had re-
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treated into the restaurant. He shuffled back out and Ed-

die eyed him critically. 

„Okay! You wanna join us. Show us what ya got.‟ 

Eddie stripped off his shirt and Clarence followed, aware 

that Eddy and the boys had muscles emerging from every 

corner of their bodies. Eddie eyed him critically and his 

face dropped. 

„Yer a bit short on development in the upper body. We‟d 

better see what yer‟ve got lower down.‟ 

Eddie dropped his shorts and thrust out his pelvis. He 

was dressed in a pair of briefs that looked several sizes 

too small. Tamara decided he was either deformed or 

wearing too much padding in the groin area. She turned 

to Clarence. 

„You‟re not shy are you, Clarence?‟ 

He fiddled with his belt. „I‟ve not got the build.‟ 

„We won‟t know until we‟ve seen more.‟ 

„Yeah, mate.‟ Eddie stepped back into his shorts. „We‟ve 

got a promotion up at The Village. You can be in it if you 

meet the criterias.‟ 

„What do you want me to do?‟ 

„Drop „em, mate!‟ 

Clarence let his jeans fall. 

Eddie‟s eyes narrowed. „Yer knees are a bit knobbly and 

yer skinny round the thighs – but yer‟ll do.‟ 

 

E ddie grasped the wheel and steered the buggy down 

the twisting mountain road as if it was a racing car. 

Clarence hung onto the safety cradle hoping it would pro-

tect him if they left the road. Any sane person would 

know this sort of behaviour was suicidal but Eddie was too 
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stupid to understand. He swung the wheel and kept up a 

continuous chatter. 

„We got ourselves in with the tops. Josh lent us his 

beach buggies … says we‟re going places.‟ 

„Josh?‟ Clarence asked. 

„Yeah. He owns Cedar Park. He‟s a real cool guy. You‟ll 

like him. He‟s got this beat-up face. Doesn‟t like to talk 

about it but he rescued a little girl from a fire when he 

was just a kid and got burnt real bad.‟ 

„What‟s this promotion we‟re doing?‟ 

„Wall of Fame!‟ Eddie announced. 

„Don‟t you mean Hall of Fame?‟ 

„No, mate. Wall of Fame! It‟s Cat‟s idea. She‟s cool … re-

al cool.‟ 

„Who‟s Cat?‟ 

„Like I said, she‟s our manager. You gotta have a man-

ager these days or you won‟t get nowhere…‟ 

They skidded round a bend and the wheels lifted. 

„Where did you meet Cat?‟ 

„At Cedar Park,‟ Eddie swerved to avoid a goanna. „She‟s 

got this awesome act. They‟re called the Ninjas. Fantastic 

girls. Beautiful figures. They‟re going to do this promotion 

with us. By the way,‟ he turned to Clarence. „Do you have 

a razor? We gotta remove all our body hair. We always 

shave for a performance … this time it has to be very par-

ticular.‟ 

„Why?‟ 

„Dunno … it‟s part of our new image.‟ 

Clarence stopped asking questions. Eddie had the dis-

concerting habit of taking his eyes off the road whenever 
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he opened his mouth. He seemed to think he had to look 

at people when he was talking to them. 

They turned off the highway and drove down a narrow 

track to a yard packed with people. A notice said it was a 

construction site. Clarence thought it looked more like a 

film set. He followed Eddie inside and ran his eyes over a 

group of shapely young women in black tights. He 

guessed they were the Ninjas. 

The girls stood on one side of a row of shallow pits and 

faced a group of young men in brightly coloured shirts 

and beach shorts. Women in rubber boots shovelled pink 

powder into cement mixers and girls with movie cameras 

hovered overhead in cherry pickers. Eddie led Clarence to 

a tall, dark-skinned woman. 

„This is Cat,‟ he said in a reverential voice. 

A slender hand reached out. Clarence was uncertain 

whether to shake it or kiss it. He raised the hand towards 

his lips and let go when a piercing look told him that kiss-

ing was definitely out! 

„Eddie has told me about you,‟ her voice was full of 

rhythm. Clarence guessed she came from the Caribbean. 

About twenty-eight, tall and angular with silky skin and 

flashing eyes. „We‟ll have to find a name for you,‟ she 

said. 

„I‟ve already got one.‟ 

„You need a professional name, babe. Mine is Cat. My 

mummy called me Catherine so I thought about that and 

became Catalina. Then I shortened it to Cat. Now I‟m 

Black Cat.‟ She pointed to some girls throwing Ninja stars 

at bags of cement. „We also have White Cat, Ginger Cat 

and Marmalade Cat.‟ 

„My name‟s Clarence.‟ 

She thought for a moment. „I‟d like to find a variation 

on that but I can‟t think of one which is truly appropriate.‟ 
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„We‟ll have to call him Shrimp,‟ Eddie said. 

„Yeah ... I guess that‟s so.‟ 

„That‟s because of your position in the team,‟ Eddie ex-

plained. „We‟re the tough guys. You‟re the skinny guy. 

You provide the contrast.‟ 

Cat took Clarence‟s arm. 

„You‟re not to take this to heart, babe. You‟ve got to 

think of yourself as Shrimp when you‟re performing. The 

rest of the time you‟re Clarence. That way you stay sane.‟ 

Clarence borrowed a razor and went into a cubicle. 

Things were looking up. Eddie and the Beach Boys were a 

pathetic bunch of exhibitionists but the Ninjas were 

something different. They had style and amazing figures. 

It looked as if his long-dormant sex life was going to pick 

up. He finished with the razor, put on his minute pair of 

briefs and returned to the yard. 

The Ninjas were naked now, shaved and standing 

around in groups. It was like a scene from his wildest 

daydream. Eddie had talked about a Wall of Fame. It 

wasn‟t clear how the pits fitted into the act. He stood in 

the shade of a crane and watched as the women in boots 

filled one of them with a pink gooey paste. They 

smoothed it flat and started to arrange things on top – 

palm fronds, conch shells and smaller items. The opera-

tion was carried out with the care an artist takes when 

arranging a composition. A final frond was put in place 

and Cat picked up a megaphone. 

„Okay! We‟re ready to roll.‟ She looked around. „Our 

first panel is Tobias and the Nymph. The cast will be 

Shrimp as Tobias, Blossom as Nymph and Hector as Sav-

age Passion.‟ 

A naked girl hurried forward and placed herself beside 

Clarence. She was big and buxom – quite different from 

the other Ninjas. 
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„Where‟s Hector?‟ Cat shouted. 

Eddie signalled to one of the Beach Boys and he ven-

tured forward. Clarence examined his hulking form and 

concluded that every one of Hector‟s muscles was twice 

as big as his own. 

„What kept you?‟ Cat asked. 

„I forgot my new name.‟ 

„That‟s pathetic, man.‟ She pointed to the pit. „There‟s 

five hundred bucks of plaster ready to set … and you for-

got your name!‟ 

A butterfly landed, spread its wings on the plaster and 

became stuck. The women in boots said it was a favoura-

ble omen. Cat agreed. 

„Get off your gear!‟ she yelled at Hector. 

He fumbled with his shorts. „What‟s going on?‟ 

Cat turned to Blossom. „Tell him!‟ 

„We‟re going to be immortalised,‟ the plump girl said. 

What‟s that mean?‟ 

„We‟re going to be cast in stone for all eternity.‟ 

Blossom reached for a harness, which dangled from an 

overhead crane, and fastened it about her midriff. „It‟ll be 

like we‟re exploding from the rock. You‟ll soon get the 

idea once it happens.‟ 

„I thought this was a promotion,‟ Hector continued in 

his dull monotone. „Like we was going on the Wall of 

Fame.‟ 

„We are.‟ 

„How‟s that then?‟ 

„We make the mould.‟ Blossom pointed to a dead frog 

that had been pushed into the plaster. „You‟ve got to 

think in reverse. We come out and they pour synthetic 

stone into the holes we‟ve made.‟ 
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The cable tightened and Blossom rose. Clarence was so 

entranced he failed to notice a second harness being fas-

tened about his own waist. Seconds later his briefs were 

torn off and he left the ground. 

Hector watched in dismay. „No one told me about this.‟ 

„Yes they did!‟ Cat drowned out his noisy protests. „You 

weren‟t listening, like you weren‟t listening when you were 

told your name.‟ 

„I‟m not going along with it.‟ 

„Yes you are! That plaster‟s setting. I‟m not going to 

blow five-hundred bucks just because you‟ve had a fit of 

nerves.‟ 

Cat buckled a harness on him. Clarence watched as Hec-

tor‟s briefs were pulled off and realised that not all of Hec-

tor‟s muscles were twice as big as his own. One was con-

siderably smaller and lacking in performance. 

„Okay! We‟re going to do a recast.‟ Cat glanced up. 

„Hector will be Tobias. Shrimp can be the other guy.‟ 

The crane moved round. A rubber wig was pulled onto 

Clarence‟s head and a plug inserted in one ear. „You‟re go-

ing to be laid down on that side,‟ a woman in boots ex-

plained. „You can listen with the other ear. She sealed his 

nostrils and inserted a tube in the corner of his mouth. 

„That‟s what you breathe through. Shut your eyes and 

don‟t try to talk.‟ 

They lowered him into the pit. Blossom‟s rounded form 

lay on one side of a cabbage palm, surrounded by conch 

shells. He was destined for the other, beside a plastic 

snake and two dead toads. 

„Hold your fingers like claws,‟ Cat instructed. „And don‟t 

relax. Keep thinking about Blossom. She‟s told me how 

she wants to meet you afterwards so you can get to know 

one another better.‟ 
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Clarence‟s lower body touched the plaster. Hands ar-

ranged him in position. His nose made contact and he 

shut his eyes. The plaster was soothing. He thought 

about Blossom. He‟d had his first sexual encounter with a 

female police officer who was instructing him in under-

cover work. Now it looked as if his second would be with 

a different sort of professional lady. 

„Push him down a shade more.‟ 

„Where?‟ 

„There!‟ 

He heard Cat and guessed she was pointing at part of 

him. He hoped it wasn‟t his head. He didn‟t want too 

much of his face copied. A boot settled on his buttocks 

and he was pushed lower. He felt relieved. Then an awful 

thought arose. 

What if he became entrapped? 

As if reading his mind, Cat bent down to reassure him. 

„Don‟t you worry about your particulars, babe. They‟ll 

come out as good as new. Just keep thinking about Blos-

som. She‟s going to take you to the love hotel and show 

you some truly amazing things.‟ Her voice drifted away 

and he heard Hector. 

„I wouldn‟t have agreed to this.‟ 

Something happened to shut him up. Clarence relaxed. 

Hector was pathetic and so were the other Beach Boys. It 

was a vindication of everything he believed in. Big guys 

flex their muscles and little guys get the girls. 
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CHAPTER 14 

 

Rhyolite 
 

Y uki was furious. Clarence had returned to the motel 

saying that he had ”hit it off” with the Ninjas and was 

going to stay with them in the place called The Village. 

From what he had told Ian, “hitting it off” referred to sex 

orgies with cameras and anything else you could think of. 

The Ninjas were clearly a bunch of whores but that was 

not the point. Clarence‟s sexual antics were jeopardising 

their mission. 

She had complained to Humphrey but he was not sym-

pathetic. He said Clarence was making good progress and 

would gather valuable information. The fat idiot couldn‟t 

understand that the time for gathering information had 

passed. Tomoko was up at the Meditation Centre and they 

had to get her down. 

She would have set off at once if Ian hadn‟t held her 

back. He agreed she should go up the Pilgrim Path to the 

Centre but said they must first make proper preparations. 

It sounded like another excuse for putting things off but 

he was insistent. In the end, she agreed that her judge-

ment was clouded by what might be happening to Tomo-

ko. 

 Ian was right. You didn‟t rush into things. You checked 

out essentials. For starters, she needed to know more 

about the Pilgrim Path and the best way to do that was to 

go up the mountain and take a look at it.  

Yuki put on the park ranger‟s uniform that Ian had found 

for her. They would be going within sight of the Meditation 

Centre  and it was ringed by surveillance cameras. The 

rangers often went up there so she wouldn‟t look suspi-

cious if she dressed right.  
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They set off up the mountain in a National Park‟s vehi-

cle. For some reason Ian began to talk about volcanoes. 

„You‟ve got them in Japan … haven‟t you?‟ 

„Japan is on the Ring of Fire, Ian.‟  Yuki wondered what 

he was going on about.  „It‟s made of volcanoes. You are 

lucky you don‟t have them here.‟ 

„Australia isn‟t on the Ring of Fire but that doesn‟t stop 

us having volcanoes,‟ he said. „Ours aren‟t created by the 

collision of tectonic plates, like yours are. They are like 

the Hawaiian volcanoes, which are caused by a hot spot. 

The Hawaiian Hot Spot migrated across the Pacific, creat-

ing one volcano after another. That‟s why there is a string 

of islands. Ours migrated down the East Coast. The oldest 

volcanoes are up here in the north and the youngest are 

down in Victoria.‟ 

„And they are all extinct?‟ 

„That‟s right.‟ 

„So. What‟s that got to do with us?‟ 

„The mountain is an extinct volcano.  It‟s made from la-

va that spewed out when it was active. Some came from 

deep down. It‟s black and called bauxite. We are on it 

now. Bauxite decays to form rich soil that is capable of 

supporting luxuriant rainforest.‟ 

Yuki looked around. 

They were driving be-

tween gigantic trees 

with huge buttress 

roots. Vines trailed from 

them. Ferns poked up 

from the ground and 

grew on the branches of 

trees. There was vege-

tation everywhere. 
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„Not all of the lava came from deep down,‟ Ian contin-

ued. „Some was formed when surface rocks melted. It‟s 

called “rhyolite” and it‟s totally different. Rhyolite resists 

erosion and is deficient in minerals. Some is very hard 

and forms cliffs. You‟ll have no trouble recognising it be-

cause rhyolite is light in colour.‟ 

„What‟s this got to do with the Pilgrim Path?‟  

There was more than a note of irritation in Yuki‟s voice. 

Ian was starting to sound like Humphrey: chattering on to 

show off his knowledge. She expected better of him. He 

was usually so straight forward and decisive. 

„The Pilgrim Path passes through the rhyolite zone,‟ he 

said. 

„So?‟ 

„It‟s the danger zone.„ 

„How?‟ 

„I‟ll show you when we get there.‟ 

„Tell me now.‟ 

„No. You‟ve got to see for yourself.‟ 

Yuki‟s inclination was to argue. Then she felt mean. Ian 

wasn‟t the sort to argue. Ian was the strong silent type 

you read about in books. 

She sat back and peered out of the window as the track 

zigzagged back and forth, getting higher and higher. She 

had learnt to navigate when cross-country skiing. Here it 

was totally different. There were no landmarks. All you 

saw were trees. You couldn‟t even get your bearings from 

the sun, which was immediately overhead and hidden by 

dense foliage. 

The GPS showed they had climbed to almost 1000 me-

tres and were approaching the edge of the park. After 

that the ground levelled off in a sort of shoulder that end-

ed in a continuous band of cliffs. She guessed the cliffs 
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were made of the hard rhyolite rock that Ian had talked 

about. 

Suddenly. the towering trees of the rainforest gave way 

to low bushes. The ground was now light in colour and 

studded with outcrops of pink rock. Ian stopped the vehi-

cle and they got out. The glare was overwhelming. Yuki 

shielded her eyes. 

„You need to experience it 

to know what it‟s like.‟ Ian 

handed her a stronger 

pair of sunglasses. „I 

brought you up here at 

midday so you will know 

what I mean. It‟s im-

portant that you should. 

You get a totally false im-

pression of what the 

mountain is like if you never leave the rainforest. 

„It‟s like being on a snow field…‟ 

Yuki took off her sunglasses and replaced them with the 

pair he had given her. 

„There‟s quartz in the rock,‟ he explained. „That‟s what 

causes the glare. But that‟s just one of your problems. 

The other is heat.‟ 

„You don‟t have to tell me.‟ She moved into the shade. 

„I‟ve never know anything like it.‟ 

„It can get much worse on the Pilgrim Path.‟ 

He took her hand and they walked to the edge of a low 

cliff. Yuki looked out over a vast expanse of pink rock and 

recognised features from the aerial photographs. One was 

a huge scar in the cliff face. Ian said it was where a lava 

flow had been deposited on a layer of tuff and the whole 

lot had given way. It was the sole break in the cliffs and 

the Pilgrim Path ran up it. 
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„If you think it‟s hot up here, just imagine what it‟s like 

down there. In the rainforest the temperature rarely goes 

above thirty degrees. In the rhyolite zone, it can reach fif-

ty.‟  

„You are saying I must get there while it‟s still cool?‟ 

He put an arm around her 

„You must get there as early as possible and reach the 

shelter of those shrines in the trees below the Meditation 

Centre. Humphrey has figured out what you have to do to 

get past them.‟ 

„You mean he‟s agreed I should go?‟ 

„He didn‟t have much choice,‟ Ian laughed. „I told him 

there was nothing we could do to stop you. He argued a 

bit then said he‟d arrange for Kirstin to come up from 

Canberra and give you a crash course in espionage.‟ 

 

K irstin took the lift to the 

top floor of the medical 

centre and walked down the 

corridor to Joyce Vandenberg‟s 

clinic. She had consulted the 

Who‟s Who of Australian Medi-

cal Practitioners and had found 

an entry describing Dr Van-

denberg as a distinguished gy-

naecologist with an interna-

tional reputation. She lived 

with her family on a macada-

mia plantation near Nimbin 

and commuted to her practice 

on the Gold Coast. Kirstin was ushered into her office and 

introduced to a sharply featured woman in her late fifties. 

They were soon on first-name terms. 

„Thank you for coming so promptly, Kirstin.‟ 
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„Thank you for alerting me, Joyce. Monique Hoffman told 

me you were going to examine Mary Jackson. I didn‟t ex-

pect such quick results.‟ 

„Monique told me about your investigations,‟ Joyce said. 

„By the way, we talked about formal identification.‟ 

Kirstin produced an Australian Government identity card 

supplied by Bill Endicott. Joyce flicked a switch. 

„I take it you have no objection to our conversation be-

ing recorded. I‟m sorry to be tiresome but my legal advis-

ers insist. The problems of litigation are appalling.‟ 

„I fully understand.‟ 

Kirstin lent towards the machine and gave her name and 

affiliation. She was reminded of procedures at police inter-

views and wondered why the medical profession was bur-

dened in a similar way. 

Joyce glanced at a notebook and embarked on a pre-

pared statement. „I met Mary Jackson for the first time 

three days ago. She was brought to my consulting rooms 

by her mother, Sandra Jackson, and was accompanied by 

Monique Hoffman who had alerted me to the young wom-

an‟s condition. Mary showed outward signs of being preg-

nant and believed herself to be in that condition. She said 

she was a virgin and my preliminary examination support-

ed that claim…‟ 

Kirstin guessed the recitation was intended for the offi-

cial record. She understood few of the medical terms but 

Hymen Intactus stood out. Apart from that, there was lit-

tle of practical value. 

Joyce switched off the recorder. 

„That should satisfy the legal requirements. Now to oth-

er matters. You remember what Monique Hoffman said 

about a phantom pregnancy?‟ 
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Kirstin recalled that Monique couldn‟t take Mary Jackson 

seriously. The naïve sixteen-year-old saw herself as a lat-

ter-day version of the Virgin Mary. Monique thought she 

was suffering from a psychosomatic disorder. Immaculate 

Conception was a favourite topic with the youth fellow-

ship group.‟ 

„We took a scan,‟ Joyce said. „Let‟s see what we got.‟ 

She tapped the keyboard and an image appeared on 

her computer screen. Kirstin saw an infant, thumb in 

mouth, framed by the pelvis of its young mother. 

„There‟s your phantom!‟ 

„That looks fairly conclusive,‟ Kirstin agreed. „Do you 

have any clues to the identity of the father?‟ 

„None. And I‟m puzzled as to how conception occurred. 

Normal intercourse is ruled out unless it involved an im-

mensely underdeveloped male.‟ 

„Do you think that likely?‟ 

„It‟s possible. The male member varies greatly in size 

from one individual to another but I‟m inclined away from 

that conclusion.‟ 

„Why?‟ 

„Because the young woman really thinks she‟s been di-

vinely chosen as the mother of a new Messiah. I believe 

her when she says she‟s had no sexual contact with any-

one.‟ 

„It‟s all rather grotesque.‟ 

„It‟s totally grotesque, Kirstin.‟ 

„I assume that there are artificial means of conception 

that would meet the circumstances. I know they are used 

with animals.‟ 

„They are, Kirstin, but it still leaves the question of how 

it occurred and why Mary is so convinced that she has 

been divinely chosen. She even mentioned a visitation by 

the Holy Ghost.‟ 
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„Did she give any details?‟ 

„No. That‟s what is so infuriating and it got me thinking 

about a conversation I‟d had with a German colleague at 

a recent conference. I lay awake, turning it over in my 

mind. In the end, I got up and telephoned Else at her 

practice in Hamburg. She knows of two cases where 

young women received antenatal examinations and re-

quired minor surgery to open the birth channel, just as 

Mary will. It is a most unusual condition to say the least. 

But there was more to it than that. The girls thought 

there was something miraculous about their condition and 

both had recently returned from holidays in Australia.‟ 

Kirstin once again heard the term Hymen Intactus. 

„Did she give names?‟ 

„No.‟ Joyce shook her head. „The Germans are as strict 

on patient confidentiality as we are. She‟d need written 

agreement and that is most unlikely.‟ 

Kirstin consulted her watch. She had a plane to catch. 

Humphrey had phoned to say she was needed on the 

mountain. Yuki was determined to take the Pilgrim Path 

to the Meditation Centre and there was nothing he could 

do to stop her. The young woman was ill prepared for 

such a dangerous assignment. Kirstin agreed that she 

should give her a crash course in espionage. Humphrey 

would arrange technical support. 
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Philip le Frog - the truth is out: report appearing in 

the French satirical newspaper, Le Canard Mort. Translat-

ed by Rev S. Hodgson for J. Tanaka. 

 

Philip le Grand is not a pig … he’s a frog! 

A court in Bordeaux has heard medical evidence 

that the twice-convicted fraudster carries the 

genes of a noxious amphibian. The examining mag-

istrates are considering an action for damages 

brought by fashion model, Sonia Rice. Miss Rice 

claims her career has been ruined by unsightly 

warts contracted during amorous encounters with 

Philip. 

Geneticists at the Institute for Tropical Medi-

cine say the hapless Philip probably acquired 

the genes via a mosquito with a taste for frogs. 

The unfortunate incident could have occurred 

during one of Philip’s frequent visits to Aus-

tralia. 

Le Grand appeared in court with his face covered 

in bandages. Witnesses say his skin is becoming 

more frog-like every day. 

Veterinarians who identified the amphibian say 

any dog that bites Philip would die from his 

poisonous excretions. Cold comfort for Philip 

but music to the ears of thousands of elderly 

people, swindled of their life savings… 
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CHAPTER 15 

 

Bufo Marinus 

J oshua paced up and down, eyes flitting back and forth 

between a mirror and Sam who was lolling in a big arm-

chair.  „I just can‟t believe it!‟  Beads of perspiration ran 

down his face.  „It‟s totally unbelievable what that bitch 

has done … she‟s turning Phil into a frog.‟ 

„A toad,‟ Sam corrected. „Boofoe something or other.‟ 

„Hell! That sounds like a cane toad!‟ Joshua threw out 

his arms. „Phil used to race „em with those media tycoons. 

It was unbelievable what those guys would bet.‟ 

„She helped him,‟ Sam said. 

„Yeah! She added some genes from a raccoon to make 

„em jump better.‟ 

„Perhaps there was a dispute over the winnings.‟ 

„I dunno,‟ Joshua continued to pace. „That dame is such 

a bitch. I wouldn‟t put anything past her. Maybe they had 

a disagreement or she did it out of spite.‟ 

„She can be very vindictive,‟ Sam agreed. 

„Yeah, and not just to Phil. I gotta wonder about myself.‟ 
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„You mean about your treatment?‟ 

„Sam. I have to know what that dame is doing to me. 

Speak to the vaigrons. You‟re in charge. Go round and 

find out.‟ 

 

A s warden, Sam was responsible for the day-to-day 

operations of the Meditation Centre – including its 

scientific programs. The pharmaceutical project was one 

of these. It was headed by Professor Miriam Steinfeld and 

staffed by vaigrons. The latter term described persons 

produced by the sect‟s selective breeding programs and 

deemed to have inherited the genius of their esteemed 

parents. Sam could never suppress a chuckle. Vaigron 

sounded so much like the drug used to overcome male 

erection problems. He often wondered if there was a con-

nection. 

The vaigrons in residence were descended from the 

greatest brains in modern science. Their parents had split 

the atom, unravelled the DNA code and created the 

amazing phenomenon of information technology. Sam 

didn‟t care about their pedigrees. Vaigrons were merely 

useful. The founders of the Nimbin fellowship thought 

they were creating a race of supermen who would rule 

the world. Sam knew better. The world wasn‟t run by sci-

entists and technicians. It was run by people like himself 

and Joshua. 

There were five vaigrons in Miriam Steinfeld‟s team. 

James was the oldest. He had been given tests at the age 

of six and his scientific genius was outstanding. The little 

lad had already mastered special relativity and was mak-

ing progress with quantum mechanics. A decision was 

made to activate his brother embryos. Surrogate mothers 

were found and eggs implanted in their wombs. Great 

care was taken to find worthy recipients. Only chaste 

young women from good families were selected. Yet, de-
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spite these precautions, the resulting brood was marred 

by deformities. Only four survived and they were named 

Mathew, Mark, Luke and John after Christian saints. 

Sam peered through the laboratory window and saw 

them at their benches. Mathew‟s arm was shrunken and 

Mark had a clubfoot. Luke and John were afflicted by 

twisted spines. The deformities had caused great anguish 

when they were born. Sam couldn‟t understand why. 

There was nothing wrong with their minds and that was all 

that mattered. Older brother James had no physical afflic-

tions and was a pain in the arse. The cocky little bastard 

was far too assertive. In Sam‟s view something should 

have been done to him at an early age – chemical castra-

tion perhaps. 

James was twenty-eight and his brothers were seven 

years younger. In their field of expertise they were out-

standing. Pharmaceutical companies would pay a fortune 

for their services. The rabbi had tried to exploit their dis-

coveries for personal gain – and that was why he‟d had to 

die. 

Sam approached the laboratory with caution. He hated 

to go inside. There were dead things in jars and living 

things in dishes. The vaigrons were swapping genes 

around. The purpose was to invent pharmaceuticals that 

would conquer world markets. Sam didn‟t doubt the im-

portance of the work. As Josh explained, territorial em-

pires were things of the past. Empires of tomorrow would 

occupy niches in the global economy and emperors would 

live for hundreds of years. Sam had set his sights on be-

ing an emperor. He removed a tissue from his pocket and 

wrapped it round the doorknob. James said the precaution 

was unnecessary – but he wasn‟t going to take any chanc-

es. 

The brothers buried their heads in their work when they 

saw him enter. That was how it should be. It showed they 
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were overawed by his presence. Luke was the nearest. To 

Sam‟s surprise, his posture was no longer slouched. 

„You‟re looking very well today, Master Luke,‟ Sam 

smiled. „Have you had any of that gene substitution treat-

ment Professor Steinfeld has given people? It‟s only right 

you should. You‟re the ones who invented it.‟ 

„She says we can‟t have it,‟ Luke replied sullenly. 

„That‟s outrageous!‟ 

„Yes, it is. We did all the research.‟ 

„Then it‟s only right that you should be amongst the first 

to receive the benefits of these amazing advances in medi-

cal science.‟ 

„That‟s what we think.‟ 

„So you went ahead and gave yourself the treatment?‟ 

„We know what to do.‟ 

„What about Professor Steinfeld? Does she know what to 

do?‟ 

„No. She‟s crazy. You can‟t trust her.‟ 

Sam stifled an urge to kiss the young man. He felt an af-

finity with him. It was the sort that came from having a 

common enemy. But it went much further than that. Miri-

am Steinfeld wasn‟t just vile and repulsive. She was dis-

pensable. He sat down, careful to place himself at a lower 

level than Luke. Years of observation had taught him this 

was a winning position. You got little bunny to look down 

at you … and that gave him a false sense of security. 

„What you have told me is deeply disturbing,‟ Sam oozed 

concern. „I‟ve had misgivings about Professor Steinfeld. 

Now a person of your expertise confirms my fears … it re-

ally is quite frightening.‟ 

Luke bit his lower lip. 
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Sam decided more prompting was needed. 

„Would you trust Professor Steinfeld to undertake gene 

therapy on yourself?‟ 

Luke shook his head. 

„I‟ve been thinking about those experiments with pandas. 

You know how they were given rabbit genes to make them 

more fertile. It would be a bit of a disaster if you were re-

ceiving treatment for ageing but were being turned into a 

rabbit.‟ 

„Or a toad,‟ Luke said. 

„What was that?‟ 

„Do you remember that Frenchman who raced toads?‟ 

„I vaguely remember such a person,‟ Sam lied. 

„There‟s a whole lot of stuff about him on the net.‟ 

Luke tapped his keyboard and brought up a series of ar-

ticles. Sam scanned the screen with growing horror. Luke 

had collected material from the Internet. It started with 

the story about Philip le Frog and was followed by reports 

from medical journals. 

„They favour the virus hypothesis,‟ Luke said. 

„The what?‟ 

„They postulate that genetic material from a toad was 

transmitted by a virus carried by a mosquito or some other 

biting insect.‟ 

Sam clasped his ivory crucifix. „Is that possible?‟ 

„Not all authorities agree,‟ Luke continued to tap away. „I 

subscribe to the hypothesis that interspecies transmission 

of genetic material, by viral and other vectors, has played 

a significant role in the evolution of animals and plants. I 

do not support…‟ 

„Luke!‟ Sam cut him short. „Are you saying Phil caught 

this thing from a bug?‟ 
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„No. I was answering your question.‟ 

„Well. What do you think?‟ 

„I think she did it.‟ 

„You mean Professor Steinfeld?‟ 

„It would have been easy when she was treating him. All 

she had to do was slip in a few genes from toad spawn. 

There‟s a lot around.‟ 

„Where is James?‟ 

„He‟s gone out for a while.‟ 

„I would like to speak to him.‟ Sam assumed a conspirato-

rial tone. „Please tell your brother that I called and we had 

this little chat.‟ 

 

A  large marquee tent stood be-

side the rose garden. The front 

was open and an awning covered a 

raised platform with chairs and a 

podium for speakers. Sam sat at the 

rear and made himself inconspicu-

ous. Joshua occupied a prominent 

position on the platform. 

The occasion was a handing-over 

ceremony. Cedar Park was donating 

a parcel of land, to be held in perpe-

tuity by the local community, as an 

environmental reserve. It was the 

Master‟s idea. He‟d got wind of a scheme to build a high-

way round the foot of the mountain and had devised a way 

to stop it. 

Sam sat with growing amusement as one speaker after 

another heaped praise on Joshua. Both sides of politics 

competed to say nice things. His initiatives in eco-tourism, 

his reputation as a model employer and his contributions to 

the local economy were applauded. They struggled to find 
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adequate words of appreciation for his generous gift of old

-growth rainforest and wetland. 

Sam wondered if anyone realised the gift included the 

patch of scrub intended for the highway. That insignificant 

strip of dirt was now subject to strict environmental laws. 

Only a High Court ruling would make the highway possible 

and that wasn‟t on the cards. 

The proceedings ended with a tree planting ceremony. 

The chairperson said some nice words about the multicul-

tural contributions of the Meditation Centre to the cultural 

life of the community and called upon the venerable Ah 

Mong Chou to officiate. The old man hobbled forward with 

the aid of a cane. Dressed in a saffron robe and carrying a 

parchment scroll, he said prayers as workmen planted 

trees in spots designated by him. The trees came from the 

Meditation Centre and were packed in soil containing the 

rabbi‟s ashes. Sam had put them there. He‟d told Joshua 

they‟d been scattered at sea. Joshua would be furious if he 

found out what had really happened. 

Joshua was obsessed by procedures. Everything had to 

be done according to a plan. Nothing could be left to 

chance. That made life very dull. Sam liked a bit of uncer-

tainty. He couldn‟t imagine a world in which each day was 

mapped out beforehand. Joshua‟s passion for recognition 

was another source of annoyance. Josh needed daily injec-

tions of praise – even from small-town nobodies. 

He watched them fawn over Joshua. They were elated to 

be in the company of such a rich and successful entrepre-

neur. As far as Sam was concerned, they could wallow in 

it. The silly buggers had just helped him dispose of a 

corpse. 

 

T he titles flashed up. Sam adjusted his spectacles 

and lent forward. They were in Joshua‟s office look-
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ing at a video on the huge screen that occupied all of one 

wall. 

„Temple of Love! That doesn‟t sound very original.‟ 

„It‟s provisional,‟ Joshua said. „Catalina will probably 

change it.‟ 

„You mean the Valdez woman?‟ 

„That‟s right,‟ Joshua turned down the sound. „Cat‟s a 

real smart cookie. She‟s making a full-length movie and 

it‟s hardly costing a dime.‟ 

„Not having to pay the actors must help.‟ 

„Yeah. But that‟s just part of it. There ain‟t no scriptwrit-

ers either. She sets up the situations and the punters get 

on with it.‟ 

„And it‟s far more entertaining!‟ Sam exclaimed. 

„Watching people pretend to have sex is boring. They just 

go through the motions. There‟s not the passion and 

those other things that make it so exciting.‟ 

Joshua hit the fast-forward button. The video sped up 

and Sam caught a glimpse of naked bodies in pink ooze. 

When it slowed, two young people were approaching a 

building with plastic turrets and a drawbridge. He recog-

nised the love hotel Josh had recently added to Cedar 

Park. 

The young couple entered though a side door. The girl 

led the way. The place seemed deserted and she put a 

finger to her lips as they tiptoed down a corridor, trying 

door handles. One wasn‟t locked and they slipped inside. 

The room was furnished in the style of the fifties. The 

girl went to a chest and removed an Elvis wig, which she 

placed on the boy‟s head. Then she led him to the main 

attraction: a gold-plated Cadillac parked in the middle of 

the room on a thick shag carpet. She lent through the 

window, pushed a button and the room was filled with the 

mellow voice of Elvis. Another push and the car‟s seats 
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rearranged to create a double bed. The boy opened the car 

door but the girl hung back. 

„Oh. Very good!‟ Sam rubbed his hands. „She‟s leading 

him on. I‟m really going to enjoy this.‟ 

„Her name‟s Blossom,‟ Joshua said. „The boy is Clarence 

le Shrimp.‟ 

He turned on the sound and they heard the young man. 

„Mais Cherie! C‟est magnifique.‟ 

„He speaks French when he gets worked up,‟ Joshua ex-

plained. „His real name is Dubois.‟ 

„Yes.‟ Sam nodded. „His parents come from France. He 

joined the Australian police straight from school. One sen-

ior bobby predicted that he‟ll either end up as Commission-

er of Police or the head of a major crime syndicate.‟ 

Joshua halted the video. „How do you know that?‟ 

„The Master accessed his file.‟ 

„And the older guy – the one in the motel?‟ 

„You mean Humpty,‟ Sam smiled. „He works with his 

mother who was formerly an intelligence agent. The Master 

says she‟s highly regarded but Humpty is a buffoon.‟ 

Joshua restarted the video and the scene changed. The 

young couple were now in a sumptuous room furnished in 

the Edwardian style. Its centre of attraction was a rocking 

horse. Joshua said it had belonged to one of Queen Victo-

ria‟s sons who was a keen horseman and a renowned la-

dies man. Sam watched the young pair inspect a range of 

costumes which would enable them to impersonate house-

maids, ladies in waiting and peers of the realm. If they 

wished, cameras would follow their antics from every con-

ceivable angle and provide a permanent record for them to 

take home. 

The next few scenes were much the same. Blossom led 

Clarence through a maze of rooms. Each time he begged 
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her to stay and each time she insisted they press on to 

greater delights. They descended a flight of steps. 

„She‟s taking him to the dungeon,‟ Sam rubbed his hands 

excitedly. „Do you remember Damien and that girl? He in-

troduced her to the meat slicer. She thought it was part of 

a bondage game. I‟ll never forget the look on her face 

when she realised he wasn‟t joking.‟ 

Joshua swung round. „You ain‟t still got those tapes, have 

you?‟ 

„You told me to destroy them.‟ 

„Make sure you did,‟ Joshua‟s face hardened. „Never keep 

anything incriminating. That‟s the first rule. The second is 

not to associate with people who do stupid things. People 

who do that get a visit from Kenjiro.‟ He wagged a finger at 

Sam. „You gotta be glad that slicer didn‟t have a proper 

blade. It cut her up bad enough. I spent heaps sorting it 

out. You tell the Master he‟s got to do something about Da-

mien. The guy‟s a serious liability.‟ 

Joshua fast-forwarded the video and slowed to a new 

scene. Clarence and Blossom were now in the gymnasium. 

He turned up the sound.‟ 

„My darling,‟ Clarence grasped Blossom‟s arm. „I can wait 

no more. I shall bursta blood vessel if you continue to deny 

my love.‟ 

Blossom nestled closer. „I‟d never forgive myself if you 

did that.‟ 

„The trampoline, my darling!‟ 

Clarence ripped off his Beach Boy shorts and Blossom 

discarded her Ninja costume. Sam clapped as they started 

to bounce up and down. 

„They‟re keeping together. Most fellows think you have to 

do it lying down. He caught on from the start. And they‟re 
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both very well equipped. Ms Valdez has certainly picked a 

winner with this one.‟ 

 

T he telephone rang and Kirstin heard Dr Joyce Van-

denberg‟s well-articulated voice. She said she‟d been 

trying to get in touch with her all morning and had some-

thing amazing to report. Monique had been making enquir-

ies about the Youth Fellowship rallies attended by her 

daughter, Amanda, and the pregnant virgin, Mary Jackson. 

„I could scarcely believe who was behind them,‟ Joyce 

said excitedly. „It‟s Neville D‟Arcy and those awful moral re-

vival people. Monique thinks there‟s a connection with 

Nimbin. She says a young man called Nev was running the 

commune about thirty years ago. She thinks they‟re the 

same person and it wouldn‟t surprise me. I had a brush 

with Judge D‟Arcy once. You wouldn‟t believe what hap-

pened.‟ 

„I might,‟ Kirstin replied. 

„You mean you know Judge D‟Arcy?‟ 

„We had occasion to differ on a point of law.‟ 

„So did I!‟ Joyce sounded more excited than ever. „I was 

called to give evidence in an assault case. A man was ac-

cused of raping a nine-year-old girl. My examination indi-

cated that numerous assaults had occurred over an ex-

tended period and I said so under oath. To my surprise, 

Judge D‟Arcy put an entirely different spin on it when he 

instructed the jury. I was so naïve, I thought he must have 

misunderstood what I said. I went and told him and got a 

tremendous dressing down. He threatened to charge me 

with contempt of court.‟ 

„Joyce!‟ Kirstin cut her short. „I know what you‟re talking 

about. You‟ve uncovered something important. We must 

attend the next of those rallies. I‟ll liaise with Monique and 

arrange for the three of us to be there.‟ 
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P atrick Muller shut his eyes and did his best to relax 

as Melanie Stein rattled on. He was feeling tired. 

The Supplementary Benefits Amendment Act was passing 

through the Senate and giving endless trouble. On top of 

that he‟d had a disturbed night‟s sleep. It was deplorable 

that something as nonsensical as the Nimbin affair could 

be adding to his troubles. He hoped Melanie had found a 

way to get rid of the case. 

„As you are aware,‟ she said in her cold crisp voice, 

„Humphrey Hansen had DNA tests conducted on Yukiko 

Mori and Tamara Fraser and these showed that they are 

identical twins. We had hoped this would provide sufficient 

grounds to have the case taken off our hands. I raised the 

matter with John Martin of the Federal Police and he 

pointed out that there was nothing illegal in procedures 

that result in multiple births. Surrogate motherhood is not 

illegal nor are religious cults. The AFP will not take car-

riage of the case unless we can provide solid evidence 

that a breach of the law has occurred and that it occurred 

in this country.‟ 

„He doesn‟t want a bar of it,‟ Patrick grunted. „What did 

your contacts in Attorney General‟s have to say?‟ 

„They agree with John.‟ 

Patrick shut his eyes and looked forward to retirement. 
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CHAPTER 16 

 

Persona 

 

Y uki sat cross-legged on the veranda and looked up at 

the mountain. The Meditation Centre was perched on 

the top amongst the trees. She could make out some of 

the buildings with the powerful telescope Humphrey had 

set up for her. Tomorrow she would be up there amongst 

them. 

She‟d never committed herself to anything like this be-

fore. At university there were exams. That meant writing 

things down. Now it was different. It was what you did that 

mattered. You had to get it right or you would be severely 

compromised. Those were the words Kirstin had used and 

they meant that you were putting yourself at risk. 

They‟d spent three exhausting days together. Kirstin had 

run her backwards and forwards through the labyrinthine 

channels of espionage. It was a crash course. The key to 

everything was communication. You had to be able to talk 

to your colleagues and her electronic dictionary had been 

modified so she could do just that when she was up at the 

Meditation Centre. The dictionary could still do translation 

but it was also a communications channel. 
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Yuki soaked up the words of her new vocation: commu-

nication, strategy, tactics, target, goal, and persona. She 

ran them through her mind. They were far from simple. 

She wondered about goal. Hers was to find Tomoko. 

Kirstin and the people she worked for almost certainly 

had a different goal. She didn‟t know what it was but 

guessed they wanted to do more than locate one young 

foreigner who had gone missing in their country. 

Another term was persona. If you were an undercover 

agent you needed a persona. You couldn‟t tell people you 

were working for the police. You had to be someone else. 

They‟d agonised over her persona. At one point she‟d 

been cast as the daughter of an industrialist – a silly rich 

kid seeking spiritual fulfilment in a foreign land. They‟d 

played it out under different situations and it hadn‟t 

worked. In the end, they decided that she should be her-

self. She was the daughter of a founding member of the 

Nimbin sect and that gave her a good reason for wanting 

to enter the Meditation Centre. 

It didn‟t stop her from being silly and naïve. Tomoko 

was naïve. She had the musical talents of a great pianist 

and the social skills of a twelve-year-old. Yuki wondered 

why they were so different. It had to be their genes. 

Tomoko had inherited their mother‟s genius for music. 

She‟d inherited their father‟s rigid independence but not 

his genius. That didn‟t worry her. She was her own per-

son. She was in control. 

It hadn‟t always been like that. Once her hormones had 

ruled supreme. That was when she‟d just entered univer-

sity. The bright lights of Fukuoka had been dazzling. The 

young men were more sophisticated than back home. 

Auntie had been worried about an unwanted pregnancy. 

In sober reflection, Yuki guessed she‟d had some narrow 

escapes. 

She looked down at the radio disk on the motel lawn. It 

was pointing at the Meditation Centre. Line-of-site contact 
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was needed for both transmission and reception. Humph-

rey was worried about the sophisticated radio equipment 

on the mountain. He didn‟t want anyone to intercept her 

messages when she used her electronic dictionary to con-

tact him. Ian was standing beside Humphrey. She would 

be spending the night with him. Then she would be head-

ing off up the Pilgrim Path. 

 

L uke passed the morning surfing the Internet. He felt 

like a prisoner in a cage. His entire life had been 

spent on the mountain. His deformities were part of the 

problem. The security fence was another. It wasn‟t there 

just to stop people getting in. It also stopped people from 

getting out. But things weren‟t all bad. The therapeutic 

course, which he had devised, was working wonders. His 

condition had improved immensely and he was getting 

more like his brother Jim every day. 

Sam still scared him but not as much as before. Getting 

Sam to believe that Miriam had turned Philip into a toad 

was brilliant. That showed he was a match for Sam. Luke 

pulled up Scotland Yard‟s web page and went to the mug 

shots of people on Britain‟s Most Wanted List. That was 

another part of his therapy. It gave him a sense of power 

to know that Sam was amongst them. 

Sam had made a fortune duping rich people out of mon-

ey and he was still doing it. There were people in the Med-

itation Centre who had donated tens of millions of dollars 

in the belief that the ills of the world could be solved by 

chanting sutras and talking to plants. There was nothing 

illegal in that. The British police weren‟t after Sam be-

cause he had cheated people. Sam was wanted for killing 

people. 

Philip was a similar case. He‟d defrauded thousands of 

elderly retirees. That was why he and his brothers had 

doctored the material Miriam was using for his gene thera-
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py. It was their way of striking a blow for the common peo-

ple. 

Luke continued to surf the net and was scanning the lat-

est list of Nobel Prize recipients when heavy footsteps told 

him that Jim was back from his meeting with Sam. He hur-

ried to the door. 

„How did it go?‟ 

Jim gave the OK sign. 

„Does that mean we‟ve got the job?‟ 

„Yep. We‟re now in charge of Joshua Tanaka‟s gene thera-

py … but we mustn‟t breathe a word to Miriam.‟ 

„What about the pharmaceuticals?‟ 

„We talked about that,‟ Jim said. ‟Sam asked what I knew 

about the program. I said I was in charge and Miriam didn‟t 

understand half of what we were doing.‟ 

„When do you see Mr Tanaka?‟ 

„As soon as it can be arranged.‟ 

„What about the security system?‟ 

„I told Sam he needn‟t sit around in his office to see 

what‟s going on. I said you could rig up a wireless connec-

tion and supply a monitor to go in that big bible of his. He 

wants you to go ahead.‟ 

„Do you think he suspects anything?‟ 

„Nah!‟ Jim shook his head. „Sam‟s too arrogant to think 

we have ulterior motives. He sees us as clever little boys 

who do cutting-edge research but are too stupid to see 

what‟s going on under our noses.‟ 

„Things are going amazingly well, Jim.‟ 

„Yep,‟ Jim grinned. „It all began with those toad genes. If 

we‟d not tricked Miriam into splicing them into Philip, we‟d 

still be waiting for the chimp genes to take hold on Joshua.‟ 
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T he no vacancy sign was lit. The evening meal was 

over and Molly was in the kitchen. It was time for 

Yuki‟s final briefing. She sat in the motel restaurant with 

Kirstin and watched as Humphrey removed wildlife posters 

from the notice board and replaced them with maps and 

photographs. Tamara and Ian sat on the other side of the 

table and Clarence lounged in the only armchair. A coffee 

percolator bubbled beside a bottle of red wine. Humphrey 

poured himself a glass and walked to the head of the ta-

ble. 

„We have reached a stage in our investigation where a 

change of tactics is needed. Yuki and Clarence have pene-

trated the commune and established a link between it and 

the Meditation Centre. Clarence has penetrated The Vil-

lage and established a link with Cedar Park.‟ 

„A link with the Ninjas … you mean!‟ 

Tamara burst out laughing. 

„Where does Cedar Park come in … apart from the love 

hotel?‟ 

Humphrey turned to Clarence. „Mr Dubois. Please explain 

the connection to Miss Fraser. 

„The Village caters for the resort‟s guests…‟ 

„Yeah. But the Beach Boys are meant to turn on the 

girls. Are you saying the Ninjas need to be warmed up?‟ 

„They‟re not there for the Ninjas.‟ 

„You mean Eddie and the boys are gay?‟ 

„Mr Tanaka keeps abreast with the times.‟ Clarence main-

tained a straight face. „These days, many senior execu-

tives are female and some feel the need for discrete en-

counters with young persons of the opposite sex.‟ 

„You can‟t be serious!‟ 
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„I am,‟ Clarence continued in a dry, matter-of-fact voice. 

„The ladies want a girls‟ night out just like the guys want a 

boys‟ night out.‟ 

„But, they‟d have to be desperate to want Eddie.‟ 

„They don‟t. They want something far more exciting and 

the Diggers Arms provides it. The management recruits its 

staff from all over the world and has a preference for 

young men who will return home to dull middle-class jobs 

and keep quiet about what they did when they were here.‟ 

„Where do they find them?‟ 

„On the backpacker circuit,‟ Clarence lolled in his chair. 

„You know how young people come to Australia for their 

gap year. Many have work visas. They pick fruit and do 

things like that. There are tens of thousands of them and 

it‟s not difficult to find a few who are willing to bring a bit 

of sparkle into the life of hardworking ladies who wish to 

avoid the complications of an ongoing relationship.‟ 

Humphrey was unable to suppress a chuckle. „You‟re 

saying the work visas cover the provision of gigolo ser-

vices?‟ 

Clarence continued his serious pose. „I understand that 

no monetary rewards are permitted, Dr Hansen. Expres-

sions of gratitude are made in the form of presents – usu-

ally watches. The ladies buy them at the bar and the 

young men trade them back. That way no one feels de-

meaned by paying for sex or receiving money in return.‟ 

Yuki‟s blood boiled. 

„We‟re here for my final briefing! Not to talk about sex. 

Ian‟s meant to be telling you what he‟s arranged for to-

morrow so you can comment on it and check that it con-

forms with your arrangements.‟ She did her best to remain 

calm and use the language Kirstin had taught her. 

Humphrey nodded towards Ian and he took his cue. He 

had come with briefing notes. Yuki listened as he de-
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scribed the rough terrain that she would have to negotiate 

and stressed the need for an early start so that she would 

reach the rhyolite zone before the heat of the day had 

made it impassable. He ended by commenting on the gear 

she would be wearing. 

It was laid out on a table and he went from item to item. 

He started with a pair of climbing boots, saying that he 

had rejected the idea of straw sandals. They might be the 

sort of thing a silly rich kid would wear but were totally im-

practical. The cheap Indian sari was, on the other hand, 

highly practical and so was the head scarf. 

Humphrey asked about Yuki‟s electronic dictionary. She 

produced it and showed that the battery was fully charged. 

„If things go really bad on the way up, I can use it to 

phone Ian and he‟ll come and rescue me,‟ she said. 

„If you do, the game‟s up,‟ Humphrey warned. „They have 

listening devices at the Meditation Centre and they will in-

tercept the call. You must reach the Centre without arous-

ing suspicion and gain entry as one who has made the 

journey up the Pilgrim Path without help from others.‟ 
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CHAPTER 17 

 

Pilgrim Path 

 

T he kookaburras heralded the dawn of a new day. There 

was a family in a nearby tree and they announced their 

presence with a chorus that was impossible to ignore. Ian 

said their other name was the laughing jackass bird and 

they were members of the kingfisher family. Yuki guessed 

that “laugh” was a good way to describe what they did. 

They certainly didn‟t sing. Like many birds in Australia, 

kookaburras made noises that couldn‟t be described as 

singing.  

Yuki had spent the night with Ian in a small tent in a 

patch of scrub near the start of the Pilgrim Path. She pulled 

on her sari and went outside to where he was cooking an 

omelette over a small stove. It smelt good and they ate it 

with hunks of brown bread washed down with sweet tea. 

„Sunscreen, water, sunglasses, shawl, mirror, muesli bars, 

electronic dictionary…‟ 

Ian ran through a check list and she held up each item for 

inspection. He reached the end and refilled her mug. 

„Drink as much as you can now and go easy on the four 

litres of water that you‟ll be carrying. If anything goes 
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wrong you‟ll need every drop. Go as far as you can before 

sunrise but don‟t run. Be careful not to twist an ankle or 

anything like that. If things get really bad, phone me for 

help. I‟ll be shadowing you all the way.‟ 

„I‟ll only phone if it is really necessary.‟ Yuki tapped her 

electronic dictionary. „You heard what Humphrey said about 

them listening. I won‟t do anything that could put the mis-

sion at risk.‟ 

„But you‟ve got to think of your safety.‟  

He took her in his arms. 

 „If things go badly, I‟ll need to know otherwise there‟s 

nothing I can do.‟ 

„They‟ll be alright...‟ 

„They might not!‟ He held her tight. „You could die up 

there. You must understand that.‟ 

„I promise to phone if things go wrong. You‟ve told me 

what to look out for. I know what to do.‟ 

They held each other for what seemed a long time. Yuki 

wished it could go on for ever but it couldn‟t. There was 

her duty to Tomoko and that must come first. She released 

her grip and gave him a final kiss before shouldering her 

bag and setting off. 

Six weeks had passed since her arrival in Australia and a 

lot had happened since then. She had found Tamara and 

Ian. Her life was at last coming together. The problem was 

to stop it falling apart. Kirstin said the Meditation Centre 

was a dangerous place. One false move could severely 

compromise her. Yuki had learnt that “severely compro-

mise” was secret agent code for getting killed. 

Things scuttled through the grass and added to her un-

ease. There were taipans on the mountain. Ian had warned 

her about them. One bite contained enough venom to kill 

you a hundred times. The drill was to stamp loudly. That 
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way the snakes felt your vi-

brations and cleared off be-

fore you got near them. 

Back home in Japan she 

wore bear bells when she 

went into the mountains. 

They were to warn the 

bears that you were com-

ing. The important thing 

was not to take them by surprise. 

A carved post marked the start of the Pilgrim Path. She 

had been on it before and had ventured as far as the se-

cond shrine. On those occasions the forest was welcom-

ing. Now it had a ghostly feeling. 

A strange luminescence surrounded everything that was 

dead. The Nimbin gospels spoke about soul lights passing 

from one world to the next. Ian said the luminescence was 

due to phosphorescent fungi that lived on decaying vege-

tation and the bodies of dead creatures. It occurred to 

Yuki that the scientific explanation did not necessarily con-

tradict the gospels. 

The first shrine was little more than a crude hut with a 

thatched roof and a place for a monk to sit. He asked 

questions and the pilgrim had to answer before being al-

lowed to proceed. She had been through the nonsense be-

fore. This time there was no sign of the monk and no rea-

son to wait for him. If he was too lazy to get up that was 

his problem. 

She stepped from the shrine and a  blinding flash 

brought her to an abrupt halt. Flames leapt from the 

ground and a voice like thunder rent the air. 

„Who dares tread the sacred path?‟ 

Yuki didn‟t doubt that she was being subjected to an  

expensive display of scientific trickery, designed to fool  

idiots.  Since she was meant to be one she had little 
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choice but to go along with the nonsense. She sank down 

onto a straw mat and waited. 

Everything depended on reaching the top of the moun-

tain before the heat of the day. Now she had to wait for a 

cretin of a monk to rouse himself from his slumbers. An 

hour passed before he arrived, tall and emaciated. The 

pathetic creature had the freakish look of one who sub-

jects his mortal frame to excessive prayer and physical 

denial. She placed her hands together in an attitude of 

prayer and went through a ritual of question and answer. 

„What brings you here?’ 

‘I wish to worship at the shine of Our Lord.’ 

‘Who is this lord of whom you speak?’ 

‘He is Our Lord Bahgiata.’ 

‘You have spoken well.’ 

‘Bahgiata! Bahgiata…’ 

She intoned the god‟s name and turned to leave. 

„Where are you going?‟ 

The monk called her back. 

„The hour to tread the sacred path is not yet come.‟ 

She had met his sort before. He spent his days on an 

emaciated bum staring at a scrawny navel. Someone had 

told him he would achieve enlightenment that way. 

„Brother, when will the hour come?‟ 

He pointed to a red line on one of the posts and said she 

could leave when the Lord Sun had reached that spot. The 

line was in shade. Yuki figured it would take hours for the 

sun to get there. 

 „Brother, the path is long. I am sure the Lord Sun will 

allow a humble pilgrim to proceed while it is still cool.‟ 
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„No one may proceed before the appointed hour!‟ he bel-

lowed. „Great are the torments that await those who defile 

the sacred word. They will join the damned and be denied 

the blessing of enlightenment…‟ 

A list of punitive measures followed together with a 

threat to use a mobile phone and call the Meditation Cen-

tre. Yuki decided she must do as she was told if she was 

to reach the top with a full approval rating. She sat mo-

tionless and recited sutras as the sun rose. 

It was like waiting for paint to dry – but worse. With 

paint you can speed up the process. With the sun you are 

powerless. She sat and watched as the shadow crept 

down the post. Minutes turned to hours before it reached 

the red line. She rose the monk ordered her back, mutter-

ing something about umbra and penumbra. Finally he 

waved her on. There was now no chance of reaching the 

summit before midday. 

The next shrine was dedicated to the Lord of the Forest 

and the one after it housed the Eternal Flame. She asked 

the priestess if she might refill her drink bottle and rest 

under her roof during the heat of the day. The old crone 

said she would either have to keep going or go back. Pil-
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grims shouldn‟t expect help from others and that included 

the provision of drinking water. 

The path entered a thicket of spindly palms. Trailing 

vines clung to her. Tree ferns towered overhead. Mats of 

lichen brushed her face. She came to the edge of a gully 

and peered down, expecting to see the bottom but all she 

saw was mist. With any luck it would stay like that. Condi-

tions might not be as bad as Ian had predicted. She 

rubbed wet moss over her face and pressed on with a 

growing feeling of confidence. 

Then everything changed. The black basaltic soil gave 

way to light coloured sand. The towering trees were re-

placed by sparse scrub and the mist by a brilliantly blue 

sky. The terrain was as Ian had described. A vast expanse 

of pink rock stretched out before her.  Here and there, 

stunted bushes poked up from cracks. Tattered prayer 

flags hung from sticks. They marked the path and she fol-

lowed them to the edge of a cliff. 

The view was stunning. Ian had spoken of a hanging val-

ley. It looked more like an amphitheatre. Towering cliffs 

hemmed in a bowl of fallen rocks. She‟d seen something 

similar in Japan‟s northern island of Hokkaido but under 
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very different conditions. Hokkaido was cold. Here it was 

unbelievably hot. A searing blast blew up the cliff face and 

bore into her. It was like staring into a furnace. 

She took a swig from her water bottle and pulled her 

shawl over her head. At twenty-five Yuki had learnt that 

you didn‟t take risks without examining the consequenc-

es. Unwanted pregnancies were one. Dying on a mountain 

was another. 

Steps had been cut in the rock. They followed a natural 

fault and ran down the cliff to a narrow ledge. A detached 

slab protected her on the exposed side for most of the 

way. She reached the end and found herself staring into 

space. There wasn‟t much further to go but the drop was 

far from trivial. It was a situation she knew from cross-

country skiing. When conditions are severe the smallest 

injury can be catastrophic. So you don‟t take risks. 

An iron ladder led to the bottom but was far too hot to 

hold. She needed gloves and they were in her bag. It was 

a Catch-22 situation. She couldn‟t get to the bag without 

holding onto something and the ladder was the only thing 

to hold onto. 

Then she remembered her sari. The garment worn by 

Indian women provides good insulation.  She thrust her 

hands into the folds, grasped the hot metal and worked 

her way down the ladder, step by step. 

The heat was unbelievable. In cross-country skiing the 

big fear was freezing to death. In circumstances like this 

you could die from heat exhaustion. Ian said it came on 

quickly and you must look out for the signs. The first was 

dehydration. When that happened your urine turned deep 

yellow. Yuki guessed hers wouldn‟t pass the test. The se-

cond sign was confusion of thought. That meant you had 

to decide what to do while you were still thinking straight. 

Should she abort the mission? 
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A call to Ian with the electronic dictionary was all that 

was needed. He would come and take her out. But that 

option came at a price. She would blow her cover and ru-

in her chance of getting to the Meditation Centre and 

finding Tomoko. 

Yuki slumped against the rock face and wondered about 

her delicate little sister. Tomoko couldn‟t have made it to 

the top. Perhaps her mummified body lay amongst the 

fallen rocks, waiting to be found. She decided to press 

on. Flags marked the path and she would follow them. 

„One, two, three…‟ 

She counted her steps as she plodded from one prayer 

flag to the next. They were old and tattered. It looked as 

if no one had tended them in years. She kept going, tak-

ing a sip of water at every hundred paces. At five hun-

dred, the heat had penetrated the soles of her boots. She 

crouched in the shade of a rock and took a big swig from 

her bottle. Her skin felt dry. She should be sweating but 

wasn‟t. Ian said that was a sign of extreme dehydration. 

„One thousand!‟ 

She reached the magic number 

and groped for her last bottle. 

It was much lighter now but 

that didn‟t matter. A shimmer-

ing patch of white told her she 

was nearing one of the shrines. 

But, how close was it? 

The effort of thinking was ex-

hausting. She emptied the last 

of the bottle over her face and 

saw drops splash onto the 

ground. The pink rock had giv-

en way to black earth. She had left the rhyolite and was 

back onto basalt. And there were trees ahead. Some-

times they were upside-down. Yuki vaguely remembered 



 171 

mirages. Her vision closed in and she struggled on. Steps 

appeared… 

„Sister!‟ 

A voice rang in her ears. Pearly fingers grasped her arm 

and she was helped to her feet. 

„You should not have ventured forth...‟ 

Her vision came and went. Marble columns appeared. 

She was set down on a cool bench. An alabaster cup 

touched her lips: a taste of pomegranate and something 

else. She drank and the cup was refilled. 

The woman‟s voice was young. She wore a pleated robe 

and held a staff topped by an image of a naked male en-

twined in the coils of a serpent. Green eyes peered out 

through slits in an alabaster mask. Yuki guessed the wom-

an was the priestess of the shrine. 

After a while she began to ask questions. It was what 

Yuki expected and she had no trouble with the answers.  

‘What brings you to this sacred place?’ 

‘I come to worship Our Blessed Lady.’ 

‘What tokens do you bring?’ 

‘I bring my body and my soul.’ 

The second reply triggered a series of movements. As if 

worked by machinery, the priestess jerked into an upright 

position and froze, arm outstretched. Yuki was reminded 

of street entertainers who whiten themselves and stand 

like statues waiting for tourists to throw coins. When the 

priestess next spoke there was a metallic ring to her voice. 

„You may proceed, Sister.‟ 

The shrine housed a statue of the goddess. Yuki pros-

trated herself and recited the prayers Humphrey had 

taught her. The words meant nothing but that didn‟t mat-
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ter. The floor was cool. She pressed herself against white 

marble and let it soak up her excess heat.   

„Sister, you may rise.‟ 

Bare feet drifted towards her, pearly white and smelling 

of nail varnish. Yuki cast an eye up smooth calves to-

wards a starched garment and the alabaster mask be-

yond. The voice now had a strange resonant quality. 

„I am the earthly personification of Our Lady. The Holy 

Mother manifests her divine being through my humble 

self. I feel your karma, Sister. I sense the nymph, Steph-

anie, within you. She is Our Lady‟s most intimate com-

panion.‟ 

Yuki stood up and felt warm breath on her cheek. Pearly 

fingers moved along her arms towards her breasts. She 

stepped back and glanced at her watch. 

„I‟d like to stay but I still have a long way to go.‟ 

„We shall meet again, Sister!‟ 

The priestess raised her staff. The eyes behind the 

mask dimmed and she assumed her frozen posture again. 

The next shrine was in the form of a baroque church. 

Yuki had seen the real thing in Munich. A German friend 

described it as a temple to paedophilia. Little cupid boys 

decorated every nook and cranny. Her friend said that if 

you tried to build a modern version, you‟d be investigated 

by the police. 

A high-pitched shriek caused her to turn round. A naked 

boy with rouged cheeks and a miniature bow was pursu-

ing a man dressed as a friar. She expected to be chal-

lenged but the friar showed no interest in her. She went 

into the shrine, paid her respects to the male deity who 

was housed there and hurried on her way. 
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A short way on, a huge 

tori stood astride the 

path. In Japan they 

marked the boundaries 

between the holy and the 

profane. They were  the 

sort of thing you expected 

to see at the entrance to 

temples. This tori was 

bright red and shone in-

congruously in the sear-

ing tropical light. 

 A notice said the Meditation Centre was on the other 

side. Yuki passed through expecting to see more shrines. 

Instead, she found a parking lot. Signs directed her to re-

ception. She followed them to a modern building with a 

glass door. It opened and she entered a tiled area. A mid-

dle-aged woman looked up from a computer and eyed her 

suspiciously. 

„I‟m Yukiko Mori.‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„I‟m the daughter of Kazuo Yamazaki.‟ 

The woman tapped at her keyboard and examined the 

screen. 

„I do not have your reservation.‟ 

„I don‟t have one.‟ 

The woman peered over her spectacles. 

„Did you come up the path?‟ 

„I came from the commune – past the shrines.‟ 

„Did you receive approbation?‟ 

„Please?‟ 

„Ali Baster and that lot … did they ask you questions?‟ 

„Who?‟ 



 174 

„The one with the mask … did she let you pass?‟ 

„Yes.‟ 

„What did you say your name was?‟ 

„Yukiko Mori.‟ 

Yuki spelt her name and watched as it was entered into 

the computer. The woman scrutinised the screen and 

reached for a phone. 

„The Japanese girl is here,‟ she yelled into the phone.  

‟What do you want me to do with her?‟ 

Yuki heard a voice at the other end of the line. It sound-

ed male but she couldn‟t make out a word of what was 

said. Finally, the woman replaced the phone and looked 

up.  

„We are pleased to receive you, Miss Mori.‟ 
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CHAPTER 18 
 

Cats 

 

I an showered and changed into clean clothes. He‟d 

spent the day on the mountain, following Yuki‟s pro-

gress. A couple of beers helped to restore his mineral bal-

ance. He felt the urge for more but needed to stay sober. 

Humphrey had called him for debriefing. He found him 

working at a computer. A bottle of malt whisky stood be-

side him on a low table. Humphrey picked up a glass. 

„I take it you‟ll join me?‟ 

He poured a glass and proposed a toast. 

„To Yuki!‟ 

Ian returned the toast and sat down. 

„So. She finally made it?‟ 

„Yes. It took a while but she got there. I had a few wor-

ries when she was crossing the hanging valley and was 

getting ready to intervene.‟ 

„Did you go onto the Meditation Centre‟s land at any 

stage of the operation?‟ Humphrey asked. 

„No. I stayed in the Park. They would have seen me but 

that doesn‟t matter. I was wearing my ranger‟s uniform. 

There‟s no reason why they would connect me with Yuki.‟ 
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„How do you know they saw you?‟ 

„I was photographing a hole in their perimeter fence 

when one of the security cameras settled on me. That‟s 

happened before. There‟s a safari park on the other side. 

The hole was big enough for a large animal to get through.‟ 

„Good Lord! That sounds dangerous. What would you 

have done if one had got out and attacked you?‟ 

„I‟d have shot it.‟ 

„You mean you were armed?‟ 

„I‟m always armed when I go up there.‟ Ian reached for 

the mineral water. „Our big problem is introduced species. 

We use volunteers to root out plants and concentrate our 

effort on the animals. That means bullets, traps and baits. 

I‟ve shot over thirty pigs this year and my staff have poi-

soned hundreds of feral dogs and foxes.‟ 

„What about escapees from the safari park?‟ 

„There have been sightings of a big cat. This morning I 

found evidence that a large animal had been sharpening its 

claws on a tree. Domestic cats can get very big when they 

go wild. I shot one that was over ten kilograms. The animal 

that made those marks would have been more like eighty. I 

tracked it back to the hole in the fence.‟ 

„What will you do with the photographs?‟ 

„I shall write a report and request that inspectors be sent 

in. The holes will no doubt be repaired before they get 

there and nothing will come of it. The Centre can wheel in 

some very big guns when anyone tries to investigate them.‟ 

„What do you mean by big guns?‟ 

„Legal guns.‟ 

„Can you name any?‟ 

„Yes. Judge D‟Arcy and half-a-dozen barristers. No one 

wants to risk their careers taking them on.‟ 
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Humphrey was suddenly thoughtful. Ian guessed that it 

was his mention of Neville D‟Arcy. He remembered some-

thing one of his skydiving mates had said about the judge 

and resolved to get in touch with him as soon as possible. 

 

L uke removed a tissue sample from the refrigerator 

and placed it under the microscope. Mathew, Mark 

and John watched from their benches in the laboratory. 

The sample came from Mathew‟s shrunken arm and he 

wanted his brother‟s opinion on it. 

„What do you think?‟ Mathew asked. 

„Big improvement.‟ 

„You‟re not saying that just to make me feel good?‟ 

„No. The treatment‟s working just fine.‟ 

The boys were waiting for their older brother, James. 

He‟d gone down to Cedar Lodge to meet Joshua. Mathew 

looked out of the window. He had a frail constitution and 

tended to panic at the slightest problem. 

„Jim‟s been down there a long time. Do you think any-

thing‟s gone wrong?‟ 

„No. That‟s a good sign,‟ Luke tried to reassure his broth-

er. „You‟d have to worry if he came straight back. That 

would mean they didn‟t get along.‟ 

„You think it‟s going alright then?‟ 

„It‟s going fine. Stop fretting. Everything‟s under control. 

We‟re taking it step by step, like we do in our research.‟ 

He was interrupted by heavy footsteps. James had ar-

rived back. He bounded up the outside steps, two at a 

time, and pranced through the door. He reminded Luke of 

a male model at a fashion show on TV. 

„What do you think of my new gear?‟ 

„Wow!‟ 
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„Not bad … hey?‟ 

James strutted over to a mirror. 

„I got‟em in one of the shops at Cedar Park. They‟re a 

present from Josh … all the latest rage in London.‟ 

„You‟re getting on well with him then?‟ Luke said. 

„Yep. He‟s not such a bad guy when you get to know 

him.‟ James adjusted his collar. „I‟m beginning to feel a bit 

guilty about those chimp genes.‟ 

„You mean the ones Miriam pumped into him?‟ 

„That‟s right.‟ 

„Have they taken?‟ 

„Yep. He‟ll need constant treatment if he‟s going to re-

tain his sapient form … at least, that‟s what I‟ve told him.‟ 

„He believed you?‟ 

„Worked like a charm.‟ 

„What about the pharmaceuticals?‟ 

„Couldn‟t stop talking about them. He wanted to know if 

Miriam had lied about the stuff we‟re developing. I con-

vinced him that she had and that got him into a bit of a 

tizzy. Then I said it didn‟t matter because we‟ve got eve-

rything under control. After that I had him eating out of 

my hand.‟ 

„What about Sam and the Master?‟ 

„I said they‟re putting the pharmaceutical project at risk 

with all the crazy things they do. He couldn‟t agree more 

and he doesn‟t like the way they‟re treating the kids … 

said something has to be done about it.‟ 

„Did you suggest a solution?‟ 

„I said we could get the venerable Ah Mong Chou elected 

Master if there was a vacancy. The guy‟s totally senile and 



 179 

would be easy to handle. I indicated that I‟d be prepared 

to take on the duties of warden.‟ 

„What was his reaction to that?‟ 

„Josh said that, from the way Sam and the Master were 

behaving, both jobs could fall vacant at any moment. He 

thinks the police are on to them. He said that if things go 

badly wrong, we‟ll have to place the blame on them and 

wriggle out the best we can.‟ 

Two photographs hung on the laboratory wall. One was 

of an elderly man and the other of a younger woman. 

They were their parents. Both had distinguished scientific 

careers. They‟d never met and both had died before the 

boys were born. James pointed to the photographs. 

„We‟re doing what they would have wanted. We‟re going 

to get rid of the arseholes who have taken over this place. 

Then we‟ll take control.‟ 
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CHAPTER 19 

 

New Home 

 

Y uki lay between clean sheets on a steel-framed bed in 

an all-girls dormitory. She wore a white nightgown. 

Her clothes had been taken from her and she had been is-

sued with a set of robes and undergarments. The only 

personal items that remained in her possession were her 

watch and electronic dictionary. A noise had disturbed her 

sleep. She‟d grown accustomed to the sounds of the Aus-

tralian tropics and usually slept through them. This one 

wasn‟t Australian. It was the mighty roar of a big cat. 

The girls in the dormitory said it wasn‟t safe to go out at 

night. She‟d taken that as a warning about guard dogs. 

Now it seemed that a far more dangerous animal was on 

the prowl. A movement caught her eye. Something had 

climbed up from below and was sitting on the windowsill. 

At first she thought it was a small boy. Then she saw the 

head against the moonlit sky and realised it was a chim-

panzee. She recalled that apes were sacred and performed 

some sort of religious function around the place. Her lec-

ture notes spoke about that. 
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„Bullshit baffles brains!‟ 

It was an expression she‟d learnt from her host family in 

New York and she recited it every time she came upon offi-

cial sounding nonsense. She had been given the notes 

when she arrived and they were full of bullshit. Most re-

ferred to gods and goddesses but some had a more sinister 

meaning. 

Vaigron was one of them. It referred to children born by 

artificial means from the seeds and sperm of parents se-

lected for their exceptional mental and spiritual powers. 

The scriptures foretold that vaigrons would play a leading 

role in a new world order once the forces of darkness had 

been vanquished. 

Another term was Immaculate Conception. Tomoko had 

used it in her letters. Yuki was alarmed to discover that it 

referred to surrogate motherhood as well as divine impreg-

nation. On one page of the notes there was a picture of the 

Virgin Mary receiving the blessing of the Holy Ghost. On the 

next there were photographs of young women receiving 

surgical implants. The thought of Tomoko allowing her body 

to be used in such a way was horrifying. 

Yuki consulted her watch. She had a busy day ahead of 

her and needed to sleep. Morning prayers were in three 

hours and would be followed by breakfast. After that she 

had an appointment with the warden. 

 

B reakfast was eaten to the sound of chanting and end-

ed with the sound of a gong. Yuki left the dining hall 

and was met by the woman from reception. She was armed 

with a clipboard and wore a laminated card that said her 

name was Muriel and she was OIC Administrative Services. 

To Yuki Muriel looked more like a prison officer. Her heavy 

shoes were metal capped and the clipboard was made of 

stainless steel. Yuki guessed it could double as a weapon if 



 182 

the need arose. She followed her through a Chinese tem-

ple to a courtyard with an ornate wall of carved marble.  

On the other side, the scene changed with an abruptness 

Yuki had learned to expect of her new home. 

 An English cottage stood in a typically English garden 

with flowers that didn‟t belong in the tropics. When she 

got there, Yuki wasn‟t surprised to discover that the flow-

ers were plastic, like the thatch on the roof. Muriel rang 

the bell and they were greeted by a bald-headed man 

wearing a clerical collar. Muriel left and Yuki was ushered 

into a sitting room. 

It reminded her of TV dramas about a country vicar in 

Victorian England. Everything in it belonged to that period. 

Expensive rugs covered the polished floor and a table with 

a lace cloth was laid for tea. The bald-headed man indicat-

ed a chair and sat down opposite her. 

„Milk before or after?‟ 

„I prefer my tea poured first,‟ Yuki replied. 

She was about to be treated to an English tea ceremony. 

She knew it from the three months she‟d spent as the 
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guest of an elderly couple in an English cathedral city. The 

rules were different from those in Japan but not greatly 

different. The bald-headed man poured her cup and 

placed it before her. 

„You speak most excellent English. Wherever did you 

learn it?‟ 

„In England and America … and now in Australia.‟ 

„Where in England, may I ask?‟ 

„In London, Winchester and Oxford.‟ 

Yuki glanced at the pictures on the wall and saw that an 

Oxford college was amongst them. „I stayed with Profes-

sor and Mrs Lambert in Oxford. Perhaps you know them.‟ 

„No.‟ The baldhead shook in a way Yuki found unconvinc-

ing. „I‟m from New Zealand. I know England, of course, 

but have few acquaintances there.‟ 

Yuki reached for her dictionary. „How do you spell ac-

quaintances?‟ 

He spelt the word and gazed at her benignly. „What have 

you there?‟ 

„It‟s my electronic dictionary.‟ 

Yuki held up the dictionary, flicked it to camera mode, 

and took a couple of quick shots as he lent forward. „I 

write the word in English and it gives me words in Japa-

nese.‟ She showed him the screen. „That one says tomo-

dachi. It means friend.‟ 

„Oh. How fascinating. It really is amazing … all the mar-

vellous things that can be done today.‟ 

A cup of tea was placed before her. 

„It‟s Darjeeling … one of my favourites.‟ He waited for 

her to take a sip. „Now, be honest. How do you like it?‟ 

„It‟s very nice, thank you.‟ 
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„Your sister prefers coffee … if I recall rightly.‟ 

Yuki‟s heart missed a beat. She‟d asked about Tomoko in 

the office and her questions had been met with stony si-

lence. 

„A most talented young woman,‟ his voice was filled with 

rapture. „She gave recitals on the terrace in the evenings 

… a real joy.‟ 

He returned his cup to the tray. 

„Do you have any musical inclinations, Miss Mori?‟ 

„No,‟ Yuki shook her head. „I trained in physical health 

and fitness. I‟m going to work in a gymnasium when I get 

home.‟ 

His obvious disdain for anyone who would engage in 

such a lowly occupation was written on his face. He exam-

ined her over his spectacles. 

„You spent some time in the commune before coming 

here?‟ 

„Yes. I thought that was how Tomoko did it.‟ 

His eyes narrowed. „Why did you think that?‟ 

„She wrote me. It sounded very exciting. That‟s why I 

came.‟ 

„Your father didn‟t send you?‟ 

„No.‟ 

Yuki wondered if she had given the correct reply. Then 

she saw the flicker of relief on his face. He cleared his 

throat. „We normally ask for a small donation from our stu-

dents to support our charitable works and defray costs. As 

the daughter of a founding member, this payment will be 

waived in your case.‟ 

He rose and turned towards the door. 
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„I trust that your stay will be enjoyable, Miss Mori. 

Please feel free to bring any problems to me. My name, by 

the way, is Samuel.‟ 

„I do have a problem.‟ 

„What is that?‟ 

„I want to speak to my sister.‟ 

Sam inclined his head. „I‟m sorry. I cannot help you. 

Your sister left no forwarding address when she departed 

our company. We have no way of contacting her.‟ 

 

T here was something sinister about Sam‟s reply. Per-

haps it was the way he said it. Perhaps she was 

over sensitive. Yuki didn‟t know but it put her on edge. 

She went into the meditation garden and walked for a 

while trying to calm her nerves. It was peaceful and she 

was beginning to unwind when a monk appeared and said 

the garden was out of bounds to novices: she must join 

the other students. 

She went to the lecture theatre and found them sprawl-

ing around in the covered patio outside. Their company ir-

ritated her. Playing the silly rich kid was far more demand-

ing than she‟d imagined. The problem was the other kids. 

For the most part they were unbearable and they weren‟t 

particularly young either. Many were older than herself. An 

American friend had talked about thirty-five-year-old teen-

agers. She‟d not taken much notice at the time. Now she 

knew what he was talking about. 

She pulled out her electronic dictionary and hunted for 

words to describe them. The English language is rich in 

terms of abuse: obnoxious, arrogant, repulsive, naïve, 

foolish, stupid, self-righteous, ignorant, lazy. They all fit-

ted in one way or another. She put down the dictionary 

and started to chant her sutras. She‟d often wondered 

about them. Now she knew their purpose. They‟d been in-
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vented to calm the nerves and take your mind off objec-

tionable people. 

After a while, she stopped thinking about rich kids and 

started to think about her sister. One thing was certain: 

Tomoko was totally different from them. Tomoko had en-

tered the demanding world of the international concert pi-

anist. The idiots chattering on the patio weren‟t capable of 

anything more complicated than spending their families‟ 

money. She looked around for the one person that she 

had any time for. Her name was Ruth and they‟d met the 

night before. 

She found Ruth sitting on a bed in the dormitory block, 

staring at a line of coloured pills. About sixty and suffering 

from mental problems, Ruth Eagan was by no means stu-

pid. Yuki was attracted by her quiet New England speech. 

„I can‟t remember,‟ she looked up when Yuki entered. „I 

know it sounds silly but I can‟t remember if I‟ve taken 

them.‟ 

„Do you take them with anything?‟  

Ruth thought for a while. „Yes, I do. And I took them 

with my orange juice after breakfast. Thank you. That was 

very helpful.‟ 

She returned the pills to their containers and sighed. 

„I don‟t know why I have so many. It wasn‟t like that 

when William was alive.‟ 

„Who‟s William?‟ 

„My brother. He was president of Matcon.‟ 

Yuki reached for her electronic dictionary, flipped it into 

photographic mode, and recorded an image of Ruth. She 

could scarcely believe her ears. The woman sitting beside 

her was heiress to one of the world‟s biggest fortunes. 

„I first had my problems when I was sixteen,‟ Ruth con-

fided. „Daddy sent me to lots of clinics then William took 

care of me when daddy passed away.‟ 



 187 

What followed was confused but not difficult to follow. 

William looked after his sister until his untimely death. 

Then things fell apart. One day Ruth was living in a big 

mansion in the Hudson valley, looking after her chickens 

and cats. The next, she was on a plane flying to Australia. 

 

Y uki remained with Ruth for most of the day, attend-

ing lectures in the main hall and meditation sessions 

in the covered patio outside. Towards evening she had a 

chance to slip away. She‟d compiled a report for Humph-

rey and was anxious to send it. This required line-of-sight 

contact with the receiving dishes on the motel lawn and 

that meant entering the meditation garden. She sneaked 

in, made for one of the shrines, pointed her electronic dic-

tionary and typed the transmit code. A green light flashed 

and an agonising wait followed as the photographic imag-

es were sent. 

The light was still flashing when the flip-flop of sandals 

alerted her to danger. She looked up and saw a powerfully 

built man in the tunic of a warrior monk. She switched the 

dictionary to camera mode and took a couple of quick 

shots as he approached. 

„Right-left-round-long. Right-left …‟ 

She began to recite to an English lesson. 

„What are you doing?‟ 

He came down the steps and spoke in Japanese. 

„I‟m practising my English.‟ 

„Let me see,‟ he reached out a hand. 

Yuki gave him the earphone and kept a tight hold on the 

dictionary. 

„Right-reft-round-rong … what that mean?‟ 

Yuki pressed a button and a voice gave the Japanese 

translation. 
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„Oh! Very good!‟ 

He handed the earphone back. 

„Now, please go. Students not allowed in meditation 

garden.‟ 

He led the way and Yuki followed. Halfway up the steps 

the skirt of his robe rose and she saw the tattoos on his 

legs. She pulled out the dictionary, took a quick shot, 

swung round and transmitted the image to Humphrey. 
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Chapter 20 

 

Junk Yard 

 

P atrick lent over Humphrey‟s shoulder and stared at 

the computer screen. They were in the smallest 

room in the building or, at least, the smallest to be desig-

nated as an office. Earlier that morning, the Minister had 

instructed Patrick to provide something bigger for 

Humphrey. The fat man had bumped into the Minister on 

one of his rare visits to the department and had invited 

him to see his latest discoveries. Patrick was furious. It 

was a brazen attempt to go over his head. Ministers were 

out of bounds to all except senior staff. He watched with 

growing anger as pictures of palm trees and iridescent 

butterflies flashed on the screen, followed by shots of 

temples, churches and mosques. It looked more like a 

travelogue than a police report. 

„The place is a religious junk yard,‟ Humphrey said. 

„What are you talking about?‟ 

„The Meditation Centre. It‟s the headquarters of the 

Nimbin Foundation … must have cost a fortune to build.‟ 
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„Where is it?‟ 

„On top of a mountain in Far North Queensland. There‟s 

no direct access. You either go through a resort on one 

side or a hippy commune on the other. They try to make 

out they‟re just neighbours … I don‟t believe it.‟ 

„What do you believe?‟ 

„I think they‟re a bunch of crooks.‟ 

Humphrey clicked the mouse and a picture of a grey-

haired woman appeared on the screen. She was sitting on 

a steel-framed bed, clutching a bottle of pills. „That‟s Ruth 

Eagan. She‟s William K Eagan‟s sister and heiress to the 

Matcon billions. If you wonder where the Nimbies get their 

money, there‟s your answer. They dupe vulnerable people 

like Miss Eagan out of their inheritance.‟ 

„Can you prove any of this?‟ 

Humphrey tapped the keyboard and produced a picture 

of a rosy-cheeked man in a clerical collar. „That‟s Soapy 

Sam. He‟s warden of the Centre and reports to the Master 

– whoever he might be.‟ He brought up another image and 

placed it beside Sam. „This shot comes from the UK‟s Most 

Wanted List. As you can see, Sam bears a striking resem-

blance to a person sought by Scotland Yard for extortion, 

embezzlement and murder. The Minister was most im-

pressed by that piece of detective work. He even talked 

about a media release.‟ 

„I hope you dissuaded him!‟ 

„I said it was a bit early for that. Just because two people 

look alike, it doesn‟t mean they‟re the same person. I told 

him that a lot more work is needed before we can make a 

positive identification.‟ 

Patrick felt a pang of relief. Humphrey might be lacking 

in judgement and good sense but wasn‟t a complete mor-

on. He watched as a podgy finger jabbed at the keys and a 

powerfully built woman appeared. 
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„You no doubt remember the clipboard murders.‟ 

Patrick vaguely recalled a turf war between homicidally 

inclined madams in charge of high-class escort agencies. 

„The winner was a certain Muriel Hobbs,‟ Humphrey con-

tinued. „She allegedly carved up the opposition with a 

metal clipboard, honed to razor sharpness along one 

edge. The charges against her were dismissed on tech-

nical grounds. The presiding judge was Mr Neville D‟Arcy. 

He came in for a lot of criticism.‟ 

„Are you saying this is the same woman?‟ 

„Yes. And she now works for the Meditation Centre.‟ 

His next offering was a sharply featured man of Asian 

appearance. „This gentleman is Kenjiro – or Ken for short. 

On the mountain he dresses in the robes of a Zen monk. 

In Osaka he wears a suit and carries a briefcase with an 

Uzi inside. Ken is based at the Meditation Centre and is a 

frequent visitor to Cedar Park where he dines with its 

owner, Joshua Tanaka.‟ 

Humphrey moved the stylus to an area around the 

monk‟s calves. A magnified image revealed a pattern of 

tattoos, starting at the feet and disappearing beneath the 

robe. „The tattoos tell us he is a member of the yakuza …‟ 

„What‟s that?‟ 

„The Japanese mafia. Yuki knows a lot about them. Her 

current persona is that of a silly rich kid. As a student, 

she lived in a depressed working-class area…‟ 

„How do you know they‟re yaku … whatever it is? I‟ve 

seen lots of Japanese with tattoos. They can‟t all be 

members of criminal gangs?‟ 

„You‟ve seen lots,‟ Humphrey replied dismissively. „They 

come here and lie around on our beaches … young males 

with dyed hair and rings in their ears. They belong to a 

different generation.‟ 
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He moved the stylus and produced a magnified image of 

the monk‟s lower arms. The intricate pattern, which 

flowed from his ankles, spilled out from his sleeves. 

„The tattoos cover the entire body. No one gets tattooed 

like that unless they have criminal intentions and want to 

be turned into lampshades.‟ 

„Lampshades?‟ 

„Yes. When gang members die, their skin is peeled off, 

made into parchment and used in the manufacture of 

lampshades. It‟s a great honour – like having a memorial 

erected in your name. You know how bowls clubs put up 

plaques in memory of former members.‟ 

„You‟re surely talking about the past.‟ 

„No. The practice is still alive although few would admit 

it.‟ Humphrey clicked the mouse and produced a magnified 

image of the monk‟s hand. „You will see that he has a joint 

missing on his little finger.‟ 

Patrick nodded. 

„He ballsed up and paid the price,‟ Humphrey an-

nounced. 

„Whatever do you mean?‟ 

„He got it wrong. When public servants get it wrong they 

put their careers at risk. Their failures are recorded on 

their personnel files and their prospects take a bashing. 

When a yakuza gets it wrong his promotion prospects take 

a bashing unless he acknowledges his failures. He doesn‟t 

write an apology, as a public servant might. Instead, he 

cuts off the end of a finger, places it in a casket, and 

sends it to his boss. Someone in your position would send 

it to his Minister if the practice were ever adopted here.‟ 

Patrick decided that he truly hated Humphrey. The man 

was devoid of respect for his seniors. There should be no 

place for people like him in the public service. When the 
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opportunity arose, he would make sure he never set foot 

in a government department again. 

 

Y uki headed for the pago-

da. It was where she 

went to write her reports for 

Humphrey. The tall building 

wasn‟t out of bounds to stu-

dents and there were no 

signs of hidden cameras or 

listening devices. She climbed 

its creaking stairs and was 

nearing the top when a feel-

ing of unease crept over her. 

She sensed a presence on the 

floor above. It might have 

been a sixth sense or some-

thing far more mundane – 

but she knew there was 

someone up there. 

„Yukiko!‟ 

An elderly voice called her 

name. 

„There are things I must tell you.‟ 

It sounded like a trap. Yuki looked around. A Taoist stat-

ue carried an ornamental sword, made of bronze and suf-

ficiently strong to be used as a real weapon. She 

wrenched it from the statue‟s hands and continued up the 

stairs. 

„I knew your father, Yukiko.‟ 

The ancient voice was pleading now. 

„You have placed yourself in great danger by coming 

here.‟ 
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She reached the top floor and looked around. The ceiling 

was dominated by an image of a barred-spiral galaxy and 

there were alcoves with statues … but where was the old 

man? 

Her eyes drifted from one alcove to the next and settled 

on a cadaverous figure in Buddhist garb. His picture hung 

in the lecture theatre. Yuki recognised him at once. He 

was the venerable Ah Mong Chou. His lips opened and he 

spoke with a voice like wind through dry grass. 

„I was told that you had arrived and I have been waiting 

to speak to you.‟ He reached out a bony hand. „I see your 

father‟s likeness in you and I feel his spirit. I sought it in 

your sister but it was not there.‟ 

His eyes were blue but, otherwise, there was little to 

identify him as a member of the European race. Not a hair 

remained on his head and his skin was wrinkled like old 

parchment. Yuki guessed he was even older than her fa-

ther. She lent her sword against the wall. 

„Do you know what happened to my sister?‟ 

„I will come to that.‟ The ancient lips forced out the 

words. „First I must tell you about this place. Then you 

must go to the police and tell them what is happening 

here.‟ 

He clasped her in a claw-like grip. 

„Has your father told you about the Nimbin Fellowship.‟ 

„He said it was founded after the war.‟ 

„That is correct. We fought on the losing side. Your father 

went on to become a famous engineer. I went into hiding. 

I was sought as a Nazi war criminal because of the biologi-

cal research I did on prisoners in the concentration camps. 

I could still be hauled off to face trial if my identity were 

discovered.‟ 

A thin smile crossed his face. 
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„Had I been a rocket engineer my future would have 

been very different. The victors would have recognised 

the important role I could have played in the Cold War.‟ 

The point was lost on Yuki. She knew that the victorious 

allies fell out and a bitter conflict followed. Enemies had 

become friends and friends had become enemies. The old 

man was like a ghost from the past. He looked up at the 

ceiling and his expression soured. The image of the 

barred-spiral galaxy was clearly distasteful. Yuki was re-

minded of the Nazi swastika and wondered if that was 

what was upsetting him. 

„Everything you are taught in your lectures is based on 

half-truths,‟ he said. „They mix fact with fiction. The gos-

pels say the Milky Way is a barred-spiral. That was not 

known when they were written and the people here claim 

it as ancient knowledge.‟ 

He scrutinised Yuki. „What do you think?‟ 

„There could be other explanations…‟ 

„Yes, Yukiko!‟ he placed his hands together. „You are the 

true daughter of my old friend, Kazuo Yamazaki. I have 

watched you since you arrived and when you came up the 

stairs with that sword I knew my judgement had not 

failed. That was why I shrank into the shadows.‟ 

He squeezed her hand. „I live with my sins, Yukiko. And 

I am burdened by the sins of others. When you are young 

you think you can confront them and make amends for 

them. As you grow older you know they will always be 

part of you. Even those who fought on the winning side 

know the traumas. There are veterans from the Vietnam 

war living in a commune not far from here. They under-

stand what I am saying.‟ 

He ground to a halt. 

„You spoke about the spiral,‟ Yuki prompted. 
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„Their claim to be heirs to ancient knowledge is part of 

the nonsense.‟ He collected his thoughts. „I recall a night 

in Nimbin. It would have been fifty years ago. One of our 

members was a distinguished cosmologist. The constella-

tion of Sagittarius was overhead and he said the centre of 

the galaxy was in that direction. Someone produced a 

pair of binoculars and everyone agreed that the stars of 

the Milky Way are concentrated there and the bulge is 

skewed. The cosmologist commented that the Milky Way 

could be a barred spiral and we were looking along the 

bar. The Nimbin Gospels were being compiled at the time 

and that casual remark was written up as fact. Astrono-

mers have since proved that it was right. Perhaps they‟ll 

prove that some of the other things in the Gospels are 

correct. There‟s so much to choose from … it can‟t all be 

wrong.‟ 

„The spiral has something to do with Immaculate Con-

ception,‟ Yuki said. „The lecture notes talk about a cleans-

ing ray that flows down the bar. They say our planet will 

soon pass through it and a new era will begin. Only those 

who have received the holy seed will survive and their 

children will inherit the Earth.‟ 

„That‟s the nonsense put out by the Master.‟ 

„The Master?‟ 

„We adopted him while he was still a boy at school. He 

had a brilliant mind and we forgot that Hitler and Stalin 

had brilliant minds. We were so keen to denounce them 

as mindless tyrants that we couldn‟t bring ourselves to 

believe that it takes a stroke of true genius to commit evil 

on such an immensely grand scale.‟ 

The old man‟s voice faltered. Yuki followed his gaze 

through the window opening into the garden below and 

saw Kenjiro, the yakuza monk, striding towards them. 



 197 

„Go!‟ he gasped. „Tell the police that the people here are 

conducting biological experiments far worse than the Na-

zis ever performed. Say they must raid the laboratory and 

uncover the evil.‟ 

„What about Tomoko?‟ 

„Your sister went to live in the Master‟s lodge.‟ 

He sank back into the shadows and Yuki made for the 

stairs. On the next floor she squeezed into an alcove and 

hid. The flip-flop of sandals continued past her. She re-

turned the sword to the statue and slipped quietly away. 

 

J ames sat in the Diggers 

Arms. The tavern was 

built in the old colonial 

style and imitated the sort 

of hostelry that would have 

been frequented by miners 

panning for gold – if there 

had been any in the near-

by streams. It was one of 

Joshua‟s many creations 

and catered for the needs 

of Cedar Park‟s more ad-

venturous clientele. 

James was there to observe and learn. Until recently, he 

had been a stranger to sexual passion. Miriam Steinfeld 

had told him that sex was something the lower classes 

went in for. Persons of intellect used alternative means of 

reproduction like his parents had done. 

James felt stupid for having believed her. Miriam had 

given him injections when he was twelve. She said it was 

to guard against whooping cough. The awful truth dawned 

when he went to see Joshua. Both were suffering from the 

same awful affliction. Joshua‟s had been caused by fire. 
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His was caused by a needle. Now, thanks to gene therapy, 

both of them were showing immense improvement. 

Joshua wanted to repay him. He said James‟ injuries 

weren‟t just physical. His entire social and emotional de-

velopment had been stunted by what Sam and Miriam had 

done to him. They wanted a brain in a box and they‟d 

come part way to achieving it. With his usual attention to 

detail, Josh had devised a schedule of activities to rectify 

the problem. 

The schedule had clear goals and strict criteria had to be 

met before he could proceed to more demanding lessons. 

Today‟s was a simple exercise in familiarisation. Later he 

would engage in casual conversation and proceed to hand-

holding and kissing. The supreme goal would come when 

he escorted a young woman to the love hotel in the re-

sort‟s extensive grounds. 

A group of young people was gathered around the horse-

shoe bar that dominated the barn-like building. They were 

the Ninjas and the Beach Boys. Josh said there was a 

young policeman amongst them. He was a skinny little fel-

low and there would be no trouble recognising him. 

James saw the young man next to a plump girl in black 

tights. Josh said they had some interesting images of the 

two together. James knew what that meant. Interesting 

images could be useful. That was why Cedar Park had sex 

romps. Those who participated were bound by the mutual 

trust of shared experiences. It was the sort of trust that 

encouraged people to cooperate and not to be frugal when 

asked for favours. 

Josh was a brilliant operator. James was impressed by 

his smooth efficiency and knowledge of how the world 

worked. According to Josh, the weak part of their opera-

tion was the Master. He likened him to a little boy who 

wanted to see how much he could get away with. They 

both agreed that the pharmaceutical project was hugely 

endangered by his stupid games. 
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James wasn‟t interested in silly games. The vision of 

empire burned bright. Josh had sketched out the possibil-

ities. Empires of the past were carved out by nation 

states. Empires of the future would be created by individ-

uals and based on market share. Empires of the past had 

dynasties and power passed through children. That was 

no longer necessary. Science could prolong human life to 

the point where children weren‟t needed. Emperors of the 

future would be immortal. 

James liked the idea. In the meantime he had a bit of 

catching up to do. The thought of being an emperor was 

seductive but girls were far more appealing. His hor-

mones surged as a Ninja jumped onto the bar and 

doused herself with bubbly. Weeks before he would have 

found the spectacle boring. Now he wanted to join in. 

 

Y oung arms swayed and cries of 

hallelujah echoed round the hall. 

Kirstin stood in a doorway with Monique 

Hoffman and Joyce Vandenberg. She‟d 

flown to the Gold Coast to be there. 

The swaying and shouts of adulation 

followed a lecture by Judge D‟Arcy. He 

was there as patron and co-founder of 

the Young Australia Rally for Christ. His 

message to his impressionable audi-

ence was clear … do as I say and seek 

guidance from people like me. 

The swaying was followed by shouts of 

Jesus. As if on cue, Judge D‟Arcy 

stepped forward and held out his arms. 

Joyce was unable to contain her indignation. 

„I need some fresh air!‟ 

She left the hall and the other two women followed. 

They found a secluded garden and sat on a bench be-
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neath a pergola covered in purple bougainvillea. Joyce 

loosened her blouse. 

„I was prepared for something awful but that was worse 

than anything I imagined. Those kids are being indoctri-

nated.‟ She took in a deep breath. „Have you noticed how 

everything is done to the beat of three? It‟s like those 

Nazi rallies on the history programs. They shouted Sieg 

Heil three times and stuck out their arms. Here it‟s Jesus 

three times and they wave their arms.‟ 

„Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!‟ 

Young voices sounded as if to make the point. 

Monique turned to Kirstin. 

„It‟s the same with Baba. Everything is done in threes 

and there‟s this obsession with saving yourself for a great 

event. With Judge D‟Arcy it‟s the Second Coming and 

they wear crucifixes. With Baba it‟s the Dawning of a New 

Age and they wear spirals. I know it sounds crazy but I 

wouldn‟t be surprised if they‟re the same person.‟ 

Kirstin leant forward. 

„You told Joyce that you thought Neville D‟Arcy was 

none other than the obscene young man, called Nev, who 

gave you so much trouble thirty years ago. Are you now 

suggesting that all three are the same person?‟ 

Monique thought for a while. 

„I suppose I am.‟ 

„Why is that?‟ 

„It was a sort of feeling.‟ 

„We call it intuition,‟ Kirstin said. „The human mind 

learns to cope with chunks of information. Women are 

better at it than men. Do you know why you got the feel-

ing?‟ 

Monique searched for an answer. 

„They give me bad vibes.‟ 
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Kirstin nodded sympathetically. „Could you go over your 

reasons why you think that?‟ 

„They‟re spookily similar.‟ 

„In what way?‟ 

„They both preach chastity!‟ 

„There‟s surely nothing unusual in that.‟ 

„It‟s what comes after.‟ Monique collected her thoughts. 

„Mary Jackson is pregnant and thinks her child will be the 

next Messiah. The Swiss girls are obsessed with virginity 

but they think it‟s alright to be high on drugs – it‟s all so 

totally obscene!‟ 

„You think Judge D‟Arcy is Baba,‟ Kirstin said. „Why do 

you think Nev is Judge D‟Arcy? From what I understand, 

you hardly knew him. You had shouting matches but little 

else. He spiked trees and sabotaged machinery. You 

sought a dialogue with the loggers.‟ 

„I can‟t remember much about him,‟ Monique agreed, 

„but I have a strong feeling for what he was like. Nev did-

n‟t believe in anything. He hijacked other people‟s ideas. 

That made us so angry. He made the protest movement 

look stupid. Judge D‟Arcy is the same. He makes the 

Christian religion look stupid.‟ 

„Anything else?‟ 

„Yes. It‟s the way Nev behaved when other people were 

speaking. He used to tilt his head and look down his nose 

at them in a superior sort of way. Judge D‟Arcy does that.‟ 

„What about the nose … do you remember it?‟ 

„It was like a bird‟s beak and he had dark bushy eye-

brows. Scot called him The Crow. It was his nickname for 

Nev. And, there‟s another thing. Nev laid on the stress at 

the end of each sentence … just like Judge D‟Arcy.‟ 

„You have remembered a lot,‟ Kirstin said. 
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„Do you think I could be right?‟ 

„Why not?‟ 

„It seems unbelievable … Nev becoming a judge.‟ 

„Not necessarily,‟ Kirstin picked up a fallen leaf. „Judges 

don‟t tumble out of the sky. They get born, they go to 

school and attend university. The odd thing about Neville 

D‟Arcy is that we know so little about his early years. 

Much the same can be said of Nev‟s later years.‟ 

„Scot has been looking for old photographs,‟ Monique 

said. „There used to be some of Nev in the clubhouse but 

they‟ve gone and they‟re missing from the library‟s collec-

tion of press cuttings.‟ 

„Someone removed them from the ASIO files as well,‟ 

Kirstin remarked. „All information relating to the anti-

logging protests has been destroyed.‟ 

„You mean the information ASIO collected on us?‟ 

„I do. A court order was handed down to the effect that 

the information obtained by our national intelligence 

agency contravened international human rights charters.‟ 

„That‟s what we said,‟ Monique sounded pleased. „We 

were engaged in a legitimate protest. When the rainforest 

got World Heritage status that showed we were right.‟ 

„I couldn‟t agree more,‟ Kirstin nodded sympathetically. 

„The court acted in a totally correct and proper manner. 

Unfortunately, some useful information was lost in the 

process.‟ 

„You mean information on Nev?‟ Joyce asked. 

„Precisely. ASIO was instructed to destroy all records 

pertaining to persons engaged in protests against logging 

in the vicinity of Nimbin. Humphrey made inquiries to see 

if anything had survived. He was told that everything had 

been destroyed apart from a photograph of a shapely 
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French girl and her Australian boyfriend, chained naked to 

a tree to save it from the axemen. It seems that Nev was-

n‟t sufficiently sexy to be rescued from the shredder.‟ 

Joyce watched Monique blush and guessed the stories 

about her and Scot were true. She decided to change the 

subject. 

„Do we know who was behind the court order?‟ 

„A distinguished expert on international law.‟ 

„His name wouldn‟t be D‟Arcy by any chance?‟  

„Right first time, Joyce.‟ 

The sound of voices caused Kirstin to rise. Young people 

were streaming from the hall. She picked up her camera 

and prepared to leave. 

„I‟ll meet you at dinner…‟ 

The camera was one Kirstin used for bird spotting. She 

took it from its case, fitted a telephoto lens, and hurried 

to a clump of bushes beside the road. From that vantage 

point, she had a good view of the car park. 

Her shutter clicked as a handsome young man arrived 

with an entourage of female admirers. He wore a clerical 

collar and was in his late-twenties. None of the girls 

looked more than seventeen. They hung on his arm and 

fingered his guitar as he led them towards his old car. 

Kirstin was reminded of something Monique had said 

about cults that preach one thing and practise another. 

She continued to click away as more people got into 

their cars and drove off. Minutes passed and only two ve-

hicles remained. She switched the camera to a higher ISO 

setting as the light began to fail and was about to leave 

when two women arrived and began to load books into 

one of the cars. She photographed them and was return-

ing the camera to its case when a movement caught her 

eye. 
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In the bushes above the car a man in a raincoat was 

masturbating. She switched the camera back on and 

caught him in profile – prominent nose and bushy eye-

brows. Her shutter clicked. It was probably too dark to get 

anything useful but that didn‟t matter. She knew who he 

was. 
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CHAPTER 21 

 

All-seeing Eye 

T he body of the venerable Ah Mong Chou lay on a fu-

neral pyre, sprinkled with red powder and garlanded 

with flowers. The scene was being relayed from a camera 

mounted in one of the all-seeing eyes of a statue of Shiva 

that stood above the rose garden. Luke typed an instruc-

tion on his keyboard and the camera zoomed in to get a 

better view. 

He was immensely pleased with his latest achievement. 

The system had been up and running for only two days 

and he‟d already witnessed a murder. Now he was been 

treated to the aftermath. Ken had killed Ah Mong Chou 

and was helping to dispose of the old man‟s body. The 

warrior monk stood at one end of the pyre with a fire-

brand and Sam stood at the other with his fake bible. 

The bible housed a smaller and less sophisticated ver-

sion of the monitor that Luke had developed. Sam could 

tune into the surveillance cameras but he couldn‟t open 
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and shut doors and change the polarity of switches. Luke 

could do all of that and much more. 

The laboratory annex housed a unit for the disposal of 

pathological specimens. Luke and his brothers used it to 

dispose of tissue samples and Ken used it to get rid of 

people he‟d bumped off. He cut them up and processed 

them bit by bit. The brothers were meant to be too stupid 

to know what was going on. They‟d guessed that Miriam 

was dead when she‟d failed to turn up for work. Sam said 

she‟d gone back to America. It was a joy to see pieces of 

her brought in for disposal from Ken‟s freezer. 

Information was power. Sam used it to enforce his will 

and they now had as much information as he did. The 

first stage of their operation had gone brilliantly. They‟d 

convinced Joshua that Miriam was trying to turn him into 

a chimp and he‟d ordered her death. Their next goal was 

to get rid of Damien. Their ultimate goal was to gain con-

trol of the Nimbin Foundation. 

 

I t was midmorning and time for 

prayers. Yuki sneaked out of 

the lecture theatre and hurried 

up the road to the Master‟s 

lodge.  

She had spent hours studying 

aerial photographs and could vis-

ualise every detail of the moun-

tain. The lodge was on the sum-

mit and surrounded by rainfor-

est. Maps in the students‟ quar-

ters referred to the forest as the 

Master‟s Garden and said entry 

was restricted to those who had 

received personal invitations to join the Master in bathing 

and other rituals. 
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She left the road and entered the garden. It was cooler 

there and she felt less conspicuous. Paths led upwards. 

She took one and made her way past artificial waterfalls 

and grottos. Great care had been taken to enhance the 

natural landscape and, unlike so much on the mountain, it 

had been done in good taste. Yuki was reminded of land-

scape gardens in England. They had been created by 

eighteenth century lords for their personal enjoyment and 

that of privileged guests. It occurred to her that much the 

same had happened here. 

She reached the summit and surveyed the lodge from a 

distance. The building was constructed from cedar and 

perched on an outcrop of volcanic rock. She was reminded 

of a visit to the Eagle‟s Nest in Germany. The famous re-

treat of the Nazi dictator, Adolf Hitler, was on top of a 

mountain and entered through a tunnel. It was the same 

here. The road from below ended at a doorway set into the 

mountainside. She wondered if the Master saw himself as 

a great lord and fascist dictator rolled into one. 

There was clearly no chance of entering the lodge by the 

tunnel. A path at the rear looked more hopeful. It led to a 

line of garbage bins beside an iron stairway. She ventured 

up the stairway and heard music. Someone was playing a 

piano and they were playing one of her sister‟s favourite 

compositions. It had to be Tomoko. No one else could play 

like that. 

A beeper sounded. Yuki guessed she‟d set off an alarm. 

That didn‟t matter. Tomoko would explain why she was 

there. She pressed on and was nearing the top when a 

pair of shoes appeared on the steps above her head. They 

stuck out from beneath a pair of linen trousers. She looked 

past the trousers to a linen jacket and the unsmiling face 

of the Reverend Samuel Hodgson. 

„What are you doing here, Miss Mori?‟ 

„I‟ve come to see my sister,‟ Yuki replied boldly. 



 208 

Sam‟s face reddened. 

„I told you that your sister is no longer with us and that 

we are unaware of her whereabouts. I thought I had 

made myself clear.‟ 

„Then who‟s playing the piano?‟ 

„No one. It is a recording that your sister made.‟ 

„It doesn‟t sound like a recording.‟ 

„That‟s because it is being played on a high fidelity sys-

tem.‟ 

„Can I see it?‟ 

„No, you cannot! The Master is here.‟ 

„Can I meet him?‟ 

„No!‟ 

„But, my parents were founding members.‟ 

„So they might have been, Miss Mori. But you did not 

inherit their superior qualities. You are a very ordinary 

person whose ambition is to work in a gymnasium. We 

have ways of dealing with ordinary people who worm 

their way into our midst. Go back to your class at once!‟ 

„I‟m sorry,‟ tears welled in Yuki‟s eyes. „Someone said 

Tomoko was living in the lodge. I so want to see her.‟ 

„Leave!‟ Sam bellowed. „And do not give us anymore 

trouble or you will discover what happens to troublesome 

people.‟ 

Yuki turned and made her way back down the stairs. 

Her blood boiled. Sam would pay for his arrogance. She‟d 

show him just how ordinary she was. Ian was in the Ar-

my Reserve. He‟d been in an operation when they‟d sup-

ported the police. They‟d swooped in on paragliders and 

captured a gang of arms smugglers. She imagined Sam 

in the lodge with the Master and Kenjiro. They‟d be talk-

ing about how they‟d screwed people and Ian would 
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crash in. Guns would point at their heads. Tomoko would 

be saved and she‟d take her down to the motel to meet 

Tamara. 

But, before that could happen, she had to gather more 

information. Ah Mong Chou had told her about biological 

experiments far worse than any the Nazis had performed. 

Yuki didn‟t know much about Nazis but she did know that 

their leaders had been executed for war crimes. 

The Meditation Centre‟s laboratories were next to the 

zoo. That was where Ruth kept her cats. She had invited 

Yuki to go with her when she fed them that afternoon. It 

was too good an opportunity to miss.  

 

T amara looked out of her studio window and won-

dered what was going on. A bus with Cedar Park 

markings had stopped beside a large puddle. It didn‟t 

make sense. The driver couldn‟t have picked a worse 

place. His passengers would have to paddle through mud. 

The resort‟s drivers were usually so good. They came with 

nice people who drank magic mangoes and coffee in the 

restaurant while she did a brisk trade in the craft shop. 

The door of the bus swung open and the passengers 

swarmed out They were dressed in a sort of uniform: ba-

tik shirt, white trousers and white shoes. To Tamara, they 

looked like a gang of aging soccer hooligans as they 

tramped through the mud towards the restaurant. She 

hurried downstairs to help Molly. 

The scene was one of confusion when she got there. The 

floor of the restaurant was covered in mud. Men were 

milling around and a fat slob was leaning over the coun-

ter. 

„Rare! I want it rare.‟ 
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He wagged a finger at Molly. 

„Two eggs, sunny side up. You got that?‟ 

Molly nodded. 

„No! Don‟t just bob your head. I wanna know you got it 

right.‟ 

„You want the yokes up?‟ 

„That‟s right!‟ He turned to his companions. „Say! 

They‟re not as dumb as we thought.‟ 

„Must be the TV,‟ someone said. 

„One steak, rare. Two eggs, sunny side up. French 

fries.‟ Molly recited the order and strode into the kitchen, 

leaving Tamara to pour the coffee. She had scarcely be-

gun when a huge man elbowed his way forwards. 

„Miss, can I have your attention please?‟ 

He spoke with a heavy Australian accent and smelt of 

beer and stale tobacco. „Aren‟t you the lovely sheila that 

makes these sexy garments?‟ He lent forward and fin-

gered Tamara‟s blouse. 

„I just love those sensual lines,‟ he raised his voice like 

an actor attracting the attention of his audience. „I just 

love sensual lines and I just love little girls.‟ 

He turned and shouted. 

„Do you know why I love them?‟ 

„Tell us Fred!‟ 

The hooligans yelled in unison and banged on the ta-

bles. Tamara had seen this sort of thing before. It was 

like the games the boys in the skydiving club played – 

but lacked their good humour. The big man waited for 

the din to die down before continuing. 

„I love them…‟ 
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He raised a hand for silence. 

„I love them because when you‟ve stopped using them as 

little girls you can turn them over and use them as little 

boys.‟ 

He slouched over the counter and the men began to sing. 

„That was a horrible rhyme. Tell us another one. Just like 

the other one. Tell us another one doo…‟ 

Tamara tried to leave and he grabbed her back. 

„I love „em like I love my mother.‟ He pushed his face 

close to hers. „Do you know why I love my dear mother?‟ 

Tamara gabbed a coffee pot and poured the scalding con-

tents over his arm. He let go and she ran into the kitchen. 

Humphrey was waiting to greet her. 

„Well done! That will teach him a lesson.‟ 

He was sitting beside a security monitor and had seen the 

entire performance. Tamara locked the door. 

„What‟s going on?‟ 

„Visitors from The Village.‟ Humphrey said. „Clarence 

warned me of something like this.‟ 

As he spoke a truck arrived and parked behind the bus. A 

cattle dog jumped out followed by a man in a dirty sarong. 

Tamara‟s face paled. 

„Damien!‟ 

He looked towards the window and her expression 

changed from shock to terror. 

Molly hurried over. „Whatever‟s the matter?‟ 

„Damien … he‟s down there.‟ 

Molly put an arm round the young woman. „You‟ve got to 

get Damien out of your mind.‟ 

„Mum. You keep saying that. It‟s like you think I can just 

stop thinking about him. But I can‟t. I still remember him 
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like when I was a baby and they took me down from the 

Meditation Centre.‟ 

„Tamara!‟ Molly‟s voice hardened. „We tried for years to 

get the authorities to do something … now Humphrey‟s 

here!‟ 

„Yeah!‟ Tamara sobbed. „He‟s here and Yuki‟s up there. 

She‟s my sister. What can we do if they want to do some-

thing bad to her?‟ 

She ran upstairs and Humphrey returned to the securi-

ty monitor. Damien had entered the restaurant with the 

dog and was ordering everyone out. It was like seeing 

sheep mustered. Anyone who lagged behind got their an-

kles nipped. The big man was the last to leave. He 

helped himself to a cream cake, deposited a pile of bank-

notes on the counter and followed the rest outside. 

Humphrey was reminded of the “happenings” he‟d wit-

nessed as a child. They were in vogue for a while during 

the sixties and used by some establishments as a form of 

promotion. Funny people did funny things. It was very 

“chic” and it was part of his mother‟s work to go to chic 

places and listen to what chic people were saying. 

Sometimes she took him with her. They‟d go to restau-

rants and, between servings of ice cream, strange things 

happened. Sometimes, “cold ladies” dashed between the 

tables wearing little or nothing to protect them from the 

harsh Canberra climate. On other occasions, “cold men” 

made a similar appearance. To little Humphrey, it was 

part of growing up. Later he discovered that his mother 

led a very different life from other children‟s mothers – 

and he was being used as “cover”. 

He guessed the men in white shoes had signed up for a 

“holiday with a difference”. Watching others perform was 

one thing. Being part of the act was far more exciting. 

According to Clarence it was the sort of thing that went 
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on at The Village under the watchful eye of Joshua 

Tanaka‟s staff. Why it had spilled over into the motel was 

a mystery. 

 

R uth led the way and Yuki followed. The old woman 

took her through the meditation garden to an iron 

door, set in a high wall topped with razor wire. They were 

about to enter a forbidden zone. Signs told unauthorised 

persons to keep out and warned of high voltage cables, 

toxic chemicals and dangerous animals. 

As if that wasn‟t enough, a cage stuck out above the 

door. It had iron bars and held a dog. Yuki had never seen 

anything like it before. The animal wore a spiked collar 

and had hair like a lion‟s main. The ferocious-looking 

beast stuck its head through the bars and growled as 

they approached. 

„It‟s a lion dog,‟ Ruth said calmly. 

She unlocked the door and they entered a dark pas-

sage. The dog came down some stairs and watched from 

behind a grill. Yuki was reminded of ancient castles in Ja-

pan. You went in through an underground tunnel with 

slits in the sides. In the old days, guards stood behind 

them with pikes, ready to kill unwanted guests. It was a 

bit like that here but, instead of slits, there were cages 

with animals in them. 

„I‟m allowed in because I help look after the animals,‟ 

Ruth explained. „They did tests and said I have positive 

meams. That means I‟ve got the right vibrations. The 

night animals live here. The light hurts their eyes, poor 

dears, so they‟re only allowed out after dark.‟ 

Yuki saw a pair of eyes and figured they belonged to 

something large and very dangerous. She guessed that 

going out meant roaming free in the safari park between 

the security fences. The animals probably hunted the 
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goats that were kept there, which could explain the terri-

fied bleats she‟d heard during the night. 

She looked around and realised the doors of the cages 

could be opened by remote control. It was sobering to 

think that someone watching on a security monitor, in the 

comfort of an air-conditioned office, could flick a switch 

and deliver them to the mercy of a wild animal. 

They reached the end of the passage and emerged into 

a yard surrounded by animal houses. Yuki put on her sun-

glasses and retreated into a doorway. It was cooler there 

and she felt less conspicuous. Sweat poured down her 

face. She wasn‟t surprised the animals preferred to stay 

indoors. The heat was oppressive. Ian said humans are 

one of the few creatures that sweat. Cats and dogs keep 

cool by hanging out their tongues and panting. There was 

a lot of panting going on. 

A shout from Ruth set her nerves on edge. 

„Get back out!‟ 

At first she thought the cry was directed at her. Then 

she realised a kitten had climbed through the bars of one 

of the cages. The old woman 

tried to entice it out. Suddenly, 

there were snorts of rage and 

squeals of alarm. The kitten 

shot back and landed in Ruth‟s 

arms. 

„Bad girl, Petronella!‟ 

She wagged a finger through 

the bars. 

„You mustn‟t frighten baby so.‟ 

Yuki crept forward. Something 

big was moving about in the 

dark interior of the cage. She 

bent down and an icy breeze 
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blew in her face. A shape appeared and she recognised it 

at once. There could be no mistaking the magnificent ani-

mal. It was on the edge of extinction and she‟d collected 

money for wildlife organizations trying to protect it. She 

reached into the folds of her robe for her electronic dic-

tionary and flicked it into photographic mode. A Siberian 

tiger was staring at her. She took a quick shot and the 

flashlight revealed five cubs huddled behind their mother. 

The next cage was no less surprising. It housed a family 

of pandas. Yuki knew them as shy breeders. Zoos around 

the world were trying to get them to reproduce in captiv-

ity. Even modest successes received huge publicity. She‟d 

come to think that everything on the mountain was bull-

shit. Now, she wasn‟t so sure. An amazing breeding pro-

gram was under way. Her thoughts were interrupted by 

the sound of a gun.  

„Taliban!‟ 

Ruth jumped to her feet. 

„This way!‟ 

She dragged Yuki to a massive door and pushed it 

open.  The aroma inside suggested an elephant house. 

When her eyes became accustomed to the dark Yuki saw 

the big animal, head bowed, cowering in a corner. 

„Blood! He can smell blood. That‟s what‟s frightened the 

poor dear. I‟ll show you what‟s happening.‟ 

Ruth climbed onto some bales of hay and Yuki joined 

her. From there they could look through narrow openings 

into a yard below. The body of a donkey lay in a pool of 

blood. Limbs were being hacked off. Ruth pointed to men 

in Islamic dress. 

„Taliban!‟ 

Yuki ignored her. So many weird things happened on 

the mountain. Perhaps Siberian tigers had to be fed halal 
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meat. She was pondering the possibility when a truck en-

tered the yard with a shipping container. The men in Is-

lamic dress reached for kalashnikovs and took up posi-

tions beside the gate. 

No one spoke. The only sound was the buzzing of flies 

and the contented grunts of Petronella and her cubs as 

they chewed on fresh meat. Minutes passed and there was 

another sound. A vehicle was coming up the mountain. No 

more than a blur at first, it slowly took form as it got 

close. Yuki recognised the commune truck. It topped the 

rise and drove into the yard. Damien was at the wheel and 

the back was packed with red-faced men in batik shirts. 

„Out! Out!‟ 

The men with kalashnikovs surrounded the truck and the 

back flap was knocked open. 

„Line up!‟ 

The red-faced men were forced against a wall. 

„Infidel scum!‟ 

A man with a turban and flowing beard strode forward 

and pointed a book at them. 
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„Sons of the Great Satan!‟ 

His victims were less than impressed. 

„Boring! Boring…‟ 

They set up a chant and a big man with a huge beer gut 

staggered forward. 

Mate! Give it a miss … will yer?‟ 

„Vile creature‟ The book was thrust at him. „You think 

only of base pleasures.‟ 

„Come off it, mate.‟ The big man wiped his face with the 

sleeve of his shirt. „We‟ve been out here in the sun too 

fucking long and we‟re shagged. All we want is to freshen 

up and get into some clean clothes.‟ 

„Silence!‟ A gun was waved at him. 

„Give over!‟ The big man reached for the gun. „We know 

it don‟t fire real bullets. It‟s all part of the act and we‟ve 

had enough.‟ 

His fingers touched the gun and a shot rang out. A red 

patch appeared on his shirt and his knees buckled. He 

slumped … blood trickling from his mouth. 

„Infidel Scum!‟ 

The bearded man glared at his captives. 

„Like fish you rose to our bait. We enticed you with 

promises of carnal delights. We baited our hooks to catch 

the most debased creatures in the Western World. You 

thought you were playing a game but this is not a game!‟ 

He prodded the bloodied figure at his feet. 

„This foul creature has paid the ultimate price. His soul 

is received into Hell where he has joined his foul master. 

You too will suffer the same fate if you do not repent. Not 

for you, the delights of Paradise. You will not know the 

cooling waters…‟ 
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In her perch in the elephant house, Yuki grabbed her 

electronic dictionary and switched it into photographic 

mode. She took a series of shots of the bloodied corps and 

prepared to leave. Her next step would be to write a report 

and transmit it to Humphrey. She had just witnessed a 

murder. That should be enough to send the police into the 

Meditation Centre. From what Kirstin said, they would prob-

ably be backed by the Special Weapons Squad. With any 

luck, Ian would be amongst them. 

 

S am approached Joshua‟s door with a feeling of unease. 

Josh usually gave him a friendly call and invited him 

down for drinks when there were matters to be discussed. 

On this occasion he‟d been phoned by one of Joshua‟s staff 

and told to come down at once. He tapped lightly on the 

door and entered. Joshua was beside the window. Sam 

could see his battered face in the late-afternoon light. His 

expression was cool and determined. It was the expression 

Joshua wore when he was angry. 

„I‟ve received a telephone call from Ian Fraser.‟ 

„Yes,‟ Sam tried to sound relaxed. 

„Mr Fraser is president of the skydiving club of which I am 

patron.‟ 

„An excellent arrangement, if I may say so,‟ Sam beamed 

self-consciously. „Just what we need to create a good im-

pression within the local community.‟ 

„Not if Damien takes Fred Crude round to the Frazer‟s mo-

tel and terrorises their daughter. That‟s unconscionable, 

Sam. I want to know how Damien got in on the act.‟ 

„He‟s got himself rather agitated,‟ Sam said. „The Master 

told him about that Humpty fellow who‟s staying at the mo-

tel. You know what Damien‟s like. He tends to take matters 

into his own hands.‟ 
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„He hijacked my operation, Sam. He terrified my staff 

and made off with one of my buses.‟ 

„I understand the operation went rather well after that,‟ 

Sam smiled. „He got the white-shoe brigade up to the 

slaughterhouse. Most of them think they‟re going to be 

shot. They‟ll be so relieved when they find it‟s all a big 

joke.‟ 

„No, Sam! The operation did not go well.‟ Joshua‟s fist 

slammed down. „Damien muscled in on my domain and 

that‟s a hanging offence. You tell the Master that. Tell him 

that if he can‟t keep Damien under control … I will!‟ 

„They have a very special relationship,‟ Sam warned. 

„I don‟t care about their relationship. The police have 

gotten us in their sights. We mustn‟t give them any rea-

son to come in with a forensic team.‟ 

„We‟ve been very successful in the past.‟ 

„Yeah, Sam. But don‟t think it will last forever. That 

Humpty is nothing like as stupid as you think. The Master 

will be flying in soon. Speak to him. Make sure he knows 

that Kenjiro will report any stupid behaviour to me. 

 

T he big man lay on a pile of blood-

soaked straw in the dungeon of the 

love hotel. Men in Islamic dress chanted 

and made intimidating gestures at men in 

batik shirts, behind bars. 

„Sons of Satan!‟ 

Their chants were punctuated by blood-

curdling screams and threats of divine 

retribution for those who did not deny the 

sins of the flesh. One of the captives thrust a pleading 

hand through the bars. 
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„I‟ll repent.‟ 

A bearded man approached the cage. 

„Will you convert to the true faith?‟ 

„I‟ll do anything you say?‟ 

„Will you submit to the ceremony of circumcision, 

which is the badge of all true believers? 

„It‟s already been done,‟ the man shrieked. „I had a 

medical condition.‟ 

„You mean it was not done religious?‟ 

„It was done in hospital.‟ 

„Then we cut off more.‟ 

A curved  knife sliced through the man‟s belt. His trou-

sers fell and there was a blinding flash. 

„Ninja!  Ninja…‟ 

Female voices rent the air and sleek figures streaked 

over the flagstones. The lights went out and when they 

came back on a girl in black tights was standing on a 

pile of bearded men. The cages were opened and the 

men in bright shirts trooped out. The girls linked hands 

and formed a circle around the bloodied figure on the 

straw. 

„Lord Buddha!‟ 

One of them began to chant. 

„Return our Fred. Release him from the grip of death.‟ 

„Poor Fred,‟ the other girls chimed in like ham actors in 

a pantomime chorus. „Fred is dead. Give us back poor 

dead Fred.‟ 

The ground shook and the man stirred. 

„Fred! Fred!‟ 
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They pulled him to his feet and waited while he belched 

and scratched his groin. 

 

K irstin boarded the plane and prepared for the flight 

to the Gold Coast. Dr Joyce Vandenberg had phoned 

saying that there had been dramatic developments in the 

Mary Jackson case and she needed assistance. Joyce said 

she couldn‟t go into details over the phone and would tell 

her all about it later. 

Events were moving fast. Yuki was collecting incriminating 

evidence and Humphrey was making progress with the re-

port her father had written. It was in Japanese and full of 

obscure references. A particular problem arose when the 

old man recorded Western names. His computer was not 

equipped with the Roman alphabet and he had used a Jap-

anese script called katakana. 

It was the sort of intellectual problem Humphrey liked 

and he was keen to show how clever he was. Kirstin 

smiled. He had been like that as a little boy: always bring-

ing puzzles to mummy and telling her how to do them. 

Yuki‟s father was highly critical of a young man they had 

recruited because of his high intellectual capabilities. 

Humphrey had underlined his names in katakana and writ-

ten the Roman equivalents above. One was Nebiru and the 

other was Nebu. Kirstin recalled that there is no V or L 

sound in Japanese. The nearest equivalents are B and R, 

which become Bu and RU in katakana. Yuki‟s father was 

evidently talking about someone called Neville, also known 

as Nev. 

The young man‟s achievement was in an intellectual pur-

suit that was also recorded in katakana. Humphrey had 

written chess above it and had added a note saying a 

young man called Neville Darcy had won a major interna-

tional chess championship at the age of sixteen. He sur-
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mised that he had later changed the spelling of Darcy to 

the more prestigious D‟Arcy. 

It went a long way to confirming what Kirstin had sus-

pected. Monique Hoffman thought Neville D‟Arcy was Ba-

ba. Humphrey thought he was the Master. She wondered 

if D‟Arcy had anything to do with the mysterious case of 

the pregnant virgin. That was something she‟d learn 

more about when she met Joyce Vandenberg later that 

day. 
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CHAPTER 22 

 

Lion Dog 
 

L uke heard his brother yelling down the phone. Jim 

was on the hotline to Josh, telling him that Damien 

was trying to steal the lion dog. 

„It‟ll be catastrophic if he gets his hands on that animal. 

Damien‟s a pathological nutter. We‟ve already caught him 

making holes in the fence to let the tigers out. The Nation-

al Parks rangers are onto that.‟ 

„Okay.‟ Joshua‟s measured voice came down the line. 

„You say Damien is trying to open the dog‟s cage.‟ 

„Yeah. It‟s at the entrance to the zoo. There‟s a passage 

leading from the meditation garden. The cages run along 

the sides. The dog can climb up and growl at people.‟ 

„You say it‟s some sort of chimera?‟ 

„Yeah. It‟s four parts dog and one part lion.‟ 

„Why did you breed something like that?‟ 

„We didn‟t. It was Miriam Steinfeld‟s idea. She got a Ti-

betan lion dog from a guy who was smuggling them into 

the country.‟ 

„What sort of animal is that?‟ 

„It‟s a real dog. The Tibetans use them against wolves. 

They‟ve got mouths like crocodiles and hair that stands up 

like a lion‟s mane. Miriam spliced in some genes from a re-

al lion.‟ 

Luke liked the reply. Jim had dobbed in Miriam. She had 

nothing to do with the project. The lion dog was their idea. 

Members of the canine family are notoriously loyal and the 

they needed a loyal pet to look after their interests. Unfor-

tunately, Miriam introduced Damien to the dog while it was 
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still a puppy and the stupid animal bonded to him. Da-

mien and Miriam were having it off. Or, at least, they were 

until Kenjiro killed her. 

„If Damien gets the dog, there‟s no telling what might 

happen,‟ Jim raved on. „Those National Parks rangers car-

ry guns. They‟ll shoot it and we‟ll have a crisis on our 

hands. They‟re not stupid. They‟ll order DNA tests and 

that‟ll put the whole pharmaceutical project in danger.‟ 

Mention of the pharmaceutical project was brilliant. Luke 

sat back and listened as Jim heightened Joshua‟s level of 

anxiety. You only had to talk pharmaceuticals and Josh 

would tense. Tell him the project was threatened and he‟d 

go into a frenzy. Tell him something had to be done and 

he‟d send in Kenjiro. Luke listened as Josh wanted to 

know how they knew what was happening. 

„Luke‟s monitoring system is up and running,‟ Jim ex-

plained. „I told you about it. We can tap into Sam‟s sys-

tem and receive pictures from the surveillance cameras. 

There‟s one in the passage and it‟s trained on Damien.‟ 

„What‟s he doing?‟ 

„Cutting the lock off the dog‟s cage. He‟s using an edge 

grinder. It‟s not the best tool for the job but he‟ll get there 

and we‟ll have even bigger problems. Damien knows 

about the Japanese woman and that Clarence. He‟s out to 

kill them. They‟re government agents. All hell will break 

loose if anything happens to them. The Special Weapons 

Squad will come in and we‟ll have forensic teams all over 

the place. Damien‟s a psychopath. The army graded him 

on a scale of twenty and he scored nineteen … that‟s why 

they threw him out.‟ 

„Okay, I take your point. „Joshua‟s voice firmed. „Keep an 

eye on Damien. I‟ll put a call through to Kenjiro. We‟re 

gonna sort this thing out once and for all.‟ 
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Luke tapped into Joshua‟s phone and listened as he told 

Ken to go round to the zoo. Josh didn‟t mince words. Da-

mien and the dog had to be killed and their bodies dis-

posed of as swiftly as possible. Josh figured the Siberian ti-

gers could assist. Luke listened in disbelief. Josh wanted to 

feed Damien and the dog to Petronella and her cubs. It 

was an appalling idea. 

Animal faeces are loaded with information. Fossilised di-

nosaur poo had yielded information on what T-rex ate sixty

-five million years ago. A half-decent forensic team would 

detect human remains in tiger droppings and recover DNA 

from them. Josh would have to be given a crash course in 

forensics but now wasn‟t the time. Sparks from the grinder 

were spraying over the cage and the lion dog was jumping 

up and down excitedly. Damien would soon have the door 

open. 

Luke switched to a second camera and was relieved to 

see Kenjiro running through the meditation garden. The 

warrior monk was leaping over hedges and trampling 

through flowerbeds in his haste to discharge his mission. A 

samurai sword hung from his belt and he clasped a set of 

nunchakus. 

The formidable weapon consisted of metal rods held to-

gether by chains. When whirled overhead, the rods danced 

around in a manner guaranteed to cause confusion. Jim 

came across to Luke‟s bench and peered over his shoulder. 

„Ken means business.‟ 

„Yeah,‟ Luke nodded. „Damien won‟t stand a chance.‟ 

He switched back to the first camera. Damien was still 

grinding away and the lion dog was still barking excitedly. 

The big animal should have picked up Ken‟s scent but it 

hadn‟t. The smoke from the grinder might have dulled its 

senses. Luke didn‟t care. Damien would be taken by sur-

prise and that was all that mattered. 
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A shadow appeared in the passageway. Luke knew what 

to expect. Ken‟s sword was razor sharp. It could slice 

through bamboo at thick as an arm. And the nunchakus 

would zap around in a way Damien couldn‟t possibly fol-

low. It would all be over in a flash and they‟d have to get 

onto Josh and tell him to stop Ken from feeding Damien to 

Petronella. 

But events didn‟t follow the script. Damien put the cha-

otic movement of the nunchakus to his advantage. When 

Ken crashed in he hurled the edge grinder at him. The 

spinning disc hit the monk in the face and the electric cord 

wrapped around the whirling rods. Ken stuck out with his 

sword. Sparks flew and the screen went blank. 

„Christ!‟ He could have electrocuted himself.‟ 

„What‟s happening?‟  

Joshua‟s anxious voice cut in.  

„Ken sliced through a cable.‟ Luke clicked his mouse. „Jim 

thinks he might have killed himself. We won‟t know until I 

get the power back on. He tripped a fuse and the camera 

dropped out. I‟m trying to fix it.‟ 

„How are you going to do that?‟ 

„My new system allows me to access images from the 

cameras using analogue functions that I developed for 

that purpose. Through sub-routines that convert analogue 

to digital I am able to activate the security protocols. The-

se include such operations as opening and shutting doors, 

electrifying fences and mending fuses.‟ 

„Have you done it yet?‟ Joshua bellowed. 

„I can‟t if you keep asking questions,‟ Luke sounded 

peeved. „I have to get the codes right. I can‟t talk and do 

it at the same time.‟ 

He typed in a string of commands and the monitor flick-

ered back into life. Shrieks told him the fight had pro-

gressed down the passage. He switched to another camera 
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and saw the combatants silhouetted against the glare of 

the yard. He picked up the phone. 

„It‟s alright. Ken didn‟t kill himself.‟ 

„No. It‟s not!‟ Jim jabbed a finger at the screen. 

„Damien‟s making a fighting retreat. If we don‟t do some-

thing he‟ll escape.‟ 

Luke typed in more instructions and the doors to the 

passage slammed shut. 

Jim grabbed the phone. „We‟ve got Damien trapped.‟ 

„How‟s Kenjiro?‟ Joshua asked. 

„A bit bashed up but otherwise fine. Damien‟s trying to 

defend himself with an iron bar but he‟s no match for Ken. 

Wow! You should have seen that. Ken sliced through 

Damien‟s sash and his sarong came off. He‟s wearing pink 

jockey shorts and there‟s not a scratch on his body. If Ken 

had gone a fraction closer, Damien‟s guts would have spilt 

out … that was truly awesome!‟ 

Wild barking interrupted Jim‟s commentary. He placed a 

hand over the phone and turned to Luke. 

„What the fuck‟s going on?‟ 

„Someone has opened the lion dog‟s cage … probably 

Sam.‟ 

„What do you mean … probably?‟ 

„I could have done it by mistake.‟ 

„You mean you might have screwed up?‟ 

„Yes,‟ Luke blushed. „I couldn‟t concentrate. Josh kept 

asking all those questions. I might have typed in the 

wrong commands when I was mending the fuse.‟ 

Jim removed his hand from the phone and tried to re-

main calm. „Josh. There‟s been a development. Sam‟s used 

his remote to let the lion dog out of its cage. Ken‟s going 

down the corridor to sort it out. There shouldn‟t be any 

problems.‟ 
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„What‟s Damien doing?‟ 

„He‟s following along behind.‟ 

„You say he‟s armed with an iron bar?‟ 

„Yeah. But it‟s no match for a Samurai sword. I‟ve 

watched Ken practising in the forecourt of the Zen temple. 

He‟s truly awesome. I‟ve seen him slice a baboon in half 

with a forward stroke and decapitate a hen on the return. 

He‟ll probably do the same here. There‟ll be a bit of clean-

ing up when it‟s all over.‟ 

He rocked back on his chair. Events weren‟t going as he 

expected but that made it all the more interesting. It was 

appalling what Damien had done to people. The arsehole 

deserved to suffer before the Samurai sword delivered its 

final decisive blow. 

For a while nothing much happened. The lion dog bared 

its teeth and Damien slunk forwards looking for an open-

ing. Then everything happened at a rush. The dog 

charged and Damien hurled his metal bar. It struck Ken‟s 

sword arm and the effect was devastating. The warrior 

monk‟s concentration failed at the crucial moment and the 

dog was at his throat. Blood spurted as his jugular was 

ripped open. 

Jim was lost for words. How was he going to tell Joshua 

what had happened? Ken was his right-hand man. He was 

Josh‟s ultimate weapon when all else failed. Now Ken was 

bleeding to death. To make matters worse, the passage 

door had swung open. Damien and the dog were making 

their escape. The cameras picked them up as they saun-

tered between the animal houses. They looked a perfect 

pair. Jim shuddered at what might happen next. 
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CHAPTER 23 

 

Triage 

 

Y uki sat on her bed in the female dormitory and con-

sulted her electronic dictionary. She didn‟t expect to 

find the word. Like so many of the terms used in the 

Meditation Centre, it was probably just another piece of 

bullshit, invented by crap artists to fool idiots. To her 

surprise it was there. 

Triage: separation of casualties into categories: 

those with minor wounds are set aside, those with 

more serious injuries are treated immediately, those 

with no chance of survival are left to die. 

Hopefully it was the wrong word. If it wasn‟t, there 

could be serious problems ahead. She was pondering the 

possibilities when the door flew open and Muriel burst in, 

clasping her clipboard. 

„They told me you was here, Miss Mori. You should be 

ready by now not sitting on your posterior like yous got 

all the time in the world.‟ 

Yuki adopted her humble pose. 

„I‟m sorry, Sister. I‟ve been here for only two days. I‟m 

not acquainted with the procedures.‟ 
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„Tonight is Triage, Miss Mori. You would know if you‟d read 

your lecture notes – like as you was told.‟ 

She consulted a sheet on her clipboard and sang in a 

powerful but untrained voice, totally lacking in harmony. 

‘Wheat from oats. Sheep from goats. Pigs from hams.’ 

„I don‟t understand, Sister.‟ 

Muriel turned on her armoured heels. 

„You will, Miss Mori. You come with me. Then you‟ll know 

what it‟s all about – once yous been sorted.‟ 

They walked through the meditation 

garden to the bottom terrace. It was a 

clear night and a full moon lit the sky. 

Yuki looked around. A once beautiful 

spot had been ruined. Artificial stones 

nudged up against majestic basalt col-

umns. Plastic flowers competed with real 

orchids. Statues peered out from every 

nook and cranny. The place was a squal-

id theme park. 

A line of students in white robes stood 

beside a gaudily painted dragon. They 

carried oil lamps and cast disapproving 

stares when she arrived. Yuki guessed 

she had delayed some sort of ceremony 

and wondered why they‟d not begun 

without her. 

A priest handed her a small lamp and 

she took her place beside a boy who had 

previously been introduced to her. His 

name was Carlos. A gong sounded and 

they moved forward along a path that 

snaked back and forth towards the cliff 

face. A rich baritone voice intoning vers-

es from the gospels. 
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‘Guard your sacred flame as you 

would your soul. Sacred is the flame 

to the wise Zoroastrians, noble Sikhs 

and humble Christians…’ 

Carlos‟ lamp went out and she 

helped him get it going again. The 

terrified boy thought his soul was in 

peril and he would suffer for all eter-

nity. 

„It‟s the wind, Carlos.‟  

„It is lack of faith, Sister.‟ 

„Bullshit!‟ 

„Sister. You must not say these things. Brother Wind, he 

eyes of Lord Bahgiata. He seek out faithless.‟ 

The boy was no more than sixteen and barely spoke Eng-

lish. Ruth said he was heir to a fortune and had been sent 

to the Meditation Centre by relatives who wanted to be rid 

of him. 

„We on Path of Faith, Sister…‟ 

Yuki listened to his ramblings as the path approached the 

cliff. She had a nasty feeling of déjà vu. There were dis-

turbing similarities between the Path of Faith and the Pil-

grim Path. Steps had been cut into the bare rock and a 

chain set into the cliff face. She wondered what other haz-

ards lay ahead. 

They held onto the chain with one hand and clasped their 

lamps with the other. The steps climbed the cliff and got 

narrower the higher they went. Carlos peered into the 

emptiness below. 

„Sister! I afrighted.‟ 

„Carlos, don‟t look down!‟ 

The boy looked up and that made things worse. 
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„Regard!‟ He threw out his arms. „Bodily manifestation of 

Divine Shiboleth.‟ 

The column halted and all eyes turned to the heavens. 

There was a moment of silence then a chant broke out. 

„Shiboleth! Shiboleth…‟ 

They surged forward – heads bobbing. 

Yuki was swept along in the rush. She vaguely remem-

bered that Shiboleth was the name of a god who had 

something to do with bats. Then she saw them. They 

were streaming out of a cave and flying down into the val-

ley to do whatever bats did there. She didn‟t know what it 

was but felt certain they weren‟t on a mercy mission to 

save the souls of departing frogs and wombats. 

Carlos was of a different opinion. He hung onto the 

chain and spoke in his heavily accented voice. „Sister. Holy 

brothers tell how bats guide us on path to enlightenment.‟ 

Yuki only half-understood what the boy was saying and 

guessed he understood even less. She stopped listening 

and turned her attention to the path ahead. The line was 

vanishing. It reached a point and didn‟t go any further. 

Then she them in the moonlight. 

Dark figures were peeling off the cliff face. One after the 

other they vanished into space, still chanting. There could 

be only one explanation. The idiots thought they could 

achieve enlightenment by committing suicide. It was a 

death march and she was caught up in it. 

„Get back! You‟ll be killed.‟ 

She yelled at the people coming along behind but it 

made no difference. They kept coming, clambering over 

her in their desperation to get past. 

Yuki wrapped her arm around the chain and hung on. It 

was all that stood between her and certain death. The 

links bit into her flesh and the weight of the clinging bod-

ies became unbearable. She had visions of her arm being 
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ripped off and left hanging in 

the chain long after the rest of 

her had been dashed to pieces 

on the rocks below. 

Then the chain gave way. The 

strain came off for a moment 

and returned with an agonis-

ing jolt. The moon danced. 

Things crashed around and it 

was a while before she real-

ised she was alive and still in 

one piece. 

Carlos had gone and so had 

everyone else. She looked up 

and felt dizzy. The stars came 

and went. Everything else was 

pitch black. Her arm was trapped in the chain and the 

blood supply switched off. She wrapped her legs about the 

free end to take off the strain. The blood flowed back. She 

stopped swinging and her head cleared. 

She had fallen into a cavern and the chain led up through 

a hole in the roof. Her immediate problem was to climb 

back out. That meant freeing her herself and that wasn‟t 

easy. One arm was numb and she had to use the other to 

pull herself up. 

After a while, she succeeded. The strain came off and she 

was able to take in her surroundings. The cavern was a 

sort of temple with statues of demons and other terrors. 

She glanced from one to the other and was waiting for the 

blood to flow back into her arm when a high-pitched voice 

echoed round the walls. 

„You up there!‟ 

A cluster of luminescent blobs was milling about some-

where below. One detached from the mass and zigzagged 

towards her. At first she could make out very little. Then 
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the blob took form and she saw a monkey-like creature 

with a three-pronged spear. It came close and displayed a 

row of yellow teeth. 

„Go down where you belong.‟ 

The creature jabbed at her with its spear. 

„You come with me.‟ 

The spear became entangled in her robe and Yuki struck 

out with the free end of the chain. The creature screamed 

and hurled itself into space. The spear ripped through the 

robe and stopped at the hem. The prongs cut into her leg. 

She released her sash and the robe fell away – taking the 

creature with it. 

The rest was easy. She climbed the chain and got back 

onto the path. The scene was much as she expected. The 

steps got narrower and finally gave out altogether. 

It was a killing machine! 

The stupid zombies had been brainwashed into a death 

march. And it wasn‟t the first time such a thing had hap-

pened. Other religious sects had duped their followers in-

to committing mass suicide. There had been some in Ja-

pan and others in America. Now Australia had joined 

them. Yuki did her best to remain calm. What mattered 

was to stay undetected and get a report to Humphrey as 

soon as possible. 

A few quick movements took her onto a ledge. From 

there, the lights of the motel were visible in the valley be-

low. She had line-of-sight contact with the communica-

tions dish. All that remained was to press up a quick mes-

sage and transmit it. 

„Mass suicide. Over thirty dead…‟ 

The words formed in her mind and she reached for her 

electronic dictionary – only to realise it was gone. She‟d 

put it in a pocket of her robe and that was somewhere 
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below. The loss was devastating. Yuki sat on a ledge and 

looked down at the motel wondering why she had ever left 

it. 

Gloom descended on her and she heard voices. They 

were faint at first then got louder. A flashlight flicked past 

her feet. There were people at the top of the cliff and they 

were calling her name. She pressed against the rock face 

and tried to make herself as inconspicuous as possible. 

The light returned and exposed her to its full glare. 

„Sister. It is she.‟ 

The voice sounded like Carlos but it couldn‟t be. He had 

fallen to his death. Yuki looked up and saw a row of faces 

peering down at her. The boy was amongst them. 

„Miss Mori. Come up here at once!‟ 

Muriel‟s rasping voice bore down on her. Yuki decided 

not to argue. There was no point. She climbed the last few 

metres to the top and was met by a crowd of students. 

Some had been ahead of her on the death march. She 

stood before them in panties and bra and endured their 

hostile stares. 

„You‟ve been nothing but trouble!‟ 

Muriel wagged her clipboard. 

„You could have caused a serious accident back there, 

hitting a little boy like that. The poor little soul is covered 

in bruises. Don‟t think we didn‟t see you.‟ 

Yuki‟s mind numbed. Moments ago she thought every-

one else was mad. Now she was being treated like she 

was in the wrong. She hung her head and fell into line 

with the students, feeling very conspicuous in her state of 

undress. 

They walked in procession to a small amphitheatre. A 

woman produced a spare robe. Yuki put it on and joined 
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Carlos in the audience. The lights dimmed and the doors at 

the rear of the stage swung open. 

Yuki recognised the priestess with the alabaster face. She 

floated in, as if on wheels, and spoke in a resonant voice 

that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. 

„You who trod the Path of Faith!‟ 

She raised her staff with the entwined serpents 

„Your faith was tested and you were not found lacking. 

The path to enlightenment lies ahead. Each of you will 

tread it in your own way and tonight that way shall be re-

vealed to you … for tonight is Triage.‟ 

She lowered her staff and floated away. The lights 

dimmed and a table rose from the floor. Indian music 

played and an elephant appeared. The animal was be-

decked with garlands and led by a brown-skinned boy. A 

procession followed: Hindu priests, saffron monks, Zoroas-

trians and others. The Christians were represented by a 

young man staggering beneath a heavy cross. Men in tur-

bans carried banners with verses from the Koran. As each 

faith passed, one of their number took a place at the table.  

A gong sounded and a spotlight illuminated a two-tiered 

pulpit. The top was lavishly decorated and empty. The bot-

tom was plain and the person in it was plainly dressed. 

Yuki recognised Sam. 

„Students!‟ 

His plummy voice rang out. 

„You have passed your first hurdle and are ready to em-

bark on a full course of instruction. In our program we 
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seek to prepare you for the fast lane of spiritual develop-

ment. Your training is like that of an astronaut. It requires 

faith in the ground crew. Your faith was tested when you 

trod the Path of Faith. When the steps narrowed you did not 

falter. You knew you had trusty friends to guide you. And, 

like fishers of men, we caught you in our nets and fought 

off the evil forces which assailed you. We simulated the per-

ils you will face on the road to enlightenment and, like the 

trusty fellows at mission control, we shall be there when 

you are launched into the vastness of spiritual space.‟ 

His voice faded and a winged boy swept down on a wire. 

He headed for the table and crash-landed between an aya-

tollah and a nun. 

„I am Mercury, messenger of the gods.‟ 

He blurted out his words. 

„I bring you glad tidings. Baba heard our prayers and has 

journeyed from his sanctuary in the forest to be with us.‟ 

The spotlight switched to the top pulpit, which was now 

occupied. Bare-chested and garlanded with flowers, a tall 

figure beamed at his audience. His face was covered in 

ochre. Jade rings hung from his extended ears and a sliver 

of bamboo passed through his hooked nose. He raised his 

arms. 

„My children! I bring you my message.‟ 

The students rose and cried with one voice. 

„What is your message, Baba?‟ 

He threw out his arms in an all-embracing gesture. 

„My message is love!‟ 

Rapturous applause followed and Baba waited for it to die 

down before continuing. 

„Our planet is suffering but there is hope. Here, in this 

precious place, people trained in science are using their 

knowledge for the good of all creation. Do not be mistaken 
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by those who tell you that science is bad. It is part of the 

bounty of knowledge bestowed by the Lord of Creation.‟ 

The screen above the pulpit filled with images of forests 

and people in white coats. In one they were working with 

microscopes. In the next they were hugging pandas. Baba‟s 

voice overlaid the images. 

„We are turning back the tide. We are using new 

knowledge to undo the harm done by those who lack faith. 

Creatures facing extinction are being saved. Creatures 

which became extinct are being reborn.‟ 

A dark cloud appeared and Baba‟s voice saddened. 

„I must tell you there are those who, through greed, seek 

to destroy us. They are the children of darkness.‟ 

A murmur swept through the audience. 

„They are the servants of the Lord of Darkness. They are 

the enemies of the Children of Light. We shall fight their 

evil. Each in our own way…‟ 

His voice drifted away and the screen went blank. Eyes 

descended to the pulpit and Baba was gone. The lights 

came back and Muriel strode onto the stage. 

„Inductees!‟ 

She bellowed into a microphone. 

„I shall call you out row by row, starting with alpha. Make 

sure you know what row yous in.‟ 

The first row was led by a young woman with a star on 

her forehead. She mounted a marble dais and the colour of 

her robe changed from white to gold. 

„Miss Gupta very pleased,‟ Carlos whispered. „Gold very 

high. She now go live in gold lodge.‟ 

Yuki watched as a woman in a golden robe took Miss 

Gupta‟s hand. 

„Next!‟ 
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A young man with a shaggy beard mounted the dais and 

his robe turned green. He was received by a monk in a 

green gown. The next candidate failed to score. A plump 

young woman with lank blond hair and a pasty complexion 

stood on the dais and her robe remained white. 

„She not accepted,‟ Carlos said. 

Rows Beta and gamma followed and were mostly blue. 

One young man exploded when his robe failed to change, 

shouting about ultraviolet light and saying it was all a 

trick. 

Sam walked on stage. „Mr Peddington has told you how 

it is done and we make no secret of it. We could have giv-

en you a computer printout but that would have been very 

dull. Tonight is a time to relax and have fun. Tomorrow 

you can speak to your counsellor if you are not happy with 

your grade.‟ 

„Row delta!‟ 

„We in delta, Sister.‟ Carlos rose and Yuki followed. He 

mounted the dais, his robe turned blue and a blue monk 

beckoned him. 

„Next!‟ 

The clipboard swung in Yuki‟s direction. 

„Come on, Miss Mori!‟ 

Yuki mounted the dais and nothing happened. It was 

what she expected. They would reject her as worthless. 

Then the lights flickered . A strange glow emanated from 

her body. First violet then blue, it made its way to red be-

fore swinging back to violet. 

„Violet girl!‟ 

Sam came forward in his missionary costume and picked 

up a microphone. 

„Miss Mori is the daughter of two of our founding mem-

bers. She is one of those rare children of nature who com-
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bines an independent spirit with a true love of her fellow 

beings. Her sister, Tomoko, was a golden girl. Yukiko is a 

violet girl – a true child of the light.‟ 

As Sam spoke, Damien emerged from the shadows, 

dressed in a violet sarong. He walked to the dais and took 

hold of her arm. 

„Welcome to the violet club, Yuki.‟ 
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CHAPTER 24 

 

Hot Potato 

H umphrey followed Patrick into John Martin‟s office. He 

had made the trip down to Canberra at Patrick‟s re-

quest. The police chief had agreed to meet them to discuss 

the Nimbin case. Patrick was determined to hand it over. 

Humphrey knew there wasn‟t a chance. The case was toxic. 

No policeman would get involved unless forced to. He lis-

tened as Patrick heaped praise on Yuki. 

„Miss Mori is the sister of the young woman who disap-

peared. She was trained by Mrs Hansen and entered the 

Meditation Centre in order to gather information. As you are 

aware, she has transmitted a number of reports.‟ 

„I have seen Miss Mori‟s reports,‟ John said. 

„She took photographs of two known criminals.‟ 

„One known criminal,‟ John countered. „Kenjiro is a Japa-

nese citizen who has served out his sentence and is there 

as part of a rehabilitation program. Lots of religious centres 

have such programs.‟ 

„And the warden?‟ 
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„The Reverend Samuel Hodgson bares a superficial re-

semblance to a person of a different name on the United 

Kingdom‟s Most Wanted List. Our records describe him as a 

permanent resident of Australia, born in New Zealand. 

There‟s no reason to suspect that he is anyone except the 

person he claims to be.‟ 

Patrick consulted his notes. „The Venerable Ah Mong 

Chou!‟ 

„What about him?‟ 

„Miss Mori said he was a German war criminal who had 

conducted medical experiments on prisoners in Nazi con-

centration camps. She believes he was murdered.‟ 

John wasn‟t impressed. „The old fellow was Asian. He 

came here fifty years ago on a Chinese passport. We‟ve 

checked him out. He was ninety-eight. There‟s nothing sus-

picious about his death.‟ 

Patrick battled on. Humphrey had sketched out a brief. 

The next part concerned Yuki‟s visit to the zoo. He handed 

a photograph to John. „Miss Mori recorded this image of a 

man being shot.‟ 

„Fred Crude,‟ John smiled. 

„Who?‟ 

„His real name in Robin Anthony. He tours the clubs 

cracking crude jokes and pretending to get shot. His sort of 

humour wouldn‟t be allowed on TV or radio. Joshua Tanaka 

engaged him as an entertainer for the place they call The 

Village.‟ 

„The what?‟ Patrick scrambled through his notes. 

Humphrey came to his rescue. 

„Mr Tanaka has a place where the more adventurous of 

his guests go to unwind.‟ He turned to John. „I understand 

there have been some distinguished people amongst them: 

captains of industry, members of the judiciary and legisla-
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ture, even the odd Commissioner of Police … all from over-

seas, of course.‟ 

John remained poker faced. 

Patrick tried again. 

„Miss Mori has evidence that the Meditation Centre is de-

frauding vulnerable people out of their inheritance. She 

cites the case of Miss Ruth Eagan who is heiress to the 

Matcon fortune.‟ 

„Miss Eagan came to this country on a special visa,‟ John 

said. „If she wishes to donate money to a religious founda-

tion that is her concern. You will get yourself into very 

deep water if you start to question that.‟ 

„There is evidence of child abuse going back to the time 

when Tamara Fraser was rescued from the commune,‟ Pat-

rick insisted. „You are aware that Tamara and Yuki are iden-

tical twins. Don‟t you think it a bit of a coincidence that 

Yuki went to the commune in search of one sister and 

found another a short distance away?‟ 

„The adoption board concluded that Tamara‟s mother was 

an Asian hippy and she‟d abandoned the child in the com-

mune,‟ John said. „I explained to you on a previous occa-

sion that there is nothing illegal about surrogate mother-

hood. Yuki and Tamara were born to surrogate mothers. 

For some reason, Tamara‟s surrogate was attracted to the 

commune just like the missing sister … there‟s your con-

nection.‟ 

„But you must admit that circumstantial evidence points 

to something seriously amiss?‟ Humphrey intervened. 

„Humph,‟ John stared back at him. „I‟ve read your report 

and I know what you‟re saying but suspicion isn‟t enough. 

Accusations of child abuse in religious foundations have to 

be backed by strong evidence.‟ 

He turned to Patrick who was making copious notes. 
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„We recently took part in an internationally coordinated 

series of raids on sects that were allegedly abusing their 

own children. The papers were full of it. Children were tak-

en into care. You must remember.‟ 

„I do,‟ Patrick looked up. 

„Hardly any convictions resulted but police all round the 

world have been accused of denying basic human rights 

and anything else the legal profession can throw at them.‟ 

He turned to Humphrey. „You should write a book about it. 

Start with devil worshippers breeding children for human 

sacrifice and end with the one about granny in the boot.‟ 

John saw the vacant expression on Patrick‟s face. 

„Humphrey was commissioned to do an inquiry on our 

behalf. There were persistent rumours about cults sacrific-

ing their children to the devil. They didn‟t register the 

births so there were no missing persons. Humphrey was 

one of a number of investigators here and overseas. They 

made inquiries and reached the same conclusion … there 

wasn‟t a shred of evidence to support the claim.‟ 

„And granny in the boot?‟ 

„I became interested in how rumours are generated,‟ 

Humphrey said. „My work is widely reported in the litera-

ture and is based on the propagation of jokes and fictitious 

stories. The granny story is about a family that went on 

holiday in the outback. During the trip, granny died. That 

was distressing for everyone, particularly the children who 

didn‟t want to sit with a dead grandmother while their fa-

ther drove hundreds of kilometres to the nearest town … 

so granny was put in the boot.‟ 

Patrick glared at Humphrey as he chattered on about the 

problems faced by people who had found themselves in 

such an appalling situation. The story ended when the be-

reaved family stopped at a filling station and went into the 

restaurant. While they were there, someone stole the car.‟ 
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„Is that it?‟ Patrick asked. 

„Yes,‟ Humphrey looked at him as if he was dumb. „We 

now have a situation where someone has stolen a car with 

a corpse in the boot. For years people have been pestering 

the police, asking if the story is true. I traced it back to 

South Africa in the sixties. The latest granny stories are 

coming out of Arabia. The point I‟m making is that rumours 

are like jokes. If they have the right ingredients they take 

off and live a life of their own. I‟m currently investigating 

an urban rumour that has been around for some time. I call 

it the man in the middle. It‟s about a young woman who 

gets on a suburban train and sits opposite three men…‟ 

„What‟s this got to do with the Nimbin case?‟ 

„Humphrey is trying to explain that we need solid evi-

dence before we can act,‟ John said. „Rumours spread like 

viruses. We do not have the resources to pursue every 

claim even when they point to something diabolical.‟ 

„So what do you suggest?‟ 

„Get the evidence!‟ 

Patrick knew the technique. When the government didn‟t 

want to do something it established a committee of inquiry 

and gave it an impossible brief. In the public service you 

got your colleagues to set up an interdepartmental commit-

tee of mutually incompatible departments. The police did it 

by telling you to get more evidence. 

Added to this, he had Dr Humphrey Hansen to contend 

with. Humphrey had come all the way from Far North 

Queensland to help dispose of the Nimbin case. He had 

prepared a detailed brief then sabotaged the whole thing 

with ridiculous tales about devil worship and dead grannies. 

The man was a compulsive idiot. 
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K irstin‟s plane landed at Brisbane 

airport. She always travelled light 

to avoid spending time at baggage collec-

tion. Ten minutes later she was in a taxi 

heading for Dr Janet Vandenberg‟s clinic 

on the Gold Coast. Janet was waiting for 

her when she arrived. 

„I‟m so glad you are here.‟ 

She ushered Kirstin into her office. 

„I just don‟t know how I‟m going to handle this appalling 

matter. It‟s all so horrible. There will have to be an in-

quiry.‟ 

Kirstin sat down and opened her bag. 

„You talked about tests.‟ 

„I used my influence to get a sample rushed to the lab. I 

thought I knew the result but it still came as a shock. 

They obtained a DNA profile. It was unbelievable. Every-

body was astounded. I told them we would have to report 

everything to the appropriate authority and there must be 

no leaks to the press under any circumstances.‟ 

„Joyce. What results?‟ 

„Mary‟s baby … she miscarried.‟ 

„What about the baby?‟ 

„It was a chimera, Kirstin,‟ 

It took a few moments for the point to sink in. Kirstin 

was acquainted with the term from the Greek classics. 

She was reminded of half-man creatures like Pan and the 

Centaurs. They featured prominently in the Nimbin Gos-

pels and were regarded as half-man and half-god. It was 

chilling to think that one had been born to a young woman 

from Nimbin. 

„What was the other animal?‟ 
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„An ape of some sort. When the lab has provided a full 

DNA profile I‟ll be able to give a more definitive answer. 

From the appearance of the poor little creature, I‟d say it 

was a chimpanzee.‟ 

„Joyce!‟ Kirstin consulted her watch. „It‟s too late for me 

to do anything now. Tomorrow I‟ll alert a senior member of 

the Federal Police and tell him what to expect.‟ 

„Make sure Judge D‟Arcy doesn‟t get to know.‟ 

„Why?‟ 

„We think he‟s involved. A fertilised embryo was implant-

ed in Mary‟s womb. I can narrow down the period to about 

three weeks. Monique‟s daughter keeps a diary. During 

that crucial period the girls attended a youth rally. We 

questioned Amanda and she said Mary wasn‟t feeling well 

and she‟d gone to the nurse‟s room to lie down. There was 

a lady there in a white coat who spoke with an American 

accent. It was so strong they had difficulty understanding 

her. The incident made such an impression that she wrote 

it up. She even recorded the woman‟s name … Dr Marion 

Stonefield … does that ring a bell?‟ 

„No,‟ Kirstin shook her head. 

„What about Professor Miriam Steinfeld?‟ 

„There is a similarity,‟ Kirstin agreed. 

„I‟m sure that‟s who it was. Amanda keeps a scrapbook 

of photographs. There was one of the woman, in her white 

coat, on the stage beside Judge D‟Arcy. I met her at a con-

ference in New York ten years ago. Professor Steinfeld is 

not the sort of person you‟d forget in a hurry. She has an 

abrasive voice and harsh features. About five years ago 

she narrowly escaped jail. The American newspapers were 

full of it. She was conducting biological experiments that 

weren‟t just unethical … they were totally perverse!‟ 

„Are you saying she would have had the opportunity to 

implant the chimera in Mary‟s body?‟ 
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„Ample opportunity! Mary was with her most of the after-

noon. Amanda said she was drowsy when she went to col-

lect her – like she‟d been given something to make her 

sleep.‟ 

„How did Professor Steinfeld escape jail?‟ 

„I‟m glad you asked that,‟ Joyce replied triumphantly. „I 

phoned a colleague in the States. I‟m afraid I got him out 

of bed. When I asked how Miriam got off he said I should 

know because a distinguished Australian jurist advised her 

counsel. I don‟t have to tell you his name.‟ 

„Not if it‟s Neville D‟Arcy.‟ 

„It is. He got her off on the grounds of diminished men-

tal responsibility.‟ 

„Thank you, Joyce,‟ Kirstin continued to take notes. „Get 

copies of the photograph of Dr Stonefield and think care-

fully about what you are going to say to the police when 

they contact you. Impress on your colleagues that they 

must say nothing about the case to anyone except officers 

of the Federal Police who must provide formal identifica-

tion.‟ 

 

C larence opened the door of the communications 

room and peered inside. Humphrey was sitting at 

his computer. Their relationship was now on more informal 

terms and he was badly in need of friendly advice. 

„Humph, I need to talk.‟ 

Humphrey continued to type. „If someone has offered 

you a job, don‟t take it. You‟re needed here.‟ 

„It‟s not that.‟ 

„What is it?‟ 

„You know the Beach Boys?‟ 

„Yes.‟ Humphrey looked up. 

„They had this special promotion and I got picked.‟ 
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„Picked for what?‟ 

„The lead part in a film. Catalina Valdez … their manager 

… she‟s making it. There isn‟t a script. They just take you 

places and let you get on with it.‟ 

Humphrey sat back and smiled. 

„Where did they take you, Clarence?‟ 

„The love hotel in Cedar Park.‟ 

„And you were filmed without your knowledge?‟ 

Yes.‟ Clarence was reduced to a whisper. 

Humphrey stopped typing. „Are you trying to tell me 

you‟re being blackmailed?‟ 

„No. They want me to sign a contract. Cat wants to do 

everything properly. We won‟t be paid but we‟ll get a 

share of the profits.‟ 

Humphrey looked relieved. „Have you had advice?‟ 

„No. That‟s why I‟ve come to you.‟ 

Humphrey scratched his chin. „You‟ve been filmed and 

the resulting footage is going to be made into a movie?‟ 

„A full-length movie. Cat thinks it will be a great suc-

cess.‟ 

Humphrey thought for a while. „Being a porn star could 

raise all sorts of problems. It could affect your social life 

and have implications for your career – particularly if you 

want to enter the church or join the public service.‟ 

„No one need know.‟ 

„What do you mean?‟ Humphrey chuckled. „Wide screen 

… high-fidelity reproduction … it will be difficult to remain 

anonymous.‟ 

„Not when another face has been morphed onto mine. 

People know you by your face not by your other parts.‟ 

„You mean they intend to substitute another face and 

leave the rest of you the same?‟ 
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„That‟s the idea. It‟s written into the contract.‟ 

Humphrey sat back. „I must say that puts Ms Valdez in a 

rather favourable light.‟ 

„She needn‟t have told me.‟ 

„Absolutely! She could have gone ahead and used the 

footage without your permission. It‟s most unlikely that 

you would take her to court and claim that those other 

parts belong to you.‟ 

„Then you think I should sign?‟ 

„I think you should consult a lawyer first.‟ 

„I don‟t know any lawyers.‟ 

Humphrey scribbled a name and telephone number on a 

scrap of paper. „Give him a ring … say I told you to call.‟ 
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CHAPTER 25 

 

Violet Girl 
 

Y uki woke to the sound of chanting. It was coming from 

the blue lodge, which was above the violet lodge and 

separated from it by a high wall. She felt awful despite a 

full night‟s rest. They had been served herbal tea. It was 

meant to relax the mind after the excitement of the triage 

and was very effective. 

Dreams had dominated her sleep. They‟d come and 

gone: sometimes frightening, sometimes sensuous and 

never dull. She had memories of an obscenely fat man try-

ing to seduce her. He was chased away by an athletic 

young man in a Tarzan costume. 

She tried to conjure up Tarzan. Instead she got the Greek 

priestess with the alabaster face and silver fingernails. In 

the dream the priestess had tried to take her away for an 

all-girl sex orgy amongst marble columns and cypress 

trees. When she rejected the advances, the silver nails 

struck out and inflicted a wound to her arm. 

The dream was so vivid she could still feel the pain. 

Minutes passed and she stared, bleary-eyed, at the spot 

where the priestess had struck. There were cuts that 

looked as if they were made by nails. Yuki pondered them 

and their significance slowly dawned … it wasn‟t a dream! 

She‟d been drugged and taken to a party where she had 

been repeatedly raped. Vomit formed in her mouth and she 

struggled to the edge of the bed and retched. 

„You feel better after a good puke,‟ a voice said. 

Yuki looked up and saw a girl polishing her nails. She was 

sitting on a bed and spoke with a posh English accent. 
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„The bog‟s at the end of the corridor. After a good shag 

you need a good shit and a shower.‟ 

Yuki didn‟t get the full meaning but guessed that the toi-

let was somewhere near. She rose and groped her way 

along a corridor using the walls for support. After two false 

tries she found the place she was looking for and retuned 

five minutes later feeling slightly better. The girl was still in 

the same position, working studiously at the same hand. 

„Are you all right?‟ 

„I think they gave me something with drugs in it.‟ 

The girl held up her hand, rotating it so the nails caught 

the light. Evidently satisfied, she returned her attention to 

Yuki. 

„What did you say?‟ 

„I think I was given a spiked drink.‟ 

„No.‟ The girl shook her head. „They jabbed you on the 

arm.‟ 

Yuki examined her arm and it was covered in marks. 

„There!‟ The girl pointed. „That‟s needle. All the rest are 

mosquitoes … ozzie mozzies … that‟s what the Australians 

call them.‟ She giggled and held out her arm. „Mine are all 

needle. You should get a repellent. Haven‟t you seen the 

warnings? You can catch dengue from mozzies. That affects 

your brain.‟ 

She looked no more than eighteen and spoke with the 

sort of voice Yuki associated with expensive boarding 

schools. Poor little rich kid! She couldn‟t remember where 

she‟d first heard the term. There was no shortage of poor 

rich kids in Japan. But it wasn‟t there. The expression was 

in English. 

„What do you think?‟ 

Yuki guessed the girl was talking about her nails. 
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„They‟re cool,‟ she replied without thinking. 

„Yeah!‟ The girl attempted an American accent. „I think 

they‟re real cool.‟ She stared at Yuki. „And you‟re real cool 

too. I think you‟re one of the cooliest people I ever met.‟ 

Yuki felt anything but cool. 

„You should have seen yourself last night. I thought you 

were going to kill Fred. I‟ll never forget how he looked 

when you hit him.‟ The girl hooked her foot over her leg 

and started to paint her toenails. „The funniest thing was 

when Ali Baster tried to get you into her harem.‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„The goddess … the one with the mask. She was in a car 

accident and got millions and millions in compensation. 

She used it to come here.‟ 

Yuki looked at the puncture marks on her arm and 

memories of her dream flooded back. The priestess with 

the alabaster face was there. But it wasn‟t a dream. Or, 

had she dreamed that it wasn‟t a dream? It was all too 

hard and the effort of thinking was exhausting. The girl 

reached for a bottle of nail varnish. 

„What was I saying?‟ 

Yuki couldn‟t remember and didn‟t care. She lay on her 

wet mattress and watched as the girl continued to fuss 

over her nails. After what seemed an eternity, she put 

down the bottle. 

„That‟s right, I was telling you about Ali Baster. When 

she found she couldn‟t have you she went after the Swiss 

girls. They thought she was rescuing them. It was all such 

a hoot. They were into hash and ice but they didn‟t know 

anything about sex. The guys went mad when they found 

they were virgins.‟ 

Yuki buried her head in her pillow and sobbed. She‟d fol-

lowed Tomoko to a hell on earth and there was no escape. 
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Without her electronic dictionary she had no way of calling 

for help. Her captors would continue to ply her with drugs 

and she‟d soon be as mad as the girl beside her. After that 

they‟d dump her in the commune and leave her to the 

mercy of Damien. 

 

T amara looked down onto the motel lawn. Clarence 

was moving the receiving dish and Humphrey was 

walking behind him with a phone. She guessed that some-

thing had gone wrong with the transmission and they were 

trying to fix it. After a while, the expression on 

Humphrey‟s face changed from frustration to despair. He 

returned the phone to his pocket and went back to his unit 

with Clarence. 

Tamara wondered what was going on but there was no 

point in asking. Ian was being let into their secrets. No one 

would tell her what was happening. It made her so angry. 

She resolved to do something about it. 

The ceilings in the motel were like cardboard. You could 

get up into the roof space and hear what was being said 

below. Ian had done it when drug dealers were using the 

motel as a base. The crooks were growing hash along the 

creeks. That was stupid because the seeds washed down 

and sprouted in the National Park. Ian discovered a patch 

and told the police. 

The roof could be entered through a trapdoor in the 

laundry. Tamara pulled herself up. The next problem was 

to get to Humphrey‟s unit without falling through. That 

meant keeping to the beams. She went from one to the 

next, counting the dividing walls, making use of light com-

ing under the eaves. 

Humphrey‟s booming voice caused her to speed up. He 

was on the phone and a speaker was amplifying the voice 

of the person on the other end. She recognised Kirstin‟s 
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distinctive accent. She was telling Humphrey about a girl 

who had given birth to a monster. 

At first, it sounded like they were speaking about a mov-

ie. Then she realised it was for real. There was a doctor on 

the Gold Coast who had examined the girl and the baby 

was part chimpanzee. Humphrey said he‟d always feared 

something like that would happen. Then it got really scary. 

Kirstin said there was a connection with the Meditation 

Centre. A crazy woman up there was doing disgusting ex-

periments. 

Tamara got her ear as close to the ceiling as she dared. 

That was uncomfortable but it didn‟t matter. She had to 

hear what was being said. After a while, Clarence joined 

in. He said Ian had collected animal droppings and bits of 

fur. There had been sightings of big cats so he‟d sent them 

off for identification. The good news was that the animals 

were helping to keep down feral pigs. The bad news was 

that they might develop a taste for humans. 

„What sort of animal?‟ Kirstin asked. 

„DNA says a cross between a tiger and something else.‟ 

„It sounds like another chimera.‟ 

„Yes. And it came from the Meditation Centre.‟ 

„I‟ll pass that on to John Martin,‟ Kirstin said. „He‟ll have 

to act. He can‟t wriggle out of this anymore … not after 

what happened to Mary Jackson.‟ 

Tamara shifted her weight. The joists were biting into her 

leg. She pulled herself up and settled into a more comfort-

able position. When she next heard what was being said, 

the telephone call had ended. Clarence and Humphrey 

were talking. 

„Do you think they‟ll send in the Special Weapons 

Squad?‟ 

„It will take a while for that to happen...‟ 
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Humphrey spoke in the voice he used when he wanted 

to sound important. Tamara had never ceased to be of-

fended by it. Ian said you had to ignore Humphrey‟s bad 

points and concentrate on the good ones. 

„When the weight of evidence forces him to act,‟ he 

drooled on. „But don‟t hold your breath. John won‟t do a 

thing until enough people are involved to spread the 

blame should a major fuck-up occur.‟ 

„That could take a while, Humph.‟ 

„It could indeed! Unfortunately, we do not have time. 

Organised crime moves faster than the forces of law and 

order. That is one of the reasons why it is so successful.‟ 

„Yuki‟s up in the Meditation Centre,‟ Clarence said. „I 

think we should get her out as soon as possible.‟ 

„Our minds think alike, Clarence.‟ 

Tamara listened as they outlined a plan. Ian would be 

involved but there was no place for her. It was the story 

of her life. Everyone treated her as a hanger-on. In the 

skydiving club she was Ian‟s little sister. No one treated 

her like a real person. From now on things would be dif-

ferent.  

 

L uke‟s hand shook as he checked the cameras for 

signs of activity in the outer security zone. Jim had 

warned him that they could receive a visit from the police. 

They had a tap on the motel‟s telephone line and had lis-

tened to a conversation between Humpty and the woman 

he called Mother. Jim said the lady was Humpty‟s boss 

and Mother was the title used to address female heads of 

the secret service. The woman said she had enough evi-

dence to send the Federal Police into the Meditation Cen-

tre. She said Miriam Steinfeld had implanted a chimera in 

a girl from Nimbin and there was no way the police would 

fail to act. 
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It was just the sort of thing the crazy woman would have 

done. But Miriam was only part of the problem. Clarence le 

Shrimp had talked about a National Parks ranger who‟d 

collected samples of fur from the chimeras Damien had let 

loose. Le Shrimp said the police would send in forensic 

teams. Luke was aghast. That would be disastrous. They 

had bred pigs that were ten per cent human as part of the 

pharmaceutical project. There were tissue samples every-

where. 

He talked to Jim and he said everything was under con-

trol. He‟d worked out a plan and there was no need to 

worry. Luke wasn‟t so sure. Jim‟s plan involved burning 

down the laboratory and most of the zoo. 
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CHAPTER 26 

 

Missing Miss Mori 

 

P atrick‟s green phone rang. It was the one his secretary 

used. She said there had been unexpected develop-

ments in the Nimbin case and Melanie Stein wanted to 

speak to him. Patrick‟s face dropped. The Nimbin case was 

bad news and ”unexpected developments” was code for 

trouble. He was accordingly surprised when Ms Stein en-

tered the room smiling. 

„My contact in Attorney General‟s has just telephoned,‟ she 

said triumphantly. „The missing Miss Tomoko Mori has been 

found. She is on a concert tour of North America. It seems 

she used her American passport to leave the country. Immi-

gration were on the lookout for a missing Japanese citizen 

and their computer failed to pick her up.‟ 

„How did your people find out?‟ 

„Judge D‟Arcy informed them. He has been taking an inter-

est in the case. Miss Mori‟s concert tour is advertised in the 

New York papers.‟ 

„Are you quite sure?‟ 
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„Absolutely!‟ Melanie opened her folder. „I checked the 

web pages of the leading New York papers and there can 

be no doubt.‟ 

She handed him a sheet of paper. 

„This is what the Herald Tribune has to say.‟ 

Patrick read rapidly and an expression of immense relief 

appeared on his face. He reached for his grey phone and 

pressed up a number. 

„I shall inform the Minister at once then I‟ll put a call 

through to Humphrey Hansen and inform him that his ser-

vices are no longer required.‟ 

 

H umphrey paced back and forth, swearing in half-a-

dozen languages. Clarence hadn‟t seen him in such 

a mood before. At breakfast he‟d been his usual ponder-

ous self. Then Patrick Muller phoned and said Yuki‟s sister 

had been found, thanks to Judge D‟Arcy. The case was 

now closed, funding had ceased and they were all redun-

dant. Humphrey slammed down the phone and went bal-

listic, vowing to get D‟Arcy one way or another. 

They were in Humphrey‟s unit waiting for Ian to arrive. 

Humphrey had phoned him at work saying he was needed 

for a council of war. Ian had driven up from the Park and 

was out in the yard with Tamara. As far as Clarence could 

make out, they were having an argument. It ended when 

Tamara stormed off in the direction of the laundry. 

Ian came in and sat down. Clarence listened as Humph-

rey told him what had happened.  He said they couldn‟t 

rely on the police to do anything.  The forces of law and 

order might eventually get off their backsides but it would 

be too late by then. Yuki was at risk and immediate action 

was needed. He ranted on about the failings of the bu-

reaucracy and Clarence‟s mind drifted towards other 
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things. He was daydreaming about Blossom and the Nin-

jas when a noise in the rafters caught his attention. 

The motel was experiencing problems with tree kanga-

roos and he suspected that one of the strange creatures 

had found its way into the roof.  The animal was on the 

endangered-species register but that hadn‟t prevented it 

from making a nuisance of itself in certain places and the 

motel was one of them. He was wondering about solving 

the problem with a gun when Ian said something about 

Judge D‟Arcy. 

Ian had shown a photograph of the judge to some heli-

copter pilots and they‟d recognised D‟Arcy as a person 

who appeared under the name Dr Bruce King on their 

flight manifests. They said Dr King often made the trip 

from Cairns airport to the helicopter pad at the Meditation 

Centre. He‟d flown in two days earlier and was due to 

leave in a week‟s time. 

Humphrey said they had identified D‟Arcy as the Master 

and it was nice to think he would be in residence when 

they went up the mountain to rescue Yuki. That was their 

primary aim. Their secondary aim was to unmask D‟Arcy 

and send him to gaol for the rest of his life. 

„Our available forces comprise ourselves and the Ninjas,‟ 

Humphrey declared. „Clarence believes he can gain the 

support of the young ladies. I am confident that I can im-

personate a member of the Nimbin Fellowship and pene-

trate the Meditation Centre.‟ 

„What do you want me to do?‟ Ian asked. 

„Help us throw the opposition off balance. We want the 

people up there to think that the Special Weapons Squad 

is about to pay them a visit. I have recordings of radio 

communications made during a training exercise. We 

have two transmitters. One will be left here at the motel. 

I want you to take the other up the mountain. Wear your 

Army Reserve uniform. I have a laser gun.‟ 
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The sound of disintegrating plasterboard brought Humph-

rey to a halt. A ceiling panel peeled away and a leg ap-

peared, followed by the rest of Tamara. She hung onto a 

beam and Ian grabbed her. 

„What are you doing?‟ 

He lowered her down. 

„I was listening to what you‟re saying.‟ 

„Tammy. That‟s just a dumb stupid thing to do. You could 

have hurt yourself.‟ 

„Don‟t talk to me like that!‟ Tamara dissolved in tears. 

„I‟m so worried about Yuki. I wanna know what‟s happening 

to her.‟ 

„We‟re going to rescue her.‟ 

„I heard that,‟ Tamara shrieked. „What about me?‟ 

„You can wait here.‟ 

„No! Yuki‟s my sister. I want to go too. You‟re always try-

ing to leave me out.‟ 

„We‟ll need you to look after things here, Tammy.‟ 

Clarence watched as they continued to argue. In the end, 

Ian said Tamara could stay and operate the radio. She 

agreed but her expression said otherwise. 

 

L uke went to the window and watched as thunder-

clouds formed over the mountain. The air was hot 

and clammy. A week earlier, hailstones the size of golf balls 

had fallen from the sky. They‟d smashed windscreens and 

killed the koala bears in the zoo. The pandas would have 

suffered a similar fate if the animal keepers hadn‟t rescued 

them. 

He could see the animal keepers in the yard below. Most 

were mentally handicapped but that didn‟t prevent them 

from being good and dedicated workers. They weren‟t paid 
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because, in legal terms, they were not employees. Like 

priests, they occupied a no-man‟s land between the work-

force and the unemployed. Trade unions ignored them and 

workplace inspectors steered well clear. Jim said he would 

maintain the practice when he became Master. 

A radio crackled in the background. It was attached to a 

scanner and searching through frequencies used by the 

police and armed forces. Earlier that afternoon, he had 

picked up a worrying transmission from the direction of 

the motel. A man was giving map references. After that, 

he‟d listened to a police chase near Cairns and had caught 

snatches of conversations between dive boats on the 

Great Barrier Reef. He was beginning to relax when a crisp 

voice jolted him into life. It said that a message had been 

received and understood. As far as he could tell, the trans-

mission was coming from somewhere near the commune. 

Luke returned to the window and watched as cloned pigs 

with part human ancestry were cremated. The animal 

keepers were in tears. They‟d been told that the porkers 

had caught a contagious disease and had passed away 

peacefully during the night. Elsewhere, containers of flam-

mable liquids were being placed at strategic points. It was 

Jim‟s idea. If the worse came to the worse, they‟d be set 

alight and any remaining evidence would be destroyed. 
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CHAPTER 27 

 

Snow Child 
 

C larence parked his Beach Buggy in front of the Diggers 

Arms and walked across to the bullring. He was 

dressed in his Beach Boy costume and had sand sticking to 

him in all the right places. The ring was fenced in rodeo 

style and had viewing stands equipped with awnings. The 

Ninjas were performing acrobatics over a sleepy-looking 

bull under the watchful eye of Catalina Valdez and her film 

crew. Clarence didn‟t want to get involved in any unneces-

sary heroics and stayed on his side of the fence. Cat came 

across to him. 

„Honey babe!‟ She reached out a slender hand. „You look 

worried. Is it the contract?‟ 

„The contract‟s fine.‟ Clarence moved closer. „It‟s my 

friend, Yuki. She‟s in the Meditation Centre. I think some-

thing might have happened to her.‟ 

„Now, what could possibly happen to a young person in a 

place of quiet contemplation?‟ 

Cat threw back her head in mock surprise and was about 

to say more when the bull tired of the girls‟ antics. The big 

animal snorted and threw up clods of turf. Cat climbed the 

fence and dropped down beside him. 

„We were amongst those quietly contemplating folk last 

night, babe. Certain of their number came down and joined 

us at a party. It was an honour to experience their lifestyle 

and avail ourselves of opportunities for cultural exchange.‟ 

„You mean you were up there filming?‟ 

„That and other things…‟ 

„Did you see my friend? Her name means Snow Child in 

English.‟ 
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„Yeah. I remember the Snow Child.‟ Cat‟s eyes strayed 

towards the bull, which had stopped throwing up turf and 

was trying to demolish the fence. 

„Is she alright?‟ Clarence asked anxiously. 

„That depends on your manner of thinking, babe,‟ Cat 

glanced at the fleeing Ninjas. „If you think it‟s alright to be 

stoned … yeah, she was alright.‟ 

„Do you think she was drugged?‟ 

„Honey, half the people up there are on drugs.‟ 

„Yuki doesn‟t take drugs,‟ Clarence said. „She hates 

drugs. That‟s why she joined the Meditation Centre. She‟s 

looking for her sister. She thinks they‟ve done something 

bad to her.‟ 

Cat‟s expression changed. „The Snow Child thinks the 

people in the Meditation Centre have done something bad 

to her sister?‟ 

„Yes. That‟s why we need your help. We think they‟re 

holding Yuki captive. We have to get her out of there.‟ 

Catalina placed a reassuring hand on Clarence‟s arm. 

„Babe, leave it to us Ninjas. We‟ll rescue the Snow Child.‟ 

 

H umphrey plodded up the track. He‟d phoned the 

Meditation Centre earlier, claiming to be an Oxford 

don who was a member of the Nimbin Fellowship. He said 

he had been called to Australia, at short notice, to speak at 

a symposium in Port Douglas. Since he was in the district 

he wished to avail himself of the opportunity to spend a 

night in residence. He said he would take a taxi. 

The necessary information for this subterfuge came from 

a computer disk supplied by Yuki‟s father. Humphrey was 

impersonating a certain Professor Arkroyd: a world-

renowned expert on genetics. The imaginary taxi took him 

past the motel and its imaginary driver refused to go any 

further when the road degenerated into a rough track. 
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Humphrey figured that an Oxford don might trudge for a 

while then collapse. He put down his suitcase and phoned 

for help. 

„This is Muriel. How can I be of assistance?‟ 

„Muriel.‟ Humphrey assumed his Oxford accent. „This is 

Professor Arkroyd. I spoke to you earlier and we agreed 

that I should take a taxi.‟ 

„Yes, Professor.‟ 

„Well! In the event, there‟s been a bit of a hitch. The taxi 

fellow tried to take the back road. It‟s marked on the map 

but in an appalling state of repair. He took me as far as a 

motel and refused to go any further. He said I should walk 

the rest of the way and phone you from the gate.‟ 

„Where are you now?‟ 

„I don‟t know. The taxi chap said it wasn‟t far but I‟ve 

walked an appallingly long way. I‟m very tired. I‟d be most 

grateful if you could arrange transport.‟ 

„Stay there!‟ Muriel bellowed. „I‟ll send someone.‟ 

Twenty minutes later a monk arrived on a motorbike. 

„Greetings, Brother!‟ 

He lent over the handlebars and bowed. Humphrey re-

turned the bow and waited as the monk unfurled a scroll 

and read from it in broken English. He knew what would 

follow. The monk would ask questions and he would be re-

quired to give the replies needed to prove his identity. The 

procedure was described on the computer discs. All that 

was required was a thorough knowledge of the gospels. 

‘What brings you to our mountain home?’ 

‘I come as one of the chosen.’ 

‘Honoured are they who are chosen,’ 

‘Honoured in the eyes of Our Lord.’ 

‘What is the name of the Lord of whom you speak?’ 
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‘He has many names.’ 

‘What name did you call him when you were a child? 

‘I called him Jesus but when I cast off childish things 

and the veil was lifted from my eyes, I knew him as Our 

Lord Bahgiata…’ 

Up to this point it had all been rather easy. Then more 

names of the Supreme Being were required. Humphrey 

worked his way through the torturous passages of the 

gospels, hunting for them, and was beginning to wonder 

if his memory was up to the task when a thunderclap put 

an end to the proceedings. The monk glanced at the dark-

ening sky and rolled up the scroll. 

„We go now!‟ 

He returned the scroll to his robe and slapped the pillion 

seat. 

„You sit here.‟ 

 

Y uki pulled on her costume. She‟d been rescued by a 

band of women who called themselves Ninjas and 

taken to a place called The Village where they gave her 

pills to combat the drugs that had been pumped into her. 

The treatment worked wonders but her head was still 

swimming and she was having difficulty fastening her 

belt. A dark-skinned woman came across. 

„I‟ll help you,‟ she said in a soft, melodic voice. „You‟re 

the Snow Child … ain‟t that right, honey?‟ 

„My name is Yukiko. It means Snow Child in English.‟ 

„Well, Snow Child. My name is Catalina and I changed it 

to Cat for professional reasons.‟ She checked the Ninja 

stars and other weaponry dangling from Yuki‟s belt then 

rolled up her sleeve. „I don‟t like what I see, Snow Child.‟ 
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Yuki tried to focus on the strawberry blotches above her 

elbow. She remembered something about mosquitoes. 

„I‟m going to get an insect repellent,‟ she said abstractly. 

„Don‟t you worry about insects, Snow Child. It‟s the shit 

those people pumped into you … that‟s what you should 

worry about. When they do that you become their slave 

and you don‟t even know it‟s happening. They gave you 

Smack. That makes you real crazy. That makes you like 

you don‟t know how many arms and legs you got.‟ 

Yuki wondered about Smack. It had something to do 

with hit. She remembered when some boys tried to take 

Tomoko‟s violin and she‟d hit them. That was a long time 

ago when they were small. 

„You gotta understand, we make the rules…‟ 

The voice trailed away and Yuki was thinking about her 

father. They were standing on a bridge that he had de-

signed. In a shipyard, far below, huge oil tankers looked 

like children‟s toys. 

„You‟re Number One,‟ the voice returned. „You call the 

shots. Don‟t forget that they‟re a bunch of fat old men 

with too much money. Only take cash, Snow Child. No 

cheques and no credit cards. Make sure they reward your 

services with nice, crisp banknotes.‟ 
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CHAPTER 28 

 

The Eagle Lands 

 

T amara rode up the mountain track on her trail bike. 

She was dressed in her skydiving gear and her para-

glider was strapped to a carrying frame on the back. The 

track led to Bald Bluff – a huge outcrop of bare rock on a 

secondary peak of the mountain. The bluff was a favourite 

launch pad for the skydiving club and she knew it from 

previous visits. Her route passed through dense rainforest 

which changed to open scrub near the top. 

After a rough ride over stony ground, she reached the 

edge of the bluff and stopped beside a gnarled gum. It 

had grown there for centuries, forced to bend to the fero-

cious winds that blasted up the rock face on almost every 

day of the year. 

Up-lift was guaranteed. Today it was awesome. Tamara 

lent her bike against the tree and started to unpack. She‟d 

made the jump with Ian. They‟d taken off and circled over 

the mountain before landing on the motel lawn to the ap-

plause of guests. He would do anything to stop her now 
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but Ian was on the other side of the mountain, dressed in 

camouflage gear and carrying a gun.  

She would normally have spent at least twenty minutes 

checking her gear and assessing conditions. There wasn‟t 

time. A thunderstorm was brewing. Tamara secured her 

straps and pushed her way through stunted bushes to an 

expanse of rock that stretched downwards in a smooth 

curve. 

The wind tore at her clothing. She had never experi-

enced anything like it before. One part of her mind said 

she should abandon the launch. Another said Yuki had to 

be rescued at any cost. 

The immediate problem was to get clear of the bushes. 

She leaned into the wind, spread her legs and started to 

plod down the slope. While the wind was steady there 

wasn‟t much of a problem. When it gusted she was in 

danger of being blown off her feet. She had almost 

cleared the last of the bushes when a violent gust sent 

her slipping and sliding. 

There was only one way out. Her hand shot down and 

she yanked on her cord. The canopy opened and she was 

airborne. It wasn‟t a perfect launch but it was good 

enough. Despite the awful conditions she‟d left the ground 

without hitting anything and her rate of climb was phe-

nomenal. 

Earlier in the day, she‟d been worried about lack of lift. 

Now there was more than she needed. It was like going 

up in an express lift. Her ears popped and the forest re-

ceded. The mountain was soon well below. She could see 

the main buildings and the patch of grass where she in-

tended to land. It was tucked away in a corner and clear 

of obvious hazards. She turned and received a tremen-

dous shock. 
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The weather had taken a turn for the worse. Clouds 

were rushing in. Lightning rent the sky. An eagle plum-

meted past then another. That was a bad sign. The birds 

knew it wasn‟t safe to be out in a thunderstorm and were 

making a quick getaway. That wasn‟t an option for her. 

Paragliders and birds have very different designs. Birds 

can trim their wings and hurtle down. Paragliders are 

meant to stop that happening. 

In a sense it wasn‟t frightening. There was nothing to be 

done. The storm had complete control. Tamara knew peo-

ple who had ridden thunderstorms. They said you should-

n‟t fight them. You should sit them out and enjoy the ride. 

 A hailstone struck her leg. That wasn‟t enjoyable. It was 

like being hit by a rock. She didn‟t feel any pain. It was 

too cold for pain. Her mind raced. The people who had ad-

vised her to sit out the storm had been expelled from the 

skydiving club for their daredevil behaviour. How much 

faith should she put in them? 

Hailstones could dent cars. What would they do to a par-

aglider? The canopy was still intact but for how long? It 

could be torn to shreds at any moment. And that wasn‟t 

the only thing. Thunderclouds reached far higher than the 

mountain. She could be carried to twice that height, per-

haps out to sea. It wasn‟t a pleasant thought. She re-

shaped the canopy and began a rapid descent – then had 

second thoughts. 

There were things down there that you could hit. A cliff 

might suddenly appear and there wouldn‟t be time to do 

anything about it. People had died crashing into cliffs. Far 

safer to ride out the storm. She adjusted the canopy, sat 

back and allowed herself to be carried up. 

It got colder and her goggles misted over. Flying blind 

wasn‟t on the cards. She removed a glove and rubbed the 

inside of the lens. It felt like ice. There was a name for the 
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stuff but her mind 

was too numb to re-

member. The main 

thing was that it 

melted and she 

could see again. 

She returned her 

hand to the glove 

and pulled her jack-

et about her. Going 

into the cold store at 

the bottle shop had 

nothing on this. And 

you could freeze to death in a cold store. That was why 

they had telephones inside. They were there so you could 

phone for help if you got locked in. Her telephone was in an 

inside pocket and she couldn‟t get to it. That made no dif-

ference. No one could help her now. 

There was no way of telling where the storm would take 

her. If it blew towards the coast that was a plus. There was 

no shortage of open ground in that direction. She‟d find a 

clearing and phone for help. If she were blown out to sea 

she would glide down onto the beach. If she landed in the 

sea she‟d swim for shore. But what if she was blown to-

wards the mountain? 

The effort of thinking was exhausting and her goggles 

had frozen up again. She managed to make a hole in the 

frosting on one of the lenses. It wasn‟t big but it was big 

enough to see that the visibility had improved and the mist 

was a little brighter. 

Minutes passed and hail turned to rain. The frosting melt-

ed. The rain stopped and she was suddenly flying beneath 

a blue sky. The top of the mountain loomed ahead. She 

headed for a patch of scrub and put down. It wasn‟t where 

she intended but she had arrived in one piece and the par-

aglider was undamaged. 
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T he little tiger waddled across the 

yard to the elephant house. In-

side, a grey-haired woman sat on a 

low stool, her face illuminated by the 

flickering light of a candle. 

„You can go to sleep now,‟ Ruth told 

the big animal. „I‟ve cleaned up all 

the blood those nasty men left. You shouldn‟t be able to 

smell it now.‟ 

The elephant lent past her and scooped up some hay. 

„I‟m worried about one of the baby pandas,‟ Ruth confid-

ed. „It was here this morning. Now it‟s gone … poor little 

thing. It‟s got ears like a rabbit. I‟d recognise it anywhere. 

And one of the tiger cubs has gone too. The mother is so 

distressed. I‟ve hunted high and low for him.‟ 

The elephant raised its trunk and sniffed the air. 

„What is it?‟ Ruth picked up the candle and looked 

around. In a corner, two small eyes stared at her. She put 

down the candle and hurried across. 

„There you are. You naughty boy. Everyone‟s been so 

worried about you.‟ She cradled the tiger cub in her arms. 

„I thought you were your big brother. He‟s just like you ex-

cept for his funny tail, which looks a bit like a rabbit‟s.‟ 

She left the elephant house and ran across the yard to 

the tiger cage. 

„Here you are, Mother. I‟ve brought the naughty boy 

back to you. He‟s been exploring. You mustn‟t be angry.‟ 

The mother tiger licked the cub‟s face as Ruth tried to 

push it through the bars. 

„Oh dear! You seem to be stuck.‟ She pulled the cub 

back. „I don‟t know how you got out. Maybe someone left 

the door open when they were cleaning your cage.‟ 
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She fumbled with her keys. The first didn‟t fit. She tried 

again and found one that turned. The door swung open a 

fraction then hit her in the face. Ruth didn‟t see what hap-

pened next but when she got up, the cage was empty and 

the tigers had gone. 

 

T he wood panelling was exquisite, the prints on the 

walls looked like originals and the view of the sur-

rounding rainforest was superlative. Everything was ar-

ranged with taste and elegance. The floor was oak and all 

the fittings were of the highest 

quality. Humphrey dumped his 

bag on the bed and looked for 

surveillance cameras. There 

was nothing obvious but he re-

mained cautious. The sheer ex-

travagance of the place was 

astounding. Anyone who could 

afford such luxury could pay for 

the latest eavesdropping devic-

es. 

A silk robe and undergar-

ments lay on the bed. He re-

called that detention centres 

had much the same approach 

to new arrivals. They got them 

to strip off and replace their 

clothes with a uniform provided 

by the prison service. That way 

they cut down on the number 

of knives, hacksaw blades and 

other troublesome implements that inmates might bring in-

to their new home. 
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His immediate problem was to hide his satellite phone 

and gun, which would stand out as ugly bumps in the flim-

sy folds of the robe. It was the sort of problem he‟d given 

to trainee agents. There were several solutions and all de-

pended on one simple axiom. “Never feel obliged to do an-

ything anyone demands of you unless they have a knife at 

your throat. Ignore their requests and play the ignorant 

oaf.” 

Humphrey decided to be a cultured, ignorant oaf. There 

was no shortage of them in academia and it wasn‟t a diffi-

cult role to play. The correct approach was to ignore in-

structions. He slipped off his raincoat, replaced it with the 

robe and examined himself in the mirror. The net effect 

wasn‟t bad above the knees. Lower down it was compro-

mised by his brown shoes and tartan socks. He replaced 

the shoes with sandals. The socks continued to strike a dis-

cordant note but seemed in keeping with the character he 

was trying to impersonate. 

 

I an applied more camouflage paint to his face and 

changed the pattern on his cheeks. Humphrey said it 

was the easiest way to alter his appearance and create the 

impression that a sizeable force was preparing to storm the 

Meditation Centre. 

A security camera swung round to look at him. The first 

phase of the operation was nearing completion. It re-

mained for him to lie low and wait for a signal from 

Humphrey. He would then take out the security cameras 

with his laser gun and shoot up the junction boxes on the 

electric fence with his assault rifle. The way would then be 

clear for him to enter the Centre and join forces with the 

other members of the team. 



 275 

He was dressed in his Army Reserve uniform and his gun 

fired real bullets. He could face court marshal or even 

worse. He didn‟t care. Yuki was in danger and he was go-

ing to get her out. 

 

T he brothers stood on the balcony of 

their apartment and looked down into 

the car park. A large van had stopped out-

side the administration building and the 

animal keepers were loading boxes into it 

under the watchful eye of Muriel who 

stood by the door, clipboard in hand, tick-

ing off each item as it arrived. 

They were dressed in Beatles costumes 

salvaged from a wild 1960s party in the Diggers Arms. Jim 

was Ringo Starr and doing his best to speak with a Liver-

pool accent. 

„They‟re planning to do a bunk,‟ Jim mangled his vowels. 

„Is that a good thing?‟ Mathew asked anxiously. 

„Only if they go ahead with it.‟ 

„You mean they might not?‟ 

„They will if they think the Special Weapons Squad are 

coming in. There‟s a lot of activity down there but it could 

be a hoax. Humpty is behind it.‟ 

„Who‟s Humpty?‟ 

„A detective,‟ Jim‟s accent wobbled. „The Master told Josh 

about him. He said the guy was a dill. Josh made inquiries 

and he reckons Humpty is a top operator. He thinks the 

Master is scared of him.‟ 

„What does that mean for us?‟ Mathew whined. 

Jim looked at his brother‟s stunted body and tried to 

calm him.‟ 
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„Everything‟s going just fine, Mat. „We‟re doing it real 

cool like when we do our research.‟ 

„What about Humpty?‟ 

„He‟s impersonating a member of the Fellowship who us-

es the name Bopah when he‟s in residence. 

Mathew looked alarmed. „You mean he‟s here?‟ 

„All the evidence points to it. The guy who just arrived 

told a story about taking a taxi from the airport and being 

dropped off near the motel. It doesn‟t compute. The driv-

ers know the routine. They take people as far as Cedar 

Park and we pick them up from there. I‟m going to check 

him out at dinner.‟ 
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CHAPTER  29 

Three Pigs 
 

A  vast observation deck projected from the rock face. 

Humphrey recognised it from the photographs Yuki 

had taken when she‟d reconnoitred the Master‟s lodge. He 

adjusted his robe and walked over the polished cedar 

floor. In the valley, far below, the lights of the motel flick-

ered through the trees. He imagined Tamara down there 

waiting for news of Yuki. 

Five people stood at the far end of the deck, sipping 

Champagne. They turned expectantly when he made his 

appearance. Four were dressed in silken robes like his 

own. The fifth wore a clerical collar. Humphrey recognised 

the Reverend Samuel Hodgson. 

„Bopah. What a surprise!‟ Sam spoke with the sort of ac-

cent Humphrey was trying to impersonate. „I‟m honoured 

to meet such a distinguished member of our order.‟ He 

turned to the others. „Bopah arrived unexpectedly. I‟ll let 

him introduce himself at dinner. I regret I shall not be 

able to join you. The Master has graced us with his pres-

ence and my services are 

required elsewhere.‟ Sam 

gave a sign of benediction 

and hurried away. 

„Do come and join us!‟ A 

woman with intense green 

eyes peered at Humphrey. 

„There‟s no need to be shy. 

I‟ll introduce you.‟ 

She took his arm and they 

followed the others into an 

adjoining room, dominated 

by a huge table. It could 

have seated thirty but was laid for only six. Humphrey 
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counted the settings. Five of the diners were present. He 

wondered about the sixth. 

„This is Sanjuptah,‟ the green-eyed woman said. ‟She is 

named after Our Lord‟s faithful retainer.‟  

A frail woman placed her hands together in an attitude 

of greeting and smiled at Humphrey. 

„This is Ah Tong who is named after Our Lord‟s most dis-

cerning disciple.‟  

A man, with an all-seeing eye on his forehead, nodded 

in Humphrey‟s direction. 

„And this is a new arrival like yourself, Bopah. He is Ami-

da who is named after Our Lord‟s all embracing Buddha 

nature.‟ 

Humphrey returned the bow of a white-haired man who 

scrutinised him through narrow, rimless spectacles. 

„Let us be seated.‟ 

Humphrey pulled back a chair and was about to sit when 

Sanjuptah cried out in a shrill voice. „That is the vaigron‟s 

chair! Surely, you recognise the sign.‟ 

Humphrey stared, short-sightedly, at a carving of en-

twined dragons on the back of the chair. „Oh. Do forgive 

me! My eyesight is somewhat impaired without my spec-

tacles.‟ 

„We do not require artificial aids, Bopah,‟ Sanjuptah ad-

monished him. „We have been taught to use our other 

senses. Even those whom fate has denied the blessing of 

sight are not denied vision. Am I not right, Ah Tong?‟ 

„You are, indeed, Sanjuptah.‟ 

Humphrey moved to another chair and sat down. 

„Will you give the blessing?‟ the green-eyed woman said. 

„It is customary for the one who arrives last to give 

thanks.‟ 
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Humphrey‟s mind raced through the gospels for some-

thing to say. Finding nothing, he recited the grace Kirstin 

had taught him as a child. „Thank you, Lord, for the food 

we are about to eat.‟ 

His offering was greeted with applause. 

„How very nice … such simplicity … such elegance.‟ 

His companions dissected every word, searching for hid-

den meanings. Humphrey ignored them and turned his at-

tention to the dishes. A sign in Sanskrit (with English 

translation) said they had been selected from the cuisines 

of many cultures with emphasis on cosmic harmony. He 

picked up a pair of ivory chopsticks and was about to tack-

le the sashimi when a door at the end of the room opened 

and a figure appeared. 

„It‟s the vaigron!‟ the frail woman whispered. 

„Evening all!‟ 

Jim appeared in his Beatles outfit, wearing a wig and try-

ing to sound like Ringo. He strode to the table and sat 

down in the chair with the entwined dragons. „Okay. 

Cerce,‟ he grabbed a table napkin. „Let‟s have some intro-

ductions.‟ 

The green-eyed woman pointed to the white-haired man 

with the narrow spectacles. „This is Amida.‟ 

„Yeah! What about the 

other fella?‟ 

„He is Bopah.‟ 

„Christ! Where did he 

get that name from?‟ 

„He is named after Our 

Lord‟s birthplace beside 

the Indus River.‟ 



 280 

Jim slurped down an oyster. 

„I thought that was where they had that big chemical 

spill. Are you sure you‟ve got it right?‟ 

Cerce dithered and Jim turned to Humphrey. 

„Okay, mate! What‟s your claim to fame?‟ 

„I‟m a geneticist.‟ 

„Yeah,‟ Jim reached for another oyster. „So am I.‟ 

„May I ask your name?‟ 

„Yeah … I‟m Jim. I‟m named after one of Our Lord‟s spe-

cial disciples. In his Jesus mode, that is.‟ 

„Oh, James.‟ Cerce fidgeted. „You do like to appear ir-

reverent. I‟m sure you do it to tease.‟ 

A silence followed, broken only by the sound of Jim 

chewing and the clatter of cutlery as the other guests ex-

plored the dishes. Finally, Cerce found courage to speak. 

„I heard a most illuminating story from the warden this 

afternoon. It concerned Lord Bahgiata and his meeting 

with a hare.‟ 

Jim shovelled sashimi into his mouth. „I‟ve not heard 

that one, Cerce. What did Soapy Sam say?‟ 

The green-eyed woman adjusted her robe. „It seems 

that Our Lord was one day walking in his garden when he 

met a hare.‟ 

„Yep!‟ Jim delivered a heavy dose of tomato sauce onto 

his plate. „What happened then?‟ 

„Our Lord inquired of the hare “Whither goest thou?” 

and the hare replied “The faster the fewer.” ‟ 

„I don‟t get it, Cerce!‟ 

„That‟s because you‟re a scientist.‟ Sanjuptah cut in. „If 

you‟d had the benefit of a wider education you would 

know that the hare‟s reply was a play on words – in the 



 281 

original Sanskrit, of course. The true meaning depends on a 

proper understanding of the nuances…‟ 

Jim tapped Humphrey‟s hand. „Bo, you‟re not interested 

in this … are you, mate? We can talk genetics … tell one an-

other about our latest discoveries‟ 

Humphrey‟s understanding of genetics was abysmal. He 

decided to duck the issue and fall back on his limited 

knowledge of Oxford college life. „I‟m not accustomed to 

talk shop at table,‟ he replied in his best Oxford accent. 

„Okay, Bo!‟ Jim pushed a bowl of curried meat in his direc-

tion. „Let‟s talk grub.‟ 

Humphrey sniffed the offering. 

„It smells very good. What is it?‟ 

„Panda, mate.‟ 

„Panda?‟ 

„Yep, cloned panda. Every-

one makes mistakes and 

we eat ours … it‟s part of 

our religion.‟ Jim deposited 

a big dollop on Humphrey‟s 

plate and dumped the rest 

on his own. „Bo!‟ he lent 

forward. „I‟ve got a story 

you should hear. It‟s not 

about hares. It‟s about 

cloned pigs. You know how 

they‟re all meant to be the same but they‟re not because of 

mistakes. You‟re a geneticist … you‟ll understand.‟ 

Humphrey lent forward and tried to ignore the voices of 

the other guests, who were engaged in a discussion about 

the multiple meanings of the Sanskrit word for hare. 

„Tell me about the pigs.‟ 
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„There were three of them, Bo.‟ Jim produced a fork and 

dug into the curry. „They lived in little houses. The first pig 

had a house of straw. The second had a house of sticks. 

The third had set himself up in a reinforced concrete 

blockhouse with steel doors, machine guns and an elec-

tronic alarm system.‟ He put down his fork and looked at 

Humphrey. „There was also a big bad wolf that wasn‟t a 

clone. Do you want me to tell you about him?‟ 

„Go on!‟ 

„One day, the wolf went to the house of the first little pig 

and said “There‟s a fair on in town. If you come with me, 

I‟ll buy a ribbon to tie around your piggy-wiggy tail,” and 

the pig said “No! No! You‟re a big, bad wolf.”.‟ Jim lent 

across the table and grinned. „Do you know what hap-

pened next?‟ 

„Perhaps the wolf huffed and puffed and blew the house 

down.‟ 

„You‟ve heard this one before … haven‟t you, Bo?‟ 

„It sounds familiar.‟ 

„What about the second little pig?‟ 

„Same thing,‟ Humphrey replied. „Wolf blows down house 

and eats pig.‟ 

„Very good!‟ Jim glanced at the other guests, who were 

still arguing over semantic points. Evidently satisfied, he 

returned his attention to Humphrey. „The third little pig 

would have presented a more difficult problem. How do 

you think the wolf dealt with him?‟ 

„You tell me. It‟s your story.‟ 

„He challenged him to a game of riddles, Bo.‟ Jim 

reached for a bottle of wine. „The wolf asked a lot of diffi-

cult questions about religion and the little pig answered 

them, which made him very proud. What do you think 

happened then?‟ 

„Tell me.‟ 
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„Well, Bo. There‟s not much more to say. The wolf invit-

ed the pig round to his place for dinner and the pig ac-

cepted the invitation. You can guess what happened after 

that.‟ He filled Humphrey‟s wineglass and pushed it across 

the table. 

„Drink up, mate!‟ 

The label on the bottle said it was a 1983 Chateau Roth-

schild sauternes – a sweet wine from the Medoc and one 

of Humphrey‟s favourites. He sniffed the bouquet and de-

cided there was something seriously wrong. All the correct 

aromas were present but another lurked in the back-

ground and had nothing to do with the vintage or the way 

the bottle had been kept. His drink had been spiked! 

„Anything wrong, Bo?‟ 

„No. It is a most excellent wine.‟ 

„Then why aren‟t you having any?‟ 

„I will but later. Sauternes is not an appropriate accom-

paniment for sashimi and panda curry.‟ 

„Panda curry?‟ Cerce‟s shrill voice interrupted the con-

versation. 

„That‟s what we‟re eating,‟ Humphrey said. 

„Jim!‟ she stretched out a pleading hand. „Tell me I‟m not 

eating panda.‟ 

„No, Cerce … you‟re eating tiger.‟ 

„Oh, Jim! You do so like to tease and so does Bopah. It 

must be a game which geneticists play.‟ She turned to the 

man with the eye on his forehead. „You are a scientist, Ah 

Tong. Are all scientists like that?‟ 

„I‟m a physicist, Cerce. I cannot comment on persons 

who are engaged in other scientific disciplines.‟ 

Jim stuffed a slice of watermelon into his mouth and 

turned to the all-seeing man. „They give Nobel Prizes for 

physics, Ah Tong. When are you going to get one?‟ 
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„I am not interested in recognition.‟ 

„Mate!‟ Jim spat pips onto his plate. „My mum and dad 

had Nobel Prizes and so did a lot of other people who once 

belonged to our order. That was forty years ago when the 

Nimbin Foundation was worth something…‟ 

Humphrey listened as Jim vented his rage. He was learn-

ing a lot about the Meditation Centre and wished he‟d 

known it earlier. The vaigron was evidently a product of the 

Nimbin Foundation‟s breeding program and was just the 

sort of malign individual one would expect from such a mis-

guided venture. The big-bad-wolf joke was a clumsy at-

tempt to humiliate him and the spiked drink was in the 

worse possible taste. Jim was a cocky little bastard who 

needed to be put in his place. 

He fumbled in his pocket for his phone. A signal to Ian 

would launch Phase Two of their operation. He pressed up 

the codes and sat back. 

Jim raved on. One moment he sounded like a poor imita-

tion of the Beatles. The next he was speaking with a mid-

Pacific accent that was neither American nor Australian. It 

occurred to Humphrey that the young man didn‟t have an 

accent of his own. 

„Do you know how many Nobel Prize winners have joined 

our foundation in the past thirty years?‟ Jim glared at the 

startled dinner guests. „I‟ll tell you … not a sodding one!‟ 

An alarm bell brought the outburst to an abrupt halt. Jim 

glanced nervously at Humphrey and went to a phone. 

„What‟ going on?‟ 

He yelled into the phone and an agitated voice yelled 

back. On the other side of the room, Humphrey raised his 

wineglass as if to give a toast. Jim turned in his direction 

and his face fell when Humphrey turned the glass upside 

down and dumped the spiked contents onto the floor. 
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CHAPTER 30 

 

Ninja 
 

T he rain had stopped and a full moon lit the sky. Yuki 

stood in line with the other Ninjas. They‟d trooped 

up from the village and were in a sports arena, illuminated 

by floodlights and surrounded by high walls. Her head was 

now sufficiently clear to take stock of the situation. It was 

not as rosy as she had thought. The good news was that 

she‟d been rescued from Damien. The bad news was that 

she‟d joined a band of travelling sex workers. 

She was back where she‟d been the night before and the 

scene was just as crazy. Little boys dressed as demons 

were running about with bas-

kets of rotten eggs. Little boys 

undressed as cupids were 

shooting arrows. There were peo-

ple in animal costumes and 

others dressed as clowns. Men 

in bright shirts were standing 

around drinking beer. They were 

the “punters” that Catalina 

had spoken about. 

The Ninjas eyed the punters 

hungrily. Yuki was reminded of 

her instructions. She must de-

mand hard cash and not accept 

anything else. Her plan was to take a prospective customer 

to a secluded spot, silence him with a few well-aimed kara-

te blows and make her escape back to the motel. From her 

position in the line-up, she guessed she was high on the 

list of the night‟s entertainment. 

„Gentlemen!‟ 
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Cat‟s melodic voice rang out. 

„Straight from the Ginza and bursting to see what fine 

sport you lusty steeds can offer, I bring you the one and 

only … Snow Child!‟ 

Yuki knew what to expect. A gladiatorial contest was go-

ing to take place. Fat old men would fight virile young 

women for a taste of their charms and get fleeced in the 

process. The Ninjas formed a bodyguard about her and 

they marched to the centre of the arena where Cat was 

waiting. 

„Welcome to our order, Snow Child!‟ 

Cat held out a set of nunchakus and a kendo sword. 

„Will it be chain or bamboo?‟ 

„I choose bamboo!‟ Yuki shouted. 

A sword was placed in her hand. A trapeze swung down 

and a Ninja grabbed it. Yuki went across for instructions. 

„We usually make five passes before conceding defeat,‟ 

the girl said. „That gives the punters something to get ex-

cited about. You can go on for longer if you like but not for 

too long. This is our last night. The police are snooping 

around. We don‟t want to be here when they raid the 

place.‟ 

On the other side of the arena, a figure dressed as a 

gladiator was handing money to a Ninja at a table. Yuki 

guessed he was her first contestant. She heard Cat‟s 

voice. 

„Snow Child! You have a challenger. A mysterious gladia-

tor who fights under the name of Spartica. Do you accept 

the challenge?‟ 

„I do!‟ Yuki yelled. 

She mounted the trapeze and the Ninjas propelled her 

into an upward glide. Spartica watched from below. He 

wore a silver mask with a bird‟s beak and was armed with 

a net and trident. Yuki had seen the weapons in movies 
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about ancient Rome but had never expected to face them 

in real life. 

„Snow Child! Snow Child…‟ 

The Ninjas set up a chant and the crowd roared in reply. 

„Spartica! Spartica…‟ 

The gladiator was meant to ensnare her with his net and 

she was meant to defend herself with her sword. But she 

mustn‟t hit too hard because that could cause her to win 

and that wasn‟t meant to happen. Yuki flexed her limbs 

and reached combat height on the fourth pass. To her sur-

prise, Spartica placed himself in her flight path. That was 

not meant to happen. The gladiator was supposed to stand 

to the side. If he stayed where he was, she‟d slam right in-

to him. He could be maimed – perhaps even killed. 

„Get out of the way!‟ 

Yuki yelled but Spartica stayed put and continued to 

stare at her through his silver mask. The stupid grinning 

face was perched over the thickly knotted net. She stuck 

out her feet hoping to cushion the blow. But, instead of a 

blow, she felt a tug. Her legs jerked back and she had to 

hang on with all her strength to avoid being pulled off. 

She looked down. The net was entangled with the tra-

peze and the gladiator was entangled with the net. Despite 

the added weight, the trapeze was continuing its upward 

glide. 

„Snow Child! Snow Child…‟ 

The crowd went mad with excitement. Even the fat slobs 

were shouting her name. Yuki ignored them. Her aim was 

to lose in the shortest possible time. She raised an out-

stretched arm and was about to concede defeat when she 

saw the silver mask and trident lying on the ground. 

Her blood boiled. Like a bull charging a red cloak, she‟d 

fallen for one of the oldest tricks in the book. Spartica had-

n‟t been behind the net. He had been off to one side with 
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the net draped over the trident and the mask at arm‟s 

length. 

Who was this nimble-footed creature who had tricked her 

so cunningly? He wasn‟t one of the Ninjas‟ regular clien-

tele. He was lighter and far more agile. His feet touched 

the ground and the trapeze slowed down. He‟d soon have 

her captured and she wasn‟t prepared to let that happen. 

Being defeated in combat was one thing. Being tricked was 

another. 

Yuki lashed out with her bamboo sword, striking the glad-

iator on the arm. He let go and tumbled to the ground. She 

was now free to resume the battle. Only a few passes were 

needed to bring her back to combat height. The trapeze 

reached the top of its glide and started the descent. The 

gladiator had retrieved the silver mask and trident. All he 

lacked was the net. Yuki kicked it free and he ran to pick it 

up. 

They were now on equal terms. Yuki was determined to 

beat him this time. She pumped the trapeze and forced it 

into a series of jerky movements that were difficult to fol-

low. Spartica cast his net and she struck out with her 

sword. The bamboo clipped the silver mask and sent it fly-

ing into the bushes. To her surprise there was a second 

mask underneath. Pearly white and broken, it fell away to 

the pitiful cries of the wearer. 

„Victory to Snow Child!‟ 

Cat called for more contestants. 

„You‟ve seen her fight. You can only guess what else she 

learnt in geisha school. Men have paid fortunes to know 

her better…‟ 

Yuki jumped down from the trapeze and ran to her fallen 

opponent. The gladiator was none other than the strange 

woman the Ninjas called Ali Baster. She lay on her back 

hiding her face. Yuki saw the terrible scars that covered 
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her neck and guessed the young woman had suffered hor-

ribly in a fire. 

„I‟ll get your mask,‟ she said quietly. 

„It‟s broken,‟ Ali Baster sobbed. 

„I‟ll get the other one.‟ 

She left and returned with the silver mask. Ali Baster 

took it and Yuki averted her eyes while the priestess put it 

on. The crowd had stopped yelling. Yuki thought they 

were doing it out of concern for the poor broken woman. 

Then she realised their attention was elsewhere. 

Two figures were descending the steps from the medita-

tion garden, accompanied by a pack of ferocious dogs. All 

eyes were staring at them. Yuki recognised Damien and 

Muriel. They had the lion dog with them and a dozen or 

more Dobermans. 

„Get into line, Ninjas!‟ 

Cat‟s voice boomed over her megaphone and the girls 

ran to the bottom of the steps. Damien wore a silk jacket 

with matching shirt and carried a rifle. Muriel wore the 

uniform of a medical orderly and carried her clipboard. 

The Ninjas stood shoulder to shoulder in a blocking for-

mation. Yuki joined them. 

„What do you want?‟ Cat demanded. 

Damien inclined his head respectfully. 

„The Master has sent us.‟ 

Yuki had never heard him speak like that before. Usually 

his voice was bullying or obscenely suggestive – or he just 

sounded drunk. 

„Who sent you?‟ 

„The Master who is also known as Baba. I am here to re-

turn Miss Mori to the Meditation Centre. She is in urgent 

need of medical attention.‟ 



 290 

„The Snow Child has received all the medical attention 

she needs, Sir.‟ Cat‟s voice remained even. „If she requires 

more it will be administered by one of our number who is 

a qualified medical practitioner.‟ 

„Qualified tart, you mean!‟ 

„Tart, Sir? I do not understand your strange Australian 

terms. Are you perhaps referring to an expensive dish?‟ 

The crowd roared with laughter and pelted Damien with 

bottles. The lion dog raised its head and the Dobermans 

bared their teeth. 

„You‟re a bunch whores!‟ Damien shouted. 

„Sir! I find your language offensive.‟ Cat stood her 

ground. „You are speaking to professional ladies who 

should be treated with the respect due to persons of 

breeding and refinement.‟ 

„Miss Mori is enrolled in the Centre‟s drug rehabilitation 

program,‟ Damien insisted. „I am required to return her for 

treatment.‟ 

„Correction, Sir! Miss Mori was classified as a Violet Girl. 

They are sent into limbo between the Meditation Centre 

and the commune.‟ 

„You took her from her hospital bed.‟ 

„No, Sir! We rescued her. Ain‟t that so, Snow Child?‟ 

„Yes. It is!‟ 

Yuki left the line and fronted up to Damien. 

„You were trying to poison me.‟ 

„Miss Mori, you are ill.‟ Damien dropped his voice. „These 

persons are not Ninjas. They are prostitutes and they want 

you to join them in a life of sin and debauchery. Come 

back to the Meditation Centre with me. The compassion of 

the Lord Buddha will heal your troubled mind. The Lord Je-

sus will look over and protect you.‟ 
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His words drove Yuki to fury. This was foul-mouthed Da-

mien. The more he spoke the more she got steamed up. 

„Give me this vile thing.‟ 

He reached for her kendo sword and tried to take it 

away. 

„The true way is to reject violence and follow the path of 

fellowship with the Lord.‟ 

The man was treating her like an idiot. 

„Bullshit!‟ 

Yuki‟s hand shot out and the end of the sword struck Da-

mien below the ribcage. He crumpled. The Dobermans 

bared their teeth and the Ninjas yelled their war cry. 

„Ninja! Ninja!‟ 

After that everything happened with a rush. The dogs 

charged. The Ninjas hurled their nunchakus and Yuki was 

knocked over in the stampede. The smell of dog was eve-

rywhere. She expected to be mauled and curled into a 

ball. The fury swept past. The air cleared and the barking 

was replaced by the thump of heavy shoes. She looked up 

and saw Muriel and Damien. One carried a syringe and the 

other had a gun. Damien pointed the gun at her head. 

„Bullet or needle! What will it be?‟ 

Yuki decided that needle was safer. They‟d have to get 

close to administer the poison and that would make them 

vulnerable. She was about to announce her decision when 

Muriel dropped her clipboard and screamed. 

„Christ! Who let that out?‟ 

Yuki saw a Siberian tiger padding towards them followed 

by a line of cubs. Damien and Muriel retreated into the 

bushes. She jumped to her feet and ran to the trapeze. 
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CHAPTER 31 

 

Inspector Bo 
 

J im produced a bottle of sake and two Japanese bowls, 

covered in spidery writing. The other dinner guests had 

left and he‟d returned to the dining room to talk to 

Humphrey. He was more relaxed now – almost nonchalant. 

„The bowls belong to Sam,‟ Jim said. „He won‟t be need-

ing them anymore because he‟s done a bunk.‟ 

Humphrey could scarcely hide his excitement. A treasure 

trove of valuable items lay before him. The work of master 

potters was everywhere. There was even a horse from the 

Tang Dynasty. He picked up a small porcelain dish and en-

thused over it. 

„This is a particularly fine piece and very old.‟ 

„That‟s a shame,‟ Jim grinned. „I just dropped one out 

there.‟ He slopped sake into his bowl and repeated the pro-

cedure for Humphrey. 

„You said Sam has done a bunk?‟ 

„Yeah, that‟s right. We‟re losing our 

senior staff. They‟re buggering off be-

fore it‟s too late.‟ He fidgeted. „Hey! 

You don‟t want me to go on calling 

you Bo, do you?‟ 

„My name is Humphrey. Humph to 

my friends. You can call me that if 

you like.‟ 

„Inspector Humph?‟ 

„Principal Investigator is the term 

used on my payslip.‟ 
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„Principal Investigator Humph … Ugh!‟  Jim pulled a face. 

„I prefer Inspector Bo. I‟ll call you that – if you don‟t mind.‟ 

„That‟s fine,‟ Humphrey smiled benignly. 

„Bo.‟ Jim moved closer. „The police are about to pay us a 

visit?‟ 

Humphrey nodded gravely. „You may rest assured that a 

variety of law enforcement agencies will arrive shortly.‟ 

„Yeah, Bo. That‟s what I figured.‟ Jim scratched at the 

gold inlay on the foot of an ancient Buddha. „I just want to 

know what‟s going on. What I mean is … how do I stand?‟ 

„That depends on how you cooperate.‟ 

„I‟ve been engaged in biological research procedures, Bo. 

I did it because I was told to and because I thought some 

good would come from it.‟ 

„How old are you?‟ 

„Twenty eight. The furthest I‟ve been is Port Douglas but 

I didn‟t like it so I came back. I got my education on the 

mountain. There were clever people here then. Not as 

clever as when my parents were alive but far better than 

the fuckwits who are here now.‟ 

„You were born after your parents‟ death?‟ 

„Twenty years after my mother died. I came out normal 

but the poor little kids that are being born today aren‟t so 

lucky. I told Miriam she should destroy anything older than 

1980 but she wouldn‟t listen.‟ Jim peeled more gold from 

the Buddha. 

Humphrey resisted the urge to stop him. 

„Who is Miriam?‟ 

„Miriam Steinfeld. She was a professor at one of the 

American universities before they threw her out. Big Ears 

brought her here.‟ 

„Big Ears?‟ 
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„Yeah! That‟s what we call him. He‟s the one Cerce and 

the other fuckwits call Baba. His real name is Neville D‟Ar-

cy. He‟s a judge.‟ 

„I am acquainted with Mr D‟Arcy,‟ Humphrey smiled. „But 

I have not yet had the opportunity to meet him in his Ba-

ba mode.‟ 

„You will if you hang around,‟ Jim stopped peeling the 

Buddha. „He‟s having a romp with the students. They‟ll be 

leaving for evening prayers soon and he‟ll come back 

here. His rooms are up those stairs. You could wait for 

him there.‟ 

„What will you be doing?‟ 

„I‟m going to see my brothers. I‟ll tell them we must co-

operate with the police and answer all their questions.‟ 

 

L uke waited anxiously. Jim had gone to dinner, saying 

he needed to chat with the police inspector who had 

just arrived. His name was Humpty and he was imperson-

ating a member of the Nimbin Foundation called Professor 

Arkroyd. 

For some reason, Humpty thought the professor spoke 

with one of those funny voices that made you sound like 

you had marbles in your mouth. According to Jim, Humpty 

had given himself away immediately. Professor Arkroyd 

had a regional accent. He said „ee by gum‟ (whatever that 

meant) and called a spade a spade. None of that made 

any sense to Luke but it didn‟t matter. Humpty had been 

unmasked. 

Heavy boots clattered up the steps and Jim breezed in. 

He threw his Beatle‟s wig into a corner and slumped into a 

chair. 

„Christ! That was exhausting.‟ 

„How did it go?‟ 
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„Like a charm. I had him in the palm of my hand from 

the start. He talked about ceramics and I told him about 

Miriam and Big Ears. You should have seen his face when I 

said the Master was Judge D‟Arcy.‟ 

Luke remained anxious. „What about us?‟ 

„I gave him the soft-soap treatment … the one Josh rec-

ommends.‟ 

„What‟s that?‟ 

„Play the victim.‟ Jim took off his Beatles‟ shirt. „No one 

wants to think badly of a victim. Once you have estab-

lished you credentials you can get away with almost any-

thing.‟ 

„But we are victims,‟ Luke protested. „We don‟t have to 

pretend. They worked us like slaves and denied us proper 

medical treatment.‟ 

„That‟s not the point.‟ Jim did his best to educate his 

brother into the realities of life outside the laboratory. „In 

the real world, you don‟t get any points for being a real 

victim ... it‟s the image that matters.‟ 

„I hope you got ours right.‟ 

„Rest assured.‟ Jim pointed his mobile at the booze cabi-

net. „I told Humpty how we didn‟t know anything about 

the outside world. I painted a picture of total innocence.‟ 

„But, we don‟t know anything about the outside world. 

I‟ve not left the Centre in my entire life. I don‟t know any-

thing except what I get off the Internet.‟ 

Jim wasn‟t interested. Joshua had taught him that com-

plaining was for losers. The important thing was to regard 

your enemies as challenges that had to be overcome. 

Once you had done that, you could move forward to the 

next stage – which was to eliminate them. 

The drinks cabinet opened and a android appeared. 
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„Bloody Mary!‟ Jim placed his order. 

The android squeaked, valves opened and a mechanical 

hand presented him with a glass of vodka, half a lemon 

and a squirt of tomato juice. Jim took the glass before the 

android could snatch it back. Its voice and general de-

meanour irritated him and he was wondering how to re-

program the beast when Luke stopped complaining and 

said something that caught his attention. 

„Are we still going to burn the place down?‟ 

Jim shook his head. „There‟s no need now I‟ve put 

Humpty in the picture. We‟ll blame everything on Big Ears 

and Miriam.‟ 

„But we‟ve primed it!‟ 

„Stop worrying,‟ Jim raised a reassuring hand and smiled 

at his brother.  „Everything‟s under control.‟ 

 

R uth stood on a bale of hay in the elephant house 

and tried to calm the big animal. A citronella candle 

burnt in a dish at her feet, casting flickering shadows on 

the whitewashed walls. The smell of blood still hung in the 

air. She had tried to hide it with the citronella but without 

success. 

„The nasty men have gone,‟ she stroked the elephant‟s 

ear. „You‟re safe now. They‟re not going to hurt the poor 

animals anymore.‟ The elephant let out a deep sigh and 

was beginning to calm down when gunfire rent the air. 

„Oh dear! Whatever is happening?‟ 

She ran to the door, knocking over the candle in her 

haste. Hot wax spilt onto the hay and the flames spread 

rapidly. 

„I‟ll save you!‟ 

Ruth dashed back and released the chain from the ele-

phant‟s leg. It trumpeted loudly and pushed its way 

through the door. Soon, neighbouring buildings were on 
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fire. The flames took hold with amazing speed. She was 

reminded of the time arsonists doused the family barn 

with petrol and set it alight. 

She ran outside and unlocked the door of the panda 

house. The lions came next followed by the baboons. The 

terrified animals followed the elephant to the end of the 

yard and made their escape down a passage leading to 

the Master‟s garden. 

 

H umphrey entered the Master‟s apartment and 

looked around. His immediate impression was that 

the removalists had been in. There was a distinct empti-

ness about the place. Marks showed where pictures had 

been taken from walls and ornaments removed from 

shelves. His eyes alighted on the Master‟s desk. 

The sole remaining item was a pair of rimless specta-

cles. He picked them up and saw that they had plain 

glass. Someone had once told him that D‟Arcy‟s specta-

cles weren‟t real. He guessed they created the correct im-

age for a learned judge but were hardly appropriate for 

Baba the rainforest guru. 

The bookcase was stacked with works reflecting the 

judge‟s taste in the arts and literature. Humphrey scanned 

the titles and was gratified to see one of his own books: a 

translation of Sun Tzu‟s ancient treaties on the Art of War. 

He was flipping through the pages, noting marginal anno-

tations, in the judge‟s elegant hand, when the door 

opened and a tall figure entered. 

The man was naked to the waist and garlanded with 

flowers. Face and body were smeared with ochre and cop-

per rings hung from his extended ears. He pulled on one 

and a lopsided grin appeared. It widened and a mask 

peeled away to reveal Neville D‟Arcy‟s finely chiselled fea-

tures. He walked over to where Humphrey was sitting and 

dumped the mask and flowers on his lap. 
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„Phew! That‟s better.‟ 

A loincloth was added to the pile. 

„Put them outside. They‟re full of insects … must be the 

weather.‟ 

Humphrey held the bundle at arms‟ length. „It‟s not the 

weather. It‟s the hibiscus. You should use tansy. It repels 

mosquitoes and vampires. My mother swears by it.‟ 

„Make yourself at home.‟ 

The judge presented a naked posterior. 

„You may care to inspect my collection of books while 

I‟m cleaning myself up. I see you have found a copy of 

Sun Tzu. My annotations may interest you.‟ 

Humphrey settled back and read to the sound of running 

water and a tenor voice singing an aria from Don Giovan-

ni. The marginal notes were revealing and he wondered 

what a psychiatrist would make of them. It occurred to 

him that judges should be subject to psychiatric examina-

tion. The army did it to recruits so why not other branches 

of government including the public service. He was ex-

tending the principle to include university professors when 

Judge D‟Arcy reappeared. 

He wore a silk dressing gown and flourished a cigarette 

holder. No longer Baba the rainforest guru, he had been 

reborn as an Edwardian dandy. Humphrey wondered if the 

man ever did anything without dressing up. 

„Dr Hansen! You don‟t have a drink.‟ 

„I don‟t imbibe on duty.‟ 

„That‟s not what I hear.‟ Judge D‟Arcy went to a cabinet 

and returned with a bottle of malt whisky. „I am informed 

that it is your favourite. I made sure I had some when I 

heard you were in the district.‟ He poured two glasses and 

presented one to Humphrey who put it aside. The judge 

watched in silence. 



 299 

Eventually he spoke. „It is unfortunate that you did not 

make a direct approach to senior members of my staff, Dr 

Hansen. They could have appraised you of the activities of 

our foundation. The subterfuge and deceit in which you 

have been engaged has done nothing to resolve unfortu-

nate misunderstandings and has placed you in serious 

breach of the law.‟ 

He pushed his spectacles to the end of his nose. 

„You are like so many of your kind. You gain renown in a 

narrow field of academic expertise. You write about talent-

ed people and develop a ridiculous conceit that you are in 

some way their equal. Let me tell you … nothing could be 

further from the truth.‟ 

Humphrey delved in the folds of his robe and produced a 

police badge. Neville D‟Arcy glanced at it with an expres-

sion of disdain. 

„Such theatrics, Dr Hansen! You surely can do better than 

that.‟ 

„If you wish.‟ Humphrey produced a stack of cards and 

shuffled through them like a card player. 

„Samuel Hodgson!‟ 

He placed the card on the table and read the name print-

ed on the back in red ink.‟ 

„The Reverend Hodgson is a senior member of the Centre 

and is none other than the person known to the British po-

lice as Peter Emmanuel. An international warrant has been 

issued for Mr Emmanuel‟s arrest and will be served shortly 

by the Federal Police.‟ 

„The Reverend Hodgson came to us from New Zealand, 

Dr Hansen. I have no reason to believe that he is anyone 

except the person he claims to be.‟ 

Humphrey produced a second card. 

„Kenjiro Ohara has served prison sentences in Japan for 

drug-related offences.‟ 
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„It is our policy to take known offenders under our wing 

as part of our rehabilitation program.‟ Judge D‟Arcy 

glared at Humphrey over his rimless spectacles. „In this 

respect we are no different from many other religious in-

stitutions.‟ 

The next two cards bore the names of Miriam Steinfeld 

and Muriel Hobbs. Humphrey placed them side by side 

and beamed at the judge. „Both of these ladies have 

faced serious charges.‟ 

„They were victims of serious and unfounded accusa-

tions, Dr Hansen. The experience was extremely distress-

ing and we were happy to allow them to recuperate in 

the quiet seclusion of our establishment.‟ 

Humphrey slapped down another card. 

„Mary Jackson!‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„A young woman has given gave birth to a chimera. She 

was impregnated with a human embryo that had been 

modified with genetic material from a chimpanzee. You 

may rest assured that the Federal Police will leave no 

stone unturned to uncover and prosecute those who per-

petrated this appalling act.‟ 

„What has that got to do with me, Dr Hansen?‟ 

„Professor Steinfeld heads your biological research unit 

and there is evidence linking her with the young woman‟s 

tragic condition.‟ 

The next cards bore photographs of the severe-faced 

woman at her trial in New York and, several years later, 

at a youth rally, dressed in the white coat of a medical 

orderly. 

„I see no connection,‟ Dr Hansen.‟ 

„That‟s not what the vaigron says.‟ 

„What vaigron?‟ 
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„The young man called Jim. He and his brothers have 

agreed to cooperate fully in our investigations.‟ 

Neville D‟Arcy‟s face fell. 

„What investigations?‟ 

„Those being undertaken by a taskforce established by 

the Attorney General,‟ Humphrey lied. „Your clumsy at-

tempt to sabotage the Nimbin case didn‟t go unnoticed. 

Nor did your cosy relationship with certain senior police 

officers.‟ 

The next card bore a photograph of a man in a raincoat 

masturbating in the bushes above a pair of middle-aged 

woman loading books into a small car. 

„Your associates are not the only ones to have photo-

graphs of you committing acts of gross indecency in pub-

lic. My mother obtained some excellent shots following a 

recent youth rally.‟ 

Judge D‟Arcy rose and made his way out onto the deck. 

Humphrey was reminded of a stunned mullet flopping 

around in the bottom of a boat. The man knew the game 

was up. Mary Jackson‟s strange pregnancy couldn‟t be ig-

nored. The media would get to know about it and they 

wouldn‟t let go until the public had been given their 

pound of flesh. Any police chief who shirked his duty 

would he hung out to dry. 

He sat back. Everything was going according to plan. 

The strategies, taught by Sun Tzu, were working to per-

fection. He‟d proceeded slowly, softening up D‟Arcy, play-

ing on the man‟s ego before delivering the shattering 

blow. Mary Jackson was D‟Arcy‟s big mistake. The evi-

dence was undeniable and explosive. Editors would set 

their newshounds onto the story. D‟Arcy had manipulated 

the police and the pollies but there were limits to what 

could be achieved with the press. 
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He felt immensely pleased. He had reached the classical 

position of dominance described by the great masters of 

strategy. The incident would feature prominently in his 

memoirs. He would describe how D‟Arcy had been lolled in-

to a sense of ease which he had masterfully shattered. The 

correct procedure now was to give the man a few moments 

to collect his thoughts and consider the dire implications of 

what he had done. The next step was to explain that all 

was not lost. If he were prepared to cooperate with the ap-

propriate authorities then a compromise could be negotiat-

ed. Humphrey counted to ten and walked outside. 

To his surprise the deck was empty. The most likely ex-

planation was that D‟Arcy had committed suicide by jump-

ing over the guardrail and falling to his death. It wasn‟t the 

outcome he had aimed at and a little disconcerting. He 

found a spotlight and went over to the rail expecting to see 

a shattered body on the rocks below. There wasn‟t one and 

he shone the light back and forth, searching on ledges and 

between boulders, but without success. The man had van-

ished into thin air. 

He was reminded of stories about hidden doorways and 

secret passages. They were just the sort of features D‟Arcy 

would have incorporated in the lodge. The inner walls of 

the deck were richly decorated with carved panels, depict-

ing scenes from various religions. He ran the spotlight over 

them and was thinking about the layout of the building 

when a fire alarm sounded and a flashing red light came on 

above a carving of a many-armed Hindu elephant god. 

A notice in Sanskrit (with English translation) said the 

panel was an emergency exit and could be opened by pull-

ing on the god‟s trunk. Humphrey pulled. The panel moved 

a little then came up against something solid. He peered 

through the narrow gap and saw the head of a Buddha. 

The appalling truth dawned. D‟Arcy hadn‟t curled up and 

submitted. He‟d fled down the fire escape and jammed the 
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door shut with a bronze statue. As a final act of defiance, 

he‟d set the place on fire. 

The prospect of being burned alive was something new 

for Humphrey. He‟d been in life-threatening situations be-

fore but never one quite like this. He reached for his satel-

lite phone and pressed up Clarence‟s number. After what 

seemed an eternity he heard his voice. 

„Dial a Pizza.‟ 

„A large marinara with chips…‟ 

Humphrey started to speak in code then decided there 

wasn‟t time. Smoke was wafting up the stairway. He did 

his best to sound nonchalant. 

„Clarence. I‟ve hit a bit of a problem. D‟Arcy has locked 

me in the lodge and set the place on fire. Do you think you 

could get the girls together and rescue me?‟ 

„What girls, Humph?‟ 

„The Ninjas, of course!‟ 

He struggled to maintain his composure. 

„Get round here as quickly as possible. Come up the fire 

stairs. The door at the top is jammed shut with a bloody 

great Buddha. You‟ll need a couple of people to lift it … and 

don‟t hang around!‟ 
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CHAPTER 32 

 

Inferno 

 

T amara sprinted to the end of the car park. A party was 

going on and people were shouting Yuki‟s English name. 

Her sister was down there. She squeezed past a safari bus 

and came to a row of motorbikes. A short scramble took her 

onto a wall. She‟d seen it from the air. It snaked along the 

top of the cliff and enclosed an arena. She ran along the wall 

and came to a scene of total chaos. 

The craziest things were happening. Girls in black tights 

were being chased by dogs. Men in bright shirts were throw-

ing bottles. There were people dressed as clowns and others 

dressed as animals. She saw a donkey break in two. The 

front climbed a tree and the back was attacked by a huge 

Doberman. The dog was big but not nearly as big as the Si-

berian tiger padding towards it with a line of cubs. 

No one saw the tigers at first. Then they reached the 

Dobermans and the effect was electrifying. The dogs 

stopped attacking people and turned to confront the new-

comers. That was when Tamara saw her sister. Yuki was on a 

trapeze, working her way higher with every pass. Tamara 
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guessed she was trying to reach a big bunya pine that 

grew beside the wall.  

„Yuki! It‟s me!‟ 

She ran along the wall towards the tree. 

„I‟ve got my paraglider, Yuki. 

I‟ve come to take you out.‟ 

She yelled at the top of her voice and watched as Yuki 

sprang from the trapeze and grabbed one of the upper 

branches. Huge bunya nuts showered down. Tamara 

shielded her head. Bunyas were great in cooking but big 

enough to crack your skull. She watched them bounce off 

the wall and vanish into space. 

Her heart missed a beat. In her haste to reach Yuki, she 

had forgotten that the wall ran along the edge of the cliff. 

Heights didn‟t worry her but she had great respect for 

them. 

„Be careful!‟  

Yuki had climbed down and was hanging from a lower 

branch. She grabbed her feet and guided them onto the 

wall.  

„My paraglider‟s up by the bat cave, Yuki.‟ 

She took her arm. 

We‟ll fly out … the lift is just awesome.' 

Yuki scarcely heard. Things were bad enough without 

having her kid sister to contend with. They were in mortal 

danger. Damien and Muriel were back on the lawn. She 

could see them in the glare of the floodlights. Damien had 

a rifle and Muriel had a piece of cloth. Yuki recognised it as 

the sari she‟d worn on the Pilgrim Path.  

„Get out of here!‟ 

She yelled at Tamara and struggled to free herself from 

the branch. On the lawn below, the lion dog was sniffing at 
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the sari. The ferocious beast dashed around, trying to pick 

up her scent as she tried to unhook her Ninja stars from 

the prickly leaves. She freed the last as huge paws clawed 

at the brickwork below her feet. The branch sprang up and 

a spotlight descended on her. 

„Come down here, Miss Mori.‟ 

Yuki‟s mind numbed. They were in terrible danger: pur-

sued by a madman with a gun and a dog with a sensitive 

nose. She played for time. 

„I don‟t know how to get down, Sister‟ 

„You got up there, Miss Mori. You can get down.‟ 

„I don‟t have the trapeze anymore.‟ 

„Then we shall have to find another way.‟ 

The spotlight flicked along the wall and settled on a tree 

that grew beside it. 

„You are to descend by that tulip tree, Miss Mori.‟ 

Yuki felt more confident now. Tamara had made her es-

cape in that direction. She could see her sister in the 

moonlight, crouched beneath the bank that led up to the 

car park. Yuki had arrived there, an hour earlier, on the 

back of a Harley-Davidson driven by a Ninja – and the girl 

had left her keys in the ignition. 

„We don‟t have all day, Miss Mori!‟ 

„I‟m going as fast as I can, Sister. It‟s not safe up here.‟ 

The wall hugged the cliff and the cliff went straight down. 

Yuki moved forward cautiously, one measured step after 

another. She could have gone faster but didn‟t want to do 

anything that might trigger a response from Damien. The 

guy was a loony – a dangerous psychopath with a high-

powered weapon. 

Muriel‟s spotlight continued to flick backwards and for-

wards between her and the tree. It grew beside the wall 
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and had flowers that vaguely resembled tulips. Ian had 

pointed to one in the motel grounds and had called it by 

that name. Yuki reached the tree and kept going. Muriel‟s 

spotlight descended on her. 

„Do as you‟re told!‟ 

„What do you mean, Sister?‟ 

„I told you to climb down that tree.‟ 

„I‟m not there yet.‟ 

„You‟ve just passed it!‟ 

„That‟s not a tulip tree,‟ Yuki used her most deferential 

voice. „The flowers are wrong.‟ 

She took another step and a shot sent her squirming 

along on her belly. More shots followed. Fragments of 

brick smashed in her face. There wasn‟t time to think 

about it. Damien was trying to hit her. She grasped the 

edge of the wall and slipped over the side. The drop below 

was awesome but had its compensations. 

Damien couldn‟t hit her there. He was on the other side 

and it would take him a while to work his way round. She 

hunted with her feet for something to stand on. There 

wasn‟t anything and she had to support her full weight 

with her fingers. That was nothing new. She‟d spent long 

hours in the gym, building up strong muscles on the par-

allel bars. It had never occurred to her that the training 

might one day save her life. 

What followed was fairly standard. She swung from side 

to side and worked her way along the wall, one arm at a 

time. It wasn‟t a difficult routine but the penalties for get-

ting it wrong were severe. There was nothing to break her 

fall. It her hold failed she would plummet down onto jag-

ged boulders far below. 

For the moment she was safe from Damien. The mad-

man couldn‟t hit her from his side of the wall. She kept 
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going. It wasn‟t much different from the parallel bars and 

the awesome drop wasn‟t an issue unless you thought 

about it. Yuki tried to imagine that she was in the gym 

going through a standard training routine. 

Her muscles began to ache. Overstressed muscles can 

suddenly fail. In competition you lose points when that 

happens. When you‟re hanging over a cliff you lose your 

life. Her muscles began to throb. That was a very bad 

sign. In competition you change routine when that hap-

pens … that wasn‟t an option now. 

She kept going, relaxing her arms between movements, 

tensing them when the strain returned. Her thoughts 

were on the Harley Davidson. She pictured the bike, up 

on its stand, chrome shining in the moonlight. 

The end of the wall loomed ahead. The important thing 

now was not to hurry and risk everything in one mad 

dash. She maintained a steady pace and could have gone 

on for longer when Tamara grabbed her wrist.‟ 

„I‟ve got you, Yuki!‟ 

Tamara hauled her onto a ledge. 

„We‟re going to fly out.‟ 

Yuki‟s thoughts were on the Harley. 

„My paraglider‟s beside the bat cave, Yuki.‟ 

She broke free and scrambled up the slope to the car 

park. Tamara followed close behind. 

„You‟re going the wrong way!‟ 

Yuki ignored her. The Harley was only a few paces 

away. She sprang onto it and switched on the ignition. 

Tamara jumped up behind. The lights came on and the 

powerful machine purred into life. 

Everything felt right. Tamara was in place and there 

was no sign of Damien. She flicked the headlight onto 

high beam and accelerated out of the car park. A red 
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glow lit the sky. She had seen it before but there had been 

more pressing things to worry about. Now she could ig-

nore it no longer. The laboratory was on fire and she 

would have to cope with any problems that lay ahead. 

The bike topped a rise and the laboratory came into 

view. Blazing oil drums rocketed into the sky. It was far 

worse than anything she had imagined.  Flames leapt 

above the trees and burning liquid spilt out into the road. 

A wall hemmed her in on one side and a bank on the oth-

er. 

She made a split-second decision and aimed at the 

bank. The bike ran up the side and took to the air. The  

headlight lit the upper branches of the trees on the other 

side then dipped to illuminated a scene of confusion be-

low. 

Terrified animals were fleeing the flames. Pandas and 

wombats were scurrying along on legs that weren‟t de-

signed for running. Deer leapt over them and baboons 

added to the mayhem. 

The bike bounced down amongst the deer and followed 

them through a gateway that led into the Master‟s garden. 

White rumps bobbing, they bounded amongst marble 

shines and streaked towards the summit. Yuki skidded 

round corners, throwing up dirt, as one hairpin bend gave 

way to another, and reached the lodge before she knew 

what was happening. 

The door to the tunnel was open and a man was stum-

bling about, trying to avoid the stampeding deer. Dressed 

in an old-fashioned dinner jacket, he appeared for an in-

stant, in the glare of her headlight, like an apparition from 

the past. Yuki swerved to avoid him and followed the deer 

onto the main road. 

The way to the main gate lay directly ahead. She accel-

erated past the deer and reached the administration block. 

The only sign of life was a pair of eyes in the road ahead. 
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She guessed they belonged to one of the escapees from the 

zoo and expected the animal to run away. 

But the eyes stayed put. They shone blood-red in the 

beam of her headlight. Then she saw Damien, standing at 

the side of the road with his gun aimed at her. She aimed 

the bike at him. He fired and the eyes charged.  

Yuki kept the headlight on Damien, hoping to blind him. 

Bullets whistled past. One clipped the side of the bike. She 

felt a tremendous thump. Tamara was thrown in one direc-

tion and she went in another. 

Somehow they managed to stay together as the bike 

skidded along on its roll bar, throwing up sparks. The front 

wheel hit the kerb and the bike righted. Damien was now 

back in her sights. In his black jacket and white shirt, he 

looked like a penguin in a spotlight. She hit him with a 

glancing blow and went back into the road. 

The bike was pulling to one side. She tried to accelerate 

and that made it worse. Something was dragging against 

the rear wheel. She looked down and saw a face peering at 

her. The lion dog‟s head was stuck in the roll bar and what 

remained of the body was trailing on the ground. She tried 

to kick it free. Bits of skin and fur jammed between the 

wheel and mudguard and the bike went into an uncontrolla-

ble skid. 

One moment she was bent over the handlebars, trying to 

hang on. The next she was flying through the air. Branches 

tore at her Ninja costume. She hit the ground and lay on 

her back in a patch of mud. 

„Are you alright?‟ 

She heard Tamara‟s voice and tried to get up. One of her 

legs worked but the other felt like it didn‟t belong. 

„My leg won‟t bear weight.‟ 

Tamara knelt beside her and began to pinch and prod. 

Yuki was impressed. Her sister was acting as if crashing a 
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bike was an everyday occurrence. She suspected that 

Tamara‟s cool demeanour and medical knowledge had 

something to do with the skydiving club. 

„Okay.‟ Tamara finished her examination. „You‟ve sprained 

your ankle … nothing more serious. I‟m going to get you 

down to the bat cave.‟ 

She hoisted Yuki onto her back and carried her to the 

edge of the cliff. Yuki slumped down and began to relax. 

The lion dog was dead and Damien was in no fit state to 

cause trouble. Then she saw Tamara with her paraglider 

and her anxieties flooded back. There could be little doubt 

that her sister intended to fly out. The thought of jumping 

off a cliff at dead of night was daunting. 

„I‟m going to put a harness on you,‟ Tamara said. „The lift 

is just awesome!‟ 

Yuki had learnt that when people said “awesome” you 

should be on your guard. It meant they were going for ef-

fect rather than substance. If they said “cool” you had to be 

doubly cautious. She was about to argue when Tamara 

tugged at her sleeve. 

„Christ! What‟s that?‟ 

Yuki‟s heart missed a beat. A huge tiger was advancing 

towards them, followed by a line of cubs. She recognised 

Petronella and her babies. The little tigers were ambling 

along, making passes at the bats. 

Yuki grabbed the harness. 

„How do you get this thing on?‟ 

Tamara threw the straps over her shoulders and fastened 

the buckles as the tigers continued their steady progress. 

Yuki recalled a passage in the gospels that said the magnifi-

cent creatures preserved the balance of the cosmos by eat-

ing bats and other things that got in their way. Tamara hur-

ried her to the edge of the cliff. 

„Okay! We‟re going to take this real cool.‟ 
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Yuki held her breath. One part of her said her sister was 

going too fast. Another said she wasn‟t going fast enough. 

„I‟m going to take you back, Yuki.‟ 

They launched into space. An upward breeze carried 

them away from the cliff but it wasn‟t as awesome as 

Tamara had promised. Yuki recognised the Path of Faith as 

they began a rapid descent. Then the painted dragon ap-

peared. They skimmed over it and continued to lose 

height. 

„I‟m going to have to land,.‟ 

Tamara was in tears. 

„I‟m sorry. The lift wasn‟t as good as I thought.‟ 

They swooped down towards a group of Ninjas in the car 

park. Clarence and Humphrey were with them, next to a 

soldier with an assault rifle. Yuki recognised Ian. He ran 

up as they landed and unstrapped her from her harness. 

„I was so worried about you.‟ 

He picked her up and held her in his arms. 
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CHAPTER 33 

 

The Evil One 
 

J im lent out of his bedroom window and surveyed the 

scene of devastation below. Things had not worked out 

entirely as planned. A small fire had grown into a major 

conflagration and caused a huge amount of damage. But 

it was not all bad news. The pluses far outweighed the 

minuses. 

 He had just telephoned Humphrey to express concern 

for his safety. The fat man said the Master had locked 

him in the lodge and set fire to the place. However, there 

was nothing to worry about. He‟d put a call through to 

his operatives and they‟d got him out. 

Another piece of good news was that the laboratory 

had been totally destroyed. The heat from the blaze was 

so intense that the stainless steel workbenches melted. 

The chance of any DNA surviving was zilch. Forensic 

teams could hunt forever and never find anything incrim-

inating. 

On top of that, Humphrey had convinced the Master 

that the game was up. D‟Arcy had got a whole heap of 

valuables together and was preparing to cut and run. Jim 

relished the thought of the judge spending the rest of his 

days as a fugitive … then an awful thought struck him. 

What if the sod got caught? If that happened he‟d 

probably spill the beans about the pharmaceutical pro-

ject. That was a worry. But say he got clean away?  

Josh had spoken of a remote Pacific island which had 

been hijacked by the Nimbin Foundation. D‟Arcy intended 

to relocate the Meditation Centre there. The island had a 

population of only ten thousand but was a sovereign 

country and a member of the United Nations. 



 314 

Jim‟s mind went into overdrive. He planned to get him-

self elected as Master. The thought of having a rival in the 

mid-Pacific was horrifying. He pulled out his phone and be-

gan to press up Joshua‟s number. Then he remembered 

something Josh had said. 

Think before you act. 

Jim considered his position. If he phoned Joshua that 

would place him in a subservient position. Josh would tell 

him what to do and it shouldn‟t be like that. Chief execu-

tives didn‟t take orders. He put down the phone and re-

turned his attention to the window. 

A safari bus was parked outside the administration build-

ing. Damien stood beside it on crutches. Muriel was ticking 

off items being loaded onto the vehicle by the animal 

keepers. As he watched, Judge D‟Arcy emerged from the 

building. He  had changed out of his dinner jacket and was 

now in a dark suit with silk shirt and bow tie. To Jim‟s sur-

prise, the animal keepers showed no interest in him. Usu-

ally, they cheered and shouted “Baba” when they caught 

sight of him. 

It occurred to Jim that few people had seen Baba with-

out his rainforest gear. Most thought he really did have 

elongated ears, tribal scars and a sliver of bamboo 

through his nose. He reached for his phone and pressed 

up the number of the mad girl Meg. He‟d tried to get her 

off drugs but without success. Meg‟s problem was in her 

mind and there was nothing anyone could do about that. 

„Who‟s there?‟ Meg yelled. 

„It‟s Jim. I know who stole your baby.‟ 

„Jim!‟ Her voice took on a crazed tone. „Who is it? You‟ve 

got to tell me. I must know.‟ 

„The evil one, Meg.‟ 

„The evil one!‟ 
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She screamed and Jim listened at a safe distance. When 

she finally stopped, he returned the phone to his ear and 

tried once more. 

„The evil one has come amongst us, Meg. He‟s killed Ba-

ba and he‟s trying to escape. He‟s stolen a safari bus. You 

must stop him.‟ 

„What do you want me to do, Jim?‟ 

„You drive the commune truck. You once told me what 

you‟d do if the agents of the Great Satan tried to repair 

the road?‟ 

„Yes, Jim. Damien made me swear an oath to Our Lord 

Bahgiata.‟ 

„Ah, yes … that‟s something I forgot to tell you.‟ Jim re-

phrased his instructions. „They killed Damien too and 

they‟ve substituted a likeness. He‟ll be in the bus wearing 

the silken garments of the evil transgressors.‟ 

„I‟m going to get the truck,‟ Meg yelled. 

Jim listened as she raved on and added some soothing 

words of encouragement. 

„The Lord Bahgiata, who sees all things, will be with you 

and guide you.‟ 

He began to recite a blessing but it wasn‟t necessary. 

Meg didn‟t need any encouragement. 

 

H umphrey smeared butter over his toast and added 

a thick layer of marmalade. He was suffering from 

lack of sleep and extreme frustration. The Ninjas had 

brought him back to the motel and he‟d spent the night 

listening to reports from Clarence who was crawling about 

the mountain with a pair of night-seeing binoculars. At 

some point, Ian had staggered in with Yuki on his back. 

She had a badly sprained ankle and he had taken her 

down to Port Douglas for treatment. 
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At 9am, he finished breakfast, wiped marmalade from 

his fingers and went to the window. A pall of smoke hung 

over the mountain and the blackened remains of the lodge 

stuck up like a sacrificial pyre on the summit. The building 

and its priceless treasures were utterly destroyed. He was 

contemplating the tragic loss when Clarence entered the 

yard on a motorbike, face spattered with mud.  He 

bounced over the lawn and skidded to a halt. 

„D‟Arcy‟s coming,‟ he shouted. „They‟ve got a safari bus 

and he‟s driving.‟ 

Humphrey wondered how the judge was coping. He usu-

ally drove a Bentley. It was difficult to imagine him at the 

wheel of a bus on a mountain road with crumbling edges 

and precipitous drops. He grabbed his binoculars and 

dashed out onto the lawn. 

Patches of road were visible amongst the trees. He fo-

cused on one and saw the black-and-white markings of 

the safari bus. It was crawling along in low gear, engine 

droning in the still morning air. 

Then he heard another sound. It came from a different 

sort of vehicle and was higher up the mountain. From the 

high-pitched whine, he guessed the driver didn‟t share the 

judge‟s inhibitions about speed. 

A minute passed and the safari bus rounded a bend, fol-

lowed by the second vehicle. Humphrey adjusted his bin-

oculars and saw the crazed expression on the young driv-

er‟s face. Horn blaring, headlights flashing, she bore down 

on the bus like an avenging angel from hell.  

D‟Arcy sped up and lost control. Damien pushed him 

aside and tried to drive from the passenger seat. Sam and 

Muriel sat behind, faces contorted in fear. The bus reached 

a bend and the truck smashed into its rear. The two vehi-

cles left the road together and the sound of falling rocks 

seemed to go on forever. Humphrey guessed they had 

started an avalanche. 
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He clambered onto the back of Clarence‟s motorbike and 

they set off up the mountain. Skid marks showed where 

the accident had occurred. They stopped and Humphrey 

peered down a line of destruction to a pile of twisted 

wreckage far below. 

Bodies lay upon a glistening carpet. At first, he mistook 

it for broken glass. Then he realised he was looking at the 

remains of a once priceless collection of antique porcelain.    

He was agonising over the loss when a motorcycle drove 

up. 

The driver was dressed in stylish denims, chequered 

shirt and wide-brimmed hat. It was the sort of gear rich 

townies wore when they‟d invested in a patch of rural land 

and were pretending to be farmers. Humphrey recognised 

Jim‟s podgy face. 

„James. I didn‟t expect to see you.‟ 

„Inspector Bo. What a surprise!‟ 

James stopped beside them. 

„And you have a famous actor with you.‟ 

He held out a podgy hand. 

„Monsieur Dubois. Your performance as le Shrimp in Cat-

alina Valdez‟s latest production was truly amazing. I have 

copies of the original tapes and treasure them as one of 

my most valuable possessions.‟ 

He let go of Clarence‟s hand and peered down the 

mountainside to the shattered vehicles and crumpled bod-

ies. 

„There seems to have been a bit of an accident.‟ 

„There does,‟ Humphrey agreed. 

„Probably the Master and Damien,‟ Jim said. „They were 

nicking off with a lot of valuable antiques … had Muriel 

and Sam with them.‟ 

„They‟ll all be dead,‟ Humphrey observed. 
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„Yeah,‟ Jim nodded. „Wouldn‟t stand a chance.‟ 

„You were in pursuit?‟ 

„I wanted to see where they were going so I could have 

them arrested. It‟s all a bit pointless now.‟ 

„In what way?‟ 

„Well. They‟re dead.‟ 

„You can still inform the Federal Police about the experi-

ments the Master forced you and your brothers to carry 

out.‟ 

„What experiments, Bo?‟ 

„The experiments you told me about … those in which 

genetic material from animals and humans was mixed to 

produce chimeras.‟ 

„Oh. That!‟ Jim laughed. „That was just a joke – like the 

one about the cloned pigs and the big bad wolf. I didn‟t 

expect you to believe it.‟ 

„What will happen when forensic teams go into the Medi-

tation Centre and discover material that is part animal 

and part human?‟ 

Jim looked surprised. „There won‟t be any, Bo. There 

never was. Even if there had been, it would have been de-

stroyed in the fire. There wouldn‟t be anything left.‟ 

There was something appallingly calculated about the 

reply. Humphrey didn‟t doubt that Jim was in league with 

Joshua Tanaka and they‟d planned everything together. 

„It‟s going to be a new ballgame,‟ the young man contin-

ued. „We‟ll clean the place up … make it more like the 

founders would have wanted. The commune will be shut 

down and we‟ll get rid of all the trash that has moved in. 

Josh is going to set up a trust fund for the kids and we‟ll 

find descent homes for them. From now on the Mediation 

Centre will be devoted to religious studies and scientific 

research for the betterment of the planet.‟ 
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Humphrey made one last try. „What about Mary Jack-

son?‟ 

„Who?‟ 

„A young woman has given birth to a chimera that is part 

chimpanzee. We have reason to believe that Miriam Stein-

feld was involved.‟ 

„That‟s something I know nothing about,‟ Jim shook his 

head gravely. „I am aware that Professor Steinfeld and 

Judge D‟Arcy had a relationship and she was in residence 

for a while. I assume she took her orders from D‟Arcy. I 

used to think everything he did was morally and legally 

correct and I‟m sure lots of people did … seeing he was a 

judge.‟ 

„Who was driving the commune truck?‟  

„One of the junkies … I suppose.‟ Jim shrugged. 

„Whoever did it was crazed out of their mind and it was 

Damien and D‟Arcy who got them like that. They were al-

ways plying people with drugs and false religion. I just 

hope the poor soul has found peace at last.‟ 

Jim glanced at his watch. „I must get back to the Medita-

tion Centre. The police will be arriving soon. I need to 

brief my staff … tell them they must cooperate fully. If an-

ything illegal or improper happened at the Centre in the 

past then the blame clearly lies with Judge D‟Arcy.‟ 

Clarence watched Jim drive off.  

„I‟m sorry, Humph … I stuffed.‟ 

„Oh. I wouldn‟t say that.‟ Humphrey seemed unper-

turbed. 

„But I did. It was that sex thing.‟ 

„You‟re saying Ms Valdez has reneged on the contract?‟ 

„No … that‟s fine.‟ 

„So. What‟s the problem?‟ 



 320 

„Blackmail. Humph. You heard what he said about le 

Shrimp. They‟ve threatened to post photographs on the 

net. Nothing will happen unless we do something then the 

shit will hit the fan. They‟ll say taxpayers‟ money was 

spent on sex romps. Everyone will be up to their necks in 

it from the Minister down. We‟ll never get a job with the 

government again.‟ 

„What makes you think we should do anything?‟ 

„That‟s what we‟re paid to do, Humph.‟ 

„We‟re not being paid to do anything, Clarence. We‟ve 

been thrown off the case. It‟s no longer our responsibility. 

We did our best and we shall leave this mountain in a far 

better state than when we found it.‟ 

„What makes you say that?‟ 

„It‟s under new management. Josh and Jim may be 

crooks but they are far more appealing crooks than D‟Ar-

cy and Damien. I believe they will clean the place up and 

take care of the kids.‟ 

„So you think there‟s no risk about le Shrimp.‟ 

„None whatsoever. The blackmail thing is double edged. 

If they do nothing we‟ll do nothing and vice versa. I‟m 

confident you can look forward to some hefty royalties 

from Ms Valdez.‟ 

Humphrey Clarence and walked back down the track. 

The Nimbin case was drawing to a close. Things hadn‟t 

worked out as expected but they rarely did. As usual, 

there were pluses and minuses. On the positive side, his 

bank account was no longer in the red and he had saved 

some superb examples of early Ming porcelain from the 

flames. His present collection lacked a suitable display 

cabinet. Something more fitting was required.  
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CHAPTER 34 

 

Tomoko 
27 July, Cairns International Airport 

 

Y uki and Tamara sat and waited expectantly. They 

could hardly contain their excitement. Tomoko was 

about to arrive. Her American tour was over and she was 

returning to Australia for a brief visit. The first passengers 

trooped in. Yuki pulled herself up. Her ankle was still giving 

trouble and she hobbled forward on crutches, followed by 

Tamara and a saffron-robed monk. 

The old man had come down from the mountain in a 

small car. They went to the barrier with him and stood 

amongst a crowd of reporters. Yuki wondered what all the 

excitement was about. Then Tomoko appeared. Her sister 

wore a tight dress, pearl necklace and broach. A man 

dashed forward with flowers. A woman approached with a 

microphone. Yuki had no idea her sister was so famous … 

and she spoke so well. Tomoko hadn‟t spent much time in 

English-speaking countries but her command of the lan-

guage was amazing. Minutes passed before they had a 

chance to talk. 

„Tomoko!‟ 

Yuki waved but Tomoko showed no sign of recognition. 

Her attention was on the monk. The little man held out a 

casket as if to deliver a sacred relic. 

Yuki pushed Tamara forward. „This is our sister!‟ 

Tomoko raised her head and stared down her nose. There 

was no sign of joy or affection. She looked at Tamara as if 

she was some strange insect that had crawled in from out-

side. 
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„They told me about this person.‟ She spoke in English. „I 

did not expect to meet her.‟ 

Tears welled in Yuki‟s eyes. She clutched Tomoko‟s arm 

and held it pleadingly. „Why are you doing this to us?‟ 

Tomoko‟s eyes blazed. „You killed him … that‟s why! You 

killed the greatest man who ever lived. One day our chil-

dren will avenge his death.‟ She clasped the casket. „I 

came to collect his ashes … not to speak to you.‟ 

Yuki watched her walk away – too shocked to speak. 

Tamara put an arm around her. „Don‟t get upset. I‟m not 

fussed she didn‟t want to meet me. I wouldn‟t have liked 

her anyway.‟ 

„It‟s not just that.‟ Yuki hobbled to a chair. „Did you hear 

what she said about children?‟ 

„Yeah … something about avenging Baba‟s death.‟ 

„She said their children would avenge him.‟ Yuki handed 

her crutches to Tamara. „It‟s just awful. I was so worried. I 

thought they wanted to use her as a surrogate in their 

breeding programs. I thought that was why they lured her 

here.‟ 

„So what d‟ya think happened?‟ 

„They didn‟t lure her. She‟s one of the chosen.‟ 

„What d‟ya mean?‟ 

„She passed the tests that I failed when I was a kid. 

They invited her here and she joined a breeding program 

with that obscene Baba. Some poor girl will carry their 

children.‟ 

„You mean she‟s a Nimbi … one of them?‟ 

„That‟s right. I thought they were abusing her. That‟s why 

I came all this way to find her.‟ 

Tamara thought for a while. „You mean you wouldn‟t 

have come if you‟d known she was such a bitch?‟ 
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„I don‟t know.‟ Yuki turned away and sobbed. 

Tamara squeezed her hand. „Cheer up! It all worked out 

for the best. If you‟d know the reason why she came, you 

wouldn‟t have come. And, if you‟d not come, you wouldn‟t 

have found me and Ian.‟ 

 

END 
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Advertisement 

 

Le Shrimp 
 

You’ve seen the movie. Now is your chance to take part in it. 

 Exciting new director Catalina Valdez offers you a unique op-

portunity to be a star in this sensational new production. 

 You can be Le Shrimp. Amaze your friends. Show them what 

you’ve got and what you can do with it. For only $235 (inc. 

GST), your face will be morphed onto his. Your friends won’t 

be able tell the difference. You will look like Le Shrimp and 

Le Shrimp will look like you. 

 Ms Valdez has harnessed the latest advances in information 

technology to bring you this awesome experience. 

 What the critics say: 

 Catalina Valdez's amazing new production combines artistry 

with sensitivity and creates a true feeling for the richness of 

life. (Raunch Magazine) 

 This spectacular innovation will set the scene for all future 

productions. (Journal of the East Croydon Institute of Cinema-

tography) 

To make your order click here  

 

   

http://mikestales.wordpress.com
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JOIN ME ON  

FACEBOOK 

Go to my Facebook page and click 

on friend request. I’ll keep you in-

formed on my latest  writing. 
  

I keep my posts to a minimum. You will 

not be pestered by frequent updates.  

http://www.facebook.com/home.php#!/profile.php?id=100000292845103
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