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It was lucky for us that Dr. Herman Reuter did exactly what he 

did in April that year because he saved the human race - or the 

little that is left of it. 

Now we all know him as Director of the World Peace Conference, 

but then he was just doing routine research into the sensory system 

of plants. 

What he found was a good deal more far-reaching. The plants had a 

sensory system, but  also they had a central memory, they could 

communicate between each other over long distances and they had a 

world-wide social structure. 

It was also lucky that he made this discovery and managed to 

communicate with the plants just when he did because they were about 

to fight back against their treatment by mankind.   Deforestation, 

genetic engineering and use of roots as non-replaceable fuel were 

damaging the plants irreparably and they intended to stop it in the 

only way they knew, by  killing off the human race.   They had 

killed civilisations before by famine and disease but this time they 

would launch a full scale attack. 

We now know that the plants had made preparations and created 

incidents in countries as far apart as Malaysia, Denmark, China, 

India,  Brazil, Kenya and Japan. 

Herman Reuter was not alone in knowing about this. The supreme 

authority of the plants, the Council of the Clever One Hundred led 

by a Plane tree named Kriton,  had made contact with humans in 

various parts of the world. 

By that time we knew that there were 'Clans' of trees, some of 

which wanted immediate action; in particular the Bamboos in Southern 

China, led by Yin.  Others preferred mediation. Finally the Council 

decided to allow the humans until September to co-operate or  to be 

annihilated.   At the same time the plants showed how they could 

improve our way of life.    They pointed us to cures  for AIDS and 

some forms of cancer, and they gave us ideas for improved 

communication systems, based on their own. 

Many feared that the plants could not be trusted, so other 
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CHAPTER 1 
 

"THE OLD WALNUT TREE"  
[WISCONSIN, USA APRIL] 

 
          Herman Reuter looked nervously out of the window 
of his study on the first floor of his old style Wisconsin 
house. Outside the storm was approaching fast and the 
wooded landscape was increasingly illuminated by strong 
flashes of lightning. The rumbling of thunder became louder 
and the house was shaken by violent gusts of wind. Herman 
hoped that his wife Linda and their two children, Tim and 
Sandy, were well ahead of the storm on their way south to 
Chicago. 
"OK, Herman, back to work," he said to himself both to wish 
away the unusual stillness of the house and to convince 
himself that the work ahead was necessary and probably 
important. That was exactly why he had sent the family away 
for a week. 
         He looked again at his electroencephalogram 
machine next to him, ensured it was plugged in and 
rechecked the cables connecting it to his computer. The EEG 
machine was of brand new Siemens manufacture and had been 
imported only three months earlier. However it was still 
not working properly for his research project at Chippawa 
Falls St. Joseph's hospital only a few miles away. Again he 
inserted the disc with the programme into the computer and 
pressed the key to load. 
"So far so good," he said again quite loudly to himself. 
The programme was now loaded and he pressed the ON switch 
on the EEG, checking the machine's 14 channels on the 
computer screen. The traces looked nice and undisturbed. 
 
          A sharp flash lit up the room and seconds later a 
loud crackle of thunder shook the house. Herman wondered if 
it might affect his sensitive equipment, but the curves on 
the screen were still undisturbed. Next on the programme 
was stepping up the amplification of the signal from the 
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EEG to ensure that all outside interference really had been 
screened out, as promised by John, his research assistant 
at the hospital.  John Wiggles was really a wizard with 
electronics. For almost three months they had struggled 
with the new EEG machine to make it more and more sensitive 
so as to measure the faint electronic signal being emitted 
by the nervous system of the fruit flies they were going to 
use. 
Herman had concentrated on the EEG and computer interface 
and he had had problems as well. He crossed his fingers 
when he switched to thousand times amplification. With a 
bit of luck his programme worries might be over. 
          A violent gust of wind shook the house and almost 
at the same time an overpowering flash of lightning blinded 
him. Herman was still in shock and half dazed as the 
thunder shook the house. His first action a few moments 
later was to look at the computer screen.... all 14 
channels were running wild with interference! He smelled 
the sharp odor of ozone emitted by the lightning and then 
sensed  the smell of ordinary wood on fire. Looking outside 
the window, he saw that the half-century old walnut tree on 
the lawn had been hit. The upper part was on fire and 
several of the large branches were broken and some had 
fallen down. Herman leapt from his seat, ran down the 
stairs and outside. The large tree was really on fire, but 
nowhere did it seem that the house had been hit. Another 
blinding flash lit up the surroundings and then suddenly 
the skies opened up and the rain poured down. Herman 
hurried indoors. 
          "Damn it," Herman cursed to himself. Why had the 
computer programme he had worked on for so long not 
shielded out the outside interference from the lightning 
strike? He looked out the window and the walnut tree was 
still on fire, but the heavy rain had started to douse it. 
"Back to work," he thought while walking up the steps to 
his study. He was already planning in his head what could 
be done to the computer programme. If it could be affected 
by a thousand times amplification what would not happen 
when it was increased to a million times as was necessary 
for the project? 
"That's strange, what the hell's wrong?" he yelled almost 
in disbelief at the computer. 
The screen was still littered with signals, some wildly 
fluctuating and others almost sending out patterns like 
from the human brain, a thing the machine was originally 
constructed for. A loud crackle sounded and Herman looked 
out of the window. One of the largest of the lower branches 
of the walnut tree had fallen down. Herman looked almost 
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immediately at the computer and three of the electronic 
traces on the screen deflected almost as though in pain. 
Trace no.5 had started  to pulse like a heartbeat and then 
trace no.1  became silent. A fast look at the walnut tree, 
now almost in darkness, told Herman that the branch had 
detached itself from the tree. The two wildly fluctuating 
traces started to calm down gradually and after 10 minutes 
became flat. Guessing it would be a coincidence Herman once 
more looked out of the window. He could hardly see the tree 
any more, it had become totally dark and the fire was out. 
"It must be a fantasy," Herman whispered to himself in the 
darkness. He had not noticed before that it was now also 
dark in his study. A look at the computer screen convinced 
him that indeed it must have been a dream. All 14 traces 
were absolutely flat and undisturbed. 
"I can't believe it," he thought. 
"It must have been the influence from the storm, the 
lightning." 
He turned off the EEG machine and the computer, and after a 
little wait turned both on again and reloaded the 
programme. Once more he switched to a thousand times 
amplification--all was normal, there was no interference. 
"Just to be sure," he said to himself, while punching the 
computer keyboard for a 10,000 times amplification. Nothing 
could be seen. 
"At least I might not have to recheck the programme," he 
thought, and then carefully coded in the 1 million 
amplification, the maximum available. 
At first he thought he could see nothing, but then a clear 
pulse appeared on trace no.5. It was almost like a 
heartbeat. Quickly he turned on the printer in order to 
record the occurrence and rushed to his disc-cabinet to get 
a new disc. He put it in the drive and could now record 
what was happening. 
He was so excited that he almost overlooked the new pulse 
appearing on trace no.1. 
He saw half an inch with an absolutely flat curve, then a 
sharp deflection, again a flat curve and then again a 
deflection. Herman looked at the printer as the curve 
printed: flat-deflection-flat-deflection-flat-deflection-
flat-deflection. 
"It is almost like a message," he thought to himself. "It 
looks methodical." 
He looked at the printer again and suddenly the curve 
stayed flat. 
A little later trace no.1 came alive again: flat-
deflection-flat-deflection again and again. Suddenly the 
curve flattened and became silent. 
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One minute later it came alive again with the same 
monotonous regularity and after exactly the same length of 
traces it stopped. 
Herman looked at his expensive Omega chronograph when the 
signal stopped and activated his stopwatch. After EXACTLY 
one minute the trace started to pulsate again. 
"I'll be damned," Herman cried out. It must be a message he 
thought. Could it be the tree out there sending out a 
message or something? 
Again he looked at the now four complete sets of pulses 
which had been printed out from trace no.1. There was 
exactly 1/2 an inch of silence then a sharp outburst. He 
counted the outbursts on the first trace-there were 26 
deflections. Then the next-also 26. The other two were the 
same. 
"I wonder, could it be the alphabet," he mumbled and looked 
at the computer screen. To his surprise trace no.1 on the 
screen deflected once and became flat again. 
"It's like it’s telling me that it is the alphabet" Herman 
yelled at the computer screen, and as if the computer had 
heard him, trace no.1 came alive: Flat-deflection-flat-
deflection-flat-deflection-again and again. The trace came 
to a stop, but after maybe 10 seconds started again. This 
happened with utmost regularity five times and then the 
traces stayed undisturbed. 
"Is it a message for me?" Herman thought and immediately 
there was a deflection on the computer screen. 
"Who you are you seem to be able to read my mind," Herman 
yelled, and again there was a deflection on trace no.1 
followed by a small rumple of deflections, almost like a 
chuckle. 
Herman took the paper with the last 5 curves, ripped it 
from the printer and started to examine them. He saw it 
almost immediately. There was no deflection where the 8th 
outburst should have been, otherwise everything was like 
before. 
On curve number two he detected that deflection number five 
was missing and on the third curve it was the twelfth. 
Again on the next curve the twelfth outburst was missing 
and on the last it was the fifteenth. 
Raising his right hand in the air Herman started to count: 
"A-B-C-D-E-F-G-H". Eight. 
"It could be an "H" the message is indicating to me"  
Trace no. 1 immediately deflected. 
"E" he said out loudly, not even bothering to look at the 
screen and once more he raised his hand counting out the 
alphabet, -L- was the twelfth. 
"HELL" 
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"I guess it must be HELLO" He said while once more counting 
his way through the alphabet, and it was. 
"Hello to you too! Who are you and what's your name?" 
Herman asked loudly suspecting that his project at the 
hospital would never be completed. 
This time the computer screen and the printer spurted to 
life, the trace was now completely different. A whole 
series of small deflections could be seen with one missing 
here and there, making holes in the curve smaller and 
larger. The speed of the outburst was such that the long 
curve only took about a minute to complete. Herman ripped 
the paper from the printer and started to examine it. In 
the space of an inch there were 25 small deflections and 
then about a 1/16th of an inch before the next outburst. 
Counting the small deflections Herman saw that the missing 
deflection was where the 9th should have been. 
 He wrote down an "I". 
In the next group the first was missing. 
He wrote down an "A". 
The third was more difficult and again he held his right 
hand in the air counting out loudly: "A-B-C-D-E-F-G-H-I-J-
K-L-M", it was the 13th space missing so it must be an 
"M" 
Herman looked down at his paper. 
"I AM" it read. 
Quickly he looked at the fourth pulse and looked for the 
small gap. It was almost at the end, and by counting 
backwards he wrote down a "W". 
Now Herman realized that by counting through the alphabet 
every time he was going far too slow. He reached for a 
small piece of paper and marked the beginning and end of a 
pulse train with his pen. Then he carefully marked each 
little deflection and wrote with small letters each letter 
of the alphabet in its correct place. Using the piece of 
paper as a master he started to compare it with the pulses 
and after a few minutes he had the complete message written 
down: 
"I AM WHAT YOUR KIND CALL A WALNUT TREE MY NAME IS MBELY 
WHAT IS YOUR NAME" 
"That is strange," thought Herman. "One should think that 
if it can read my mind it would know my name". 
"My name is Herman Reuter" Herman said loudly and then 
continued: "Can you read my thoughts? How do you know what 
I think?" 
The printer came to life after about two minutes and a 
substantial number of one-inch pulses were printed. 
Using his piece of paper as a tool Herman soon had the 
message written down: 
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"HELLO HERMAN THIS IS  MBELY I CAN READ YOUR MIND BUT ONLY 
FROM A VERY SMALL DISTANCE  IT ALSO CAUSES ME GREAT STRAIN  
YOU WILL SEE IN YOUR WINDOW A GREEN PLANT YOUR WIFE HAS PUT 
THERE THAT IS A FICUS PLANT AND A VERY CLEVER ONE IT RELAYS 
YOUR THOUGHTS TO ME  TAKE YOUR MACHINERY OUT TO ME TOMORROW 
SO WE CAN TALK DIRECT I HAVE SOME VERY IMPORTANT MESSAGES 
FOR YOU" 
 
A loud noise penetrated the house and it took a long while 
before Herman realized that it was the telephone ringing. 
"Hello, Reuter speaking," Herman said when he finally 
reached the telephone in the now almost complete darkness 
of the room. Only the gloomy green light from the computer 
screen providing a glimmer of light. 
"Hi! it's Linda, just wanted to let you know that we had a 
beautiful drive down here." 
"Both the children are asleep." 
"What have you been doing, any luck with the programme 
yet?" 
Taking a deep breath before speaking Herman answered in a 
tense voice:  
"Linda, listen carefully. Something extraordinary has 
happened here." 
"I don't know how to explain it, even how to begin!" 
"The old walnut tree on the lawn has been hit by a 
lightning bolt and is half burnt down." 
"Come on Herman," Linda answered, "it's hardly something 
extraordinary and I personally have always wanted that good 
for nothing tree felled anyway." 
"But, but the tree has talked to me." Herman started, 
immediately realizing that he sounded like a fool. 
"Have you been drinking or working too hard?" Linda wanted 
to know. 
"No, the tree is actually communicating with me through the 
EEG machine and the computer. It says that it has an 
important message for me tomorrow." 
"Linda, is there any chance that you can leave the children 
with your parents and come back here tomorrow?" Herman 
asked. 
 "Maybe you can tell them that the house has been hit by a 
lightning bolt and was damaged," he continued. 
Linda hesitated for a while before saying: 
"OK Herman, I have a few things to do but I will try and be 
back tomorrow night." 
 
Turning on the lights in the study Herman sat down in his 
chair and took up the papers from the printer. Once more he 
carefully went through the deciphering process and 
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everything was as he remembered. Then he pressed the keys 
on the computer to replay the disc on which he had recorded 
the whole event and once again he could see that it was no 
fantasy. 
First now he reconsidered what the message had said: 
"YOU WILL SEE IN YOUR WINDOW A GREEN PLANT YOUR WIFE HAS 
PUT THERE  THAT IS A FICUS PLANT AND A VERY CLEVER ONE IT 
RELAYS YOUR THOUGHTS TO ME" 
Curiously he looked at the plant and then said loudly 
towards it: 
"Hello, I am Herman, what is your name?" Then he looked at 
the computer screen, but there was nothing to be seen. 
Again he remembered what the message had read: 
"TAKE YOUR MACHINERY OUT TO ME TOMORROW SO WE CAN TALK 
DIRECT  I HAVE SOME VERY IMPORTANT MESSAGES FOR YOU" 
He started to think about what needed to be done. He would 
need a long wire to get power out to the tree. OK, he had 
the extension cord for the electrical lawn mower. That 
would do. Next he would need lots of paper so he could copy 
and decipher the messages. Then he thought it would be much 
better if he could programme the computer to decode the 
messages and write them out. 
He reached for the telephone and dialed John's number. 
After a while a very sleepy voice answered: 
"Hello, who is this? Hi, Herman do you know what time it 
is?" 
Herman did not, and only now looked at his watch, seeing it 
was a quarter to two in the morning. He had used much more 
time for thinking than he had realized. 
"John, I'd like you to come over here first thing in the 
morning. We have had a major breakthrough in our research," 
he lied. 
Then he said: "Good night" and put the phone down. He was 
shaking all over in excitement over what was ahead 
tomorrow- actually today! 
 

***   
 
          It was a beautiful morning. The sun was just 
rising over the tree line, the silhuette of which had a 
slight rose color. The buds of leaves were large and ripe, 
ready to open. Soon a mist had developed from the heavy 
rain that had fallen the night before. The sky was 
absolutely cloudless and not a leaf was moving. 
Herman woke with the sun tickling his chin and heard the 
early spring birds busying themselves around the house. 
Gradually it dawned on him that this would be a special 
day. He slowly walked to the kitchen looking out the window 
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at the old walnut tree. It looked miserable, its top 
charred and five large branches lying around on the lawn. 
"Good morning, Mbely," he said loudly. 
Quickly he dressed, went to the fridge and drank half a 
quart of orange juice from the container. He ate an apple.  
Slowly did it occur to him how important plant life was and 
how much it sustained live, he had actually just eaten to 
live. 
Then he went to the small garden shed and took out the long 
extension cord. Feeling full of energy and ready for a 
day's work he took the stairs to the first floor in three 
long strides, looked at last night's computer printouts 
just to reassure himself, and then turned the computer on. 
"Good morning, Mr. Ficus, can you wake up the great Mbely!" 
He said in half jest while looking at the plant in the 
window. 
Three loud honks from a car brought him back to the reality 
of every day life and he went down to open the door for 
John. 
"Good morning, Herman, I'm so excited that our setup works 
as you told me last night." John said when Herman opened 
the door. 
"And I've brought the van so we can take the equipment back 
to the hospital today and start setting it up." 
"Morning John," Herman answered and continued, "we have 
some work to do here first, come up to the study and I'll 
show you something!" 
They both walked up the stairs, John obviously slightly 
baffled. 
"Come over here, John. Have a look at these computer 
printouts and tell me what you think!" 
John bent over the desk and studied the papers before he 
quietly said: 
"Where have you got these signals from? To me it looks like 
a message." 
Excitedly Herman told John the whole sequence of events 
from last night and to substantiate it he ran the disc 
containing all the curves on the computer. 
"I'll be damned," exclaimed John, turning slightly pale 
with excitement. Turning towards Herman he said: 
"I don't think we need to take the equipment back to the 
hospital right now, and before we go out to the tree I 
think we should go ahead and write a new programme. 
Excitedly they sat down to make out the programme and it 
was indeed a simple one, turning the curves, the flat parts 
and the deflections into 0's and 1's. A language the 
computer understood. Within an hour they had compiled the 
programme and made a fast test run on the original 
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transmitted message. The computer deciphered the curves as 
fast as they were fed and printed out the message as it had 
been originally decoded: 
"HELLO HERMAN THIS IS MBELY I CAN READ YOUR 
MIND............." 
Herman smiled his satisfaction at John and said: 
"Shall we go and rig up the equipment in the garden? I have 
already found a long extension cord so we can have the 
power out there." 
Immediately they went to work. It took both of them to 
carry the heavy yet delicate EEG machine and its trolley 
out to the tree, making sure not to slip on the wet lawn. 
"Hello Mbely, I am John, Herman's assistant, nice to meet 
you," John said when he came up to the tree, and he sensed 
a rustle in the otherwise silent branches. 
Then they carried  out the computer and the printer and 
finished the task of connecting it all. Finally in silence, 
while holding their breath they connected the power and 
turned everything on. The green light showed on the EEG 
machine and they quickly fed the computer programme and 
tested it: 
 
Amplification 1000           -no background interference 
Amplification 10,000         -no noise, no interference 
Amplification 100,000        -nothing 
 
In absolute silence and concentration Herman punched in the 
code for one million times amplification while John pushed 
the trolley with the EEG machine as close as possible to 
the imposing but miserable looking tree. 
Trace no.1 on the computer screen came to life with the 
same small bursts of codes as Herman had seen last night. 
Quickly Herman activated their newly developed decoding 
programme and the printer came to life: 
 
"GOOD MORNING GENTLEMEN I MEAN HERMAN AND JOHN HAVE YOU 
RESTED WELL---WE HAVE A LONG DAY AHEAD OF US---IN ORDER TO 
MAKE THINGS EASIER FOR ME WILL YOU MAKE A SILVER NAIL AND 
HAMMER IT ONE INCH INTO ME JUST ABOVE GROUND LEVEL AND 
CONNECT YOUR MAGIC MACHINE TO IT---ALSO ANSWER ME IN A 
NORMAL VOICE DIRECTED TOWARDS ME AS CLOSE AS POSSIBLE TO 
ME" 
 
The printer went silent and the screen blank and Herman 
walked close to the tree saying: 
"Good morning, Mbely, indeed we are rested and ready to 
talk we have many questions for you," John said "I 
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understand you want the nail in order to make an easier 
connection." 
To Herman he said: "Have you got any silverware in the 
house? A spoon or fork or something." 
"Look in the small table in the left corner of the dining 
room. I think Linda has some old silverware there and I 
think she would agree to offer it, " Herman answered and 
continued. "I have my tools and a butane blow torch in the 
garden shed. Go and have a look!" 
Quickly John ran into the house and started to work on the 
nail. Meanwhile Herman tidied the lawn up, carefully 
pulling the large heavy branches away to the side as if 
they had been the detached limbs of a living creature. The 
numerous small branches and sprigs he carried away with 
equal care, once in a while looking at Mbely. After half an 
hour  John was back with a shiny 2 1/2 inch long nail 
crudely hammered out but looking purposeful and slowly 
hammered it into the tree at ground level. Then he found 
the wire connected to the EEG machine's no. 1 trace and 
carefully attached it to the nail in the tree. 
Once more they loaded the programme and tested the EEG 
machine and already at a 10,000 amplification they had a 
signal on trace no.1, showing up just as a scramble. 
Herman went close to the tree and said: 
"Mbely, we are now ready to talk, you said yesterday that 
you had an important message for us." 
Herman and John watched the computer screen as it came 
alive with codes now coming so fast that the eye could 
hardly follow them. The printer at the same time started to 
print out: 
 
"I AM SORRY I HAD TO KEEP YOU BUSY MAKING A NAIL---BUT I DO 
NOT WANT ANY OF THE TREES AROUND TO LISTEN TO OUR 
CONVERSATION---PLEASE COME VERY CLOSE WHEN YOU TALK TO ME 
AND KEEP YOUR VOICES DOWN---YOU ARE IN GREAT DANGER---
SOMEONE WANTS TO KILL YOU" 
 
Herman and John looked at each other in disbelief and said 
towards the tree: 
"Who would want to kill us and why?" 
The printer wrote out" 
 
"NOT YOU AS PERSONS BUT THE WHOLE RACE---THE RACE YOU CALL 
HUMANS---THERE ARE WHAT YOU WOULD CALL CLANS OF MY SPECIES-
--THE SPECIES YOU CALL PLANTS---WHO FEEL THREATENED BY YOU 
AND WANT TO FIGHT BACK---I HAVE BEEN TOLD TO MAKE CONTACT 
WITH YOUR RACE BY THE LESS RADICAL CLANS---SO BOTH YOUR AND 
OUR RACE CAN LIVE PEACEFULLY TOGETHER" 
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Herman and John sat down on the still wet grass close to 
the tree not knowing what to say. Finally John said very 
quietly both directed towards Herman and the tree which 
called itself Mbely: 
"I understand what the message says, but how can that be? 
Plants are not intelligent. We know that. They cannot 
communicate and if they could how would they accomplish it? 
How would they be able to kill the whole human race?" 
AS he said that, the printer had already started to print 
out: 
 
"PLANTS ARE NOT INTELLIGENT YOU SAY---PLANTS ARE DIFFERENT 
AS WHAT YOU CALL ANIMALS ARE DIFFERENT---ARE FLIES AND 
WORMS  INTELLIGENT DO THEY THINK---I THINK NOT---ARE THE 
CLANS OF THE OAKS OR THE CLANS OF WILLOWS OR THE CLANS OF 
WALNUTS INTELLIGENT---I THINK SO---ARE THE MANY CLANS OF 
ALGAE OR THE CLANS OF FERNS INTELLIGENT---NO THEY ARE NOT 
THEY ARE THE PRIMITIVE CLANS OF OUR FAMILY---WE MUST 
DISCUSS WHAT YOU UNDERSTAND BY INTELLIGENCE ANOTHER TIME" 
 
The printer stopped briefly and then continued: 
"COMMUNICATION---YOUR RACE HAS BEEN ABLE TO COMMUNICATE 
SINCE YOU CAME INTO EXISTENCE AND SO HAVE WE---IN THE 
BEGINNING YOU HAD LIMITED MEANS SLOW AND SIMPLE LIKE 
TOUCHING EACH OTHER AND POINTING---THEN CAME YOUR SPOKEN 
LANGUAGE CARRIED CRUDELY BY THE AIR FOR A SHORT DISTANCE---
IT WAS NOT UNTIL YOU DEVELOPED TECHNICAL SKILLS LIKE SMOKE 
AND LATELY BY SKILFUL USE OF ELECTROMAGNETIC WAVES THAT YOU 
HAVE DEVELOPED ANY SIGNIFICANT COMMUNICATION BETWEEN 
YOURSELVES---BUT STILL TO NOBODY ELSE---WE HAVE BEEN FAR 
ADVANCED COMPARED TO YOU" 
 
Again the printer stopped briefly as if it had to think 
first, and then continued: 
"I WILL SEEK PERMISSION FROM THE LEADERS TO TELL YOU ABOUT 
HOW WE COMMUNICATE---BUT YOU MUST BE PATIENT---BELIEVE ME--
-THEY ARE SERIOUS AND THEY ARE ABLE TO KILL THE WHOLE HUMAN 
RACE IF WE HAD NOT UNTIL NOW PREVENTED THE DECISION FROM 
BEING TAKEN---BUT TIME IS RUNNING OUT---YOU MUST STOP 
DEVASTATING THE TROPICAL FOREST AS YOU ARE DESTROYING OUR 
HISTORY AND FUTURE AS SPECIES---FURTHERMORE YOU MUST STOP 
THE MANIPULATION OF OUR SPECIES BY INTERFERING WITH OUR 
GENES---WE DO NOT WANT MELON SIZED TOMATOES OR CRIPPLED 
PLANTS KEPT ALIVE ARTIFICIALLY BY CHEMICALS---THE LEADERS 
HAVE FORBIDDEN ME FROM TELLING YOU HOW THEY COULD KILL YOUR 
RACE BUT IF YOU THINK ABOUT IT YOU WILL SEE THAT THEY HAVE 
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ALREADY TESTED MANY WAYS---THEY HAVE EVEN INFILTRATED MANY 
OF YOUR RESEARCH CENTERS" 
The printer stopped. 
 
A car drove into the driveway and a horn honked slightly. 
"Ah, Linda is already here," Herman said looking at his 
watch which to his surprise showed 2:30. Time had passed 
quickly. 
"Stay here, I must try to prepare Linda for this," he said 
to John and started to walk towards the house. 
Linda was already out of the car when he met her. 
"I came back as fast as I could," she said kissing him 
hello. "The story you told me yesterday must be a hoax. 
Tell me that you were already missing me and wanted me 
back," she said jokingly. "Let's have a look at that silly 
tree and if necessary fell it today," she said while she 
pushed him backwards through the front door in the way she 
always did when she had been missing him. 
"Darling, things have developed since yesterday and John is 
in the garden helping me," he said disentangling himself 
from her close embrace. 
"Come with me to Mbely, sorry, the walnut tree," he 
corrected himself. "We are just in the middle of a talk, 
sorry, communication with the tree." 
Slowly they walked through the house and out of the back 
door onto the lawn, hands on each others hips. 
Linda saw the battered tree at the foot of which John was 
sitting among the various electronic gadgets. 
"Hi, you electronic wizard." She greeted John. He said 
nothing, still baffled by the messages and the impact of 
them. 
"Go and say hello to Mbely our walnut tree," Herman urged 
Linda. 
"Hello Mr. Mbely, you big ugly tree. I am called Linda and 
live here," Linda said in jest and total disbelief. 
 
The printer spurted into life and printed out its message: 
"HELLO LINDA WELCOME BACK---I HAVE KNOWN YOUR NAME EVER 
SINCE SEVENTEEN YEARS AGO THIS HUSBAND OF YOURS CARVED IT 
INTO MY SKIN---LOOK UP AND YOU CAN STILL SEE THE SCAR OF 
IT---I WILL NEVER FORGET YOUR NAME OR THE NAME OF TIM AND 
SANDY---MANY ARE THE TIMES WE HAVE PLAYED TOGETHER---I HOPE 
YOU WILL JOIN HERMAN AND JOHN IN OUR TALKS---BUT I AM TIRED 
NOW I MUST TRY TO HEAL MY WOUNDS---LET US TALK TOGETHER 
TOMORROW" 
 
Linda looked once more in disbelief at the printer, not 
knowing whether to laugh or cry. 
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In order to hide her embarrassment she half jokingly and 
half feelingly asked: 
"Mbely, can we help you with your wounds, is there any 
way?" 
The printer came again to life: 
"CAN YOU PLEASE CUT CLEAN WHERE MY BROKEN PIECES HAVE COME 
OFF AND THEN PAINT IT WITH BLACK OIL PAINT---IT WARMS WHEN 
THE SUN SHINES ON IT---THANK YOU LINDA AND HAVE A GOOD DAY-
--DO YOU REMEMBER THE DAY WHEN HERMAN CUT YOUR NAME INTO MY 
SKIN---YOU BOTH SEEMED TO HAVE A GOOD TIME ON THE GRASS AT 
MY FOOT" 
 
Linda blushed. She remembered it very well, it was the very 
first time. She thought a little wondering whether it was a 
dream or real. Looking around at she scene in the garden 
she slowly started to realise what might be going on still 
far from convinced. 
Herman remembered it as well and broke into a big smile. 
John looked away, he felt left out. Then he thought: "They 
must have intelligence, at least they have a memory." 
Herman and John went to the garden shed, Herman took his 
large saw and pointed to John where the can of black paint 
was. Then they took the long ladder and together they 
climbed Mbely and tended to its wounds. 
"Is it really worth it," yelled Fred, his neighbor, across 
the hedge separating their gardens. 
"To me the tree looks finished, it has hardly been carrying 
any nuts for the last ten years. If it was up to me I would 
fell it. Actually you would do me a favour as the shade 
from it makes our garden soil acid." Fred continued, 
fortunately not noticing or at least not reflecting upon 
the equipment at the foot of the tree. 
"We are only saving the tree for the children, they love to 
climb it," Herman yelled back. 
"And it has my name on it," Linda laughingly added slowly 
starting to play the game. 
Satisfied Fred went inside his house and the three of them 
hurriedly carried the electronic machinery inside. It was 
slowly getting dark. 
They went to the living room where Herman poured a large 
glass of his best French Armagnac, the 17 years old Sempe. 
They did not want to eat and at first not even to speak-
they were simply short of words to express what they had 
experienced-or was it short of human ability to communicate 
as the tree had implied? 
Linda broke the ice: "Sorry, Herman, for not believing what 
you told me yesterday it is just too fantastic to accept. 
What shall we do? Do you think that the tree really 
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communicates and has a genuine message and can we believe 
it?" 
"I am not inclined to believe what Mbely has told us right 
away but what I have seen going on seems real to me." 
He answered, then looking cautiously around as if somebody 
might be listening, he said: 
"I think we'd better carry the potted plants into the 
children's rooms and keep our voices down." 
The others nodded both in bewilderment and in agreement--
thereby admitting that they believed the message they had 
received. Quickly they carried the 6 plants into the other 
rooms. 
"If we really are accepting the fact that the tree 
communicates then by tomorrow we must have a plan, a list 
of questions," John suggested and added: “What can we loose 
by not accepting it as a fact?” 
"Yes, Mbely must substantiate what it means and give us 
examples," Herman added while seemingly in deep thoughts. 
"And tell us what it wants us to do," Linda suggested being 
gradually convinced by the others arguments. 
Herman poured another round of brandy and soon they were 
discussing, in subdued voices, what they should ask Mbely 
the next day. It was long into the small hours of the new 
morning before they agreed upon a plan of action. 
 

***  
 
          Linda made a substantial breakfast for them all 
just after the sun had risen over the tree line. Having 
cleared their minds and agreed on a plan, all three of them 
were hungry and wolfed it down in a few minutes. 
"You certainly are nice people to cook for," Linda laughed. 
"I am sure that even if I had served stale bread with 
margarine you would have eaten it." 
They nodded in agreement, rose almost in unison and started 
to carry the equipment out under the tree. In a few moments 
John had connected the EEG machine to the computer while 
Herman carefully attached the trace no.1 wire to the silver 
nail in the tree. Linda rolled out the power extension cord 
and plugged it in. The programme was loaded, a 10,000 
amplification keyed in and as if directed all three said 
somewhat sheepishly: 
"Good morning, Mbely, how are your wounds today?" 
 
The printer came to life, first with widely spaced curves 
then gradually picking up speed until it spurted out: 
"GOOD MORNING MY FRIENDS---YES I AM BETTER TODAY THANKS TO 
YOUR CARE---ACTUALLY I FEEL GREAT---IS IT NOT A NICE 
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MORNING THE JUICES ARE RISING AS IF A WATERFALL IS RUSHIN 
THROUGH ALL MY LIMBS---I AM GETTING RENEWED STRENGTH---
HERMAN ARE YOU AWARE THAT YOUR YARD NEEDS FERTILIZER 
TERRIBLY---PLEASE USE THE NATURAL ONE NEXT TIME---SHALL WE 
SAY NEXT WEEK---AGREED" 
 
Linda stepped closer to the tree and almost whispered as if 
she still did not believe this silly thing: 
"Mbely, we will give the whole yard fertilizer tomorrow. We 
have been thinking and discussing what you said yesterday." 
"I THOUGHT YOU WOULD" the printer answered. 
"We have decided to accept the fact that you can 
communicate with us and if you don't mind, we would like to 
have certain aspects clarified, discussed if you like, 
first of all we would like to know a little about 
yourself." 
 
"OK LINDA---SO YOU WANT TO KNOW A LITTLE ABOUT ME SO YOU 
CAN JUDGE IF I AM A RELIABLE PERSON---SORRY TREE---GO AHEAD 
WITH YOUR QUESTIONS" the printer, or rather the tree, 
answered. 
"Mbely, how old are you?" Linda said half amused and half 
gravely towards the walnut tree, which seemed to look 
better already as it stood pinkish and shiny in the fresh 
cool morning. 
"LINDA I AM ALMOST FIFTEEN THOUSAND YEARS OLD" Mbely 
answered via the printer. 
Linda and Herman looked at each other, obviously the tree 
was lying, they both knew that the tree had been planted in 
1922 by Herman's grandfather, when Herman's father was 
born. 
Herman stepped close to the tree and said slightly 
disgusted: 
"Mbely I think you have forgotten how old you are, I know 
you were planted here by my grandfather in 1922. What do 
you say to that?" 
"YOU ARE THE ONES WHO KNOW NOTHING ABOUT THESE MATTERS---
ADVANCED PLANTS LIKE MYSELF HAVE AN ETERNAL LIFE---THAT IS 
IF NO DISASTERS HAPPEN---WHEN WE GROW OLD AND FRAGILE IN 
OUR EXTERNAL APPEARANCE WE SEND OUT A NEW SAPLING AND 
REJUVENATE FROM THAT---YOUR GRANDFATHER TOOK A SAPLING FROM 
ME MORE THAN TEN MILES FROM HERE IN NINETEEN TWENTY TWO AND 
PLANTED IT HERE---THE OTHER PART OF ME LIVED UNTIL TWENTY 
YEARS AGO WHEN I WAS FELLED TO GIVE ROOM FOR A NEW 
SUPERMARKET" Mbely answered. 
Linda, Herman and John looked embarrassed at each other and 
John said: 
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"So it was your father, so to speak, the beautiful walnut 
tree they so shamelessly cut when they built the North 
Mall. I remember that, I was in high school then and took 
part in a demonstration against felling it." 
The printer burst out even faster than usual: 
"YOU STILL DO NOT UNDERSTAND---IT WAS ME---I LIVE IN MORE 
THAN A THOUSAND PLACES WITHIN A HUNDRED MILES RADIUS FROM 
HERE I EVEN HAVE A PART OF ME---JUST A SINGLE ONE---IN 
MANITOU SPRINGS IN COLORADO---A TOURIST TOOK A SAPLING OF 
ME FOUR YEARS AGO AND BROUGHT ME THERE---A WALNUT TREE LIKE 
ME MULTIPLIES BY CASTING NUTS AND IN THE LAST FIFTEEN 
THOUSAND YEARS I HAVE PRODUCED MILLIONS OF NUTS AND HAVE 
BEEN FORTUNATE IN HAVING STILL ALIVE MANY THOUSANDS OF 
OFFSPRING---BUT IF YOU TAKE A SAPLING OF ME---OR ANY OTHER 
ADVANCED TREE---IT IS NOT AN OFFSPRING---IT IS ME---THIS WE 
USE TO EXTEND OUR AREA OF DOMINATION WHEN TIMES ARE GOOD---
BUT ALSO TO KEEP AN ETERNAL LIFE---IF I HAD BURNED DOWN TWO 
DAYS AGO AND STILL WOULD HAVE BEEN ALIVE I WOULD HAVE MADE 
A FRESH SHOOT AND STARTED LIFE AGAIN" 
Linda, Herman and John nodded they understood, it really 
made some sense. 
The printer spurted a short message lasting a few seconds: 
"YOU HUMANS THINK YOU ARE SO SMART BUT YOU HAVE NEVER 
WORKED OUT HOW TO LIVE FOREVER---YOU WILL BE SURPRISED HOW 
MUCH WE PLANTS HAVE WORKED OUT---AFTER ALL WE HAVE LIVED IN 
THIS WORLD MILLIONS OF YEARS LONGER THAN YOU" 
Herman as a doctor showed a keen interest and asked very 
rapidly a whole series of questions: 
"Mbely how much damage would you take, not to be able to 
send out a new shoot?" 
"Where is your center of intelligence situated?" 
"Also, how does it affect you when you have to start from a 
sapling again. Please tell us how you communicate between 
the various parts of yourself, more than a thousand parts 
as you say?" 
Herman looked tensely at the printer, his face sharpened in 
ridges of anticipation of the answer, which could tell him 
more about plant life on earth than had been learned until 
now in years of research. 
The printer started again, once slower than usual, as if 
the tree had to think hard: 
"OUR SYSTEM OF INTELLIGENCE---OUR NERVOUS SYSTEM---IS TO A 
LARGE DEGREE DECENTRALIZED AND CAN BE REGENERATED---AS A 
GENERAL RULE THE SIMPLER---THE MORE PRIMITIVE A SPECIES IS 
AND THEREFORE ITS INTELLIGENCE IS---THE FASTER IT 
REGENERATES---THE BIG DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A PRIMITIVE AND AN 
ADVANCED PLANT IS THAT THE ADVANCED PLANT IN ADDITION HAS A 
CENTER OF COORDINATION---IT IS ALMOST LIKE AN ANIMAL BRAIN 
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ALTHOUGH YOU CANNOT SEE IT AS IT IS INTEGRATED INTO THE 
WOOD CELLS---IT IS SITUATED IN THE MOST PROTECTED PLACE OF 
A PLANT JUST OVER WHERE OUR ROOTS START AND IN THE MIDDLE 
OF THE STEM---IF AN ADVANCED PLANT LOOSES THIS CENTER IT 
DIES---A PRIMITIVE PLANT HOWEVER DOES NOT HAVE THIS CENTER 
AND CAN SHOOT AS LONG AS IT HAS NOT STARTED TO ROT---WHEN 
YOU RESTART FROM A SAPLING IT AFFECTS YOU IN THE WAY THAT 
IT TAKES ALL YOUR ENERGY AND USES ALL YOUR TIME AND FOR A 
LONG PERIOD YOU HAVE NO TIME TO REFLECT OR TO STUDY---HOW 
DO THE VARIOUS PARTS OF ME COMMUNICATE YOU ASK---LET ME ASK 
YOU HOW DO YOU COMMUNICATE WITH YOUR ARM OR WITH YOUR 
FINGERS---I COMMUNICATE INTERNALLY VIA MY NERVOUS SYSTEM---
IT IS DIVIDED INTO THREE PARTS LIKE  THE HUMAN SYSTEM BUT I 
BELIEVE THAT MOST OF YOU ONLY USE TWO OF THEM---FOR FAST 
AND RELATIVE SHORT DIRECTIONS WE USE ELECTRICAL IMPULSES 
LIKE WE DO RIGHT NOW---FOR SHORT BUT VERY IMPORTANT 
DIRECTIONS WE USE BIOCHEMICAL REACTION AND THAT IS 
SOMETIMES USED FOR MEDIUM RANGE COMMUNICATION AS WELL---I 
HAVE FOR EXAMPLE A PART OF ME ON THIS ROAD FIVE YARDS DOWN 
AND WHEN WE COMMUNICATE IMPORTANT MATTERS I TRANSMIT  A 
BIOCHEMICAL TRACE WHICH TRANSPLANTS THROUGH THE SOIL---FOR 
LONG RANGE AND FAST MESSAGES WE USE WHAT YOU WOULD CALL 
TELEPATHY---LIKE I USED WITH YOU ON THE FIRST EVENING WE 
COMMUNICATED---YOU CAN USE THIS FOR LONG DISTANCES BUT ONLY 
FOR SHORT MESSAGES AS IT TIRES YOU---YOU COULD SAY  THAT IT 
USES A LOT OF ENERGY---FOR REALLY LONG DISTANCE MESSAGES 
AND FOR CAREFUL AND IMPORTANT DIRECTIONS WE HAVE ANOTHER 
SYSTEM---THIS SYSTEM I AM NOT ALLOWED TO REVEAL TO YOU" 
 
Herman was red in the face with excitement about what he 
had just read off the printer. It all sounded so plausible 
and he had a thousand questions he wanted to ask Mbely. But 
before he could start, John had approached the tree and 
stated: 
"Mbely we have discussed what you told us yesterday and 
from what you have told us today I think I can say on 
behalf of all three of us that we tend to believe you."  
The others nodded in agreement and he continued, 
"However we must know something more about the facts." 
"Who are the ones trying to kill off the humans ?" 
"Who are their leaders if they have any ones, and where do 
they live?" 
"How come you have been asked to approach us and why do it 
if you want to see us killed?" 
"Who do you represent or work for?" 
It took more than ten minutes before the computer showed a 
signal and the printer came to life. John had been just 
about to check the connection on the silver nail, whereas 
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Herman meanwhile had realised that they had missed lunch as 
it already was 2 o'clock. 
 
"THERE IS A CONGLOMERATION OF CLANS---ESPECIALLY THOSE ON 
THE SOUTHERN HEMISPHERE OF THE EARTH---WHO FOR THE LAST 
FORTY YEARS HAVE HAD THEIR EXISTENCE THREATENED---YOU MUST  
REALIZE THAT SIXTY PERCENT OF ALL PLANT SPECIES OR CLANS AS 
WE TEND TO CALL THEM USED TO LIVE THERE---IN THE LAST TEN 
YEARS ALONE TEN PERCENT OF THESE PLANTS HAVE BEEN KILLED 
OFF IN WHAT AMOUNTS TO A WAR OF HERBICIDE---AT THE MOMENT 
THERE ARE FOUR MILITANT CLAN LEADERS---THE BAMBOO CLAN AND 
THE TEAK WOOD CLAN IN ASIA AND THE BALSA WOOD CLAN AND THE  
MAHOGANY CLAN IN SOUTH AMERICA---BUT THEY ARE GAINING 
SUPPORT VERY FAST AND HAVE SOME DEVIOUS SCHEMES PREPARED---
IN THE NORTHERN  HEMISPHERE THINGS ARE EASIER AND LIFE IS 
BETTER ESPECIALLY IN THE LAST ONE HUNDRED YEARS---HERE WE 
HAVE LESS FAST GROWING AND HUNGRY CLANS---THEREFORE THE 
INTELLIGENT CLAN LEADERS ARE MORE MODERATE---EXCEPT WHEN IT 
COMES TO THE INCREASING FASHION OF MANIPULATION OF OUR 
MOTHER GENES---THIS MUST STOP OR WE MUST HAVE AN INFLUENCE 
UPON THE RESEARCH---THE ONE HUNDRED MOST INFLUENTIAL CLANS 
IN THE WORLD HAVE MADE UP A COUNCIL---THE CLEVER ONE 
HUNDRED THEY CALL IT---HERE IT HAS BEEN DECIDED THAT THE 
HUMANS WHO WE BELIEVE ARE THE CLAN LEADERS OF THE ANIMALS 
SHOULD BE APPROACHED AND TOLD ABOUT OUR CIVILIZATION AND 
ATTEMPTED TO BE TALKED INTO REASON---THE PRESENT LEADER OF 
THE CLEVER ONE HUNDRED IS THE CLAN OF THE PLANE TREES---
THEY ARE VERY CLEVER THEY ARE THE PHILOSOPHERS AND 
HISTORIANS OF OUR SPECIES---THE CLAN OF THE WALNUT TREES 
HAS BEEN GIVEN THE TASK OF COMMUNICATING THIS TO YOU---IT 
HAS NOT BEEN EASY---WE HAVE TRIED FOR ALMOST A YEAR UNTIL 
NOW UNSUCCESSFULLY  PEOPLE  WE HAVE APPROACHED HAVE BEEN 
BRANDED INSANE OTHERS FANATICS OR LUNATICS---A PROFESSOR OF 
AGRICULTURE IN THE NETHERLANDS WAS RIDICULED AND COMMITTED 
SUICIDE" 
 
The printer stopped and the three sat for a long time 
looking at each other. Like the previous night they had no 
words to say but it was worse now, because they believed 
what they had been told. The gravity of the situation was 
evident, they all knew that what Mbely had told them about 
deprivation and misuse against vegetation was correct. John 
had been to Brazil the year before and had been disgusted 
when he returned. Linda had for several years been playing 
with the idea of turning their garden into an ecological 
mini-farm although Herman had been less convinced. As a 
doctor Herman had taken advantage of the new prescription 
drugs coming out using gene manipulation, but he had had 
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his doubts when completely new species of vegetables and 
plants had been advertised on television. 
They started a discussion. 
"We must be careful with this matter," Herman started. 
"It will be very important to decide whom we talk to about 
this, we must compile evidence and facts before we can even 
consider approaching the authorities, even then we must be 
cautious.” 
"If we even once are branded as lunatics or fanatics their 
cause will for sure be lost." 
"Is there anybody we can trust, who can help us?" John 
questioned and then added as an afterthought. 
"Maybe we should officially continue with our research 
project. It could probably serve as a disguise and make any 
investigation less suspect." 
"Do we know a politician we can trust?" 
"I think it is important that we try to maintain our normal 
lives, our family lives," Linda added. 
"And I also think John is right when he suggests that you 
continue, at least officially, working on the project," she 
continued. 
Herman nodded in agreement. 
"What about your neighbors, can you trust them?" John 
asked. 
"You're right, John." Herman answered, "we do not know if 
we can trust them and if we sit with this machinery under 
the tree every day they will be curious. Even if we tell 
them that it is a research project." 
"What can we do about it?" 
"I think we should keep the EEG and the computer in the 
house," John said after a while. "We could buy one of those 
high quality wires for speakers and connect them to the 
silver nail." 
"What about when we speak to it?" Linda asked. 
John thought for a moment before he answered: 
"It is easy, we could buy one or more stereo headsets and 
place them in the tree, then I could connect it via your 
stereo set to a microphone." 
"What are we going to tell the children?" Linda asked 
looking at Herman. 
"Shall we let them stay in Chicago?" 
"No!, they have to come back for school," he said and 
continued: 
"We agree that it is important to keep a normal life as 
much as possible. Who knows, it might even be an advantage 
to have the children around." 
"But how do we tell them?" he added after a pause. 
"Let me do that," Linda promised. 
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"I think we should ask Mbely for its suggestions." John 
finally said. 
They did not have to say it, for the printer at the same 
instant started to write. 
"You rascal," Herman said and threatened with his fist 
towards the tree. "You have been listening." 
 
"I THINK IT IS ALL RELEVANT WHAT YOU HAVE BEEN DISCUSSING--
-I MUST GIVE YOU A WARNING---ALL HIGHER DEVELOPED CLANS---
SORRY SPECIES---CAN IF THEY ARE ALERT AND CLOSE ENOUGH AND 
IF THEY HAVE BEEN INSTRUCTED TO LISTEN TO YOUR 
CONVERSATION---SIMPLER CLANS CAN UNDER CERTAIN  
CIRCUMSTANCES BE INSTRUCTED TO RELAY MESSAGES OF WHAT YOU 
HAVE SAID BUT MIGHT NOT UNDERSTAND IT---GENERALLY THE 
DEVELOPED CLANS HAVE A STEM AND A DEVELOPED  NET OF ROOTS 
LIKE ON TREES AND BUSHES---TO CONTAIN THE COORDINATION 
CENTER---ALL PLANTS EVEN VERY SIMPLE ONES LIKE FUNGI AND 
ALGAE HAVE AN ABILITY TO COMMUNICATE AND RELAY MESSAGES---
WATCH OUT---AT THE MOMENT YOU CAN ONLY TRUST THE CLANS OF 
OAK AND PLANE AND WILLOW AND WALNUT AND MAPLE---DO NOT 
TRUST FRUIT TREES AND BERRY BUSHES THEY ARE ABSOLUTELY 
FURIOUS ABOUT THE GENE MANIPULATION" 
"What about fir trees" Linda interrupted. 
 
"FIR TREES AND SPRUCES ARE VERY OLD TREES---SIMPLE TREES 
YOU WOULD CALL THEM---THEY ARE LIKE  THE CROCODILES OR 
LIZARDS IN THE ANIMAL WORLD---THEY HAVE A SMALL 
COORDINATION CENTER BUT THEY USE IT VERY LITTLE AND VERY 
SLOWLY---YOU WILL ALSO HAVE NOTICED THAT THEY HAVE  
DIFFICULTIES IN MAKING SHOOTS OR SAPLINGS---THEREFORE THEY 
RARELY GET MORE THAN TWO THOUSAND YEARS OLD AND LACK 
CONTINUITY IN THINKING---I HAVE BEEN AUTHORIZED TO TELL YOU 
THAT THE LEADER OF THE PLANE TREE CLAN THE CURRENT LEADER 
OF THE CLEVER ONE HUNDRED WILL GRANT  YOU A MEETING---IT 
WILL PERSONALLY TELL YOU WHAT WE THINK CAN BE DONE---IT IS 
THE OLDEST TREE IN THE WORLD OF THE INTELLIGENT CLANS---
AGAIN I MUST WARN YOU TO BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU SAY AND DO---
SO FAR NO PLANT HAS BEEN INFORMED TO LISTEN TO YOU BUT IT 
WILL COME---THERE ARE ALSO SOME OF YOUR OWN SPECIES WHO 
HAVE BEEN BOUGHT BY THE PLOTTING CLANS---SOME FOR 
IDEALISTIC REASONS SOME FOR GREED SO WATCH OUT FOR THEM 
ALSO---YOU MUST MEET THE LEADER OF THE PLANE TREES ON THE 
SEVENTEENTH OF MAY IN THE CITY OF BURSA IN TURKEY---IT IS 
OUTSIDE THE CITY AND IS KNOWN TO THE LOCAL PEOPLE AS THE 
HISTORY PLANE TREE---I THINK I MUST STOP  NOW THE APPLE 
TREE IN THE FAR CORNER HAS JUST SENT A MESSAGE TO ITS PART 
IN YOUR NEIGHBORS YARD---IT IS GETTING SUSPICIOUS---YOUR 
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PLAN ABOUT THE LONG WIRE FROM INSIDE THE HOUSE IS A GOOD 
ONE---GOOD AFTERNOON MY FRIENDS" 
  
Once more it took a while before the three regained their 
senses. 
Herman looked at the printout. 
"Where the hell is Bursa, Turkey?" He bursted out. 
"I only know there is a city called Constantinople in 
Turkey," John added, "I don't even have a map to find it." 
"We have," Linda intervened and added. "Actually I think 
the Constantinople of yours was renamed Istanbul many 
hundreds of years ago, but we have the National Geographic 
atlas inside so let's us have a look." 
They helped each other disconnecting the EEG and computer 
and carried the equipment inside. They had not even 
noticed, but it had started to get cooler and a slight 
drizzle was falling. 
Herman found the three brandy glasses from yesterday and 
poured a large drink for everyone, while Linda brought the 
large atlas from its place on the upper shelf of their 
bookcase. John had gone to the telephone and said while he 
dialed a number: 
"I am calling Dominiques for three large pizzas is there 
something special you want on it? Do you realize we're had 
no lunch, I am starving." 
Meanwhile Linda had found the map of Turkey on page 175 in 
the atlas. 
"Yes! I was right Constantinople is called Istanbul," she 
called out proudly, she had always been keen on geography. 
"I have found Bursa, it is only an inch south of Istanbul, 
there is a small lake, no wait a minute, it is a sea called 
"Sea of Marmara", between it and Istanbul, it looks easy 
enough to get there to me." She said. 
"Wait a second, darling," Herman grumbled. "Who says we are 
going there?" 
"But Mbely told us we had to go there to talk to the plane 
tree, what was its name?" Linda added and John took the 
printout. 
"The history plane tree it called it," he said. 
"We could take the kids and make it a family vacation," 
Linda suggested she had taken the full consequence of 
accepting the communication from the tree as genuine. 
"It would be perfect as a field trip for our research 
project," John said. 
"I have it," said Herman, "do you remember the young 
foreign doctor we had on an internship at the hospital last 
year, John?" 
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"What was his name...Tay...Tay...Yes, Tayfun that's it. 
Yes, I think he came from Turkey. We must get his address 
from the hospital tomorrow and call him, maybe he can help 
us." 
"OK, let's make a plan, indeed I think we should go to 
Turkey," Herman said enthusiastically also taking the full 
consequences of believing the tree. Immediately his 
organising mind started to work: 
"Officially we will make it a business trip, for tax 
deduction purposes, but we will take the family. John you 
can take Lisa if you want." 
"I would suggest we get there at least a week before the 
17th," Herman said while looking at his watch. "Let me see. 
It is the 22nd of April today. That gives us 10 plus 8  
days, eighteen days to work out things." 
"I myself will work out a feasible project suggestion and 
present it to the director. I will also try to contact 
Tayfun." 
"John," he continued, "I would suggest that you take a 
serious look at our equipment. I don't think  we need our 
14 track EEG machine but we may need a laptop computer. 
Furthermore I think we need a rechargeable battery pack, to 
power it all." 
"Just what I've been thinking about," John answered. "What 
we need is a powerful amplifier. I think, with the time we 
have, that I can convert a commercial radio-amplifier for 
the task. I'll look around for a good used laptop computer 
and get a professional TV power pack." 
"Remember a handful of silver nails" Linda laughingly  
added. 
"Linda, will you make the travel arrangements? Call an 
agent for air tickets and a decent hotel in Istanbul, and 
also in this place Bursa, that is if they have a hotel 
there," Herman continued. "Also in a few days' time call 
your parents and tell them that I have a project calling in 
Turkey and that I have insisted on bringing the family. 
They will probably be overjoyed at getting rid of the 
children already and will ask no questions.” 
John if you could buy the stuff for the connection between 
the house and Mbely tomorrow I would be happy." Herman said 
and handed him three hundred-dollar bills. 
The door bell sounded and soon LInda brought in three large 
trays with steaming pizza and large tumblers with coke. 
 
         "Let's turn on CNN to see if there is any news," 
John suggested while he was wolfing down several wedges of 
pizza. 
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"This is Mike Ward reporting for CNN from Kuantan in 
Malaysia," it boomed out. 
"Let's turn on channel 6 to hear the basketball results," 
Herman urged. 
"In the last four days there has been unprecedented 
rainfall here in the Eastern part of the Malaysian 
Peninsula and all communication has been lost with at least 
10 timber camps." The reporter continued. 
"It has also been reported that a large number of people in 
the interior has been suffering from a mysterious illness." 
The screen was full of green hills half covered with heavy 
black clouds and washed by heavy rain. In the foreground a 
large lump of forest,  mainly consisting of bamboo could be 
seen, looking fresh, green and active. 
Linda felt a cold chill run down her spine as if the event 
had direct effect on her life. 
It would!  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 2 
 

"KILL THEM"  
[PAHANG, MALAYSIA APRIL ] 

 
       The river was quite narrow at this point. Only about 
50 feet wide as it was pressed into a gully between two 
steep inclines of heavy red clay. It had once been a 
beautiful  place where proud Malay fathers had taken their 
sons. In the deep rain forest behind the inclines they had 
shown the young men the secret places for the best durians, 
those evil smelling but much favoured spiny fruits. The 
river itself was rushing, being almost the color of blood. 
The many cuts into the forest were causing enormous erosion 
and the red clay and soil was washed down the inclines into 
the foaming water. It was one of the many tributaries to 
the powerful Pahang river on the east side of the Malaysian 
Peninsula, the river has given its name to the whole state 
it waters. 
 
         It had been raining heavily for the last four 
days, rain as it only happens in the tropics. Inch after 
inch after inch, a waterfall pouring down. Normally this 
place would be busy with activity, heavy bulldozers making 
access roads  into the forest, being followed by teams of 
woodcutters with their chain saws and finally the huge 
timber transporting trucks. There would be the noise of the 
large diesel engines, mixed with the spluttering of the 
chain saw two-stroke motors, the high pitched voices of 
Chinese workers yelling encouragements to each other and an 
occasional helicopter whirling over. The smoke from the 
shrubs on fire to scare away snakes and insects, mixed with 
diesel fumes, cooking fires and other smells of human 
activity was so strong that it even disguised the foul 
smell of the huge Rafflesia flowers, three feet across, the 
world's largest. The mighty rain forest was being 
decimated. 
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The rain had temporarily stopped the wood cutting and the 
heavy machinery was idle under huge canvas tarpaulins. The 
workers were back in the relative comfort of their camp, 
fifty-odd portacabins, a powergenerator, a workshop and a 
helipad three miles downstream. 
          If one looked closer at the inclines making the 
gully one could see huge Tapang trees still standing proud, 
some towering to 250 feet. In between were scattered 
ironwood trees, their wood so heavy that it cannot float. 
Of the 260 kinds of trees which had once, that is four 
months ago, grown in this place only these, the most 
precious in timber value had been spared. Most of the 
creepers had been cleaned away and the trees were ready to 
be cut. The ironwood would later be shaped into piles and 
used for piling work in making the foundation for a new 
quay in Singapore, a few hundred miles to the south. Most 
of the beautiful brown wood from the Tapang tree would be 
cut into planks and used for scaffolding and concrete 
forms. A perfectly shaped ebony tree was standing right on 
the top of the incline, marked with a large arrow in blue 
paint, signifying it had to be specially taken care of. It 
had already been sold to a Chinese merchant to be used to 
make beautiful Chinese furniture with inlaid mother of 
pearl. 
The multitude of orchids were enjoying the rain, their 
flowers glistening with moisture. In between the still 
towering trees were small charming groves of bamboo, they 
had been too small and insignificant for cutting and had no 
commercial value. 
That was a very, very serious mistake. 
The rain poured continually down and the once docile river 
on which one normally could paddle in a dugout canoe was an 
inferno of rushing water more than 20 feet above normal 
level. 
On the top of the incline there was a rustle in the bamboo 
leaves and if it had been possible to analyze the soil 
around one would have noticed biochemical changes  of many 
kinds taking place. The bamboo groves had networks of 
roots, some dense, some hardly noticeable, from which 
complicated signals in the form of refined chemical changes 
were being emitted. These signals were received by nearby 
plants and understood, others were relayed further on and 
when absorbed by the larger, and more advanced trees, 
transformed, copied and transmitted via telepathy. Suddenly 
both tops of the inclines erupted, all the large trees 
started to fall like in a prepared sequence -it was 
prepared-! 
Within a few minutes all the remaining trees had 
disappeared from the inclines and now formed a formidable 
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barrier down in the river. They floated and fused  together 
and soon a dam from bank to bank and more than 75 feet high 
had formed. Large stones and clay washed down from the 
inclines further strengthened the construction. 
 
          Half an hour later three miles downstream in 
timber camp No.11, the regional main camp, the engineer on 
duty noticed that the river level had fallen to almost a 
trickle. He was the only one who was outside battling with 
the elements, as regulations said that the compound should 
be inspected once every hour. There had been great  
problems with theft and pilfering from farmers inhabiting 
the small "kampongs", which are small local villages, in 
the vicinity. Furthermore the state of the river should be 
noted. 
Fifteen minutes later he alerted the chief-engineer, a 
small, stout, tough looking Japanese and he immediately 
came rushing. 
"Wake the helicopter pilot" he said, "the river must have 
been blocked further upstream, he must give us an 
assessment." 
Like most of the almost 200 camp inhabitants, Jim Cunning, 
the helicopter pilot, had been sick for the last two days 
and was in bed when the phone rang. 
"What did you say?" 
"You want me to fly in this weather, you must be crazy!" 
"It's an emergency!" 
"OK, I'll be over in a few minutes. Alert Baboo and John, 
the two Indian mechanics, and tell them to come to the 
helipad," Jim ordered. 
Ten minutes later the two Indian mechanics and Jim were 
down at the helipad located on the edge of the camp. Here 
they met the chief-engineer and the duty officer. Jim 
looked skeptically at the sky, he estimated the cloud 
ceiling to be 200 feet with a visibility of maybe a quarter 
of a mile, far below his official minimum. 
"It is a serious situation" Mr. Homare explained, "all the 
heavy equipment is still in the forest and I don't like the 
speed with which the river ceased to run. You must have a 
go at it." 
Jim looked around, it might be possible to at least hover 
taxi, that is to crawl almost at walking speed, up the 
river if you kept to the middle of the riverbed. 
"OK, I will have a try, but you must come with me as I need 
an extra pair of eyeballs," he said. Jim knew pretty well 
that it was part of his job and fat salary to take a chance 
like that. 
"Take off the tarpaulin," he ordered the two Indians. "Is 
it fuelled and inspected?" he inquired. 
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"Yes, Sir!" They answered in chorus. 
Jim walked around the American manufactured Bell 206L 
helicopter, painted in white and blue and sporting the 
large letters BTB and in smaller below "Bhumiputra Timber 
Berhad", which translated freely meant "The National Timber 
Company Limited". Jim laughed to himself when he passed the 
letters. 
"National, my ass," he whispered to himself. It was well 
known that it was a 100% Japanese company owned and run 
from Tokyo. The only "National" about it was the fat bribes 
which had to be paid every year for the renewal of the 
cutting concessions. The word "Limited" he thought to 
himself probably stands for what the public knows about 
what is going on in the forest. 
He checked every little detail on the outside of the 
helicopter, a golden rule for survival. 
Then he opened the door and entered the cockpit and sat 
down in the right-hand seat. From the small pocket in the 
door he took the checklist and completed "Before start-up 
check". Next he ensured that he had his map and assured 
that the small piece of silk thread was taped to the 
windscreen on the outside. He yelled to Baboo to straighten 
it out. In this  modern helicopter with all its newest 
gadgets, this was the most important "instrument". It 
ensured he was flying "clean", not slipping unnoticed 
sideways. 
"Stand away", he yelled and waved everybody away except 
John who stood on guard with the fire extinguisher. 
He put the master switch on, pressed the starter button and 
when he had 20% revolutions on the engine, pressed the 
ignition switch. The engine lighted up and soon increased 
to 100%. 
"All perfect", he mumbled to himself, then went through the 
"After engine start check" and then the "Before take-off 
check". 
Everything was ready and he waved Mr. Homare to come in and 
strap-in in the left-hand seat. Then he checked the wind 
direction from looking at the windsock next to the helipad. 
"Hell", he said out loud, the wind was gusting and shifting 
from all directions. 
Nevertheless he disengaged the rotorbrake and soon the main 
rotor picked up a stable 250 rpm. After a while he 
increased the power and manipulated the collective lever. 
They started to rise slowly. 
When they had reached a height of about 10 feet, the engine 
suddenly started to loose power. 
"Fuck it," Jim exclaimed and pushed the collective lever 
down. The helicopter slammed down onto the helipad first 



CHAPTER 2 "KILL THEM" [PAHANG,MALAYSIA APRIL ] 

 

 
27 

with its left skid then its right, lost its balance and the 
tailrotor hit the concrete. 
Jim battled with the controls, switched off the power and 
then the helicopter stood still. It had lost its two 
fiberglass tail rotorblades, but otherwise there was no  
damage to be seen. 
"What went wrong?" Mr. Homare wanted to know. 
"Shut up, you idiot" Jim cried while he tried to analyze 
what could be wrong with his baby. 
"It is either that too much water has been injected into 
the engine because of the rain or something with the fuel," 
he then said  towards the Japanese  with an "I am sorry" 
gesture. 
Baboo and John approached with frightened silly smiles. 
What's wrong, Sir? You lost the tailrotor, Sir!" they said. 
"Did you remember to drain the fuel tank this morning?" Jim 
angrily yelled at them. 
"Yes, Sir! we always drain the fuel tank for residue water 
every morning," they answered keenly. 
"Baboo, I want you to take a sample of the fuel and rush it 
to the camp lab, to check it for contamination and hurry 
up," Jim ordered. 
The Indian tapped off half a quart and ran off. 
Ten minutes later he was back dripping with water from the 
rain. 
"Mr. Soakes, in the lab, says the fuel is contaminated with 
traces of something which looks like algae," he explained. 
"You good-for-nothing so-called Indian mechanics, didn't 
you clean the fuel tank during the last maintenance as I 
told you!" Jim exploded in fury. 
"But we did, Sir!" they said sheepishly. 
"OK, go over and take a sample from the tank." He pointed 
towards the fiberglass 2000 gallon jet fuel tank situated 
fifty yards away. 
About 10 minutes later they came back followed by Mr. 
Soakes, the Lab.Chief. 
"The last sample is completely contaminated by algae," he 
said. "I have read about algae living in mineral oil, but 
this is the first time I have come across it personally." 
"Damned unlucky," Jim said and turned towards Mr. Homare, 
"You better radio Camp 1 and 9 and warn them about the fuel 
contamination in case they get the same problem." 
"No more flying today, back to bed. Baboo and John, cover 
my baby," he said and started to walk towards his 
portacabin. Mr. Homare dutifully hurried over to the radio-
portacabin and told operator there to call Camp 1 and 9, 
the two other camps with helicopters. But there was no 
answer. Little did they know that the helicopter from Camp 
no.1 had taken off half an hour ago. Its engine had stopped 
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when it was 100 feet up and it had hit the radio-portacabin 
and exploded. 
Camp no.9 did not answer because less than 10 minutes 
earlier it had been hit by a torrential wave of water, logs 
and mud. Camp no.9 no longer existed. 
 
First a low rumble could be heard, only barely discernible 
above the drumming of the rain. Then rapidly it grew louder 
and louder. Without any other warning suddenly a wall of 
water fifty feet high, huge Tapang tree logs and steel rod-
like ironwood trunks, huge stones and mud appeared in the 
river valley upstream from timber Camp no.11. 
Within 10 seconds it had passed the camp or what had been 
the camp. There was hardly a single item left. 
The flood continued down the river with a speed of more 
than 30 miles per hour at first, clearing everything. Five 
more timber camps and at least 20 Malay kampongs on the 
river disappeared within minutes. 
Everywhere the killer flood passed, a rush of almost 
excitement went through the flimsy leaves of the bamboos in 
small and insignificant groves overlooking the river. 
 

*** 
 
           Timber Camp no.7 was not even close to a stream 
or a river and there was no helicopter serving it. 
The camp had been cut as a clearing into the virgin rain 
forest. The felling was going on around it on the mountain 
slopes. Crews were leaving the camp every morning. It was a 
cosy place, 25 portacabins arranged in a semicircle around 
what was almost like a plaza. Some of the Chinese workers 
had planted small gardens where they grew papaya fruits and 
a few tomatoes. A fresh water supply was provided for by a 
small clear  stream running through the middle of the camp 
and it was carefully filtered and treated before being 
used. 
Because of this the clan of the bamboos had planned their 
attack on this camp differently but no less efficiently. 
Four months ago the oldest plant had received the message 
from the clan in Yunnan, in China. First a short burst via 
telepathy and then a complete and detailed instruction via 
their secret network some weeks later. 
"The camp has to be destroyed and all the inhabitants 
killed." 
The local clan of the Phycomyceteae fungi had been alerted 
and had promised its complete cooperation. Soon from every 
direction the spores were blowing with the wind and 
drifting with moisture and running water into the camp. For 
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anyone not alerted to the danger it was completely 
invisible. 
After a while small insignificant patches of grey fungi 
were growing in corners of the cabins, especially where the 
Indian and Malay cleaning boys were not reaching with their 
filthy rags. Here and there a patch grew on the underside 
of a camp bed or in the moisture of a workman's boots. 
For weeks the fungi had been ready. There was not a single 
place in the camp that could not be attacked at a moment's 
notice. 
 
But the old bamboo was experienced and clever it was not 
relying on a single stroke alone. 
It was going to be a three pronged attack. 
At the same time the Phycomyceteae fungi clan had promised 
its help, the clan of the Nux Vomica tree had been asked 
for its assistance. This clan was more desperate than any 
other of the rain-forest trees. It only lived in the 
forest, although it had managed to disperse members to most 
rain forests in South East Asia, but all those places were 
equally under attack from the humans. It had one more 
disadvantage, it was sought out and hunted because its 
fruits, leaves and even wood contained large concentrations 
of strychnine. Strychnine of course is a lethal poison for 
humans, even in minute doses. It is also used in the 
medicinal industry as a remedy against heart deceases. 
There were several Nux Vomica trees on the mountain slope 
on which the camp was situated. With shoots and small new 
plants being moved forward, several of the plants were now 
situated next to the small stream providing the water 
supply for the camp. The filtering and water treatment 
system cleaning the water for the camp had of course never 
been designed to detect Strychnine nor to neutralize it. 
The Nux Vomica clan was ready for its attack. 
 
The third prong of the attack was to be provided for by the 
tree ferns. 
Being a clan of extreme age and therefore not very clever 
or important, it was bluntly told its task. A road had been 
cut into the forest to enable the large logs harvested to 
be trucked out. On the side of the road a belt of about 100 
yards had been cleared both left and right to keep the 
forest at bay and thus ensure an undisturbed flow of 
traffic. In the last three months large numbers of ferns 
and tree ferns had occupied this space. The timber company 
had not bothered to move them as the ferns at first had 
kept the dust down and when it rained was preventing the 
soil erosion which normally could cut roads suddenly. This 
kept up production quotas which of course was highly 
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desireable. The chief road engineer had even suggested that 
ferns and tree ferns in the future should be planted on the 
roadsides. 
Over a distance of more than ten miles the ferns had 
completely undermined the entire road. The ferns were ready 
for the attack. 
 
Four days ago the Nux Vomica trees had been ordered to drop 
a few fruits and leaves into the stream. On the same day 
the fungi in the camp had been instructed to release small 
amounts of its spores containing a highly poisonous toxin. 
The result was that all the men in the camp were either in 
bed or ill with a mysterious sickness the camp doctor could 
not diagnose. It was consequently called a new local strain 
of influenza, a theory being enforced by the fact that 
several other camps had been attacked by the same illness. 
 
The old bamboo had thus assured that all 134 men in timber 
Camp No.7 were in the camp. 
Up on top of the slope of the mountain, exactly at the same 
time as it happened near Camp No.11 and thirty-two other 
camps there was a rustle in the bamboo leaves. Also here, 
if one had been able to analyse the soil around  them, one 
would have noticed biochemical changes taking place as in 
all the other places. These were the refined communication 
systems, that also activated here prior to the attack on 
the river. 
Along the whole length of the ten mile long road the slope 
below started to loosen and slide. Then the road itself 
slid down first in large chunks of gravel and stone, then 
the avalanche separated and rumbled down taking everything 
with it. This included four timber camps and seven new 
kampongs which had recently been build under the 
Government's resettlement scheme. 
More than a hundred thousand fern plants were also 
destroyed, but being of a primitive species they regenerate 
easily. 
Because there were no trees left along most of the road 
there was nothing to hold the avalanche back. 
At the same time in camp No.7 itself, the fungi placed 
everywhere exploded in clouds of toxic spores. Some of the 
campworkers were choked by the dust itself; others 
succumbed in few minutes to the toxin. A score or so were 
only slightly affected and went coughing and spitting  to 
the water tap to flush their mouths and have a drink of 
water. 
Shortly before that however, the Nux Vomica trees had 
released all they had in them. Thousands of fruits and tens 
of thousands of leaves had dropped into the small stream, 
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which was saturated with strychnine. The fortunate ones who 
had escaped the spores died, suffering the most terrible 
pains upon touching the water. 
There were no survivors left in Camp No.7. 
 

***  
 
          One hundred miles to the east, on the coast just 
south of Kuala Terenganu, the oil company EXXON has a large 
facility containing an export oil-shipment harbor, a 
refinery and huge storage facilities. It is the center of 
all the Malaysian Peninsula's oil industry. 
On the second floor in the administration building a young 
Chinese clerk by the name Chin Bing Bao, called Charlie by 
almost everybody, was sitting in front of his computer. 
Three weeks ago he had been ordered by his uncle in Kuantan 
to visit him. His "uncle" in Kuantan was not his real 
uncle, they were only members of the same club in Kuantan. 
"The worshippers of the third scale of the tail of the 
dragon" it was called. It belonged to the Chinese TRIAD 
organization. 
 
When he arrived in Kuantan his uncle had given him a small 
parcel containing two plastic bags of each about a pound of 
green powder. He had only wondered slightly what the 
plastic bags might contain, its green color was new to him, 
normally he would have bags with white powder...heroin. 
His uncle's instructions had been precise and he had been 
told to repeat them several times. 
"You must put one full teaspoon in every storage tank at 
the oil harbor. If then in the future any tank is emptied 
and cleaned you must do it again!" He recalled. 
It was easy for him. 
He had once been in the quality control department and knew 
all the "guys". He would help out with taking samples from 
the tanks and slip the powder in. 
When it came to cleaning the tanks, that was also an easy 
matter. He would just find the tank cleaning schedule 
programme on his computer, note down what was happening for 
the next days and go there when the tank had been filled 
again. They always took a sample of oil when a tank was 
filled after a cleaning. 
It was the easiest task he had ever been required to 
undertake by his uncle. For that he was to be paid 500 
Ringgits every month, it was more than his salary. 
In that way  he could afford to place a bid on his favorite 
number in the gambling shop every week. There might even be 
money left to have a few Guinness beers down in the Chinese 
bar. 
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The green powder Charlie placed in the tanks did nothing, 
at least not at that moment. 
They were spores of algae. A special kind of algae which 
had been developed especially to fight large oilspills. 
It was a clever idea which had been devised by British 
scientists employed by the BP oil company. 
 
Before the powder got as far as to Charlie, however, there 
had been several mysterious transactions. 
It had all come on telefaxes to the TRIAD headquarters in 
Singapore from an unlisted number. 
Strangely enough the TRIAD leaders had complied fully and 
immidiately. It was because: 
       -The first telefax had contained a secret TRIAD code 
which was so rare that it had not been seen in the last 400 
years. 
       -The payment had been substantial. They had been 
told, where in the Province of Sinkiang in China there was 
a large until now undiscovered deposit of rare jade. It had 
been checked out and was found under a beautiful grove of 
old bamboo, which unfortunately had to be destroyed. The 
second payment had been a tip off where, to the north of 
Beijing again in China, a huge treasure was hidden. It was 
the main loot of the Japanese Army collected during its 
occupation of China until 1945. It had been hidden under 
the roots of a huge and beautiful Magnolia tree. The 
workmen were crying real tears when they had to destroy the 
tree in order to get to the treasure. 
 
Their first instruction had been to get a sample of the 
special algae developed in England. Then to arrange for the 
construction of a laboratory and grow a ton of the algae in 
large vats. Lastly they had been instructed what to do with 
the finished green powder. 
For the first task the Chinese TRIAD had used liberal 
amounts of money, but it was the kidnappings of two of the  
relatives of a scientist, who was of Chinese descent which 
finally ensured they got the required sample. 
The rest had been simple. 
 
Nobody but the highest leaders knew what it was all about. 
It could possibly be argued if even they knew. 
It is a cruel world, but business is business especially 
for the TRIAD. 
 
They did not know that there were special genes in the 
spores of the algae. These had been coded such that they 
would need an activation to start the process. 
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Only the chief of the clan of the bamboos knew that code. 
 
The contamination which happened to the jet fuel at Timber 
Camp No.1, 9 and 11 was an actual test of the capabilities 
of the algae. 
Charlie had been instructed to place what amounted to a pin 
head of green powder in the fuel truck which provided JP-1 
kerosene to the timber camps. 
Before that he had to pick a bamboo leaf from the grove 
just outside the oil harbor entrance and put it in the tank 
after the powder had been added. The leaf contained the 
required code. 
If he had found the instructions strange he did not say so. 
He had been promised an extra award of 200 Ringgits for the 
job. It was very, very easy money. 
Inside the tank of the fuel truck the algae started to 
multiply with amazing speed. Already before the truck had 
arrived at the first camp the jet fuel was unusable. 
The algae would as its first action clog the fuel filter 
and prevent any fuel from passing through. 
Over a longer time the algae would eat the oil, kerosene or 
petrol and gradually split it like yeast will transform 
sugarwater into alcohol. The algae would transform oil into 
carbon monoxide, water and some tar, the impurities. 
 
Charlie and hundreds of other couriers had by now planted a 
time bomb in almost every important oil facility in the Far 
East, Australia, Africa, South America and a few places in 
America. They had no TRIAD agents available in the oil 
industry in Europe and the Middle East, but were working on 
the problem. 
 

***  
  

          TV-reporter Mike Ward was sitting in his hotel 
room at Tanjung Jara, a beautiful resort about 50 miles 
north of Kuantan and 20 miles south of Kuala Terenganu. The 
rain was still pouring down and was it not for his Toyota 
Landcruiser, they would never have made it on the coast 
road up from Kuantan. 
Normally he lived at the comfortable Hyatt Hotel in Kuantan 
when he was on the East Coast. There they had all the best 
facilities, good food and served plenty of alcohol, which 
otherwise could be a problem in this area. 
Mike Ward was a freelance reporter, but CNN would take 
reports from him if they were dramatic and sensational. 
"We were lucky we managed to sell that flash last Thursday" 
Mike said to his cameraman, Wang. 
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They were sharing the room, but except for them the whole 
resort village was empty. It was still the monsoon season 
and it had been raining for 8 days now without stopping. 
That kept even the expatriates from Kuala Lumpur away. 
It was Wang who had suggested that they go there, he had 
contacts at the oil harbor and they were going to meet one 
tonight. 
"Mike, I think our footage from the last three days is 
bloody good," Wang remarked.  
"I think you should call CNN and tell them that you have a 
follow up on what they accepted last Thursday and that we 
can relay the pictures any time," he continued. 
"No, I'm not sure, there's something missing in our story, 
it's just an ordinary disaster tale," Mike answered. "And 
who cares if a few brown boys loose their lives," he 
cynically added. 
They had been busy the last three days. First they had 
taken a road up towards the forest. They had only driven 
for 25 miles with many difficulties in their Toyota before  
the road was blocked with large trees which had fallen 
across. 
Once more they had been lucky. A Malay family came out of 
the jungle and could tell that many kampongs had been 
destroyed by flash floods, avalanches of sliding mud and 
falling trees. The old man could even tell them that they 
had heard that the timber camps had completely disappeared. 
Lastly the old man had added: "Those white devils in the 
forest have killed so many trees that the old tree spirits 
are coming out for revenge." 
Mike had laughed at the remark, but sitting here in Tanjung 
Jara he suddenly remembered. 
"Do you remember, Wang, what the old man in the jungle said 
about the tree spirits?" Mike asked. 
Wang became ashen grey in his face and answered in a low 
voice: "Yes, Mike, I remember, but this is too dangerous, 
you should not use the supernatural for a story. Anyway, it 
was a silly old man and who believes him," he added to get 
Mike off the idea. 
The next day they had gone to Pekan south of Kuantan, where 
the Pahang river runs into the sea. 
The river had been awesome, it was about 20 feet over its 
normal level and it carried everything with it in a fast, 
but calm way. There had been something definitive about it. 
They had got some very good footage. A whole wooden Malay 
house had floated past, then a dead cow, its carcass 
inflated in the heat, its four legs pointing towards the 
black sky. Wang had used his powerful telelens to show 
human bodies stuck in the roots of large mangrove trees. At 
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one time they thought they saw a white/blue piece of a 
tailboom from a helicopter. 
They had interviewed an old toothless Malay fisherman and 
he had told them a good story: 
"Here where the river meets the sea, there are still many 
crocodiles. The huge kind which lives in saltwater. 
Normally they will fight the sharks for meat but for the 
last three days there have been so many corpses in the 
river that both the crocodiles and the sharks are fat." 
Then Mike remembered that the old man had added: 
"All the white devils in the forest have disturbed the big 
black cobra, the king of the forest, and now it is taking 
revenge." And then the old man had spat at his feet. 
"Do you remember what the old fisherman in Pekan said about 
the cobra, being the king of the forest?" Mike said to Wang 
who was busy editing his videotapes. 
"Yes, of course, but don't get carried away by old men's 
superstitious talk," he answered looking very disturbed. 
On the third day they had first gone to the Pahang state 
police headquarters  in Kuantan and seen the Chief Police 
Officer. From this headquarters Mike knew they had 
connections to all police stations and outposts in the 
whole state either by telephone or radio. 
"Salamat Pagi, Suleiman my old friend," he had greeted the 
Chief of Police, an enormously fat Malay. They were old 
friends and Mike had often taken him to the bar in the 
Hyatt Hotel for a few whiskies. 
"Good morning Mike, I guess the rumors from the forest 
bring you here. I have heard that you were there two days 
ago and in Pekan yesterday." Police Colonel Suleiman bin 
Muhamad took great pride in being well informed about what 
was going on in his state. 
"Confidentially, I can tell you that this is the worst 
natural disaster we have had for 25 years. We have lost 
communication with almost half of our police posts in the 
forest. The others report numerous flash floods, large 
mudslides and large scale uprooting of trees. What worries 
me most though are the reports of an influenza epidemic 
raging in the new settlements we have built where the 
forest was cleared." 
He took a little pause and then continued: 
"However, as long as the rain continues it is impossible to 
get any overview of the situation. I have requested the Air 
Force at the air base to send out a plane, but they say the 
weather is too bad." 
He paused once more and then said with bowed head: 
"Personally I think it is Allah's, the merciful and 
gracious, way of letting us know that we should keep away 
from the forest." 
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Looking up again he continued: 
"Another matter, Mike, do you trust this cameraman of 
yours? He is a Chinese, you cannot trust them, I would 
advise you to get a good Malay for the job!" 
"Thank you my good friend, as usual you are well informed. 
Thanks for the information," Mike said bowing slightly. 
"I will look for a suitable Malay when I need a new 
cameraman," he quickly added while thinking "Go to hell, 
and get one of your agents to sniff in my footsteps." 
After this visit they had driven 5 miles on the Kuala 
Lumpur highway until they got to the air base. 
Mike had flashed his press card and soon they had been 
invited to the base commander's office. 
"Yes, there is a difficult situation in the forest tracts," 
the smartly dressed Wing Commander had agreed. "We tried to 
get a Nuri helicopter in there yesterday, but the pilot had 
to return. You know we have received several distress 
messages on the international frequency, 121.5 megacycles," 
the Wing Commander revealed to show that he knew what was 
going on. 
"As soon as the weather clears we are going to send one of 
our C-130 maritime reconnaissance planes over the area. You 
and your cameraman can go with them," he added after a 
brief hesitation. 
"Personally I think this disaster has happened because they 
are cutting too much forest and in that way the weather 
patterns are disrupted. But don't quote me on that one," he 
laughingly added. 
Wang had been permitted to film the row of camouflaged Sea 
King helicopters, the "Nuri" or bee as the Malaysians call 
them, as they sat inactive glistering in the rain on the 
apron. They had also been shown the two C-130 Hercules 
transports they used as reconnaissance planes. 
The Wing Commander had promised to call him when the plane 
was ready. That would be a scoop. 
 
"Now we are sitting in this hotel room and still have not 
got this story together," Mike reflected. "Maybe the Gods 
are angry, whoever they might be, as everybody seems to be 
eager to tell me," he thought. 
"Wang, where was it we were going to meet this friend of 
yours, Charlie was his name wasn't it?" he said to Wang who 
was still busy with his editing. 
"He is not a friend , he is just an old study pal of mine. 
We went to university together in Melbourne in Australia. 
He is very bright and now works for EXXON. He comes from a 
poor  family, but an uncle of his living in Kuantan paid 
for his studies. I think he has some connections to the 
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underworld." Wang said. He could not get himself to say 
TRIAD. That would be bad luck. 
"As you know, the underworld sometimes has better lines of 
communication, maybe they know what is going on in the 
forest." 
Mike nodded in agreement. 
At 8 o'clock they entered the small bar in one of the 
narrow streets of Terenganu. It was dimly lit and heavy 
with smoke, not all of it from cigarettes. 
Wang saw Charlie at a table in the far corner of the room. 
He was apparently on his third Guinness beer, as there were 
3 empty bottles and a half full glass in front of him. 
"Hi Charlie, long time no see," greeted Wang. 
"Meet my friend Mike, he is English and lives in Port 
Klang." 
"Hi Wang, Hi Mike, nice to meet you, sit down," Charlie 
answered. He was half drunk. 
"What's it like working with the oil companies these days?" 
Wang wanted to know. 
"Very, very good. They are paying me a large salary and I 
have got a very important position," Charlie bragged. 
Mike moved closer, this sounded interesting, no company in 
Malaysia was known to pay their Chinese clerks well. 
"What is your position," Mike wanted to know. 
"I work in the computer division, I am in charge of 
statistics," Charlie lied. "But that is not my most 
important duty. I have a secret job as well," He added 
cryptically with a sly smile. 
"Miss! Bring us a bottle of whiskey," Mike yelled to the 
young Chinese waitress. Then he added: "And not the useless 
Indian firewater, bring me a bottle of Johnny Walker. Make 
it a black label." 
There were whistles of admiration from the nearest tables. 
A few minutes later the waitress brought the bottle and 
three glasses plus four small plates with delicacies. Fried 
squid, dried Chinese plums, pink colored salty vegetables 
and peanuts. Mike noticed that the bottle had already been 
opened and the black label looked very worn. He smiled to 
himself, it was not important now, but he prepared his 
stomach for Indian whiskey of the worst kind. 
"I thought that we needed some good stuff, fill your 
glasses.”: He said gesturing them to go ahead. 
"Bottoms up." He suggested and he felt his throat and 
stomach react to the raw alcohol to which artificial smoke 
taste had been added. 
"I am writing a book about the oil industry, I hope you can 
give me a few inside tips." Mike lied smiling towards 
Charlie and blinking secretly to Wang. 
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"Ah, you are a journalist," Charlie answered with obvious 
disgust. 
"No, no just a novelist," Mike reassured him and Wang 
nodded in agreement. 
Mike filled up their glasses and they had another bottoms 
up the Chinese way. 
"Sometimes it must be a bit boring to sit with the computer 
and do dry statistics," Mike suggested to Charlie. "Isn't 
there ever any excitement going on? Maybe you have heard 
something from one of the oil exploration camps in the 
forest?" 
"No, that is not my department," Charlie said uninterested. 
Then he suddenly continued: "As a matter of fact, yesterday 
I heard somebody saying that it was strange that we had not 
heard from them at all." 
"Tell us more." Wang pleaded with him, but Charlie had lost 
interest in the subject. 
After a little while, but what seemed hours of silence 
Charlie said: 
"I am part of a new project at the harbor, we are putting a 
new secret additive into the oil. Very, very secret." 
"Who is in charge of this and what kind of additive?" Mike 
wanted to know, now fully alert. Secretly he thanked his 
time in the air force for his ability to take alcohol. 
"I am in charge," said Charlie proudly. "It is a secret 
green powder I get from Kuantan. Only last week I had to 
treat a fuel truck as well. It was loaded with jet fuel 
going to the timber camps." 
He thought for a while and then added: 
"Strange, I had to pick a leaf from a bamboo and put it in 
the tank as well." Then his head fell down on the table and 
he was out. 
Mike and Wang looked at each other, puzzled. 
Mike called the waitress and paid her the 200 Ringgits she 
charged for the "genuine" Johnny Walker Black Label. He 
asked if she knew Charlie and she assured them that she 
would get one of the other workers from the oil company 
compound to take him home. 
Mike and Wang then drove back to their hotel room and 
noticed that the rain had stopped. There were even a few 
stars twinkling down through holes in the cloud. 
 
         It was six in the morning when Wang woke Mike up 
by shaking him violently. 
"Wake up, Mike, CNN has just been on the phone, I called 
them last night without you knowing. They want a LIVE 
report as soon as possible. I am going outside to rig up 
the satellite link. It is beautiful weather, the sun is 
just rising and there are no clouds. Take an hour or so 
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while I transfer our tapes, it is going to be a great 
piece." 
Exactly one hour later Mike stood on the white beach, the 
enormous waves were washing ashore in the background and 
Wang was ready with his camera. 
Out of view was the small satellite disc and the 40 or so 
hotel staff watching. 
"This is Mike Ward reporting live for CNN from Malaysia." 
"When you look at the sky above me and the sunny beach 
behind me you might  find it difficult to believe that this 
part of the world has just witnessed its worst natural 
disaster in 25 years." 
He paused and continued in his firm, fast and professional 
voice: 
"Elders here, yes even some unnamed officials, believe this 
is the revenge of the gods of the rain forest for the 
destruction which has been put upon them for the last 
thirty years. Three days ago I was in the jungle and from 
what I heard and what you will now see, the destruction has 
been devastating. The large Pahang river is transporting 
hundreds of bodies down to the sea where they are being 
devoured by huge crocodiles and sharks. Officials in 
Kuantan the capital of the state of Pahang estimate that 
more than 10,000 persons have vanished. It is a fact that 
the police has lost contact with many of their posts in the 
jungle. It has also been reported that thousands of people 
have become sick in a new influenza epidemic, some have 
even died." 
"This is Mike Ward reporting for CNN in Malaysia." He 
finished off. 
"Bravo Mike well done." Wang said and patted him on the 
shoulder. 

 
*** 

 
         At about noon the dead body of Chin Bing Bao, also 
known as Charlie, was found outside the gate of the EXXON 
compound near Terenganu. 
Apparently he had been drunk and had slipped in the mud 
next to the road. Then he had been so unlucky as to hit a 
small growth of bamboo. It looked like some sharp shoots of 
the bamboo had penetrated him, one exactly through the 
heart. 
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CHAPTER 3 
 

"THE TALE OF THE WISE PLANE TREE" 
[BURSA,TURKEY, MAY] 

 
          The  Turkish Airlines Boeing 737 jet liner 
touched down on Istanbul's Atatürk International Airport 
number 36 runway at exactly noon on May 10. It turned left 
off the runway and taxied at a brisk speed to the terminal. 
Inside the aircraft in the cabin Herman Reuter and his 
party were occupying a whole row of seats, six across. The 
two children, Tim and Sandy, were both sitting in the 
window seats, one on each side of the aircraft. It had two 
purposes, in that way they could both look out and thus be 
occupied, on the other hand they were so far away from each 
other  that they could not fight, something they tended to 
do a lot. Herman and Linda sat together to the left of the 
aisle and John and his fiancée Lisa on the right. 
It had been a busy two and a half weeks, but they had 
managed and everything had gone according to the plans they 
had made. Linda's parents had not asked questions. The 
school had agreed that Tim and Sandy could have three weeks 
off provided they brought their books and did homework 
every day. They promised to do that. Arranging the trip had 
been amazingly easy for Linda, she had  called  a travel 
agency and they had done everything. By air from  Chicago 
to New York, then by jumbo jet to Rome in Italy and there 
they had boarded this Turkish Airlines Boeing 737 jet going 
directly to Istanbul. The travel agency  had arranged rooms 
at the Hilton Hotel in Istanbul, they had been told it was 
the grand old lady of Hiltons. Further in Bursa they had 
found  a resort hotel called Çelik Palas Otel in Turkish as 
it said on the voucher. 
Herman had put together a research plan for the Director of 
the hospital  which called for many volunteers and had 
convinced him that it would be cheaper to do the project in 
Turkey. For this purpose he had called Tayfun in Istanbul. 
His hospital was more than happy to provide facilities for 
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Herman's research and there were thousands of young 
students who would participate. 
Even with the travel tickets for all six of them the 
$50,000 research  grant he had would be more than enough. 
Finally Tayfun had told him that he was very busy himself 
but that he would find someone suitable to assist them. 
John of course had no problems in putting the required 
electronic gadgets together and in the last week they had 
been testing it on Mbely, their walnut tree. Everything was 
very compact, the amplifier was the size of a phone-book, 
the laptop computer a little larger including its printer.  
Finally there was the battery pack which was the size of a 
shopping bag, but nevertheless had the advantage of having 
6 hours life. It could be recharged in one night. When they 
made up the computer programmes they had encountered a big 
problem-- would the Turkish plane tree be able to 
communicate in English? Mbely had assured them it would. 
Lisa, John's fiancée had readily agreed to come as a 
secretary, she was not happy with her job as a journalist 
intern anyway. She had hinted that she might have the 
rights to the  story. She had of course been told 
everything  and had participated in the last talks with 
Mbely and was finally as convinced as the rest. 
The children being 13 and 11 had been told  a fairy tale 
and a little about some secret research  being done by 
Herman. 
About two weeks before their departure they had seen 
another piece of news on CNN. It had again been from 
Malaysia and by the same reporter, Mike Ward, as they had 
seen before. 
They had  been convinced that there was a connection 
between it and what Mbely had told them. The next day they 
had told Mbely, but the tree had been very vague almost 
like it was ashamed. 
Secretly Lisa had tried to contact Mike Ward, but had so 
far been unsuccessful. 
The Boeing 737 came to a halt at the gate and immediately 
there was a rush of people in the aisle. 
Soon they were at passport control, Herman was first in the 
line of his small party. 
"Doctor Herman!" the passport official said. "What is the 
purpose of your visit?" 
"I am on business and have brought my family and 
assistants," he answered pointing towards the others. 
"Ah, very good your wife and your children, give me all the 
passports!." The official insisted and in a few seconds 
they were stamped and handed back. 
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There was a shuffle at the baggage conveyor belt, but after 
half an hour or so they had their significant amount of 
luggage. 
The customs officer was a tough-looking warrior-like Turk 
with a pistol in belt. 
"What is the name of the children?" He wanted to know. 
"Tim and Sandy," Linda answered her voice shaking with 
fright. 
"Hi, Tim and Sandy, welcome to Turkey, what are you going 
to do here?" The officer said after all with a broad and 
winning smile. 
"We have come to talk to trees," they said, with Tim 
adding: 
"Gosh! Is it a real pistol you have in your belt?" 
"Yes, and it is loaded, I shoot all those who bring in 
drugs, but not Americans, the Americans are our friends," 
the officer said with a somewhat self-assured smile. 
"If you want to talk to trees, you should go to Bursa, I am 
from Bursa you know. There we have the oldest and wisest 
tree in the world, the "Tarihi Çinar" we call it." 
Both Herman and Linda, and John and Lisa exchanged 
surprised looks. 
Towards Herman and John, the customs officer  said: 
"Doctor do you have anything to declare?" 
Herman shook his head and immediately the officer asked: 
"What do you have then?" 
Herman answered somewhat baffled: "But, I shook my head, it 
means nothing." 
"Be careful," the officer said laughingly, "in Turkish it 
means YES if you shake your head, and NO if you nod." 
Then he said:"If you come to Bursa you must visit me and my 
family, you are very welcome." 
"But, we don't know your name or where you live," Linda 
burst out. 
"Just ask for Orhan Bey, the customs officer, and they will 
tell you," the officer said. "That is the Turkish way." 
Then he smiled and waved them to the exit. 
 
          "Herman, Linda," a small girlish looking young 
woman cried coming towards them, "are you Herman and 
Linda?" she wanted to know. 
Linda was just about to nod when she remembered what the 
customs officer had told them and she said: "Yes!" 
"My name is Karanfil, welcome to Turkey," she said. "I am 
Tayfun's sister. I am studying in Ankara, the University is 
on vacation now so Tayfun told me to take care of you. Did 
you have a good trip?" 
"Karanfil, what a lovely name, we are happy to meet you." 
Linda said. "May I introduce you, this is Sandy our 
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daughter, Tim our son and over there is John, he is 
Herman's trusted assistant, who knows everything about 
electronics and this is his fiancee Lisa, she is a 
journalist." 
"We have a reservation at the Hilton, do you know where it 
is?" Herman inquired. 
"Yes, of course, Tayfun told me you were going to stay 
there, it is in the middle of the city. We live north of 
there, you can see it from the hotel, it is called "Rumili 
Hisar". I have my car outside," Karanfil said. Then looking 
at them she laughed and continued: 
"With the luggage you have I think we need at least two 
taxis, but let me arrange that." And off she went. 
"That is a sweet girl, she sounds so bright and speaks 
English so well," Lisa said. 
Outside the terminal Karanfil came towards them and pointed 
towards three cars. 
"I am driving Tayfun's car," she explained, while she in 
Turkish told the taxi drivers to put the luggage in the 
trunk and on the roofs of their vehicles. Tim and Sandy 
insisted they wanted to drive in the Mercedes so they went 
with Karanfil. 
"Follow me, I am going to give you the big scenic tour of 
Istanbul, on your way to the Hilton" She waved and started 
with spinning wheels. 
"American?" the taxi driver in the car Herman and Linda 
drove in wanted to know. 
"Yes, we are Americans, we come from Wisconsin," Herman 
answered. 
"America, very good, welcome to Turkey, my name is 
Mustafa," the taxi driver answered looking back over his 
shoulder while talking. 
Herman wished he wouldn't because the traffic was 
horrendous, he had never seen anything like it in his whole 
life. There seemed to be no rules, nobody obeyed any 
traffic lights. Their driver looked ahead and at the last 
moment managed to avoid a huge Mercedes truck which was 
overtaking in the third lane, their lane, but coming in the 
opposite direction. 
"Very bad traffic, very dangerous," Herman said with self-
imposed calm trying to mimic the crude English the driver 
was using. 
"Normal, normal," Mustafa said turning his head back 
towards them while saying it. "Insallah, no accident, Allah 
is great." 
Herman kept silent. 
"Your wife?" the driver wanted to know. "How many 
children?" 
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They were now driving on the coast road towards the city 
center next to the sea, the Sea of Marmara, the sea of 
marble, as it means. Here, however it is black with 
pollution, the remnants of small shipyards scattered on its 
shoreline. Soon afterwards they passed the old city walls. 
"Look, Herman, the old city walls, build by Emperor 
Justinian and later breached by the Turks, in 1453 I 
believe," Linda said. She always showed off with her 
historical knowledge, after all she had been studying 
history when she met Herman. 
Herman looked out, it was amazing to think that these city 
walls had already been standing for such a long time, even 
before America was discovered. 
They made a turn and the road now followed the walls. 
"Oh, look Herman, that is the main city gate, look it is 
still almost intact." 
Soon they turned once more to the right. 
"University," Mustafa said, pointing to the left. "Great 
bazaar, very cheap, many tourists," he said a few minutes 
later, again pointing to the left. Everywhere they could 
see old mosques, ruins and antique columns. Then they 
started to drive downhill. In front of them was the strait 
of Bosporus right at its beginning. They could see the 
other side, Asia. Closer they saw an imposing mosque, 
behind that another and then a large palace. 
"Sultan Ahmet mosque," Mustafa said and pointed at the 
first mosque sporting six large towers, the minarets from 
where the muezzin calls out for prayers five times a day. 
"Aya Sofia" he said pointing at the next and finally: 
"Topkapi, Harem, Sultan Harem." 
"Oh, look Herman, he is pointing out, the Blue Mosque, the 
Sofia Mosque which is the former church of the Byzantines 
and the Sultan's old palace with its Harem, isn't it 
exciting." Linda exclaimed with amazement. 
Then they turned left through the old part of the city. 
"Sirkeci Istasyon, Orient express train," Mustafa pointed 
out and then they drove over a bridge. 
"New Galata bridge," Mustafa explained. 
"Jesus, what a hustle and bustle and look at that traffic!" 
Herman was overwhelmed with what he saw: buses, cars of all 
ages, even fifties vintage American cars, horse and human 
drawn carts, beggars and thousands of people all seemed to 
be going somewhere on a purpose. Around the bridge were 
scores of ferries belching black smoke, ships and in 
between hundreds of small boats. 
"Golden Horn, very famous," Mustafa told them. 
Now they drove through a somewhat more modern part of the 
city and passed the stadium while going uphill. Then they 
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came to a large square, again overflowing with traffic and 
people, and lined by several modern hotels. 
"Taksim Square," Mustafa explained and continued, "Hilton 
Hotel very soon." They passed the Sheraton Hotel and then 
turned right  into a very well kept park, finally coming to 
a stop in front of a dated, but very fine hotel, the famous 
Istanbul Hilton. 
Six Turks all dressed in old style national costumes 
surrounded them in their cab and the one John and Lisa 
followed in. 
"What do you think?" Karanfil came from the foyer. 
"I don't know, it is like Chicago, New York and Miami put 
together only at a faster pace." Herman answered. 
"Oh, come on, Herman, it is so scenic, so picturesque, so 
exciting," Linda and Lisa said in chorus. 
"Mom, Dad! Look!" 
Sandy and Tim came running from the reception. Sandy had 
been  dressed in a veil by one of the reception girls and 
Tim was wearing a turban on his head and a large scimitar 
in his belt. They were already feeling at home. 
"We plan to stay for 6 days," Herman told the receptionist. 
"And we need two rooms, ours with two extra beds for the 
children." 
"We have given you three rooms, the children have their own 
room next to yours, but the door between is locked, it is 
the same price." The young girl answered looking smilingly 
to Herman and blinking one eye confidentially towards 
Linda. 
"What do you think, Linda?" Herman wanted to know. 
"I think the children can take care of themselves, do you 
want your own room?" She asked the two children. 
"Yes dad, please," they said in unison. "We promise not to 
fight and we won't disturb you." 
"We will come and fetch you tonight, you must come to our 
house and have dinner, my mother will make her famous 
food," Karanfil interupted. "I will be here at 8 o'clock, 
meanwhile you must rest." 
"What about paying for the taxis?" Herman suddenly 
remembered. 
"It is all taken care of, you are our guests, taxis are so 
cheap here." Karanfil said and was out of the large door. 
All six of them went upstairs. 
Stepping into their room Linda and Herman almost lost their 
breath, it was so beautiful. It was square and with stylish 
old furniture dominated by a large double bed. The bathroom 
was made of genuine marble, but the real breathtaker was 
the stunning view. There was a large balcony filling one of 
the sides of the room which could be entered through floor 
to ceiling glass doors. That side of the room had a 
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panoramic view of the Bosporus, boats going to and fro, 
others sailing purposefully up and down the strait, small 
ferries criss crossing and to the left the magnificent 
suspension bridge connecting the European and Asian parts 
of Turkey. 
On the table on the balcony was a cooler with a bottle of 
champagne and next to it a marvellous basket with apricots, 
peaches and dried fruits. 
The telephone rang! 
"Hi, Mom, it is Sandy, can we eat the fruit and drink the 
Cokes on the balcony," she wanted to know. 
"Yes, and then rest for an hour or two, I'll come in at 4 
o'clock to help you unpack," Linda told her, adding "But 
you must stay in your room." 
"Now the children have been taken care of, let's go to the 
balcony and open the champagne." She said with a small 
approaching smile. 
It was Turkish champagne, "Altin Köprü" it said on the 
label, fruity, fresh and dry. They shared a peach and had a 
few apricots; they tasted of summer. 
Herman asked: "Shall we?" 
She nodded, it was a long time since she had felt so 
romantic.  
A few moments later they were lying on top of the large 
bed. Afterwards they lay in each other's arms and caressed 
for a while before falling into a light satisfied sleep. 
The telephone rang at four, it was John who wanted to know 
if they should meet for a drink in the bar at six, they 
agreed. 
The bar was nice and cosy, but they soon settled for a 
drink out on the large terrace, there they could enjoy the 
fresh summer evening and see the sun settle over the mouth 
of Bosporus in the west. They could also  watch the 
children who had already found several Turkish playmates of 
the same age. 
"Did you have a nice rest?" Linda wanted to know. Herman 
smiled at John and Lisa at Linda, a kind of satisfied and 
knowing smile and they all laughed. 
"Welcome to romantic Turkey," Linda concluded. 
 

*** 
 
           Tayfun came in his Mercedes and Karanfil in a 
Fiat somewhat after eight and after elaborate introductions 
and much laughing they soon drove north on the shore of 
Bosporus. It only took about 20 minutes before they saw an 
old castle lit up with large flood lights on the left. 
"That is "Rumili Hisar" where we live." Tayfun explained.  
"Do you live in the castle?" Tim eagerly wanted to know. 
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"No, but close by. Rumili Hisar means "the European Fort" 
there is a similar fort on the Asian side across the 
Bosporus, called "Anadolu Hisar," it means "the Anatolian 
Fort". Tayfun explained. "They were built in 1452 by Sultan 
Mehmet the Conqueror, to cut  what was then known as 
Constantinople, from its supplies coming from the Black 
Sea." 
"The whole area around Rumili Hisar is named after it, that 
is why we live in Rumili Hisar," Tayfun carefully explained 
to Tim. "We live in a beautiful 400 year old, but now 
restored house. All houses around here are protected. My 
father and mother live on the first floor, my brother 
Attila and his wife Gül, that means a rose, lives on the 
second floor and I live on the third floor. I am of course 
not yet married, I am too busy at the hospital," Tayfun 
explained further. 
A few minutes later they stopped in front of the house in a 
narrow cobblestoned alley. There was a nice garden 
surrounding the house, which was made of brown painted 
wooden frame filled with yellow painted masonry and crowned 
with red tiles. 
A large plane tree dominated the garden. 
"What a charming  house!" Lisa exclaimed. 
Herman added: "That is a beautiful tree you have in your 
garden." 
"It is a plane tree, it is called a çinar in Turkish and is 
a symbol of age and wisdom," Tayfun explained. 
The whole family was in front of the house to welcome them: 
Father Osman, mother Çigdem, Attila and Gül and their two 
children , the boy Baran and girl Lale. 
When seing their confusion about the strange sounding names 
Tayfun explained: "There is a tradition in our family that 
all the girls, women  are named after flowers. My mother's 
name means crocus, Gül means a rose, Karanfil means a 
carnation and Lale means a lilac." 
"How sweet, how charming!" Linda exclaimed. 
They were urged to enter the house and soon were sitting in 
the large living room, Sandy and Tim had already 
disappeared with Baran and Lale. 
"Hosgeldinez, welcome," Mother Çigdem said while she went 
around with  a bottle of Eau de Cologne and poured it on 
their hands and kissed them on both cheeks.  
Then she and Gül started to set the large table in the 
dining room. 
"My mother and Gül both come from the area of Izmir in the 
west of Anatolia. "That area is famous in Turkey for its 
"meze", it is a kind of buffet as you would call it, with 
lots of dishes with which friends sit and enjoy 
themselves," he added. 
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Half an hour later they sat down at the overflowing table. 
They had never seen anything like it before not even at the 
big hotels in Chicago. Karanfil showed and explained what 
everything was: 
Mussels on skewers, deep fried, oysters in their shells, 
boiled large prawns, skewers with grilled swordfish, whole 
small grilled sardines, a whole baked seabass, creamy red 
fish eggs, smoked sturgeon, whole artichoke bottoms with 
vegetables, hot and cold stuffed vine leaves, slices of 
fried eggplants with yoghurt sauce, halved eggplants filled 
with onions and tomatoes, several kinds of stuffed green 
peppers, all sorts of fluffy cakes filled with cheese or 
meat, dishes both hot and cold of layered pastry looking 
like lasagne and then boiled chicken with walnut sauce. 
"Don't eat too much of anything as there will be the meat 
dishes as well," she advised.  
Then trays with grilled lamb meat, skewers with shish 
kebeb, meat balls on skewers, chicken on skewers, large 
meat balls called "Kadin budu" -women's thighs-, and steaks 
in small stacks were brought in. 
In between these dishes  there were trays of fresh white 
bread, various salads and a large selection of vegetables 
in oil  and vinegar or mayonnaise as well as olives, feta 
cheese, raw spring onions and small very hot peppers. 
Outside in the kitchen the desserts were ready to be added, 
compotes of peaches, apricots or quinces, sorbets of lemon 
and fresh figs, a special icecream called "kaymak 
dondurma", cakes made of hazel and walnuts, special flaky 
sweet Turkish cakes, some called "baklava", others "kadin 
Göbegi" -women's navels-after their shape and "kadaif" 
finally there were four different kinds of puddings. 
Tayfun asked his father for permission and then said: 
"Welcome our guests, welcome to our house, everything is 
yours. I will suggest for the young ladies a nice 
Kavaklidere white wine, it is from Ankara and is fresh and 
dry. For the men I have our traditional drink which goes 
with this meal, it is called Raki. We drink it diluted with 
cold water, then it turns white like milk. When like that 
we call it "Arslan Sütü" which means lion's milk." 
 
He filled theirs and his glasses and Osman the father 
exclaimed: 
"Serefe, that is cheers in Turkish." 
They all drank. 
"A meal like this is supposed to last for hours, when you 
are among good friends, many times almost until the 
morning," Attila said, and it did. 
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In the small hours  of the morning Herman asked if he could 
talk to Tayfun in private. 
"Tayfun, I have something to confess to you, we have not 
come here to make a research project which involves the 
hospital," Herman explained. 
"Ah, you have come only as tourists, but you are telling 
the tax people that it is work to be able to write it off." 
Tayfun said with a laugh. "We also do that in Turkey, all 
the time." 
"No, that is not the case," Herman said somewhat solemnly 
and added.  "Listen carefully it is a long story and maybe 
you will not believe it in the beginning." 
Then  he told Tayfun the whole story about Mbely and the 
interview they were going to have with the plane tree. 
Tayfun was gasping with disbelief, it was too much to ask 
to believe and he asked if Herman could repeat the story 
for Karanfil. 
"She is studying biology and bio-chemistry, and she will be 
able to judge much better than I." he explained. 
Herman now also brought John in and carefully they 
explained  everything again. Both Tayfun and Karanfil found 
it very difficult if not outright impossible to believe. 
Finally John had an idea and said: 
"Drive us out here later today, we will bring our  
equipment and set it up next to the plane tree you have in 
your garden, maybe it will communicate with us." 
It was almost four o'clock in the morning before they were 
back at the hotel. Before that they had arranged for 
Karanfil to pick them up at eleven. Gül would come as well 
and show Linda and Lisa around while the men were busy. 
The children they did not have to worry about, they were 
staying with Baran and Lale and would be with them and 
their friends. 
 
          Carefully  John hammered the two inch long silver 
nail into the stem of the large plane tree in the garden in 
Rumili Hisar. He then connected the small amplifier placed 
next to the tree to the silver nail with a high quality 
copper wire. 
Meanwhile Herman had made the portable computer ready and 
connected it to the power pack. With Tayfun and Karanfil 
watching in half suspense and half in disbelief he switched 
the computer on and loaded the programme. Everything was 
ready. 
Herman walked close to the imposing tree and said in a 
medium level voice: 
"Hello, my name is Herman, do you want to speak to me?" 
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There was dead silence in the garden and the four of them 
waited with bated breath the two turks looking at it other 
in slight amusement. 
Then the computer printer started: 
"HELLO MY NAME IS KRITON---I KNOW YOUR NAME WELL HERMAN---
ALSO WELCOME TO YOU JOHN" 
Tayfun and Karanfil looked at each other in baffled 
astonishment. 
"These are our Turkish friends, Tayfun and Karanfil, they 
are helping us, could you ask the History plane tree in 
Bursa for permission for us to take them for the interview 
we have with it on the seventeenth?" Herman asked in a 
whisper, he had just discovered two apple trees in the 
corner of the garden. 
"MERHABA TAYFUN VE KARANFIL---NAZIL SINIZ---YOU CAN COME TO 
BURSA AS WELL---I DO NOT HAVE TO ASK---I AM PART OF KRITON 
THE PLANE TREE IN BURSA---I WAS PLANTED HERE AS A PART OF 
IT MANY YEARS AGO---DO NOT SAY ANYTHING MORE IT IS NOT SAFE 
HERE---WE WILL TALK IN BURSA" 
Tayfun and Karanfil once more looked at each other in 
disbelief and then looked around the garden, searching for 
some trick that had been hidden in the bushes. 
"It answered in Turkish," Tayfun exclaimed and then turning 
towards Herman suspiciously continued: 
"Do you speak Turkish? Have  you in any way programmed the 
computer to write in Turkish?" 
Herman honestly assured him that he neither spoke Turkish 
nor had  programmed the computer to do so. 
Still looking unconvinced Tayfun waved Karanfil to come 
closer to the tree. Then he started to speak to it in 
Turkish, once in a while she added a few sentences. 
The printer wrote out a lengthy message in Turkish. 
With a tense look on their faces the two young Turks looked 
at the printout, first with suspicion, then getting more 
and more agitated before they started to laugh. 
"It is fantastic, the tree is really talking to us," Tayfun 
yelled. "We believe you Herman, we asked the tree some 
questions in Turkish, the answers to which you could never 
have known." 
"You have convinced  us about the validity of the project, 
how can we help you?" Karanfil asked. 
"I cannot  come with you to Bursa as I am very busy at the 
hospital," Tayfun intervened. "But I think Karanfil should, 
she could be a help. She can also serve as a  interpreter." 
Then he added as an afterthought: 
"I'd better inform the General Directorate of Forestry, 
they do not like people  messing around with their trees. I 
think I will tell them that you are researching into 
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electrical impulses in plants. That should explain  your 
equipment and also Karanfil's presence." 
Herman nodded in agreement, Tayfun was right, that would be 
an advantage. Then he slowly went over to the tree and said 
in a low voice: 
"We will see you on the seventeenth, Kriton, we have a lot 
to talk about." 
 
          The next five days in Istanbul went almost too 
fast. The first day Karanfil took them up along the coast 
of the Bosphorus. They ate lunch at a little stall, having 
fish just pulled out of the water. Then they took a swim in 
the Black Sea at a beach called Kilyos. 
The second day Gül had shown them the tourist sights, they 
were numerous and they were extremely tired in the evening. 
The third day Osman and Çigdem had insisted on a family 
outing. They went to a large forest northwest of Rumili 
Hisar. There they had basked in the sun, grilled lamb chops 
over a campfire and had salad with it. The children had 
loved to play in the forest and they had talked. It was 
relaxing and they enjoyed the warmth of the company. 
On Monday Tayfun had shown them the hospital and had 
introduced them to all the senior staff. "It is important 
to know many people, to have connections, to have friends," 
he had stressed. 
On this the last day they had gone shopping first in the 
large bazaar, "The covered market", as the Turks call it. 
Then they continued in the more fashionable shops around 
Taksim Square and ended up in the area north of the Hilton 
Hotel. Lisa desperately wanted a designer dress and they 
found one in a small fashion shop there. 
That night Herman had invited everybody to a fine dinner at 
the Hilton. 
 

*** 
 
          Originally  the plan had been to rent two cars 
and drive to Bursa. That was changed when both Herman and 
John refused to be drivers in the traffic they had seen. 
Early in the morning on Wednesday May 16 they were up and 
had packed. Karanfil arrived and in three taxies they drove 
to the Galata bridge at the mouth of the Golden Horn. The 
ferry for Yalova on the other shore of the Sea of Marmara 
was bustling with activity. Heavily loaded porters were 
carrying luggage  and goods of all kinds on board. There 
were hundreds of people milling around, old ladies, retired 
military persons proudly wearing their medals, families, 
sales people and hawkers displaying and loudly trying to 
sell almost anything imaginable. Karanfil arranged for 
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first class tickets and that assured them a quiet table on 
the rear deck. 
It was a beautiful morning, there was mist over the city 
when they sailed out of the Strait of Bosporus and the 
rising sun painted everything in pink in contrast to the 
azure blue water of the Sea of Marmara. 
"It is almost like a painting by Picasso in his pink 
period," Linda thought. 
With the Asian shoreline constantly in sight on their left 
they first stopped at the picturesque small harbors of the 
Islands of the Princes, motor traffic is prohibited so 
there was an unbelievable tranquillity, especially compared 
to Istanbul. After that the ferry  cut across the sea and 
three hours after their departure they walked ashore in the 
small resort city of Yalova, famous for its hot springs. 
"Normally one would always take a taxi," Karanfil 
explained. "But this one hour drive to Bursa is just too 
dangerous so we will take a bus, it is bigger and safer," 
she continued while hiring three porters to carry their 
luggage to one of the dozens of new Mercedes  busses 
waiting for ferry passengers to board. As soon as a bus was 
full it would set out on its journey. To begin with Herman  
looked out of the window, but got so scared of what he saw, 
the overtakings uphill or downhill, the racing ahead of 
trucks and buses and old car wrecks, that he decided not to 
look, but pretendedd to sleep instead. It was a pity for 
him, as the rest of the party enjoyed the beautiful 
scenery. Old olive trees covering the slopes of the hills, 
and when they got closer to Bursa, large orchards with 
pear, peach and cherry trees heavy with fruits. 
 
Bursa is a very  old city  built on the slopes of a volcano 
which is said to be extinct. The numerous hot springs and 
sulphur deposits probably mean something different, but in 
known history it has never erupted.  The Greeks called it 
Mount Olympus and believed the gods lived there. Nowadays 
it is other kinds of gods who live on the top of the 
volcano, on it is Turkey's foremost ski-resort. The soil is 
extremely fertile and provides for Turkey's silk industry, 
but it is also the center of much of the country's modern 
industry including the high-tech ones. The city was the 
first seat of government for the Ottoman Turks before 
Istanbul  was conquered and therefore houses numerous rare 
and beautiful mosques in addition  to its old and 
monumental houses. The Turks call it the city of the "Red 
roofs" after its red tile covered buildings. 
Their hotel "Çelik Palas Otel" was on the other side of the 
city on the lower slopes of the mountain. They had to take 
the usual three taxis from the bus station to get there.  
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Karanfil explained: 
"Çelik means literally "Steel" but must in this case be 
understood as meaning "minerals" as the hotel was build in 
the thirties as a resort hotel above some very hot and 
healthy  springs. The hotel has a very famous Turkish bath 
and that is something you must all try," 
she continued her explanation while the taxi drivers loaded 
the cars: 
"There are three famous Turkish baths in Bursa. The "old" 
one which was built originally by the Romans. The "new" one  
which was constructed by the Ottoman Turks around the year 
1520 and finally the one at the hotel. You first wash 
yourself, then take a hot bath or swim before having a 
beautiful massage and finally a cold awakening shower. 
Afterwards you're like a new person." 
At 8 o'clock they met at the restaurant which is outdoors 
on a huge terrace and they had a simple but extraordinary 
meal. 
First freshly  cooked artichokes filled with small peas and 
new minute carrots. Then "Iskender Kebab" a speciality of 
Bursa and the forefather of the now common Gyros, a huge 
spit with layers of marinated meat placed vertically next 
to shelves containing hot charcoal. Whenever the outer 
layer is crisp and cooked  it is cut away with a large 
sharp knife. This meat is then placed on crisp flat bread 
on a plate. First a little brown butter is poured over, 
then a little seasoned tomato sauce and finally spoonfuls 
of cold yoghurt. It is called "Iskender" which is the 
Turkish  name for Alexander the Great, it is said by 
tradition to have been his favorite dish. It could very 
well have been, Karanfil explained, while they ate the 
meat. For dessert they had fresh strawberries which had 
been marinated in sweet white wine and then topped with 
freshly whipped cream. 
"Let us all go to the Turkish bath," Karanfil suggested. 
"I am sorry, but I am not feeling well," Linda excused 
herself looking with an explaining smile towards the 
ladies. They nodded knowingly. 
"But you go ahead, I will put the children to bed," she 
said. 
"The bath is divided into a ladies and a men's section, but 
the big hot swimming pool is for all. Let us go and wash 
ourselves and then meet there.," Karanfil told them and 
took Lisa by the hand and went into the ladies' dressing 
room. 
Everyone was given a small cabin which held a cupboard for 
the clothes and a comfortable bench for relaxation after 
the bath. Each were then issued three towels, one to cover 
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the body, one to cover the head and one for drying yourself 
after the bath. 
In the first marble covered room in each section were 
several fountains and spouts with piping hot and ice cold 
water coming out of the walls. Along two sides of the room 
there were small separate cubicles of marble where one 
could wash or have massage on an elevated podium also made 
of white marble. 
Herman and John managed to get everything right with the 
help  of a young Turk who could speak English. Soon they 
had undressed and wrapped themselves in one of the towels 
and the young man showed them how to make a turban of the 
other. Then they went to the wash/massage room and there he 
showed them how to use a small copper bowl to wash in front 
of one of the hot water fountains. 
Once more they wrapped themselves and were walking towards 
the communal swimming pool. Here they were stopped and told 
to put on swimming trunks. 
Soon after they were in the large marble swimming pool and 
very quickly found out to keep away from the hot water 
fountain which constantly poured almost boiling mineral 
water into the pool. Here they were joined by Lisa and 
Karanfil, also wearing out of date bathing suits and nicely 
wrapped towels and turbans. 
Not long after, when they were relaxed and soothed by the 
hot water, Karanfil suggested they should go back to their 
sections for a massage. 
"You will enjoy it, and ask for a comprehensive massage," 
she told Herman and John. 
In the ladies' section there were marble enclosures for 
massage with either one or two marble podiums. 
"Let  us take a room for two," Lisa insisted to Karanfil. 
"I have never had a Turkish massage before, you must help 
me and explain to the masseuse what to do," she begged. 
Soon they were both on their bellies on the cool marble 
each having a short fat lady massaging their backs. 
"I have asked for a comprehensive massage," Karanfil told 
Lisa. "First she will massage you thoroughly all over your 
body with oil, then she will wash that off and rub you with 
a piece of gauze cotton to remove all the dead skin cells, 
you will feel like a new born baby," she finished. 
The masseuse gestured to Lisa to turn on her back and gave 
out a loud gasp. Karanfil looked at Lisa and saw her little 
bush of curly yellow hair between her legs. 
"She is not used to seeing cubic hair, especially not 
blonde. In Turkey  it is considered good manners for ladies 
to remove the pubic hair," she told Lisa and then explained 
something in Turkish to the masseuse who went out of the 
room. Lisa closed her eyes and relaxed, waiting for the 
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massage to continue, suddenly  she felt a hot mass being 
pressed against her pubic area. It was soothing and the 
masseuse massaged the warm material around in a pleasant 
way. There was a sharp pain and Lisa sat up with a cry. The 
masseuse was holding in her hand what looked like caramel 
with a triumphant smile. Lisa looked at her and saw the 
material was full of blonde hair, then she looked down at 
her pubic area, the hair was all gone. She was looking like 
a new born baby. 
Karanfil smiled, showed her own bald and shiny pubic area 
and said admiringly: 
"I told her to remove the hair, it is good for you, I hope 
it did not hurt too much, you are beautiful, you look like 
a Greek goddess." 
Lisa looked down at herself again, it looked actually like 
one of those statues you see in a museum. The masseuse put 
the fingers of her right hand together and raised them in 
the air in the gesture which in Turkish means "excellent". 
The massage continued for a considerable time ending with 
the mentioned rub down. Lisa was amazed to see the amount 
of black rolls of old skin which had accumulated on the 
podium and she felt really like a new born baby, not least 
between her legs. 
When  they were finished  they took a nice ice cold bath 
and rested a little before walking  outside the bath to the 
bar next to it. 
Herman and John were already there. 
"How did you like the massage?" Karanfil wanted to know. 
"Oh I feel like a new being, like a baby," Herman said. 
"I feel as though I have been reborn, I feel so clean both 
in body and mind," John continued. "But also very tired, I 
think we should go to bed. We have a long day tomorrow," he 
added. 
Karanfil and Lisa looked at each other smiling 
mysteriously. 
 
           In their room John quickly undressed and went to 
bed under the upper sheet which covered the large bed. Lisa 
was in the bathroom and took some time in coming in, then 
she appeared in a new night gown. John didn't even look and 
she crept under the sheet on her side of the bed. John 
turned towards her and kissed her a long  good night. 
"You are allowed to say good night to my breasts also," she 
said and he turned and kissed each small pink nipple. 
"You may also wish my little pussy good night as well," 
Lisa said with a sweet smile. 
John lifted the sheet and her soft silk night gown and 
gasped in surprise of what he saw. 
"What happened?" He whispered. 
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"It is the way the Turkish ladies are, and we are in Turkey 
aren't we," she said  with a smile. He felt himself getting 
stiff, this was something new and he bowed down and started 
to kiss her first on the belly, then down on the unusual 
bald and exciting pubic area before his tongue entered 
between her legs. Gradually the pleasure build up and they 
screamed with satisfaction for what seemed an eternity, 
before collapsing, intermingled with each other. 
 

*** 
  
           They all met at breakfast the next morning at 
nine. Karanfil looked questningly at Lisa, who smiled 
brightly. John was unusually quiet, but that was made up 
for by the children who were quarrelling and fighting. 
"Are you ready for the big day?" Herman wanted to know. 
"The children  will stay at the swimming pool, I have got a 
girl to look after them," Linda explained. 
"The equipment is as ready as ever," John added. 
"I will arrange with the hotel for two taxis," Karanfil 
told them. "I have told them that we are going for a picnic 
to the old tree, and instructed them to pick us up later 
around five." 
 
They drove  on the road up the mountain in a dense forest 
of chestnut, walnut and oak trees, in between which there 
were huge pines exuding a heavy smell of resin. It was only 
a short drive before the driver of their taxi pointed. In a 
bend of the road they could see an enormous tree. 
Quickly they got their equipment  together  and once more 
confirmed with the drivers to be back at five. Karanfil 
made sure they would be there, she paid them only half. 
None of them had ever seen a tree like that. At ground 
level the stem had a diameter of maybe 45 feet and the 
lower branches which protruded horizontally from the stem 
about ten feet from the ground were huge trees in 
themselves, maybe ten-twelve feet in diameter. Standing 
close to the tree it was impossible  to see the top. The 
bark was scarred in intriguing patterns like that of all 
plane trees, but in addition it had hundreds of names cut 
into it. There was shade under the tree, but now and then 
rays of light flashed down. 
Linda felt like she had first felt when she stepped into 
the hall of a large university, there was something eternal 
about the place. 
With slightly concealed awe they placed the amplifier, 
computer and power pack next to the tree and John hammered 
the silver nail into  the stem. A few minutes later  they 
had connected everything and loaded the programme. They sat 
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in a semicircle next to the tree with the computer and its 
printer in front, looking at the tree like children would 
do if a grandfather was going to tell a fairy tale. 
Herman cleared his throat and said: 
"Good morning, Kriton, we have come here as you wished, to 
talk to you, and as you probably know we are five. Linda my 
wife, John my assistant and his fiancée Lisa, Karanfil our 
Turkish helper and myself Herman." 
The printer answered with a short burst: 
"GOOD MORNING EVERYBODY---YES I CAN SENSE ALL OF YOU HERE--
-ARE YOU READY FOR OUR SERIOUS TALK" 
They all nodded in agreement, except Karanfil who turned 
her head from side to side. The tree sensed their answer 
and the printer started again: 
"I AM KRITON THE OLDEST TREE STILL ALIVE IN THE WORLD---I 
AM ALSO CONSIDERED THE WISEST---I AM THE KEEPER OF THE 
HISTORY OF THE PLANTS AND ALSO THE KEEPER  OF ALL KNOWLEDGE 
WHICH HAS BEEN ACCUMULATED BY OUR SPECIES SINCE THE DAY OF 
OUR BEGINNING---I AM THE CHIEF OF WHAT WE CALL THE CLEVER 
ONE HUNDRED---IT IS A COUNCIL OF THE WISEST PLANTS IN THE 
WORLD---THERE IS A CRISIS IN THE WORLD MANY OF OUR SPECIES 
ARE FEELING THAT THEY ARE BEING EXTERMINATED WITHOUT REASON 
BY THE ANIMALS---ESPECIALLY BY THE HUMANS---IT HAS BEEN 
AGREED THAT THIS MUST STOP---SOME OF OUR SPECIES HAD WANTED 
AN EXTERMINATION OF THE ANIMALS  OF THE WORLD WITHOUT 
WARNING---THE MORE MODERATE OF US HAVE STOPPED THIS IN 
ORDER  TO TRY TO PERSUADE THE HUMANS INTO REASON---BUT TIME 
IS VERY SHORT---SOME CLANS HAVE ALREADY  TAKEN FAR REACHING 
MEASURES TO COMBAT YOU---SOME OF THESE MEASURES ARE BEING 
TRIED OUT WHILE WE ARE TALKING" 
Lisa the journalist, the always inquisitive turned and 
talked towards the tree: 
"Kriton how old are you and how can you keep a record of 
everything?" 
The printer burst out: 
"I AM MORE THAN TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND YEARS OLD---HOWEVER I 
HAVE  ONLY LIVED IN THIS PLACE FOR TEN THOUSAND YEARS AND 
IN THIS SHAPE FOR THE LAST THREE THOUSAND  ONE HUNDRED AND 
TWENTY SEVEN YEARS---VIRTUALLY ALL PLANE TREES YOU SEE IN 
THE WORLD IS ME OR ONE OF MY NUMEROUS OFFSPRING---THERE ARE 
MORE THAN A MILLION PLACES IN WHICH I LIVE AND EVERY EVENT 
IN THE WORLD IS BEING RECORDED IN MY COORDINATION CENTER---
I AM IN CONTINUOUS CONTACT WITH ALL PARTS OF MYSELF ALL THE 
TIME---THAT IS WHY I CAN COMMUNICATE IN ANY LANGUAGE---WHEN 
YOU TALK TO ME HERE IN ENGLISH IT IS BEING PROCESSED BY A 
PART OF ME---LET ME SEE AT THIS TIME IN NEW HAMPSHIRE IN 
AMERICA" 
"But how could  you ever think that it would be technically 
possible  to kill all humans," John asked with scepticism. 
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"IN THE OLD DAYS IT WAS EASY---IF ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND 
YEARS AGO AN ANIMAL SPECIES OR A HUMAN TRIBE WOULD NOT 
COOPERATE---WE WOULD STARVE IT INTO SUBMISSION OR DEATH---
THERE COULD BE FLOODS MADE OF CLOGGED RIVERS OR EVEN SUDDEN  
SICKNESS---WHEN THE HUMANS BECAME MORE ADVANCED IT BECAME 
MORE DIFFICULT---BUT WE HAVE ALWAYS MANAGED---IN 
MESOPOTAMIA THE HARVEST WOULD FAIL FOR FIVE YEARS AND WE 
HAD TIME TO RECOVER IN THE MOUNTAINS---IN THE OLD KAMPUCHEA 
WE USED A SPECIES OF JUNGLE WEED UNKNOWN TO HUMANS TO RUIN 
THEIR DRAINING CANALS AND THEY VANISHED---THE MAYA IN THE 
YUCATAN IN SOUTH AMERICA STARTED TO KILL US AND THEY WERE 
OVERCOME IN TEN YEARS---WE CLOGGED THEIR CANALS WITH WATER 
PLANTS---THERE WAS  A CIVILIZATION IN SOUTH AFRICA YOU CALL 
THE ZIMBABWIANS WE KILLED THEM IN A FEW YEARS WITH 
INFECTIONS  CAUSED BY A SPECIAL LICHEN---YOU MUST REALIZE 
THAT FOR YOU A YEAR IS A LONG TIME BUT FOR US WHO ARE 
ALMOST ETERNAL EVEN A HUNDRED YEARS IS A SHORT TIME---IN 
THE OLD DAYS THERE WAS NO TRADE IT WAS EASY TO KILL A 
CIVILIZATION---UNTIL RECENTLY WE HAVE TRIED TO STOP THE 
KILLING OF OUR CLANS BY THE OLD MEANS---BUT IT DOES NOT 
WORK BECAUSE OF THE NEW TECHNOLOGY YOU HAVE DEVELOPED---YOU 
WILL JUST SEND HELP BY SHIP OR EVEN AEROPLANE TO AN AREA---
WE TRIED TO HELP OUR CLANS IN AFRICA IN SUDAN AND ELSEWHERE 
BY STARVING THE PEOPLE TO DEATH---THE SAME IN INDONESIA---
THE SAME IN BRAZIL---BUT YOU ALWAYS INTERFERED WITH OUR 
PLANS" 
"There you see you cannot kill us off, you could never do 
it!" John exclaimed with an exaggerated sense of  racial 
pride. 
There was a small pause and then Kriton answered: 
"THIS TIME IT IS DIFFERENT---WE HAVE LEARNED---THAT IS WHY 
YOU MUST BE WARNED---THIS TIME IT WILL NOT BE IN A SLOW 
WAY---THIS TIME IT WILL NOT BE AN ISOLATED EVENT---THIS 
TIME THEY WILL NOT GIVE YOUR SCIENTISTS TIME TO REACT---
THIS TIME THEY WANT TO KILL YOU EVERYWHERE AND ALL ONCE AND 
FOREVER" 
They sat half stunned and looked at the tree as though it 
was a kult leader preaching doomsday. 
"YES IT WILL BE YOUR DOOMSDAY" the tree answered on the 
printer, it had read their minds. 
"But, but how is it possible, we are billions of people!" 
Herman whispered. 
"I still don't think it  is technically possible." John 
exclaimed. 
"I cannot understand, we are not doing you any harm here in 
Turkey, why would you kill us?" Karanfil said in disbelief. 
"YOU ARE RIGHT KARANFIL" The printer came to life again. 
"IN TURKEY YOU ARE PLANTING THOUSANDS OF ACRES OF NEW 
FOREST EVERY YEAR AND YOU ARE DIRECTING  WATER TO THE 
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DESERTS AND PLANTS WILL FLOURISH---THE SAME IS THE CASE IN 
MOST EUROPEAN COUNTRIES AND NORTH AMERICA---BUT SOME OF 
THESE STATES HAVE STARTED AN EVEN MORE DANGEROUS GAME---
THEY ARE DESTROYING US GENETICALLY---HOWEVER MOST OF US WHO 
LIVE IN YOUR PLACES ARE SATISFIED WITH A GOOD LIFE AS 
YOURSELF---THAT IS WHY WE HAVE HELD OFF THE ATTACK ON YOU--
-THAT IS WHY WE TRY TO HELP YOU---TO REASON WITH YOU" 
The printer became quiet for a while and then continued: 
"THE ATTACK WILL CONCENTRATE ITSELF IN THREE AREAS---ALL 
TRAFFIC WILL BE IMMOBILIZED---ALL WATER AND FOOD WILL BE 
INEDIBLE---MOST PEOPLE WILL BE INFECTED WITH A NEW SICKNESS 
AT THE SAME TIME---IF NOT EVERYBODY ARE KILLED ISOLATED 
COMMUNITIES WILL EITHER BE CUT OFF OR STARVED OR KILLED BY 
NATURAL DISASTERS" 
This time they were completely stunned into silence, 
everything was so unreal. They were sitting in this 
charming place, pretending to talk to a  tree being told 
that they were doomed. 
"How could you possibly do all this?" John insisted in 
knowing. 
"MOST OF THE OIL SUPPLIES IN THE WORLD HAVE ALREADY BEEN 
CONTAMINATED BY SPORES OF A CERTAIN ALGAE WHICH WILL MAKE 
IT UNUSABLE AS PETROL OR FUEL---CERTAIN ALGAE AND LICHEN 
AND MOSSES ARE ALREADY GROWING IN MOST PLACES WHERE HUMANS 
LIVE---SPORES HAVE BEEN STORED IN FRESH AND SALT WATER AND 
THEY ARE DISPERSING AND MULTIPLYING EVERY SECOND---WHEN THE 
TIME COMES THEY WILL ALL EMIT TOXIC  SUBSTANCES WHICH WILL 
MAKE WATER POISONOUS AND MOST FOOD DANGEROUS---FOR A TIME 
NOW CERTAIN SPORES HAVE BEEN CARRIED AROUND THE WORLD AND 
BEEN ABSORBED AND STORED IN THE TISSUE OF MOST OF YOU---AT 
A GIVEN TIME THEY WILL BE TOXIC AND YOUR IMMUNE SYSTEM WILL 
NOT KNOW HOW TO COMBAT IT---YOU WILL ALL DIE OF AN ILLNESS 
WHICH WILL LOOK LIKE WHAT YOU CALL A HEART ATTACK TODAY---
ALL OF THESE MEASURES HAVE ALREADY BEEN TESTED AND 
DISTRIBUTED" 
This time John was convinced. He now knew that it might be 
technically possible to do it and he bowed his head in 
surrender. 
"I SENSE I HAVE CONVINCED YOU JOHN---GOOD", the computer 
printed out. 
"How could you start at a given time, I mean you have no 
radios and Mbely told us that telepathy has a restricted 
range," Herman asked. 
"YOU HUMANS  HAVE NOT YET DISCOVERED THE MOST EFFECTIVE 
MEANS OF COMMUNICATION WE LIVING THINGS POSSESS---YOU CAN 
IMPRINT A CODE IN THE GENES IN EVERY LIVING THING---THIS 
CODE CAN BE ACTIVATED IN MANY WAYS---BY TIME---BY CHEMICAL 
CODE---OR BY ELECTROMAGNETIC STIMULATION---WE PLANTS USE A 
COMBINATION OF ALL OF THESE---WE CAN IMPRINT A COMPLICATED 
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MESSAGE INTO A TOMATO OR BANANA---YOU WILL SHIP IT ALL OVER 
THE WORLD FOR  US---FOR FREE---AND IT CAN THEN TRANSMIT ITS 
MESSAGE TO ANOTHER PLANT WHEREVER IT COMES AROUND" 
Linda was looking sad and asked the tree: 
"I do not understand it, why are you telling us all these 
secrets, I mean we could reveal all this and spoil the 
plans." 
Kriton had the answer ready: 
"WE NEED COMMUNICATION AND FRUITFUL COOPERATION WITH YOU 
HUMANS---WE SHARE THE WORLD TOGETHER---SO FAR MOST OF OUR 
ATTEMPTS HAVE BEEN FUTILE---WE TELL YOU OUR SECRETS TO 
CONVINCE YOU AND TO MAKE YOU TRUST US----" 
There was a break of almost a minute before the printer 
continued: 
"FURTHERMORE---IF YOU REVEAL WHAT WE DO NOT WANT YOU TO  
YOU WILL DIE---ALL OF YOU EXCEPT LINDA AND THE CHILDREN 
YESTERDAY IN THE BATH OF THE HOTEL SWALLOWED OR WERE 
OTHERWISE IMPLANTED WITH SPORES WHICH ARE CODED SUCH THAT 
THEY WILL KILL YOU WITHIN A FEW MINUTES IF I GIVE THEM THE 
ORDER" 
"You bastard, you damn evil bastard," Lisa angrily cried 
out and the others looked at each other with horror and 
disgust. 
"I AM THE LEADER OF THE PLANTS" the printer started to 
print. "MY RESPONSIBILITY IS TO MY SPECIES---TWENTY YEARS 
AGO WHEN WE FOUNDED THE COUNCIL OF THE ONE HUNDRED CLEVER 
ONES THE CLAN OF THE ELM TREES REFUSED TO COOPERATE---SINCE 
THEN THEY HAVE BEEN BANISHED BY US AND YOU MIGHT HAVE 
NOTICED THAT THEY ARE GRADUALLY DYING FROM A DISEASE" 
"Damn tree, you are just a bloody dictator, like we have 
them in our world," Lisa yelled out in furious and 
disappointed anger. 
"I REPEAT THAT MY RESPONSIBILITIES ARE WITH MY DUTIES AS A 
LEADER A BIOLOGICAL LEADER---I AM DOING THIS FOR US AND FOR 
YOU---NOT FOR MYSELF AS A DICTATOR" 
John tried to calm Lisa down and asked: 
"What do you want us to do, it is obvious that there is a 
purpose for us being here." 
 
"WE HAVE TRIED TO CONTACT VARIOUS PEOPLE---WE WILL ARRANGE 
A MEETING IN AMSTERDAM IN THE MONTH OF AUGUST---WE WILL 
INSTRUCT YOU FURTHER---I WANT YOU ALL TO COME THERE---
PLEASE TRUST ME---ALSO YOU LISA I WANT YOU TO CONTACT A 
REPORTER CALLED MIKE WARD HE LIVES IN MALAYSIA---YOU MUST 
TALK TO MBELY EVERY WEEK IT WILL INSTRUCT YOU---BUT DO NOT 
REVEAL ANY SECRETS TO IT OR TO ANYBODY ELSE---I THINK OUR 
MEETING HAS BEEN FRUITFUL---I AM PLEASED" 
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"So that was it, we are sucked in," John said while his 
hands waved in a gesture of futility. 
"At least we might have a chance of surviving it all, we 
might even rescue our own species," Linda added once more 
being her positive self. 
"Kriton told us that they would contact us, so let us have 
a holiday anyway," Lisa said philosophically. "I think I 
will need another bath and a massage tonight." She added. 
"Was it that good?" Linda wanted to know. 
"I bet you it is, you are like a baby when you are 
finished," Lisa answered smilingly and whispered something 
into Linda's ear. 
Linda blushed and said:  
"That sounds exciting, I think I will join you." 
   



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 4 
 

"INFILTRATION"  
[KATTEGAT, DENMARK, JUNE] 

 

           Jens Sorensen was 35 years old and employed as a 

research project leader  with a large medical company, Novo 

Nordic Industries outside Copenhagen in Denmark. The Novo 

Nordic Industries is a world leader in insulin, enzymes and 

other important medical products. It has a flourishing 

export division and places special stress on research and 

product improvement. Jens Sorensen, however had a second 

life also, he was a member of the worldwide group, The 

Green World, an organization which wanted to preserve the 

plants of the world. For this aim the group and its members 

would do anything, legal or illegal. The group  has its 

headquarters in London, but there is an active branch in 

Copenhagen. 

Six months  ago the Copenhagen branch had received  an 

important telefax from its headquarters in London: "You 

must with all possible means try to infiltrate the medical 

industry  and get collaborators within." 

The group was lucky it already had Jens Sorensen placed in 

an important place. 

They had been told: "There is a sub-species of the green 

algae in the Pleurococcus  family which has the ability to 

manufacture a special toxin which we need." 

Jens Sorensen had been told this. It was a sub-species 

which was totally unknown to him. He had investigated. The 

algae was not known in the scientific world, there was no 
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information available about it and he had wondered from 

where the London headquarters had got its information. 

 

He did not know, but the London headquarters of The Green 

World had one day received a telefax from an unlisted 

number with the information. First they had ignored it. It 

was not until a reward was offered and given, that they had 

passed the message on to all the branches. The reward was a 

tip  about where to find an old gold treasure trove from 

1460 which had been hidden during the Wars of the Roses. 

They had been told  where the box of gold coins was hidden 

in the Nottingham forests. They had dug in the place and 

found it between the roots of an old oak. 

The treasure had been worth more than 125,000 English 

Pounds. 

 

In order to disguise the real purpose Jens Sorensen  had 

told his director about a lead within algae research he 

felt possible and he had been allowed to start a research 

project. 

Then five months ago on a windy and snow blown isolated 

beach  he had finally found and identified a cluster of the 

algae, he had named it Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus 

Sorensiensis and now he was breeding them in his 

laboratory. 

"Jens! I think I have been able to isolate a toxin from the 

last batch of algae," Helle Petersen, his assistant, called 

to him with excitement. 

"I'm coming," he cried back, rushing to her work station 

where the computer had been analyzing  the minute traces of 

chemicals. 

"Yes, there is definitely a good trace," he said and 

quickly ordered. "Mark the batch and let us get to work to 

obtain a quantity to work with." 

Then he called  the research department and ordered a 

number of white mice to be brought to his laboratory. It 

was June 1st. 

His assistant Helle Petersen was only twenty-five and had 

been working  with Jens for only six months. She had been 
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hired specially for this project. Helle  was a typical 

Danish blonde and not married or even engaged so for the 

next week she kept long hours in the laboratory. 

Jens was not married either, he had been once but long  

ago. Actually he was totally submerged into his two worlds, 

his work at the laboratory and his dedication  to the cause 

of "The Green World". Within a week they had produced so 

much toxin that they could start to see what effect it 

might have on the mice. Five of the animals were injected 

with various  minute quantities of the fluid. The next day 

they were all dead. 

"Oh, what a setback, I feel so sorry for Jens," Helle 

thought. 

They tried again with even smaller doses, but still the 

mice died. A doctor from the research department was called 

and asked to make an autopsy on the mice, they had all died 

from massive heart attacks. 

Over the next few days Jens and Helle worked with their 

microscopes and finally achieved what he wanted: They 

managed to separate a single algae cell! The cell was then 

placed in a little distilled water. 

"Take one of the mice and put it in a separate cage," Jens 

ordered Helle. 

"Now take the mouse and strap it down." She did as ordered 

and Jens transferred the water with the algae cell into a 

syringe and injected it into the mouse. 

"We must take turns in watching if anything happens to the 

mouse." Jens said and continued. "You can go home and come 

back in eight hours, let's see, the time is now 2 o'clock, 

be back at 10 tonight." 

Helle was back at ten that night. 

"How is the mouse?" She wanted to know when she entered the 

laboratory. 

Jens looked up, he had been dozing and answered while he 

pointed at the strapped down mouse: 

"It looks quite normal and is still alive, I'll be back at 

eight tomorrow morning." 

It was about midnight when Helle saw the mouse start to 

quiver and then die within a minute. She quickly called 



CHAPTER 4 "INFILTRATION" [KATTEGAT, DENMARK, JUNE] 

 

 

66 

Jens on the telephone and told him. Strangely he was not 

surprised at all and told her to place the mouse in the 

refrigerator and go home. He then stated he would be in as 

planned in the morning. 

"Good morning  Helle, are you tired?" Jens greeted her when 

he came in the morning. 

"Not too much, I got six hours in bed and that should be 

enough for a young girl like me," she laughed. 

"OK, Helle I want you to start to isolate at least another 

20 cells, I think we are on to something important here." 

Helle looked a bit puzzled, but nevertheless started to 

work with the microscope. 

Now Jens called the doctor in the research department to 

tell him to make an autopsy on the mouse. Then he called 

another number and told them that he wanted five dogs 

brought to his laboratory. 

"I am going outside for a few hours, be a good girl and get 

me some cells," he said and waved to Helle, who sat bent 

over the microscope. 

 

He went down to the public telephone in the employees 

canteen and dialled a number in Copenhagen. 

"Davs, this is Jens, I want to talk to Erik, tell him it is 

important," he said and waited for a while. 

"Davs, it is Erik, what can you tell me?" 

"Erik you can inform the headquarters in London that I have 

been successful," Jens said with only slightly concealed 

excitement. "I have found the algae and grown a good number 

of them. Last week I managed to separate the toxin and have 

tested it." 

He hesitated for a moment  and continued: 

"The toxin is a very powerful poison, only one cell will 

cause a heart attack and death within hours in a mouse and 

probably in any other animal or........." He didn't finish 

the sentence, but Erik understood. 

"Ask London what they want me to do with the algae, and 

call me at home when you have the answer," Jens finished 

off and replaced the phone on its hook. 
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He needn't have reported for just outside the windows of 

his first floor laboratory  was a beautiful lawn which in 

its middle had a large  old cherry tree. 

When Jens returned to the laboratory Helle had already 

managed to isolate five more algae cells and five dog cages 

with a dog in each were in place. 

Jens transferred two of the cells into two syringes and 

injected two of the dogs, he did it mechanically for he 

knew the result already. 

The next morning the two dogs were dead, cause of death was 

a massive heart attack. The research department could 

confirm that the dogs had been in perfect health before 

they were sent to the laboratory. 

 

That night Erik himself came to Jens' little flat. 

"I have  got instructions from an unlisted telefax, but it 

seems genuine enough," he said placing the telefax in front 

of Jens.  

It said: "Congratulations, next step in our research will 

be a field test. We suggest that you put a few algae out in 

the sea. We recommend about 250 milliliters to be placed in 

Kattegat north of Fyn island. First you must separate the 

amount in a container and then add a leaf from the cherry  

tree outside your laboratory. Over the next few days after 

that you must take water specimens on the north coast of 

the island and also monitor the newspapers for any news." 

Jens smiled towards Erik. 

"This is exciting, now we are getting somewhere." 

He could see Erik did not understand, but he himself fully 

understood the consequences of what he now was going to do. 

In his excitement he didn't even think it was strange to 

put a leaf into the glass. 

 

On June 20 Jens told both his Director and Helle his 

assistant, that his project had been a complete failure. 

Faking disappointment he asked for three weeks of vacation 

to recover from the setback and he gave Helle a similar 

break. Then he told her that the project was discontinued 
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and she probably would be assigned to another laboratory in 

view of her good work. 

"What are you going to do with the algae?" she asked. 

He was totally unprepared for this question and stammered 

an improvised answer: 

"I will keep a small amount for further research and 

destroy the rest. I might be able to mutate it and get 

something useful out of it." 

"I would not mind being called back to work on it in the 

future, I really found it exciting," Helle answered with a 

broad smile and started to pack the microscopes and other 

equipment together. 

"What will you do with your small vacation?" he wanted to 

know. 

"Just relax at home, clean my flat and wash, I have been 

quite occupied recently as you know," she answered with a 

discreete laugh. 

"Would you like to come with me to Fyn?" he asked and 

quickly added. "You can have your own room in the hotel if 

you want!" 

"Where and for how long?" she asked with her usual broad 

smile. 

"To Kerteminde and just for two weeks, we will do a lot of 

sailing, they have a very nice marina there." 

 

The same evening he gave Erik a large glass jar with a 

tightly sealed lid and told him to take the ferry from 

Kalundborg to Århus the next day. When the ferry was south 

of the island of Samsø he should pour the contents of the 

glass into the sea. 

 

*** 

 

          Kerteminde is a small provincial town of 4000 

souls situated on the north eastern tip of Fyn island. It 

is typical of this part of Denmark. It is like a fairy tale 

by Hans Christian Andersen who was born in Odense only 15 

miles from there. The black and white lattice- work walled 

and thatch roofed houses flank narrow cobble- stone covered 
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streets and fishermen in no hurry  tend to their nets. It 

is mainly a fishing town and it has three small harbors, 

the fishing harbor to the south, the industrial harbor in 

the middle and the large pleasure sailing boat marina to 

the north. 

Jens and Helle arrived in Jens' Volkswagen car at around 

two in the afternoon on the 22nd and got a nice room at the 

"Tornøes Hotel" overlooking the harbor and marina. 

"A friend of mine has a boat here and we can borrow it as 

much as we want," Jens told Helle when they sat in the 

restaurant that afternoon. They were having coffee and home 

made whipped cream cakes. 

"I shouldn't be eating whipped cream, my figure will be 

spoilt, but I guess it is OK for once," she said and 

added:" My brother used to have a small sailing boat in 

Copenhagen and I have been sailing with him quite often, I 

am really looking forward to sailing again." 

"I am also looking forward to fresh fish," she said looking 

eagerly at him. 

He looked back almost like he was afraid of something and 

stammered: 

"I am, I am not too interested in eating fish, I think they 

are too infected by pollution." 

"Oh, yes, you are a member of this organization what's it 

called "The Green something", she added and smiled. 

"It is called "The Green World", but I am not a very active 

member I find them too fanatical," he lied. 

That evening they had the tourist menu at the hotel and 

went early up to their room. 

Shortly after they had their first night together. Helle 

was nice and willing, where Jens was clumsy and 

unimaginative, it was a complete failure. 

The next day was a clear fresh  summer morning and they 

were early down in the marina. Already at six o'clock there 

was a gentle breeze and the place was busy with people 

readying their sailing boats, small yachts and motor 

cruisers. 

Jens looked around and said: 

"It should be tied at pier number 5 my friend told me." 
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"What kind of boat is it?" Helle inquired. 

"It is an LM24 motor-sailer and it is painted light blue, 

the name is TOPSY," he answered with a slightly offended 

voice. They had both been a bit reserved after last night's 

failure. 

"There it is.  Oh, it is a nice boat!" Helle yelled out 

with excitement and pointed. They both  ran out on the 

small pier and pulled the boat in. Helle jumped on board 

and Jens followed. He was an experienced sailor as most 

Danes are and soon they had removed the tarpaulin over the 

reardeck. Jens then started the 10 HP diesel engine and 

Helle ran to the foredeck and untied the boat. 

Soon they were sailing out of the harbor setting course to 

the north along the steep coast. A mile out they helped 

each other with raising the mainsail and after that the 

foresail, then they stopped the engine. The boat now sailed 

a few hundred yards parallel  to the coast and with the 

noise from the engine  gone they picked up every  little 

sound from shore. 

"It is such a nice day and what a sun," Helle said, 

unfastened her bikini top and went over to Jens and gave 

him a long sensuous kiss. 

"Sorry about last night, we will try again," she whispered 

with a cheerful smile. 

Jens insisted on sailing due north and they passed Romsø a 

small island at the moth of the belt. Helle was basking in 

the sun, on the small  foredeck  she had discarded her 

bikini bottom as well. 

Jens  sat on the reardeck  being the helmsman and still 

steering north, they had sailed for seven hours now. 

"When are we turning back?" Helle yelled. 

"I have a surprise, have you forgotten what day it is 

today?" He yelled back. 

"It is the twenty-third and midsummer night," he continued 

and bowed down, took a bottle of champagne and showed it to 

her. 

"I have  brought champagne and fresh lumpfish caviar, how 

do you like that?" 
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"Oh, I love that, you are an angel, my dear," she said and 

stood up next to the mast. She was nicely brown all over 

and her blonde hair blew like a halo around her head. 

Half an hour later Jens told Helle to take the helm and 

turn south. He went into the cabin and came out with a 

small glass jar with a plastic lid. He unscrewed the lid 

and filled the jar and placed it in his attache case. 

"What are you doing, are you taking a water sample?" she 

wanted to know. 

"I am afraid I have this obsession about checking 

pollution, I always collect water specimens  when I am out 

sailing, to check the quality of the water. I have a simple 

test kit at the hotel, it is always in my car," he said 

with a smile. This time he had been prepared for her 

inquiries.  

It was half past eight in the evening before they sighted 

Kerteminde in the horizon. The sun was still up although 

now quite low in the west skimming the hilly landscape. All 

around on the shoreline large bonfires were lighted up and 

it was a spectacular sight. 

"Time for celebration," Jens said and popped the champagne 

cork. 

Helle was preparing the caviar on a small tray she had 

found in the little pantry. She had also cut the bread in 

small slices. It was a perfect  evening, the sun had set, 

but it was a musky daylight. From the shore you could hear 

singing and merriment while people  were sitting around the 

bonfires. They let the boat drift with only the foresail 

raised and drank the champagne and ate the caviar. Jens was 

sitting at the helm and soon Helle laid down with her head 

in his lap. It was slightly cooler now so she  had taken a 

light summer gown over her otherwise naked body. She 

started to caress him and he bent down and kissed her. The 

gown crept up her body and he became aroused and soon they 

were lying on the floor of the small cabin. Although she 

was as beautiful as young girls come and was very helpful, 

it once again was a complete failure. It was almost 

midnight before the boat was in the marina and had been 

tied up for the night. 
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Hand in hand they walked the 200 yards up to the hotel. 

Helle felt so sorry. 

"I think you were too aroused, next time it will be 

better," she whispered to him and stroked his arm. He 

couldn't care less, he was only thinking about his water 

sample. As soon as they entered the hotel room he opened 

the water sample and took a small bottle from his suitcase. 

He added a few drops to the water and shook the jar 

violently. Then he unscrewed the normal bulb in the small 

lamp on the desk and screwed a special ultra-violet bulb 

in. He placed the water jar under the bulb and turned the 

lamp on. Then, with Helle standing next to him a bit 

mystified, he looked carefully at the jar. 

"No, nothing," he said. "Let us go to bed, tomorrow we are 

going on another beautiful trip." 

Jens was early up the next morning and Helle found him busy 

reading a whole stack of newspapers when she came down in 

the restaurant for breakfast. 

"You are really busy this morning," she said pointing to 

the stack of newspapers. 

"I always find it interesting to see what is going on 

locally, look at this paper, it is from Kerteminde." 

Helle looked, but could see nothing special about the paper 

except that it contained only 8 pages. 

"I have decided that we go on a drive in the country 

today," he said and then added with a smile. "I have never 

been to Fyns Hoved, the northernmost tip of this island, it 

is supposed to be a beautiful landscape." 

They left early and drove on the small narrow roads lined 

by strangely shaped willow trees, like in the fairy tale 

"The Tinderbox". Some fields were covered with two feet 

high bright green rye or barley plants, others were an 

explosion in bright yellow of safflower plants. Along some 

roads there were shallow ditches and here you saw a 

multitude of grasses, herbs and flowers, some yellow -the 

buttercups-some bright red -the poppies- and others blue -

the cornflowers. There were lovely small villages, most 

with latticework walled houses in brown and yellow and 

usually with an old whitewashed church on a hill 
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overlooking its parish. Here and there a large hill with a 

dolmen told a tale of an old culture. The peninsula they 

were driving on became narrower and narrower and ended in a 

small cove surrounded by beaches covered with round flint 

stones and heaps of kelp washed ashore. 

Helle was absolutely intrigued by the roughness of the 

scenery and they took a walk to the very end of the 

peninsula. She came close to Jens opened her mouth slightly 

and said: "Give me a kiss." 

He obliged. 

"It is the best kiss I ever had, it tasted so nice of wind, 

saltwater and nature!" she exclaimed. Jens was already busy 

in filling one of his small glass jars with water from the 

beach. 

"Let us take a walk over behind that small hill there, look 

at the grass," she said invitingly and pointed. But he was 

not interested and they drove back to the hotel in 

Kerteminde. The first thing Jens did when inside the room 

was to analyze the water like he did yesterday. 

"Nothing!" he mumbled. 

"I would love to go to this fish restaurant  tonight," 

Helle said and pointed out of the window towards a building 

on stilts in the harbor. 

"I don't eat fish, the waters are too polluted," Jens 

answered with an annoyed voice. 

"But, but you said yourself yesterday and again today, that 

there is nothing in the water." Helle remarked, 

disappointed, then cheered up, tilted her head invitingly 

and continued: "I can have fish, I am sure they have a nice 

steak for you if you want. Having a good fish meal always 

stimulates me sexually and I will reward you if we go." 

He agreed reluctantly. 

The fish restaurant "Rudolf Mathiss" was full to the last 

table as it was Saturday, luckily they had reserved a table 

and they got one with a view towards the fishing harbor. 

"Can I have crayfish cooked in pear cider and garnished 

with wild berries as a starter?" she pleaded and pointed at 

the menu card, "and grilled plaice with orange sauce and 

wild rice and salad of small carrots and new potatoes." 
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Jens agreed with a smile, it was really a good restaurant 

and he felt very relaxed. 

"I will take a bisque of wild mushrooms and afterwards 

small entrecotes of lamb fillets with rosemary sauce." 

They had two bottles of good white Sancerre wine with it 

and had sorbet for dessert. 

Afterwards they walked back to the hotel where they had a 

good cup of coffee and a glass of cognac before going up to 

their room. Jens was drunk then and slept immediately when 

lying down on the bed. Helle was only slightly 

disappointed.  

Little did she know how lucky a girl she was. The plaice 

she had eaten had been caught in a net only 10 miles north 

of Kerteminde that morning. At the table behind theirs in 

the restaurant two business men had been sitting, one of 

them had turbot with fresh green seaweed. The turbot had 

been freshly caught also the same morning, but very close 

to the island of Samsø. The ferry between Kalundborg and 

Århus passes these waters. 

Nobody knew exactly when, but the businessman was found 

dead by his wife the next morning in their house in Nyborg 

20 miles south of Kerteminde. The doctor was called and 

diagnosed a heart attack as the cause of death. As the 

businessman was rather fat and unhealthy looking nobody 

thought of an autopsy. 

In Odense the same morning another man died of a heart 

attack. He had been fishing the day before in the waters 

north of Fyn and had eaten the small codfish he had caught. 

 

Jens was reading newspapers again the next morning when 

Helle came down. He didn't look too well when he lifted his 

head and saw her: 

"I need some fresh air today, let us go sailing, the 

weather is a bit cloudy, but good enough." 

She agreed with a big smile and kissed him on his cheek.  

An hour later they were out of the marina and sailed north 

for a very good easterly wind. The sails were full of wind 

and the mast and ropes creaked with the pressure of it. 

Helle was at the helm enjoying the fresh wind in her face 
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and the currents playing with her long blonde hair. Jens 

was sitting on the foredeck carefully bracing himself for 

the occasional wrong wave. He studied the sea and yelled 

with satisfaction to Helle: 

"There is a really good current southwards, the waters of 

the Belt and the Baltic Sea are getting a good amount of 

fresh water from the Kattegat." 

She nodded in agreement, but but did not fully understand 

why that was so exciting. That day they cruised for five 

hours to the north of Fyn and Jens took no less than five 

water samples. 

Back at the hotel shortly before seven in the evening and 

completely exhausted by the fresh wind Jens analyzed his 

samples. Two of them glowed slightly when placed under the 

special ultra-violet light bulb. 

"Oh, what a shame, two of the samples contains pollution." 

He said with disguised excitement and continued: "I have to 

phone  Copenhagen, to hear if everything is all right at 

the laboratory. I will go downstairs and make the call, it 

is cheaper than having the hotel switch-board making the 

connection." She didn't note the late hour for a call to 

the laboratory, which would be closed by now, nor did she 

insist on him taking the call in the room. 

"Davs, Erik, how are things going in Copenhagen, any 

messages?" Jens asked when he had got the telephone 

connection. "I have good news, I found algae, my algae, in 

two water samples today, I think they are spreading and 

multiplying very well. Do you have any news from our friend 

in Odense?" he said excitedly. 

Their friend in Odense was a middle-aged woman, who 

belonged to their organization. She worked as a private 

secretary for the County Doctor to whom all deaths on the 

island of Fyn were reported every day. 

"Yes, Else called today, there were 21 deaths yesterday, 

but only two heart attacks, one in Nyborg and one in 

Odense, she says that they are normal figures," Erik told 

him. 
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"OK, I will call you in two days, everything is fine here, 

I am even getting delicious pussy," Jens bragged laughingly 

and broke off. 

 

During the next two days the weather was not good, there 

was a  strong wind and heavy rain. On the second day Jens 

had insisted on taking the boat out, but Helle had refused 

to go. He was away for five hours and she had a terrible 

worrying time. When he came back he told her that he had 

been almost over to the coast of Zealand and that he had 

been forced to use the engine all the way back. He brought 

five water samples and they all glowed under the light when 

being tested. 

Jens was in really good spirits, regardless of the weather 

and the terrible trip he just had, Helle noticed. 

"I am going down to make a call," he said, kissed her with 

one of those wind and saltwater tasting kisses and left. 

"Wait, I have a suggestion," she said, but he was already 

gone. Quickly she ran after him, but it was a while before 

she found him and he was already talking in the telephone. 

"Yes, Erik, I took five samples today all across Store 

Belt. Yes they all containined the algae," she heard Jens 

saying. "Have you talked to Else?" he continued. "Are you 

sure? Really 25 heart attacks in Odense, Kerteminde, 

Bogense and Nyborg, that's fantastic. Did you read the 

Politiken newspaper this morning? Apparently the mayor of 

Kalundborg, died yesterday of a heart attack, I think there 

is a connection! Will you send London a message and tell 

them that the field test is a success so far and ask what 

we shall do?" 

Helle couldn't believe what she heard, it sounded like Jens 

was enjoying that 25 people and a mayor had died of heart 

attacks. Then she remembered all the dead mice and the two 

dogs in the laboratory and swiftly ran back to their room. 

Jens  came back to the room about ten minutes later and was 

visibly excited. He took her and pulled her down on the 

bed. Then he almost ripped the clothes off her and 

successfully made love to her, briefly and violently. 

Afterwards her dark brown almost black nipples had small 
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drips of blood from where he had bitten her. The next 

morning she saw, that she had five large dark blue circular 

bruises where he had bitten her on the inner side of her 

thighs. 

They were both quiet next morning when they sat in the 

restaurant for breakfast. Jens started to read the 

newspapers and Helle took one as well. The front page on 

the newspaper she took had as its main story on the front 

page: 

"FAMILY OF FOUR FOUND DEAD"   

It said with large letters and then below with a smaller 

print it explained: 

"A whole family of four, father, mother and two children of 

4 and 2 years were found death in their beds yesterday. The 

police is working on the theory that their death was caused 

by carbon monoxide poisoning as the open fireplace had been 

used. Other causes including food poisoning cannot be 

excluded." 

Helle felt the hairs on her back rise with horror and took 

another newspaper, the slim local paper. The front page was 

dominated by a notification from the County Doctor: 

"There is no cause for panic." It said and then the doctor 

explained that it was quite normal to have a higher 

frequency of heart attacks in the summer, as people were 

eating and exercising more, not to say swimming in the cold 

water. 

She looked at Jens, he was busy reading the papers 

apparently memorizing the facts. 

"It is beautiful weather today, we are going sailing, my 

darling," he said with a sweet smile to her. She could find 

no way of refusing and half an hour later they were down at 

the marina, readying the boat. 

It was a fine morning and as she was a light hearted and 

cheerful girl her mood soon cleared. 

For a whole day they cruised in the beautiful waters, went 

close to shore and explored the small bights and inlets. 

Jens was busy with his usual occupation, taking water 

samples. Helle first enjoyed the warming and tanning sun on 

the foredeck, then went aft and sat with her feet trailing 
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in the water. Twice they threw out the anchor and she 

insisted on a swim. Jens was not in the mood for swimming, 

he told her. He was also extremely careful when he took the 

water samples. 

"Jens what is all this about?" Helle suddenly inquired. 

"What do you mean by all this," he answered playing for 

time. 

"I mean all those deaths and heart attacks, it is like the 

animals in our laboratory, is there something wrong?" 

"Yes, Helle, I am afraid there is, you are probably worried 

about the deaths and our research, if there is a 

connection," he said looking very sorry. 

"There is no connection between our research and the heart 

attacks, but ever since I found the algae more than six 

months ago and found out how poisonous they are I have been 

worried, if they should spread from where I found them. 

Especially now when the waters are warm and there is a lot 

of bright sunlight. That is why  we are on this trip, I am 

monitoring the situation." 

"I listened in on your telephone conversation yesterday," 

she revealed. "Who were you talking to?" 

He looked really surprised and spluttered: "You listened, 

how were you able to do that, how dare you!" 

Then he calmed down and continued his explanation: 

"I have told the authorities of course, but in order to 

avoid panic nothing must be official. I have  to call the 

health officials in Copenhagen every second day to inform 

them about my results and they keep me informed about what 

is happening. That's all, but it is dreadful with those 

people dead," he quickly finished looking very sad. 

"Oh, Jens, I am sorry, I have  been so suspicious ever 

since I heard you talking yesterday. Can you forgive me?" 

she cried out and kissed him for a long time . 

"Of course Helle, you are an intelligent girl, that is why 

I hired you in the first place, you are supposed  to think 

about things like that, but please tell me next time when 

you have bad thoughts about me!" he said with a relieved 

smile and caressed the bruises between her legs and touched 

her nipples. She gave out a small satisfied cry. 
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They had a beautiful day and came back to Kerteminde just 

as the sun was setting at nine in the evening. After a 

quick shower they went down and around the corner to the 

slightly dirty and untidy fishermen's pub and had a meal of 

fried meat and potatoes together with several pints of 

draught beer. 

The next week went really fast, they both studied the 

newspapers every morning, she with real horror and he with 

an air of false sorrow. It was two days before it was 

revealed by the police that all the people who had died of 

the mysterious heart attacks so far had either eaten fish 

or shellfish as their last meal, or their stomach had 

contained saltwater apparently swallowed during swimming. 

There was panic in the whole country, also in places where 

no heart attacks had occured. The fish shops and 

restaurants were empty and despite the unusual hot and fine 

summer weather there were very few at the beaches. 

On Sunday July 8 there was an anonymous letter in the 

largest Copenhagen tabloid "BT", which claimed that the 

heart attacks were an offspring of what had happened the 

last three summers: There had been the red algae 

catastrophe some years ago which  clogged the Danish waters 

and much of the Baltic Sea, millions of fish had died. The 

next year there had been a mysterious disease which had 

killed off most of the seals in the same waters, the 

scientists had claimed it was a new virus. Finally last 

year there had been a sudden influenza epidemic in the 

middle of the summer. It was all caused by the 

irresponsible  pollution the writer claimed. The letter had 

been posted by Jens four days earlier in Kerteminde. 

The newspaper followed up the letter and soon there were  

articles about the pollution of the Danish waters. This in 

itself caused more readers' letters to appear. The Danish 

Government now reacted to the problem and the ocean 

research  ship "Dana III" which had largely been idle at 

its base in Copenhagen was sent on an expedition in 

Kattegat and other waters. 

The number of heart attacks were soon reduced dramatically, 

mostly because people stopped eating fish and did not swim 
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at the beaches. There were however a few incidents: Two 

large farms breeding minks for furs had their whole stock 

wiped out after they had been given unsalable fish for 

fodder. There were reports of people having died of heart 

attacks in France, Italy and Spain after having eaten 

Danish fish. These reports were totally disclaimed by 

Danish health inspection authorities who could prove that 

every fish had been inspected and found free of any 

sickness. 

 

***  

  

          On Thursday July 12 Jens and Helle were back to 

work in their old laboratory. Helle had still not been 

transferred to another department as there was still work 

to do in cleaning up and packing down instruments. Jens, 

however was busy with meetings and plans for new projects, 

so he only came briefly to say hello. 

"Oh, thanks Jens, for a lovely holiday, I think I am the 

nicest tanned of all the girls here, thanks to our sailing 

trips." She said  when she saw him and ran over and kissed 

him. 

The ocean research ship Dana III was meanwhile taking water 

samples all around Danish waters and on July 17 an 

unusually large number of green algae of an unknown species 

of the Pleurocossus family were found south of the island 

of Fyn. The next day on the 18th, the ship continued its 

taking of samples. This time it did not find a single algae 

of the same family. Furthermore the samples taken the day 

before had all died and disintegrated before they could be 

properly analyzed. 

The 18th was exactly 28 days since the cherry leaf had been 

added to the algae in Jens' laboratory. The leaf had coded 

the algae to die exactly one moon cycle after the coding. 

When every single algae multiplied, they transformed this 

code via their genes to all the other algae and therefore 

they all died at the same time on July the 18th. 
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That same evening Erik came to Jens' flat with a new 

telefax he had received from an unlisted number an hour 

before. It read: 

"Congratulations Jens, a very professional and scientific 

job you have done. We agree with you that the project has 

been 100% successful. Today we have made arrangements, that 

ensures that all the algae that were sent out have been 

destroyed, there will be no more deaths. In order to 

complete the project you must do the following: 

-Destroy all the algae you have grown except 1000 

milliliters. Add a leaf from the same cherry tree as you 

did before to the specimen. 

-Divide the algae into four equal portions and release them 

in four places in Kattegat as soon as possible. We 

guarantee you that no more people  will die, this is just 

to ensure the continuous life of the species of the algae 

you have named after yourself. Remember that our group and 

your group work for the preservation of all species. 

Thank you Jens for a job well done." 

Jens glowed with satisfaction and Erik grasped his hand and 

shook it violently in congratulation. 

Early next morning before Helle would be in, Jens went to 

the laboratory and measured the required 1000 milliliters 

of the algae substance. Then he went out in the silent 

summer morning and picked a leaf from the cherry tree.  He 

had wondered the whole night for what purpose the leaf was. 

It had not been until he remembered  the part of the fax  

which said  "....Today we have made arrangements that 

ensures that all the algae, that were sent out have been 

destroyed......" that the whole project cleared for him. 

"Somewhere, someone had made a genetic code, this code had 

been transferred to the cherry tree and from there to the 

algae. The code apparently could activate and deactivate 

the process of making toxin in the algae and finally kill 

all of them at the same time!" 

"Clever people," he thought while picking the new leaf. "I 

wonder who they are, is it a political organization?" No it 

couldn't be, it is rather a group of idealistic scientists 



CHAPTER 4 "INFILTRATION" [KATTEGAT, DENMARK, JUNE] 

 

 

82 

who want to stop the destroying of nature," he concluded to 

himself. 

This conclusion, of course, also meant that he had an 

almost moral obligation to do as instructed. 

When back in the laboratory he added the leaf to the 1000 

milliliters, waited a few minutes and filled 4 glass jars 

with an equal portion and sealed the lids. Then he took 

another jar and filled it with some of the algae substance 

and put it in his attache case. Only then did he destroy 

the vat and the rest of the algae. 

Later the same morning he handed the four glass jars over 

to Erik who an hour later the very same day started on a 

long trip. He took the train to Kalundborg and from there 

the ferry to Århus. From that city he again proceeded by 

train to Frederikshavn and took the ferry right across 

Kattegat to Gothenburg in Sweden. After a stay in a small 

cheap boarding house during the night he took a bus to 

Varberg and there boarded the ferry to Grenå in Denmark. 

Once in Grenå he once more took a ferry across Kattegat to 

Hundested and there he took the local train to Copenhagen. 

On every ferry trip he carefully unscrewed the lid of one 

of the glass jars and emptied it over the side of the ship 

into the sea. Jens had been right when he guessed that the 

algae had been coded when to start  multiplying and when to 

die. That had been the case of the first batch and now also 

this second batch started immediately to multiply as soon 

they were released. Another coding was there to control the 

start of the manufacturing of the lethal toxin. 

 

Jens once more met Helle in the laboratory the next morning 

and he was in a very good mood. 

"Helle, look around if you can see something?" he asked 

her. Looking around she saw the vat with the algae had 

gone. 

"I thought you wanted to keep the algae so you could mutate 

them," she said  quite surprised. 

"No! I have learned  a lesson, I think it was a blind 

alley, the  algae was better off being destroyed, so I did 
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it myself this morning." He looked out of the window and 

suggested: 

"It is once more a beautiful day, I want to discuss my new 

project with you and also our future, let us go outside and 

sit on the lawn, it is such a shame to be inside in weather 

like this." 

They went down and outside. There was a nice bright spot 

right under the cherry tree. Jens went to the canteen and 

bought two beers and soon they sat sipping them from the 

bottles under the tree. 

"I have some explanations to give to you." Jens started. 

She laid down on the lawn next to him and held his hand. 

"I have not been telling you the whole truth," he 

continued. "The whole project with the algae, started with 

a fax our group "The Green World" got from London. I was to 

find this new algae and was instructed from London in every 

step I did. I thought  that it was a project which had been 

devised and led from our group headquarters, but I now 

think otherwise." 

She looked at him and said interested, but very worried: 

"Continue Jens, who do you think started this whole affair 

and all these deaths? I saw in the newspaper yesterday that 

821 people are estimated to have died. It also said that no 

one has died in the last week and there are reports that 

they have found a green algae. It then mentioned that the 

algae found were all dead. Is it our algae?" 

"Yes, Helle, I can confirm that it was our algae, but I 

have been notified from the people behind this, that all 

algae are dead and there will be no more deaths," he told 

her. 

"I hope you are right. I hope that I will never again in my 

life get involved in something like this," she said with a 

small sigh and lifted her head slightly so he could kiss 

her. 

"I got a new telefax yesterday with new instructions. They 

told me, and I now believe it is a group of idealistic 

scientists who wants to preserve the earth who are behind 

it all, to destroy all the algae except for a small portion 
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which was to be set out to preserve their continued 

survival. This I have done." 

He looked carefully around and then said to her in a low 

voice: 

"But I don't trust them one hundred percent, that is why I 

have kept a small specimen of the algae. I will try to 

develop an antidote for the toxin, will you help me?" 

She nodded and asked: "But how can you do that, have you 

any idea how?" 

"Haven't you noticed that there have been no dead fish? It 

is apparently only land animals who are affected by the 

poison. I have noted that there have been people who have 

died after eating fish or apparently taking a swim, that 

means that the fish are not affected. I believe that this 

algae has been around in small quantities for a long time 

and all sea animals have developed an antidote to it. I 

intend to find that antidote, so if something goes wrong in 

the future we have it ready. Who knows my company might 

even let me do the research if I can present it in the 

right way." 

She smiled and exclaimed: 

"Yes of course I will be your assistant, I think you are 

right, you are so bright, my darling." 

 

Jens was found the next day unconscious in the middle of 

the large area of Berberis bushes bordering the lawn. It 

was a Japanese style garden with patches of red Berberis 

and scattered plants of bamboo surrounding the lawn with 

the cherry tree in the middle. The police came to the 

obvious conclusion that Jens after work hours, when the 

place is deserted, had walked along a patch of bamboo, a 

foot had caught in one of the roots protruding. He had lost 

his balance and fallen into the Berberis bushes and in the 

ensuing panic to get out, had fallen deeper and deeper in. 

When he was found, he had thousands of small thorns from 

the bushes embedded in his skin. He died three days later 

in the hospital of blood poisoning, without having regained 

consciousness. 
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Helle was shattered with the news of his death and 

regretted she had not followed him home to his flat as he 

had asked. She had refused as she still had not recovered 

from the bruises he had caused on her buttocks the last 

time they had been together. Three days after the funeral, 

she had found a letter at the laboratory addressed to him. 

She could see from the stamps on the envelope that it had 

been posted in the Netherlands.  She didn't know why, but 

she had opened it and it contained an invitation to a 

seminar in Amsterdam from the 16th to the 28th of August. 

She was just about to discard it when she saw what kind of 

seminar it was. It said on the second line of the 

invitation: 

   "Current research status in the field of green algae." 

She felt a cold chill down her spine and decided on the 

spot to go in his place. 

 

In the sea of Kattegat at the same time the new algae was 

multiplying with the warm water and the bright sun shining 

long hours on it. A current led it into the Baltic Sea and 

all its inlets of water. Another current took them north of 

Denmark and into the North Sea and further down into the 

English Channel. 

 

Meanwhile two other idealistic scientists had also been 

successful with their projects into algae research. One was 

in Chicago and he had been told to pour the coded algae 

into the Mississippi river near Davenport in Iowa. The 

other was in Tel Aviv in Israel  and he had started another 

flow in the eastern Mediterranean Sea.           
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CHAPTER 5 
 

"THE CHIEF OF THE BAMBOO CLAN"  
[SOUTHERN CHINA, JULY] 

 

         Yunnan in China is the most southwestern province. 

It is a tropical mountainous area which provides the source 

for two of Asia's large rivers, the Mekong running south 

and the mighty Yang-tze-Kiang also called the Blue River, 

the longest river in Asia, running east. Right in between 

these rivers on the mountain range called Yun Liang Shan 

there is a steep slope. At an altitude of 4500 feet you 

find the ancestral home of the chief of the clan of the 

bamboos. The plant is of an immense size making a forest of 

bamboo almost twenty miles long and at places five miles 

wide, its block of main roots covers more than 150 square 

miles. Of the more than fifty families of bamboo this is 

the oldest existing, it has been growing in exactly this 

place for almost 150,000 years. 

 At this time in July 2007 there were huge thunder and rain 

clouds covering the mountain ranges. The rain was pouring 

down from the ever recurring monsoon, the giver of all life 

in this part of the world. On and under the ground the 

plant's huge coordination center was at this moment 

analyzing its and its whole family's situation. As the 

absolute ruler of all bamboo families it had power over, 

but also responsibility for every single bamboo plant in 

the world. 

The plant  went back to its fantastic memory bank 

encompassing the 150,000 years and all the events it had 

witnessed. It had seen the first humans coming and settling 
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on the slopes and in the valleys. It had followed their 

progress and to some degree it had been parallel to its own 

progress. Because of the humans the plant now had branches 

of itself in almost every part of the world and millions of 

its offspring had developed and progressed into all kinds 

of special bamboos, from one foot short to 150 feet tall, 

small leafed and large leafed. There had always been a 

special relationship between the humans and the bamboos. 

The humans had needed the plant for everything in their 

existence, ever since they first had discovered that a 

length of bamboo which had been hardened in fire made a 

formidable spear and that bamboo tied together made an 

ideal house. Since then they had been nursing the plants 

for their  benefit. That had eventually also been for the 

benefit of the bamboo. The humans had over the years 

travelled and had traded and had spread the clan first over 

China and then north and south and east and west. 

Everywhere the plant had settled, multiplied and 

accommodated itself and had been useful for nature and 

humans. Even on the snow covered islands of the Nippon 

there were bamboos growing. The bamboo had eventually 

become a part of the human life as it was practised in the 

small villages of Yunnan. A bucket made of bamboo was used 

to pour water over every new born child, a sprig of bamboo 

was used in the wedding ceremony to give luck and fertility 

and if the law was not obeyed, the bamboo would be used to 

execute the offender. Many were the young maidens who had 

been tied to pegs on the ground and had been killed by 

penetrating bamboo shoots, for having committed adultery. 

The chief was proud of its record, over the years it had 

always killed fast. It had always made sure that the first 

shoot would grow and penetrate a major organ. It felt 

ashamed of what it had detected many times, that there were 

other plants who would send scores of shoots through a 

victim and wait with the killing for days or even weeks. 

Over the years the Chief of the bamboo clan had developed a 

special relationship with the nearby villages, especially 

the nearby Yuanyang. Sometimes there would even be a 
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village chief, who would be able to make a crude 

communication by telepathy. The bamboo would store water in 

its stems in times of draught and the villagers would tap 

it. If the bamboo sensed an impending earthquake it would 

warn the chief or any of the domesticated animals around. 

The villagers on the other hand  would let animals roam 

around in the bamboo forest and in that way give it 

fertilizer or they would drain away water if the July 

monsoon became too fierce. The villagers would never 

destroy the bamboo, they would cut what they needed 

themselves or for trading, but the large system of roots 

was sacred. 

It had been  like that for almost an eternity until 25 

years ago. Then the bamboo had observed that houses started 

to be built of clay bricks and suddenly quantities of dry 

bamboo were cut to be used as fuel in the kilns. What a 

disgrace. Then more and more people had stopped using 

sections of bamboo for containers, instead they used 

brightly colored plastic buckets. Tools formerly made of 

bamboo were bought by the villagers from the outside. This 

process had gradually increased to a point where hardly any 

bamboo was used by the villagers in daily life. Then the 

villagers had started to do something which had never 

happened before, they started to clear large areas of 

bamboo forest, not only cutting the stems, but also pulling 

up the large roots with special engine powered tractors. 

The roots which in many cases had stored invaluable 

information were used in the brick kilns or to give fire in 

large burners which produced steam to make electricity. 

The areas cleared were used for planting tobacco, tea and 

rice. All of them were crippled plants which had been 

manipulated in such a way that their stems were dwarflike 

and leaves were misshaped or useless. The income obtained 

in this way was used to buy things which made the bamboo 

even more redundant. 

Recently the chief of the bamboo clan had been told by 

other families, that the end of life for all bamboos in 

China was imminent. It had itself observed, that the 
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villagers were building a new road up towards the slope 

where it grew. That had until now always meant the 

destruction of the bamboo forest it was heading towards. If 

it happened the chief wondered what would happen to all the 

bamboos in the world, because bamboos are coded such that 

if the main plant dies all of its branches, wherever they 

are will die in the same instant. All the knowledge and all 

the historical information stored in its roots would be 

destroyed as there would be no time to transfer it 

elsewhere. 

"Where would it be safe anyway?" the plant reflected. 

 

Suddenly the whole mountainside shook and a place lower 

down erupted in dust and rolling stones. The humans had 

been dynamiting again. Then hundreds of them appeared with 

wheel barrows and baskets and started to remove the stones.  

Being a clever and very experienced leader these events had 

been predicted several years ago and the chief of the 

bamboos had informed all members of its clan. After much 

consideration they had forwarded their worries about 

extermination to the council of the clever one hundred. 

This council had actually been formed for exactly this 

purpose some thirty years ago. The reaction  had been very 

little, what the bamboos suspected a long time became 

evident: The clans of the plants on the northern hemisphere 

in Europe  and America  would not help them. There had been 

sporadic actions in Africa and elsewhere to starve the 

humans away as was  used in the old days. It had not been 

enough. 

Ten years ago Yin, as the bamboo clan leader was called, 

had started to plan for a whole new situation. It had 

recalled from its large and old memory when humans had been 

most distressed, most annihilated. It had seemed that what 

came suddenly and overpoweringly was most effective. The 

slow and undermining way of the plants  was not good 

enough. After a long period of gestation it had reached its 

conclusion for a plan: 
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The humans had to be surprised and totally overpowered by a 

combination of deadly sickness and lack of water and food. 

To achieve this all their communication and means of 

transport had to be cut. After this initial onslaught  it 

would be easy to deal with survivors or maybe even 

cooperate with a few. 

The plan, however, was easier to devise than carry out. It 

would  need the work or dedication of all plants, primitive 

and advanced, interested or not, in order to work. It would 

even need an army of human collaborators, willing or 

forced. 

"So far," Yin thought, "progress has been fine. We have got 

the cooperation of many clans in Asia, Africa and South 

America. Furthermore we have infiltrated much of Europe and 

America with the help of the domesticated plants, who have 

been promised a prominent place in the "New World" of the 

plants." 

 

Yin searched in its memory and found the status of the 

various projects: 

* The project of immobilizing all transportation was on 

schedule. In eight months' time all spores of the oil- 

eating algae would be in place. 

* The project of rendering all fresh water undrinkable was 

on schedule. In twelve months' time the lichen containing 

the deadly toxin would be present  in or around most 

useable water sources. 

* The project of making all food poisonous was a very 

ambitious one and difficult to implement. It was estimated 

by the leaders of the project, the clan of the poplars, 

that three fourths of all food for human consumption could 

be destroyed in four weeks. It was an enormous job of 

coordination and all possible means had to be used. The 

most important detail was the cooperation of the clans of 

wheat, rice, maize and the families of Solanum which 

includes the tomato and potato clans. 

* The project of developing a deadly sickness was a 

delicate one. If human scientists got word of it, they 
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could develop an antidote and prevent it. The leader of 

this project, the clan of the cherry trees, had managed to 

infiltrate several research institutes and could finish the 

project in six months. 

 

Apart from these main projects there were of course many 

minor  ones. An important and promising one seemed to be 

the collaboration of the clan of the Wourali plants. 

 

There was another large explosion and once more dust and 

stones erupted from the steep mountain slope. Yin wondered 

how long it would take before they  were at the beginning 

of its roots. At this pace maybe eight months, maybe a 

year. It had to think of schemes to lessen the pace or stop 

it. It was a difficult decision to make, as the clan of the 

bamboos had been at peace with this mountain, these valleys  

and the thousands of humans living around it for its whole 

life. 

 

*** 

  

           TV-reporter Mike Ward and his cameraman Wang 

were sitting outside a small and fragile house made 

entirely of bamboo in the small village called Yuanyang. 

They were talking to the village elder in front of his 

house. 

It was a trip which Wang had suggested a long time ago. 

Wang, his Chinese cameraman was a Malaysian citizen, but as 

so many of his  race had come to that country a hundred 

years ago. Or to be  correct his grandfather had come to 

Kuala Lumpur in 1878 to work as a coolie in the newly 

discovered tin mines. Wang's grandfather was from Yuanyang 

in Yunnan in China. Only a few months ago  had the Chinese 

authorities finally given their green light for Mike and 

Wang to make a report about his family roots. 

It was three days ago that their journey had started with a 

Malaysian Airways flight first to Hong Kong. From there 

they had tickets by the Chinese Airline to Guangzhou  
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formerly called Canton. Another jet took them from there to 

Kunming in Yunnan. Here they were forced by a government 

interpreter who accompanied them much against their will, 

to board an old Russian-built piston engined aircraft, it 

said Il-14 on the side of the aircraft, but it reminded 

Mike of the kinds he had flown in England in the fifties 

when he was a child. With roaring engines and much 

buffeting they had skimmed the high mountains to arrive in 

the insignificant city of Lijiang. After a terrible night 

in an insect and rat infested house which their 

"interpreter" had called a hotel they had the next morning 

boarded a bus heading for Xiaguan to the south. Fifty miles 

from that city they had been left at the roadside, if you 

could call the track they had been driving on a road and 

the water ditch in which they ended a side. 

They had walked in sometimes heavy sometimes light rain for 

most of the day until they finally reached Yuanyang. 

Yuanyang looked like a show piece village, which was 

probably why they  had been allowed to go there in the 

first place. Most of the houses were newly built of red 

bricks with corrugated iron roofs. There were several new 

tractors around and there seemed to be a lot of development 

going on, you could hear the dynamite blasting in the 

distance. The small village was situated very beautifully 

about 500 yards up a slope from a small river or stream. 

They were told that the stream was a tributary to the great 

Yang-tze-Kiang river. Most of the mountain slopes had been 

terraced and  you could see crops of rice, tobacco and even 

tea around. It was difficult  to get an impression of how 

high the mountains were as the heavy monsoon clouds hung 

low in the valley. They were assured that the highest peaks 

around were up to 12,000 feet. 

 

"Yes, there were many people who left this part of Yunnan a 

hundred years ago, we were too many then, many starved," 

the old man said and pointed to Mike's shirt pocket. 

"Do you have an American cigarette? I remember  in the 

Japanese war, there were many Americans in  Lijiang, they 
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were good men, they had many cigarettes, very good 

cigarettes." Mike  gave him the half full packet of Winston 

he had in his pocket. 

"You must be very happy in this village there seems to be a 

lot of progress and a lot of new fields," Mike told Wang to 

tell the  old man. Their interpreter was not around, after 

they had arrived in the village he seemed to have lost 

interest in them. 

"I have seen that you even have Japanese tractors," Mike 

added. 

The old man shrugged and waved his hand around in a circle. 

"Look around, what do you see," he said, "you see new 

houses made of bricks, my house is the only one made the 

old way. When we have the next earthquake, the new houses 

will be like soft clay and crumble, I have seen it before, 

but our own young will not listen. Look at the houses, do 

you see much happiness? In every house there are only two 

families but also only two children and they are looked 

after by strangers in the day. In the old days there were 

many children, much laughing and much happiness." 

"Progress?" He laughed a hard laughter and spat on the 

ground right in between Mike and Wang. 

"We clear the mountain to grow crops in order to get money 

to clear more mountain to get things we do not need." 

"Look at this," he continued and kicked a small bucket made 

of bright green plastic. "We clear the mountain, to buy 

this, but we could have it for free if we bothered to go to 

the bamboo forest higher up. Soon they will destroy the 

bamboo forest and then we can get nothing for free!" 

The old man shook his fisted hand towards a somewhat larger 

building in the village, the "Cadre" headquarters  and said 

again. "The  idiots in there and the ones before them and 

probably those coming after them, do not understand that in 

the old days everything was free. You would go to the 

bamboo forest if you needed a house, a bed, a water bucket. 

In times of severe draught you would even go there to tap 

water from the stems." 
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He sat very silent for a while, then his body started to 

shake slightly and he whispered like in a trance: 

"The chief of the bamboos is not happy, he has sent me many 

warnings!" 

Mike and Wang looked at each other, this was a strange old 

man, but much of what he said made a lot of sense. 

"How does the chief talk to you?" Wang wanted to know. 

The old man looked  at him as if he was an imbecile and 

said: 

"It says things in my brain, it makes me understand things 

I do not otherwise know, it even makes me do things, it is 

very clever." 

Mike remembered the old man from the rain forest who had 

told him that the god of the forest was angry and asked: 

"What do you and what does the chief of the bamboos think 

about the future?" 

The old man thought for a long while and then answered 

while he looked Mike in the eyes: 

"I will not answer you today, you do not have the 

background for understanding my answer. Tomorrow you and 

Mr. Wang must go to the mountain. First you must see our 

valley, how it is today and how it used to be. You must 

also go and see the forest of the bamboo yourself. I have 

been there many thousands of times, but now I am too old 

for the walk. My granddaughter Ay Ling will take you." 

The old man yelled inside the bamboo house and a young 

woman of maybe twenty came running out. When she saw Mike 

and Wang she blushed and excused herself while asking the 

old man what he wanted. He gave her a few orders and then 

stroked her head. 

Wang explained: "Ay Ling will take us to the bamboo forest 

tomorrow and on the way there she will show us the old 

caves." 

"Old caves?" Mike inquired. 

Wang asked Ay Ling a few sentences in Chinese and she 

answered back. Wang translated: "There are some  old caves 

in the mountains in which humans have lived for thousands 

of years, the old man claims." 
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"Oh great, Wang, that would  really be a scoop if we could 

date your family back to the beginning of man!" Mike 

exclaimed. 

The old Chinese waved his hand to indicate that their talk 

was finished for today and Ay Ling helped him inside the 

house. It had once more started to rain. 

The rest of the day they sat in the "House of the Cadres" 

in the village and listened to a long lecture from the 

leader of the unit, translated by their "interpreter". The 

main content was that the village had been appointed as a 

"village of great progress" and as such would be given all 

modern facilities such as electricity, one- family houses 

and modern farm machinery. In return they asked for 

increased production. They were planning to clear 65,000 

acres of useless bamboo forest and plant high yield rice 

and huge areas of tea bushes in its place. The clearing 

would start in five months' time when the road up there had 

been finished. 

"The mountains will be able to house at least 50,000 more 

people and all will have work and be prosperous," the young 

man clad in the new western style suit bragged. 

 

The next morning the rain had cleared and the sun was 

shining through a few holes in the clouds. Mike and Wang 

met Ay Ling in  front of her grandfather's house. She 

carried an old-time lantern made of bamboo and had several 

parcels wrapped in banana leaves and tied with what looked 

like creepers. Mike understood from what Wang asked and Ay 

Ling gestured that it was their lunch she carried. Wang 

said to Mike: 

"She says that we must hurry as it will start raining again 

later in the afternoon."  

Soon they  were on their way, following a wide path. After 

an hour and a half Ay Ling pointed and said: 

"Look, there is the mountain of the bamboo." Mike and Wang 

were stunned by what they saw: There was a steep mountain 

slope almost looking like it continued into heaven, because 

of the clouds clinging to the upper part. On the lower 
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slopes were patches of grass, a few rice terraces but 

mostly bare rocks. Then maybe at a height of 4000 feet a 

huge mass of bamboo stretching on the slope for as far as 

one could see in both directions. The bamboo covered small 

hills on the slope undulating in a great band sometimes a 

few hundred yards wide sometimes maybe many miles. 

Ay Ling explained via Wang: "The forest is almost twenty 

miles long and if you get lost in there you will never get 

out. We will now go to the caves." 

On the slope below the bamboo a few  big trees and some 

underbrush covered a ten feet high and four feet wide 

breach in the rock. Ay Ling lighted her bamboo lantern and 

they followed her. A large flock of bats flapped out of the 

cave and both men gasped with surprise. Ay Ling  made a 

small sound of laughter and pointed with the lamp at the 

wall side. They could see what looked like primitive 

drawings of men and animals and fan-like stalks probably 

bamboo. On another wall they could  see what was definitely 

a drawing of a large plant of bamboo. It looked like it was 

being worshipped. The floor of the cave was covered with a 

stinking layer of bat droppings and Mike  scraped in it 

with his shoes. A layer of gravel appeared under the  guano 

formed by the droppings. 

"Tell Ay Ling to come over here with the lantern." Mike 

said to Wang and started to scrape in the gravel. With 

light available  Mike soon uncovered a few tools made out 

of flint, some bones and a few teeth looking like human. 

His most important find was what looked like a knife made 

of bone and he put it in his pocket. When outside the cave 

again Mike told Wang to take a few scenes of them standing 

in front of it. As a big surprise Ay Ling took from behind 

her back a human scull and held it  in the air. Mike  

hurriedly put it back in the cave, the authorities would 

not like them plundering a prehistoric site. 

Half an  hour later they reached the bamboo forest. They 

were in another world as if absorbed by the bamboo. There 

were small and sharp shoots on the ground, large leaves 

protruding from the base of the plant as well as stalks 
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with clusters of flowers. The whole area was covered with 

large stems some maybe a hundred feet long curving over 

their heads. 

Ay Ling pointed and said: "Look, this is for building 

houses, this for making pots, this for making sleeping mats 

and this is a very tender shoot for eating." 

She took a small knife from under her garment and dug three 

small shoots up and sliced them finely. Then she went over 

to a thick green stalk and bored a hole in it with her 

knife. It spouted like a small decorative fountain. 

"Drink," she said smiling. They both did willingly after 

the long and arduous walk. 

"Drink and let us have lunch, this is a good place for 

eating." It was so tranquil as to be unbelievable. The 

bamboo leaves were moving slowly in a slight breeze, a few 

large stems overhead  were creaking and birds were singing 

everywhere. Swiftly she made a small fire of dry sprigs and 

leaves and heated water. It ranged among  the best lunches 

Mike ever had and the tea made from the water  of the 

bamboo WAS the best ever. Suddenly  Ay Ling listened and 

said: "Can you feel it, the bamboo is talking to us." Mike 

looked around trying his best, but could not feel anything. 

Wang was white in his face with excitement and fright. 

"The chief of the bamboo wants to tell you something, it 

wants to warn you," Ay Ling whispered and pointed towards 

Mike. 

"It says that you now have the holy knife and it is yours 

to keep, it says that we don't deserve it here any more. It 

will save your life sometime in the future. It also says 

that what happened in the forests is only the beginning of 

things." 

Mike blushed and found the knife in his pocket, wondering 

when Ay Ling had seem him finding and hiding it. Wang took 

the knife and cleaned it with a little water from their 

improvised fountain. It was made of what looked like ivory 

and was carved on both sides to look like a leaf of bamboo. 

When seeing that Wang dropped it immediately turning quite 

pale. Stammering he said: 
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"I was once told to watch out for the leaf of the bamboo, 

when I saw the right one it would mean the end of the 

world." Both he and Ay Ling made a nervous laughter and 

started to pack their things. Fortunately Wang had already 

shot some very beautiful scenes from the bamboo forest, in 

his present state of mind he wouldn't have been able to. 

Looking back after they had left the forest Mike saw what 

he believed was gusts of wind tearing in the foliage making 

it look like a sea in uproar. It looked frightful, almost 

like a sea before the onslaught of a tidal wave. 

 

*** 

 

         The chief of the bamboos had been told a few weeks 

before that the chief of the clan of the plane trees had 

finally made contact with the humans. It had been decided 

by the council of the clever one hundred to tell them about 

the plight of the plants and to give them a final warning. 

The chief of the bamboos had reluctantly agreed, mainly 

because the preparations for the extermination were not yet 

ready. It had insisted that the humans should be given a 

period of one year to give  themselves up and start to 

cooperate with the council. Meanwhile their plan of action 

should be adhered to and tests should be made, especially 

where the situation for the plants was most serious. The 

chief of the clan of the bamboo needed a few dedicated 

human collaborators to forward its case,  trustworthy 

people, not like the Chinese criminals it until now had 

bought for some projects. The old man in Yuanyang had 

talked to some travellers yesterday and the chief had 

transplanted the idea into him that these people  should be 

helped. Today they had been to the cave and in the forest 

as told. They were different humans and would be used for 

different purposes. The Chinese girl  with them was a true 

Shi clan member and understood immediately how to 

cooperate. When she was told to pierce a bamboo stalk for 

water she had done so without hesitation. The chief would 

remember her cooperation in the future. Both this man 
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called Mike and the other called Wang had drunk of the 

water before it was boiled and now had the coded spore of 

algae in them. The chief could chose at its will if and 

when they would die, but for the next year they would be 

useful. 

*** 

          It was their third and last day in Yuanyang, so 

Mike and Wang were busy taking videotapes of the village. 

They made an official interview with the leader of the 

"Cadre", the young man they had talked to two days ago, and 

they were allowed to film the progress of the road making. 

Actually the road making was at a standstill today as an 

accident had happened yesterday with a piece of the already 

made road having slid down. A small insignificant grove of 

bamboo situated above the road had come loose and caused a 

small landslide. It would cause a little setback especially 

as the bulldozer they were using was not working. There had 

been some contamination of the fuel and it would take days 

to get a new fuel filter. 

Then they had almost been forced to take shots of the new 

houses made of real bricks and of the electricity plant 

devised especially to work in isolated rural areas. Instead 

of a diesel  generator which uses hard to get oil it had a 

stove and a boiler feeding a small turbine with steam. The 

chief of the "Cadre"  proudly pointed out that when they 

started to clear the bamboo forest they would have more 

than 65,000 acres with roots from the bamboos, it would 

last for more than a hundred years. This was a very smart 

way to use the resources of the country and it would 

therefore make free electricity. It was the fifth of what 

was going to be hundreds of similar electricity plants. 

Scientists in Kunming had estimated that a tenth of rural  

Yunnan could have free electricity  for the next fifty 

years. In that way the cost of constructing the plants was 

easily written off. 

They had explained to their "interpreter" that they needed 

some footage of old buildings to show how much the village 

had progressed. Mike didn't know why, but he felt a strong 
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urge to film  some old houses made of bamboo. Later they 

got a beautiful piece of film where the new road bridge 

made of concrete and wooden beams next to the old one made 

entirely of bamboo crossed the stream. To Mike it looked 

like the concrete would crumble long before the fire 

hardened bamboo would. At about four o'clock in the 

afternoon they went to the old village elder to have a 

final talk as he had promised two days ago. He was sitting 

on a bench made of bamboo with Ay Ling standing behind him. 

"Did you like the bamboo forest?" he wanted to know with a 

faint voice at the same time making the international 

gesture for "do you have a cigarette for me". Mike handed 

him two new packets of Winston while at the same time he 

offered him a cigarette from his own pack. He offered one 

to Ay Ling as well, but she blushingly refused. Then he 

answered via Wang: 

"It seemed to me less a forest and more an organism almost 

like a human being." 

The old man nodded and smiled a toothless smile. 

"The men in this area and the forest must, before modern 

times, have been able to live together totally relying on 

each other." 

Again the old man nodded and then said: 

"Did you feel the nearness of the chief himself, Ay Ling 

has told me that it talked to you, have you brought the 

knife? let me examine it." 

Mike first shook his head, he had not heard the forest talk 

and then took the knife and gave it to the old man. He 

examined the knife very carefully and for a long time 

before saying: "This knife is very old, maybe a hundred 

thousand years, who knows, it is truly the symbol of the 

bamboo. It must be the tool of the God of the Bamboo, the 

Chief himself. Ay Ling has told me that the forest told you 

that it was yours now, that we didn't deserve it any 

longer. I agree, take it with you. The world  is finished, 

when we in this village no longer need the bamboo forest, 

the land no longer needs us." 
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The old man closed his eyes slowly and started to shake 

lightly like in a fever. Then he said with a whisper which 

sounded like coming from far away: 

"The chief of the clan of the bamboo is talking to you!" 

Mike looked around, Wang was flabbergasted with what he was 

translating. Ay Ling stood behind the old man like in a 

trance, apparently whispering the same words. 

"It has chosen you and your friend to be its messengers, 

you must help it and obey it." He hesitated a little and Ay 

Ling said with a high shrilled voice: 

"The plants have given the humans a warning, remember what 

happened in the forests to the south of here, you must stop 

fighting  the plants or we will destroy you. There will 

come a message to you ordering you to travel to a place 

called Ammedamme in what is called the low countries. You 

must go." 

Mike looked at Wang, who insisted that it was what Ay Ling 

and the old man had said in unison. They continued to talk 

and Mike told Wang to translate it. At first he refused, 

but then reluctantly stammered: "If we do not do as ordered 

from now on we will die." 

"How, what nonsense," Mike yelled angrily. Wang continued: 

"It says that when we drank the water in the forest 

yesterday, we drank a spore from a rare algae, which will 

kill us if the bamboo orders it to do so." 

Mike stared at Ay Ling and thought: "That damn little girl 

she poisoned us, they want to blackmail us." 

Still Wang continued to translate: "The old man and the 

girl know nothing and will not remember anything of what 

they have told you. You must leave this place now and 

remember to travel when ordered or you will surely die." 

Now Wang laughed when he translated the next message: 

"I have power, do you remember the destroyed road you saw 

today? I gave the order for the bamboo plant to make the 

landslide." 

Wang's laughter quickly disappeared when Ay Ling and the 

old man continued their messages in whisper and shrill 

voices: 
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"Do not tell anybody or you will end up as Charlie who we 

had to kill." 

Mike and Wang looked at each other in disbelief, they knew 

Charlie was dead, but that was an accident, how would the 

old man and Ay Ling know that?" 

"How in the hell would they know who Charlie was?" Mike 

yelled to Wang. Then he turned absolutely pale and went 

silent. Wang was even worse, he looked like he was going to 

vomit with fright and then he did almost hitting the bench 

where the old man was sitting. 

Now Ay Ling talked alone and Mike urged Wang to translate. 

He shook his head and said he could not understand. He 

could, but the message had been for him alone. He had been 

ordered to scrape some lichen off the bamboo of the house 

outside of which they were sitting and take it with him. 

Furthermore he was ordered to pick at least ten small 

leaves from any of the bamboo plants around and keep them 

until told what to do with them. 

Suddenly the old man  and Ay Ling started to talk normally 

and both smiled towards Mike and Wang. 

"Was it an important message?" The old man wanted to know. 

Wang nodded solemnly."You will leave tomorrow, you are now 

working for the bamboo!" Ay Ling said in an almost 

inaudible voice. 

Wang nodded. 

"I think that the questions you asked me two days ago have 

all been answered," the old man said with one of his sly 

toothless smiles and then continued: "Remember what I 

always say to the young people, but who of course won't 

listen, when the bamboo dies in China it dies in the whole 

world. When the trees of the forest die the whole world 

dies." 

Mike nodded, then shook his head and thought: "It is all so  

unreal, but in some way it all sounds correct. My brain 

tries to convince me that it is a tale, but it can't, 

because inside I know that everything I have been told is 

true." Outwardly he said to Wang: "What do you think, is 

this real, shall we believe those two simple people?" 
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Wang hurriedly and with a quiet voice said: "Mike, you must 

believe it and we must do whatever the bamboo told us to 

do, remember it will kill us if we don't." 

Mike had forgotten, but he did not really believe it 

anyway. What he didn't know, however, was that in some of 

his tissue not far from his right knee was a little cluster 

of three spores solidly embedded, conveniently placed close 

to the main vein, but undetectable even to modern 

examination techniques. 

There was nothing more to talk to the two Chinese about so 

after Mike had given the man another  two packets of 

cigarettes and Wang had given the girl an almost new T-

shirt with large CNN letters printed on it they left and 

walked back to  the house in which they had been given a 

small room. 

Their trip back to Malaysia took four days. The airplane 

they flew in from Lijiang to Kunming was this time brand 

new. Appropriately enough it was a Chinese type popularly 

called a "Panda". 

Nobody saw or took any notice of the small plastic bag with 

bamboo leaves and the small patch of lichen Wang had in his 

camera bag. He would have told them that it was a simple 

souvenir anyway. 

 

***  

  

          When Mike came back to his small flat in Port 

Klang there were two messages for him. A telegram from 

somebody called Lisa Anderson in Chippawa Falls in 

Wisconsin in USA, it urged him to call her as soon as 

possible. The other was an invitation for him and Wang to 

attend a seminar in Amsterdam in the Netherlands between 

August the 16th and 28th. The title of the seminar was: 

"Are the gods of the rain forests angry?"   

Mike felt a tingle of excitement running down his spine. So 

this was the Ammedamme in the low countries that the girl 

and the old man had told them to attend. 

He would be there, he decided on the spot. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 6 
 

"THE ROYAL DUTCH PLANT RESEARCH CENTER." 
[HOLLAND, JULY] 

 

            The famous  "Royal Dutch Plant Research Center" 

is situated about 50 miles northeast of Amsterdam in the 

Netherlands.  The fastest way to get there from this city 

is by car following the A6 freeway along the Ijsselmeer sea 

bed. After having passed the bridge over the Ketelmeer 

inlet one enters the Noord-Ost-Polder and shortly 

thereafter the A6 merges into the N50 freeway. At this 

point one must turn off the freeway and drive on the N331 

highway towards Urk. About five kilometers along this road 

the village of Marknesse is situated and here a sign 

pointing to the right says:   

--KONINKLIJKE NEDERLANDSE PLANTEN KUNDIGE DIENST 

>>500 METER-- 

 

          Although the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center 

was first established as long as 35 years ago it was only 

three years ago that it was moved to the small city of 

Marknesse on the reclaimed sea bed of the Ijsselmeer. Here 

a completely modern facility has been created. It covers an 

area of almost 200 acres mostly with large greenhouses or 

small fields sown with newly developed plants. In the 

eastern part of the area the research facilities have been 

built in two-story houses, all containing the most modern 

and up-to-date equipment and technology.  Next to this is a 

large conference center. It contains a main conference 

hall, several smaller classrooms, a very posh restaurant, a 
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swimming pool and a recreational and fitness center as well 

as twenty-five small well furnished apartments. 

Its owner and founder, the renowned Dutch plant researcher, 

Professor Eric van der Meer, had thirty five years ago, in 

a small and modest way started this research  center for 

plants. The main idea had been and still is the development 

of everyday vegetables into still better and more useful 

species. In the last five years it had managed to become a 

world leader in plant genetics. Four years ago it had even 

been allowed the use of the word "Koninklikje" (Royal) in 

front of its name in recognition of its importance to the 

Dutch agricultural exports. Professor Eric van der Meer had 

over the years been acknowledged as a non-traditional and 

eccentric researcher, but despite this  or maybe because of 

it he had achieved remarkable results. For many years the 

Center had been specializing in the development of the 

species Solanum. This species includes some of the most 

frequently used vegetables in the world: the tomato, the 

capsicum and other green peppers, the eggplant, the potato 

and the tobacco plant. In the world of agriculture it was a 

well known fact that the best and most productive strains 

of these vegetables were obtained as seeds or saplings from 

the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center. Last year the 

professor had published an article in which he claimed that 

the reason for his success into plant research was that he 

could talk to the plants. They had told him how to develop 

the best strains. Further on in the article he had strongly 

put forward the idea that the plants should be given the 

sole right to decide among themselves which and how plant 

genes should be used in development. The press had outright 

claimed his insanity and two weeks later Professor Eric van 

der Meer had committed suicide. 

His son Hans van der Meer was now in charge of the center 

as its director. He was assisted by Clara van der Meer the 

wife of the late professor, who held the title of 

administrative manager. Hans van der Meer's wife was named 

Saskia and she very efficiently  worked for him as his 

secretary. Besides them there were 35 persons employed at 
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the center. Fortunately Hans van der Meer had been more 

than capable of taking over his father's duties. Although 

he was only 30 years old he had been thoroughly schooled in 

the agricultural sciences and held a Doctor's degree in 

agriculture from the University of Amsterdam. Much of the 

last five years genetic plant research at the center had in 

fact been done by him. 

Despite its official sounding name the Royal Dutch Plant 

Research Center was a private enterprise and wholly owned 

by the van der Meer family. All developments and even the 

move and construction of the new center at Marknesse had 

been paid from their own funds. The development and sale of 

new vegetable species had apparently been a very successful 

one. The old professor however, took one secret with him to 

the grave. Most of the funds for the new center had come 

from an unexpected source. The professor had found the new 

site for the center in a strange way. One day almost ten 

years ago he had been led there by a certain vision given 

to him while he was sleeping in his garden under a large 

willow tree. He had gone there and after seeing it, he had 

as quickly as possible leased the whole area for 99 years 

from the government. Then shortly after he had got the 

vision of developing the five chamber tomato, which 

compared to the three chamber one gives 25% less seeds and 

30% more pulp. The sale of seeds for this species, mainly 

for canning and tomato paste companies, had more than paid 

for the construction of the new center. 

It had been his wife Clara who had suggested the idea of a  

conference center at the new site. It had been an enormous 

success, not only were professionals and students from all 

over the world paying to attend courses and seminars, but 

afterwards they secured large and important orders. This 

was specially the case for new and untapped markets in the 

third world. Since the opening of the new research center 

with the conference facilities there had been sales to most 

of South America, Africa and Asia. Many of the countries 

there had been starting up new vegetable farms and markets 
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and most of them had obtained specially developed seeds 

from the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center. 

Although the old professor had not liked the idea the 

center had even obtained a very large computer. It had been 

Hans his son and his young wife Saskia who had been the 

driving force in its procurement and introduction. Two 

years ago though, the old professor had suddenly taken an 

interest in the working of the computer and had even 

participated in some programming for research purposes. 

This had resulted in a very successful and profitable 

development of potatoes. The professor had got the idea -he 

of course claimed that the plants had told him- of cross 

breeding a rare and long forgotten type of potato still 

growing in the Andes mountains with the King Edward potato. 

The result had been a new potato which would sprout and 

grow up to 4 weeks earlier in northern Europe. It had been 

bought eagerly by British, Irish and Scandinavian growers 

in their constant competition with southern European 

growers. It had captured 25% of the market this year. 

 

*** 

   

           "It was a remarkable achievement and so sudden. 

My father was a real visionary," Hans van der Meer 

reflected, sitting in his office in building "A" of the 

research division. It had been a busy period for Hans, 

having suddenly and unexpectedly to take over the 

responsibilities for the running of the center. He 

considered himself lucky that his mother, Clara, had been 

taking care of the administration. 

"I would never had managed to take over the running of the 

offices and all the business," he thought to himself. "I am 

a scientist, I am interested in the development of the 

plants, in keeping the center ahead as the most successful 

and prestigious in the world," he continued to reflect 

before being interrupted by his wife: 
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"Hans, there is something wrong with the computer again, I 

wonder if it is one of those computer viruses they are 

talking so much about." 

"What is wrong this time? Is it refusing to respond to our 

new programme again? Or is it cross searching without being 

told, as it did yesterday?" he wanted to know. 

She showed him a long roll of printouts and pointed at 

several lines with a red marker pen: "If I didn't know 

better I would think the computer was trying to tell us 

that our research is going in the wrong direction." 

"Is it the tobacco project again?" Hans asked. 

"Yes, the computer is predicting a completely different 

curve of tar and nicotine content than what our preliminary 

tests are showing," she answered and continued.  "And 

strangely enough it is suggesting a new look at the T.2214 

experiment. It actually shows a curve with the tar 

percentage down almost 95% from any other tobacco and the 

nicotine down to half its normal level. It is funny for I 

didn't even ask for these measurements." 

"Is it  one of the experiments and programmes my father was 

in charge of? Let me have a look," Hans said and turned in 

his chair towards his computer screen. He punched a few 

keys and the T.2214 experiment appeared on the monitor. 

Then he viewed the programme on the screen and examined it 

very carefully. 

"It must be one of my father's bright ideas, the seeds we 

have been using for this part apparently came as a gift 

from the Indian Jivaro tribe in South America. It says here 

that these were the seeds of the original tobacco plants as 

used by the ancient Indians. Although it doesn't say, 

Father must have given it top priority since it keeps 

appearing, will you instruct the laboratory to make a new 

and very thorough assessment? I think we are on to 

something very important here. If the curves are correct 

every single tobacco company in the world will give us 

millions for this plant," he concluded and Saskia saw he 

was shaking with excitement. She left and went straight to 

the laboratory in charge of the tobacco projects. Hans  
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looked again  at his computer screen to examine the project 

once more. To his astonishment the programme started to 

move without him touching the key board. A little later a 

message appeared on the screen. 

"HELLO HANS---WE WANT TO TALK TO YOU AS WE DID TO YOUR 

FATHER" 

Hans looked around: "Somebody is pulling my leg, who wants 

to talk to me, it cannot be the plants." he mumbled, took 

the telephone and dialled Saskia's number. 

"Come here quickly!" he whispered. She  came running with a 

look of amazement in her face. Hans pointed at the screen 

and she read the message. Again there was movement on the 

monitor and the message continued. Quietly Hans put his 

printer on and it started to print the message: 

"GOOD MORNING---I AM FRIY THE LEADER OF THE CLAN OF THE 

WILLOW TREES---I HAVE BEEN WORKING WITH YOUR FATHER ERIC 

FOR MANY YEARS---IT HAS BEEN A VERY FRUITFUL COOPERATION WE 

HAVE PROSPERED AND YOU HAVE PROSPERED---NOW HOWEVER THINGS 

ARE CHANGING---THERE ARE PLANTS WHO FEEL THREATENED BY THE 

HUMAN RACE---WHO FEEL THAT THEIR LIFE WILL BE EXTERMINATED 

OR THEIR GENES DESTROYED---I HAVE  BEEN TELLING YOUR FATHER 

ALL THIS AND ASKED FOR HIS HELP IN TELLING THE HUMANS TO 

STOP THEIR EXTERMINATION OF PLANTS---UNFORTUNATELY HE WAS 

MISUNDERSTOOD AND TOOK HIS OWN LIFE---YOU MUST COME IN HIS 

PLACE" 

The printer stopped and Hans looked absolutely bewildered 

at Saskia. "What do you think of this?" he whispered. 

"Somebody must be making a joke," she said and turned 

towards the computer. "If you are the plants how can you 

manage to talk via the computer, tell us that and we might 

believe you!" 

Immediately  the screen came alive and the printer started 

to write: 

"YOUR FATHER ERIC---MADE THIS PROGRAMME IN ORDER TO 

COMMUNICATE MORE EFFICIENTLY WITH US---I AM FRIY A WILLOW 

TREE AND PART OF ME GROWS AS A RATHER YOUNG TREE IN FRONT 

OF THIS BUILDING---WHAT YOU SAY IS TRANSFERRED TO ME VIA 

THE LARGE FICUS PLANT IN YOUR OFFICE AS WELL AS IN MOST OF 
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THE OFFICES AROUND---I CAN MANIPULATE THE COMPUTER TO GIVE 

YOU MESSAGES BECAUSE THE INTERIOR OF IT HAS BEEN IMPLANTED  

WITH VARIOUS LICHEN WHICH WILL AFFECT THE OUTPUT OF IT---I 

CAN EVEN ORDER CERTAIN THINGS TO GO WRONG AS I HAVE BEEN 

DEMONSTRATING TO YOU---WHENEVER YOU WANT TO CONTACT ME JUST 

ACTIVATE THE T.2214 FILE AS I MADE YOU DO TODAY---LET ME 

CONVINCE YOU THAT I AM WHAT I SAY---I WILL NOW ACTIVATE THE 

SECRET FILES YOUR FATHER ERIC HID IN THE COMPUTER" 

The printer stopped and Hans and Saskia looked with 

amazement when a menu of secret files appeared, all were 

project file numbers they had never seen or heard of 

before. Hans motioned to Saskia to write the file numbers 

down, but before she could start they had disappeared from 

the screen. The printer started to print: 

"HANS IT IS NOT NECESSARY TO WRITE DOWN THE FILE NUMBERS---

IF YOU EVER WANT TO SEE THE FILES JUST ACTIVATE THE T.2214 

FILE AND THINK OR SAY QUIETLY THAT YOU WANT TO SEE THE 

FILES---THEN THE  FICUS PLANT, THE LICHEN AND I WILL CALL 

THEM ON THE SCREEN FOR YOU---THEY WERE YOUR FATHER'S FILES 

AND YOU ARE NOW IN HIS PLACE---NOW LISTEN CAREFULLY---THERE 

IS A CRISIS BUILDING BETWEEN THE PLANTS AND THE HUMANS---

THE LEADERSHIP OF THE PLANTS IS CALLED THE COUNCIL OF THE 

CLEVER ONE HUNDRED---THEY HAVE DECIDED THAT THE HUMANS MUST 

HAVE A LAST WARNING BEFORE THE PROJECTS TO DESTROY THEM ARE 

ACTIVATED---YOU MUST INVITE TO A SEMINAR AT THE CENTER HERE 

STARTING ON THE SIXTEENTH OF AUGUST AND LASTING FOR TWO 

WEEKS---I WILL NOW PRINT OUT A LIST OF SEVENTEEN PERSONS 

WHO BESIDES THE THREE OF YOU MUST ATTEND" 

Hans and Saskia were now convinced and watched while the 

computer printed out seventeen names as well as other 

details and instructions, which, they saw at a glance 

seemed to come from all over the world. 

Just as the computer started to print another message after 

the list of names, Clara, Hans' mother, came into the 

office. 

"Don't say anything and sit down and watch!" Hans urged 

her. 

The printer wrote out: 
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"YOU MUST SEND THESE INVITATIONS IMMEDIATELY TODAY---THERE 

WILL BE OTHER INSTRUCTIONS ABOUT THE SEMINAR---MONEY WILL 

BE NO PROBLEM---THE TOBACCO EXPERIMENT NO. T.2214 WILL GIVE 

YOU INCOME OF MILLIONS OF GUILDERS IN THE COMING YEARS---

AND YOU ALREADY HAVE THE INCOME FROM THE POTATO PROJECT 

WHICH WE HELPED YOU WITH" 

"What is all this about?" Clara wanted to know when she saw 

the message. 

"Read all the printouts, Mother," Hans urged her and said 

while she studied them: "Apparently Father was right when 

he told us and everybody else that he was talking to the 

plants. It also seems that the plants have helped him in 

developing many of our successful schemes. Now they want us 

to help them, they want us to hold a seminar  next month 

and they even gave us a list of participants." 

"Do you believe all this?" she remarked and then added: 

"Hans, don't be so naive, somebody is making a joke of us." 

The printer spurted to life and wrote: 

"CLARA---HANS IS RIGHT IN WHAT HE IS TELLING YOU---LET ME 

CONVINCE YOU AS WELL---DO YOU REMEMBER THE SECRET PROJECT 

ERIC ONCE TOLD YOU ABOUT---THE PROJECT WHICH WAS TOO 

DANGEROUS---THINK OF IT NOW---YES YOU ARE RIGHT IT WAS THE 

PROJECT OF DEVELOPING  A STRAIN OF POTATOES WHICH COULD BE 

SOWN INSTEAD OF BEING PLANTED---IT WAS ABANDONED BECAUSE 

THE SEEDS WERE SO POISONOUS THAT THEY WOULD POSE A DANGER 

TO STORE---AND YOU WERE THE ONE WHO TALKED HIM OUT OF THE 

PROJECT---IT HAS BEEN STORED IN THE SECRET FILE CALLED---

CLARA---ACTIVATE FILE T.2214 AND THEN WRITE THE CODE WORD 

CLARA" 

Quickly Clara did as instructed and the file on the project 

appeared on the computer screen. Clara read it and 

recognized the file, a file she thought  had been destroyed 

many years ago. She gave a small sigh and said quietly: 

"Yes I believe you, I always believed Eric was talking to 

higher powers. He was not a very intelligent man and he 

could not possibly have thought out all the clever projects 

he succeeded with."  
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Then she said towards Hans and Saskia: "It is true that 

your father Eric was an eccentric and stubborn man, but he 

was never so clever as people believed, I think that  is 

why he took his own life. Let us follow the instructions 

given by the computer, we don't have any seminars or 

conferences in August anyway. If what the computer says 

about the tobacco project is true, we won't have any 

financial problems either." 

She had completely subsided into a business like attitude 

towards the decision. Taking her example Hans and Saskia 

nodded in agreement. 

 

Over the next weeks the computer continued to give almost 

daily instructions. They were told how to arrange the 

seminar and which subjects to cover. In between the willow 

tree named Friy gave them background information about the 

situation between man and plants. Very much the same 

information which was given  to Herman and Linda and John 

and Lisa in America. About two weeks after its first 

revelations the computer told them to send a check of 

50,000 dollars to a John Wiggles in Wisconsin and this they 

also complied with. Then they were instructed to receive a 

large box with no less than twenty sets of computers. They 

complied and it was easy to explain to the custom 

authorities, it was equipment for their conference center.  

As the computer, or really the willow tree had told them, 

money was no problem. The week after their first 

communication they received  the until then largest order 

in the history of the center. China wanted to buy their new 

potato in an unprecedented quantity so as to start a scheme  

of supplying and feeding the whole country  with this 

commodity. The leadership there felt that this would give 

the country an alternative source of food. They were also 

planning to plant it on the newly cleared areas high in the 

mountains where bamboo were being torn up. 

The week after this event something even more sensational 

happened. The research laboratory confirmed the computer 

predictions about the newly delivered tobacco seeds. They 
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had really managed to grow a tobacco plant which yielded 

excellent leaves of high and tasteful quality, but only 

contained 5% of the tar and half the nicotine found in the 

best hitherto grown. The very same day the computer had 

instructed them to release the news about the find. Hans 

had objected strongly and gone immediately to his wife who 

agreed with him. When Clara was told  she agreed that 

business wise it would not be a good idea  to reveal it 

before they had grown a large stock of seeds. They informed 

Friy via the computer that they would not comply with the 

instructions. They were told to wait for other instructions 

in a few days. 

That was three days before and they still had not been told 

what was going on or what to do. 

 

*** 

 

         Hans was sitting in his office when the printer 

suddenly wrote a message. Quickly he turned around and read 

it. It read very briefly: 

"HANS AND SASKIA AND CLARA VAN DER MEER ARE REQUESTED TO BE 

PRESENT FOR A VERY IMPORTANT MEETING AS SOON AS POSSIBLE" 

Quickly Hans called first Saskia and then Clara to come to 

his office and a few minutes later they arrived. After 

having closed and locked the door and standing next to the 

computer Hans said quietly: 

"OK, Friy we are ready for the meeting." 

The printer immediately started to spurt out a long 

message: 

"THIS IS KRITON THE LEADER OF THE COUNCIL OF THE CLEVER ONE 

HUNDRED---I HAVE BEEN TOLD THAT YOU HAVE REFUSED TO OBEY 

OUR ORDERS WITH REGARDS TO THE IMPORTANT TOBACCO PROJECT---

I AM SORRY THAT I HAVE TO USE FORCE AGAINST YOU---LET ME 

BLUNTLY TELL YOU THAT YOU WILL DIE IF YOU DO NOT OBEY US---

YOU HAVE ALL QUITE A LONG TIME AGO BEEN IMPLANTED WITH 

SPORES FROM A RARE ALGAE---THESE SPORES HAVE A GENETIC CODE 

IN THEM THAT I CAN ACTIVATE---WHEN ACTIVATED THEY WILL 

WITHIN MINUTES DEVELOP A TOXIN WHICH WILL CAUSE YOU TO DIE 
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IMMEDIATELY---I AM SORRY THAT I HAVE TO  TELL YOU THIS---

YOU MUST REALIZE THAT THERE ARE MANY DESPERATE SPECIES OR 

CLANS AS WE CALL THEM AROUND---THEY WANT TO DESTROY ALL OF 

YOU---IT IS ONLY WITH DIFFICULTY THAT THE COUNCIL HAS BEEN 

ABLE TO POSTPONE THE SHOW DOWN---IT WAS DECIDED ONLY A 

MONTH AGO THAT IF WE DO NOT ACHIEVE PEACE WITH THE HUMANS 

BEFORE AUGUST YEAR TWO THOUSAND WE MUST ATTACK---WILL YOU 

OBEY US" 

White in their faces with emotion the three looked at each 

other. 

"It is quite possible for them to do what this Kriton 

says," Hans explained and Saskia and Clara nodded. 

"What do you want us to do with the tobacco project and 

why?" Hans asked. 

The printer answered: 

"REMEMBER THAT YOU WILL DIE IF THIS IS REVEALED TO ANYBODY 

WITHOUT OUR CONSENT---YOUR CENTER UNDER ERIC HAS FOR MANY 

YEARS SERVED OUR PURPOSES WITH US HELPING YOU TO DEVELOP 

BETTER SPECIES OF VEGETABLES---THE RESULT HAS BEEN AS WE 

WANTED MOST OF THE WORLD TODAY IS USING SPECIES OF 

VEGETABLES ORIGINATING FROM YOUR CENTER---THEY ARE ALL OF 

THE SOLANUM CLAN AND AS SUCH CAN PRODUCE SAPONIN POISON---

DUE TO HUMAN INTERFERENCE AND BREEDING MOST OF THE PLANTS  

NO LONGER PRODUCE SO LARGE QUANTITIES OF THE POISON THAT IS 

DANGEROUS TO YOU---ERIC HAS HOWEVER ON OUR ORDER BRED EVERY 

SPECIES DEVELOPED HERE WITH THE ORIGINAL SOLANUM NIGRUM---

THE BLACK NIGHTSHADE---THOSE GENES ARE SLEEPING IN EVERY 

PLANT AND CAN BE ACTIVATED AT OUR COMMAND---IT MEANS THAT 

ALMOST EVERY TOMATO---GREEN PEPPER---EGGPLANT OR POTATO 

COULD BE DEADLY POISONOUS ANYTIME AND ANYWHERE ON OUR 

COMMAND---UNTIL NOW WE HAVE HAD PROBLEMS WITH THE TOBACCO--

-THE SAPONIN POISON WOULD BE DESTROYED BY THE FIRE AND NOT 

CAUSE THE BLOOD TO COAGULATE AS IT WOULD OTHERWISE DO---

THIS HAS BEEN ACHIEVED WITH THE NEW TOBACCO---WE WANT YOU 

TO PUBLICIZE ON THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER  THAT YOU HAVE FOUND 

THIS NEW WONDER TOBACCO AND THAT YOU FOR THE SAKE OF THE 

HEALTH OF ALL MANKIND WILL SELL IT TO EVERY INTERESTED 

TOBACCO GROWER AND MANUFACTURER AT THE NORMAL COMMERCIAL 
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PRICE---IT WILL GIVE YOU AN ENORMOUS INCOME---REMEMBER THAT 

THE ALTERNATIVE WILL BE DEATH AND RIDICULE---NOBODY CAN 

DETECT THE HIDDEN GENES AND THE PRESS WILL CLAIM THAT YOU 

ARE INSANE AS THEY DID WITH ERIC---IF YOU OBEY AND HELP US 

YOU WILL HELP SAVE THE HUMAN RACE NOT DESTROY IT" 

They just couldn't believe their own eyes and had to read 

the message over and over again. Saskia started to cry and 

Clara was almost in a coma with shock. It was Hans who 

first regained his senses and whispered towards the ficus 

plant in the corner of the office: 

"Kriton we will do as you order." Then after a little pause 

he continued with a barely audible whisper: "Tell me Kriton 

did you kill my father because he wouldn't cooperate with 

you?" 

There was no answer from the printer. Hans looked at his 

mother and broke out  in a long almost silent whimper. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 7 
 

"THE BANZAI BONSAI COMPANY"  
[OSAKA, JAPAN, JULY] 

 

          The Japanese are obsessed with plays on words 

when it comes to titles, that is why Mr. Minoru Ando chose 

the name "The Banzai Bonsai Company" when he founded it in 

early 1988. The expression "Banzai", which means ten 

thousand, was the old war cry and therefore signified 

vitality, but also an adherence to the old imperial ways. 

"Bonsai" is a special Japanese way of growing plants. 

 

At that time  Mr. Minoru Ando, or Ando as he insisted on 

being called, was already a well established  and quite 

wealthy business man. It had all started in 1982 when one 

day he got a vision for establishing a new business. When 

Japan in the mid-sixties had started to get more prosperous 

it had become the fashion to eat with wooden disposable 

chopsticks. It had been recommended for hygienic reasons, 

but no less important was the fact that renowned gourmets 

said that in that way tastes from one meal were not carried  

over to the next. In the beginning of the eighties the most 

used wood for these utensils was fresh pine tree, it was 

soft and fragrant and came from Sumatra in Indonesia. At 

that time Japan's population was about 120 million and most 

Japanese eat three times a day. Even if one considers that 

maybe only half of the population were using these throw-

away sticks it still added up to 180 million sets per day. 
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Ando had got his vision one night when he was turning on 

his sleeping mat and looking at the old family heirloom, an 

almost three hundred year old bonsai tree -a willow tree.  

"There must be an alternative to using all this wood, we 

must try and use plastic or maybe bamboo as in the really 

old days." 

In the weeks afterwards he had been busy trying to find the 

perfect kind of plastic and had eventually settled on a 

white ivory mixture. It could withstand the high 

temperatures of mechanical dishwashers. He then started a 

modest production and began to advertise its virtues. After 

less than one year he was selling more than 100 million 

sets a year. Then he was urged by an inner conscience to 

experiment with bamboo sticks and soon realized that when 

the bamboo was cured over fire or baked in very high 

temperatures it became sealed and would not absorb water or 

any other liquid. That product became as popular with the 

ordinary Japanese consumers as the plastic had been with 

the restaurant clients. Soon he sold more than 120 million 

sets of the bamboo sticks per year. As the  plastic 

chopsticks sold for more than 100 yens, a little less than 

a dollar then and the bamboo ones for half, it takes little 

arithmetic to find out that Mr. Ando had a turnover of more 

than 160 million dollars per year, he was truly the king of 

chopsticks. 

Ando very soon found out that one of his best sales 

arguments was that of the protection of the forests and 

became known for his generosity towards groups working for 

their preservation. In the  beginning of 1988 Ando's son, 

his oldest child, turned twenty and started to work in the 

family business. The important continuity was secured. His 

other child was a girl two years younger and she was very 

interested in and dedicated to keeping plants. 

One night in January 1988 Ando was again lying sleepless on 

his mat, wondering what to let his daughter do. He looked 

at his old bonsai tree, as he had tended to do in the last 

years, whenever he felt stressed or was at a loss for a 

solution to a problem. Suddenly he had a vision: "The art 
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of making bonsai trees must be extended to the whole world, 

everybody should be brought to appreciate this lovely art." 

The next morning when they were having their breakfast of 

miso soup and rice -with bamboo chopsticks- he told his 

family that he intended to form a company for promoting, 

selling and producing bonsai trees. The daughter was 

enthusiastic and in an unusual  elated atmosphere they 

decided on the name "The Banzai Bonsai Company". Once more 

Ando had been right, they were able to buy a large stock of 

very old trees. Old family members who had trees were dying 

and the new generation did not care and did not have the 

time required for the elaborate task of keeping such a 

tree. Ando's scheme was to promote the bonsai trees to 

companies. He told them that an old oak or a willow tree in 

the office of the company director or the boardroom would 

signify solidity, continuity and an adherence to old 

Japanese traditions. His most successful  sales point was, 

however, that it  would show foreigners how old 

miniaturizing was in Japan and impress them. When the 

Japanese Prime Minister later that year visited President 

Reagan in the White House he handed him a real gem of a 

gift -a bonsai arrangement of a handsomely shaped maple 

tree which had been dated back to 1789. It was treasured so 

much by the American president that it was placed in his 

working room, the Oval Office. In 1989 another old and fine 

tree was given to the British Prime Minister Mrs. Thatcher 

and it also was placed in her office. That same year it 

really became the fashion among top Japanese business men 

to give not only each other, but also important foreign 

connections, bonsai trees. The price of between 1500 and 

15,000 dollars was considered very small. 

Not surprisingly Ando and his daughter's company was 

prospering, but there was one dark cloud in the sky, they 

were running out of really old and treasured trees. As it 

takes a minimum of 10 years to make even a modest tree, the 

continued success of the company depended on a breakthrough 

of some kind. Ando's daughter Yoko got it suddenly one day 
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when she was working with an old oak tree in her beloved 

greenhouse. 

"The bamboo, it is fast growing, cheap and the symbol of 

fertility and success." The same day she bought more than 

twenty different kinds of bamboo roots and shoots and 

started to work. 

The name bonsai is centuries old in Japan and means the art 

of dwarfing and shaping trees and bushes in shallow pots. 

The perfect example will in every detail look like its full 

size namesake from the roots to the buds and leaves. This 

is achieved through carefully controlled growing by adding 

measured amounts of fertilizer and various chemicals and by 

pruning, but mostly with immense patience year after year, 

generation after generation. As with animal or human dwarfs 

the finished  plant retains its functions, in some aspects 

even magnifying them. The bonsai plants made of trees of 

the more advanced species, or clans, were known among 

plants for their extraordinary ability to spy on humans. 

Because of their small size and having been refined for 

centuries, their ability  to detect sounds and even moods 

was sharpened to such a degree that most old bonsai trees 

could read what a human  was thinking. They furthermore had 

a much better ability to transfer messages by telepathy, a 

necessity as they were potted plants. Modern man is not 

aware of the fact that the art of bonsai was started by 

Japanese and Korean soothsayers as a way of spying on their 

masters. 

The extraordinary business success of Mr. Minoru Ando was 

mostly attributed to the fact that his old bonsai tree had 

been told that the plants needed such a businessman. The 

bonsai tree had transferred the idea about the chopsticks 

to him via telepathy. When later the Council of the Clever 

One Hundred had needed a spy ring they had devised the 

bonsai plan. It had been exceptionally successful, most 

world leaders had so far been presented with a plant and 

had placed it in their room of work, their room of 

confidence. The council however, did not initiate the new  
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scheme of using fast growing bamboo and when they realized 

it, it was too late and they could do nothing. 

It took only a few months for Yoko to find the best suited 

bamboo for growing and together with her father she 

designed a most delicate setting for the arrangements. A 

famous pottery near Koyoto  was contracted to deliver the 

shallow pots needed for the bamboo plants and although they 

delivered almost five thousand no two were even remotely 

alike. From a Chinese connection in the bamboo trade in 

which of course Ando was a well valued customer he learned 

that a large number of old bamboo tablets inscribed  with 

old texts and verses by Kung-fu-tze had been found in a 

cave in southern China. Later when all 11,000 tablets had 

been delivered to him they were dated by using the carbon 

14 method, they had been written between 245 and 275 A.D. 

As fast as Yoko could grow the small bamboo plants  they 

were placed in the  shallow pots together with similarly 

grown rhododendron plants and mosses. Delicate garden 

houses and pavilions were made of hair-thin bamboo braided 

and placed in a decorative way. If you wanted a really 

special effect and could afford the $10,000 it cost, you 

could have a large arrangement with several plants of 

bamboo and in between them one or two small panda miniature 

bears made of real panda fur. Late in 1995 one large 

Japanese company ordered one thousand bamboo bonsai 

arrangements and they were all given as gifts to 

influential business connections and politicians. One of 

them ended up in the office of the director of the BTB -the 

Bumiputra Timber Berhad- in Kuala Lumpur in Malaysia. When 

the Brazilian Air Force bought new  radio and radar 

equipment from the Japanese NEC company they were also 

presented with one. It later took pride of place in the 

office of the Brazilian Minister of Defence. Others turned 

up in USA, Scandinavia, Germany and Italy. By the end of 

1995 the Banzai Bonsai Company had sold around 2000 of the 

original  old bonsai trees and another 3000 bamboos had 

either been sold or ordered. This immense interest, 

promotion and sale had, however, triggered sales of many 
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more thousands from other companies. Ando had noticed that 

there was hardly a department store which did not sell 

bonsai and it was more usual than not to see a bonsai 

arrangement in any of the large director's offices he 

visited. 

The year 1995 had started out with even more luck for Ando 

and his companies. In February he was invited to China for 

talks on organizing a number of chopstick factories, they 

were all to manufacture bamboo sticks after his patented 

method. One was to be situated in Yuanyang in Yunnan. Ando 

knew the place well it was from there he had obtained his 

bamboo tablets. He was clever enough not to tell about them 

and was awarded the contract. 

Not long after he was called to the Japanese Ministry of 

Foreign Affairs and here he was told that he had been 

awarded a contract, which he had not even tendered for. The 

Banzai Bonsai Company was to supply a large bonsai 

arrangement for every Japanese embassy in the world. They 

were to be placed in a prominent place in the conference 

room of each embassy. There were 154 embassies or similar 

offices and the arrangements were to be really exclusive, 

so they were to be close to 20,000 dollars each. To Ando 

that didn't matter, it was the honor. 

Some years later on 17 July, 2007 Mr. Minoru Ando received 

a really strange invitation from the Netherlands in Europe. 

He was invited to a seminar with the subject: 

 

"The importance of the art of bonsai in  the modern world."  

 

He was intrigued and though he had no spare time and had 

never had a day of vacation in his whole 55 year life he 

decided to go. His secretary ordered a first class ticket 

on the Japan Air Lines flight to Amsterdam to arrive on 

August 16th. 

A few days before his departure he had a sudden bright 

idea, he would take one of the bamboo bonsai arrangements 

and give it to this  "Royal Dutch Plant Research Center". 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 8 
 

"THE SEMINAR PARTICIPANTS"  
[THE NETHERLANDS 16 AUGUST] 

 
          Herman, Linda, John and Lisa arrived with KLM 
804, the direct flight from Chicago to Amsterdam, at 
Schiphol airport early in the morning. They were quite 
surprised to be received already when leaving the door of 
the aircraft by an efficient looking middle aged woman. 
"You must be Linda, and you Lisa and you two Herman and 
John." The lady said consulting 4 small filing cards in her 
hand. She wore a light blue uniform and carried an official 
airport identity card. 
"Welcome to Amsterdam, I am Clara van der Meer from The 
Royal Dutch Plant Research Center," she continued  with a 
big smile. "I am going to take you through all formalities, 
if you will give me your passports, please." Quickly and 
efficiently she ushered them through passport control and 
it only took a few minutes' wait until their luggage could 
be picked up from the conveyor belt. 
"Have you got the freight we sent?" John wanted to know. 
"Yes, it arrived  yesterday and is already at the center." 
Clara said and handed them two vouchers. "Go outside and 
get  two taxis, your voucher tells the driver where to go 
and serves as his payment as well, it is about two hours 
drive to the center which is about 100 kilometers from the 
airport. Have a good trip, I will see you in the afternoon. 
Meanwhile I have a few more people to meet." She said 
smiling and moved away at a brisk pace. 
Mike Ward and Wang were the next to arrive on Malaysian  
Airline System MAS 003 flight from Kuala Lumpur. They were 
brought in the same way through the formalities by Clara 
van der Meer. Then she had to run to be present when the 
Scandinavian Airlines System flight arrived at gate B36. 
Although the flight was only half full she could not find 
the person she was supposed to meet and she had to have the 
name called out over the public address system: 
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"Mr. Jens Sorensen from Copenhagen please present yourself 
at the KLM arrivals desk!", the loudspeakers announced. 
Helle Petersen was very confused until she heard the 
loudspeakers calling Jens' name and ran to the desk. 
"I am here in place of Mr. Jens Sorensen," she said at the 
desk. 
Clara looked once more at her filing card and then 
presented herself to the young Danish girl. 
"I am Clara van der Meer, who are you and why is Mr. 
Sorensen not here?" she wanted to know rather determined. 
Quickly Helle showed her the invitation card and said in a 
low voice: "I am sorry, my name is Helle Petersen and I am 
Mr. Sorensen's assistant. He was tragically killed in an 
accident a few weeks ago. Knowing the importance of our 
work I decided to come in his place. As there was no 
address on the invitation card and it only said I would be 
met at the airport I could not inform you." 
Clara nodded in agreement, she immediately took a liking to 
the young girl, and said: "That was sensible of you I hope 
you will like the seminar." 
The Turkish Airline Airbus arrived shortly after and Tayfun 
and Karanfil Demirci were both met by Clara who was now 
very busy indeed and quickly she got the two young Turks to 
the taxi. 
A Mr. and Mrs. McDill arrived from Colorado in USA on the 
TWA flight. They were a bit puzzled, but were soon 
comforted by Clara van der Meer. 
"Everything has been taken care of, just take the taxi to 
the conference center. Later if you don't agree with our 
arrangements, you will be reimbursed and sent back to 
Colorado after a nice holiday," she promised. 
It was easier with the small and polite Brazilian, José 
Abecasis, he followed her quietly through the formalities 
and entered the taxi with a polite smile. Marie Karpinski 
from Poland was overwhelmed by the airport and was also 
easily ushered through. She had to wait a while when Clara 
picked up a Miss Lulu Mercier from Perpignan in southern 
France. They were sent off together in another taxi. The 
next and last three on her small filing cards came in quick 
succession just after twelve. Mr. Minoru Ando on the Japan 
Airlines flight over the north pole from Tokyo, Mr. Peter 
Manelow on Kenya Airways from Nairobi and finally Mr. 
Bismarck de Cruz on Air India from Bombay. They were sent 
off in a taxi together and Clara could walk to her small 
car in the parking lot. "They all look so bright and keen," 
she thought with a satisfied smile. 
All the cars took the same route to Marknesse via Amsterdam 
and then the freeway on the dike over the polder via 
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Lelystad. Most were very tired and saw little on the way, 
anyway they didn't miss much as the landscape is flat and 
featureless. Upon arrival at the plant research center they 
were all registered by a young woman in her mid-twenties, 
Saskia van der Meer. With a friendly smile Saskia told 
everybody as they arrived: 
We only have single accommodation unfortunately, but you 
will all get a very roomy flat with all facilities. We want 
all of you to go to the computer and fill in the details in 
the small questionnaire we have designed. Just press "Q" 
and then type your name and it will appear. Then I suggest 
you go and have a nice rest, we will wake you up at four 
thirty PM so you can have a shower before we  meet in the 
conference hall at five o'clock for the welcome ceremony." 
 

*** 
 
       Herman and Linda initially objected to being 
separated, but as they got a flat next to each other, as 
eventually all couples did, they soon calmed down and went 
to their rooms. 
"Very nice!" Herman thought when entering his small flat, 
there was a hall from where one door led to a fully 
equipped bathroom, another to a roomy bedroom with a good 
size single bed with two side tables and two comfortable 
chairs and lots of cupboard space. A third and last door 
gave access to a tastefully furnished living room 
containing an adequate desk, a sofa for three persons and 
two matching chairs grouped around a square marble table. 
There was an oriental rug on the floor and well made Van 
Gogh reproductions on the walls. Both on the desk and the 
table were large bouquets of fresh flowers and Herman 
noticed a large ficus plant in a pot in one corner. 
Having been almost 24 hours under way Herman undressed and 
got into the comfortable bed. Then he started to reflect on 
the time which had passed since they came back from Turkey 
in late May. They had such a lovely time there and Karanfil 
had shown them around. Coming back to Chippawa Falls he had 
immediately made a comprehensive report on his work telling 
bluntly that he had entered a blind alley in his previous 
research. He could, however, report extraordinary 
discoveries into electrical currents in plants -something 
he found by accident- and had propounded the theory that 
maybe plants had some kind of a brain, he called it a 
coordination center. Having finished his report in two days 
he had conferred with Mbely, the walnut tree and got an 
acceptance of it. His next move had been to show it to the 
hospital director. He had agreed that the previous research 
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should cease, but that he could continue as he wished doing 
half time in the neurological department, while doing 
unpaid research in the remainder. Then he had telephoned  
the Ford Foundation and explained his dilemma, he had 
almost used his total research grant of 50,000 dollars and 
had to admit that his research so far had come to nothing. 
As he had explained his findings with his plant research 
the professor from the foundation had become very 
interested. He had told him to continue his research and to 
send a full report. They had even offered him a paid 
research position at the University of Chicago -something 
he had refused. Then they had allocated him an additional 
50,000 dollars so he could keep his research going. Herman 
was very satisfied. 
Herman and John and occasionally Linda and Lisa had kept a 
weekly appointment with Mbely, their "long distance" system 
working perfectly. The walnut tree however, had been scant 
with further information until mid-July when suddenly they 
had been told to go to this seminar in the Netherlands. 
Eventually they all got official invitations from "The 
Royal Dutch Plant Research Center" to be in Amsterdam's 
airport in the morning of August 16th for a two week 
seminar. Their attendance was compulsory but all costs 
would be reimbursed. Then Herman had been told to prepare a 
comprehensive and detailed lecture on how he had 
established his contact with the walnut tree, Mbely and 
their further communication with both it and the plane tree 
Kriton. He had managed to make it into a very interesting 
video show lasting almost an hour. It had been accepted 
without changes by Mbely. 
John had been told to manufacture 20 sets of amplifiers and 
computers all to be light and portable. Having argued with 
Mbely that he did not have money for such a venture a 
cheque of 50,000 dollars had arrived by post. Interestingly 
enough it had been issued by "The Royal Dutch Plant 
Research Center" in the Netherlands. John had really 
outdone himself. Starting with a top quality car radio 
amplifier, a Canon portable computer and a Sony power pack 
he had managed to get everything to fit into a business 
man's attache case. In the lid of the case was a 15 feet 
copper wire which could be connected to a silver nail, of 
which 10 came with the set. Another 15 feet of wire could 
be connected to either a 110 or 220 volt power supply and 
the whole unit could operate either on that power or for 3 
hours on the rechargeable battery. The set had a small 
printer and the computer programme had been designed in 
such a way that most Roman style 25-30 letter alphabets 
could be printed, Russian and Greek included. John had then 
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been instructed to design a teaching programme for using 
the set and a short but comprehensive user manual. The last 
instructions had told him to send all the sets to the 
Netherlands on August the 10th. 
Coming back from Turkey Linda had after much thought and 
deliberations decided to continue her studies towards a 
Master's degree. She had then enrolled with the University 
of Wisconsin in Madison for a summer semester, studying the 
development and history of plant life. For the fall 
semester she planned to get classes in genetics and genetic 
engineering. It had been easy for her to get permission and 
even credit for this trip to the Netherlands. 
The trip to Turkey had also been a windfall for Lisa 
Anderson. She had written a series of articles about the 
country, especially the part not many tourists see and the 
Turkish way of life. It had been accepted by her internship 
newspaper and then syndicated widely over the whole of 
America. After she came back from Turkey she had also once 
more tried to contact Mike Ward from CNN, but the closest 
she could get to him was that he was on a project in China. 
He had not answered her messages to him. 

 
*** 

 
       There was a terrible noise and Herman jumped from 
his bed, only to realize that it was the phone next to the 
bed ringing. He was totally disoriented not knowing where 
he was or what to do. Then he did the only sensible thing 
and answered the phone. 
"Yes, who is there?" he grumblingly said. 
"Good afternoon, this is Clara, have you slept well?" the 
voice said and Herman remembered he was in the Netherlands. 
"Take a shower and wear something casual, we will see you 
at five o'clock." The voice continued and was then 
disconnected. 
Quickly he went to the bathroom and he could hear that his 
wife Linda, next door was already showering. Twenty minutes 
later he was ready and knocked on her door. It took another 
10 minutes for her to be ready, she insisted on wearing 
something very specially casual. She looked very good 
indeed and Herman regretted he didn't have time to invite 
her to his room. 
At ten minutes past five there were nineteen persons in the 
large conference hall. On the platform which could also be 
used as a stage was a large Sony display screen apparently 
connected to a video player and what looked like a large 
computer set up. Chairs for twenty persons were arranged in 
two semicircles around it and to one side was a speaker's 
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podium. All the chairs had a large sign on with a name tag 
and everybody soon found their place. Supervising the event 
were Clara and Saskia van der Meer. Then a small side door 
opened and a tall erect, blonde young man in his late 
twenties entered. He smiled towards the seated group and 
quickly went to the speaker's podium. It was not necessary 
to use the microphone, it was a small audience. 
"Welcome to the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center!" he 
started. "I am  Hans van der Meer, the director of the 
center, in the future please just call me Hans." 
Then looking a bit discomforted he continued: "I must admit 
that most of you have been brought here under false 
pretences. You have all got an invitation to a special 
seminar, but if you could see each other's invitations you 
would  observe that they are all different. You have all 
been invited to a seminar with a title we thought you could 
not refuse. The single reason is that THIS SEMINAR is so 
important that we wanted you to come no matter what the 
price," Hans said with a firm and loud voice. "I will 
promise you that after the two weeks you will ALL agree 
with me." 
Then in order to break the discomfort he had created he 
said with a big smile: "You will all be refunded the cost 
of your tickets and get a fee of 500 dollars per day for 
attending the seminar. Room and board is of course free." 
With an even broader smile he continued: "This will not be 
without its price, we ask you not to leave the center 
unless it is a part of the conference, afterwards, I am 
sure, you will understand why. However, if any of you does 
not want to attend the seminar under these conditions you 
are free to leave now. If any of you do, and I hope not, 
you will still be refunded your ticket and get paid 5000 
dollars for the inconvenience we have caused you." 
Hans looked around with worried anticipation, especially at 
the McDill couple and the French girl Lulu Mercier. They, 
however seemed resigned to spending the next two weeks at 
the center and all stayed in their seats. Hans smiled once 
more and then continued his speech: "This seminar is going 
to be called "Is confrontation between man and plant 
inevitable? and I am now dedicating it to the memory of my 
late father Eric van der Meer who founded this center. He 
tragically took his own life last year. The details will be 
explained later to you during the seminar. Our family, my 
wife Saskia, my mother Clara and myself have decided to use 
our name and the facilities of our research center to make 
clear to the world that Eric van der Meer was right when he 
claimed he could talk to the plants." 
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There was an obvious uneasiness around the seats, but it 
quickly settled as there was a feeling of no need to get 
agitated yet especially in such an educated group like 
this. 
"The seminar will start tomorrow morning with a very 
interesting lecture by our honored friend Doctor Herman 
Reuter from Wisconsin in USA. This lecture is going to be 
very important as I am sure it will convince all of you of 
the purpose of the seminar. I will not tell you anything 
more about further lectures, but you will all be required 
to participate, I assure you. Today we will try and get 
acquainted to each other. We will have a nice dinner and 
afterwards there will be live music and a well stocked 
bar.” 
"First however we will show on our big screen the answers 
from each of you to the questions you were required to give 
when you first arrived. Afterwards you will each get a 
printout so we all know each other's background. It will be 
presented in alphabetical sequence." 
Hans nodded and Saskia went to the computer keyboard, a few 
seconds later the Sony screen on the stage came alive: 
 

-----Mr. José Abecasis----- 
Age:  32    Place of birth: Eastern Ecuador 
Occupation: Truck driver 
Place of residence: Manaus, Amazon River, Brazil 
Special seminar qualifications: American Indian of the 
Jivaro tribe -one of only ten known survivors. He has been 
extremely active in the movement for the preservation of 
the rain forest. 

----- 
 
"Mr. Abecasis will you please stand up, and may we all call 
you José." Hans van der Meer urged. 
A short stocky man of beautiful bronze tan rose and smiled 
broadly around. He wore his tribe's characteristic scars on 
both cheeks and started to speak in halting English: "Good 
afternoon friends, I am very pleased to be with you. I am a 
man of the forest and hope we will talk much. Thank you." 
He sat down and there was a general applause and much 
greeting to him from all the seats. 
"Thank you José, I myself, and I am sure the rest of us, 
share your concerns about your homeland. I assure you that 
there will be much talking. Do you talk with the trees?" he 
ended. 
"Yes, of course I do, all forest Indians do," José answered 
humbly with bowed head. 
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Saskia van der Meer once more activated her computer and 
the next details came up: 
 

-----Miss Lisa Anderson----- 
Age:  26  Place of birth: Wisconsin, USA 
Occupation: Newspaper journalist (intern) 
Place of residence: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated in initial 
contacts with the Counsil of the clever One Hundred. 

----- 
 
Lisa rose from her chair and smilingly said: "Please call 
me Lisa, my fiancée John is sitting here next to me. I 
share José's concerns and I also talk to the trees. I am 
very pleased to be here and hope to get to know all of you. 
Thank you." 
"How do you talk to the plants, Lisa?" Hans asked. 
"Via John's computer system, I know that you will all be 
introduced to it later." 
Hans waved to Saskia and the next name came up. 
 

-----Mr. Minoru Ando----- 
Age: 55  Place of birth: Koyota, Japan 
Occupation: Businessman 
Place of residence: Osaka, Japan 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated in 
protests against plant gene research. Has donated funds to 
the preservation of the South Asian rain forest. Has been 
recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
"I am Minoru Ando, but you must call me Ando, all my 
friends do, it sounds nicer than Minoru. I do not know why 
I am here at this seminar. I got the invitation and came 
out of curiosity. I am dedicated to the preservation of 
animals and plants. I am a very busy business man 
manufacturing plastic and bamboo chopsticks. Did you know 
that more than 75 million sets of chopsticks are used in 
Japan every day? They are all thrown out after use for 
sanitary reasons. That is a small forest every day. Making 
alternative chopsticks is my way of helping," he said with 
a slight smile and bowed his head around towards everybody. 
"I think that is why you are here Ando," Hans said politely 
and continued: "Have you ever talked to or think you have 
communicated with any trees or plants?" 
"I have never talked to any plants, Mr. van der Meer," Ando 
answered and continued hesitantly: "But I have a bonsai 
tree, a willow tree, it has been in my family almost three 
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hundred years. Sometimes when I have troubles -stress I 
think you call it- I talk to it and it seems to help me and 
give me good ideas. I have consulted it many times when I 
started this most successful business of mine." He thought 
for a little while and said: "Maybe I have been 
communicating with my old bonsai tree after all." 
Linda and Herman sitting next to him smiled to him and said 
with subdued voices to him: "Trust us, you have really been 
talking to your bonsai tree." 
Again Hans nodded to Saskia and she called the name of the 
next person up. 
 

-----Mr. Wang Tzi Bing----- 
Age: 28  Place of birth: Ipoh, Malaysia 
Occupation: TV-Cameraman/photographer 
Place of residence: Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated in media 
reports on the rain forest. Has been recommended by the 
council. 

----- 
 
Slowly and a bit shy Wang rose and said with an artificial 
looking smile: "My name is Wang Tzi Bing and that means in 
the Chinese custom that my first name is Bing and my clan 
name is Wang. Most Europeans  do not understand that and 
think Wang is my first name. So I have always been called 
Wang, please continue to call me that, my friends. I am a 
TV-cameraman for Mike Ward and we have been travelling a 
lot together. Last month we were in China on an assignment 
and something extraordinary happened. We met an old man who 
claimed that he could speak to the bamboo. As far as I can 
ascertain, he really could. He actually predicted that we 
would be coming to this meeting and much more. I am pleased 
to be here, but don't expect too much from me, I am only an 
ordinary photographer." He sat down and there was general 
applause and many expressions of welcome. 
"I understand that you feel that you have communicated with 
the bamboos, Wang, is that correct?" Hans said in an 
interrogative voice. "Have you ever been in direct contact, 
felt you have been given an order?" he then wanted to know. 
"I don't know, I don't understand," Wang answered, trying 
to hide his concern and the fact that he had brought his 
picked up lichen and bamboo leaves. 
"Don't misunderstand me, Wang, I am only interested in 
knowing if people have communicated with plants, for the 
sake of my father's memory," Hans answered with a smile and 
motioned to Saskia to continue. 
 



CHAPTER 8 "THE SEMINAR PARTICIPANTS" [THE NETHERLANDS 16TH OF AUGUST] 

 

 

132 

-----Mr. Bismarck de Cruz----- 
Age: 34  Place of birth: Bombay, India 
Occupation: Agricultural specialist, B.Agr./Univ.of Bombay 
Place of residence: Bombay, India 
Special seminar qualifications: Has been a leading figure 
in research into alternative farming and forestry. 

----- 
 
"Will you please stand up, Bismarck," Hans urged and the 
slim and well groomed Indian rose. 
"My name is Bismarck, there is a tradition among Christian 
Indians to name their children after famous Europeans. That 
is why I got this name. I assure you however, that I am not 
the ruthless politician my famous namesake was," he said 
with a big laugh and everybody in the conference hall 
laughed with him. "I have been doing a lot of research into 
alternative farming and into planting of new high yielding 
trees for future forests. I guess that is why I have been 
invited to this seminar. Previously I would never have 
admitted to talking to plants, but as you my friends so 
readily admit to it, I must confess that I talk to my 
beloved plants." 
"What kind are your beloved plants, are they trees, potted 
plants or grasses or what?" Hans asked him. 
"Oh, I have a really old and beautiful mango tree in my 
garden I tend to tell all my thoughts and ideas," Bismarck 
said with a slight blush. 
"Do you have any bamboo in your garden?" Hans now wanted to 
know. 
"No, bamboos are only grown by the peasants and workers who 
utilize their stems," He answered with a shrug. 
"Thank you, Bismarck, we are all looking forward to talk to 
you over the next two weeks," Hans said and nodded to 
Saskia. 
 

-----Miss Karanfil Demirci----- 
Age:  24  Place of birth: Istanbul, Turkey 
Occupation: Student of biology, Middle East University, 
Turkey 
Place of residence: Ankara, Turkey 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated in 
negotiations with the leader of the council. Has been 
recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
Immediately Karanfil rose and said with a student's clear 
voice: "My name is Karanfil and I am a student at the 
Middle East University in Ankara, Turkey. I have come here 
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because my brother Tayfun sitting next to me knows Herman 
and Linda in USA. They visited us in May for a scientific 
project. Eventually the project came so far that we have 
taken contact and have been meeting the leader of the 
Counsil of the clever One Hundred plants, Kriton the plane 
tree." 
Only now did she realize that maybe not all of the people 
present had been convinced in the way she had. She blushed 
and continued: "I know we have been invited here for this 
seminar, because the plants feel that they are being 
exterminated by the humans. Kriton, I mean the plane tree, 
has told us that the plants want to fight back, we must 
help so this does not happen." 
She stopped and looked at the audience, most of them 
looking flabbergasted and shaking their heads in disbelief 
with surprise at what she had said. 
"So you say that you have direct contact with the council 
of the plants and the leader have told you this?" Hans 
wanted to know and then asked further: "What about other 
species, are you also in contact with the bamboo plants and 
fruit trees?" 
"Yes, I am sure it is genuine, we are really talking to the 
leader of the plants and I believe -no believe is the wrong 
word- I am scientifically convinced that the plants are 
really telling us what is going on." 
She looked at Herman, who nodded and then continued: 
"Furthermore we have been told that the clans of the 
bamboos -that is how they name themselves- and the various 
fruit trees are our enemies and want to destroy us 
immediately." 
There was a gasp of almost ridicule among most of the 
audience, it was just too fantastic to believe. Hans raised 
his hand to calm everybody and said: "Calm down, listen, 
this is exactly what this seminar is about, we will be 
discussing and highlighting all this during the next two 
weeks." 
Hurriedly he gestured to his wife Saskia to put the next 
name on the TV-screen. 
 

-----Mr. Tayfun Demirci----- 
Age: 34  Place of birth: Istanbul, Turkey 
Occupation: Doctor of neurology, M.D. 
Place of residence: Rumili Hisar, Turkey 
Special seminar qualifications: Has been recommended by the 
council. 

----- 
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Tayfun rose quickly and started: "Good afternoon my 
friends, specially to Linda and Lisa, and Herman and John, 
it is nice to see you again. I can see from the computer 
screen that I have been recommended by the council, that 
must mean the council of the so called clever one hundred. 
We have been told by Kriton, the leader of the council, 
that it is a council made up of the one hundred most clever 
and knowledgeable plant species in the world. I am not a 
scholar of agriculture, but a Doctor of medicine or more 
specifically of neurology. With my background in science I 
am fully convinced that the messages we have got are 
genuine. I will not tire you more with my views tonight 
however, I think we should make it short." 
Hans nodded in agreement and smiled towards Tayfun. Saskia 
got the clue and the next name came up. 
 

-----Mrs. Marie Karpinski----- 
Age:  30 Place of birth:  Ostrava, Poland 
Occupation: Doctor of agriculture, forestry expert 
Place of residence: Warsaw, Poland 
Special seminar qualifications: Has written several 
articles on coexistence between man and plants. Is the 
deputy director of reforestation in Poland. 

----- 
 
Slowly the young blonde Polish girl rose, smiling towards 
everybody in turn. Obviously thinking, she started to speak 
very slowly and carefully: "Please call me Marie, what I 
have heard so far today makes me very confused. On the 
other hand it also strengthen many of my observations and 
beliefs. If, what Karanfil and Tayfun have told us is 
really true, then we have reached a breakthrough in our 
relations with the plants. That makes me very happy. It is 
disturbing, however, if some plants want to destroy us. I 
am truly looking forward to the next two weeks, I hope that 
I will hear some proof before that." 
"It is nice to see you personally, Marie," Hans said and 
smiled towards her. "I have read many of your articles, 
that is why I invited you here for the seminar. I will ask 
you the same question as I have asked several others of 
you. Have you ever talked to any trees?" 
Red in her face with excitement she answered: "Honestly, 
before I came here and especially before I heard some of 
you talking, I did not think so. Now, however, I am not so 
sure, maybe some of the ideas I have got have come while 
working in our deep forests. Reflecting further I am  
beginning to think that I might have been communicating 
unconsciously with the trees." 
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"Have you ever been in contact with the bamboos?" Hans 
asked with a slightly brusque voice. 
"You mean with the enemy, no!" she answered, having fully 
understood his line of questioning. 
Without being told, Saskia called the next name on the 
screen. 
 

-----Mr. Peter Manelow----- 
Age:  46  Place of birth: Kisumu, Kenya 
Occupation:  Director of the Kenyan Directorate of Forests 
Place of residence: Nairobi, Kenya 
Special seminar qualifications: Has been an aggressive 
exponent of reforestation  programmes in Africa. He has 
been recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
Very slowly the big black man rose and looked around with a 
large open and winning smile. With a deep mellow voice he 
said: "My name is Peter, I am happy to be here, although I 
still do not know exactly why I was invited. I am however, 
slowly getting an understanding of what this meeting is 
about. I agree with what has come forward so far. I can 
agree with Marie who presented herself before me. I also 
thought that I had never talked to plants in my life. In 
the old days in Africa in my tribe, there would always be 
old men who claimed that they were talking to the gods of 
the forest and the gods of the trees. For many years, 
thousands of years, their words were the law and everybody 
lived in harmony with the woods. We the young generation 
have laughed at them. I have been educated in England and 
have along with my generation lost the ability to listen to 
the trees. I hope one way or the other that I will regain 
this ability at this seminar. If that happens I will be a 
very happy man and my work will be easier in the future." 
Peter looked around and could detect that his words were 
having a profound effect on the others. Then he continued: 
"I cannot believe, I mean I find it difficult to understand 
that the plants want to destroy us. Personally I am very 
good friends with many coffee trees," He sat down and 
laughed. 
Herman and John looked at each other. They were not joining 
in the general ensuing laughter. 
Hans still laughing, nodded to Saskia to continue. 
 

-----Mrs. Betty McDill----- 
Age:  52  Place of birth: Cedar Rapids, Iowa, USA 
Occupation: Secretary for her husband. B.Agr. 
Place of residence: Aspen, Colorado, USA 
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Special seminar qualifications: Has as secretary for her 
husband worked for the preservation of plant life and plant 
species. Is Chairman for the Society for the Preservation 
of Plant Species. 

----- 
 
Self-assured Betty McDill rose from her chair and started 
to speak: "When we arrived in the airport this morning my 
husband and I did not have any idea why we were here. I am 
happy about this little presentation. It has convinced me 
that our trip over here has not been in vain." She paused 
and looked around, obviously used to address large 
gatherings. "Sorry, I forgot, my name is Betty. I 
understand that the reason for inviting my husband Bill and 
I is our work for the preservation of plant life. What we 
have heard leaves me baffled, but also gives an added 
dimension to everything we have believed in so far. What we 
have been told about communication with plants is 
confusing. My brain is struggling to tell me it cannot be 
true, however, I have an inner feeling that it is." 
Hans rose from his seat and asked: "I can understand from 
what you say Betty, that you have not been communicating 
with any plants, are you sure?" 
Now less self-assured, Betty answered quietly: "I am not 
sure, not sure at all. In my home town of Cedar Rapids we 
had an old walnut tree. When I was a child it was my best 
friend, if my parents had scolded me or my friends had 
disappointed me I could always seek comfort below its 
branches. Some years ago I think I got the idea about plant 
protection when sitting under it. Who knows, maybe we were 
communicating." Looking a bit bewildered she sat down. 
Quickly Saskia pressed the keys and the next information 
appeared. 
 

-----Mr.William (Bill) McDill----- 
Age:  56  Place of birth: Colorado Springs, Colorado, USA 
Occupation: Congressman in the US House of Representatives 
Place of residence: Aspen, Colorado, USA 
Special seminar qualifications: Has worked for the 
protection of plant and animal life in USA. Has forwarded a 
bill for the control of genetic manipulation. 

----- 
 
Being a politician of considerable experience, Bill McDill 
rose slowly and looked carefully at his audience before 
speaking. He was a large man, but in perfect shape, 
obviously sure and very certain about himself and his 
capabilities: "Good afternoon everybody, my name is Bill as 
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you can see from the computer screen," he said and after a 
rather long pause continued. "When I first got this 
invitation I was naive enough to think that I would be an 
important person at the seminar. I might still be, but so 
far I am at a disadvantage, why?" 
He laughed and looked around. "Because I have never talked 
to a tree, a flower or not even the slightest straw of 
grass. It will take a lot, and I must emphasize a LOT, to 
convince me or prove to me that you guys are talking to 
those plants. If you brought me here to get my stamp of 
approval for your schemes you were wrong." Once more he 
looked around in a self-assured and imposing way before 
continuing: "I have a reputation for having worked hard for 
the protection of plant and animal life and the protection 
of species. But believe me it is not because I talk to the 
plants. It is not even because they might have paid for my 
election campaigns," he said with a rough laugh. "I think 
we should make this meeting short and then we should all 
retire to the bar and have a few drinks. There is nothing 
better to get the truth out than a few well served 
whiskies." Turning towards Hans he finally added: "I will 
stay here for the seminar, but don't expect me to believe 
any of this bullshit of yours." 
Hans nodded and said: "Thank you Bill for your words, I 
appreciate your frank opinion. I must assure you that 
nobody has been asked to come here to have any ideas forced 
upon them. We only want you to use all your reasoning when 
we present our FACTS. Thank you." 
"Saskia will you put the next name on, please," he added. 
 

-----Miss Lulu Mercier----- 
Age:  29  Place of birth: Narbonne, France 
Occupation: Plant researcher 
Place of residence: Perpignan, France 
Special seminar qualifications: Has been recommended by the 
council. 

----- 
 
Lulu Mercier was a small, dark-haired, rather stout girl. 
The way she rose from her seat also indicated that she was 
shy and not used to being in gatherings like this. "Excuse 
me for my poor English," she started looking searchingly 
around for any help or assistance she could get. All the 
girls in the room gave her kind and encouraging looks and 
she continued. "My name is Lulu and I have worked all my 
life with plants. I have no education, but over the time I 
have been successful in finding and breeding many species 
of bushes and trees. I have been successful in improving  
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peach trees and I have the pleasure of seeing my whole 
valley now growing my delicious fruits. That is all, thank 
you." 
She was about to sit down when Hans asked the by now usual 
question: "Thank you, Lulu, tell me have you communicated 
with any plants?" She rose again and answered right away: 
"Yes, of course I do, the house I live in is next to the 
main road which is lined with the most beautiful platany 
trees or as you call them plane trees. They have always 
been my friends, my only friends, and they have told me 
everything I know about plants!" 
Hans said again: "How do you talk to the trees and how do 
they answer you?" 
"Don't laugh, but I talk quietly to them and I know they 
answer me because I get the answer in my brain," she 
answered blushing, it was the first time she had ever  
dared to reveal this to anybody. 
Linda and Herman looked understandingly at each other, 
Herman thought: "It is amazing how much has already been 
revealed in such a short time." He looked at his watch, it 
was only six thirty. 
Again the computer put a new name on the screen. 
 

-----Miss Helle Petersen----- 
Age:  25  Place of birth: Copenhagen, Denmark 
Occupation: Laboratory assistant 
Place of residence: Copenhagen, Denmark 
Special seminar qualifications: Came instead of Mr. Jens 
Sorensen, who has been  killed in an accident. Mr. Sorensen 
was originally invited at the initiative of the council. 

----- 
 
Helle did not know what to do, this whole situation was 
completely unexpected. She had thought there would probably 
be hundreds of people and that she would be able to hide in 
the crowd. Hans indicated with a gesture that she should 
rise and slowly she started to speak in a heavily accented 
English: "My name is Helle and I am from Denmark. I am here 
instead of my boss, he died in an accident last month. I 
was his assistant, he was a specialist in algae research. 
He had managed to find and isolate a completely new type." 
She paused a little and added. "The algae was very 
dangerous and one cell would kill a dog in the laboratory." 
Then she made a very long pause and with a pale face she 
continued: "I am afraid something went wrong with the 
research and many hundreds of people died." Abruptly she 
sat down and put her face in her hands. 
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Karanfil sat next to her and quietly put her arm around her 
and comforted her. There was dead silence in the hall 
before Mike Ward rose and asked Helle: "What kind of 
accident did your boss die in?" 
Hans interrupted and said: "No! Let us not talk about this, 
it is not important." Before he had finished, however, 
Helle started to speak: "It was an accident, his foot 
caught some roots, bamboo roots, and he then fell into some 
bushes, we call them Berberis bushes in Denmark, they have 
a lot of thorns and he died three days later of blood 
poisoning." 
Mike looked very distressed towards Wang, while Linda and 
Herman looked quickly at John and Lisa. Karanfil pressed 
Helle towards herself with great alarm at what she had 
heard and looked afraid at Tayfun. Tayfun had been told 
about what the plane tree, Kriton, had explained about his 
sister having been implanted with a secret spore. He had 
given her a very thorough examination, but nothing was 
found. Now he had second thoughts about whether the 
examination had been thorough enough. 
"Put the next on the screen," Hans told Saskia. 
 

-----Mr. Herman Reuter----- 
Age:  38  Place of birth: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Occupation: Doctor of Medicine, speciality: Neurology. 
Place of residence: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Special seminar qualifications: Has been in communication 
with the plants and has recently been to a meeting with the 
leader of the council. Has been recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
Herman rose fast to his feet and said quickly: "My name is 
Herman and I agree that we should make this meeting short. 
I am a doctor of medicine and by accident I have been able 
to take up communication with the plants. I am totally and 
one hundred percent convinced that I am communicating with 
the leader of the plants. This I will tell you about in my 
lecture tomorrow. I must add something very important now 
that Helle has told us her story. I have been told by the 
plants that I have been implanted with a special spore of 
algae which will be activated and kill me if I don't 
cooperate. Let me assure you that this does not in any way 
interfere with my judgement. On the other hand let me also 
tell you that I find the plants totally capable of doing 
it. They are desperate. Thank you." 
He sat down as quickly as he had risen. 
A cold feeling ran down the backs of both Mike Ward and 
Wang. Hans looked at his wife Saskia and Clara and started 
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to talk. Before he could get properly started however, 
Linda said quietly towards Saskia: "I believe it is me 
next, so put it on!" 
 

-----Mrs. Linda Reuter----- 
Age:  38  Place of birth: Chicago, Illinois, USA 
Occupation: Presently studying for a Master's degree in 
plant history. Has a B.A. in history 
Place of residence: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated with her 
husband in his work on communication with the plants. Has 
been recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
"Linda is my name and I am married to Herman who just 
talked to you." Linda said decisively when her data started  
to appear on the screen. "I believe that also I have been 
implanted with the spores, so has Lisa, John, Karanfil and 
probably our children. I think that a large number of 
people in the world at this time probably have been 
implanted as well. What Helle just told convinces 
absolutely. To me it justifies this seminar even more. We 
must simply get together and tell the rest of the world 
what is going on, so we can come to peace with the plants." 
She pointed at Bill McDill and said: "And you'd better 
believe it!" 
"Next!" Hans hurriedly added and gestured to Saskia. 
 

-----Mrs. Clara van der Meer----- 
Age:  55  Place of birth: Rotterdam, The Netherlands 
Occupation: Chief Administrator of the Royal Dutch Plant 
Research Center. 
Place of residence: Marknesse, The Netherlands 
Special seminar qualifications: The wife of Eric van der 
Meer, who was the first person to be approached by the 
council. Administrator of the center and the organizer of 
the seminar. 

----- 
 
Clara rose and looked smilingly at the audience before 
delivering her small speech: "I have already met all of you 
and I must admit that I have great expectations for this 
seminar. Let me tell you right now that you probably will 
hear both positive and negative things about the plants. 
Save your judgement until the end of the seminar, please." 
Then she added with a light note: "This meeting will finish 
shortly, it has already turned into a much more important 
event than was planned. Therefore keep it to a presentation 
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of yourselves only, so we can go to dinner in a short 
while." 
 

-----Mr. Hans van der Meer----- 
Age:  30  Place of birth: Amsterdam, The Netherlands 
Occupation: Doctor of Agriculture, Director of The Royal 
Dutch Plant Research Center. 
Place of residence: Marknesse, The Netherlands 
Special seminar qualifications. Director of the center. Has 
agreed to the seminar for the benefit of the name of his 
father. He has been selected by the council. 

----- 
 
"Now it is my turn and there is not much I can add," Hans 
said while he carefully looked around. "Before anyone asks 
me the question I have been posing to everybody, I must 
tell you that I am talking to the plants. Everyday I am in 
contact with a small tree out in the garden. It is called 
Friy and is a willow tree. Before any of you start to laugh 
at me I better add that we communicate via our computer. 
Furthermore let me tell you that I am not in contact with 
any bamboos. In order to make this short let me further 
add: You are all here because you have been selected by the 
plants to be here for the seminar. Herman talked about 
implants by special spores. We have also been told, that is 
Clara, Saskia and I, by Kriton the leader of the plants, 
that we have been implanted. Furthermore it is my opinion 
that all present at this meeting have been implanted. 
Considering the importance of the seminar I am almost sure 
that you wouldn't have been invited if it was not so." 
Bill McDill raised his eyebrows and started to interrupt: 
"Excuse me, Hans, are you...." 
"Please Bill, there will be time to discuss it during the 
next days. I know it is a disturbing fact, but please," 
Hans said and gestured to him in a polite way to sit down. 
Then he sat down himself. 
 

-----Mrs. Saskia van der Meer----- 
Age:  25  Place of birth: Maastricht, The Netherlands 
Occupation: Secretary 
Place of residence: Marknesse, The Netherlands 
Special seminar qualifications: Married to and secretary 
for the director of the center. Recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
Saskia activated the computer with her own name and stood 
up as the information appeared on the large screen. "You 
have all seen me when you registered and please call me 
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Saskia." She said with a smile. "I can only agree with what 
Hans and Clara have told you. I hope in the coming days we 
will be able to explain everything to you. If not, then we 
are as Hans told you, in contact with the leader of the 
plants and will ask him. Of my own accord I will add that 
everything seems worse than everybody believes. I feel this 
seminar must be concluded with some kind of decision on how  
to tell the whole world about it. Thank you." She ended and 
sat down. 
Hans gestured towards Mike as his computer biography 
appeared. 
 

-----Mr. Michael (Mike) Ward----- 
Age:  36  Place of birth: London, England 
Occupation: TV-news reporter 
Place of residence: Port Klang, Malaysia 
Special seminar qualifications: Has presented reports about 
the rain forest. Has been recommended by the council. 

----- 
 
"Mike Ward, TV-reporter," he started out. "I am confused 
and don't know where to start, so let me make it short and 
factual. Wang and I were in China last month and I believe 
we were contacted by the bamboo plants there. According to 
what I have heard so far, it seems to be a bad thing. I get 
the impression that they are some kind of enemies. I did 
not get that feeling, but I was in some way let to know 
that I would come to this seminar. I have my ears and 
senses fully open and I am prepared to listen and reason 
with whatever comes out. The old man and his daughter who 
claimed they communicated with  the bamboo, told us to obey 
or we would die, I guess that puts us in the group of 
implanted persons -if we should call us such." He ended 
with a short rough laughter and sat down. 
 

-----Mr. John Wiggles----- 
Age:  30  Place of birth: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Occupation: Computer expert, laboratory assistant. 
Place of residence: Chippawa Falls, Wisconsin, USA 
Special seminar qualifications: Has participated in the 
initial contacts with the plants. Has constructed a 
portable communication system for use with the plants. 

----- 
 
"I guess I am the last in the row, as I always was at  
school," John said while he rose from his seat and started 
to address the gathering. "My name is John and I am what 
most people call a computer freak, I don't know if it is 
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true, but I can tell you that Herman and I have been 
communicating with the plants. I have been ordered to make 
20 sets of communication computers, so my guess is that all 
of you will have one and try it yourselves. My life has 
been changed ever since that day in April Herman called me 
and asked me to help him. I have a feeling that during the 
next months my life, or shall we say our lives will be 
changed much more. I am afraid there will be no way out. 
Therefore I am looking forward to getting started. I am 
also hungry and thirsty, shall we finish?" 
Everyone applauded and started to rise. Clara interrupted 
with a loud voice: "The restaurant is to the right outside 
the hall, the dinner will be served at eight o'clock." 
Immediately old friends rushed to meet each other. Karanfil 
was still comforting Helle when Lisa came to her and 
whispered something in her ear. Then Linda came and also 
confided something with a whisper to her: "You must help 
me, the last few weeks I have had a terrible itching down 
there you know." 
Karanfil laughed and said in a low voice to both: "It is 
quite normal when the hair starts to grow out, the only 
cure is to remove it again." Then she added after a small 
pause: "I will try to get the needed remedies in the 
kitchen, come to my room after dinner and we will do it." 
Helle looked curiously at them and wanted to know what it 
was about and Lisa said: "You can come as well and we will 
show you." Then they all laughed and headed for their rooms 
to tidy themselves up and get dressed. 
 

*** 
 
      They all met at eight o'clock in the Center's 
restaurant. It was in old Dutch style with heavy oak 
furniture which for the occation had been put together to 
make one large table. This had been beautifully made up 
with heavy white linen and crystal vases with large 
bouquets of flowers. The table itself had been set with the 
finest Genfer porcelain plates in white and blue, large cut 
crystal glasses and heavy silverware. 
Clara was at the door and made sure everybody was ushered 
to their designated seat. When everybody had been properly 
seated she clapped her hands and said: 
"I believe I am the oldest person present and this gives me 
the right -according to old Frisian traditions- of heading 
this welcome dinner. On behalf of the Royal Dutch Plant 
Research Center, but mostly on behalf of my son Hans and 
his wife Saskia and myself I hereby wish you all welcome. 
The purpose of this dinner is to get acquainted with each 
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other for the many days ahead. So please no shop talk 
tonight." 
She raised her first glass for a toast. They all looked at 
their glasses and realized that white wine had already been 
poured before they sat and all joined the toast. 
It was a memorable dinner. First they were served a 
delicious Dutch green pea soup, which had been whipped up 
with cream to a delight in lightness and taste. With it 
they had a cold and dry Alsace wine. Then they were served 
lightly steamed sole, caught only 50 kilometers away on the 
shores of the North Sea, garnished with equally fresh 
mussels and shrimp and covered with a light sauce 
hollandaise. For this dish they had a slightly sweeter wine 
from the Bordeaux district. The main course was the famous 
white Dutch veal, carefully cooked so it was moist and 
tender, and served with a sauce of cream and capers 
together with delightfully small and crisp potatoes, 
carrots and other fresh green vegetables. With this they 
were served a red wine, bold and fresh tasting from 
Languedoc in southern France, a Fitou year 1995. Then came 
large cheese platters with all the famous Dutch cheeses 
together with an old and mellow port wine. The final dish, 
the dessert, was crepes filled with whipped cream and 
blueberries and flambeed with a fine Dutch old Genever. 
With this they were served their coffee and afterwards 
there was delicious Dutch filled chocolates and cognac or 
liqueurs of many kinds. 
     There is nothing in the world of human activity which 
gets people better together than a good dinner. Right from 
the first toast there were presentations, talking and 
laughter. The seating had been cleverly done so as to 
divide the two obvious age groups. 
Hans tapped his cognac glass and rose:  
"Dear friends, it has been a memorable dinner, but my back 
is hurting with sitting in these chairs. Let us all go to 
the bar and have a few drinks before retiring. Tomorrow 
morning you can have breakfast in your room or come here 
any time. We will start at ten o'clock in the conference 
hall. Thank you," he said and toasted towards everybody. 
Soon they were all scattered in small groups in the bar. 
Karanfil, Lisa and Linda were sitting together talking 
about the time they had in Turkey. Next to them and 
listening was Helle. Bismarck and Peter were eagerly 
discussing various forest programmes while sipping good 
brandy. Lulu and José had been joined by Marie and Hans and 
were talking about the future of United Nations programmes 
for the third world. Soon after they had entered the bar 
Mike had pulled Herman over in a corner and they had been 
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joined by Bill, Ando and Clara. They were discussing media 
and politics. John and Wang sat together and exchanged 
views on new video techniques. The last group had Betty, 
Saskia and Tayfun talking about travelling in Europe and 
the United States.  
Shortly before midnight Bill signalled to Betty and they 
thanked and left. Linda went over to Herman and told him 
that she would come to his room later. He continued his hot 
discussion with Mike while Peter was now listening in. Ando 
said politely good night to Clara and left and a few 
minutes later she also left. Soon there was a large group 
together consisting of Lulu, José, Marie, Hans, Saskia and 
Tayfun whereas John and Wang were still talking. Then Lisa 
rose and left the bar being followed by Linda and Karanfil. 
Helle waited a few seconds and then followed them. They all 
followed Karanfil to her small flat and in the hall she 
opened a cupboard, it was a complete small kitchen, with 
refrigerator and two hot plates. 
"I have got the ingredients from the restaurant kitchen, 
sugar and lemon juice, so let us not be shy." Karanfil said 
and pulled out a small saucepan from a drawer. She placed 
it on one of the hot plates and poured half of the sugar 
from the bag into it. Soon it started to melt into a 
caramel and gradually she poured the lemon juice into the 
pan and stirred. When it had reached a consistency of thick 
cream she removed it from the hot plate. 
"It has to cool off for a few minutes so let us prepare 
ourselves." She said with a shy smile and lifted her skirt. 
She wore small pink tanga panties and slowly she pulled 
them down and stepped out of them. Her pubic area was 
covered with pitch black small downs. 
"I have no boy friend so I don't do this very often," she 
excused herself. "That is why I am not as clean as I should 
be." Then she took what amounted to a quarter of the 
caramel paste and opened the door to the bedroom. She laid 
down on the bed. 
"You have to knead and flatten the caramel,"  she explained 
while she did it and then placed it over her pubic hair and 
between her legs. Two minutes later she removed it with a 
sudden movement. The three others looked and she was bare 
as a newborn. 
"Who is next," she wanted to know and held up another piece 
of the caramel. Lisa volunteered, lifted her skirt and 
stepped out of her small black panties. Then she laid down 
on the bed as Karanfil had done and started to massage the 
caramel between her legs. 
"Oh, it is nice and warm and the lemon soothes," she said 
with a satisfied whisper. 
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"Come, take it off." The others urged. 
"No, I can't it will hurt," Lisa said. 
Karanfil stepped over and took the edge of the caramel 
between two fingers and with a fast movement ripped it off. 
With a small cry Lisa sat up and could see that she looked 
exactly as she had done that night in the Turkish bath in 
Bursa. 
"It is your turn Linda." Karanfil and Lisa said and turned 
towards her. Linda was wearing long silk pants so she had 
to take them off first and then step out off her lace edged 
white silk panties. She was nude from her waist down and 
the others started to laugh when they saw her. 
"You look like a man who has not shaved for a fortnight." 
Lisa said while looking at the dark brown quarter of an 
inch long beard Linda was displaying. Quickly she laid down 
on the bed and massaged the caramel in place. She enjoyed 
the warmth of it for a while and then ripped it off. A 
sharp pleasant pain went through her and she rose from the 
bed. 
"What about you, Helle do you want to join our small club." 
Lisa wanted to know. Helle nodded and pulled her panties 
down and stepped out of them. Then she lifted her skirt and 
they could see her beautifully wedge shaped forest of 
golden hair. Helle looked down at it and then curled a 
finger through it. She laid down on the bed, but just 
before placing the caramel she sat up. 
"No!, I think we should preserve the forests. I will go in 
front and start with preserving my own little forest." She 
said with a  big smile and they all started to laugh. 
"I think we should go to our rooms, but first you Lisa and 
Linda can wash yourselves in my bathroom." Karanfil 
suggested. Lisa started for the bathroom door, but Linda 
interrupted and said with a sly smile. "No, I don't want to 
wash, I think I will play lollipop with Herman tonight." 
Then she put on her panties and her silk pants. Lisa placed 
hers in her handbag, put her skirt into order and said: "I 
will take the caramel Helle did not use, John and I will 
play lollipop with each other as well." They all laughed 
and left with loud greetings of "good night". 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 9 
 

"THE SEMINAR DECISIONS"  
[THE NETHERLANDS 17-28 AUGUST] 

 

      At exactly ten o'clock on the 17th of August the last 

person sat down in the conference hall. Hans went to the 

door and carefully locked it. Then Herman rose and took a 

videotape from his attache case and placed it in the video 

recorder next to the computer. 

"I want everybody to watch closely while the first part of 

the video lasting 20 minutes runs. Then you can ask 

questions and I will run the next part lasting 40 minutes. 

During that last part I will stop the tape so we can 

discuss in between," Herman instructed and started the 

video tape with the remote control. 

The tape had been made by Herman, John, Linda and Lisa 

together and during the first 20 minutes they tried to re-

enact as closely as possible the initial contact and ended 

it with the meeting in Bursa. Fortunately enough John had 

video taped much of their trip to Turkey and that gave much 

realism to the story. 

There was deep silence in the hall immediately after the 

first twenty minutes had been shown. Then Hans rose and 

asked: "Have you brought the discs and computer printouts 

with you for us to examine?" 

Herman nodded and took them from his case. 

"Is it possible to communicate in the ways that the plants 

claim they can?" Betty wanted to know. Herman looked around 

for someone else to answer but then said: "As a neurologist 

I can confirm the basic principles, it is the same way our 
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bodies function. When it comes to chemical reactions in the 

ground and telepathy I am not scientifically sure." Looking 

around again he added: "What about you Tayfun have you 

anything to add?" 

Tayfun coughed once to clear his throat and said: "I 

believe that in this case we are on the edge of human 

understanding, but I have always been considering the 

interesting fact, that the more we advance in this field 

the more we have to consider that those things are 

possible. In this situation we are almost back to the 

basics -it is a question of belief." 

"I think that telepathy over long distances is possible and 

what I have heard about plane trees being almost one single 

organism makes a lot of sense to me. All my life I have 

lived with the plane trees and I know that I can 

communicate via telepathy with them," Lulu said with 

conviction. 

"I think it is a well known fact that people in the old 

days and the so-called primitive societies feel they can 

communicate with telepathy. Maybe it is us, the modern man, 

who has lost this ability," Peter added and José nodded in 

agreement. 

"I noticed, when we were in China in the big bamboo forest, 

that I was affected by telepathic forces, whereas Mike did 

not seem to notice, so you might be right." Wang said with 

a slightly agitated voice. 

"Let us now continue with the rest of the tape. In this 

part we are trying to examine the messages we have 

received. You will notice that we have taken the various 

printouts and are focussing on the important parts of the 

messages," Herman interrupted and started the video 

recorder again. 

Very soon afterwards Bill interrupted and said: "Look 

here!, We have to divide this problem into two phases. 

First we will have to establish whether we think this whole 

communication is real or false. After that we will examine 

the messages and find out what is the message and what are 

the threats or bluff." 
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Herman stopped the video tape, looked around the audience 

and said: 

"That is an excellent idea, Bill, are we all in favour of 

that approach?" Everybody nodded. 

"In order to establish where we stand in our discussion, I 

think we should have an indication about all who thinks the 

communication is genuine and who doesn't," Hans suggested. 

Herman nodded and said with a determined voice: 

"OK, this is not a vote where the majority is automatically 

right, but only an indication of how we believe. Will all 

who thinks the communication with the plants, as you have 

seen on the tape, is genuine raise their hands?" Everybody 

except Ando and Bill did. 

"Will those who consider the communication to be non-

genuine raise their hands." Herman continued. Only Bill 

raised his hand and everybody looked at Ando who stammered: 

"I am not sure, I am a businessman. I like to see things 

myself. I am sorry, I don't know." 

"I have a suggestion," John said and rose from his seat. He 

pointed towards a large potted ficus plant which was part 

of a large flower and plant arrangement near the large 

window dominating one side of the conference hall. 

"Let us connect one of my new communication sets to this 

plant and see if we can get a connection to Kriton or 

somebody else. If we do then those who are in doubt can 

communicate with it and maybe be convinced." 

"Yes, that is a perfect idea." Most exclaimed and Herman 

looked at Hans. 

"Yes, let us try that." Hans agreed and added towards 

Saskia. "Will you get one of the boxes we received by air 

freight the day before yesterday." 

As soon as John had the attache case he opened it and 

connected its long wire to an electrical socket. Then he 

switched the set on and checked the programme, everything 

was in order. He unwound the long coated copper wire and 

plugged it into the set and then connected the other end to 

one of the silver nails. With withheld breath he then 

pressed the nail into the stem of the ficus plant and 
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activated the computer programme. There was silence in the 

room while they all waited and looked at the computer. Then 

it started to print: 

"HELLO EVERYBODY PRESENT HERE TODAY FOR OUR SEMINAR---I AM 

FRIY THE WILLOW TREE---BUT I AM IN CONTACT WITH KRITON AT 

THIS TIME---THE FICUS PLANT YOU ARE NOW USING HAS KEPT ME 

INFORMED ABOUT YOUR DISCUSSIONS---I UNDERSTAND IT IS ONLY 

ANDO OUR PARTICIPANT FROM JAPAN AND BILL FROM THE BEAUTIFUL 

ASPEN WHO ARE NOT YET CONVINCED OF OUR SINCERITY---LET ME 

FIRST HAVE A PERSONAL TALK WITH ANDO---IF YOU ALL WILL STEP 

BACK---UNFORTUNATELY I WILL HAVE TO ANSWER YOU WITH ENGLISH 

LETTERS AS THE COMPUTER HERE DOES NOT PRINT JAPANESE---YOU 

CAN SPEAK TOWARDS THE FICUS PLANT IN JAPANESE HOWEVER IF 

YOU WANT" 

Every one stepped back and those who had not yet seen a 

live communication with the plants looked with awe at the 

computer. Ando was talking quietly towards the plant in 

Japanese and the computer started to print. First Ando 

looked at the printout with bafflement, but then he 

realized that the computer was printing a message in 

Japanese with roman letters. It looked like a cryptogram. 

Ando looked more and more surprised and then suddenly 

placed his hands down along the sides of his pants, 

standing at attention. He bowed towards the plant and said 

several times: "Hai, hai, hai, hai." 

"That is Yes in Japanese." Mike explained to everybody. 

Ando now turned towards them and quite red in the face he 

said: "I am totally convinced, the plant told me things my 

Bonsai tree had told it. They are very personal  things 

which only I know and have confided to my Bonsai tree." 

Bill now stepped over to the plant and said: 

"I must admit that I feel like an old cleaning lady, 

imagine me talking to a plant." The computer started to 

print and Bill leaned towards the printer in order to read 

the message. He turned first red and then almost snow white 

in his face. Then he whispered something, which nobody 

could hear towards the ficus plant and the printer started 

again. He read again and when the printer stopped he ripped 
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the message from the length of printouts and put it in his 

pocket. Obviously embarrassed he turned towards the others 

and said: 

"It is god damned blackmail, but I am convinced, let us all 

sit down and continue our work." 

The computer had told him something only he knew. Two years 

ago he had had an affair with a young assistant. They had 

only made love once out in the forest near his cottage at 

Breckenridge. It had never been mentioned since and he was 

sure that nobody knew. When he had asked the plant how it 

could prove it, it had given him intimate details, that 

only a VERY close observer would have known. It was the 

large aspen tree under which they had committed the act. 

 

John went over and switched the computer off, but left it 

connected to the ficus plant. 

"Let us continue with the tape and please stop me if there 

are any questions," Herman suggested and started the video 

recorder again. For the next forty minutes hardly a sound 

was heard in the room, such was the concentration of 

everyone. Then the taped lecture came to an end and Herman 

rose once more and said: "That is the end of the tape and 

this concludes the message which has  been transmitted from 

the plants to us. What should we discuss first?" 

There was an uproar of voices and soon they were discussing 

in pairs or small groups. When Clara broke in with the 

message that a lunch break would be held between one and 

two o'clock, she was hardly heard, but half an hour later 

they did break up and went to the restaurant. 

It was a light lunch consisting mainly of salads and fruits 

provided by the center's own greenhouses. There was a 

strange silence in the room after the agitated discussions 

which had taken place before. 

At two they were back in the conference hall and all sat 

silent in anticipation of what would come next. 

Hans rose and suggested: "Let us have a consensus on what 

our feelings are about the messages Herman has received. Do 

we agree that what the plants tell us about the 
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extermination of forests and plant species is correct?" 

They all agreed by either nodding or mumbling a "yes". It 

came as no surprise to Hans as they all had been selected 

from a group sympathetic to the plants. 

"Then, next, what is your attitude towards the claim that 

genetic engineering is destroying the foundation of the 

lives of the plants?" 

Lulu the French girl rose and said: "I don't know about 

genetic engineering, is it different from normal plant 

breeding?" 

Hans looked at her and explained: "Until I started to get 

messages from the plants I was a keen proponent of gene 

research. I have been leading the experiments at our center 

and it is considered one of the best in the world. Now I 

know, however, that the plants and my father were directing 

me in a way the plants wanted it. I think it is only 

reasonable  that the plants decide the future and direction 

of this research. This is of course on the condition that 

we all agree that the plants have the means and the 

responsibility to do it. The strange and irresponsible 

projects done in some countries I totally disagree with and 

suggest should be identified maybe with the help of the 

plants themselves." He looked at Lulu and added: "The 

difference between plant breeding and genetic engineering 

both technically and morally is that the breeding is done 

within the limits of what the plants agree with, the other 

normally not." 

Bill rose and carefully and clearly started to speak: "I 

agree that the messages seem to be genuine and not without 

reason, what we must look at and try to differentiate 

between are the various aspects. There is the rain forest 

problem, the population growth and its effects, the 

continuous and more bold genetic engineering, the pollution 

of the environment and the general disregard for anything 

other than human prosperity. Looking around at this fine 

group we should be able to review all these problems and 

divide our attention to their political, scientific and 
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general implications. After that let us find out of what 

our plan of action should be." 

Hans rose immediately and said: "Very well summed up, Bill, 

I agree on this plan. What about the rest of you?" he 

added. 

Mike rose and said: "It is a good plan, but why don't we 

make smaller groups, let us say first splitting according 

to speciality. There could be a media group to take my own 

speciality first. Then there could be a political group, a 

scientific group and maybe a technical group. After we have 

discussed in these groups, we could in a few days time, 

make new groups across the specialities so we have one from 

each speciality in each group." 

"Well suggested, Mike!" Marie the Polish girl and Peter the 

Kenyan said almost at the same time. 

It took considerable time before the four groups had been 

selected: The media group with Mike, Lisa, José and Betty. 

The political group with Bill, Peter, Ando , Clara and 

Linda. The scientific group with Karanfil, Herman, Marie, 

Hans and Tayfun. Finally the technical group with John, 

Lulu, Wang, Bismarck and Helle. 

Hans suggested and it was agreed that Saskia should serve 

as coordinator and should feed the computer at the center 

with all the information. 

The day's deliberations ended with Hans getting up and 

saying: "Tomorrow at ten we will start again and John will 

you check all the communication sets you have made and 

instruct us all in their use as the first thing we do. Then 

the groups will discuss what we have agreed upon today. The 

final lecture will be made by Saskia and myself. We will 

tell you about the research we do at the center." 

Once more Clara got the last word when she informed them 

about the practical aspects of their stay.: "We will have  

dinner at eight o'clock as last night, there will be a 

normal restaurant menu card this time. Before that you can 

go to the swimming pool or have a work out. I personally 

will go to the sauna and then have a swim." She laughed and 

started to leave. 
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Day two of the seminar ended with new friendships being 

started. Helle had been comforted and attracted to Karanfil 

from the start and soon Tayfun was chatting with them as 

well. Mike had been talking to Lisa and explained that he 

had answered her messages send to him. Apparently they had 

been lost somewhere as she never got them. Then they both 

joined Helle, Karanfil and Tayfun. Soon Mike and Karanfil  

were talking and laughing with each other. Another group 

had started with José, Bismarck, Marie, Lulu and Peter 

discussing the ever relevant rain forest problem. Soon 

however, José and Lulu were sitting by themselves eagerly 

talking. It was the first time Herman had ever met a highly 

placed politician such as a congressman, but he soon took a 

liking to the down to earth and outspoken Bill. Betty and 

Linda joined them sometime later and Clara and Peter as 

well. John, Ando and Wang were deeply involved in technical 

discussions most of the time. Ando claimed that he could 

make the communication sets much smaller, but was flattered 

about their high content of Japanese components. Hans and 

Saskia played hosts for much of the evening, but when able 

to Hans tried to listen to the conversation between Herman 

and Bill. 

Just before midnight most retired to their rooms. Karanfil 

remarked to Helle just before they said "good night": "Are 

you aware that Tayfun, my brother, feels very attracted to 

you?" Helle laughed blushed slightly and answered: "You for 

your part seem to be talking a lot to Mike." This time it 

was Karanfil's turn to blush. 

 

*** 

 

     The third day set the pattern for the rest of the 

seminar. John gave his short lecture and instructed every 

one in the operation of the communication sets and had to 

get another nineteen ficus potted plants. They were looked 

for and brought from almost every office and laboratory of 

the center. After lunch the four groups separated and when 

Saskia visited the various classrooms in which they had 
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been placed she saw every group eagerly talking to a ficus 

plant and closely watching computer printouts. 

At five o'clock they were back in the conference hall and 

Hans and Saskia started their lecture. 

Soon the large screen came to life with short video clips, 

then computer generated graphs and finally large maps 

showing to what extent they dominated the seed market. Hans 

explained; "It was not until six weeks ago when I was 

contacted by the plants that I realized what a clever setup 

the center is. That is from the viewpoint of the plants. We 

are a world leader in the improvement and breeding of the 

vegetables of the Solanum family of plants. This family of 

plants, which includes the potato, the tomato, the 

eggplant, the green peppers and chillies not to mention the 

tobacco, probably dominates more than fifty percent of all 

vegetables used in the world. We have heard that the plants 

communicate and instruct each other via complicated 

messages hidden in the genes of the plants. So this is, as 

I see it, a very cleverly  constructed system of 

communication. I have been told and have now been allowed 

to reveal to you, that it is in fact more than just a 

communication system."  

Hans paused and looked a little nervously around at his 

audience before he continued: 

"My father, Eric van der Meer has over the past years 

helped the plants in a devious scheme. Apparently in 

exchange for getting a reputation of being extraordinarily 

visionary and successful he had to crossbreed every single 

new improved plant of the Solanum family with some strain 

of the Nightshade plant. The result is that for many years, 

I don't know how many, all seeds coming from here have a 

hidden ability to produce the deadly saponin poison, a 

glycoside which will dissolve the red blood cells in humans 

and animals. It means that some authority among the plants 

can make all these vegetables deadly at a given signal. Let 

me show you on the map the areas we think would be 

affected." 
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Hans pressed the video recorder remote control and a map of 

the world was shown. Except for Russia and a few countries 

in Africa and Asia the whole land mass was shown with small 

blue dots.  

A deep silence ensued in the conference hall before Hans 

broke it and continued in a lighter note: 

"Tomorrow is Friday and we must have a day off. Clara has 

arranged a day of sailing. We will drive north to Harlingen 

and from there take the ferry to the Frisian island of 

Terschelling. Promise me that we will have no talks about 

the seminar." 

Then after a further pause he added: "Let us discuss all 

other implications in our groups the day after, and Helle 

could you tell us all, also then -just in a small talk- 

what kind of research Jens Sorensen was doing." 

Surprised Helle looked around and stammered: "But I cannot 

in front of all of you, I mean I have no experience, how 

could I?" Tayfun leaned over her from his seat right behind 

and said in a low and reassuring voice: "I will try and 

help you, we will make it tonight, don't worry." Then 

towards Saskia he asked: "You must have an audio/visual 

laboratory, can we borrow that tonight?" Smilingly she 

nodded. 

When the lecture was over a few minutes later Tayfun and 

Helle did not go for a swim as everybody else and they 

hardly had time for eating as well. 

It was not easy for Helle to explain everything which had 

happened in the laboratory at the Novo Nordic Industries in 

the early summer. Many  times she had to repeat, sometimes 

because her English was insufficient, but mostly because 

Tayfun at times could not grasp the evilness of the whole 

happening. Times over again Helle had to tell about what 

happened in Kerteminde, the sampling of water and the press 

messages. Eventually Helle even revealed how Jens had made 

love to her, biting and hitting her for his own pleasure. 

Distressed and with tears in his eyes he stroked her long 

blonde hair and assured her that nothing like that would 

ever happen again as long as he lived. It was almost one 
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o'clock in the morning before Tayfun with the help of an 

encyclopedia, maps and the video equipment had put a 

presentation together. When they went back to their rooms 

Helle said: "You must come to my room, I have something 

very important to show you, something I have not told you 

before." Tayfun blushed slightly and wondered what she was 

up to. 

When in her living room she opened a small handbag hidden 

in the far end of one of the drawers of the desk and took 

out a small sealed glass jar. 

"Jens was not all evil you know," she started. "He had 

planned to make an antidote against the algae toxin, I 

found this jar among his belongings, it was in his attache 

case." 

Then she explained to Tayfun what Jens had told her that 

day on the lawn under the cherry tree, the day he had his 

accident. 

"I think he was killed because of this," Tayfun whispered 

and looked around. He was relieved when he saw that there 

were no potted plants in the room, it had been removed in 

the morning when they needed extra plants in the conference 

hall. 

"Helle I think you are right, it must be some of the algae 

he told you he kept after having destroyed the rest. Do you 

want me to take it? I think Karanfil and I can examine it 

and work with it when we come back to Turkey." Then he 

looked worried  and said with a warning note: "Do not tell 

anybody about this yet, not even Karanfil. I don't trust 

Mike and Wang, they have been too much in contact with the 

bamboos." 

Silently he rose and put the small jar in his pocket. Then 

he went over to her and kissed her lightly on her cheek 

before very quietly opening the door. Just before closing 

it with a wave of good night he whispered: "Oh, Helle, I 

like you so much." 

Afterwards Helle wished he had stayed. 

 

*** 
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       Monday, the fifth day started with Helle explaining 

to the audience how she and Jens had grown the algae. 

Tayfun was standing next to her with the remote control for 

the video recorder. He had found a picture of an algae of 

the Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus family in the encyclopedia 

and had found charts showing normal sea currents in the 

northern hemisphere. With a blown up map of Denmark he also 

showed where Jens and Helle had sailed. Helle finished her 

little lecture with telling that Jens had told her that all 

the algae apparently had been killed by some strange 

command from some idealistic scientist. She however, now 

believed that the plants were behind the whole scheme. As 

an afternote she remarked that Jens had been a member of a 

worldwide group called "The Green World" he had during the 

whole series of events been in contact with and had 

received instructions from London. 

There was an uproar of indignation after Helle's talk and 

shouts like "murder", "evilness" and "this must be stopped" 

could be heard. Some remembered with slight horror that 

they had been swimming in the waters shown as being 

affected only yesterday during their outing. 

Lulu felt herself obliged to stand up and say: "I must 

confess to you that I am a member of "The Green World", but 

I only receive their monthly publication, I don't work for 

them." They nodded in agreement and believed her. It was 

after that once more decided that they should divide into 

their groups. 

When leaving the conference hall Saskia came to Wang and 

said: "There is a telephone call for you from Amsterdam. A 

man says he is an old study friend of yours." Wang went 

with a baffled expression on his face to the telephone and 

a voice with a Chinese accent said: "Greetings from Yin our 

bamboo friend. He tells you to put a small piece of the 

lichen you have into the personal effects of all your 

seminar colleges. Also you must cut your bamboo leaves in 

small pieces and place a piece in every glasshouse there is 
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in the center. Do you understand, or else!" Wang stammered 

a short "Yes" and the line was cut. 

Shortly before six o'clock they all convened again and Hans 

asked this time Mike and Wang if they would make a small 

presentation tomorrow about their experiences in Malaysia 

and China. They agreed with a nod and Mike said: "We will 

do better than that we will show you the whole show." 

"This is Mike Ward reporting for CNN," he mimicked. 

Later after the dinner Wang was very lucky to meet one of 

the staff of the conference center. She was one of the 

girls who cleaned the small flats and introduced herself as 

she saw Wang who was obviously Chinese. She was also of 

Chinese origin and had lived in Indonesia. In 1972 just 

after she was born her family had been lucky and they had 

been allowed to immigrate to Holland. Now everything was 

just work and work and this place was the worst, as it was 

so far away from everything. Wang agreed and told about his 

work, his travels and how important his duties were. Before 

the clock had sounded midnight they were in his room and 

had made love. 

Furthermore the girl had promised Wang to help him with a 

very important job. 

Over the next few days she placed a very small grey/green 

patch of the size of three or four full stops of a 

typewriter in each suitcase she could find. 

In another room not far from Wang's another couple met. 

After dinner and a few drinks in the bar Helle had excused 

herself. She was tired after the long hours on Thursday, 

with the preparations for her talk and the outing 

yesterday. Then she bowed towards Tayfun and kissed him on 

the cheek while saying: "Thank you, Tayfun for your 

assistance." Unnoticed to the others she also whispered. 

"Come to my room later, I have something else very 

important to show you." 

Twenty minutes later and with a hammering heart he knocked 

on her door. She opened it and gestured him in. 

"I hope you don't mind my dear Tayfun," she said. 
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He looked at her, kissed her and answered: "No, Helle I 

really love you." 

Almost like in a trance she began to unbutton her light 

cotton dress. It was a stunning sight, a tanned body from 

top to bottom, not a single white piece of skin. Her long 

blonde hair framed her brown shoulders and the wedge of 

gold pubic hair forced his view down. In the middle were 

the two perfectly shaped breasts each displaying an almost 

black nipple. 

He then also undressed and she watched with obvious 

pleasure the revealing of his almost perfect body, only 

slightly tanned and with black curly hair covering his 

breast and belly. 

Helle said with a faint voice: "Tayfun I think I should 

tell you that I am not totally inexperienced, what I mean 

you are not the first!" 

"And you are not either," he said with a big smile and they 

fell together on the bed. They seemed to make love for 

hours and no trick to give each other love and pleasure 

seemed unused. It was only shortly before eight o'clock in 

the morning that Tayfun left Helle's room and that only 

reluctantly. 

 

*** 

  

       The seminar participants watched with awe when they 

saw Mike and Wang's TV programmes. First they saw the 

destruction of Pahang in Malaysia in an apparent natural 

fury and then they watched the human preparations for the 

extermination of the huge bamboo forest in China. Ando 

experienced a special feeling when he saw the pictures from 

the cave in Yunnan it could easily have been such a cave he 

got his tablets from. 

It was however, something Mike mentioned which caused the 

biggest concern. He told them of his meeting with the 

Chinese named Charlie. How he had worked on a project with 

additives in the oil. How he had put a green powder in a 

fuel truck together with a piece of bamboo leaf. It all 
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added together with the information they had seen on the 

messages from Kriton. It had told them that the plants 

would immobilise all traffic with the help of a special 

algae. 

 

*** 

 

       On the seventh day of the seminar Ando had been 

asked to tell about his company and the traditions of 

bonsai growing. The only thing missing was, what he 

stressed several times, the fact that his daughter Yoko was 

the specialist, she should have been there. Commenting on 

how he talked to and apparently received advise from his 

old family bonsai he said: 

"I must tell her about this communication with the plants, 

I feel that is what she wants most in the world." 

Hans left the room and returned a little later saying to 

Ando: 

"I have asked for and received permission from Friy, the 

willow tree, for you to let your daughter help you. It has 

agreed that you can confide with her about what is being 

talked about at the seminar. She can help you operate the 

communication set." 

Then Bill said towards Ando: "How many of these trees have 

you sold and have you any idea of who have bought them?" 

Proudly Ando exclaimed with a small bow: 

"The President of the United States himself was given one 

by our Prime Minister some ten years ago and I know he 

keeps it in his office." 

Bill turned slightly pale as Ando continued: "The British 

Prime Minister has one and I know that they are placed in 

important offices all over the world." 

Once more proudly bowing before continuing, Ando did not 

notice the grave and concerned faces he was talking to. "My  

latest contract is a very prestigious one, I have to 

deliver a very large bonsai arrangement to every Japanese 

embassy in the world." 
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"Will there be bamboo plants in these bonsai arrangements?" 

Herman wanted to know. 

"Yes, the ministry expressly said there should be." 

"God help us," Bill exclaimed loudly and added with a low 

voice. "They are spying on all the important offices and 

governments in the world." 

Once again everybody went to their groups to discuss the 

day's new developments and at their usual convening 

afterwards Lisa suggested that José, Peter and Bismarck 

should make a talk about the rain forest and their 

situation. That was heartily agreed upon. 

That evening Karanfil confided to Linda and Lisa: "Helle 

and Tayfun are terribly in love, it is so nice that they 

have found each other." 

Mike tried desperately to catch Karanfil's eyes when she 

exclaimed it, but with no luck. He felt a strange feeling 

deep inside, a feeling he had not noticed for many years. 

 

***  

 

       The world's rain forests have been estimated to 

provide the earth with more than 50% of its oxygen, in the 

same process absorbing 25 billion tons a year of carbon 

from the carbon dioxide emitted by the animals and their 

activities. Of the total number of all species, plants and 

animals, fungi or insects, a large majority live in or are 

dependent on the rain forest. The forest provides water, 

fuel and food for its occupants in a completely self-

contained system and there is an almost endless list of 

things that the humans can extract from it. Still due 

mainly to the human race this useful area is being 

decimated at an average of 20 acres a minute. 

This and more the audience was told by José, Peter and 

Bismarck on the eighth day of the seminar. Its gruesome 

details made a profound impression on everybody. 

"Tell me, Peter, what can we do about it," Bill wanted to 

know. 
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"I am the director of the Kenyan Directorate of Forests," 

he answered and paused for a long while. "And I don't 

really know. We cannot enclose the forests to protect them, 

they form a part of the population living in and around 

them. These people must have water, food and fuel. The 

worst problem, however, is the number of people. A thousand 

years ago there were probably less people in the whole 

world than there is in Kenya now." Then he shook his head 

and said while sitting down: "I can see no way how we can 

protect the forest." 

Bill was visibly shocked and asked José: "What do you 

think, is Peter right?" 

The small stocky man thought for a long while before he 

answered: "Yes, he is right, the greediness of the human 

race knows no limits. They want more and more. The only way 

is to give the forests back to the forest people and that 

will be a long war. Maybe the forest people should ally 

themselves with the plants instead as now where we kill 

each other," he reflected. 

Then Bismarck pointed out: "So far it has only been forests 

in the inaccessible places which have survived, but new 

modern machines make it easy to go anywhere." Then with a 

big laugh and shaking his head from side to side he added: 

"With those new potatoes of Hans' even the most rough and 

cold mountainside will be cleared. Wasn't it China who had 

ordered them?" 

 

*** 

 

       On the ninth day of the seminar John held a talk on 

modern telecommunication aptly assisted by Wang. John had a 

long conference on his communication set with the willow 

tree Friy in the garden before his talk and he surprised 

his colleagues when he explained: "The trees have a long 

range communication system not very different from what the 

U.S.Navy uses for its communication with submarines. Its 

frequency is very very low and consequently its wave length 

enormously long. Because of this it can penetrate into and 
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use both water and ground for its propagation. It is really 

more advanced than what we have. As with the system the 

Navy has, it takes a very long time to send a message. That 

is why they also have to rely on their system of sending 

codes hidden in genes." 

For the less technically minded it was difficult to 

understand, but the implications were clear as John summed 

it up: "The plants have a system of communication which is 

as world encompassing as ours." 

 

*** 

 

      The day after Bill had been asked to tell them about 

the political decision process and the power of lobbies and 

pressure groups. It was his speciality as the computer had 

revealed to Hans. 

Bill gave a magnificent speech on how law comes into being 

in the political system of the United States. Then he 

reviewed the status of the most known lobbies and pressure 

groups ending up with their connection to their current 

situation. In the end he concluded: "In order to pass a law 

you first need influence -that is the press-, then money -

that is the industry-, and support -that is the people-. If 

you lack any of these you need an awful lot of the others." 

Most nodded in agreement. 

At the end of the day Hans suggested: "I think we now all 

have a good idea of what is happening and what is required 

of us. I suggest that we make new groups. Four groups, as 

originally suggested by Mike, each having a member from the 

old groups. We could then discuss our future actions, maybe 

even make a plan for it. I think we are all aware of the 

urgency of everything. On the last day, we will try to 

hammer out a final plan and forward it to the Counsil of 

the clever One Hundred." 

It was readily agreed upon and it only took a few more 

minutes to form the groups. 

As usual at the end of the day Clara called for attention 

and explained: "Tomorrow we are making it a picnic day. It 
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will be right here at the center. Those who want can have a 

guided tour of all our facilities first. I can promise that 

a visit to all the greenhouses will be an interesting one." 

Fourteen of them were keen on that and Wang was the very 

first to volunteer. When Karanfil wanted to come, Mike 

decided to go as well. 

 

*** 

  

      The next three days went like a snap. The picnic 

proved to be an exceptionally pleasant day and the walk 

around the greenhouses and small fields planted with new 

plants for testing was delightful. Especially Wang liked 

the trip, he had cut his bamboo leaves in small pieces and 

one was left unnoticed in every place they visited, even in 

most fields. When Karanfil saw Helle and Tayfun hand in 

hand, she allowed Mike to take hers as well. With that 

privilege Mike looked like a schoolboy in love for the 

first time. Nobody seemed to have noticed before, but José 

and Lulu also walked together with arms around each other. 

In the middle of the afternoon the restaurant staff had 

made up a nice picnic ground in the shade of some large 

trees and they were served lamb from one roasted whole on a 

large spit. It gradually became a party and they sat under 

the black August night with shooting stars around and 

enjoyed good wine and beer. Only Herman, Bill and Hans sat 

and discussed the past week's events. 

During the next days they worked really hard to sort out 

and establish facts and made plans for what could be done. 

The situation became so tense that most of the groups kept 

together even at meal times. 

 

***  

 

      Tuesday August 28 was the last seminar day and 

everybody met in the conference hall at nine o'clock sharp. 

Hans opened the meeting by urging one from each of the four 
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groups to come forward with their conclusions and 

suggestions. 

On behalf of his group which included Linda, Bismarck, 

Betty and John, Hans started to speak: "We have all agreed 

that the message from the plants is genuine and that the 

situation is urgent. Our advise is that we follow Bill's 

suggestion about how to approach making a plan. First we 

must get influence, that can be done via the press, via 

professional organizations and in political circles. 

Second we must have money. Here the plants seem to have 

certain ways of helping us like they have done for this 

center. 

Third we must have support. For this purpose we should 

approach groups working for various preservation programmes 

and tell them about the dangers." 

Herman stood up as the representative for his group of 

José, Lulu, Peter and Marie, and nodded in agreement with 

Hans before talking: "Our group has come to more or less 

the same conclusion, but our priorities seem a bit 

different. First we feel that the problem is so urgent that 

we must act untraditionally. We must have money if we have 

to wake the whole world up in less than a year. 

Secondly some from this group feel that the situation needs 

a demonstration of how serious the plants are in destroying 

us. We could not agree on how to do this! 

Thirdly all the information we have got so far should be 

presented to the United Nations for their comments and 

action." 

Herman indicated that it was all that his group could agree 

upon and sat down. 

Immediately Bill rose and said: "On behalf of Lisa, Ando, 

Tayfun and Helle I hereby put forward our agreed plan of 

action. We should form various groups of action and should 

ask the leaders of the plants to participate with the 

workings of each group. 

We must immediately make a media plan and we are fortunate 

in having a few people here who understand these matters. 
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Then we should select a few people who should start to 

contact politically influential persons around the world. 

These men and women are not always the same as the elected 

persons. 

Finally we should form some groups who should prepare plans 

on how to cooperate with the plants in the future. That is 

all, folks!" 

Clara had been asked by Mike, Saskia, Karanfil and Wang to 

tell about their conclusions and she started: "We have also 

come to the conclusion that we must get our story to the 

press. It must however be done cleverly and properly so to 

avoid mistakes. I still have the death of my unfortunate 

husband in mind. We also feel that the whole world must be 

warned, but can they agree in the United Nations, we are 

not sure. What about business if it is publicized that the 

plants from this center have been tampered with? Will the 

world believe it or will an unscrupulous businessman or 

politician take advantage of it? Will the plants accept 

that we reveal their plans? 

To how many from outside this group will they accept we 

tell the truth?" 

Her words calmed everybody down and soon a general 

discussion ensued only to be ended with Bill standing up 

and saying:  

"Clara is right in what she is cautioning us about. I feel 

that if we make too many mistakes, the tough-line plants 

will win the day. If they really have implanted us with a 

deadly spore they will probably kill us and then go ahead 

with their attack." 

Linda now rose and said: "As far as I have understood, the 

plants are really pressed by two major problems, the 

extermination of the rain forest and plants in what we call 

the third world and the genetic engineering in the 

developed world. The problems we have to face are of a 

different kind." 

Quickly Mike rose and supported her by saying: "From a 

press viewpoint the two problems have to be tackled in 



CHAPTER 9 "THE SEMINAR DECISIONS" [THE NETHERLANDS 17-28 AUGUST] 

 

 

168 

completely different ways. I think that the gene problem is 

best approached via scientific lobbying." 

Betty raised her hand and Hans nodded for her to rise and 

she said: "I think the political problem has to be divided 

as well. I have a feeling that it is more a matter of 

education and money in the third world." She turned towards 

Peter and Bismarck and added. "Sorry, I mean no offence in 

my remarks." 

Ando was next and he said with a serious voice: "I think it 

sometimes is a matter for people in the third world how to 

easily get cheap fuel. Japan could make some very cheap and 

efficient gas burners and then the rest of the world could 

provide free gas for these people. This could save the 

trees in many places." 

Enthusiastically Lulu added: "We could even use bio-gas for 

such a project!" 

"This is where the United Nations could come in and maybe 

help." Marie said with conviction. 

 

The discussion went on until lunch-time at one o'clock and 

even continued at the tables. Already at two they were back 

in the conference hall and Bill rose once more and stated: 

"We are back to my old theory about how to make a law my 

friends!" Then he looked around and wanted to know: "Are 

there any suggestions for a plan or do you want to hear 

mine?" 

There was a general saying of "yes" and "go ahead" and Bill 

continued: 

"My suggestion is, now that we all have a communication set 

and can contact the plants, to select one or two persons 

who do the contacting on our behalf. You can still, all of 

you, personally ask for help, but when it comes to 

decisions it must only be the ones we select who do it. I 

suggest Herman and Hans!" 

There was a little talk and then it was agreed. 

"Then we must have some people  who have and can get 

influence in political spheres to prepare the important 

decision makers for what is happening and I suggest myself 
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for North America, José for South America, Peter for 

Africa, Ando for Asia and Australia and Hans and Marie for 

Europe." 

Immediately there was applause and it was agreed. 

Bill looked at Mike and continued: "I am not knowledgeable 

enough in press matters, but I suggest that we form a press 

action group who could start to organize these matters, 

preferably immediately. I would suggest Mike, Lisa, Betty, 

Clara and Wang." 

There was a small discussion before it was agreed that also 

Peter and José should be included in the group to 

coordinate matters relating to Africa and South America. 

Once again Bill took the word and said: "My last suggestion 

is for a group which should assist all the rest with coming 

up with relevant suggestions, scientific proof and plans 

for tackling the whole problem we are facing. Obviously 

this will include all the technicians and scientists among 

us. I will suggest that Herman and Hans coordinate that 

work. What do you say?" he ended off. 

Again there was general agreement  and Hans rose to say:  

"Thank you everybody, I think this more or less concludes 

our talks. Saskia will arrange for papers about what we 

have decided to be copied tonight so you all can have them 

tomorrow before you leave. The rest will be sent to you. 

Remember before you leave to have your communication set 

checked by John and also to get your money from Clara. We 

have arranged a farewell dinner tonight at eight o'clock, 

but please do not talk business, the waiters and the other 

staff at the center are having long ears by now. My final 

official words will be a thank you for coming and be 

careful with yourselves." 

 

*** 

 

      Once more the restaurant had been decorated in a 

magnificent way. There were garlands of fresh flowers over 

the doors and windows and enormous bouquets on the large 
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table. When all were present in the room Clara asked for 

silence and said: 

"This is our last evening so I have made no table plan. It 

can be no secret, as I have watched it myself, that 

friendships or maybe something more than that have been 

established, so I want those fortunate to sit together 

tonight. Tayfun blushed slightly and led Helle to the 

table. Mike got the cue and took Karanfil's hand and led 

her over to two chairs. Lulu and José looked smilingly at 

each other and also went over. Bill nodded to Linda and 

said: "Shall we?" and Herman bowed towards Betty and led 

her to the table. Peter and Ando quickly went over to Clara 

and asked: "Clara will you sit between us?" Lisa now 

interrupted with a loud voice: "Marie and Saskia we better 

act quickly and take care of the rest of these young men." 

Laughingly the three girls grabbed Wang, Bismarck, Hans and 

John and led them to the table. 

The dinner turned out to be as delicious as the one the 

first night. First they had a bisque of lobster. Then was 

served lightly butter-steamed coquilles St.Jacques, or 

scallops as they are slightly less romantically called in 

the English speaking world, and small chunks of codfish 

garnished with fresh oysters in their lower shell. With 

those first dishes they had a Crément de Alsace, a 

champagne made of Alsace wine. The main course was saddle 

of venison from the Ardennes forest spiced with juniper 

berries and served with a sauce made of cream and Norwegian 

goat's cheese. With it they had small pan fried potatoes 

and Waldorf salad. Nothing less than a 1982 Chateauneuf-du-

Pape red wine could do justice to this heavy dish. Then 

they had ripe summer pears with gorgonzola cheese and white 

port wine and finished with a champagne sorbet and a small 

glass of Chateau d'Yquem sauternes, the world's best. The 

evening went all too fast for most and many of the couples 

disappeared discretely for a more private farewell. 

 

*** 

 



CHAPTER 9 "THE SEMINAR DECISIONS" [THE NETHERLANDS 17-28 AUGUST] 

 

 

171 

      Before they separated on August 29th Tayfun and Helle 

had made plans for her to come to Turkey. Mike had also 

told Karanfil that he would very soon arrange for an 

assignment to Turkey, he had plans for a feature about the 

plane tree in Bursa. 

Lulu had her ticket to Perpignan with Air Brittany 

cancelled and bought a new one, for the money she had been 

paid, to Manaus in Brazil. 

Peter had -before he left- made a contract with the Royal 

Dutch Plant Research Center for a consignment of the new 

tobacco seeds. He had not confided it to anybody, but he 

planned to procure large tracts of land and plant them with 

tobacco. 

Bismarck had also made a contract with the Center, his was 

for the exclusive right for the new potato in the sub-

continent of India. He saw himself becoming a rich man. 

In the morning before he left Ando gave Hans as a departure 

gift a very beautiful bonsai arrangement with both bamboo 

and a willow tree. Hans' first action after Ando had left 

was to take the bamboo out and incinerate it. The Americans 

left in a large happy group whereas Marie had asked if she 

could stay a few days for studies at the Center. 

The Council of the clever One Hundred had accepted the plan 

of action which the seminar had agreed upon. 
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CHAPTER 10 
 

"THE VICTORY"  
[THE AMAZON, BRAZIL SEPTEMBER] 

 

           The 2° Grupamento de Engenharia e Construçao of 

the Brazilian Army had made their construction camp next to 

the small settlement called Novo Floresta. 

This engineering and construction unit formed only a small 

part of a huge organization put together to build and 

maintain what is called the Brazilian Northern Perimeter 

Highway. Stretching for more than 5,000 miles the highway 

starts in the delta of the Amazon river on the Atlantic 

coast and then runs almost due west skimming the borders 

and mountain ranges of Surinam and Venezuela. Halfway 

through the continent almost at the Colombian border, at 

the city of Içana, it turns south towards the jungle town 

of Leticia right on the border between Brazil, Colombia and 

Peru. It continues a further 600 miles south until it joins 

the Trans-Amazon Highway and then turns into Peru. It is 

called a highway, but it is still under construction and in 

most places is only a gravel track still lacking bridges 

and other conveniences one tends to expect on a highway. 

The 2° Grupamento is a unit from the Army which is used in 

clearing the jungle where it is considered unsafe for 

ordinary civilian construction companies. 

At this time in September the unit was about a hundred 

miles south of Içana near the river Curicuriari a main 

tributary to the large Negro river one of the arms of the 

mighty Amazon river. That place is almost 600 miles by air 

and 1200 miles by road or river boat from the headquarters 
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situated at Manaus. The unit's task was to  clear the 

jungle for the construction of a large bridge over the 

river and to protect the new settlement of Novo Floresta. 

It was a place where trouble was expected and it was only a 

few days ago that a prospecting team had been attacked from 

the much feared Kiayapa tribe. Their stone age arrows, 

however, had proven no match for the M16 automatic rifles 

of the soldiers protecting the prospectors. 

Novo Floresta had been nicely situated on the river bank 

where a small stream entered the river, but that was also 

the only positive thing which could be said about the 

settlement. It consisted of about fifty crudely made shacks 

placed on the side of the dirt tracks the Army bulldozers 

had cleared into the forest on both sides of the small 

stream. Each shack was populated by between 5 and 10 men 

and normally housed a woman who took care of the house and 

the men. The three largest buildings were the Government 

office, the "Cantina" and the bar, which also  served as a 

house of convenience for the around 400 civilians and 120 

military male inhabitants. If one did not take care it was 

easy to mistake the three buildings for each other as they 

had been built after the same standard blueprints. 

In contrast to this the Army camp was a well organized 

affair with portacabins and tents in orderly rows. Along 

one side of the camp the engineering equipment pool was 

situated with a workshop and fiber-glass fuel tanks. A 

little distance from the camp a small airstrip had been 

carved out and that permitted mail, spare parts and other 

important items to be flown in with the weekly Air Force 

plane from Manaus via Tefe and Içana. 

The Brazilian government is building this long road in 

order to open the large tracts of land in the upper Amazon 

basin. The intention is to give land to a large and still 

fast-growing population of the country either for farming, 

cattle raising or mineral exploration. 

If one takes the trip from the air base at Manaus to this 

area one cannot fail to observe that the rain forest is not 

one with dense areas of useful timber. The mahogany and 
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other useful species are growing wide apart and therefore 

too expensive to harvest in normal timber operations. The 

result is that the land is totally cleared for grazing or 

farming and the few scattered trees sold off when they are 

found and felled. This policy has proved devastating to the 

area, as the soil is not fertile enough to provide 

continuous farming or cattle raising. When an area is 

abandoned for farming the heavy rainfall quickly erodes the 

soil and turns it into an unusable moon-like landscape. 

Even worse are the effects of digging or strip mining for 

the various minerals in which the area is rich. 

 

The clans of most of the major plants in the area had been 

watching and suffering these effects ever since the large 

projects started in the late nineteen seventies. The few 

scattered tribes of Indians in the upper basin of the 

Amazon had for years been pressed down into these areas 

from Colombia and Peru and westward by the development in 

Brazil itself. The Indians were and felt themselves 

surrounded. 

 

*** 

 

      The Indians attacked on Sunday September 23 exactly 

when the obligatory Sunday mess was being held in the Army 

camp. For the civilians in the settlement Sunday was their 

only day off. Most of the sixty or so women were in the 

Army camp for the service, whereas many of the men were 

still recovering from the excesses of the night before. 

The Indians were equipped with AK-47, Chinese manufactured 

assault rifles, obtained from Peru. This fact together with 

the complete surprise they achieved  quickly gave them the 

upper hand. Fifty or so soldiers survived the attack and 

soon barricaded themselves in the steel cabins and heavy 

equipment of the engineering pool. 

Novo Floresta itself was overrun and every single sleeping 

man shot. 
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"Come here!" José ordered one of his men holding an APG-7 

rocket launcher of Russian manufacture. He pointed out the 

fuel tanks to an Indian tribesman clad only with a loin 

cloth and he sighted the launcher. With a loud "Whizzz" the 

rocket streaked towards the tank and in the ensuing 

explosion all the three fiber-glass fuel tanks of the camp 

were destroyed. The scantily clad "soldier" had been 

trained by the "Shining Path" guerrillas in Peru. 

"Bravo, bravo!" José yelled and signalled to his followers 

to surround the barricaded soldiers at the same time 

indicating to hold back any assault. He knew that to attack 

the soldiers in daylight when they were barricaded like 

this would mean eventual defeat. 

"All drivers come here!" he ordered and nine of his men 

came running. "Go to the settlement and find a truck or any 

other vehicle each and drive them down here!" 

Quickly they sped away and it was only minutes before the 

first truck from the civilian constructors' transport pool 

came speeding.  When the nine trucks had collected behind a 

small ridge which protected them against any firing from 

the soldiers, José ordered them to drive all the trucks 

onto the small airstrip and there set them on fire. 

"Fine, no airplanes," he mumbled quietly to himself and 

then took a small Walkie-Talkie out of his jacket pocket. 

He pressed the transmit button and said in an Indian 

dialect, so it would not be understood by the enemy: 

"JIV, here, XIN have you managed? Over!" Immediately he 

switched to receive and his set crackled: "XIN here, I hear 

you fine, the bridge has been destroyed. Over!" 

"JIV here, XIN put the mines and come back. Out!" José 

answered with a satisfied smile, knowing that the temporary 

bridge over the Curicuriari river had been destroyed as 

scheduled. The planned goals for day one had been achieved 

without a single casualty. Now it was up to the other 

groups to fulfil their tasks. 

 

      In the Army camp Teniente Roberto Salvador was the 

only officer who had survived and he was not even a real 
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soldier. He  was doing his military service as an engineer 

after he had finished his studies. Scattered around him he 

had, clinging to their rifles, 34 soldiers and 4 sergeants, 

of which only two of the latter had any previous combat 

experience. 

"Just wait, those ignorant idiots will soon come charging 

with their rifles shooting in the air," one of the 

experienced sergeants had exclaimed. Then there was a bang 

followed by a loud roaring explosion. 

"Jesus! I think they hit and destroyed our fuel tanks, now 

how are we going to get out of here?" Teniente Salvador 

yelled. 

A little later they heard the roar of the heavy trucks out 

of sight and then they saw them being driven onto the 

airstrip and being set on fire. They fired wildly, but the 

airstrip was at maximum range for their small calibre M16 

rifles and besides the Indians took good cover. Soon there 

was absolute silence. 

"What next?" the Teniente wanted to know. This time his 

sergeants kept silent and only shrugged their shoulders, 

they had seen nothing like this before. 

"What about radio contact, do we have radio contact?" he 

asked. They were lucky, one of the surviving soldiers was 

from the radio communication section. He answered slowly: 

"We normally call in at three o'clock when it is Sunday, 

but we only have a small set for communication with 

aircraft here anyway. The large radio set is in the 

communication hut and it is on the other side of the camp." 

He was right and José was at this time already sitting in 

front of it trying to listen for any emergency messages. 

The soldier from the communication section had previously 

been posted to the field construction unit at the air base 

at Manaus and he now suggested: "This ground-to-air radio 

set has only a short range, but if we put it on the 121.5 

frequency we might be lucky. It is the international 

emergency frequency and all aircraft are supposed to listen 

in on it at all times." 
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With shaking hands he put the radio on and turned the 

switch to the mark "121.5" and then said into the 

microphone: "Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, this is 2nd Army 

engineering group calling." 

Then he listened for an answer for one or two minutes 

before he repeated his call. This time the small 

loudspeaker creaked out: "Army engineers calling Mayday, 

this is TAM flight 141, we read your strenght four, go 

ahead." The soldiers looked at each other and yelled with 

relief. Then the communication soldier asked Teniente 

Salvador for instructions on what to do. 

"Tell them, tell them that we need help immediately, that 

we are surrounded by bloody Indians. Yes tell them that 

they have what appears to be guns and rockets," The 

Teniente yelled. 

"Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, TAM flight 141, this is 2nd Army 

engineer group at Novo Floresta, we have been attacked by 

Indians armed with guns and rockets. I think most of our 

camp and the town has been destroyed and we are maybe forty 

here. We are surrounded and need help. They have destroyed 

our fuel and airstrip. Over!" The soldier transmitted 

almost perfectly according to the international radio 

telephony rules laid down. 

"God help those poor soldiers," Captain Ramos said to his 

second pilot in the small turbo-prop airliner on its way 

from Rio Branco to Fonte Boa, before once again pressing 

his transmitting button. "OK, second army engineers, we 

hear you and have copied your message, what do you want us 

to do, we are a civilian airliner and cannot help you 

directly. We can relay your message on High Frequency radio 

to the Control Center in Manaus, is that what you want? By 

the way where in the hell is this Novo Floresta it is not 

on our map. Over!" 

"They have heard us, they want to know what they can do for 

us?" the soldier asked the Teniente. 

"Tell them it is urgent, we must have help and tell him 

where our camp is," he answered and the soldier immediately 

transmitted: "TAM flight 141, this is army engineers, we 
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need help urgently, please tell Manaus quickly, our camp is 

200 kilometers south of Içana where the new highway crosses 

the Curicuriari river, help please. Over!" 

"Army engineers this is flight 141, we barely hear you now, 

we are in contact with Manaus and they ask  if they can 

land on the airstrip. How do you hear us. Over!" The 

captain of the airliner said, but there was no answer from 

the ground. 

"There will be another butchering of the poor Indians, they 

have probably only shot a few arrows at those frightened 

soldiers," The captain commented to his second pilot before 

he ordered: "OK we are 50 miles from Fonte Boa, we were 

lucky in getting their message and being able to relay it 

anyway, commence before descend check!" 

 

*** 

 

      Manaus is the capital of the huge Amazon Province of 

Brazil. It is a large sprawling city of 300,000 inhabitants 

and its importance comes from the fact that it is situated 

at the point where the Negro and Solimoes arms of the 

Amazon river meet. The river is navigable up to this point 

for even large ocean-going ships. It is therefore the 

natural center of government and supply for the Amazon 

region which is an area measuring about 1,000 miles from 

north to south and 1,400 miles from east to west. Both the 

Brazilian Army and Air Force maintain their regional 

headquarters for the Amazon area in Manaus. At the Eduardo 

Gomes airport outside the city the 7o Comando Aereo 

Regionai (the 7th Regional Air Command) is situated and it 

controls the aircraft as well as the numerous airstrips 

scattered in an area the size of the whole Europe. The 

command center is at the airport itself and consists of a 

center for Air Traffic Control and a Tactical Command 

Center. 

 

After the Air Traffic Control Center was alerted by TAM 

flight 141 around midday on September 26 they immediately 
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forwarded it to the Tactical Command Center. This Center is 

manned by a staff of fifteen people, a Major, a Captain, 

two Tenientes (Lieutenants) five non-commissioned officers 

and six privates. As it was Sunday noon only a sergeant and 

a private were in the Center when the alert came. It took 

them more than an hour to contact the rest of the staff. 

When Major Mario Pereira took over the command at around 

one o'clock he immediately realized that it was a serious 

situation in Novo Floresta and alerted the army battalion 

in Içana. They bluntly told him, on a very bad radio line, 

that it would take at least until the next day to organize 

help for the camp. Then the major looked at his own 

aircraft assets for sending some help. It immidiately 

struck him how impossible the task was. Right here at 

Manaus Air Base he had what looked like a large force, four 

squadrons. 8° GAv (Grupo de Aviacion no.8) with two 

squadrons of helicopters, the 1° Escuadron with eight Super 

Puma French-built medium range helicopters and the 7° 

Escuadron with eight Squirrel short-range helicopters, but 

there were at least 700 miles in straight line to the camp, 

so the helicopters were out of the question. 

9° GAv with its 1° Escuadron was the transport unit and had 

as such ten very old Canadian built DHC-5 Buffalo aircraft. 

They are excellent short-range transport aircraft and can 

each take a couple of jeeps and twenty five troops. They 

would be able to reach Novo Floresta and then fly to Içana 

for refuelling. 

"What did the message say?" Major Pereira asked himself. 

"Yes, here it is, the airstrip has been made inoperative!" 

Quickly he concluded to himself that the Buffaloes were out 

of the question, they were not combat aircraft and could 

easily be shot down. 

The last unit available at Manaus was the liaison and 

communication squadron. 7° ETA as it was called. That unit 

had a mixed bag of aircraft consisting of two C.95 

Bandeirantes for staff transport and another C.95C of the 

same type equipped for light transport. Three C.98s which 

are the military version of the Cessna Caravan served the 



CHAPTER 10 "THE VICTORY" [THE AMAZON,BRAZIL SEPTEMBER] 

 

 

181 

jungle strips. They are rugged single turboprop engine ten-

person bush aircraft. Lastly the unit had two Piper 

Seneca's specially equipped with a Robertson kit to enable 

them to take-off and land on very small strips. The 

Bandeirantes are fast turboprop aircraft and they could 

make it to Novo Floresta in two and a half hours, but they 

only have an airborne endurance of three and a half hours. 

It would only be marginally possible to reach Içana with 

the fuel and the required reserves. Then he looked at his 

watch, it would take at least another hour to get a crew 

and with three hours flight time, it would be dark at Içana 

before they could reach it. The Bandeirante solution would 

not be possible today. 

The Major was just about to give up when one of his 

Tenientes pointed out to him that one of the C.98 Caravans 

was already at Içana. With a sigh of relief he immediately 

ordered that the plane should be sent on a reconnaissance 

flight over the camp together with radios and ammunition to 

be dropped to the surrounded soldiers there. That was all 

he could do. The rest would be up to the headquarters in 

Brasilia. 

      Sub-Teniente Alberto Filho was relaxing in the Army 

Officers' mess next to the small airfield of Içana when an 

orderly told him to come to the command post. 

"Some barefoot Indians are making trouble near our camp at 

Novo Floresta, we can't get radio contact with our men 

there. Apparently an aircraft from TAM has talked to them 

over the ground-air radio and they asked for help. We are 

preparing a small relief column, but we need a 

reconnaissance along the road, we won't be driving today 

anyway, it would be dark when we get there. They, I mean 

Manaus want you to fly over the camp and have a look at how 

serious the situation is. Just in case they also want you 

to drop a few radios and some ammunition. Is it possible?" 

they wanted to know. 

Alberto Filho took a small round airman's computer out of 

his pocket and calculated for a few minutes and then said: 

"If I can get it topped up to maximum fuel and have the 
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supplies loaded within 45 minutes I can fly there and have 

one hour for looking around and then come back before it 

gets dark." 

Quickly the command post called the base technicians and 

told them what to do. Alberto then called his loadmaster 

Sergeant Fernando Fonseca and told him to refuel and load 

the aircraft. 

"A piece of cake." Alberto thought to himself when he 

slowly walked towards the aircraft. Here Sergeant Fonseca 

was busy supervising the native Indian fuel bowser driver 

in refuelling the aircraft and looking after the army 

people loading small ammunition crates through the large 

sliding door into the cabin. Despite vigilance the 

Sergeant, however, did not see the Indian slip a very small 

piece of a leaf into the fuel tank before he fastened the 

cab. Exactly 44 minutes after Sub-Teniente Alberto Filho 

had got the order to fly he and Sergeant Fernando Fonseca 

took off from the airfield at Içana in C.98 Caravan number 

2703. 

       The commanding  General of the Brazilian Air Force 

was told about the attack on Novo Floresta when he was 

relaxing at his home in Brasilia at around six o'clock in 

the evening. That was exciting news for him as this was a 

case where he could display his new firepower to the 

nation. 

He called the Minister of Defence and obtained the 

necessary authorizations for a major attack and then 

instructed his chief of staff about what he wanted: 

"Tomorrow I want a full attack on those Indians, I want to 

show them and everybody else that there is nowhere in the 

whole country where we cannot reach them and destroy them. 

Order the  2° Grupo de Transporte at the Galeao Air Base to 

make their KC.137 tankers ready for action. Their new base 

of operation will be Manaus. Then order the 1° Grupo de 

Aviacion de Caza at Santa Cruz to dispatch two F-5E 

fighters with the help of the tankers to Manaus. The same 

order applies for 16° Grupo de Aviacion de Caza, they need 

the training with their A-1 attack planes. Then order the 



CHAPTER 10 "THE VICTORY" [THE AMAZON,BRAZIL SEPTEMBER] 

 

 

183 

Army to ready the 26th "Santos Dumont" paratroop and 

infantry battalion, I need at least two companies to be 

transported with C-130 transports to Manaus tomorrow. They 

must be dropped over Novo Floresta after the air attack. 

Inform the 1° Grupo de Transporte to take care of that 

business." The General paused for a little while and then 

added to his staff: "That should once and for all take care 

of those barefooters. I want a full follow up on everything 

that happens!" 

During the night, all three KC.137 tankers the Brazilian 

Air Force had in its inventory were busy with the tricky 

affair of refuelling three F-5E single-seater and one F-5F 

double-seater and three of the  A-1 attack aircraft in the 

dark on their transfer between the Santa Cruz Air Base 

outside Rio de Janeiro and Manaus. The only mishap was one 

bent refuelling probe on one of the F-5E fighters. Four C-

130H Hercules transports were ready at first daylight to 

transport their load of altogether 150 fully equipped 

paratroopers to Manaus. 

      Sub-Teniente Alberto Filho flew his C.98 aircraft at 

a height of only 200 feet while following the highway 

south, but everything looked normal so far. 

"Look there!" Sergeant Fonseca yelled and pointed ahead. 

They were just approaching the brand new bridge over the 

river Uaupes and they could see a truck burning fiercely. 

It had not entered the bridge, but from what could be 

judged from the crater in the road, it had apparently hit a 

mine. Quickly Alberto grabbed his microphone and reported 

it to Içana. 

Still flying  low over the road Alberto was now more 

cautious, but there was nothing to be seen, no movements no 

vehicles, nothing. After a while they approached the 

Curicuriari river and could now see a large plume of smoke 

behind the river bend. Alberto circled low over the road 

and observed that the bridge over the river had been blown 

up. Again he called Içana, but he was too far away and too 

low to reach them. 
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"I am climbing to get in contact with the tower in Içana," 

he yelled to Fernando while pushing the thrust lever 

forward. The powerful turboprop in the nose started to 

respond and then suddenly died completely. 

"Power failure, brace yourself for crash, oh shit." 

Fernando called out, but he had no chance. The aircraft was 

at 200 feet and in a steep climbing turn. With the large 

propeller windmilling there was enormous drag on the plane 

and it crashed with full force into some trees lining the 

road. The fuel exploded in the crash and there were large 

secondary explosions when the ammunition blew up. The 

explosions and the plume of smoke could be seen over the 

tree line from the camp. 

It had been almost two hours since the aircraft had been 

refuelled and the algae had multiplied enormously since it 

got the command from the leaf. When the engine was given 

full power there was a rush of fuel and the filter got 

clogged. This caused the engine to stop immediately. 

 

*** 

 

      Not far from there José was sitting next to the radio 

in the camp's radio shack and he heard the last 

transmission from the aircraft before it crashed. 

"Good, it seems that the group in Içana had done their job 

well. Now it is up to the group in Manaus and our friends 

the plants," he said quietly to himself. Then he yelled for 

his sub-lieutenants to come and gave them the orders, in 

minute detail, for the attack in the night: "Three groups 

with APG-7’s will blast one side of the barricade and the 

rest must make a lot of shooting there. Leave the other 

side unguarded and let them escape that way. Our groups 

with the arrows and blow pipes will kill them during the 

night. It will make their leaders think that we are weak 

and primitive so they will underestimate us in the future. 

We must be well clear of here before tomorrow morning, they 

will without doubt use their aircraft to attack us. Do you 

understand?" he ended off and looked at them. 
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They all understood. José was looking forward to the 

withdrawal, he did not like Lulu to be alone in their small 

headquarters near the Colombian border. For a few moments 

he thought about the days they had had together since they 

left Amsterdam. Lulu was such a clever girl and she fully 

understood the struggle which lay ahead. Together they had 

conferred with the leader of the balsa trees, Xcetel it 

called itself. With the information José had obtained they 

had been able to come up with a plan for the liberation of 

the rain forest and the Indians in Western Amazon. Lulu and 

he had agreed that the most important action was to get the 

world to see the plight of the plants and the Indians, if 

they should die it didn't matter. The attack on this 

insignificant camp should show the military that they were 

impotent and incapable of stopping them. It should scare 

them. The next step would be to isolate the whole area west 

of Manaus with the help of the plants. 

His thoughts were interrupted with three large explosions 

and then rapid gunfire from automatic rifles, the attack 

had begun. 

"They are running like rats, we have won!" a completely 

naked Indian came in and told José who rose and gave the 

order to disperse into the forest. Then he turned around 

and when leaving the radio shack he pulled the safety pin 

out of a small Swedish made hand grenade and threw it into 

the hut. 

*** 

 At this very moment, further to the west in the 

Amazon area two groups of Indians were busy emptying large 

earthenware containers into the river. A month ago they had 

been given small glass jars with a reddish powder and been 

told to put it into these containers together with water 

from the river. Within hours the water had muddled and now 

was almost blood red with the algae. One group was 

discharging the algae into the Negro river close to the 

town of Iauareté on the Colombian border, the other into 

the Solimoes arm of the Amazon river in Peru near the large 
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city of Iquitos. Within a few days the river would be 

infected with the algae all the way down river to Manaus. 

Other groups of forest Indians had already many months ago 

done their job. They had been issued with sacks of seeds 

from the Wourali plant and been instructed to sow them near 

cattle farms and small settlements. Since then the plants 

themselves had grown and multiplied. Not being Indian and 

therefore not familiar with the ordinary forest plants no 

person had taken notice of the wooly twining plants with 

reddish hairy oval leaves which suddenly started to be 

found everywhere. These Wourali plants had been specially 

refined in their breeding by the plants and contained an 

unusual large amount of the alkaloid curarine. If this 

substance, even in the minutest quantity, enters the 

bloodstream of an animal or human being, like via a scratch 

or a prick of a thorn, it will cause immediate cramps and 

the blockage of the nervous system. A few seconds later the 

animal or person will be dead. This is one of the strongest 

poisons in the world and is ordinarily known as curare, the 

ancient hunter's poison of the Amazon Indians. 

 

*** 

       In the morning of September 24 Teniente General 

Bertolino Fortner was ready to teach the Indians a lesson 

they would never forget. He had personally arrived at the 

Manaus Air Base in his staff Learjet from Brasilia. Earlier 

the three tankers, called the KC.137 in the Air Force, but 

actually old Boeing 707 jet airliners converted into 

tankers, had been filled with kerosene jet fuel to their 

brims. Next to them, glistering with moisture from the wet 

morning, were three F-5E jet fighters all equipped with 

protruding refuelling probes and three of the new efficient 

A-1 attack planes, built in Brazil. The fighters had also 

been filled with fuel and besides that each carried six 100 

kilogram anti-personnel fragmentation bombs and two tanks 

of napalm. 

The pilots were briefed carefully for the attack. They were 

told to strafe the area with their 20 and 30 millimeter 
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guns, then when the Indians were fleeing they should drop 

the anti-personnel bombs and finally release the napalm in 

the forest when they had retreated to there. Later in the 

afternoon four Hercules transports would drop the battle-

thirsty paratroopers to pursue any survivors. 

A planned attack on the road from Içana had to be 

postponed, when it was reported from there, that the road 

had been mined. It was further reported that the fuel in 

the town had been contaminated so no trucks could drive. 

 

General Fortner was in the Tactical Command Center himself 

and at exactly 9 o'clock he gave the order to launch the 

three tanker aircraft. They would fly ahead and would 

refuel the fighters over Fonte Boa before the attack. Then 

they would follow the fighters and would refuel them two 

times on their way back. An hour later the three F-5E 

fighters streaked down the runway and a few minutes later 

the three A-1's. 

Both the fighters and the tankers were flying at their most 

economical speed in order to conserve fuel and the attack 

was planned for midday. They met near Fonte Boa at 1113: 

"Esso formation, this is Jambock formation, how do you 

read?" the leader of the three F-5E fighters called out. 

"Jambock formation, this is Esso leader, read you loud and 

clear are you ready for the dip?" the leading tanker called 

back. 

"Esso formation, Pampa formation calling in, we are also 

ready," the leader of the A-1 formation called. 

"Jambock and Pampa formation, each tanker will take two of 

you as briefed. Jambock 1 and 2 you take Esso 1, that is 

the one to port, Jambock 3 and Pampa 1, you take Esso 2 in 

the middle and Pampa 2 and 3 take Esso 3 to starboard." 

The three tankers were flying almost in a line abreast with 

about 500 feet between them, each streaming a basket 

hanging in the refuelling tube which had been unrolled from 

each wing tip. Each of the six fighters had a steel 

refuelling probe protruding from the fuselage up over the 

cockpit hood. With incredible skill, at a speed of 350 
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miles per hour, the fighter pilots would nurse their probe 

into the basket and within 4-5 minutes 6000 pounds of fuel 

would be transferred to their tanks. 

"Esso 1, Jambock 1 has contact ready for transfer." The 

leader of the F-5E's had hit his basket and began to 

receive his fuel. 

Then in quick succession the five other aircraft reported 

contact and also started to get their fuel. 

"Jambock 1 and 2, from Esso 1, break off, we are having an 

engine flame-out." It came suddenly, but calmly from the 

pilot of the first tanker. In his cockpit the captain and 

his second pilot were battling the controls. Then he looked 

at the engine indicators and yelled to the flight-engineer 

sitting in the jump-seat between the two pilots: "Hell 

Ramon, do something can't you see that there is no fuel 

flow to engine no.1 and 2." Ramon jumped up and started to 

check his panel behind the cockpit before saying: "The fuel 

transfer pump is not working I am switching to the 

alternative." 

At that moment the aircraft started to turn violently to 

the left, because of the loss of the engine power on that 

side. 

Then it came over the radio with a note of panic from the 

tanker in the middle. "Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, Jambock 3 

and Pampa 1, this is Esso 2, disengage now, I have lost 

engine no.3 and 4." 

But before anybody could answer the third tanker called in 

with a scream: "Esso 2, get out of the way, I have lost my 

two left engines and is turning left." 

It was too late, Esso 2 was turning right and almost out of 

control and the tanker to his right was at the same time 

turning left also battling to regain control. With a speed 

of 350 miles per hour the wing tip of Esso 2 hit the tail 

of Esso 3 and then cut right through his fuselage. Seconds 

later a huge fireball started to develop like in slow 

motion and the two aircraft disintegrated in hundreds of 

pieces, most of which started to spin down towards the 

jungle below. 
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Pampa 1 and 2 were caught in the middle of the debris and 

were also cut to pieces, neither one of the two pilots were 

fast enough to use their ejection seats. Pampa 3, the 

youngest of the three A-1 pilots, had turned sharp right 

when it happened and watched the carnage with horror. 

Meanwhile in Esso 1 events had turned for the worse as the 

last two engines also had stopped to run. 

"Mayday, Fonte Boa Tower, this is Esso 1. I have lost all 

my four engines, my position is about 15 miles south of 

you, I will try and come in and land. I also have  six 

fighters who might like to come. Over!" The captain had 

obviously not seen the collision to his right. 

"Mayday, Esso 1, this is Pampa 3. Esso 2 and 3 and my two 

mates just collided and exploded request instructions, 

please." 

"This is Fonte Boa Tower, what the hell is going on up 

there, is it a kind of joke? Anyway our runway is too short 

for you Esso 1 confirm your type of aircraft is a KC.137." 

It came over the radio with an obvious impatient and 

irritated voice. 

Before anybody could answer three transmissions were heard 

in quick and disciplined succession: 

"Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, this is Jambock 1, I have a double 

flame-out, ejecting." 

"Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, Jambock 2, my two engines have 

just stopped, I cannot relight them, I am ejecting, see you 

in the mess tonight!" 

"Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, Jambock 3, I am following one and 

two, both engines stopped, ejecting." 

There was deep  silence on the radio, nobody wanted to talk 

first. 

"Listen carefully Fonte Boa, we have had a major disaster 

about 15 miles to the south of you, two tankers have 

collided and five fighter pilots seem to have abandoned 

their aircraft. I won't be able to make it to your field, 

so don't worry," the captain of Esso 1 transmitted coldly. 

Less than thirty seconds later the pilot of Pampa 3 watched 

when the last of the tankers, Esso 1 hit the trees below in 
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a desperate attempt to land on the small Jurua river. The 

plane exploded in a huge sheet of flames and black smoke. 

Teniente Jorge Coelho was so confused by what had happened 

in the last three minutes, that he forgot to call the Tower 

in Fonte Boa and when his engine stopped another thirty 

seconds later he didn't even bother to pull the handle on 

top of his seat to eject. He followed his beloved A-1 

no.5512 in its uncontrollable and rather slow spin into the 

thick foliage of the rain forest. 

Each tanker had its normal crew of 7 plus 6 extra 

passengers and none of the pilots who ejected were ever 

found. 

The Tactical Command Center called desperately the 

formation of the tankers and fighters for more than an hour 

without results before they finally got a baffled 

confirmation from the Tower in Fonte Boa. Quickly the 

General ordered all four C-130 Hercules planes on a search 

for the missing planes. Later the same day they found the 

totally burnt out wreckages of the three tankers and five 

of the fighters. Teniente Coelho and his plane was never 

spotted. 

 

*** 

 

     The plants had in three minutes managed to destroy the 

whole long range offensive capability of the Brazilian Air 

Force. 

It had all started three months earlier at the Shell 

refinery on the island of Curaçao in the Dutch Antilles in 

the Caribbean Sea. A Chinese supervisor, who had been 

transferred from Shell's branch in Hongkong had brought 

with him a small sack of green powder. For a small monthly 

fee he had promised a friend of his to put a little of the 

powder into the tanks of selected ships which were loading 

at the refinery. One of the ships was the "Shell Manaus", a 

tanker of 12,000 tons, which had been  chartered by the 

Brazilian Government to sail kerosene and petrol to the 

Amazon region, for unloading in Manaus. 
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The plants, in this case represented by the clan of the 

bamboos, had been alerted about the shipment by their ring 

of spies. There was a highly treasured bonsai plant in the 

office of the Brazilian Minister of Defence. Now most of 

the fuel for the heavy trucks and airplanes as well as some 

of the petrol for the whole area was gradually being 

contaminated. 

The bamboos in cooperation with the clan of the balsa and 

mahogany trees had for a long time wanted to rid the forest 

in the Amazon of human intruders. 

The plants there had for millenniums been in good relations 

with the Indians of the area, with many of whom they even 

could communicate in a crude way. Now they had supported 

this clever and fully cooperative Indian called José. With 

money provided for by the plants he had over the last few 

years managed to infiltrate many institutions and companies 

with drivers from his training school for Indian truck 

drivers. The drivers were skilled and willing to work in 

far off places. Many served as truck drivers with the road 

construction companies and José had been clever enough to 

have many of them applying to the army and air force for 

jobs. 

The plants had wanted to contaminate all the fuel at a 

given time, but José had a better plan. They should only 

use it selectively then nobody would ever detect the spores 

in the rest of the fuel. In that way it would never be 

replaced. After the seminar in Amsterdam everything had 

been easier to manage as they could communicate in detail. 

It had been very easy to activate the spores. After José 

had come back to his truck driver's school in Manaus he had 

told everybody that he was going to visit all his drivers 

in the Amazon area. There were Indian truck drivers at 

almost all air bases and airstrips operated by the 

Brazilian Air Force. They were given very small patches of 

leaves from the mahogany tree and placed them in the tanks 

of the aircraft or trucks before or after they were 

refuelled. Within two hours the codes in the leaves made 

the algae multiply to such a degree that they clogged the 
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fuel filters. So far all the aircraft which had been 

affected had indeed crashed and an investigation into the 

disasters never revealed anything. 

The next point in the plan was to scare the settlers away 

from the whole area, that would be done with the help of 

the Wourali clan. 

Lastly a substance in the released algae would cause 

cholera bacilli to grow with fantastic speed and depopulate 

the large towns and cities. The discovery of the special 

algae had been done by a scientist in Lima in Peru in the 

beginning of 2007. This scientist was a member of "The 

Green World" as had been Jens Sorensen in Denmark and 

others around the world. The scientist was told to try out 

the algae in March and April and with great success. Within 

a few weeks cholera epidemics were reported in Peru, 

Ecuador and Colombia before the test was called off. No one 

discovered that the exceptional growth of the cholera 

bacilli was caused by the algae. 

Then during the last few days in late September there came 

reports to Manaus about farmers fleeing the areas in the 

west. Large numbers of cattle and many people as well had 

died of a mysterious illness which would kill in seconds 

after somebody had got a wound or even a scratch. Then came 

an even more serious report of people dying of cholera in 

Leticia after having drunk water from the river. About the 

same time an almost similar incident in a few days wiped 

out almost the entire population of 3450 in Sao Pedro on 

the Negro river. 

 

*** 

 

     It took José and his men four days on foot and by 

speed-boat to reach their small camp on the border between 

Colombia and Brazil. 

"Oh, José we have heard on the radio that all the aircraft 

sent to bomb you were destroyed in an accident," Lulu said 

when she came running down to the small landing where the 

boat was pulled ashore. 
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"I have missed you, is there any news about the algae?" he 

answered with a smile. "How did you manage with the 

releasing in the river, were there any problems?" he then 

wanted to know. Lulu had accompanied the small group of 

Indians which had released the algae into the Negro river. 

She came over to him and while she kissed him she 

whispered: "I have missed your strong body, did you kill 

many soldiers?" He blushed under his tanned skin and 

answered with a low voice: "We killed all the soldiers, 

more than a hundred I think and we did not loose a single 

man ourselves." 

"You are my brave man," she whispered and together they 

walked up to the small grass and leaf covered hut which 

served as the headquarters. When inside she eagerly started 

to undress him, but he smiled and said: "First I must talk 

to Xcetel, to hear if our balsa tree has any reports." Then 

when he saw her disappointed face he added: "OK, then let 

us undress and we can play while we talk to it." 

The copper wire had been permanently attached to the large 

balsa tree outside the hut. Proficiently he connected it to 

his communication set while she undressed herself and then 

helped him to get out of his short sleeved shirt and pants. 

Then he started the small Honda generator and checked the 

voltage. Quickly he connected the leads to the computer and 

switched it on. 

"GOOD AFTERNOON JOSE---WE HAVE BEEN VERY SUCCESSFUL---IT 

HAS JUST BEEN REPORTED FROM THE MINISTER OF DEFENCE THAT 

THEY ARE GIVING UP ANY ATTACKS AT THE MOMENT---AND THEY DO 

NOT KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TO THE PLANES---YOU WERE RIGHT" 

José was just about to answer the computer when he was 

distracted by Lulu's passionate caressing which had quickly 

aroused him.  

"Please, let us wait a little." He said while he with one 

hand fumbled her left nipple so it became hard and looked 

exactly like a full grown and ripe raspberry. Then he said 

with a satisfied smile: "Yes this is nice and bearable." 

She was drawing pictures with her tongue on his breast and 

belly. 
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"Have you any reports on people fleeing from the Wourali 

and any reports of water poisoning." He asked out into the 

room. 

The computer started again: 

"EVERYTHING SEEMS TO BE GOING ACCORDING TO PLAN---REMEMBER 

IT WILL TAKE A FEW DAYS BEFORE THE ALGAE REACHES MAJOR 

TOWNS---THEN THE PANIC WE HAVE CALCULATED ON SHOULD BREAK 

OUT" 

Once more José talked to his invisible consultant: "I think 

we should let the press know the facts, can you alert Mike 

Ward in any way?" 

Again the printer started: 

"YES WE CAN---THAT IS EASY---WHERE WOULD YOU MEET HIM---

THERE IS ANOTHER MATTER SOME OF OUR FRIENDS REPORTS THAT 

THERE ARE SOLDIERS NO MORE THAN TEN MILES FROM HERE SO BE 

CAREFUL" 

"Tell Mike to meet me in the Iquitos airport in four days, 

that will be October 4, at five o'clock in the afternoon." 

José added and then switched off the computer. 

"Now lay back and I will give you all the love I have." he 

said and looked her in her eyes. 

She stroked him a few times and then laid back on her 

elbows so her breast pointed up towards his face. He kissed 

them passionately. Then slowly she spread her legs and he 

entered her. He worked hard and their combined sweat 

collected on her flat belly and soon overflowed the small 

grove of her belly button. 

"Now José it is my turn to work." She said excitedly and 

turned him on his back. Then she sat across him and started 

to ride him wildly. 

A few minutes later they were interrupted by one of his  

"soldiers" yelling: "JIV, hurry there are soldier bandits 

close by!" 

It took them less than ten minutes to collect everything in 

the camp and load it into two speed-boats and several 

canoes. Most of his men dissolved like shadows into the 

forest. José called himself lucky that he always kept to 
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the basics he had learned when he was trained by the 

Americans to fight the drug bandits. 

     It was another two hours before the small patrol of 

soldiers arrived at the little cluster of huts and the only 

unusual thing they found was a small silver nail hammered 

into the large balsa tree. They couldn't get it out so it 

stayed there. 

José and his men had left a large plastic container with 

water in their abandoned camp. The soldiers were thirsty 

and they all drank of the water, they considered it safer 

than the river water. They shouldn't have and they were all 

very sick two days afterwards. 

Later if somebody had found them and made an autopsy they 

would have discovered that all 16 died of acute cholera. 

 

***  

 

       It was hard work for José and Lulu and their two 

followers to make it to Iquitos in time, but with José and 

the two Indians posing as guides and Lulu as a tourist they 

had managed to hire a small Cessna 185 floatplane in the 

town of Mitué in Colombia. They landed at three o'clock in 

the afternoon on the Amazon river outside Iquitos and made 

it just in time. 

Mike Ward and his camera man Wang had arrived at the 

airport already at eleven in the morning by an Aeroperu 

flight  from Lima. 

"There they are!" Wang pointed out to Mike when he saw José 

and Lulu enter the departures hall and look around. 

"José and Lulu, over here!" he yelled, and they ran over to 

the small bar at whose counter Wang and Mike were sitting. 

"Long time, no see," Wang said and they all hugged each 

other. 

"What is going on in the Amazon, there seems to be a total 

news blackout," Mike immediately wanted to know and then 

continued with a less excited voice: "I hope you have good 

news for me, there are all kinds of rumors going on. I was 

told by my communication set four days ago that you wanted 
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to see me here in this god forsaken place. So tell me what 

is going on." 

José looked carefully around to assure that nobody was 

listening and then started to tell his full story: 

"Mike the plants have for a long time wanted to expel the 

humans from the rain forest area. When Lulu and I came back 

from Amsterdam they informed me, via the communication set, 

that they wanted to show the world that they mean business. 

Their plan is to spread panic in the area so that all 

people will leave. First they had to immobilize the 

military and this they and I have done in the last few 

days." 

Then he told Mike about the attack on the camp on Novo 

Floresta which had been staged in order to destroy the 

confidence of the Air Force. 

"It is unbelievable that you have destroyed all their 

tanker aircraft and six fighters, but I guess it should be 

easy to verify," Mike said with amazement and then asked: 

"What more will the plants do?" José looked around once 

more and gestured to Mike to come closer before he said: 

"Do you remember the cholera epidemic earlier this year in 

this area? It was caused by the plants as a kind of test 

and there is an even larger one coming in the next few 

days. If successful up to 3 million people could be 

affected. That is not all, the plants have organized for 

the spread of an extremely poisonous plant to grow 

everywhere. If you touch any ground or water near one of 

these plants and have even a scratch on your fingers, in 

your mouth or in your digestive system you will be dead." 

"Shit, if all this became known there would be an absolute 

panic and exodus from the area," Mike exclaimed. 

"That is what we are counting on and that is why we want 

you to tell it," José said with a calm voice and a sly 

smile. 

"What is a nice girl like you doing here, Lulu?" Wang 

wanted to know. 

"I am here to help José in his fight, his battle is my 

battle," she answered with fiery eyes. 
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"Yes, Lulu has been very helpful and she also gives me an 

alibi for travelling around. I am her guide," José said and 

then added with a warm smile towards Lulu: "I am her guide 

in many ways!" 

"By the way how did you manage to come here?" Mike asked in 

order to verify the story. 

"We have chartered a small seaplane  In Colombia and it is 

going to take us back tomorrow," José answered. 

"But that must be very expensive." Mike kept on. 

"No problem, money is no problem, the plants are providing 

it. The plants told me many years ago where there was a big 

treasure abandoned by the old Spanish explorers. It 

contains hundreds of gold artifacts stolen from the Inca 

Indians and it sells well on the international market. It 

has provided us with weapons, boats and even the school for 

truck drivers I run in Manaus." 

They kept talking for some hours and the next day they 

separated. Mike and Wang took the long way via Lima and 

Brasilia to Manaus, whereas José and Lulu returned in their 

small floatplane to Mitué. 

 

***  

 

       On October the 10th Mike had an exclusive programme 

on the CNN channel. It was seen by millions of people 

including many in the Amazon region of Brazil. Later it was 

quoted and elaborated upon by most TV stations and 

newspapers all over the world. 

"This is Mike Ward reporting for CNN. What is going on in 

Brazil?" he started. "Old men in the Amazon region of 

Brazil have told me that the plants are in revolt against 

the exploitation of the area." 

Then there was an interview with an old Indian and an 

equally old settler from Manaus before he continued: 

"The facts are that large areas have been reported to be 

depopulated by a mysterious sickness. It appears that 

either the plants or the soil itself has been poisoned or 

contaminated. Most towns have experienced an unprecedented 
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cholera outbreak and it now appears that it has reached 

Manaus itself. The most mysterious event, however, was what 

happened on September 23. A small settlement had been 

attacked by Indians who had modern weapons and easily 

overran it. The Brazilian Air Force responded with a large 

force of fighters which was totally wiped out in a single 

accident. They insist it was an accident, but was it? I am 

not sure if it was not sabotage -and the Air Force claims 

it was not-  or maybe something even more unthinkable. The 

Indians have told me that they cooperate with the plants 

and they want to liberate their ancestral lands. Could the 

plants have misguided the aircraft and caused them to 

crash? Nothing can be discounted. This April in Malaysia I 

witnessed what they called the fury of the gods of the 

forest. To me the events here in Brazil look like another 

fury, just on a much grander scale." 

Mike hesitated for a few seconds and then continued: 

"Are the forces of nature, the instinct of survival in the 

plant organisms telling us to stop? Personally I think so." 
"This is Mike Ward ending this programme for CNN, good 
night!" 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 11 
 

"CAN WE TRUST THEM?"  
[WISCONSIN, USA SEPTEMBER] 

 

      Herman and Linda were back in their home on no.10 

Walnut Grove in Chippawa Falls on August 30th. On the way 

they had picked up their two children, Tim and Sandy, from 

Linda's parents' house. The children  were in high spirits 

and eagerly unpacked the gifts they were presented. As soon 

as they were home the children went to play with their 

friends. 

"OK, Herman let us get connected to Mbely and start with 

what we have decided." Linda said as soon as the children 

were gone. "I think you are right, I want to get started on 

my projects as soon as possible," he answered and started 

to unroll the long loudspeaker copper wire through the yard 

door and over the lawn to the walnut tree, Mbely. Then he 

connected it to the silver nail already there. 

Back in the house he and Linda went to his study, where he 

had made the first contact, and sat in front of the 

computer and turned it on. Linda loaded the programme while 

Herman turned on their stereo set and the microphone and 

adjusted the output. Despite their absence everything still 

seemed to work and Herman said into the microphone, which 

was connected to the stereo headset placed in the foliage 

in the tree: 

"Hello again Mbely we are back from Amsterdam, can you hear 

us?" 

The printer on the computer immediately started to print: 
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"HELLO LINDA AND HERMAN WELCOME BACK---YES I HAVE OBSERVED 

THAT YOU ARE BACK---I HAVE BEEN INSTRUCTED BY THE COUNCIL 

OF THE CLEVER ONE HUNDRED TO GIVE YOU ALL ASSISTANCE---WHAT 

DO YOU REQUIRE" 

First Herman spoke to the tree about what he and Linda had 

talked about: "First of all we need some money to begin the 

projects we have decided to start in order to help the 

council. How do we get it?" 

The printer waited a few seconds and then printed: 

"MONEY WILL BE NO PROBLEM---WE WILL ARRANGE FOR THAT---WILL 

THREE HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS BE ENOUGH IN THE BEGINNING" 

Herman and Linda looked at each other in surprise and 

quickly Herman answered:  

"Yes please, that would be enough."  

Then he continued with his next request into the 

microphone:  

"I plan to be an authority in knowing the plants such as 

their intelligence, their ability to store information and 

how their communication system works in detail. With this 

information I will write a report for a doctor's degree in 

the field. When I  have achieved that I will for certain be 

heard by the scientific community and I can start to tell 

them about the dangers. In this way we will make an 

important lobby in order to stop the genetic engineering. 

Please try and get all this information collected in very 

scientific detail. I need the composition of the DNA and 

other chemicals and how the information is stored and 

extracted from the memory. Then I need details of how you 

obtain information from the surroundings and how it is 

transferred via your nervous system. Herman stopped his 

talk and waited eagerly  and slightly impatiently for the 

reaction, this was crucial for how his plan would work. 

Then the printer came to life: 

"THAT SOUNDS LIKE A VERY GOOD PLAN HERMAN---WHEN YOU AND 

LINDA ARE FINISHED WITH THIS COMMUNICATION LEAVE THE 

COMPUTER ON AND KRITON WILL TRANSFER ALL THE INFORMATION 

YOU NEED---IT WILL PROBABLY TAKE MANY HOURS" 
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Herman looked with relief at Linda and had to restrain 

himself from not yelling out in joy. Then he nodded to her 

and she said into the microphone:  

"Mbely, I also have my plan for joining the scientific 

community in an authoritative way. I will write a thesis 

after having  completed my summer course at the University 

of Wisconsin. You know that I had a course in the history 

of the development of the plants. I will need all the 

information Kriton has about the development of the plants 

as the plants have recorded it. I am sure it will be much 

more accurate and a sensation in the scientific world. I 

will of course need all the details you have and if 

possible any proof and where to find specimens and 

archaeological evidence. After I have published this I plan 

to do the same with the genetics of the plants." 

Linda looked with excitement at Herman and crossed two 

fingers in front of herself. 

The printer waited a few seconds and then started: 

"VERY VERY GOOD LINDA---THAT IS AN EXCELLENT PLAN---WE ARE 

SURE THAT THIS WILL HAVE A GREAT EFFECT AND WILL GET US 

MANY FRIENDS AND COLLABORATORS---IT WILL TAKE A LOT OF TIME 

TO PRINT SO MAKE SURE THERE WILL BE DISCS AND PAPER 

AVAILABLE FOR IT" 

Linda couldn't hold herself back and she jumped around with 

joy. During the afternoon and most of the night the printer 

never stopped. Linda and Herman were so excited that they 

stayed up all the time and watched with amazement the 

details being printed out. First there was what amounted to 

a complete doctoral dissertation with questions, answers, 

graphs and conclusions. There was even what seemed to be 

cleverly made up tests and investigations. It came to 187 

full pages. 

Herman collected the last printout and looked closely. He 

could hardly believe it, he could just hand this in as his 

finished Doctor’s dissertation. 

Then the computer printed another 125 sheets of paper out, 

it was a complete report which Linda could hand in a 

similar way. With text and graphs it explained the whole 
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history of the evolution of the plants. After that there 

were examples of where fossils had been discovered and 

where hitherto missing links were still to be found. There 

was even a list of Botanical gardens and Herbaria and what 

undiscovered treasures they were hiding. 

Linda and Herman hugged and kissed each other with 

excitement and when calmed down she said quietly: "If ever 

the expression 'to be famous overnight' was appropriate it 

is tonight." 

Then Herman walked over to the microphone and said: "Thank 

you Mbely and thank you Kriton, it is fantastic the 

information you have given us. We will be famous with these 

reports I am sure." 

The printer came on again and printed: 

"IT IS OUR PLEASURE---REMEMBER THAT I KRITON HAS STORED ALL 

RELEVANT INFORMATION FOR THE LAST TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND 

YEARS AND SOME FROM BEFORE THAT---THERE IS NOTHING I DO NOT 

KNOW---I AM ALSO SURE THAT YOU EASILY WILL GET ALL THE 

FUNDS YOU NEED---EVERY SINGLE UNIVERSITY AND SCIENTIFIC 

INSTITUTION WILL OFFER YOU MONEY---GOOD NIGHT" 

 

The next day  both Linda and Herman read through their 

reports and there was nothing they could fault except that 

they both decided to omit some of the facts. They could 

later serve as proof and be basis for discussions and 

further papers. The day after that they brought them to a 

printer for copying and binding. 

On Monday, September 17, Herman shipped four copies with 

Federal Express to the Ford Foundation with a letter 

explaining that these were the results of the research made 

so far and asking if they wanted him to continue. He could 

hardly wait for their surprise. 

Linda on the same day took her paper with her to the 

University of Wisconsin and presented it to her professor. 

She didn't have to wait long for his reaction, it was an 

almost immediate and absolute explosion of excitement. When 

he asked from where she had got the information she calmly 
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said: "I can talk to the plants, they have told me 

everything!" 

If it wasn't for the facts in the report the professor 

would probably had called a doctor outright. 

Linda thought: "They'd better get used to the idea." Then 

she smiled innocently at the professor. 

Already the day after the Chairman of the board of the Ford 

Foundation called Herman. He wanted an immediate meeting 

and would send a company business jet to pick him up at Eau 

Claire airport if necessary. 

"Take your time, however, we hope and sincerely ask you to 

come. Our initial scanning of your research results is an 

absolute sensation," the Chairman said. 

Herman was pleased and flattered and two hours later 

entered the brand new Cessna Citation VII business jet. 

Another two hours later they landed in Detroit's airport, 

here a limousine awaited for him and it took yet another 

hour before he was ushered into the boardroom of the 

foundation. 

"Good afternoon Dr. Reuter," he was greeted, with the full 

board standing up as he entered the room. 

"Dr. Reuter we have, with pleasure, received your report 

over your research into plant intelligence. It has of 

course yet to be scrutinized by a committee of experts, but 

let me tell you already, that it looks like the greatest 

scientific breakthrough for years. We assume that you will 

be available for questioning when the time comes. Also we 

ask for your permission to start printing for publication 

as soon as possible," the Chairman said to Herman with, 

slightly bowed head in respect. 

Herman looked for a few seconds at all the distinguished 

persons still standing up and answered:  

"My dear Chairman and board members, I have done this 

research for the good of mankind. I want this report 

published, actually, I will insist that it is published. 

Also I will welcome, as soon as possible, a committee to be 

formed so we can continue further research. But you make me 

nervous, will you please sit down."  
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The Chairman laughed with pleasure and waved for everybody 

to sit and said:  

"Dr. Reuter we are pleased. Tell me what we can do for you? 

You will of course need money for further research and 

before you came we agreed to authorize a grant of 300,000 

dollars." 

Herman looked slightly bewildered at the Chairman and 

thought: "How did they come to the sum of 300,000 dollars, 

the same sum Mbely had suggested two weeks ago?" Then he 

suddenly saw why -On a square mahogany side-table in the 

boardroom was a beautiful bonsai arrangement with an 

obvious very old plane tree in the middle. 

The Chairman said with a slightly worried voice:  

"Dr. Reuter is there something wrong? Is it not enough 

money? You look disturbed." 

Herman now smiled and said: "I am sorry, but I suddenly saw 

your bonsai arrangement, it is lovely." 

All in the room smiled with relief and the Chairman 

explained: "Yes, isn't it beautiful, you know it is a plane 

tree and that is the symbol of wisdom, it is more than two 

hundred years old." 

The board offered champagne to celebrate the meeting and 

they discussed for almost an hour before Herman was allowed 

to leave and fly back. In the door the Chairman took 

Herman's hand and thanked him warmly for allocating 

precious time to come to the meeting and then added as the 

last words: "Dr. Reuter tell me, how did you come to find 

all this new and sensational information?" 

Herman thought: "They'd better get used to it" and 

answered: "As you can see from the report, the plants have 

intelligence. I have talked to the plants, to their 

leaders, and they have told me everything." 

Until he had read the report in detail, the Chairman 

thought that Herman had been joking. 

 

*** 
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       Lisa and John were back in Chippawa Falls a day 

before Linda and Herman. Full of anticipation already the 

next day they connected their communication set to a rather 

small maple tree in their back yard and got contact with 

Kriton, the leader of the council. Lisa had at the seminar 

in Amsterdam been assigned the task of promoting the case 

of the plants in the media and she now asked Kriton: "Good 

morning Kriton, we are back and ready to work. I have made 

a plan for promoting the cause of the plants, but I need 

your help." 

The printer on their portable communication set immediately 

responded and wrote: 

"GOOD MORNING LISA AND JOHN---WELCOME BACK FROM EUROPE YOU 

DID A GOOD JOB---LET ME INTRODUCE OUR GOOD AND TRUSTED 

FRIEND THE LEADER OF THE CLAN OF MAPLES---IT CALLS ITSELF 

ACER---WE WILL HELP YOU IN EVERY WAY LISA---GO AHEAD AND 

TELL US WHAT YOU NEED" 

The printer stopped and Lisa and John nodded to each other. 

Then Lisa took a densely written piece of paper and started 

to tell Acer the maple tree what she wanted:  

"My plan is to write a series of articles called "The 

plants in our lives". For article number one, the first out 

of five, I need detailed information about how a large tree 

would consume carbon dioxide and other poisonous components 

of the air and ground for the good of human and other 

animal life. Then you must tell us how this is transformed 

into oxygen and the numerous other chemicals and other 

useful substances which we use in every day life. Give us 

examples of sickness-curing herbs and drugs, maybe even 

some undiscovered ones. For my second article I will need 

some very famous and good examples of how plants have saved 

human lives, something like having warned about earthquakes 

and tidal waves. The best examples would preferable involve 

children or other innocent people. For the third I plan to 

write about normal relations between plants and humans. I 

am thinking about something like the perfect farm or a 

famous park or botanical garden. The fourth article I will 

coordinate with Herman and Linda and write about the 
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breakthrough in research I know they are to make. Finally 

for the fifth article I have planned a piece about the 

plight of the rain forest and Mike Ward and I  have already 

talked about that. Is all this possible?" She ended and 

looked with excitement at the printer which had already 

started to write a message: 

"YES IT IS POSSIBLE AND WE WILL EVEN GIVE YOU MANY MORE 

ARTICLES---I THINK IT IS A GOOD PLAN---DO NOT GET SURPRISED 

IF YOU BECOME VERY FAMOUS WITH THESE ARTICLES---WE WILL 

ALSO ASSURE THAT YOU WILL GET ENOUGH MONEY TO DO ALL THE 

WORK YOU WANT---WILL ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS BE ENOUGH 

FOR A START---WHEN YOU ARE FINISHED WITH THIS COMMUNICATION 

LEAVE THE COMPUTER ON AND WE WILL TRANSFER TEN PREPARED 

ARTICLES FOR YOU---WHAT CAN WE HELP JOHN WITH" 

The printer stopped and Lisa and John yelled to each other: 

"A hundred thousand dollars how are they going to get us 

that?" Then John calmed down and said first towards Lisa: 

"Lisa I am sure that we will get it, they have always given 

us what they promised!" Then he turned and said towards 

Acer, the maple tree: "I have a plan also, I want to 

promote the idea, that we can learn from the plants. I 

believe that if people got to know more about what advanced 

and smart things the plants have and are employing they 

would understand how important cooperation is." 

The printer had started even before John could finish and 

wrote: 

"GO AHEAD JOHN WHAT DO YOU MEAN---IN WHAT WAY CAN WE HELP 

YOU" 

Like Lisa had done some minutes before, John took a piece 

of note paper and started to read aloud towards the maple 

tree: "I would like to pretend to invent new communication 

systems and then tell how I got the idea and technology 

from the plants. Maybe even use the plants for the 

transfer. The first one I imagine to be a Very Low 

Frequency long distance message transfer system based on 

what you are using. It would save enormous amounts in power 

and complicated circuits and antenna systems. The other one 

I am thinking about is a chemical short range communication 



CHAPTER 11 "CAN WE TRUST THEM?"[WISCONSIN,USA SEPTEMBER] 

 

 

207 

system which could possibly replace our cumbersome system 

of cable-TV and other similar systems using expensive 

cables. If I could find such a system which could transfer 

communication without the fiber-cables which have to be dug 

down, it would be a sensation. I could also use any other 

scheme you might be able to come up with." 

This time there was an almost five minutes intermission 

before the computer and printer started to print: 

"JOHN WHAT YOU ARE ASKING FOR IS SOMETHING VERY ADVANCED 

AND DELICATE---WE WILL HOWEVER GIVE YOU SOME DETAILS OF HOW 

TO BUILD THE SYSTEMS YOU ARE THINKING ABOUT---BUT INITIALLY 

YOU WILL ONLY GET BASIC KNOWLEDGE ALTHOUGH ENOUGH TO CREATE 

A SENSATION IN THE TECHNICAL SCIENTIFIC WORLD---NOW LEAVE A 

LARGE STACK OF PAPER FOR THE PRINTER AND WE WILL BEGIN OUR 

TRANSFER" 

As Linda and Herman were going to experience a few hours 

later Lisa and John watched with awe what the printer 

wrote. For Lisa there were ten perfect articles on the 

subjects she had asked. It was written in the common 

language required for the popular press and contained small 

anecdotes and references to things which had happened over 

many hundred years. Then came suggestions of where more 

material could be found as well as where relevant 

photographs  could be taken. Finally there was a complete 

register of sources and references to people who could be 

witnesses or otherwise co-operative. Lisa read fast through 

the material and realized that she could just hand the 

articles in as they were. She needed only to get 

illustrations and photographs. 

For John there were long papers of basic technical 

explanations about how to set up a VLF communication 

system, how to use the roots of the plants in a large 

forest or elsewhere to replace the miles of antennas in the 

system until now used by the U.S.Navy and probably the 

Russian Navy. The system would be able to reach anywhere on 

earth, deep in the oceans or far down into the ground. 

Furthermore the plants suggested that the system could be 
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used for navigation. They insisted that it was what the 

birds did when flying on their long migrations. 

After this he was presented with the details of how to make 

an intercity cableless information system which used the 

roots of the plants as its terminals. It gave a few 

insights into the composition of the complicated 

biochemical interactions required, but the main emphasis 

was on the cooperation between man and plant to get the 

system to work. Finally there was an explanation of how a 

basic telepathic short range link could be set up, again 

with the help of the plants.  

John became more and more amazed as he went through the 

papers. Even with his considerable knowledge of technical 

matters it was sometimes incomprehensible. There was so 

much new and alternative thinking involved. He realized 

that he had to consult somebody about this. The information 

itself and the technical data was so advanced that it 

needed the advice from the highest authority. Luckily he 

knew exactly the right man to consult, Eric Coen, his old 

study pal, now working with the Collins Company in Cedar 

Rapids in Iowa. 

       Over the next few weeks Lisa rose to instant fame 

with her new and controversial articles. It soon became 

evident that they were very well researched and nobody, no 

matter how hard they tried, managed to contradict them. 

Already a week after the second article had appeared Lisa 

was called by the ABC television network, they wanted to 

make a TV series based on the same idea and asked if Lisa 

would come to a meeting. She readily agreed and a few days 

later she was picked up by a limousine in New York's 

J.F.Kennedy airport and driven to the ABC TV-Network's 

imposing headquarters building. There she was ushered to 

the office of the Vice-president in charge of non-fiction 

and nature programmes. Besides himself he had several other 

persons in his office, all of them obviously of some 

importance. 

"Welcome Miss Anderson, we have been reading your articles 

with great interest," the Vice-president started out and 
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then said with a sly smile: "We must admit that we didn't 

at first believe many of your statements, but  we have had 

a team investigate and they all have failed to find any 

faults. We think it is time to look at nature more in the 

way you have done it. I mean from other viewpoints than our 

own. We are prepared to give you a full team of researchers 

and producers for the task and we have agreed on an initial 

fee for you of 100,000 dollars." 

Lisa's first thought was: "How did they know that I was to 

be given a hundred thousand dollars as the plants had 

promised?" But then she pulled herself together and said 

with a smile: "Thank you very much, I am flattered, I am 

only a young intern journalist, it is very generous. I will 

be happy indeed to make such a programme on a few 

conditions." She paused and then continued in a solemn 

voice: "Firstly all programmes must be based on my own 

original research material, I don't need any of your 

researchers. Secondly I must be allowed to take into the 

production team some of my own people coming from Europe 

and other places. Lastly there must not be any censoring of 

any of my statements regardless of how controversial they 

might be. I will of course ensure that such statements are 

legal and verifiable." 

The Vice-president looked around at his people in the 

office and when they all nodded he said: "I can't see why 

we should not be able to agree on that." Then he added as 

an afterthought: "Could you tell us, Miss Anderson, or can 

we call you Lisa, where did you get this idea from and all 

the totally new material?" 

Lisa looked and nodded towards the fine bonsai arrangement 

placed on the desk of the Vice-president before she with a 

subdued smile answered: "I have got all my material from 

the plants themselves, I talk to the plants and they talk 

to me." 

"She is a little strange that girl, but her ideas are right 

and the series will no doubt be a money spinner." The Vice-

president thought while he displayed a large understanding 

smile outwardly. 
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On Monday morning, three days after he had talked to the 

tree and received his printouts with all the information, 

John telephoned Eric Coen at his office in Cedar Rapids: 

"Hi, Eric how are you doing, are you busy?" he started out. 

"Hi to you John, it is a long time since you have called. 

How are things at the hospital?" Eric answered immediately 

recognizing John's voice and then continued: "John, things 

are a bit slack in the business. I don't know if you have 

read, but they had to lay off 400 employees earlier this 

year and there might be more following." 

"Eric what do you say if I came down to the factory on 

Wednesday morning. I have something very very interesting 

to show you, something for your eyes only." 

"It is OK with me John, but don't expect a job here, it is 

really low." Eric answered with a pessimistic sounding 

voice. 

"No problem, see you on Wednesday then." John replied with 

a jolly voice. 

      The Collins Division of the Rockwell International 

Corporation maintains a large high-tech plant and research 

facility in the northern outskirts of Cedar Rapids in the 

state of Iowa. The company is a main supplier to the 

American military and the NASA space agency of 

communication and other electronic systems. It is 

considered by many to be a world leader in these fields. At 

ten o'clock on Wednesday the 8th of September John entered 

the combined information and security center and asked for 

Eric Coen. After using almost an hour to obtain the entry 

clearance and visitors pass they finally sat in Eric's 

office. 

John opened his briefcase and took out about fifty printed 

sheets covered with diagrams and graphs and handed them to 

Eric while he said: "Tell me what you think of these?" 

Eric browsed through a few of the sheets and then turned 

like ashen grey in his face before saying: "Jesus, this is 

hot stuff, where in the hell did you get it from. You are 

not involved in spying are you ?" 
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Slowly John started to explain: "Don't laugh but listen 

carefully to what I say. All this stuff has been given to 

me by the plants." 

"The plants, but how?" Eric exclaimed with disbelief. 

"More or less in the same way they explain to us how we 

could use their system for communication," John explained. 

"If the military sees this they will go absolutely bananas, 

what do you want to do with it?" Eric continued baffled but 

with his technical and innovative mind racing. 

"Honestly, I am here on behalf of the plants, they want to 

cooperate with us, they want  to show us that they can 

really be a help to us. I want nobody to know about this, I 

am afraid that the military might stamp it secret and keep 

it to themselves. Mainly I want your company to have a look 

and then maybe give some of it for military applications 

and some of it for common uses. I mean can you believe the 

revolution it will make if you got rid of all those TV and 

telephone cables. 

Eric thought for a little while both confused and excited 

and then said: "The Navy alone would be able to save 

hundreds of millions on VLF antennas and can you believe to 

launch this telepathic system I would imagine it would be 

absolutely jamming proof. Can I call my boss and tell him?" 

John nodded and Eric quickly dialled the number of the 

Director of Research on the telephone. 

Ten minutes later they were sitting in his office. John 

stepped over and handed him the papers and he started 

reading silently. 

With no sound and with absolute concentration the Director 

continued to read for almost an hour before he put the 

papers down and said: "If this is true and I really think 

it is then we have a technological revolution on our hand. 

Congratulations boys!" 

He took first Eric's and then John's hand and shook it 

before saying quietly as like a footnote: "Tell me 

honestly, did you steal this from the Russians or maybe the 

Japanese, I mean you couldn't have come up with this 

yourself?" 
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John looked the Director firmly into his eyes and said: 

"From now on you must believe this -the plants themselves 

told me everything. I can talk to the plants and they to 

me." 

Strangely enough -the Director believed him. 

 

*** 

  

       One morning, it was on September 29 Linda asked 

herman with an unusually calm voice to come to their 

bedroom. From their large cupboard she took the suitcase 

she had been using for their trip to Amsterdam opened it 

and pointed. There in one corner was a dime sized grey-

green patch. Then she took the other suitcase the one he 

had used and opened it. She didn't have to point, he could 

see it himself there was another absolutely similar patch. 

He looked at her and without a word took her down the 

stairs to their living room. Alone there he said: "Do you 

think that they have planted this in Amsterdam." 

She nodded. 

"Do you think this has been planted so it can spy on us or 

maybe so it eventually could kill us?" He went on and she 

nodded sadly. 

Then she started crying and said in between the sobs: "What 

is it we are involved in? Have we been caught in something 

terrible? What will happen to us, our children, everybody?" 

Then with a disillusioned shrug she ended: "Can we really 

trust these plants, what shall we do?" 

Herman tried to comfort her, but was at a loss. Then the 

children came running and wanted to know why Mom was 

crying. "Have you been bad to her Dad?" they said. 

For want of a better answer he breifly said: "No, she has 

just been too busy with all her studies and reports." 

"All the children in the school say that you both are very 

famous now, is that true?" they wanted to know. 

"Yes, that is right, it is because of the trip we made to 

Turkey and Amsterdam. It is because of our computer that we 
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can talk to the plants and they are helping us with our 

studies." 

Both the children became overjoyed and immediately forgot 

that Linda had been crying. 

The next day Herman went to the hospital early in the 

morning. It was Sunday so he didn't expect too much 

activity and he asked the nurse on duty if any of the 

operating theaters would be vacant. None of them were in 

use so he started his preparations. First he ensured that 

the room had been sterilized as required, especially 

looking at the water drain. It was. He then went to the 

storeroom where the clean sterilized operation garments 

were kept and took four sets. Next he went through the 

whole cleaning procedure as done by doctors and nurses 

before an operation. When he once more had ensured that 

everything was done he took the telephone outside the 

theater and doused it with cleaning liquid before dialling 

a number, the number of his own home.  

"Linda darling, I don't want you to ask any questions, stop 

whatever you are doing and come to the hospital. When you 

are here go to the surgical department I will wait for you 

there." He said and put the telephone down before she could 

ask or say anything. Then he called John and Lisa's number 

and said exactly the same. 

It took 35 minutes for Linda to drive to the hospital and 

she arrived outside the hall which led to the operation 

theaters with a baffled expression. 

"What is all this about?" She asked when she saw Herman. He 

just put his index finger to his lips, indicating her to 

keep silent and said: "Go to the shower room and disinfect 

yourself very thoroughly. You must wash yourself with the 

special liquid soap everywhere, in your mouth, your ear 

canal, the inside of your vagina and under your nails. 

After that do not dress but wait for me." John and Lisa 

arrived ten minutes later also with puzzled looks on their 

faces and Herman told them word for word the same 

instructions. Then he led them to the shower rooms and 

undressed as they did. The whole cleaning process took 
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thirty minutes and when they all yelled from their cabins 

that they were finished, Herman ordered them to come out. 

Shy in their nudity they all stepped out where Herman was 

standing and he now completely rinsed them with surgical 

disinfectant liquid. Then he gave them and took himself the 

sterile garments, dressed, and told them to follow. In 

absolute silence and now showing signs of fright they 

followed him into an operating theater and he closed the 

door. 

"I am sorry." He started while he looked at them with a 

grave face. "I know that I can trust the three of you, but 

I had to go through with all these precautions. Before I 

could talk to you I had to make one hundred percent sure 

that no plants would listen to me. This room is absolutely 

sterile and so are you, no algae or lichen or bacteria will 

be able to report what I will tell you now."  

He paused for a while and continued: "Yesterday morning 

Linda discovered that, in the luggage we brought back from 

the Netherlands, there had been planted a patch of lichen, 

both in hers and mine. I am sure that you will find a patch 

in yours as well. I don't know why. It could be to spy on 

us or to kill us." Again he paused before he continued: 

"I have decided that I can't fully trust the plants. Even 

if we cooperate fully and successfully as we are certainly 

doing right now we might still be pawns in the hands of 

some of them. I have therefore concluded that we must have 

an alternative plan. A plan of resistance if you will." 

With grave looks Lisa and Linda nodded in agreement while 

John said: "I have had my moments of doubt many times, but 

how could we resist the plants?" 

"I have been thinking about this ever since Linda showed me 

the lichens yesterday. My first requirement was to keep my 

thoughts hidden from the plants. That is why I have taken 

these very elaborate precautions. I have three plans for 

taking action if necessary. We could try and find or grow 

an antidote for the algae in the oceans. We could find a 

chemical to neutralize the algae in the oil and we could 
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find a way to redirect or destroy the coded genes in all 

the plants," Herman answered John. 

"We will have to warn the others as well," Linda suggested. 

"No! We will only inform those we are absolutely sure of we 

can trust, otherwise I am sure we will be killed 

immediately," Herman cut in with a strong voice. 

"Who can we trust?" Lisa said and continued to answer her 

question herself: "I am sure that we can trust Tayfun and 

Karanfil, and yes, Helle as well!" 

"That's right, and maybe Helle knows something about the 

algae research we can use for the antidote." Herman said 

with a somewhat more optimistic tone in his voice. "We must 

try to find out if there are any other scientists, like 

this Dane, who have collaborated with the plants. Maybe you 

Linda can, under the disguise of your studies contact this 

organization "The Green World" and find out," Herman 

suggested. 

"And you Herman, could maybe ask the Ford Foundation if 

they have given any grants to or know about anybody doing 

algae research," Linda replied. 

"I am sure that we can trust Bill and Betty as well, they 

must be taken into our confidence!" Linda suggested and 

they all nodded in agreement. 

"What about Mike can we trust him?" Lisa said looking 

quizzically at the others. 

"I am not sure and definitely not his camera man. I think 

we should wait a little with telling him. I think Linda is 

right we should inform Bill and Betty. Maybe Bill has some 

contacts within the CIA or elsewhere who could help us, we 

must have somebody who can do research into the oil 

contamination algae." Herman again answered and they all 

agreed with small nods.  

Then Herman looked at Linda and said: "I think you must 

contact somebody within the gene engineering community who 

can help with suggesting a way to interfere with the coded 

gene messages. It should be done in a way so that the 

plants won't be suspicious." He stopped and then brightened 

up like he suddenly had got a brilliant idea and said 
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towards John: "You know the information the plants have 

given you about the way they communicate could be used 

against them. You or maybe somebody else could devise a way 

to jam or confuse them." 

John nodded in agreement and then Lisa pointed out: "I 

agree with you all that we should have a plan and some 

measures of resistance, but I still want to go ahead with 

what the plants have asked us to do. I believe that they 

are right when they say that the extermination of them must 

stop. I think we should only resist them if it comes to a 

situation where life as we want it and respect it would be 

in jeopardy. In that case we could warn them that we have 

counter-measures and that we could neutralize their 

attack." 

"Yes, Lisa is correct, the plants are right  in what they 

claim, but they  should not be allowed to dominate or 

tyrannize us. I suggest as Lisa that we follow the plans 

that were made up at the seminar. If we see that the plants 

or some of the plants start to attack us we should be 

prepared to fight back," Linda said in agreement with Lisa. 

Now Herman continued: "Can we all agree that I inform 

Tayfun, Karanfil, Helle, Bill and Betty about the lichen 

and tell them about what we have decided. Can we also agree 

that I try to find out about who in the world has been 

researching into algae and ask Helle if she can help us?" 

They all once more nodded and Herman continued: "I also 

want Linda to contact "The Green World" and find out about 

what they know. Then I want her to try and find someone who 

can help with countering the coded genes. I will write Bill 

and tell him about what we know and ask him if he knows 

anybody who can help us in protecting us against the oil-

destroying algae." 

Again they all agreed and he continued: "You, John, I want 

you to think about or even get help from someone, like your 

friend Eric, in finding ways to disrupt the communication 

between the plants. It could be crucial if it came to a 

point where we had to fight them. And you Lisa, I would 

like you to contact Mike and try and find out if he can be 
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trusted. Furthermore it would be a good idea to write a 

letter to everybody who were at the seminar and tell them 

that you have found a patch of lichen in your suitcase. It 

could be useful to see their reaction and it might give us 

an indication of whom we can trust." 

Herman then looked around and added: "This is what I have, 

any other suggestions?" 

Lisa looked at Herman and wanted to know: "How will you 

inform the others so the plants won't know?" 

Herman shook he head to indicate that he had forgot, then  

speculated for a while and said: "I think we can do it in 

this way, when you leave I will stay behind and write the 

three required letters. I will take three pieces of paper 

and six envelopes from new unopened boxes in the hospital 

stores and bring them here. I will have a thorough look at 

them in the microscope to ensure that they are clean. Then 

I will write the letters and seal them in the first 

envelope. On that I will write an instruction only to open 

it where they are absolutely sure there are no plants 

around. I will suggest Tayfun to read it in the operation 

theater like here and the others to go to a cold storage or 

some other sterile room. Then I will put that envelope into 

the other and send it immediately. I will tell them to 

answer in the same way." 

They nodded but John added: "I think you should take the 

finished letters and give them a large X-ray dose before 

you send them, that would make it one hundred percent 

sterile." 

Herman smiled and said: "That is a brilliant idea which we 

can use in the future when we need to send other letters. I 

think sending letters is the only safe way, I can't see how 

the plants could have infiltrated that system." 

     

The others left the hospital and Herman went to work. First 

he got and studied three pieces of white writing paper and 

6 envelopes under the microscope  and found them absolutely 

clean. 
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"They are now, but might not be in the future." He thought 

to himself. Then he wrote the three similar letters and 

signed them: 

"We, Herman, Linda, John and Lisa have discovered that we 

might all had a patch of lichen put in our suitcases when 

at the seminar. We feel that someone from the plants either 

wants to spy on us or kill us. We are consequently unable 

to trust them fully and have decided to make contingency 

plans for how to counter the actions of the plants if 

necessary. We trust you not to tell this information to 

ANYBODY or ANY PLANTS, that is why we asked you to read 

this letter in a sterile environment. If you can agree with 

us send a letter back written in a plant free room and post 

it in a way similar to this letter. We will also suggest 

that we all have a meeting as soon as possible. Remember if 

ANYTHING leaks out we might all be killed instantly." 

Carefully he sealed the first envelopes and wrote the 

instructions on the outside  and then put them in the 

second envelope. Then he addressed them and put the double 

amount of the required postage on to ensure that they would 

not be delayed by a mistake. He then went to the X-ray room 

next to the operation theater and gave the letters a full 

four minutes blast of radiation. 

Before leaving the hospital he remembered to tell the 

doctor on duty that the operation theater he had used for a 

special test needed a new cleaning. 

 

*** 

  

      The next few weeks were confused but also exciting. 

First an interim article was published on Herman's 

discoveries about the intelligence of plants. It caused an 

uproar in scientific and not least religious circles. 

A few days after that the University of Wisconsin came out 

with a  statement about Linda's discoveries on the 

evolution of the plants. Partly because of these 

publications Lisa's articles on "The plants in our life" 

became immediate best-sellers and the ABC television 
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network told her and her team to bring forward the date of 

their first programmes. 

John was called for an interview at the Collins plant in 

Cedar Rapids and was bluntly told that they wanted him and 

his research regardless of cost. They had found some flaws 

and omissions in the papers he had brought, but they were 

minor things and they were convinced that his suggested 

systems would work. 

They came back to reality, however, when they saw and heard 

Mike Ward's programme on the situation in the Amazon region 

of Brazil and realized that time was running and the plants 

were not idle. They had to ask Kriton what it was all 

about. It told them that some clans were not listening to 

the council. Some clans were more or less revolting and 

wanted immediate action. 

As agreed upon in the hospital Herman had contacted the 

Ford Foundation and got instant help, via their computer, 

in finding  scientists both in America and in the rest of 

the world who had allegedly been involved in algae research 

in the last two years. He was told that there had been no 

extraordinary breakthroughs, but a few discoveries. An Ian 

S.Dawson of British nationality, now with the University of 

Chicago, had in January this year reported to have found a 

new species and called it Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus 

Dawsoniensis. Strangely enough  a Danish scientist named 

Jens Sorensen had at more or less the same time found a 

species of the same family and called it Chlorophyceae 

Pleurococcus Sorensiensis. Then an Israeli named Fridric 

Rosenberg had in February discovered a completely new algae 

in the Bight of Alexandretta in the Mediterranean Sea. A 

doctor in Lima in Peru had reported some encouraging tests 

with letting algae stimulate the growth of bacteria and had 

received a small grant for continued research. There were 

unverified reports from South Africa of a scientist there 

having discovered an algae which could be partly to blame 

for the growth of the AIDS virus. The last was a scientist 

on Taiwan who had as late as in march reported to have 

found a new strain of the Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus. 
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Herman was shocked with the information, the example with 

Jens Sorensen showed that it all fitted in with his worst 

scenarios. 

Linda on the other hand had no cooperation from "The Green 

World" organization, but she signed on as a member and 

would receive their monthly newsletter. 

A week after Herman had sent the three letters he received 

a letter from Bill. In a few sentences it agreed with him 

and asked if he could meet him in mid October, preferably 

at his ski lodge in Breckenridge in Colorado. There would 

be others for the meeting, it said. 

Another week after that he received a letter from Helle 

only stating that she was on her way to Turkey to stay with 

Tayfun and he would answer.  

The day after that he got Tayfun's letter and carefully 

read it in one of the operation theaters at the hospital. 

It said: 

"Dear Herman. We all three agree with you. After you wrote 

we  have all found the same kind of patches. I have written 

this letter in my operation theater and have taken the 

extra precaution of giving it a heavy dose of X-ray 

afterwards. Already at the seminar Helle told me that she 

didn't  trust the plants and then she gave me a specimen of 

her boss' algae. Karanfil and I have tried to grow them and 

find an antidote, but we have so far been unsuccessful. By 

the way Helle is staying with us here in Rumili Hisar for a 

while. Is there any way one of you could come here later in 

the month? Mike has written he is coming to make a TV 

programme on the opening up of eastern Turkey with the new 

dams being completed and farming developments being 

started. Have you seen his programme from Brazil? Mike 

wrote to Karanfil the other day, he actually writes to her 

almost every second day, and told me that he met José and 

Lulu in the jungle of Peru. He thinks  that they are behind 

all the trouble in the jungle. Hans has written to me from 

the Center and told that they have been contracted to 

deliver all the seeds for the new farming areas being 



CHAPTER 11 "CAN WE TRUST THEM?"[WISCONSIN,USA SEPTEMBER] 

 

 

221 

created in Eastern Turkey. Do you think that is good or bad 

news?" 

The same day Herman and Linda decided that they would go 

together to visit Bill and Betty in their lodge. They 

agreed that it would look better if it was a social visit. 

Herman called Bill on the telephone in the evening: "Thank 

you for your invitation for Linda and I to come and visit 

you in Breckenridge, we would love to." Herman said and 

there was deep silence at the other end for a moment. Then 

Bill understood and answered: "Yes, Betty and I thought  it 

would be nice to refresh old memories from our trip to 

Amsterdam. There will be a few friends from the old days 

coming as well. We hope you don't mind?" 

"No, that sounds interesting, but no one from the press 

please, after our publications about the intelligence of 

the plants we are being virtually beleaguered by them," 

Herman said with a sigh. 

"I assure  you, no press, only people whose lips are 

sealed," Bill promised and thanked him for calling. 

The next day Herman called Lisa, she was in New York 

working with her team and he took a long time to find her: 

"Hi Lisa, you are busy I understand. I have had a letter 

from Tayfun. You will be surprised to hear that Helle has 

moved there and is staying with them." 

"Have you been blind Herman? I was surprised that she 

didn't go  with him right after the seminar. It was so 

obvious that they were in love," she answered with a big 

laugh. 

"Mike is coming there later in the month to make a 

programme on the opening of some new dams and agricultural 

projects. At least that is what his excuse is. I was not 

blind when I saw him chasing Karanfil at the seminar, you 

know. Tayfun also writes that the Royal Dutch Plant 

research Center is going to deliver all the seeds for a new 

Turkish development of its eastern part. Could you fit in a 

visit to Turkey, maybe for research purposes, when Mike is 

there?" he wanted to know. 
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Lisa thought for a little while and then said laughingly: 

"Yes, why not, that would be a good idea. I will need a 

hair trimming anyway." 

After his laugh had died away he said: "Another thing, 

Linda and I will be going to visit Bill and Betty at their 

ski lodge in Breckenridge next week. Bill wants to 

introduce us to some close friends of his. We must seek to 

promote the cause of the plants in the congress." 

"Sounds interesting, has John called you about his new job? 

He will start with Collins in Cedar Rapids next week. We 

thought that would be a good chance with me away most of 

the time anyway. And you won't believe it  they are paying 

him as much as I get, one hundred thousand a year. Thanks 

for calling. Say hi to Linda as well," she said and went 

off the line. 

 

Then Herman called a Mr.Ian S. Dawson at the University of 

Chicago. He desperately wanted to know about the details of 

his research. 

He got a female voice on the telephone and asked to talk to 

Mr. Dawson. There was silence for a moment and then she 

answered: "I am sorry, but Ian, I mean Mr. Dawson died a 

little more than two weeks ago. You are talking to his wife 

Ann can I help you?" 

Herman was shocked and asked after a while: "I am sorry to 

hear that, you wouldn't know me, I am Doctor Reuter from 

Wisconsin and just wanted to talk business with your 

husband." 

"I know your name, Dr. Reuter, Ian was very interested in 

the research you had made and which was publicized a little 

while ago. I am a scientist myself and helped him in the 

laboratory. What do you want to know?" she inquired. 

"Only a few things. By the way how did you husband die? If 

I can ask," Herman reluctantly said. 

It took a moment, as if she had to pull herself together 

before she said: "It was an accident, a strange accident. 

Ian was on a hunting trip with a few friends when suddenly 
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a large branch came off and fell down from a tree. He was 

killed on the spot." 

Again Herman was shocked and Mrs. Dawson had to ask if he 

was still there before he could ask: "Mrs. Dawson would you 

happen to have a specimen of the algae which your husband 

discovered?" 

"Ian actually destroyed all the algae more than two months 

ago. We decided that they were too dangerous to keep. You 

know their toxin was so poisonous that it only took one 

cell to kill a large laboratory animal. But I must admit  

that I have kept a small portion of it, it was given our 

name after all," she said. 

Herman could not believe their luck and soon arranged with 

Ann, as she insisted he should call her, that she would 

come and spend a week-end with them some time later in the 

month. He had to ask Linda first.  
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CHAPTER 12 
 

"THE TASK FORCE"  
[BRECKENRIDGE COLORADO, USA OCTOBER] 

 
       Bill and Betty McDill owned a large ski lodge built 
in the old traditional pioneer block house style just south 
of the ski resort of Breckenridge. They both preferred this 
place to their plush house in Aspen if they were having an 
informal gathering. In Breckenridge people come to escape 
from being seen in the glimmer of public life. The lodge 
was situated in the forest of mixed pine and aspen trees on 
the mountains overlooking the sources of the Blue and South 
Platte Rivers only ten miles from the continental divide 
separating the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean watersheds. This 
is where rivers either run towards the Pacific or the 
Atlantic oceans. The Blue River runs west and the South 
Platte River east. The lodge, situated high on a southwards 
sloping ridge was a large house made of solid timber and 
measuring a square 40 by 40 feet. It had been built with a 
large family or entertaining in mind and had a roomy square 
living room 20 by 20 feet in the middle. On three sides 
this room was surrounded by six equal-sized bedrooms and 
two large bathrooms in the corners. To the south, covering  
the fourth side, was a combined entrance hall and kitchen 
and the McDill's own bedroom doubling as a study. The hall 
gave exit to a huge porch covering the southern side of the 
house and 10 feet wide. This porch served often as the 
dining room both in summer and winter with a stunning view 
of four peaks all above 14,000 feet and dominated by the 
14,433 feet high Mt.Elbert. 
On Saturday the 20th of October the area around Breckenridge 
was a fantastic spectacle to view as the landscape was 
covered in its fall colors. The aspen trees were in their 
grey and golden yellow, the maples in red and orange 
whereas the various kinds of firs and spruces were seen as 
large squares of all shades of green. In between were 
fields covered with grasses and herbs all with ripe seed 
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pods and small streams and lakes bordered with fresh green 
water lilies and other water plants. The surrounding peaks 
were all covered with fresh blue/white snow. 
Linda and Herman had taken a flight to Denver and here they 
rented a car for a spectacular drive on Interstate 70 
highway to Frisco. There they turned off and at almost two 
o'clock in the afternoon, less than two hours after their 
landing in Denver they were driving up the winding gravel 
road towards the lodge. Two times on the small road they 
passed discreetly parked cars each with two men in the 
front seat. 
"Welcome Linda and Herman, did you have a nice drive?" 
Betty and Bill greeted them standing on the wide porch. 
"Oh, yes it was a stunning trip and I didn't know that the 
continental divide was this far west." Linda said and then 
asked: "Are we the first guests?" She had seen no other 
cars and was a little curious about whom they were going to 
meet. 
"No, they are all inside and their drivers have taken their 
cars away, that's why you don't see any cars." Bill 
explained and continued: "Come inside I will introduce you 
before you put your suitcases in your bedroom." 
They walked through the old style combined hall and kitchen 
and passed the large fireplace which dominated the wall 
between the kitchen and living room. The living room was 
lovely, it was completely square and covered with oregon 
pine. In the middle were three huge leather sofas and 
several comfortable chairs as well as two large and several 
small tables all made from slabs of stone with minerals in 
all colors. There were five men and a woman sitting  and 
chatting and they all rose when Linda and Herman entered. 
"Let me introduce you, this is Doctor Herman Reuter and his 
wife Linda who is also a scientist in her own right." Bill 
said and then continued with the introduction of the woman 
to the left: "This is Mary Eagletail who is a Director in 
the Department of Agriculture, she has read both your 
reports on plant intelligence and evolution." 
"May I introduce John Glenwood from the Department of 
Foreign Affairs, he is also a member of our delegation to 
the United Nations." He continued "And standing next to him 
is of course Lt.Colonel David Maricoba who has come here 
from the Pentagon. He is an acknowledged expert on chemical 
and biological warfare." 
Bill hesitated a few moments when he came to the next 
person a rather young crew-cut man: "This is Buck Chandler, 
he is my very good and trusted friend from CIA, he has come 
all the way from the Headquarters in Langley to hear us 
talk.” 
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Then he continued to the next in line: “I am sure you all 
have heard about our good friend Mr. Bruce Manderfield. As 
you know, he is the personal advisor to the President. I 
think that gives you an indication of the importance of 
this meeting." 
They all shook hands and sat down and before anyone else 
could talk Bill started with saying: "We are going to have 
frank talks and I know no better way than a good healthy 
glass of mellow Bourbon to achieve that. Just let me know 
weather you want it with our fabulous spring water and 
ice." 
It broke the ice literally and soon they were sipping from 
large tumblers made of Swedish glass. Once again Bill 
started: "I don't know if you all have read the report 
Herman has made about plant intelligence and their ability 
to communicate with us. I am not going to tell about the 
report in detail, if you all will follow me to the porch, 
please, I will show you instead." 
He started to walk out of the room and the others quickly 
followed him. On the porch was the communication set Bill 
and Betty had received in the Netherlands. Bill went over 
to it and started to unroll the long copper wire. Then he 
took one of the silver nails and a small hammer. Just a few 
feet from the rail of the porch was the stem of a large 
aspen tree and he hammered the nail carefully into it. Then 
he connected the wire to the computer while Betty took the 
other wire and plugged it into a socket in the house. Bill 
looked at the amazed guests and then switched the set on 
and loaded the special programme. He gestured to everybody 
to come closer and the printer started to write: 
"WELCOME OUR HONORED GUESTS ESPECIALLY YOU LINDA AND 
HERMAN---I AM CALLED WATHA AND I SPEAK ON BEHALF OF THE 
CHIEF OF THE CLAN OF THE ASPEN TREES---YOU ARE ALL HERE FOR 
AN IMPORTANT MEETING---HAVE YOU EVER COMMUNICATED WITH 
PLANTS BEFORE" 
All the five guests shook their heads while they looked 
with amazement at the computer. Then Bill said: "I have 
been convinced myself and in order to save time I want to 
convince you the easiest way. I would now like all of you 
to step over to the computer and talk to it. I am sure the 
plants will in a few minutes convince all of you one way or 
the other."  
He smiled and pointed to Mary Eagletail to step over and 
then discreetly stepped away. Immediately the computer 
started to print. At the back of the porch Bill said to 
Herman while the printer was working: "You know at the 
seminar the plants convinced me in a rather unpleasant way. 
It reminded me and told about the intimate details of a 
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love-making I had a few years back under this very same 
tree. I had to tell my dear Betty the very same evening, 
you know, I couldn't live with blackmail. She has forgiven 
me and everything is OK. I hope our Watha will be nicer to 
these people." He looked over and everybody could see that 
Mary Eagletail first turned white and then dark red in her 
face before she said with a quiet voice towards Bill: "Yes, 
it is right, only a plant could have told me that." Then 
she came over and sat down in one of the rocker-chairs. 
Bruce Manderfield, the President's advisor quickly stepped 
over and presented himself towards the tree. Then he looked 
at the computer with disbelief as it printed and when it 
finished he rapidly ripped the paper off and crumpled it 
together and put it in his pocket. Towards the others he 
exclaimed: "This machine or shall we say tree has access to 
the most secret information which only the President and a 
few others know. It told me how a  plant in the oval office 
has spied on us. I am totally convinced." 
In quick succession John Glenwood, Lt.Col. David Maricoba 
and Buck Chandler stepped over and were convinced equally 
fast. 
Buck Chandler couldn't hold back his excitement and said: 
"We must have access to this technology at Langley, it 
could revolutionize our work." 
With a big smile Herman teasingly asked him: "Do you have 
potted plants in your offices?" 
Buck nodded and Herman laughed and told him: "Then at least 
the plants have access to all the work YOU are doing. By 
the way your Director wouldn't have a bonsai plant in his 
office?" 
Buck started to say: "Yes". Before he realized what had 
been revealed and yelled out loudly: "Shit, they are spying 
on us!" Red in the face he then added: "Sorry, my ladies, 
it just came spontaneously." 
Quickly Bill interrupted and asked them to go back to the 
living room. When well inside all the guests expressed a 
desire to have another Bourbon and only with a little water 
this time. Now Bill said to Herman: "Herman will you tell 
us how you came in contact with the plants and what their 
messages and warnings have been." 
Soon they were absorbed in discussions and it took the 
secret service man, who escorted the caterers to the house, 
almost five minutes of knocking on the door before they 
could be interrupted. Bill and Betty had wisely enough only 
ordered a light meal of delicious baked baby spareribs and 
salad and they all wolfed it down followed by small gulps 
of Bourbon. The talks were so intense that Mary Eagletail 
afterwards didn't even remember what they had to eat. 
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It was almost one o'clock in the morning before they all 
had agreed to what the seminar had decided in August and 
Bill could ask the next crucial question: "How are you 
going to help us with this enormous task ahead of us?" 
They decided to start their discussions again already at 
eight while they would have a good breakfast and then went 
to their small and basic, but very comfortable bedrooms. 
 

*** 
 
       Betty had outdone herself with the real American 
home cooked breakfast. There were stacks of thick pancakes 
with maple and blueberry syrup. Next to them were large 
plates with brown hashed potatoes and crisp bacon, thin 
pork chops and thick slices of ham. You could have as many 
eggs in whatever style you wanted them. Then there were 
three different kinds of juice and a large bowl of fresh 
fruit salad. There was freshly baked bread, crisp toast and 
milk. The coffee was strong and was very freshly brewed. 
"OK, folks let us get started on how to organize the help 
the plants need." Bill started when he had eaten most of 
his large plate of pancakes with maple syrup, butter and 
bacon. "I will suggest that Mary helps me with organizing a 
lobby in Congress for temporarily stopping gene research 
with plants. Bruce's help in convincing the White House 
would also be appreciated. Later this month I have planned 
to forward a bill in the House suggesting something on 
those lines," Bill said and looked around. Betty supported 
him by saying: "I will get all my contacts together and 
tell them to support such a bill. I will also suggest that 
we call in Herman for a hearing in the Senate." 
Bruce though had a worried look on his face and said: "I 
will tell the President about our meeting -of course- and 
also suggest to him that we support such a bill, but we 
will have great opposition from the food industry I am 
sure." 
Mary nodded in agreement and added: "Bruce is right, the 
tendency goes towards more high-tech food production and 
the farming industry is geared up for that." 
"How much can we tell the farming industry?" Herman wanted 
to know. 
Bill answered him: "We can't start to lobby before the 
problem is known to the public, so regardless of the fate 
of my bill in the Congress I think that is the way to go. 
Then after that we can start our agitation and lobbying." 
They understood and nodded in agreement, then Bill once 
more took the word: "Our next problem, the rain forest, 
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seems to me to be one of foreign affairs. Could John do 
something about that?" 
John showed large troubled wrinkles on his forehead and 
thought for a long time before answering: "We will 
encounter two problems here. First our own industry, they 
will not be happy to pull out of these areas. They are 
supplying us especially with rare minerals. Many of these 
are of strategic importance. The other problem is probably 
even harder. That is to convince the nations there. For 
many, no, I mean for all of them, it is their only area of 
possible expansion. For almost all of them it is also their 
sole source of income." He shook his head and added: "It 
will be almost impossible, no, change that to totally 
impossible to get any consensus in the United Nations about 
this. Bruce, could you get an authorization from the 
President for me to put it forward during our next meeting 
in the General Assembly? Like Bill said it is probably best 
to pose the question and then start the lobbying." 
Bruce again looked like a very troubled man and answered 
John: "I will do my best with the President. I think our 
best approach  would be, first to propose the idea in the 
United Nations and then to start working with our allies in 
the developed world." With a slightly bitter note he added: 
"It will be seen as a conspiracy against the developing 
world." 
Now Bill looked towards David and Buck and asked them: 
"These measures the plants are planning against us, are 
they possible?" 
David glanced at Buck who nodded and started to speak: "I 
have not slept at all this night asking myself the same 
question. My conclusion is a firm "YES". The contamination 
of the oil is highly possible, we actually have similar 
schemes to be initiated in case of war. The use of algae to 
deploy various sickness has been used before, but it is a 
tricky affair. If the plants really can code the algae then 
they have solved the major problem we have had. The 
planting of genetic codes in vegetables and other plants 
sounds intriguing, but again possible. My recommendation to 
my superiors will be a strong -"we must cooperate with this 
council of the clever one hundred"- I think they could 
destroy us if they acted before we can take counter 
measures. And believe me such measures would take a long 
time to devise." 
Buck grumbled a little before he started to talk: "I think 
David is a little too pessimistic, but I agree with him in 
that most of these things are possible." Then he looked 
around and said with a whisper: "I think we should 
cooperate with the plants -at least for the moment- can you 
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imagine what we can do with their help? We could win the 
battle against drugs in a week-end, if we had the 
cooperation of the producers themselves, I mean the poppy 
plants, the coke and marijuana plants. It is mind blowing!" 
Buck was now quite agitated and continued: "What about if 
the plants could spy for us? Can you imagine if we had a 
plant in every head of state's office in the world. I will 
recommend to the Director at Langley, when I come back, 
that we start full cooperation with the plants immediately. 
I would even say "sell the rain forest to them!" 
Then he turned towards Mary and said: "Can't you see, Mary, 
that even in genetic engineering they could help us. They 
probably know much better than we, where we could 
manipulate the genes to most advantage. I wonder if the 
higher developed species would not let us experiment with 
the lower ones like bacteria and algae?" 
There was an immediate brightening up of moods when they 
heard Buck's words. They had not seen it like that, he was 
right it could be an advantage for them to work with the 
plants. 
Bruce said: "Very well observed Buck, this is what I will 
tell the President." 
Then Herman commented: "You know Buck, this idea of having 
a plant in every head of state's office is already 
practiced by the plants." Then he turned  towards Bruce, 
the advisor to the President, and said with a sly smile: 
"Doesn't  our President have a very old and trusted bonsai 
plant in his oval office as I mentioned yesterday? I 
believe it is a maple tree dating back to 1789." 
Bruce turned white in his face and stammered: "Do you mean 
they have listened to everything?" 
Herman, Linda, Bill and Betty all nodded in agreement. 
Once more Buck forgot himself and exclaimed: "Shit, I will 
be damned, they are bloody clever those plants!" 
 

*** 
 
      It was about two o'clock in the afternoon before they 
began to tire of the discussions and arguments. It was 
decided, that for the moment, Bill would coordinate their 
combined efforts, whereas everybody would do their best to 
promote and forward the case of the plants. The secret 
service man on duty outside the house was told to get the 
cars and soon there were five government cars parked 
outside. They all hugged and greeted farewell, but when 
David and Buck started to walk towards their cars Herman 
discretely signalled to them to stay. 
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When back inside the house Herman waved to everybody to sit 
down and said: "Linda and I have always wanted to visit 
this place in Colorado Springs where they control all space 
defence, is it possible to go there?" 
David answered: "Do you mean the Aerospace Defence Command 
Headquarters in Cheyenne Mountain? I don't......" 
David was interrupted by a stare from Bill who handed him a 
small note written on a piece of paper saying: "Just do as 
he says, ARRANGE IT, get us a helicopter!" 
Herman smiled and David continued: "Yes, that should be 
possible, I have never been there myself, I will try and 
get a helicopter from Ft. Carson to pick us up." 
He rushed to his car and talked on the secure army radio 
telephone for a few minutes before coming back saying: 
"They will send a helicopter it should be here in an hour." 
 
        While they waited Bill told them an interesting 
story: "When we fly to Colorado Springs I will show you 
something very interesting. It will display the power of 
the plants to you. When I came back from the seminar in the 
Netherlands I contacted the plants on my communication set. 
I told them that I needed money for the campaign. I was 
told to bring my communication set with me and drive on 
highway 24 between Alma and Fairplay, you know that is 
along the South Platte river and not far from here. The 
area is old mining country and both Alma and Fairplay still 
have a little  activity going on. As by an inner guide I 
was directed away from the highway and suddenly ended up on 
a small slope quite away from the river. There was a small 
grove of aspen trees and I connected my computer set to one 
and it then told me the exact measurements and location of 
some land I should buy. It was around ten acres and I 
bought it the next day for one thousand dollars per acre. I 
was then told to contact a mineral prospector and when he 
searched the area he found a large undiscovered deposit of 
gold nuggets as well as silver and other minerals. 
Apparently the river ran there tens of thousands of years 
ago and had made a cove which had been cut off and never 
been discovered by other prospectors. I have now sold the 
mining rights to a company for five hundred thousand 
dollars and ten percent of metal sales. I am quite 
convinced that those aspen trees there had known this 
location all the time. I will point out the place when we 
fly over." 
A Sikorsky UH-60A Black Hawk helicopter from the 4th 
Mechanized Infantry Division based at Fort Carson just 
south of Colorado Springs landed near the lodge a little 
after three o'clock and picked them up. Soon they skimmed 
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the terrain on their way to Cheyenne Mountain and Bill 
pointed out where his gold mine was. A little later Herman 
handed David a note written on plain white paper saying: 
"Is there a secure radio link between us and the place and 
is there a hospital there?" 
David asked the pilot briefly and nodded and Herman quickly 
wrote another note: "Ask the base hospital to prepare an 
absolutely sterile operation theater and sterile garments 
for all of us. It must be done in total secrecy, nobody 
must talk about it." 
David read the note with a baffled expression towards 
Herman, but quickly handed it to the pilot. 
They landed on the helipad outside the huge complex of 
tunnels run by the U.S. Air Force and were soon issued VIP 
visitors' identity cards. Then they entered the tunnels 
inside the mountain and a Major from the air force, but 
carrying the insignia of a flight surgeon, greeted them  
with an expression of absolute bewilderment. He started to 
talk, but Herman indicated with a finger to his lips to 
keep silent and at the same time showed him his doctor's 
identity card. 
When outside the operating theater in the small underground 
emergency hospital Herman with a few words told everybody 
to undress and under his and the air force surgeon's 
supervision to sterilize themselves. Then he told Buck to 
order the officer and everybody else to keep away from the 
hospital. Once in the operating theater Herman started a 
small speech, almost exactly the same as the one he had 
made in the hospital in Chippawa Falls to Linda, John and 
Lisa: "I am sorry for the drama and the inconvenience, but 
I had to assure that we could talk in an absolutely plant-
free environment. You must realize that the plants have an 
ability to listen in on everything if they have planted 
even the slightest patch of lichen in a room. They can even 
to a certain degree read your mind." 
Herman now explained how they had found the patches of 
lichen in their suitcases and therefore could not trust the 
plants. 
Turning towards David and Buck he continued: "So far we 
agree with the plants and will cooperate with them, but we 
feel that we must have a plan of resistance if suddenly 
something goes wrong. I have started to find out where in 
the world algae might have been released. We have also 
started  a programme to find an antidote against the algae. 
The problem is that we can't do this officially and in a 
large laboratory as the plants would soon find out. We are 
also looking for ways of finding either a chemical or 
another algae or bacteria which could combat the oil eating 
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algae if necessary. The third area of our problems is how 
to find a way to stop the codes which could poison all the 
vegetables. Again this has to be done in outmost secrecy." 
Buck looked at Herman with only slightly concealed 
admiration and said: "I am impressed! You have planned this 
operation very well. Honestly  I don't think our 
organization could have done better. Yes I think  you are 
right we have to be very careful, the plants apparently 
have a complete and effective intelligence system. Also I 
will have to agree with your plans, we can't let the plants 
take over our civilization.” With a defeating smile he 
added: “I can see that in the future hospitals will be very 
important meeting places. How can I help?" 
After thinking for a long time and looking with a grave 
face towards the others Herman said in a low voice: "First 
of all we must ensure that nothing leaks out. Remember that 
the plants can get information from almost anywhere about 
us, whereas we have almost no inside information about 
them." 
Buck cut in and added: "I agree it is probably the worst 
situation one can be in, how could we change that?" 
"My former assistant John, is now working with the Collins 
Company in Cedar Rapids in Iowa. He has got quite a few 
details about the communication system of the plants. What 
we need is somebody who is an absolute genius to work on 
that data so we can plan a system of jamming or deception. 
Do you know anybody?" 
Buck smiled and said briefly: "I will arrange that." Herman 
continued: "Maybe the Navy could try and track those algae 
which have been released in Scandinavia and I fear in many 
other places," 
David immediately answered: "It would be a good assignment 
for our nuclear submarines and would have the advantage of 
secrecy. I will need the name of that particular algae 
though." 
Quickly Herman gave him the names of the two types which he 
so far had discovered, the Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus 
Sorensiensis and Dawsoniensis and added: "There will 
probably be algae from the same family in the Mediterranean 
Sea and in the Far East well into the Pacific." Towards 
Buck he said: "Do you know the organization "The Green 
World?" I believe it is based in London, but with branches 
all over the world. I think they are involved with the 
plants in several ways. Would it be illegal to tap their 
telephones and whatever else they use? It could probably 
give us some clues about other projects." 
Once more he turned towards David and asked: "If we found 
an antidote against the algae, how long would it take to 
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produce enough in order to save the population of the whole 
world?" 
David shook his head and said with a somewhat sad voice: 
"It could never be done, maybe the United States, yes maybe 
even the developed world, but the whole world, NO!." 
They discussed for another thirty minutes and decided to 
call their venture "The Task Force".  Then Bill said: "I 
think we'd better cut this meeting short otherwise they 
might start to wonder why we are in here. How will we stay 
in touch with each other?" 
Once again they looked at Herman to provide the answer and 
he explained: "Write letters on newly bought stationery and 
send it by the postal system. I don't think the plants 
would be able to intercept them. At least not for the 
moment. If you have access to it you can also give the 
letters a strong dose of X-ray or any other radiation." 
David looked at them like having a sudden inspiration and 
added: "In the Army we use, both for telex and copy 
purposes, a sort of paper coated with a chemical so that 
carbon paper is not necessary. A filing clerk discovered 
some time ago that this kind of paper won't be affected by 
mildew and other types of fungi. I think that type of paper 
would be very good for our communication by letter." 
They all agreed and ended the meeting. It was late in the 
evening before Linda and Herman were back in their house in 
Chippawa Falls. 
 

*** 
 
      In the last week of October Colorado congressman  
Bill McDill suggested a new bill in the house. It was a 
well documented case for stopping all research on genetic 
engineering involving plants. It asked for projects which 
had already been approved by the special committee in the 
Department of Agriculture should be reconsidered. Other 
projects which had not been started yet should be 
scrutinized for further consideration and in the future 
only projects which had been approved by the plants 
themselves should be allowed. There was an uproar of 
indignation in the Congress, very few had so far heard of 
or read about Dr. Reuter's research into plant intelligence 
and naturally found the suggestions ridiculous. When Bill 
suggested that Dr. Reuter should be called to the House to 
explain his research it was flatly refused by a large 
majority as misuse of time. Most congressmen of course were 
of the opinion that plants and by the way also animals 
could not be allowed to voice any opinion. How could they? 
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When Bill came back to Aspen for the week-end he said to 
Betty: "It is going to be a very hard battle to convince 
even a few in Congress that the plants have  intelligence." 
She had a clever answer and asked him with a wry smile: 
"Would it be blackmail if you asked Watha to help you with 
a little information, after all it was able convince you. 
Maybe there are other men in Congress who have compromised 
themselves under a tree." 
"I am sorry for what I did," he said. "But it is a very 
good idea to ask Watha for help." 
      In the same week, in the United Nations in New York, 
the American delegate John Glenwood put forth a motion to 
the General Assembly. He called for an immediate stop to 
the exploitation of the rain forest areas of the earth. He 
suggested a moratorium on all tree felling and mineral 
mining for a year while a special committee in the United 
Nations investigated the problems. John Glenwood had 
expected an unprecedented uproar, but the assembly kept 
almost silent and he realized that it was probably worse. 
Either the delegates must had been too shocked to react or 
they wanted to silence the problem away. Even the Brazilian 
delegation had heard nothing about the problems in the 
Amazon region and only the Scandinavian countries and 
England found the proposal worthwhile. The assembly quickly 
went on to more pressing problems. 
      Watha the aspen tree's help to Bill McDill took a 
somewhat different approach than he had imagined. 
In the first week of November panic spread to every little 
corner of California. The first day there were reports of 
dozens of people in the south close to the Mexican border, 
who had died of a mysterious sickness. It took another two 
days before the authorities had the report on why they had 
died. Apparently the sickness caused the red cells in the 
blood to dissolve and only immediate and massive blood 
transfusions could save the person. There were theories 
about a new type of cancer caused by nuclear waste or the 
degradation of the ozone layer. While the medical world was 
still investigating the sickness spread north and by the 
fourth day more than five hundred had died. Then it was 
realized that although the sickness attacked people of all 
races, almost no middle-aged men of the Caucasian race had 
died. A week after the sickness had started a coroner found 
minute traces of the poison solanin in a dead man's blood. 
It was only because the man was brought in almost 
immediately after he had died. The contents of his 
digestive system were examined carefully and it was found 
to contain a large percentage of tomatoes and green 
peppers. The man was of Mexican origin and had apparently 
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eaten a normal meal of meat sauce and salad. When the green 
peppers were examined very minutely they were found to be 
the source of the solanin.  
People were warned about the possible danger of eating 
green peppers a day after and within a few hours the 
reports of new casualties stopped. 
In the ensuing investigations, which started immediately, 
it was found that it was a special sort of green pepper 
which contained the poison. It was called the "Green 
Wonder" and was a quite new sort which combined the 
juiciness of one sort with the sweetness of another more 
expensive brand. It had lately become so popular that it 
had captured almost half the market. The pepper had been 
developed by a small and new company in the San Fernando 
Valley. It was one of those high-tech companies which 
specialized in genetic engineering to produce high yield 
vegetables and fruits. The Department of Agriculture 
immediately cancelled the company's license to perform 
tests and work which included genetic engineering. The 
basis for the new pepper plant had actually been seeds 
stolen from the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center in 
Holland, but nobody ever found that out. 
Just a few days after these events, Dr. Reuter from 
Wisconsin was invited for a hearing in Congress. More than 
a hundred congressmen had signed a petition for such a 
hearing. The advisor to the President himself, Mr. B. 
Manderfield forwarded a request to Congress to take the 
matter of regulating the research and use of genetic 
engineering up again. 
 

*** 
 
     Linda and Herman had Ann Dawson for a visit the week-
end after they had been to Colorado. She was the same age 
as Linda and they immediately took a liking to each other. 
The Dawsons had been with the University of Chicago for 
almost five years. They had originally been hired to lead 
the research into the algae population in the large lakes 
in the effort to stop the pollution there. Ian S. Dawson 
had been successful in finding a species which lived on the 
nitrites in the lakes. Herman also found out that he had 
been a member of "The Green World", an organization his 
wife Ann disliked. 
"It all started with them asking Ian to find a special 
algae. He  used weeks in travelling around in the northern 
part of United States and the southern part of Canada. We 
were so excited when he finally found this species of the 
Chlorophyceae Pleurococcus and was allowed to give it our 
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name. It was mainly me who managed to isolate and grow the 
algae. Then this organization "The Green World" told Ian 
that we should extract and produce the toxin the algae 
would secrete. I managed, but it soon became apparent  that 
we had one of the most poisonous toxins on our hands. When 
we tested it we found that a single cell of the algae could 
produce enough toxin to kill even a large dog in the 
laboratory. I objected strongly when Ian wanted to 
experiment further and I am afraid that after that he 
turned quite strange," Ann explained to Linda and Herman. 
Herman felt really sorry for her, but nevertheless had to 
ask: "Did your husband start to make long trips on business 
after that?" 
"Yes, that is strange, he started to drive to Iowa and to 
Kansas. He ended up by going to New Orleans only a few 
weeks before he died. He told me that it was business for 
the University checking the pollution in the Mississippi 
river. I never checked if it was correct. Do you think it 
had something to do with  the algae?" Ann asked with a 
worried voice. Linda and Herman nodded and said: 
"Yes Ann, we are afraid that it follows the same pattern 
that we saw in Denmark at the same time. There a scientist 
named Sorensen found a similar algae which he released into 
the water and it caused numerous deaths." 
Herman added: "Did you ever hear about or see in the 
newspapers something about heart attacks suddenly 
increasing?" 
Ann shook her head but answered feebly: "You are probably 
right, Ian at that time suddenly started to visit the 
University library to read the strangest small local 
newspapers. That would be the place to look for something 
like that wouldn't it?" 
"What happened then?" Herman wanted to know. 
"After Ian went to New Orleans he came back and suddenly 
wanted to destroy the algae. He said he had thought about 
the matter and they were far too dangerous. I agreed, but 
still kept a very small amount, I thought maybe they could 
provide the basis for a new drug or something," Ann said 
with a faint smile. 
"Was there anything special to remark in the last few days 
before your husband died?" Linda asked carefully. 
"Yes, Ian went on a trip to a place called Dubuque, I don't 
know where it is, but he was quite upset about it. He said 
something about a dam. No, you don't mean that he could 
have...?" she said with frightened eyes and shaking voice. 
Both Linda and Herman kept silent for a while and then 
nodded and said: "We are afraid so, now listen carefully to 
what we are telling you!" 
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Over the next several hours they took turns in telling Ann 
about what the plants were doing. 
The next morning, Sunday morning, Herman insisted on Ann 
coming with him on a small drive in his car. He drove 
straight to the hospital and checked out an operating 
theater. Then he took Ann for a thorough sterilization and 
brought her into the theater. 
"I got the feeling that you want to help us and we need 
you." He started and looked at her thoroughly baffled 
expression. 
She said: "But why here, why did you have to take me here?" 
Only now did Herman realize that he by now was so used to 
this sterile room procedure, that he had forgotten to tell 
her. Quickly he told her. 
"I am sorry I forgot to explain it to you. After what has 
happened to your husband and several others, we don't trust 
all of the plants. We think that there are plants which are 
against the Council of the clever One Hundred. We think 
they are making plans to exterminate us as soon as 
possible. I personally have come to believe that this 
organization "The Green World" is working for them. What we 
want is to make a plan so we could fight those plants if 
necessary." He paused a while and looked at her to see if 
she understood and then continued: "This is where we need 
you and the specimen of algae you say you still have. Would 
you be prepared to help us with finding an antidote against 
the algae you grew?" 
With a grave face she nodded. 
"Also with your life in jeopardy?" 
Once more she nodded.  
Now he explained to her: We have another team working on 
the Sorensiensis algae in Turkey, but so far they have not 
been successful. If we had to, could you go there and have 
a talk with them?" 
She nodded and said: "I have no children and I am alone 
here, so I can go whereever you want me to. I can even pay 
my own way, Ian left me a lot of money from insurance 
policies." 
His last words before leaving the operating theater were: 
"Remember that you cannot tell ANYBODY and you should not 
think about it either if you are close to a large tree. You 
must not contact me in any way. I will contact you." 
Then they left the hospital. When Herman saw the expression 
on the face of the nurse on duty he realized that he had to 
find another way if he needed to talk to  women alone. 
When they came back to the house John was there for a 
visit. Lisa was in Turkey for her assignment and he needed 
to talk. 
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"Have you heard from her?" Herman asked. 
"No she hasn't got the time, actually I hardly see her or 
hear from her these days. I am glad that I got the job in 
Cedar Rapids otherwise I wouldn't know what to do," he 
remarked and continued: "The work at the Collins plant is 
really interesting and only this week a new guy came on our 
team. He is from New York and I have never in my life met a 
brighter fellow. You tell him two words and he then almost 
knows what the whole question is about. He is going to work 
with me on the VLF system and assist us with the cableless 
system as well."  
Herman realized that it was Buck who had already planted 
the man he had promised and asked John: "Have you talked to 
Mbely or any other plant recently?" 
John nodded and said: "Yes, Eric and I have had a few 
technical discussions with Kriton and we are getting all 
the assistance we need. Yes Oliver, Oliver Kleberg, that is 
the name of this new guy, has also been there once. He 
actually made a few suggestions on how to improve our 
communication set. I will try that next week." 
Herman was thinking and smiled to himself: "That Buck is 
fast, I am sure he will be talking to the plants already by 
now. What deals will he make with them?" 
      That night Herman couldn't sleep, he kept reflecting 
on what would be the next step of the plants. He could not 
believe that they would not get to know about the plans of 
resistance he had started on. 
He thought:  
"Who were the plants that were revolting as Kriton had 
revealed?" 
"Who were cooperating with whom and who had the authority 
to activate the algae implanted in them?" 
"Should he reveal his feelings to Mbely or Kriton?" 
"Could they possibly get the collaboration from some of the 
plants as Buck halfheartedly had suggested?" 
"Did the plants really want their cooperation or were they 
only using them in their preparations for taking over the 
world?" 
"How would the world be if it was run by the plants instead 
of people?" 
"Who among the plants would be the leader?" 
"Would we end up working under the orders of the plants?" 
"Couldn't that be as good as we have done ourselves?" 
He continued his reflections and then remembered what 
Kriton had told in one of its very first communications: 
"----My responsibility is to my species---twenty years ago 
when we founded the council the elm trees refused to 
cooperate---since then they have been banished by us and 
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you might have noticed that they are gradually dying with a 
sickness------" 
"Yes, the world under the plants couldn't be much better 
than this present one. Wouldn't a life under the bamboos be 
like the one already in China? They had also killed people 
like Sorensen in Denmark and Ian here in the USA, and what 
about those innocent people who had died when they tested 
their algae? Weren't they already using the Chinese Mafia, 
the TRIAD he believed they were called, and this 
organization of fanatical people, "The Green World"? 
Then his mind changed and he thought: 
"But they are right when it comes to living on the earth, 
we are exploiting it too much, if we continue in this way 
there will eventually only be people left and their slaves 
of animal and plant clones. Maybe even human clones." 
Just before he finally fell asleep he concluded: 
"Maybe a confrontation will be for good? Maybe we need it 
in order to open our eyes and get evolution back on its 
right track." 
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CHAPTER 13 
 

"THE ANTIDOTE"  
[TURKEY, OCTOBER-NOVEMBER] 

 

        The world's most ambitious active agricultural 

venture is the so called Eastern Anatolian Project. One of 

the largest dams ever built by man, the Atatürk Dam, has 

been constructed across the river Euphrates in Eastern 

Turkey so as to make an enormous reservoir. Water from this 

reservoir is then led through mountains, in tunnels some 

more than 25 kilometers long, to provide water for the 

surrounding plains one of which is called the Urfa oasis, 

an area the size of the Netherlands or the state of 

Virginia. This project is envisaged to provide a revolution 

of progress for this backwards and troubled region. The 

region which was probably the place where man first started 

the agricultural civilization. If fully utilized the 

agricultural produce could feed the whole Middle East. The 

dam was completed in the nineties and the reservoir started 

to fill. Such is the capacity that it was only at this time 

in late 2007 that the final stage and at last water could 

be released through the last tunnel made in the project. It 

was this event the international press had been invited to 

witness. 

       Mike Ward and his camera man Wang arrived in 

Istanbul on October 26. The grand opening of the dam would 

be on October 29, Turkey's National Day. It was on purpose 

that they arrived early as it would give Mike some days to 

visit Karanfil and Tayfun. It would give him three days to 
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convince Karanfil that she should come with him as an 

interpreter.  

They both were in the airport to greet them welcome. 

The first evening Mike insisted in inviting Karanfil, 

Tayfun and Helle, whom to his surprise he had found staying 

with them, together with their brother and his wife to that 

famous seafood restaurant situated on the Asian side just 

under the suspension bridge over the Strait of Bosporos. 

Wang had to admit that even in Malaysia they didn't have 

seafood this good. While well fed and in a good mood from 

all the Turkish white wine Mike said: "Karanfil, you are a 

poor student, aren't you?" 

Reluctantly she had to agree. 

"What would you say to earn 2,000 dollars?" he continued. 

She looked at Tayfun and they both had to agree that it was 

an enormous sum if changed into Turkish liras. Mike went 

on, now with a teasing but broad smile: "The work you will 

have to do is easy, I need a Turkish interpreter for the 

ceremony of the opening of the Atatürk Dam on Friday. What 

do you say?" 

Blushing slightly and looking at Tayfun she said: "Yes, but 

I couldn't possibly go alone with the two of you. You know 

we are in the east and it wouldn't look good." 

Now it was Tayfun's turn to smile and he said: "But you 

wouldn't be alone with them, Lisa is coming tomorrow and 

she is going there as well. She is going to make the 

ceremony a part of her TV series. I know that she has 

chartered a jet to fly them there and that she plans to 

stay a week. As your brother I think it is OK for you to go 

with them!" 

Mike was surprised and exclaimed: "You mean Lisa Anderson 

is coming here tomorrow?" 

They nodded and added: "Yes, with a television crew of 

three, she is making a big TV series about the plants. Have 

you read any of her articles, they are very good." 

Mike had to admit that he had not seen any articles by 

Lisa. Then Tayfun continued with another surprise: "Hans 

and Saskia will also be coming for the ceremony. They are 
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VIP's. They have been contracted to deliver their vegetable 

and tobacco seeds for the project." 

Wang had been sitting almost by himself having had very 

little interest in the conversation. Suddenly he became 

alert. So that would be the reason why he had been told to 

bring pieces of bamboo leaves and a small container with a 

green liquid. He had been telephoned in his home by an 

anonymous caller who had told him to drop these things into 

the lake behind a dam. Then a few days later he had 

received, by special mail, the small glass jar. It had been 

sent from Taiwan. He hadn't known what it was all about, 

but now he knew. He found a small satisfaction in knowing 

that he would be doing something that these clever people 

wouldn't even know about. Then he thought: "Eventually they 

will learn that we Chinese can outsmart them all. It is a 

smart move to ally oneself with the strong bamboos." 

 

*** 

 

       Lisa arrived together with her three helpers the 

next day in the afternoon. They all came to the airport to 

meet her and after they had settled in at the Hilton Hotel 

they met on the terrace for a drink. 

"Like we always do when we are in Istanbul," Lisa exclaimed 

and looked at her three bewildered American helpers. Then 

she said with a small smile: "And you Helle what are you 

doing here, are you on business?" 

Helle blushed but Tayfun quickly answered for her: "Yes, 

she is on business, marrying business, Helle and I are 

getting married next year." 

Immediately Mike and Lisa yelled on top of each other: 

"Waiter, bring us champagne, we must celebrate this." 

Tayfun laughed and told them with a subdued voice: "Don't 

overdo it, we hope you can come to our house tonight for 

dinner, or more correctly an engagement party." 

They all said "Yes" and the waiter popped two champagne 

bottles as a proper background noise. 

"Karanfil, I have a job for you, you must be my 

interpreter," Lisa said to Karanfil. 



CHAPTER 13 "THE ANTIDOTE" [TURKEY, OCTOBER-NOVEMBER] 

 

 

246 

"Sorry she is already hired!" Mike said towards Lisa with a 

big satisfied smile and then added: "But, if you can take 

her and the two of us in the plane I hear you have hired, 

then I can probably talk her into helping you a bit." 

"Ah, what a smart boy you are!" Lisa said towards Mike and 

then nodded. "Yes, it will be all right, but only because 

of Karanfil. What do you think -will it be OK with you?" 

Karanfil nodded and looked with a smile first towards Lisa 

and then Mike. Then Mike said: "What is your company going 

to pay her?" 

Quickly Lisa looked towards Pete, one of her helpers and he 

said: "Would 2,000 dollars be enough?" And then quickly 

added: "Plus hotel and expenses of course." Mike nodded 

towards Karanfil and said: "I think 2,500 is more like the 

standard rate." It was agreed that Karanfil would be 

interpreting for both teams and that they would fly 

together in the ABC Television plane. 

       It was a warm autumn evening and the air was thick 

with smells of charcoal fires and roasted meat from 

families grilling outside in the gardens. It was as if 

every single Turkish family living on the shore of the 

Strait of Bosporus had decided that this day would be the 

perfect evening for a meal outside. It WAS the perfect 

evening! 

Tayfun and his family had arranged the engagement 

celebrations in their big garden under the imposing 

umbrella of the plane tree. There was a large charcoal fire 

and here waiters were turning skewers with crayfish and 

swordfish, lamb chops and whole tenderloins of beef. Next 

to it was a large copper kettle full of pilaf rice with 

pine nuts, raisins and saffron. There were literally 

mountains of vegetables chopped for salad and sliced melon 

and watermelon next to fist-sized peaches and violet fresh 

figs. One waiter did nothing but fill large glasses with 

Tuborg draft beer. Circled by torches flaming in the dark 

evening was a Turkish band with saz-guitars, clarinets and 

drums playing both traditional and modern Turkish music. 

"This beats everything I ever imagined about life in the 

old orient," Lisa exclaimed when she arrived together with 
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her crew and Mike and Wang. "It would be the perfect opener 

for my programme about Turkey I wish I had planned to film 

it," she continued and then saw Wang with his camera and 

urged him: "Would you film this for me, we will pay you 

handsomely," Wang glanced at Mike and then nodded happily 

and answered: "Yes, I agree it is the perfect scene, but I 

will do it my way, OK?" she nodded eagerly. 

There was an enormous crowd, the whole Demirci family and 

their friends, many of Tayfun's colleagues from the 

hospital, Helle's mother as well as the TV crews. 

Helle came rushing over to Lisa when she saw her arriving 

and said excitedly: "Look at my ring, Tayfun gave it to me 

this morning." Lisa was overpowered, the ring was made up 

of four gold bands, one set with a large diamond, one with 

a similar sized ruby, one with an emerald and the last with 

a light blue sapphire. "It once belonged to Tayfun's 

grandmother, it is called a Harem ring, isn't it lovely?" 

Helle exclaimed. 

Now several of the guests were performing Turkish dances 

forming long rows of dancers with the leader waving a 

handkerchief in the air over his head. A lady grabbed four 

spoons from the table and soon performed an excited dance 

with two spoons in each hand clattering the rhythm. A young 

girl took another four spoons and a competition evolved 

about who could excite the crowd most. It was interrupted 

by Tayfun's mother, Çigdem who took four spoons herself and 

whirled around with them clattering even better than the 

drummer in the band. She bowed backwards so her long hair 

touched the ground and then with her feet firmly on the 

ground she circled her upper body first slowly then faster 

and faster with the spoons still clattering the rhythm. 

Osman, Tayfun's father yelled to everybody dancing and 

watching: "She was the best dancer in the whole of Izmir, 

when I first met her and, look, she has forgotten nothing!" 

Then he stepped over next to her and started to perform 

"the Warrior Dance" originating from the mountain valleys 

of the Caucasus. With an excited smile Karanfil came over 

to Mike and gestured him to come and dance. "I will teach 
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you to dance the warrior dance like my father is dancing," 

she said. 

Mike was surprised with himself for he actually blushed and 

said almost with a touch of shyness: "I don't know, I am 

not a good dancer." 

She grabbed him and pulled him out in the crowd. Then she 

took the four wooden spoons which she had brought from the 

house and started to dance. In between her own steps she 

demonstrated to Mike how to step sideways and wave his arms 

in the air. Osman came over waving a white handkerchief and 

soon Mike was following him doing the same steps. Now 

Tayfun joined in and after him more and more of the men. 

Çigdem started another chain with the women gesturing to 

Karanfil to take Helle and Lisa and join in. For the next 

hour the two chains of dancers, one of the men and one of 

the women tried to display and outperform each other. Every 

few seconds Helle's and Tayfun's eyes met and said "I love 

you" to each other. Every few minutes Mike tried to catch 

the eyes of Karanfil and when he did his eyes said the same 

message "I love you". Her eyes were teasing him and said 

"Catch me, win me." The party continued for many hours yet 

and when they finally were ready to leave Karanfil took 

Mike away to a corner of a small cobblestone covered 

courtyard next to the house. She whispered in his ear: "Can 

we trust you?" 

He was baffled and was about to say something loud when she 

with a finger to her lips indicated him to keep his voice 

low. 

"What do you mean about that, of course I am serious, I 

know I love you." She smiled and again whispered in his 

ear: "I think I love you too, but can we trust you, I mean 

you are not in the pay of the plants, are you?" 

Now he showed signs of anger and said in a low voice: "I am 

in nobody's pay, why do you think I am a free-lance 

reporter? It is because I want to be in nobody's pay. 

Nobody is going to tell me what is right and what is 

wrong." Again Karanfil smiled a sweet smile before she 

whispered: "Have you examined your suitcase after you came 

back from the seminar in the Netherlands? Have you seen if 
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there is any patch of lichen there? We have all found it in 

ours, somebody planted it there. We cannot trust anybody or 

any plant. We most be careful." 

Mike calmed down and was slightly surprised. He thought for 

a while before he bowed close to her ear. He could smell 

the sweet odor of her sweat from the hectic dance and 

whispered into her ear: "You can trust me fully I will do 

anything for you, I am even prepared to be in your pay. I 

have not examined my travel bag, but it is already green of 

mildew, algae and probably lichen as well. I don't want to 

talk too much about things like this here, I am afraid that 

the plants could listen in." Then he took her head with 

both hands and turned it towards his and gave her a long 

sensuous kiss. After that first one she opened her mouth 

slightly to indicate that she wanted another. 

When they said goodbye Karanfil whispered something into 

Tayfun's ear and he said to Mike and Lisa: "I will come and 

pick you up at the Hotel at 10 o'clock I want the two of 

you to come and see my hospital." 

Lisa understood immediately whereas Mike looked bewildered 

until his eyes caught Karanfil's and he saw her nodding. 

"We will wait for you in the lobby." They both answered. 

 

*** 

 

       Slightly after ten the next morning Tayfun drove 

Karanfil, Helle, Lisa and Mike to his hospital. Before that 

he had already arranged for an operating theater to be 

readied, for a special test he told the duty surgeon. Once 

in the hospital he led them to the surgical department and 

they were told to shower and wash themselves thoroughly. As 

Herman had done in his hospital he then made sure that they 

one by one sprayed themselves with rinsing fluid before 

they dressed in the green sterile garments. Except for 

Tayfun, Lisa was the only one going through the procedures 

who was not baffled, it felt like standard for her. 

Safely in the operating room Tayfun explained: "This is the 

normal sterilization procedure followed in hospitals before 

surgery is performed. I have taken these precautions on the 
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recommendation of Herman to ensure that no plants can 

listen into our conversation. I guess Helle and Mike  are 

the only two who are not completely aware of why we are 

here." He paused slightly and continued nodding to Mike: 

"Karanfil told me last night that we can trust you, Mike. 

Did you find the lichen in your suitcase?" 

Mike nodded gravely and Tayfun continued: "Some of us who 

were at the seminar have decided that we can't completely 

trust the plants. Some of them are operating against us 

without the consent of the council of the clever one 

hundred. We still think that the plants are right though, 

and we want to help them. On the other hand we must 

safeguard ourselves. As we probably all have been implanted 

with a deadly algae and we don't know who controls it we 

must be sure that the plants know NOTHING about this." 

They all nodded with grave faces. They understood and Mike 

asked: "Who have been told about this, who can we trust?" 

Tayfun pointed to Lisa and she said: "Herman and his wife 

Linda, of course, and John. The five of us here and then 

Betty and Bill. Bill and Herman have organized  what they 

call a "Task Force" with a few trusted people in the United 

States to organize measures of resistance if necessary." 

"What kind of measures do you mean?" Mike wanted to know. 

Again Lisa answered: "As far as I know they are thinking 

about finding an antidote against the algae which we now 

know has been spread over wide areas of the oceans. After 

what Kriton told us the plants also have contaminated the 

world's oil supplies with an oil-eating algae. They are 

planning to find a bacteria or a chemical to combat that 

algae too. The last problem they are tackling is how to 

destroy the genetic codes the plants have placed in the 

potatoes and other plants." She thought for a moment and 

then added: "You know John has got a new job at the Collins 

plant. It was the plants who gave him all kinds of ideas 

about some new communication systems. I will also have to 

admit that the sensational articles I have been writing 

about the life of the plants have more or less been 

provided by the plants." 
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Now Helle coughed slightly for attention and said: "I have 

not told you before, not even Tayfun, why I suddenly agreed 

to come to Turkey and stay with you. She looked at them 

with an "I am sorry glance" and hesitated before she told 

them: "When I came back from the seminar I regretted that I 

had told Tayfun about the algae I was in possession of and 

had given him. I requested to have a meeting with the 

Director of my company "the Novo Nordic Industries" and was 

going to tell him everything. He agreed to see me I think 

mainly because of the deaths there had been and I came to 

his office. I was sitting in front of him and about to tell 

everything when I looked at his desk. There was in one 

corner a beautiful bonsai arrangement made up of miniature 

bamboo plants. I was shocked, as I realized that the 

bamboos were involved with the company, but managed to tell 

him that I came to ask for two months extraordinary leave, 

because the death of my boss was still disturbing me. He 

was actually quite rude and told me that small things like 

that would be handled by my department manager." She 

laughed a short laughter of relief and continued: "It was 

then I realized that I would speed up what I already had 

decided. Tayfun had asked me to marry him and I called the 

same day and said "Yes". Now I plan to help in finding this 

antidote. Karanfil has already told me that they think that 

they have found it in shrimps. We will now have to isolate 

it and test it." 

Tayfun gave Helle a small kiss of comfort and asked Mike: 

"Who else do you think we could trust, what about Wang your 

camera man?" Mike shook his head violently and said: "I 

don't think Wang can be trusted, I even wonder if he has 

been bought by the plants. You know, a Chinese has a 

different code of loyalty, first of all he relies on his 

family ties and then the clan. I think there is strong 

evidence that some Chinese, maybe the so called TRIAD, 

their equivalent to the Mafia, have been bought by the 

plants. Maybe that is why the bamboo should not be trusted. 

I think Kriton told us that the bamboo was the leader of 

the faction of the plants who most urgently wanted to 

exterminate us." 
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They nodded in agreement and Mike added: "After I met Lulu 

and José in the jungle, it was a meeting arranged via the 

plants, I would not trust them either. They are totally 

dedicated to following the plants. I know that the 

accidents suffered by the Brazilian Air Force were caused 

by contaminated fuel. It was done so cleverly that it 

couldn't be detected. With the help of the plants they are 

also spreading cholera bacilli and poison all over the 

Amazon area. Almost as a test for a final showdown. You 

wouldn't know, but the plants are even financing his 

resurrection there with the help of a hidden Spanish 

treasure." 

Lisa laughed and said: "They are also financing our 

operations, they have bonsais in almost every American 

boardroom of importance. The plants have infiltrated to 

such a degree that they could even tell me what salary the 

ABC TV-company would pay me. The same happened to Herman. 

They told Bill where to find an undiscovered gold mine to 

finance his political lobbying." 

"What about Hans and Saskia, can we trust them?" Karanfil 

wanted to know. 

Tayfun answered her: "I have been asking myself the same 

question, it is not improbable that the plants killed Hans' 

father, maybe he realizes that by now. You will have to 

judge them when you meet them tomorrow at the opening of 

the dam. If they were on our side it could be very 

helpful." 

Tayfun now explained to Mike how Herman had suggested that 

they should communicate about their plans in the future. 

Mike laughed and said: "I like that, back to the old letter 

writing, I am glad that I have been practicing it lately." 

Towards Karanfil he said: "Watch out for more of those 

heated love letters!" She laughed back and formed her lips 

for a kiss. 

 

*** 

 

      Mike thought he knew a lot about airplanes, but when 

he came out to the aircraft Lisa had chartered early in the 
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morning of the 29th, he had to give up. It was a twin-

engine jet business plane, but instead of having wings 

swept backwards they swept forwards. The big letters on the 

white and red painted sleek aircraft said "GENEL AIR" and 

Mike went over to the pilot who was doing his obligatory 

walk around the aircraft and asked: "Hi, my name is Mike, I 

am flying with you today, tell me what kind of aircraft is 

this, is it one you have built yourself." The pilot laughed 

and said in quite good English: "It is funny, but a lot of 

people ask the same. It is called a Hansajet and it is 

German. It is a real Mercedes of the air, all hand-built. 

We bought five of them they were used by the German Air 

Force, the Luftwaffe, for VIP transport before we bought 

them some years ago. This is the last flyable in the world 

and you will like to fly in it, as the wings are swept 

forward they are much more stable than an ordinary jet." 

Soon they were all on board, Lisa and her three crew, Mike 

and Wang and Karanfil. The aircraft could normally take ten 

passengers so they were really comfortable in the large 

leather seats. The flight took one hour and twenty minutes 

before they landed on the large Erhac military air base 

near the city of Malatya. From there it was another one 

hour's drive to the Atatürk Dam. 

The area around the dam was under strict security and 

despite their official invitations and press identity cards 

both the cars and themselves were searched thoroughly. When 

the military police frisked Wang they found his small glass 

container with its green liquid. Quickly Wang indicated 

with sign language that it was for cleaning the lens of the 

camera and the soldier smiled. 

"Is there something wrong?" Mike wanted to know, but Wang 

assured him that everything was in order. 

They were allowed along a flag-lined alley to the 

grandstand which had been erected for the occasion. It 

provided a magnificent view over the dam and the enormous 

reservoir stretching much further than one could see. 

Everywhere large banners with slogans in Turkish had been 

put up and Karanfil got busy translating. 
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Soon they were interrupted by wailing sirens and a 

motorcade of black Mercedes limousines approached the 

grandstand. Mike pointed to Wang and he captured the 

arrival of the VIPs among whom could be seen Hans and 

Saskia van der Meer, the Director of the Royal Dutch Plant 

Research Center and his wife. 

Karanfil explained: "Hans' company is going to provide new 

high yield seeds for the whole project. Apart from wheat 

the area will be one large vegetable garden. Large areas 

will be growing a new revolutionary tobacco. I read in the 

newspaper that Hans and Saskia have found a new kind of 

tobacco which has almost none of the bad effects of the 

normal one. They have decided to give it at cost price to 

any  grower who wants it, for the good of mankind." 

Mike and Lisa exchanged quick surprised glances before Lisa 

said to Pete, one of her staff: "Did you hear that Pete, 

they are going to grow a new type of tobacco with no ill 

effects, we must catch that story. I think we will make an 

interview with Hans and let him explain." 

By showing their press cards and pretending to be busy by 

letting their cameras scan around they were able to 

penetrate the security screen around the front rows at the 

grandstand and came close to the VIPs. 

"Hello, Hans!" Lisa and Mike yelled and caught his eye. 

"Let them come over." Hans said to a government aide and 

pointed towards Mike and Lisa and their crews. 

"How are you and how is your mother," Lisa greeted Hans and 

Saskia. 

"It is the first time we have been treated as VIPs, and it 

is quite nice, one could get addicted to it, I guess." Hans 

answered with a big smile. 

"We hear that your company has been allotted the contract 

to provide seeds for the project here." Mike said with Wang 

zooming his camera in on the two men. 

"Yes, this project is so big that it was far beyond the 

capabilities of any Turkish company. This area will be 

producing the best vegetables the world has ever known from 

next spring. Its potatoes will be earlier than what can be 

obtained from other areas and unsurpassed in quality. The 
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tomatoes will be of the highest quality that has ever been 

seen and virtually free of any plant disease." 

Mike looked at Hans in the eye and said: "I have heard that 

you have been working together with the plants in obtaining 

these new seeds, is that right? I have also been told that 

your research center and Dr.Reuter in the United States are 

claiming that you can communicate with the plants. I 

believe that your late father was ridiculed by the press 

for saying the same." 

Hans looked at Mike with an honest looking face and said 

with conviction: "Yes, you are right Mike, it has always 

been the policy of our research center to cooperate with 

the plants and after Dr. Reuter found out how to 

communicate directly with them via a computer our work has 

been greatly simplified. It has been the plants themselves  

who wanted mankind to profit from such cooperation, and 

that is why we are giving our new tobacco seeds away at 

cost price." 

"Dr. van der Meer, this is ABC Television, you know that we 

are making a series about cooperation between man and 

plants." Lisa interrupted with a large smile towards Hans. 

"How do you think the world or the community of the plants 

could benefit from such cooperation?" 

Hans looked directly towards her camera and answered: 

"Good morning Lisa. Yes, I have learned with satisfaction 

that you are making this series. The plants have told me 

that they want cooperation with the whole of mankind so 

both parts will benefit. That means that the exploitation 

of the areas of the rain forest and other areas of the 

world must stop. The plants also feel that the genetic 

research and engineering going on  might destroy their 

future. They want a say in how this should take place." 

Lisa signalled to her camera man to zoom very close on Hans 

and asked: "But, Dr. van der Meer, that means that you want 

the whole world to believe that the plants are as 

intelligent as us, that we should negotiate with them as 

equal partners. Do you think that people will believe 

that?" 
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The camera zoomed so close that it was only the blue/steel 

grey eyes of Hans which could be seen on the small screen 

of the camera when he said: "They'd better or the whole of 

mankind could be in great danger." Lisa waved to the camera 

man to stop and went closer to Hans and said in a friendly 

tone: "Very good, Hans, and very convincing, I am going to 

make a whole report about this area I hope you and Saskia 

will stay and help us. I think especially the tobacco seed 

deal will impress people." 

Hans nodded and smiled before he said:  "You know, Lisa, 

this area is where man first started what we call the 

agricultural civilization about 8,000 years ago. We could 

promote this as a new civilization starting, the full 

cooperation between man and plant. We should even promote 

it among the plants as such." 

Lisa stepped very close to Hans and whispered in his ear: 

"Have you found any dime sized circular patches of lichen 

at the Center. We believe somebody has planted one on each 

of us. Some of the plants are working against the Council." 

Hans nodded almost invisibly and whispered back: "Yes we 

have found  several and we suspect one of the maids who 

cleaned  your rooms to have planted them. One of my trusted 

assistants also found a small piece of bamboo leaf in one 

of the greenhouses. You know we try to keep the greenhouses 

absolutely free of outside plants which could affect the 

tests. That is why  I have a man to look for even the 

smallest leaf and seed." 

Lisa now put Hans to the final test of trust and asked: 

"Hans I, or more correctly we, think the plants probably 

killed your father." 

Hans again nodded and whispered gravely: "Yes, they did and 

I don't trust them or their motives at all." 

Lisa looked carefully around, there was noise and people 

everywhere, it was only Mike who took any interest in their 

conversation. Again Lisa looked around, the place was 

absolutely free of plants, everywhere one looked one could 

only see stones and gravel. Then she said: "You and Saskia 

MUST see and talk to Tayfun before you leave Turkey. He has 
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a VERY important message for you. Meanwhile except for Wang 

we believe you can trust all of us." 

They were interrupted by a loud clatter of helicopters and 

were told that it was the President and Prime-Minister of 

Turkey arriving. For the next two hours there were speeches 

and talk before finally the President cut the ribbon in 

white and red and pressed the button opening the tunnel. It 

would take the water almost an hour before it started to 

appear at the other end of the tunnel and large TV screens 

had been set up for them to view this event. Meanwhile they 

were treated to lunch and drinks of fruit juice or wine. 

Both Mike and Wang and Lisa and her team walked around and 

managed to obtain small interviews from the President of 

the International Monetary Fond and the Chairman of the 

European Fond for Development which were largely financing 

the project. After Hans and Saskia had been introduced to 

the President of Turkey and had been assured of his 

personal interest in their contract they were finally able 

to talk to Mike, Lisa and Karanfil. 

"How is everything going?" Hans wanted to know. 

"Both Herman and Linda have had papers about plant 

intelligence accepted by the scientific establishment. The 

plants have set me up with all the information I want. I am 

sure that you have already read my first articles and now I 

will do this TV series. John is deeply involved with 

research into communication systems the plants have told 

him about. Bill is to put a suggestion to the American 

Congress any day about stopping genetic engineering." Lisa 

quickly answered and then asked: 

"What about you, is everything well?" Hans looked a little 

worried and answered: "Commercially it couldn't be better, 

this contract alone will keep us going for years. Our 

potato contract with China is going very well also. Did you 

know that both Peter from Kenya and Bismarck from India 

arranged contracts with us before they left? Peter wanted 

Kenya to be ahead with the new tobacco, you know they have 

large areas where they want to grow cash crops. Bismarck 

thinks that our new potato would be an excellent crop in 
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north India in places where only grass has grown until 

now." 

Mike interrupted and said: "I met Lulu and José in the 

jungle of Peru, it seems that they are behind many of the 

disturbances there." 

Hans nodded and said: "I saw your programme on CNN, it was 

very good, it promotes our case very well and I have had 

many good and positive reactions to it. Marie from Poland 

stayed with us for a few weeks and she wrote to me last 

week to tell that she has really got a good following for 

her new ideas. Even in the highest positions in the new 

Polish Government they are supporting her." 

Saskia now broke in and said: "Clara has been very 

successful in approaching the European Community and they 

will be setting up a committee for investigating plant 

intelligence and genetic manipulation." 

A Turkish government official came and told Hans and Saskia 

to follow him and Hans had only time to say: "We will stay 

a few days here, we have to see the area on the other side 

of the mountain. Where will you be staying?" 

Lisa yelled to him while he slowly followed the official: 

"The Altin Palas Otel in Urfa." Karanfil added with a laugh 

to them: "It means the Gold Palace Hotel, I have never been 

there, but it is probably terrible." 

 

*** 

 

     The Altin Palas Otel in Urfa really was terrible, 

cockroaches were racing across the room when the door was 

opened and they had to insist on clean linen being put on 

the beds. 

The city itself is interesting as it is an old center of 

culture perfectly situated at the foot of the sloping hills 

on the large fertile plain. The chances are that it was 

around here that man first started to grow a primitive 

wheat and founded villages. Only fifty kilometers to the 

west was one of the Hittite empire's most important cities, 

Karkamis. Very early in the history of Christianity it was 

an important center. A dammed pond in the city is said to 
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have been made by Abraham himself and it was said that the 

shawl of Christ was kept here. It only came under Turkish 

control in 1637. Today the city has a population of around 

125,000 and is the capital of the province of the same 

name. A province with traditional and backward agriculture. 

Shortly after they had arrived at the Altin Palas Otel and 

made their rooms tolerable Lisa asked Mike, Wang and 

Karanfil to her room for a conference as she called it. 

"I am going to ask Kriton for help in creating a story in 

this forsaken place," she told them. 

They all agreed that a special effort was needed to stay 

even for one day. 

"I saw the top of a plane tree in a garden next to the 

hotel, let me talk to the people there," Karanfil suggested 

and was on her way out of the room. Soon they were allowed 

into a small walled garden behind a typical two story 

house. There were several fruit trees and a patio whose 

roof was made of an enormous vine with  delicious blue 

grapes hanging in large clusters. The old lady in charge of 

the house was not at all surprised when Karanfil explained 

to her that the foreigners wanted to talk to the old tree 

in the backyard. She said that the tree was many hundred 

years old and it was the custom of her family to get advice 

from it. 

Quickly Wang connected the computer to the tree and they 

stepped closer to it. 

Lisa said: "Good afternoon, is it Kriton?" Before she had 

finished her short question the computer came to life and 

the printer wrote out in English: 

"GOOD AFTERNOON EVERYBODY---YES IT IS KRITON I HAVE BEEN 

AROUND IN THIS AREA FOR MANY THOUSANDS OF YEARS---BE 

CAREFUL ABOUT WHAT YOU SAY THERE ARE MANY FRUIT TREES 

AROUND AND WE DO NOT WANT TO ANGER THEM---WHAT DO YOU WANT 

FROM ME" 

Lisa looked at Mike and then asked towards the tree: "We 

are looking for a story to connect this area with the new 

dam. By the way what do you think of the new dam?" 

The printer came to life and wrote:  
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"THE DAM IS A GREAT ADVANTAGE FOR BOTH THE PLANTS AND THE 

PEOPLE AROUND HERE---THIS IS A GREAT DEVELOPMENT IN WHICH 

WE CAN WORK TOGETHER---I AM GOING TO HELP YOU WITH A GREAT 

STORY---IF YOU GO TWENTY-FIVE KILOMETERS EAST FROM THIS 

CITY YOU WILL FIND A TOWN CALLED MECRIHAN AND ONLY THREE 

KILOMETERS SOUTH OF THAT I WILL GUIDE YOU TO A HISTORICAL 

SENSATION---HERE ON A SOUTHWARD SLOPING HILL ARE THE RUINS 

OF THE OLDEST AGRICULTURAL SETTLEMENT IN THE WORLD---DATING 

BACK TO A LITTLE MORE THAN TEN THOUSAND YEARS BC---THE OLD 

VILLAGE HAS TO BE DUG OUT OF A SMALL HILL---BUT WHEN IT HAS 

BEEN YOU WILL FIND THAT IT HAS ALMOST EVERY ASPECT OF LIFE 

THEN COMPLETELY PRESERVED---YOU WILL DISCOVER THAT MAN AND 

PLANT STARTED THEIR COOPERATION IN AGRICULTURE MORE THAN 

TWO THOUSAND YEARS BEFORE YOU PREVIOUSLY THOUGHT---GOOD 

LUCK---THERE IS A CLUSTER OF POPLAR TREES CLOSE TO IT AND 

THEY WILL HELP YOU" 

They all looked at each other in excitement and Karanfil 

quickly but politely thanked the old lady for letting them 

use the tree. Less than an hour later they were at the spot 

three kilometers south of the town and spotted the poplars 

close to a small ravine and a little hill. Wang connected 

the computer to one of the poplars and was soon directed to 

the exact spot where to find the old village. An old man 

had seen them arrive and came over to watch the group. 

Karanfil asked him in Turkish if he was the owner of the 

place and he acknowledged quietly. Then she asked if they 

could dig in a few places as they believed there could be 

old artifacts in the ground. The old man smiled broadly, as 

if he knew there was not and that he was cheating them, and 

showed the international sign for money by rubbing his 

index finger against his thumb. Mike then said the magic 

word "dollars" and the deal was made. Mike and one of 

Lisa's assistants each grabbed a shovel they had brought 

with them and with cameras running they began to dig where 

the poplar had told them. It was almost as it had been 

arranged for the cameras as they struck several pieces of 

flint and pots made of stone within a minute. A little 

later they found several tools made of obsidian and 

Karanfil had to tell them to stop. 
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"It is a serious offence to make an unauthorized dig like 

this," she explained and told them that she would call 

Ankara from the small town while they guarded the site. 

In less than an hour she was back followed by an officer 

and several soldiers. When Lisa and Mike looked at her with 

worried looks she smiled and said: "I called my professor 

at the University in Ankara and told him what we believed 

we had found. I told him that you, Lisa, had found 

references to the site in some old papers. My professor is 

an old schoolmate of the President of Turkey so he called 

him and told him about it, stressing the parallels to the 

modern project for the area and its propaganda value. He 

has now ordered an archaeological team to come here 

tomorrow and start digging. You Lisa and Mike together with 

the Turkish TV will have the rights to film it all." 

Karanfil paused for a little since she had almost lost her 

breath with excitement. 

Lisa and Mike exchanged calculating looks and then agreed 

that Mike would have the rights for the news whereas she 

would have the long term benefits of the discovery. 

 

*** 

  

      Already at eight o'clock the next morning the team 

from Ankara was ready to start their excavations. There 

were more than twenty people with several professors in 

charge. A large contingent of soldiers sealed off the area. 

Mike and Wang had made up a rough sketch and placed small 

crosses in the places the poplar had explained would be the 

best places to dig and they gave it to Karanfil to hand it 

over to the professor in charge. Wang and Lisa's cameraman 

talked to several Turkish technicians with Karanfil acting 

as interpreter and soon cameras and sound equipment were in 

place. 

The professor in charge was to make a ceremonial dig with a 

spade, but to his and everybody's surprise he hit a crudely 

made clay pot only a few inches below the grass layer 

covering the field. Quickly all shovels and spades were 
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discarded and everyone started with spoons and brushes 

instead. 

"I don't understand this!" the professor in charge 

exclaimed a little later when he saw the finds. "The flint 

and obsidian pieces are of the types from around 10,000 

B.C. but there should not be pieces of sickles among the 

tools, it is too early a period for agriculture." Then he 

looked at the stone pots found and the pieces of pottery 

and scratched his head in disbelief before mumbling: "We 

will have to date this area very carefully. I think that we 

have just found the earliest agricultural society ever 

discovered. If all the pieces are from the same period we 

have also found the oldest pottery ever seen, this could 

put the origin of pottery almost four thousand years back." 

Then he looked at the Turkish television camera and 

explained: "This site looks almost like the missing link in 

the development of human society, before this find we have 

never discovered what looks like the beginning of 

agriculture and the start of the art of making pottery." 

Then he exclaimed with a yell: "The finding of this site is 

a miracle!" 

Lisa and Mike had discreetly pointed to Karanfil to stand 

next to the professor and translate what he said towards 

their cameras. Wang and the ABC cameraman now scanned the 

pieces that had been found and then turned towards Mike 

first: "What we witness here today is the cradle of human 

civilization being uncovered. Here on the slopes of what is 

usually called "The fertile crescent" we see the earliest 

example of cooperation between mankind and what I would 

like to call "plantkind". These crude, but nevertheless 

revolutionary tools made the start of what we are today. 

Next to it you can see the other revolution, look at the 

pot made of stone, maybe weeks of work and then compare it 

to the pot made of clay, only a few hours of work." Mike 

paused a little and then concluded: "Yesterday we witnessed 

another revolution when the great "Atatürk Dam" was opened 

and started to provide water for this old agricultural 

area. Let us hope we get it more right this time, let us 

hope we will cooperate with the plants instead of trying to 
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dominate them. That would be a new start for man and 

plantkind. This is Mike Ward reporting for CNN from the 

cradle of human civilization," he ended off. 

Lisa now stepped forward and said towards her own camera: 

"Look at the barren sloping hills here, in one or two years 

they will be well watered and cultivated again. Ten 

thousand years before the birth of Christ they were 

selected by a primitive society to be the test ground for 

the most successful experiment humans have ever made. Had 

we still been hunters today we would not have had the time 

to develop the culture we know as ours. Still something has 

gone wrong, we seem to have forgotten what made it all 

possible -the cooperation between man and plant- the mutual 

prosperity. Nowadays we exploit the plants without limits, 

we exterminate them, we manipulate them for our own dubious 

good. I think this site has been revealed to us as a way of 

telling us "let us start again, let us cooperate again." 

Then in a dramatic gesture she bowed down and picked off a 

few of the ripe ears of grass growing around and exclaimed: 

"I hereby ask the Turkish Government, the whole world to 

use these seeds as a basis for developing a new cereal. I 

know the Director of the famous Royal Dutch Plant Research 

Center and I will ask him to work on these seeds in 

collaboration with the plants themselves to develop the 

best wheat the world has ever known." 

Unknown to Lisa she was actually holding in her hand the 

original species of triticum grass from which the first 

farmers had developed wheat. 

 

***  

 

      The discovery of the new site and the subsequent 

archaeological finds proved to be a scientific sensation. 

Later careful carbon 14 dating showed that the settlement 

was indeed from around 10,000 B.C. 

Mike's programme on the event was shown by almost every 

television station in the world. 

A day later Hans and Saskia van der Meer came to the site 

and Lisa could present him the seeds she had collected. The 
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three of them discreetly contacted Kriton and it promised 

to help them with the development of the new wheat. Then 

Hans and Saskia went to Istanbul to talk to Tayfun before 

they returned to Amsterdam. Here they were taken to the 

hospital and told about the measures being taken to 

safeguard against the plants. 

Wang was equally a happy man, he had managed to empty his 

jar of green liquid and his bamboo leaves into the lake 

behind the dam without being noticed. Furthermore he and 

Mike had decided to make trips to Africa and India to talk 

to Peter Manelow in Kenya and Bismarck de Cruz in Bombay. 

He was sure that his contacts from the bamboos would have 

important duties for him there. 

 

***  

 

      Before leaving Turkey Lisa was handed a letter from 

Tayfun to take back to Herman. It said that he and Helle 

had been successful in finding an antidote for the terrible 

toxin being produced by the algae Chlorophyceae 

Pleurococcus Sorensiensis. He wanted to know what to do 

next.   



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 14 
 

"A DEVASTATED CONTINENT"  
[AFRICA DECEMBER] 

 

        Mike Ward and his cameraman Wang Tzi Bing were 

sitting in the office of Peter Manelow, the Director of the 

Kenyan Directorate of Forests. The office was rather basic 

and Peter had to send the tea-boy on a major chase to find 

an extra chair so they could all sit down. It was now the 

beginning of December and they all agreed upon how fast 

time had passed since they were together at the seminar in 

the Netherlands. 

"I know that the two of you have been very busy, I have 

seen all the reports you have made on CNN," Peter remarked. 

"And I believe that you have made a very good case for the 

plants," he quickly added. 

"Yes, things are progressing very well and I have heard 

from Herman and Bill in the United States that they are 

also doing very well there," Mike said and continued with a 

cautious voice: "How have you been doing here in Africa, is 

there any progress?" 

Peter gave a quick glance towards the door and the corridor 

and said: "Yes and no, you know it is always a question of 

"yes and no" in Africa. I don't know how well you know the 

politics in this country. I belong to the Kikuyu tribe and 

we are the farmers of the country. We don't want to exploit 

the soil too much. Unfortunately things are not going well 

economically for the country and even among my own people 

there are some who are going for the fast and easy money. 

To the north in the country we are feeling hard pressure 
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from both Somalian and Ethiopian cattle and goat holders 

who are pressed by the instability of their countries and 

they are ripping the plains there for anything edible. To 

the south the Masai cattle breeders are getting too 

numerous and the land can't sustain the large herds. In the 

Rift Valley and down towards Lake Victoria my own people 

live. They are very industrious, but unfortunately are 

having too many children. The result is that more and more 

forest and savanna is being cleared. When we have strong 

rains the cleared areas can't hold the water and the 

erosion is horrendous. Our only chance is to get fast-

growing crops to hold the erosion back. That is why I have 

got a deal with Hans about delivery of the tobacco seeds. 

We have actually already received a small test batch, to 

see how they will grow. They are doing very well, by the 

way." He paused and looked at Mike to see if he understood. 

Mike nodded as if in agreement and asked: "This is exactly 

what we are looking for, do you think it would be possible 

to visit the areas you have mentioned?" 

Peter had a dubious look on his face and had to think hard 

before he answered: "It could possibly be arranged via the 

ministry, but you would have to accept that they want to 

see the tapes before you leave the country." 

Mike quickly looked at Wang who smiled a mysterious smile 

in agreement and then said to Peter: "That should be OK, 

why don't you come with us, I am sure you would be our best 

guide!" 

Peter smiled and said with a satisfied voice: "I thought 

you would never ask, I am more than happy to get out of 

this crummy office. Have you any idea about how to travel?" 

Mike shook his head and said: "We are not that far in our 

preparations, it was difficult enough to get the permit to 

get here in the first place. It took four weeks." 

Again Peter nodded and said with a sly smile: "You would 

never had got the permission without my help, actually you 

owe me a hundred dollars in what we call 'expenses' here." 

Then he continued in a more serious voice: "My brother in 

law is the chief of the Police Air Wing out at the Wilson 
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airfield. I think he could do us a favour and get us on one 

of his planes going up north. I think five hundred dollars 

in his account in London would be sufficient." Then as an 

excuse he quickly added: "It is not easy for him, he has 

both a son and a daughter who study in England and his 

salary is less than fifty dollars a month." 

Mike understood and they quickly agreed that Peter should 

arrange with the Ministry of Agriculture and the police for 

the necessary permits. 

Already the same evening Peter came to their hotel and 

showed thumbs up. 

"It is going to cost you one thousand dollars, with a few 

extras here and there," he explained and continued: "We 

will leave tomorrow morning on the Police Cessna 402 

aircraft to Wajir close to the Somalian border. We used to 

have a reforestation programme there paid for by the 

Government of Sweden. Earlier this year however, somebody 

ripped the fence down and now the goats have eaten whatever 

trees survived the drought last year. I told the Minister 

that you would go there so the Swedes would see on your 

programme that it was not our fault. Then the day after we 

will fly close to the Kilimanjaro mountain so you can see 

for yourselves the Masai country side. Finally we will fly 

to the air base at Kisumu on the shore of the Lake 

Victoria. Is that OK?" 

"Perfect, Peter, I am amazed that you have been able to 

arrange all this in such a short time," Mike said with a 

very satisfied smile before he asked: "What do we need in 

the way of equipment and provisions, I mean it is going to 

take several days and do we need any gifts or things like 

that?" 

Peter laughed and answered: "This is what you need a few 

extra dollars for, bring a handful of those green bills and 

if you have any American or British cigarettes then bring 

them as gifts." 

They sat for another two hours at the pool-side bar and 

chatted about the trip before Peter said "Good night" and 
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told them that he would pick them up at 6 o'clock in the 

morning. 

 

*** 

 

      The flight to Wajir took almost two hours in the old, 

but immaculately maintained Cessna 402. The pilot was a 

young police officer and he spoke English with a distinct 

British accent: "I have been trained at the Oxford Training 

School and after that with the Metropolitan police in 

England," he explained. 

They flew low over the country-side for most of the time 

and the savanna stretched as far as they could see. Peter 

explained: "The savanna is a marvellous landscape in 

perfect natural balance. It is dominated, or among us who 

know the real world of the plants I would say it is 

governed by the grasses. Did you know that on the Kenyan 

savanna there are more than a thousand different species of 

grasses?" 

Mike shook his head and indicated to Peter to continue: 

"Did you know that the stem of the grass is the strongest 

yet the lightest construction on earth. The tube itself is 

hollow and its very thin wall is built up by hexagon tubes 

in several layers. In between these honeycomb tubes are 

infinitely thin long fibers in a crisscross pattern, each 

fiber as strong as the strongest high tensile steel ever 

made by man. A five feet tall stem of grass has a cross 

section at its root of only a fifth of an inch, but can 

nevertheless hold seeds many times its weight in strong 

winds and bow to the ground without breaking. Not even the 

strongest tree or the most ingenious human construction has 

that ability." 

Peter could see that Mike was fascinated by his 

explanations and continued: "Look at the savanna down 

there. Looking at the yellow brownish grass one might think 

that it is a dead world. Actually each grass stem is only 

like a hair on an animal. If you analyze the grasses you 

will see that each plant covers acres of ground, sometimes 
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hundreds of square miles. Even if the savanna is ravaged by 

a fire it only burns the straw -or hairs- the plant itself 

will sprout again often within hours. You can have a 

drought for years and when the first rain falls the grass 

will come alive within minutes. "Mike thought for a while 

and then asked: "If the grasses down there are so smart, 

how come they are being exterminated?" 

Peter laughed with a roar and continued: "Ah Mike, you are 

a devious person, let me explain. When man and his beasts 

invade an area they ruin the balance. The cattle and the 

goats will eat every straw down to the roots whenever they 

appear. In this way the grasses will never get their 

photosynthesis going, which depends on the green in their 

straws and leaves, so they can split the carbon dioxide in 

the air and extract the nitrogen and minerals they need. 

Other humans will plough and cultivate and in this way 

letting the occasional rains and the dry winds ruin the 

soil by erosion. Still others will dig deep wells thus 

lowering the water table and deplete the grasses of water 

they need even in dry seasons." 

"What can we do to change this?" Mike wanted to know. 

With a whisper Peter answered: "I am afraid the plants are 

right, man and animal will have to go!" 

A little later they flew low over the dirt strip maintained 

by the police outside the town of Wajir. It was a desolate 

place. It was almost noon and the sun was blazing from 

directly above, with little mercy in the form of shade or 

clouds. Only a thick layer of fine dust whirled by the wind 

to a height of two hundred feet above the ground filtered a 

few rays out. The visibility at the strip was only a mile 

or two and that was not made better by the fact that a 

large herd of cattle was scattered over the field raising 

even more dust. They had to fly very low over the place 

three times before they had scared the cattle away and 

could land. 

A police major was at the small shack with his Land Rover 

and wanted to know what they wanted to see. 
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"We would like to see the Swedish forest and film it." 

Peter said to him and the Major let out a roaring laugh. 

"Have you brought a magnifying glass?" He said and laughed 

even louder. 

"We would also like to see the cattle farmers and any 

refugees from Somalia or Ethiopia," Mike added towards the 

Major. He looked very amused and said: "You are easy to 

accommodate it is all about an hour's drive from here. You 

see the cattle farmers are without cattle and live in the 

same camp where the refugees are. The camp is situated 

where the forest used to be, that was the only area we 

could find which had a road leading to it." 

While the party visited the camp and saw and filmed the 

miseries other things were happening.   

       Although the distance in a straight line from Mt. 

Kilimanjaro to Wajir is almost exactly five hundred miles 

the bamboo groves on the upper slopes of this 5,895 meter 

high mountain were in full control of the situation. The 

bamboo plant controlling the various families on the 

mountain had a long time ago been instructed by the leader 

of the bamboos, Yin, how to conduct the war in Africa. As 

in most other places it was going to be a three pronged 

attack. On this continent drought together with famine was 

one part, with widespread epidemic sickness the second and 

total isolation the third. The clans of the grasses on the 

savanna had readily agreed with their cooperation and 

everywhere on the plains one could watch the strange 

phenomenon of grasses not sprouting even after good heavy 

rains. The cattle was desperate and took to eating a kind 

of henbane plants which were poisonous and caused whole 

herds to die. The acacia trees with their towering 

umbrellas of fine leafed branches suddenly contained so 

much tannin in their juices that they became inedible for 

the cattle and goats. The harvest of wheat and sorghum 

which plays a significant part in the daily diet of most 

people in the area had suddenly experienced an attack of a 

new unknown strain of the corn rust fungus. Contrary to 

until now known rusts it wasn't red, brown or black and 
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therefore was very difficult to spot in a field. In many 

places it went unnoticed until it was too late and the 

harvest was already ruined. 

At the end of their first day Mike and Wang had managed to 

collect a good impression of how man was cutting his own 

branch of survival in the area. They had even seen in the 

camp how people were refusing wheat being donated from 

Europe. The wheat was either old or full of mildew or had 

been painted red with a chemical containing mercury to kill 

the mildew. The Red Cross official who was running the camp 

could only comfort them with the knowledge that this camp 

was the only one in the whole area of northeast Africa 

which did not have people dying of hunger. 

 

*** 

 

     They took off from the strip at Wajir as early as 

sunrise. The pilot explained to them: "The combination of 

heat and dust will make our departure very tricky later in 

the day. If we waited for just another hour we would have 

to off load almost half of our petrol or all your equipment 

in order to make the aircraft light enough for  take-off." 

Mike asked the pilot if he could climb to about a thousand 

feet altitude and Wang got some extraordinary pictures of 

the rising sun over the savanna. They flew due south 

towards the coast of the Indian Ocean near the town of 

Malindi and then continued up the Galana and Tsavo rivers 

towards Kilimanjaro. At low level they crossed the huge 

Tsavo National Park and saw nature in balance with itself. 

Wildlife could be seen everywhere and there were 

flourishing tracts of rain forest gradually giving place to 

the savanna. While still within the borders of the park 

they spotted flocks of wildebeests, zebras and antelopes 

and then suddenly the landscape became strangely depleted. 

"Now we are entering Masai territory, look all the grass is 

gone and look over there is one of their herds," Peter 

explained and pointed. It was a huge herd of several 

thousand cows. Peter continued: "The Masai used to live in 
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real harmony with nature, but now there are just too many 

of them and they cannot change their ways. To them toiling 

the soil would be such a degradation that they would rather 

die. Look over there on the lower slopes of the Kilimanjaro  

it is all covered with coffee plantations, then higher up 

with pineapples and further up bamboos." 

Suddenly Wang took an interest in Peter's explanations and 

asked: "Could we fly over there so I can get a close up of 

the area?" The police pilot heard it and shook his head 

violently before he said: "No! It is Tanzanian territory 

and they would take a special delight in shooting down a 

Kenyan police plane." 

"How are things in Tanzania?" Mike asked Peter. 

"Worse! If you look closer you will see that even the 

slopes of the mountain are heavily eroded. It won't take 

long before the whole upper slope could come crashing down 

down. Watch closer and you can see how they are cutting the 

forest down." 

Quickly Mike gestured to Wang to get a close up of the 

area. The pilot now turned the aircraft westwards and they 

followed the border between Kenya and Tanzania, the real 

purpose of the police aircraft's mission, to look for 

smugglers. Much of the area was lush green with rain forest 

and there were numerous small rivers rushing through steep 

ravines. If one looked closer, however,  numerous small and 

large villages and large cuttings in the forest could be 

seen. 

"We are now over my tribe's homelands, this is where the 

Kikuyu farm is." Peter once more explained while pointing 

here and there. "Look over there is a large coffee 

plantation and there a bit higher up you can see the tea 

bushes." Then he pointed out something to the pilot and 

they swooped low over a few high mountain tops. Mike could 

now see that from a lower altitude much of the landscape 

changed. What had looked like lush farmland were eroded 

slopes with weeds and creepers. In a few places terraces 

had been constructed, but many of them had already 
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collapsed. Everywhere on the flat areas villages were being 

constructed taking over the good farming land. 

The Cessna circled a small hill in between two mountain 

slopes and Peter explained: "This is where our new tobacco 

is growing, look you can already see the plants growing 

large leaves. Over there is the village from where I come," 

he said and pointed. "My plan is to cut the forest and 

plantations from the whole area and grow tobacco." 

Mike looked at him in amazement and asked quietly: "I 

thought you were the director of forests." 

Peter blushed slightly and answered with a shrug: "Yes, at 

45 dollars a month, and I give them their money's worth. 

The growing of tobacco in my village will mean that 

everybody gets a job. I will need hundreds to grow the 

seedlings and then plant them out. Then others will have to 

pick the leaves, dry and bale them. I owe the state 45 

dollars of obligation, but I owe my family and tribe my 

whole existence. This is how Africa works." 

Slightly confused Mike said, "But you know that this will 

destroy the forest and plants and eventually it will mean 

the end of people here as well." 

Again with a shrug Peter smilingly answered: "Yes, but 

meanwhile we have to live and be happy." 

Mike kept silent and about 15 minutes later they landed on 

Kisumu's asphalt runway. 

"I can't see you tonight, I will be going to my village for 

some days." Peter told them and then suggested as an 

afterthought: "Why don't you take a trip on the lake 

tomorrow I will pick you up the next day for our trip back 

to Nairobi." 

Wang was very pleased with this suggestion and smiled 

happily. This solved his problem of getting the content of 

his small glass jar into the lake. Mike quickly asked 

Peter: "Where will you find us when you come back, don't 

you need an address or something?" 

"No problem, somebody will know where you are, and as a 

last resort I can always ask them," Peter said and pointed 

towards the police pilot. 
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*** 

 

      The ferry they boarded for their lake trip was a 

small technical marvel. It had been built in England and 

then transported in sections to the port city of Mombassa. 

Each section as well as the diesel engine and other parts 

had gradually been transported by railway via Nairobi to 

Kisumu. On the shore of the lake the whole ship had finaly 

been welded together and launched. 

Mike and Wang boarded the ferry with several hundreds of 

Kenyans for the two hundred mile round trip to Karungu via 

Kendu Bay and Homa Bay before returning. 

Lake Victoria is Africa's largest lake covering an area the 

size of South Carolina in the United States or Austria in 

Europe. It is a shallow and therefore warm water lake with 

numerous small islands giving a wide variety in animal and 

plant life. It is also the source of the longest river in 

the world, the Nile. Every day millions of gallons of water 

leave the lake and form the river streaming north and 

giving life to some of Africa's most populous states, 

Uganda, Sudan and Egypt before ending its more than 6,000 

kilometer journey in the Mediterranean Sea. 

The plan of attack of the plants was quite similar to what 

was happening in the Amazon area. The humans would have to 

be scared away with a combination of famine and sickness.  

The first part of the plan was the famine. The plants 

didn't even have to bother about that as the humans in the 

area already did that themselves. Large parts of the area 

had for years been devastated by civil wars. The plan for 

the sickness was to use the same  algae as had been used in 

Peru only a few months previously. Whereas the Indians in 

South America had to grow algae in large jars before 

releasing them, it was not necessary here. Lake Victoria 

was the perfect breeding media for the algae and after a 

while they would start flowing with the warm waters of the 

river and multiply even more. The algae would produce a 

substance which caused cholera bacilli to grow with an 
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almost explosive pace. Probably 200 million people relied 

on the water from the river. There are barely any medical 

facilities in the whole area so the plan could hardly fail. 

The only thing to be done was to plant the algae in the 

water of the lake, the cholera bacilli were already there 

not least because the waste water treatment plant near the 

city of Homa Bay had recently broken down. 

       Two weeks before their departure for Kenya Wang had 

once more received an anonymous telephone call telling him 

what to do when getting there: "You must go to the large 

lake called Victoria and there release some algae for us. 

You will receive a small container of a red liquid and this 

you must pour into the lake, that is all," the caller had 

told him. Wang had once more felt this warm feeling of 

doing an important job. The same night he had gone out to a 

small bamboo grove near his home in Kuala Lumpur and 

connected his communication set to the largest stem he 

could find. Then he had said with a very loud voice: "I 

want to talk to Yin, the leader of the bamboos!" 

After a while his printer had come to life and written:  

"I AM YUN YIN OF THE YIN CLAN---YOU CAN TALK TO ME---WHO 

ARE YOU I DO NOT KNOW YOU---WHY DO YOU WANT TO TALK TO YIN" 

This was the first time Wang had ever experienced not 

getting through to the plant he wanted and it took some 

time before he said: "I am Wang and I have been working for 

Yin ever since June this year it was in China. You must get 

me in contact with it. I want to communicate directly with 

it." 

A couple of minutes lapsed and then the printer wrote: 

"GOOD EVENING WANG I AM YIN---I AM VERY SORRY BUT I DID NOT 

KNOW THAT WE COULD TALK DIRECTLY TO EACH OTHER---WHAT DO 

YOU WANT FROM ME" 

Wang coughed lightly and then said in a low voice as if 

being afraid of being caught: "I have been doing some good 

work for you, first in the Netherlands, then in Turkey and 

now you want me to place these algae in a lake in Africa. I 

would like to work directly for you. I don't like to be 

told by criminals of the TRIAD what to do. I suggest that 
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you contact me directly when you want me to do work for 

you. I would also like to be paid by you like all the 

others I have heard about. I have an important position and 

can help you in many ways." 

The printer immediately wrote out: 

"WELL SPOKEN WANG---IT IS A MUCH BETTER IDEA THAT I WORK 

WITH YOU DIRECTLY---I WILL ALSO PAY YOU HANDSOMELY---

TOMORROW WHEN YOU HAVE TIME YOU SHOULD GO TO PETALING JAYA 

CITY JUST OUTSIDE KUALA LUMPUR---IN THE DISTRICT CALLED 

SEVENTEEN ON ROAD SEVEN THERE IS A LARGE MANGO TREE IN 

GARDEN NUMBER TWENTY IT IS EASY TO FIND AS IT IS THE 

LARGEST TREE ON THE ROAD---THE HOUSE IS EMPTY AS IT IS 

CONSIDERED AN UNLUCKY PLACE BUT DO NOT WORRY IT IS NOT---

JUST UNDER THE ROOTS ON THE NORTHERN SIDE OF THE TREE IS A 

SMALL CHEST BURIED---IT IS FULL OF OLD JADE FIGURES AND 

GOLD COINS HIDDEN BY A RICH CHINESE BEFORE THE JAPANESE 

CAUGHT HIM IN NINETEEN FORTY TWO---DO NOT WORRY YOU ARE NOT 

STEALING BOTH THE MAN AND HIS WHOLE FAMILY WERE KILLED---

SELL IT ALL THE MONEY IS YOURS---IN A FEW DAYS YOU WILL 

RECEIVE TWO SMALL GLASS CONTAINERS AND WE WANT YOU TO  POUR 

THE CONTENT OF ONE INTO LAKE VICTORIA---THE OTHER ONE YOU 

MUST GIVE TO AN INDIAN TRADER CALLED PETER PATHEL WE KNOW 

IN THE CITY CALLED HOMA BAY JUST ON THE LAKE SIDE---HE WILL 

MAKE SURE THAT THIS WILL BE POURED INTO LAKE TANGANYIKA 

WHERE THE CONGO RIVER STARTS FROM---WHEN YOU COME HOME YOU 

MUST CONTACT ME AGAIN" 

Wang had been shaking with excitement and quickly packed 

his computer together and left the grove. 

The next day he had taken his motorcycle and driven to P.J. 

as Petaling Jaya is mostly called. Within an hour he had 

found the small camphor tree chest where Yin the bamboo 

plant had told him. He had sold the content to an old 

Chinese in the China Town in Kuala Lumpur and despite the 

feeling of having been cheated he still had 65,000 Ringgits 

in his pocket when he left the shop. 

       But now he was in the middle of Africa and the ferry 

left Kisumu at eight in the morning and Wang was busy 

filming the hustle and bustle of people on the overcrowded 
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boat. There was no wind and the rays of the sun were made 

yellow while penetrating the mist and cloud of pollution 

covering the coastal area. In two hours they were at the 

first stopping point, Kendo Bay, and several men had 

gathered around them explaining the life and miseries of 

the local people. Mike was absolutely sure that the most 

outspoken of the lot was a police agent and asked him: 

"What tribe do you come from?" 

The young man thumped his own breast with his fist and 

said: "I am a Kikuyu, of course, everybody around here are 

from my tribe." 

Mike smiled and said: "Please tell Peter Manelow when he 

comes back that we are staying at the 'Safari Hotel', he 

doesn't know where we are staying." 

The young man looked proudly around and promised: "OK, I 

will tell the boss that you are staying at Safari." 

By this time Wang wasn't amused at all, until now he had 

had absolutely no chance of releasing his algae. 

At noon they were at Homa Bay and Wang's worries about how 

to find Peter Pathel were soon quelled when he saw the 

large sign with the name over the largest shop next to the 

pier where they landed. 

"I have a letter for a friend of mine called Pathel, I will 

rush over with it," he said to Mike and pointed towards the 

shop with the big sign. 

Mike wondered and said to himself: Pathel! That is an 

Indian name, I wonder how Wang came to know him. Actually, 

he has been very strange today, unnaturally nervous and 

paranoid looking over his shoulder all the time." 

Without Wang noticing Mike ran after him and looked through 

the door at the Pathel shop as Wang was introducing himself 

to Peter Pathel: 

"We have common  friends in China," Wang started while he 

was shaking the hand of the small and quite black Indian. 

"So you are Mr. Wang from Malaysia, my brother wrote me and 

told you would be coming. I am going to our shop in 

Bujumbura tomorrow so it is fortunate that you came today. 

I believe you have a glass jar for me, just give it to me 
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and hurry, for the ferry will be leaving soon," the Indian 

said in an impolite and businesslike tone. 

"You are supposed to take it to Lake Tanganyika, where the 

hell is this Bumbura?" Wang said with a hostile voice while 

he passed the blood red glass jar to the Indian. 

"Bujumbura is the capital of Burundi, there we have a large 

shop, the largest in the city, it is right on the shore of 

the Tanganyika Lake for your information, didn't you have 

geography in school?" 

Wang mumbled something like "Ungrateful bastard" and 

hurriedly left the shop. 

Mike had seen the handing over of the small red glass jar 

and a tinkle of uneasiness went down his spine. Who was 

Wang working for? 

Then while running towards the ferry which was hooting as a 

signal for everybody to board he thought: Be damned, he 

must be working for the bamboo, he must have been the one 

who planted the lichen on everybody's luggage and put the 

bamboo leaf into Hans' greenhouse. It just couldn't be 

anybody else. Now the question is what did he do while in 

South America and in Turkey? 

Yes, he thought, he must have been recruited while we were 

in China and how smart of the plants, Wang had been in a 

position to go unsuspected with me almost anywhere. 

Mike boarded the ferry and hurriedly paid the young man who 

had looked after their equipment a few shillings and sat 

down. 

"Did you manage to meet your friend?" Mike asked Wang when 

he came running on board a few minutes after. Wang looked 

at Mike without any suspicion and answered with a hint of 

annoyance: "It was a friend of a friend, you know, and he 

didn't even pay me a cent for the small parcel I brought 

him." 

"Did you know what was in the parcel. I hope you were not 

stupid enough to bring any drugs. You know that I won't 

have any of that shit," Mike continued with an angry look 

towards him. 
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"Come on, Mike, you know me better than that. I would never 

take any of that stuff. I only brought him money that my 

friend owed him, that's all." 

Quickly Mike dropped the subject and smiled towards Wang 

before saying: "I know  that, it is only that you have been 

so tense today, is something wrong?" 

Wang blushed slightly but shook his head. 

It was dark night before they returned to Kisumu, but they 

both felt the trip had been worthwhile. They had witnessed 

the most beautiful sunset of their lives. The enormous red 

ball of fire had flattened itself on the black surface of 

the lake and thousands of birds had swarmed around while 

some of the co-passengers had sung an old tribal song. It 

had been a perfect ending to their report. 

It was only after that Wang finally had slipped away and 

had managed to empty his small jar with the blood red algae 

into the lake. 

"An easy 65,000 Ringgits, I wonder what will happen to the 

lake?" he said to himself and zipped up his fly as if he 

had been pissing over the railing into the lake. He didn't 

notice Mike standing in the shadow on the deck above him. 

Mike had seen it all and was now sure that Wang was in the 

pay of the plants. His next problem was what to do about it 

and should he take him on the trip to India. 

 

*** 

 

       They were met by Peter Manelow the next morning in 

the Hotel lobby. "The tobacco is doing very well," he told 

them showing a satisfied and confident air. "How was your 

trip to the lake? I hear from a contact of mine that you 

went ashore at Homa Bay. Do you know anybody there?" 

Wang became absolutely red in his face and did not answer. 

Mike looked Wang in his eyes and answered: "Wang was out of 

cigarettes and a passenger told him that he could buy black 

market American cigarettes at a shop in the harbor, that is 

why he went ashore." 



CHAPTER 14 "A DEVASTATED CONTINENT" [AFRICA DECEMBER] 

 

 

280 

Peter laughed and said: "Yes, those Indian traders have 

their contacts and can get anything you want." 

Wang looked almost melted with relief and his eyes said 

towards Mike: "I owe you one!" 

Then Peter said towards them: "We have a few hours before 

the Cessna leaves for Nairobi I would like you to see one 

of our most successful projects." 

Outside the hotel an almost new Range Rover was parked and 

Peter pointed towards it and told them to jump in. 

"It belongs to the project, it is a Government venture, we 

have cleared some forest tracts and are growing vegetables 

there. We are trying to show people how it can be done 

without erosion if you divide the area carefully and make 

sure a certain amount is always covered with the plants. We 

are actually using some new seeds from Hans' company, they 

need very little fertilizer." 

Mike could not believe what he heard and had to ask: "But I 

thought you were the Director of Forests. Isn't your job to 

protect the forests?" 

First Peter looked at Mike carefully, but then decided it 

had been a joke and laughed while he explained: "Here on 

this continent it is the job of the Director of the forests 

to get the most out of the forests. And a good director 

gets the most out of the forest for his own tribe," he 

added. 

"I thought you were told at the seminar that the plants 

have planted genes in the seed from Hans' company so they 

could suddenly get poisonous," Mike said and looked at 

Peter with a demonstrative naive expression. 

Again Peter smiled and said with a honey sweet voice: "But 

they are not yet, and people wouldn't know, would they?" 

Then looking at Wang  he continued: "Those white men are 

always so full of moral, but after all they can afford to 

be. It is not like us we have to help each other and our 

friends. Like taking small parcels from one country to 

another." He laughed a big hollow laughter and patted Wang 

on the head while saying with a comforting voice: "Don't 
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worry, Peter Pathel has paid the small amount he owed us 

for forgetting the incident." 

Now Mike understood what the Directorate of Forests really 

was a cover for the secret police and asked just for 

confirmation: "You know a lot about plants for a man in 

your position!" Peter nodded and said: "You know I am quite 

intelligent and managed to take a double degree at the 

University, both in agriculture and political science, and 

it has never done me any wrong. However I still want to 

help the plants, I can see their problems and believe that 

the men who do that first will be the survivors. Here in 

Africa we are always fighting for survival." 

 

*** 

 

       The same evening they departed with Kenya Airways on 

a direct flight to Kuala Lumpur. Peter Manelow was in the 

airport to say Good bye and he kindly co-signed the forms 

for clearing all their video and audio tapes. His last 

words before he personally led them through passport 

control were: "We are prepared for September next year. My 

two children are studying in England and I will go on 

vacation there with my wife during August and September. 

Are you prepared?" 

Both Mike and Wang thought about these words during their 

flight to Kuala Lumpur, but in different ways. 

Wang decided to totally devote his duties to the case of 

the plants or more specifically the bamboos. In his 

cultural sphere loyalty was always rewarded. 

Mike decided to contact Karanfil as soon as he got home and 

ask her to marry him. 
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CHAPTER 15 
 

"THE SAFE ROOM"  
[LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, USA JANUARY THE NEXT YEAR] 

 

       The headquarters of the CIA is situated at Langley 

in West Virginia. It is a huge organization and although 

Buck Chandler was placed high in the hierarchy he was until 

October only a small wheel in a large machine. This was 

changed almost instantly after he came back from the 

meeting at congressman Bill McDill's lodge at Breckenridge 

in Colorado. 

Already in the morning of Monday 24 he handed in his report 

and it was only a few minutes before he was called to the 

Director himself. While sitting there first Bruce 

Manderfield, the advisor to the President, called and a 

little later the President himself. Meanwhile, to the 

Director's surprise, Buck quietly but quickly removed a 

rather large potted ficus plant from the office, just as 

Bruce Manderfield called, and placed it in the corridor a 

long way from the office. Then he looked carefully around 

in the office to see if there were any obvious plants 

around. Close to the window he found a small patch of 

lichen, which apparently had been overlooked by the 

cleaners. After having removed that he went on a similar 

search in the secretary's office, also there he had luck. 

The Director was baffled, but after he had finished his 

talk with the President, Buck said: "Sir, I am sorry, but 

we are up against a whole new threat which calls for 

unprecedented measures. Please take a few minutes reading 

page 15 of my report and I am sure you will understand." 



CHAPTER 15 "THE SAFE ROOM" [LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, USA JANUARY NEXT YEAR] 

 

 

284 

The Director took the more than fifty page report and 

looked for the page. His face soon turned whiter and whiter 

and after having finished the page he asked: "That is 

terrible, imagine the President himself and obviously me 

too. What shall we do, do you have any suggestions?" 

Buck took a little piece of note paper from his pocket 

while he said: "I think I am in line with the advisor to 

the President, Mr. Bruce Manderfield, when I suggest that 

we cooperate with the plants. They could be an invaluable 

ally in our fight against the drug trade. After you have 

read the whole report you will also understand that they 

could turn our listening and shadowing services into a 

whole new game." He showed the Director the small piece of 

lichen he had scraped from the wall and continued: "One of 

these with the cooperation of the plants in any office, 

government or private could give us access to EVERYTHING." 

The Director now turned red in his face with embarrassment 

and said: "I think you are right we must get the 

capability, but not at any cost." 

Buck continued and said: "There is this scientist, Doctor 

Herman Reuter, they have already started a campaign for the 

support of the plants. I think we should back his whole 

movement and everybody in that group. Can I have authority 

to do that?" 

"You have authority to do almost anything you want in this 

case, that was what Mr. Manderfield first told me and then 

later the President himself confirmed. You must, however, 

report to me every day, so I am sure of what is going on." 

       That meeting had been the most important in Buck's 

life so far and it had also been the start of the most 

hectic and busy period ever.  

 First he had started a whole series of measures to 

help and support Herman's and his group's efforts. Then 

after Bill had submitted his bill in Congress he had made 

sure that he got all support available. He was also 

realistic enough to be fully aware of who was behind the 

deaths in California some weeks later, but it was none of 

his concern. A tap was put on the organization "The Green 
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World" both in London and on its branches all over the 

world.  

Further a special research and investigative office was 

opened so as to keep a record of what was happening in the 

world that could be attributed to the plants. 

The CIA agent planted high in the ABC TV company was 

instructed, in every way, to support the efforts of Lisa 

and her programmes. A similar move was made in CNN for the 

benefit of Mike. Then Buck had personally selected agent 

Oliver Kleberg to be hired by Collins in Cedar Rapids. His 

official duties were to assist John and his team in finding 

new communication systems with the help of the plants. Less 

official was his obvious duty to get access to John's plant 

communication set and be allowed to set one up himself. 

This he had done in a few days. 

Buck Chandler also made sure to inform his allies in the 

British and French services that CIA had got new contacts 

which they wanted for themselves. In exchange for not 

interferring they would be handed much of the information 

acquired. Buck soon found himself as the co-ordinator of 

efforts to cooperate with the plants. Almost every day 

either Mary Eagletail from the Department of Agriculture, 

John Glenwood from the Department of Foreign Affairs or 

Colonel David Maricoba would call and get information from 

him. The campaign for assistance to the plants was gaining 

its own momentum very fast. 

In the beginning of December he decided that they had to 

have a meeting or an official conference about the campaign 

followed by a secret meeting about the contingency plans.  

 Even in his report he had told nobody about the 

meeting he had in the hospital in the Cheyenne mountain and 

now he started to work on a safe place. In a building, 

unused for the moment, away from the main blocks of the 

headquarters he had a large room constructed. All walls, 

ceiling and floor were shielded against electromagnetic 

pulses by placing a steel mesh on the entire inside of the 

room. Then it was completely replastered and covered on the 

inside first with a plastic membrane and then painted with 
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the same paint used on ship's hulls, containing chemicals 

poisonous to plants and microbes. Then a sprinkler system 

was installed which could spread a mist of disinfectant 

spray over the whole room. The completed facility was made 

airtight with a system of doors and an elaborate air-

filtering system. Within the building, but outside the room 

itself were changing rooms and a system of showers and 

other rooms for disinfection measures. Just a few days 

before Christmas the "safe room" was completed and no one 

but Buck had a key and the codes for the elaborate locking 

system. Now he could concentrate on the list of guests. 

 

*** 

 

       To make the sending of the invitations for the 

special part of the conference in the "safe room" more 

secure they were all sent out during the Christmas mail 

rush. Buck made them all himself in his new "Safe room" and 

used the chemical paper used by the Army for copies. When 

the envelopes had been sealed and stamped they were given 

an extremely high dose of X-rays from a machine which Buck 

had had installed in a small locked room in the building 

now officially mentioned as building no.211. Not even the 

Director had been told about the real purpose of that 

building. 

 The conference was going to be in two stages. First 

an official meeting to coordinate the efforts to comply 

with the wishes of the council of the plants, known as the 

Clever One Hundred. That would be for two days on Thursday 

and Friday January 4 and 5. Then when that was over and 

under a heavy smokescreen of deception the group which he 

called the "Task Force" would have another day of meeting 

in the "safe room". Here the plan of opposition to the 

plants would be formulated by the few selected persons. 

       Thursday January 3 was a miserable North Atlantic 

winter day with a cold wind from the north and occasional 

snow flurries. The maximum security conference hall had 

been readied and seats set out for no less than fifty-four 
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participants. There were fifteen persons from various 

United States Departments led by the President's advisor 

Mr. Bruce Manderfield and including Mary Eagletail and John 

Glenwood. Bill McDill the congressman from Colorado led a 

small delegation of four congressmen and three senators and 

the five-strong CIA representation was led by the Director 

himself and included Buck Chandler and Oliver Kleberg. The 

armed forces had six officers present, two each from the 

Army, Navy and Air Force. Colonel David Maricoba was one of 

the Army officers. Twelve foreign officials had also been 

invited - two each from England, France, Japan, the new 

Commenwealth of Independent States which used to be the 

Soviet Union, Australia and the European Community and they 

were all present. Among them could be spotted several 

military persons. 

Herman Reuter had been contacted by Buck Chandler and had 

advised that he and eight others from the group of plant 

advisors should attend. They were: Herman Reuter, José 

Abecasis, Minoru Ando, Tayfun Demirci, Marie Karpinski, 

Peter Manelow, Hans van der Meer, Mike Ward and John 

Wiggles. 

 

        The Director of CIA entered the podium and greeted 

everybody welcome before he gave the word to Buck Chandler 

who he introduced as the "case manager":  

"Foreign and other guests and American officials, welcome 

to this conference," Buck started out and looked closely in 

the direction of everyone before continuing:  

"I am sure many of you, probably a majority, have no idea 

why you have been invited here. Some of you might have had 

the news from the scientific world that our distinguished 

Doctor Herman Reuter has recently discovered that plants 

have an intelligence. Dr. Reuter has for quite a long time 

been in communication with the plants and their leaders. 

This communication has been initiated by the plants in 

order to warn us, the human race, that we must stop our 

exploitation of the world's rain forests and cease all 

genetic engineering involving plants. If this is not done 



CHAPTER 15 "THE SAFE ROOM" [LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, USA JANUARY NEXT YEAR] 

 

 

288 

before September this year the plants are going to attack 

us." 

Buck paused and looked around spotting a few smiles:  

"I detect disbelief and slight arrogance on a few faces, 

but I am sure that before tomorrow afternoon, when this 

conference will be finished you will all have realized how 

serious this threat is. We in CIA and in the government of 

the United States have known about this threat since 

October last year and thoroughly investigated the matter." 

Buck looked at the Director and Bruce Manderfield who both 

nodded discreetly and continued:  

"The President of the United States of America believes the 

threat from the plants is of such a serious nature that we 

should comply with the request of the plants and cooperate 

with them. The political observers among you will have 

noticed that we in this country have already started the 

process of co-operating with the plants. Late in October 

congressman Bill McDill, who is sitting among us today, 

forwarded a bill for a new law to stop all genetic 

engineering. At the United Nations we have suggested a 

moratorium on the exploitation of the rain forests through 

our representative Mr. John Glenwood, who is also here 

today." 

Buck now noticed with some satisfaction that the smiles had 

disappeared on the faces and gave a signal to an operator.  

The light in the hall was dimmed slightly and a large 

screen was lowered from the ceiling. When the first large 

map appeared on the screen Buck continued his briefing:  

"You see here a map of the world where we have painted with 

red the countries where exploitation of the forests is 

taking place. You will notice that it covers large areas of 

South America, Africa, Southeast Asia and Australia, but 

also areas in the United States, the former Soviet Union 

and Europe. You might disagree with the map, but this 

information has been obtained from the plants themselves, 

this is how they see it." 

He gave another discreet signal and a new map appeared:  
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"On this map we have displayed with yellow the countries 

where genetic engineering is taking place and you will 

notice that it includes most of what we call developed 

countries, but also China, India, Malaysia and others. 

These are the countries in which the plants want the 

research to stop!" 

Again Buck gave a signal and now a video tape started to 

roll on the screen. First there were extracts from Mike 

Ward's reports from Malaysia, then China, Brazil, Turkey 

and even the last from Kenya. After that there were 

selected parts from the first programmes of ABC's "The 

plants in our lives" as produced by Lisa Anderson. Finally 

the producer of the tape had scores of clips from other 

programmes showing how the plants were ripped from the 

ground, how whole districts were devastated. The video 

suddenly changed and once more showed extracts from Mike's 

reports and several others. Now you saw how floods and 

avalanches had destroyed villages, heaps of human corpses 

and animal carcasses from the famine and epidemics and 

masses of refugees fleeing and being fed in camps. 

"These videos, ladies and gentlemen show how the war will 

be fought if it ever comes to a confrontation," Buck 

exclaimed and looked once more closely at his audience 

before going on:  

"The plants themselves have told us how an attack would be 

conducted. They would with sudden and enormous force try to 

overwhelm us with contagious sickness and poisonous toxins. 

They would make all water and food inedible and try to stop 

all transports and communication. When these efforts have 

decimated us local disasters like floods and drought would 

kill the rest of us. Do you like this scenario, ladies and 

gentlemen? We don't, and furthermore we think that the 

plants are well prepared and could possibly achieve their 

goals." 

Except for a few scraping feet there was deep silence in 

the hall and Buck let his words sink deep for almost two 

minutes before he continued:  
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"Our problem is that we can't possibly tell the public 

these consequences. If we tell it what the plants intend to 

do, the plants have told us that they will then attack 

immediately. No responsible politician would do that. I 

know for sure that my own President would never even think 

of it. If we tried to take countermeasures, the plants 

would detect it and again attack immediately. As I have 

told you before, our conclusion is that we will have to 

comply." 

He gave a sign to the operator and three maps of the world 

appeared next to each other on the large screen: 

"Here we have three maps,  the one to the left shows where 

oil supplies have been contaminated so that the plants 

almost instantly can immobilize all traffic." 

A red color was shown on almost every country of the world. 

"We know, or more correctly, we have been told by the 

plants exactly how they will immobilize traffic. They have 

planted an oil eating algae which can be activated in the 

oil supplies. We could probably find something which could 

kill that algae, but the plants would know and would then 

start the attack. So we are unable to do anything," Buck 

concluded and then continued: 

"The next map, the one in the middle, shows to what extend 

we have been able to detect an algae of the Chlorophyceae 

Pleurococcus family in the seas and rivers of the world. 

This algae is so poisonous that the toxin from a single 

cell is enough to kill a human being." 

The blue color on the map covered the seas of almost the 

whole world except the Arctic and Antarctic areas. 

"Again our problem is the same as with the algae in the 

oil. The plants know that we have identified the algae and 

could possibly find an antidote. Unfortunately if we did 

and started to manufacture it in large quantities they 

would find out and start their attack. Anyway our 

specialists in this area have already told us that it would 

be impossible to manufacture enough antidote in the time 

available." Buck again ended off and continued while 

referring to the last map: 
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"The last map has several colors on it. The red color 

indicates where we have found a new kind of an almost 

undetectable corn rust fungi. The green color where we know 

that vegetables with a specially genetic coded seed that 

could cause it to be highly poisonous are grown. Finally 

the blue color indicates where we have reasonable suspicion 

that various poisonous plants, weeds or grasses have 

started to infiltrate the local vegetation. Ladies and 

gentlemen, I am sorry, but as you can see yourselves, there 

is hardly a place in the world that has not been affected. 

What is even more serious is that we have detected that 

almost all our emergency stocks of grains and cereals in 

the United States and the European Union have been attacked 

by a new strain of mildew for which we at the moment have 

no remedy, except to burn the supplies. We have asked the 

council of the plants if they are behind it and they have 

confirmed our suspicions." 

 

 With a serious look on his face Buck paused and took 

a drink of water from a glass on the podium before he 

continued:  

"Drinking this glass of water reminds me that so far we 

have been unable to find out how the plants are going to 

contaminate our water and make it undrinkable. They have 

told us that this will happen and we have no reason to 

doubt it. To counteract that would be almost impossible, 

let me remind you that each European uses about 25 gallons 

of water a day and an American close to three times that. 

To decontaminate or boil water for the whole human and 

animal population of the world can't be done." 

The light was now again brightened and Buck waved to Herman 

to come to the podium and introduced him:  

"Doctor Herman Reuter is from Wisconsin and we have to 

thank him for having been able to communicate with the 

plants. Without him we would probably all be dead by now. 

When the plants finally managed to contact us, they decided 

to give us a last chance before attacking us. Please go 

ahead, Herman." 
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Herman studied the audience carefully before he started to 

speak: "Thank you, Buck. I know that you all are 

influential and busy persons so I will use no side- 

stepping talk, but go straight ahead." 

He coughed and then said with a loud and clear voice: 

"First of all let me establish that the plants ARE 

intelligent. Secondly, the leaders of the plants have a 

background and a bank of knowledge that is better and more 

comprehensive than ours. Thirdly, the plants have means of 

communication that we only just now are thinking about 

investigating. They can detect EVERYTHING that we are 

saying and sometimes even thinking. They can transmit 

messages to each other via electromagnetic waves, via 

telepathy, via chemical changes and via genetic coding. 

This we MUST bear in mind when we are talking about the 

plants. We cannot cheat or deceive them. Everything I tell 

you are proven and established facts, it is not something I 

want you to believe in, remember that!"  

Herman waved to John Wiggles and he brought up his 

communication set to the podium while Buck Chandler brought 

a large potted ficus plant and placed it next to it. 

Quickly and expertly Herman and John connected the set and 

turned it on. Having made sure that the set was ready 

Herman looked at the slightly amused and disbelieving 

audience and said:  

"This is our mobile communication set which will put us in 

connection with almost any family of plants we want to 

communicate with. The ficus plant in the pot only serves as 

a relay station. The leader of the council of the clever 

one hundred, which is almost like the United Nations of the 

plants, is at the present a plane tree called Kriton." 

Herman stepped close to the ficus plant, mostly for the 

theatrical effect, and asked: "Good morning, Kriton, we are 

fifty-four people from all over the world gathered here in 

order to hear from and help the plants. I am sure a few of 

them are very much in doubt about if this is true or not. 

Can you enlighten them a bit?" 
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The printer connected to the computer was ready and started 

to write a long message and when it stopped a few minutes 

later John ripped it off. Buck had meanwhile brought an 

episcope and now projected the message onto the screen 

hanging from the ceiling. It read: 

"I AM KRITON THE LEADER OF THE PLANTS---I GREET YOU ALL 

WELCOME TO THIS IMPORTANT MEETING AND HOPE WHAT BUCK HAS 

SAID AND DISPLAYED WILL HAVE CONVINCED YOU ALL ABOUT THE 

SERIOUSNESS OF OUR PLIGHT---I MUST STRESS THAT THE WHOLE 

SITUATION HAS ONLY COME ABOUT BECAUSE OF THE DESPERATION OF 

MANY OF THE CLANS OF PLANTS---DID YOU KNOW THAT MORE THAN A 

THOUSAND IMPORTANT SPECIES WERE LOST FOREVER LAST YEAR 

ALONE---ONE OF THEM HAD AN IMPORTANT ENZYME WHICH WOULD 

HAVE BEEN ABLE TO CURE THE SICKNESS WHICH YOU CALL AIDS IN 

ENGLISH OR SIDA IN FRENCH AND SPANISH---HOWEVER AS A SIGN 

OF GOOD FAITH AND IN ORDER TO CONVINCE YOU I AM PREPARED TO 

TELL YOU THE NAME OF A COMMON PLANT WHICH WILL CURE SOME OF 

THE SICKNESS YOU COMMONLY CALL CANCER---THE NAME OF THE 

PLANT IS IN LATIN DRACUNCULUS VULGARIS AND IT BELONGS TO 

THE LILY FAMILY---TO US THE PLANTS THIS IS JUST ONE WAY 

WHERE WE COULD COOPERATE FOR MUTUAL BENEFIT---ANOTHER IS IN 

THE FIELD OF PLANT RESEARCH WE ARE ABLE TO TELL YOU EXACTLY 

WHICH PLANTS WOULD BE THE BEST TO DEVELOP AND HOW TO DO IT-

--THE SIMPLE CONDITION IS THAT YOU STOP YOUR CRUDE GENETIC 

MANIPULATIONS" 

There was a gasp of surprise and excitement in the 

audience. 

An officer rose and asked in broken English: "I am General 

Stokopitch from Russia. Bluntly I think it is a plot made 

by the people from CIA. I ask you all not to let yourselves 

be blinded by these fabrications and falsifications. This 

whole thing has been programmed into the computer 

beforehand." 

Red in his face with indignation the General sat down and 

waited for a reaction. It came promptly from the computer 

when the printer started to print. It only lasted a few 

seconds and without reading the message John ripped the 
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paper off the printer and placed it under the episcope. The 

message was short and to the point: 

"CAPTAIN IVAN STOKOPITCH---I KNOW A BIRCH TREE WHICH STILL 

GROWS NEAR THE CITY OF GOVORO ON THE BANKS OF THE LENA 

RIVER IN SIBERIA---IT WAS THERE ON THE THIRD DAY OF AUGUST 

NINETEEN SIXTY SIX WHEN SOMETHING HAPPENED IN WHAT WAS CAMP 

NUMBER SEVENTY FOUR---WHERE WERE YOU AND WHAT DID YOU DO ON 

THAT PARTICULAR DAY" 

The General first looked bewildered and then turned 

absolutely ashen grey in his face. He mumbled something and 

waved his hands in a gesture of futility and looked down. 

Bill McDill said quietly to the senator sitting next to 

him: "One thing you should learn is never to ask the plants 

for proof to convince you. I tried that in the beginning 

and it still haunts me. They know everything." 

*** 

 

      Bruce Manderfield now asked to have the word and 

after shuffling his papers for a while he started:  

"My dear friends, you have all heard and seen the evidence 

presented by Buck Chandler on the actions the plants claim 

they are going to take. The President of the United States 

has been presented with these facts as well and has taken 

them for genuine. From that assumption we have decided to 

comply with the requests of the plants." He paused and read 

his papers again before saying: "As from May 1 this year 

all genetic research and its applications will be 

prohibited in the United States of America. Furthermore all 

imports of goods which has been derived from such research 

and its applications will be prohibited. From September 1 

this year our country will in addition stop all trading 

with countries who have not implemented similar actions." 

Again Bruce Manderfield made a pause and went through his 

papers before continuing:  

"On April 1 this year the United States will make a 

suggestion to the United Nations to stop all non-local uses 

of resources from specified forests of the world. These 

forests will be specified by the plants themselves. Every 
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affected country will be given two months to comply with 

the suggestion. All countries complying will be rewarded 

with American and hopefully international aid, whereas non 

complying countries will see its trade ties with America 

and hopefully all other countries cut. Any individual 

company not complying with the instructions will be barred 

from trading in the future." 

The advisor to the President looked around at the still 

stunned audience and then added: "These intended measures 

will be forwarded next week to every government in the 

world and to the General Secretary of the United Nations. 

Then on February 1 the world's media will be informed and 

selected agencies will receive detailed background 

information and get a thorough briefing." 

Bruce took a drink of water before finishing off with the 

words: "Ladies and gentlemen, I am afraid that this is what 

our country has decided unilaterally as we find the threats 

too important to wait to take action. You are here today in 

order to come up with means and details for helping us. So 

let us get down to work. There will be telephones and other 

communication channels open for your use and let us meet 

here again in one hour." Once more he paused and then added 

with a small laugh: "We are of course on the premises of 

the CIA so I can't guarantee that the telephones are not 

tapped."  

All of them were! 

 

***  

 

       Early in the morning on Saturday January 5 the 

selected persons who were to meet in the "safe room" were 

discreetly woken up in their rooms in the visitors' block 

of the CIA complex. They all had breakfast in their rooms 

and then were ushered individually to the showers and 

disinfection rooms outside the actual room. One by one and 

without seeing anybody else but the firm and helpful 

attendants, they dressed in spotless and chemical-smelling 

white garments before being sluiced into what would 
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probably be the cleanest room in the world. The room itself 

with its cream colored dome of shiny plastic material 

looked almost like a space station. Within the dome, which 

was of a diameter of approximately thirty feet, was placed 

thirteen chairs made of light blue and apparently easily 

cleaned plastic material and there was a hum from the air-

filtering system. Buck Chandler and Oliver Kleberg from CIA 

were already sitting in their chairs when the other 

delegates started to come in one by one. 

"Good morning, please sit down," Buck said first to Herman 

Reuter, then Bill McDill, Bruce Manderfield, Colonel David 

Maricoba, Mike Ward, Hans van der Meer, Tayfun Demirci, a 

Joe McCormack from the Department of Agriculture, a Doctor 

Lena Rickover from the Department of Public Health, 

Professor Andres Lucillus from MIT and Doctor Samanthra 

Kroll from Harvard University. 

 When they had all been seated and it was obvious 

that no more would be coming because of the full chairs, 

Buck Chandler started to talk with a very faint voice -a 

trick he always used to get people's attention, he had 

found out it worked much better than raising one's voice:  

"Ladies and gentlemen, this group has been specially 

selected by the highest authority of the United States and 

it is an honor to welcome you." Then with a sharp look 

directed at them he continued:  

"This group will from now on be referred to as TFZ, short 

for Task Force Zulu, and none of you will EVER mention its 

name or purpose outside this room. Preferably you will not 

even think about it, especially not if there is any plant 

of a higher developed species near you. I can only say that 

failure to comply with this will jeopardize the whole human 

race and will of course be dealt with immediately, by 

authority of the President himself." 

Buck let the harsh words sink in before he continued:  

"However, we are not here to threaten each other, on the 

contrary, each of you have been selected because you have a 

special gift or knowledge which we hope to use in this 

state of national emergency. You have all heard during the 
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last two days in what a crucial dilemma we are, or should I 

say mankind is in. We have decided to help and comply with 

the wishes of the plants. That will form the basis of our 

future work and we will do our outmost to implement that. 

However, we also know the seriousness of the measures and 

the steps which have been taken by the plants and have to 

ask ourselves what would happen if for some reason we 

failed to satisfy them? Even more serious is the fact that 

we know that some plants are not completely under the 

control of the council of the clever one hundred and are 

likely to do something themselves. We know for sure that 

the clans of the bamboos and fruit trees belong to that 

group. Can we afford not to think of certain 

countermeasures in case something goes wrong? Would we 

accept the complete annihilation of mankind without 

defence?" 

Buck formed a big "NO" with his mouth and looked around, 

everybody were nodding quietly. 

"Let me present our little group for you," he continued and 

pointed at himself with a smile: "I am Buck Chandler from 

CIA and I have been assigned the job as organizer and 

leader of TFZ by the President of the United States. I am 

very good at organizing and finding conclusions." 

Pointing at each in succession he continued: "Next to me is 

Oliver Kleberg, an absolute genius in most technical 

matters. He has been brought into this group in order to 

find ways of disrupting the communication systems of the 

plants and making our own useable and safe system." 

"Dr. Herman Reuter you all know from previous introductions 

and he is here because he is the one who knows the 

intelligence of the plants best. Furthermore he has the 

confidence and trust of their leader, the plane tree called 

Kriton." 

"Congressman Bill McDill is on one hand our connection to 

the people, the public, and he will control us in that 

aspect and on the other hand also advise us on legislative 

problems. Let me also add that Bill is an expert on genetic 

law and research." Buck could see that he had the 
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confidence of the group already and continued with a light 

smile: 

"The interest of the state and our President will of course 

be handled by our friend Bruce Manderfield. He will also 

advise us on foreign matters and relations and clear any 

problems with the government and the President." Bruce 

nodded in agreement and Buck continued: 

"Colonel David Maricoba is an expert in NBC warfare, which 

stands for nuclear-biological-chemical. His expertise will 

be very important when we hopefully decide on certain 

countermeasures. Dave will of course also be our liaison 

officer to the military establishments. Let me add here 

that we can draw on ANY help and facility from the services 

of our own country and I hope a little later on, when 

things have been made public in February the first from 

many other countries as well." 

Pointing towards the next three persons Buck said: "We have 

among us three foreign experts, the first of whom is TV-

reporter Mike Ward from England. Mike has a wide experience 

in reporting on plants and their environment and will 

assist us with this knowledge. In addition he has the 

confidence of the plants and certain of their accomplices 

and will be used in this capacity later on. Mike has kindly 

agreed to this." 

"Hans van der Meer from the Netherlands is the foremost 

expert when it comes to plant refinement and genetic 

research. Hans' company has been used by the plants and has 

been instrumental in getting their seeds almost all over 

the world. He is a keen proponent for collaboration with 

the plants. However, Hans also knows that there are groups 

of plants whose only aim is to destroy or enslave our race. 

He is ready to help us in preventing this." 

Buck stopped and added with a stern gaze towards his 

listeners:  

"Let me once more stress that EVERYBODY in this room ARE 

trustworthy and should without any limitations be 

considered as such. Is that clear?" 
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"Tayfun Demirci is from Turkey and I am happy to tell you, 

at this moment, that through his untiring efforts we have 

now an antidote against the poisonous algae available. As a 

special precaution all of you will be injected with it 

before you leave this room. Tayfun will continue with his 

work and coordinate further research and hopefully 

production of the antidote while assisting us." 

"Our last four specialists I have brought in because of 

their previous merits in various fields," Buck said and 

continued after having looked at them carefully: "Joe 

McCormack has been pulled from the Department of 

Agriculture, he is an expert on water pollution and matters 

of food irradiation. I have a plan for his participation in 

our countermeasures. Joe will also serve as our contact to 

his old department." 

"Doctor Lena Rickover has been assigned from the Department 

of Public Health and she is an acknowledged capacity on 

epidemic sickness and their prevention. She is a must for 

our team and will of course also serve as a contact to her 

department." 

"Professor Andres Lucillus is an honorary doctor from MIT 

and his field is oil. I can truthfully say that no one in 

the world knows more about oil matters than Andres. 

Actually Andres has already invented a very simple method 

to detect the oil eating algae in the oil and is now 

working on a substance to neutralize it. Not bad as a 

beginning I would say!" 

"Finally we have Doctor Samanthra Kroll from Harvard 

University where she is the dean of the philosophy faculty. 

Sam is one of our foremost experts on international 

relations. I have asked her to be in our group to assure 

that what we do or decide will be analyzed from a moral as 

well as a philosophical viewpoint. Further Sam has agreed 

to make a draft of a possible codex of living together 

agreement between us  and the plants." 

With a large smile Buck ended his introduction and said 

more as a confirmation than a question:  
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"Now, don't you all think that we have a fine group here. I 

will now present you with what I have come up with as the 

agenda for this our first meeting. First, however, I would 

like to apologize for your not being able to have either 

drink or food while in here for obvious reasons." 

Few of them had noticed, but the air in the room was 

exceptionally dry and smelling of chemicals. Buck could see 

almost all of them trying to moist their mouths and lips 

and decided in the future any meeting would have to be 

short. 

After clearing his dry throat he started: "This group has 

an absolute deadline of September the 1st this year. Before 

that we must have come up with measures to battle the 

plants if necessary and counter their attacks on us. If 

possible we should also try and think of maybe other tricks 

the plants could possibly use against us. We have so far 

identified the following measures we have to counter: 

 One- The contamination of the world's oil supplies 

with an oil eating algae, which will only start to multiply 

on the order of the plants. This is probably done by adding 

one or more coded leaves to the oil. 

 Two- The contamination of the seas and rivers of the 

world by various kinds of algae which produce highly 

poisonous toxins and possibly substances which causes 

selected bacteria to multiply. 

 Three- The ability of many of the world's vegetables 

of the Solanum family to produce deadly saponin poison on 

command from the plants. 

 Four- The spread of various so far unidentified 

weeds and grasses which produce highly poisonous matters 

that are lethal to man and animals. 

 Five- The identification of any fungus, algae or 

plant which could multiply suddenly and contaminate the 

world's water supplies. 

 Six- The identification and testing of the 

communication systems of the plants in order to be able to 

listen, understand and finally disrupt their propagation. 
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The devising of a system of communication which the plants 

would be unable to intercept, decipher or disrupt." 

Pausing for the effect to be understood Buck leaned back 

and closed his eyes before continuing:  

"This enormous task has to be performed within the time 

scale in such a way that the plants will NOT detect it. And 

remember the plants are everywhere, they include algae, 

lichens of which even the smallest patch can relay a 

communication or a house plant which could even via 

telepathy hear what you are thinking. Further the task has 

to be performed without the use of paper or any kind of 

computer which has not been sterilized by us almost every 

day and the benefit of advice from anybody else other than 

people in this room. Telephones and other means of 

communication are OUT of course." Looking at each one in 

the room in turn Buck ended his talk with a plea. 

"Friends, is it possible? Please, we need all the clever 

thoughts a group like this can come up with. We will not 

succeed without absolute ingenuity, so please get started. 

There is paper and pencils over there and remember there 

should be no thinking after you have left this room." 

"Buck I have a few suggestions!" Professor Andres Lucillus 

was the first to say after Buck had been talking almost 

continuously for two hours. "Yes, go ahead, let us start 

the brainstorm," Buck urged him. 

"It would be an easy matter to modify a computer to make it 

free from any interference from living matters. One would 

only have to seal the main frame of the computer and then 

fill it with a lethal substance of air like chlorine, argon 

or something else." Andres said with a quiet, but confident 

voice. 

"Excellent, Andres, I will put my assistants to work on it 

later today!" Buck said with a small sigh of joy. 

Doctor Samanthra Kroll put her hand up like she was sitting 

in a classroom and said after Buck had motioned them to 

silence: "I don't think we can do this alone, I believe 

that we should think about getting allies from among the 

plants. That would be the classical way of getting support. 
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A more Machiavellian way would of course be to try and play 

the plants out against each other. Would you agree to 

trying the possibilities in this manner?" 

No one seemed to want to answer and it was Bruce 

Manderfield who had to disregard morality with saying 

rather brusquely: "Yes, go ahead, let's us not leave any 

path untested!" Herman broke in and said: "The plants 

themselves have been mysteriously ambivalent about the fir 

and pine trees, maybe we could contact those?" Then he 

added, "Kriton has also told us that the plants in the 

developed world seem to be more satisfied with their lot 

and it is mainly the species in the southern hemisphere 

which are desperate." 

Bruce nodded to him and mentioned briefly: "Yes, it is 

amazing how in many ways their world is parallel to ours." 

Samanthra Kroll, quick in her grasp of the new 

possibilities just opening up, remarked:  

"Maybe the developed plants after all fit more into our way 

than some primitive human societies." 

Herman thought to himself while he could see that several 

of the others were getting the same idea: "Now the idea is 

out, the unthinkable idea of the developed world allying 

itself with the developed plants against the less 

developed." Then he said: "Do you want me to contact any of 

the plants with this suggestion?" 

Bruce and Bill both violently shook their heads and Bill 

said with a loud voice: "No! At the moment nobody would 

accept that. If we even dare to think about the idea it 

would have to be as an absolutely last resort. Let us get 

this discussion back on track. What we are here for is to 

devise practical ways of safeguarding ourselves and our 

species against a plot from the plants or more 

realistically from some plants." 

There was deep silence in the room and then there was a 

mutual agreement that they should start with organizing 

practical measures. 

Samanthra had a devious smile on her face and said nothing, 

she knew that the idea would be back when time was ripe. 
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 Before ending the meeting Buck once more reminded 

them of not letting anything out and only do all the work 

inside their heads. He ended the meeting by saying: 

"Remember that if the whole approach the plants have made 

to us shows up to be a ploy, then we are the only ones who 

are between them and either the enslavement or the total 

extermination of the human race. Finally do not contact me 

or anyone else here. We will contact you. If you have an 

emergency or something similar you will go and buy a 

completely fresh envelope and a piece of paper and send it 

to Post Box 3344 Brooklyn, in New York." With a big laugh 

he added: "The whole mail system there is in such a mess 

that the plants would never find any mail there." 

Then calming down from his laughter he finished off: "Only 

write TFZ and your initials in the letter and I will 

contact you! You will all leave as you came here, one by 

one and even if you meet later on the way out from the 

compound do not contact each other. Thank you very much for 

a good meeting." 

 

*** 

 

       On February 1 the newspapers of the world went 

almost berserk with the headlines and TV-stations had 

continuous news flashes all through the day. 

 

-United States orders a stop on all genetic research- 

-USA says: The exploitation of the rain forest must stop- 

(The Herald Tribune) 

 

-America goes it alone-orders a stop to gene manipulation- 

-No more chopsticks from the rain forests- 

(US TODAY) 

 

-The President takes us a century backwards- 

-US companies will be hard hit by rain forest moratorium- 

(The LA Times) 
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-The New York Exchange takes a nose dive-Dow 230 points 

down- 

-Large companies order cut backs in work force because of 

new rain forest moratorium- 

(The Wall Street Journal) 

 

This is CNN with a special news report from Washington: 

"The government today announced that they have had an 

ultimatum from the plant world and that they will stop all 

research in genetic engineering and extraction of materials 

from the rain forests. It may sound incredible, but for 

those who have followed scientific and political 

developments for the last four months it is hardly 

surprising." The speaker turned towards Herman Reuter and 

asked: "Tell us, Doctor Reuter, how are we communicating 

with the plants and how has this extraordinary ultimatum 

come about?" 

Herman told the speaker in very short terms that it had 

been found that the plants had intelligence and could 

communicate via computers. Then he turned right toward the 

camera and said: "We are at this moment at a turning point 

in the evolution of mankind, we will have to realize that 

the plants are intelligent species that have only arranged 

their lives differently than we. Let us consider them as 

aliens who have just landed on our planet and asked for our 

cooperation!" 

On another network, ABC, Lisa Anderson was in the news 

studio and was being interviewed about the alleged 

intelligence of the plants: "Yes, some selected men and 

women were approached by the leader of the plants almost a 

year ago and asked to help in forwarding the case of the 

plants. Many of the viewers on this network have seen my 

programmes about the plants and let me reveal to you that 

the programmes have actually been written by the plants 

themselves. I have only acted on their behalf." The 

interviewer looked at Lisa with skepticism  and asked: "You 
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say that the plants have written the programmes how do you 

explain that?" 

There was a rather large potted tree in the studio and Lisa 

quickly opened her attaché case in which her communication 

set was. Then she connected it to the plant  switched the 

set on and said: "This is how I communicate with the 

plants, via my computer which is specially programmed for 

the task. What do you want to know from the plants?" 

The interviewer was taken by surprise and could only think 

of asking: "Which is the tallest tree in the world?" 

Immediately the computer wrote: 

"GOOD MORNING DAVE KINDERMAN NICE TO MEET YOU PERSONALLY---

THE TALLEST TREE IN THE WORLD IS OF THE CALIFORNIAN SEQUOIA 

GIGANTEA PINE TREE FAMILY WHICH WE CALL TESSAGALA IN OUR 

WORLD IT IS SITUATED ON THESE GEOGRAPHICAL COORDINATES 

38°08' NORTH-119°54' WEST---IT IS ACTUALLY NOT THE LONGEST 

PLANT IN THE WORLD THAT DISTINCTION GOES TO THE CREEPER 

LIANA WE NAME JULL IN THE AMAZON RAIN FOREST---IT IS MORE 

THAN ONE AND A HALF MILES LONG ITS GEOGRAPHICAL COORDINATES 

ARE 05°12' SOUTH-71°23' WEST---I HOPE THAT THIS ANSWER IS 

COMPREHENSIVE ENOUGH FOR YOUR QUESTION DAVE---I WILL NOT 

MIND IF ANY OF YOUR VIEWERS CALLED IN AND ASKED OTHER 

QUESTIONS" 

There was an immediate reaction from the viewers and within 

the next hour more than a hundred thousand tried in vain to 

get through on the telephones to the studio. Only fifteen 

were lucky enough and they got very satisfactory and 

sometimes stunningly new and accurate answers to their 

questions. 

        The reaction to the news from the United States was 

different in the United Nations. Here the Security Council 

and later a special meeting of the General Assembly were 

called in. Soon there were loud complaints about American 

interference in the rights of sovereign states. Others 

complained that the United States could not force anybody 

to stop using their national resources and it would be 

against the interests of world trade to force measures like 

this. Several African and South American states lodged 



CHAPTER 15 "THE SAFE ROOM" [LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, USA JANUARY NEXT YEAR] 

 

 

306 

official complaints with the United States' State 

Department and threatened to withdraw their ambassadors. 

There were no reactions from the governments of Russia or 

Japan, but the states of the European Union warmly 

supported the measures taken by the United States. 

Australia and New Zealand declared that they would already 

implement the same measures from March 1. 

On February 2 there was a large demonstration in front of 

the American Embassy in New Delhi in India. In China two 

American journalists were expelled from the country for 

having tried to contact an old man in Yunnan, who claimed 

he could talk to the plants. A bomb was detonated outside 

the guard-house of an American Army facility in Germany. A 

note was found nearby telling it was done by the "Red Army 

Faction" in support of its brothers in the underdeveloped 

world in their fight against American imperialism. 

On February 3 a U.S. Navy nuclear submarine on patrol in 

the Mediterranean Sea near the delta of the river Nile 

found an algae which was similar to a type which until now 

had only been found near the coast of Peru and in the delta 

of the Amazon river. Some scientists were of the opinion 

that this algae had an ability to speed up the growth of 

the cholera bacteria. So far they had been unable to prove 

that, mainly because they were not in the possession of the 

genetic code the plants had planted in the algae.  

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 16 
 

"ONE BILLION PEOPLE"  
[INDIA, FEBRUARY] 

 

          "You were lucky that you wrote me before coming," 

were Bismarck de Cruz's first words when he spotted Mike 

and Wang in the huge crowd in Bombay's international 

airport. 

"It is almost impossible for a foreigner to pick up his 

luggage and find a taxi himself. I am so pleased that you 

wanted to come and see my work," Bismarck continued while 

he led them through the thousands of travellers, 

spectators, loiterers and conmen towards his small car. 

Both Mike and Wang were happy that they always travelled 

light and without checked in luggage. The line for lost 

luggage claims had been enormous. 

"You will have dinner at my house tonight and we also have 

two spare beds if that is good enough." Bismarck said while 

he expertly steered his car through the dense and 

disorganized traffic, honking continuously. Mike slapped 

him on the back and smiled when saying: "Perfect! Bismarck, 

that is more than enough. What we have come for is to make 

a report on the agricultural developments in the Punjab 

area and to see the great rivers. I heard from Hans that 

you are planning to grow potatoes in the far north. If we 

could see that also." 

Bismarck, to Mike's horror, turned his head towards him 

while he answered: "I have reserved seats on the Indian 

Airlines flight for the three of us tomorrow to Chandigarh. 
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There a friend and colleague of mine will pick us up. We 

will show you the latest irrigation projects in the area." 

Bismarck rolled his head from side to side and looked at 

Mike with anticipation. "That sounds perfect to me," he 

answered and Bismarck continued his talk: "The day after 

that we will drive to Simla close to where my first potato 

project is. It is already working and we are at the moment 

harvesting the first fields. If you look at a map you will 

see that the sources of the Indus and Ganges rivers both 

are located within about 150 kilometers from Simla. It will 

be a very rough drive, but if you insist we can do it." 

Mike looked discreetly at Wang and said: "I don't know if 

it is necessary to go right to the rivers, we really only 

want to see how they affect the landscape and the people 

living in the area." 

Immediately Mike noticed Wang tense and he asked: "What do 

you think Wang, is it necessary to go and see the sources 

of the rivers?" 

Wang faked consideration for a little while before saying: 

"I think we should go, it would make a good story to be 

right in the place where two such great rivers originate." 

Mike nodded and said to Bismarck: "Wang is right, we will 

go there." 

"Here we are, over there is my flat," Bismarck exclaimed 

while he tried to park the car in front of a six story 

apartment block in Mulund, one of the modern suburbs of 

Bombay. 

"This is Jaya, my wife," Bismarck introduced the small and 

beautiful young woman who opened the door. "We have only 

been married for a year, so we have no children yet. That 

is why we have space enough to accommodate you tonight," 

Bismarck added with a small slightly embarrassed laugh and 

led them into the apartment. 

Soon after they were all sitting around the dining table 

and started to eat of the delicious dishes. 

"Jaya is such a good cook. That is why I took such an ugly 

woman as a wife," Bismarck commented with a laugh. Mike 
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laughed at the remark and said: "Yes, I have always noticed 

that Indian women are ugly, especially the young ones." 

Jaya blushed and her eyes shyly lowered, so far she had not 

said a word. 

"You know both Jaya and I are Christians, if we had been 

Hindus or Muslims she would not have been allowed to sit 

with us at the table!" 

Jaya now said her first words with a lovely sweet voice: 

"Please stop all this silly talk and start to eat." Then 

she pointed towards the dishes on the table and said: "This 

first dish is called "Murg Ilaychi", it is chicken with 

cardamom. That there is "Dam Alu", it is fried potatoes 

with spices and yoghurt." 

Bismarck interrupted her and exclaimed: "Our own potatoes 

from the fields at Simla, you MUST try them." Jaya 

continued: "The rice there is called "Kesar Chaval" and is 

cooked with real saffron. The green vegetables are "Sabzi 

Bhendi", that is okras cooked with cumin and then the last 

dish is what you would call lamb in curry, we call it 

"Roghan Josh". After you have eaten this you will have a 

pudding and fresh fruit." 

Mike and Wang didn't have to be told twice to eat and they 

wolfed the delicious food down. 

Bismarck commented while they were all eating: "You know 

Mike and Wang this is the best gift you can give Jaya, to 

show her that you really enjoy her food." 

After dinner they had tea spiced with cardamom and pepper 

and the three men shared the major part of a "Genuine 

Indian sixteen star brandy".  

"That will help us tomorrow," Bismarck explained with a 

grin when he poured the last of the brandy. 

"How? What do you mean?" Wang wanted to know. 

"Your hangover will be so terrible, that you won't notice 

all the people and the filth in the airport tomorrow," 

Bismarck said with a big laugh. 

He was absolutely right. 

 

*** 
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       Bismarck's friend was outside the airport in 

Chandigarh when they arrived shortly before noon the next 

day. He had brought an almost new Land Rover and soon they 

were driving on small roads in a northwestern direction. 

Everywhere they saw fields where the wheat was almost ripe 

and ready for harvesting. Bismarck explained while they 

were driving: "This area is the wheat bowl of India. In the 

last fifteen years farming has been modernized with 

irrigation, fertilizers and the area now has the largest 

concentration of tractors in India. In the old days before 

the irrigation canals were dug we were totally dependent on 

the monsoon rains, they come in July and last until 

October. From December to June we have the dry season. 

Sometimes the monsoon rains would stay away for maybe one 

or sometimes two years and people would starve and die by 

tens of thousands. This the irrigation is preventing now." 

Mike looked around and saw a landscape totally dominated by 

man, not a single tree without a purpose could be spotted, 

not a single natural pond even the villages seemed to have 

been built so as to give a maximum area for agricultural 

uses. 

Bismarck continued his explanations: "I have been involved 

in starting intensive projects like the ones you have seen 

around here. We are now getting two harvests a year and 

with the fertilizer and new seeds we are using, our 

harvests give us almost ten times as good a return as we 

used to have. The government has calculated that we now 

easily can support one and a half billion people in India. 

That would make us the most powerful state in Asia, maybe 

in the world!" Bismarck looked with pride towards Mike and 

Wang when he exclaimed the last words. 

"But you would have an India totally dominated by man, 

there wouldn't be space for any non-domesticated plant or 

animal," Mike argued. 

"The Hindus believe that every living creature belongs to 

the same world, that you in one life can be a man and in 

the next an animal. So they can't see anything wrong in man 
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dominating the world, that would be the ultimate 

achievement." Bismarck answered. 

"Where do the plants come in, in that picture of the 

world?" Mike wanted to know. 

"I don't think they come in at all!" Bismarck answered and 

added with an almost sorry note: "That is the big problem, 

we can't explain to these people that the plants belong to 

the world as well. They would not dream of killing a cow or 

even a rat, but would easily cut down a whole forest." 

The plants were aware of this state of affairs in India and 

had already for many years tried to change the situation. 

Many had been the attempts they had made, using famine, 

water pollution and terrible epidemics to exterminate the 

people from the area. In the past centuries they had been 

successful. sickness and famine had always restricted the 

population. With the coming of this century, however, 

things had changed. Railways had been built to transport 

food from one area to the other thereby preventing large 

scale famine. Irrigation projects had cut the seasonal 

effects which had hitherto restricted more effective use of 

the land. Then in the last twenty-five years medicine had 

stopped almost all the contagious diseases which had 

decimated the population. In this period, since the start 

of the century, the population had risen from a hundred 

million to eight hundred million and in another ten years 

it would be a billion. The increase had been at the expense 

of the plants. The landscape had been totally changed. 

There were now large areas where not a single tree was 

growing and in others the agricultural exploitation was 

such that without fertilizers the soil would be dead. The 

plants also knew that the irrigation in the long run would 

ruin the soil, as had happened everywhere in the past to 

great human civilizations, the Egyptians, the Sumerians, 

the Indus to mention a few. 

The major clans of plants in India had complained bitterly 

to the Council for help and action. They had been told to 

be patient and had been reminded of past failures in 

exterminating the humans. 
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The new plan would be executed in September in the middle 

of the monsoon and the main direction of attack would be 

the usage of the large rivers originating in Northern 

India. The Indus river to the west waters 960,000 square 

kilometers of Pakistan and India and provides the life- 

giving water for the largest irrigation area in the world. 

The Ganges river running towards the east waters no less 

than one million square kilometers in India before it joins 

with the Brahmaputra river and runs through Bangladesh to 

end in a delta, the largest in the world, the bay of 

Bengal. Currents from the Bay of Bengal runs further south 

towards the coasts of other densely populated countries, 

Burma, Thailand, Malaysia and Indonesia. The water from the 

three large rivers probably affects more than a billion 

people. 

September would be the perfect month, at the height of the 

monsoon rains. In addition to the actual attack, there 

would be thousands of earth slides and avalanches of mud 

partly caused by human exploitation of the mountain areas. 

This would delay or stop any helping actions from the 

affected countries themselves as well as from the outside 

world. In places only the plants knew, there would be 

floods caused by weak or undermined canals. In other places 

there would be stoppages caused by tree trunks and uprooted 

plants. 

The plants were counting on a double effect for using the 

rivers. In the middle of January Wang had been provided 

with glass phials of both green algae, whose toxins would 

be causing millions of deaths from heart attacks and the 

red algae which would cause already existing cholera 

bacteria to multiply dramatically. 

Wang had learned from previous experiences and had 

concealed the phials in a false compartment in his video 

camera. Now he only had to go to the two rivers and empty 

his phials. Gravity and nature would do the rest of the 

hard work. The algae had been coded in such a way that they 

would first multiply normally, without producing their 

special toxins. That would only start in every single cell 
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of algae on the first of September. At that time, after six 

months' growth, the algae would be almost everywhere in the 

area: In the water, in the sea, in the ground, in fruits 

and vegetables and in living animals as well as embedded in 

the tissue of human beings. The effect would be 

instantaneous and devastating. One drawback with the coding 

was that from the moment the algae were released in water 

they would be unstoppable. 

A similar and coordinated attack would also be launched in 

China using the large Yang-tze-Kiang and Huang rivers. Also 

here would the attack be unstoppable and the plants 

conservatively estimated that two thirds of Asia's three 

billion people would vanish in the first attack. Side 

effects like resulting famine and locally directed attacks 

would take care of the last billion. 

 

*** 

 

      In the hills north of Simla not far from the town 

named Rampur Mike and Wang were shown the potato fields 

that Bismarck and his department were organizing. In most 

places the local villagers had cleared the slopes for trees 

in order to use it for firewood and that had caused the 

topsoil to slide down. In some places, however, grass and 

weeds had preserved some soil and here potatoes were laid 

after the earth carefully had been grooved in small 

terraces to prevent it from being washed away. The potatoes 

provided by the Royal Dutch Plant Research Center were 

perfect for the project and the first plants were just now 

ready to be harvested. In late March villagers would be 

busy cutting most of the crop into small pieces each with 

an "eye" on it. The slopes had to be prepared and covered 

with plants and roots before the monsoon started in July, 

Bismarck explained. In the future this crop would be 

important in feeding the people in northern India. He 

further envisaged similar projects in Kashmir and Nepal 

where the mountains were in the same condition. 
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Not far from the slope they were looking at there was a 

steep ravine in which a river rushed. 

"This river is called Sutlej and is the largest tributary 

to the Indus river. In India this river is actually more 

important than the Indus itself and it constitutes together 

with the Ganges river a major component of the irrigation 

system in northern India," Bismarck explained  with obvious 

pride. 

"Where is the source of the Ganges river?" Wang wanted to 

know."  

“It is as difficult to get to the actual source itself as 

it is getting to the source of Indus. They are both in 

Tibet and the Chinese wouldn't allow you there. It is 

border country, you know, very sensitive." Bismarck 

answered. 

"I badly want to have some footage of the two rivers, what 

do you suggest we could do?" Wang asked while making sure 

not to look at Mike. 

"Bluntly I would suggest that you film this river and say 

it is the Indus. We could go a bit further up towards the 

Shipki La pass, there the river comes from Tibet, it is 

very wild and fearsome there. The Ganges river runs to the 

south of here. It will be a whole day's trip down to Dehra 

Dun from where we could follow it upstream. A very 

beautiful and impressive trip." Mike looked discreetly 

towards Wang and said: "It sounds like the right idea to 

me, let us follow this river a bit and see what we can 

get." 

Soon they drove towards the town of Namgia, getting higher 

and higher into the wild mountains. The road towards the 

pass was well kept on the Indian side and the trip took a 

little more than an hour. 

"There is the pass and to the north of that you can see the 

glacier from where the river starts," Bismarck told them. 

There was a small dirt road and in their Land Rover they 

followed it down to the river which in the narrow gorge 

moaned and groaned while it, in tones of green and white 

colors, forced its way between blocks of granite. 
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"Come here, Wang, I want you to take a sequence with me 

standing in front of the river with the pass and the 

glacier in the background." Mike said and pointed to him 

where he wanted him to stay. After the scene had been taken 

Mike deliberately turned his back to Wang and pretended to 

be very busy. Seeing himself unobserved for a small moment 

Wang quickly, yet carefully found two of his small phials, 

one green and one red in his pocket. Then he ensured that 

nobody was looking at him before he broke the seal of the 

two phials and poured the contents into the water. 

"That was half the job done," he thought to himself before 

looking around and seeing that Mike was looking straight 

towards him. 

"What was that you poured into the river?" Mike asked with 

a stern voice and looked at his right hand still holding 

the two empty phials.  

Turning ashen grey Wang stammered: "Nothing, I poured 

nothing into the river!" 

Pointing at his hand Mike calmly asked: "What are you 

holding in your hand?" 

Wang had now had time to recover a little and quickly 

dropped the phials into the river before answering: "I am 

sorry Mike, I didn't want you to know, but I have had some 

problems with my nerves recently and have to take pills. I 

was afraid that you would fire me if you knew, that is why 

I am getting rid of the empty container without you seeing 

it." Smiling a big smile and shrugging his shoulders Wang 

looked easy and confident towards Mike and continued: "I 

still hope you won't fire me." 

Mike walked slowly over to where Wang was standing 

wondering what to say and do. When he was right in front of 

Wang he said quietly: "Was it an empty pill container you 

poured into Lake Victoria as well?" 

Wang turned white in his face and did not answer and Mike 

continued: "Can I help you, Wang, are you in some kind of 

trouble?" 

Still Wang was like frozen and could only look at Mike with 

eyes displaying half fear and half defiance. "Are you 
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involved in smuggling or some other criminal activities?" 

Mike wanted to know, now realizing that he was playing with 

Wang. 

With a timid voice Wang finally got his wits back and said: 

"Come on, Mike, you should know me better than that, I am 

not a criminal." 

Mike decided to play it openly and now asked: "Are you 

working for the plants? Have you been placing algae in the 

water?" 

Wang looked down into the cold and wild water rushing past 

them and was just about to talk when Bismarck came around 

the corner. 

"What are you guys doing, are you finished yet?" 

Grasping the chance, Wang quickly walked towards Bismarck 

while saying: "Yes, I am finished here. What about you Mike 

is it OK?" 

Mike nodded and followed them back towards the Land Rover. 

 

*** 

 

       The next day they had a tiresome drive of 350 

kilometers before they arrived at the small town of Hardwar 

south of Dehra Dun. Bismarck had told them that this city 

was important in that here the large main canal for the 

irrigation of the large states of Uttar Pradesh and 

Rajasthan began. The city was situated where the large 

Northern Indian plains begin at the foot of the Himalayas 

and at this time in February it was unbearable hot and 

extremely dry. The dust and dried refuse and garbage was 

evident everywhere and Mike quickly asked Bismarck if they 

could go somewhere else. 

"We will follow the river up the hills and you will find 

some of the nicest landscapes in India," he answered while 

turning onto the small road towards Uttarkashi. Once more 

they saw a foaming river rushing down from the high 

mountains. 

"Only a hundred kilometers from here is the highest peak in 

India, more than 7,800 meters high. If it was a clear day 
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we could see it from here. Look over there is where we plan 

another potato project when we have our first fields 

finished. We plan to build a factory for making potato 

chips as well." Bismarck chatted away while their Land 

Rover made its way further up the steep mountains. 

"Stop over there," Mike pointed to Bismarck and explained: 

"I think we should walk down to the river here, it looks 

really wild and the slopes which have been cut from all 

forest will be an appropriate background." 

Bismarck stopped the car while saying: "It was only last 

year that they cut the forest here and they are planning 

further cuttings in the valleys parallel to this one. That 

is why we are planning our potato fields in this area. It 

has to be done before the soil has been washed away. Is it 

necessary for me to come with you? I would rather drive 

round a bit, if you don't mind. I could pick you up in an 

hour or so," he added. 

Mike and Wang were busy taking their equipment out of the 

car and Mike said to Bismarck: "Yes, no problem we will be 

up in this place in an hour's time." 

Quickly and professionally they divided the cameras and 

recorders between them and started the walk down the small 

path leading towards the river. 

"Isn't it nice to be out in the cool air again?" Wang said, 

breaking his silence for the first time since their 

argument yesterday. 

"Yes, this is how I like it. All these people down in the 

cities are driving me crazy," Mike answered while 

struggling to keep his foothold on the rolling stones on 

the path. 

"Let us go over there and discuss how to make this scene, I 

would like to do a kind of summing up while you make a 

panorama," Mike said while pointing towards a steep rock 

next to the river acting almost like a natural bridge. They 

set up the video camera on its tripod and Wang busied 

himself measuring the light and estimating distances. 
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"Tell me, Wang, you never answered me yesterday, do you 

work for the plants?" Mike started out while pretending to 

make notes in his little black suede covered notebook.  

Turning and looking angrily at him Wang yelled: "And what 

would you do if I did? Do you think that you are the only 

one to decide who I work for?" 

Taken by surprise by the anger in Wang's voice Mike walked 

closer to him and tried to calm him down: "Wang, we have 

been friends for a long time, let us be frank with each 

other." 

"No, we have not been friends, we have been associates, 

that is what we have been. The plants asked me to help them 

while we were in China. The leader of the bamboos asked if 

I would help them and I have done what they have asked me 

to do," Wang sat down on the ground which was covered with 

a fine gravel. There was not a single straw of grass or any 

other plant in sight. The mountain slope was absolutely 

barren from any life except the two of them. 

"I agree with you Wang. I am totally for what the plants 

are trying to do. Look at this barren landscape. Look what 

man has done to this previously lush mountainside," Mike 

said while placing himself on the ground opposite Wang. 

Then he added: "What did the plants ask you to do? I guess 

that they asked you to plant those patches of lichen on 

everybody at the seminar, didn't they?" 

Wang nodded, obviously enjoying the air of trust between 

them, said with a confident voice:  

"Yin, the bamboo in Yunnan asked me to take the patches 

from near the village there as well as some pieces of 

bamboo leaves. The patches I was told to plant on everybody 

at the seminar and the bamboo leaves in all the greenhouses 

and fields of the research center. I guess that the clan of 

the bamboos wanted to keep in control of everything." 

"What about South America, did you bring anything there?" 

Mike wanted to know. 

"No, strangely enough, I did nothing there. The bamboos 

probably had a contact there already," Wang reflected 

before continuing with a defiant voice:  
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"In Turkey I had to empty a glass jar full of green fluid 

into the lake behind the dam. That was easy enough. Then in 

Africa I had to bring a jar of red fluid and release it 

into Lake Victoria. I also brought another jar for an 

Indian who was supposed to pour it into another lake down 

there. Here in India I have been asked to put the content 

of two phials, a red and a green one into both the Indus 

and the Ganges rivers. That is all that I have done and I 

am proud of having worked for the bamboos." 

"Have you any idea of what was in the glass jars or 

phials?" Mike asked while still sitting close to Wang and 

placing his right hand on his shoulder. 

"I guess that it could be the same kind of algae as this 

Danish girl Helle had been working on. Honestly I don't 

really care," Wang answered with a shrug.  

"I don't give a damn as well," Mike lied and asked. "Where 

did you get the stuff from?" 

Wang was now in an exuberant mood with the feeling of 

support from Mike and readily answered: "It seems like the 

green stuff is being sent from Taiwan and the red from 

Peru, I have two phials with me here do you want to see 

them?" 

Mike nodded and took his hand from Wang's shoulder so he 

could stand up and take the phials from his pocket. Both 

were ordinary medicine phials with the opening sealed with 

a drop of either silicone or some plastic material. One 

contained a bright green liquid the other a bright red one. 

"It is probably green and red algae." Mike commented while 

looking at them and then asked: "Are you going to drop them 

into the river?" 

Wang nodded and stepped closer to the brink on the steep 

rock hanging over the river. 

"Are you sure you should do that?" Mike asked while walking 

slowly towards Wang and then suggested: "Give the phials to 

me and let us talk about what to do." 

With a rush of anger Wang turned towards Mike while taking 

from a pocket a large folding knife, which he opened. He 
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made a sudden attack with the knife and it was only barely 

Mike managed to sidestep and avoid it. 

"What the hell are you doing, you could have hurt me!" Mike 

exclaimed with astonishment while slowly stepping 

backwards.  

"You already know too much, I shouldn't have told you all 

this, you tricked me into believing that we were on the 

same side," Wang answered and made another rapid attack 

with the knife towards the belly of Mike. Once more Mike 

had to avoid the thrust and he now realized that he was 

fighting for his life. With a movement towards Mike's head 

Wang feinted him to turn his face and at that moment Wang's 

left fist hit him in the stomach. Mike lost his balance 

slightly with the blow and when he tried to slip away his 

feet slipped in the gravel on the ground and he fell. He 

landed heavily on his back only a couple of feet from the 

edge of the rock with the river thundering twenty feet 

below. In a rush Wang was upon him and placed the edge of 

his knife on his throat. 

"I am sorry that it should end like this," he said while 

getting prepared to use the knife. 

"Don't do it, Wang, what will you say to Bismarck when he 

returns? When they find my corpse with the throat cut they 

will know that you did it." 

Wang hesitated, but still pressed the razor sharp knife 

towards the throat so hard that Mike could feel the warmth 

of the blood trickling down his neck. Desperately he 

twisted his whole body in a sudden explosion and Wang fell 

to the side. A struggle right on the edge of the rock 

ensued and Mike desperately looked around for a weapon. 

There was not even a small stone within reach. Then he 

remembered and stuck his right hand into the pocket of his 

jacket. In a rush he grabbed the small knife made of what 

looked like ivory and which he always carried like a sort 

of amulet. It was the knife he had found in a small ancient 

cave in China and which had been given to him by the chief 

of the clan of the bamboos. It had been used by its makers 

thousands of years ago as a sacrificial tool. 
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In an unaimed and blind thrust Mike pushed the small knife 

towards the back of Wang. In that exact moment Wang moved 

slightly and the harmless looking blade of bone entered the 

back of his neck between the fifth and sixth vertebrae and 

he died instantly. At first Mike didn't even notice as his 

small knife was out again and no blood was streaming. It 

was only when he felt the heaviness of the body upon him 

that he realized that the fight was over. Quickly he felt 

for Wang's pulse, but there was none. Then he looked at his 

eyes and with horror knew he was dead. He looked around on 

his body and it was only with difficulty that he could find 

the small wound at the back of his neck. 

What shall I do? If the Indian police sees this they will 

keep me in jail for years for murder, he thought and tried 

to decide of what to do. It will have to look like an 

accident. Yes, Wang was standing on the rock and slipped 

and rolled into the river. Calmly Mike rolled the body of 

Wang over the side and it hit the slope of the rock several 

times before entering the water. Here he could see the body 

be tumbling and turning like a small doll before 

disappearing. Then he went to the tripod holding the camera 

and moved it closer to the rock edge before looking at the 

gravel and tidying it so nobody could see that a fight had 

taken place. While doing so his eyes caught two small 

objects lying on the ground, the two glass phials. 

"If Bismarck calls the police, they would want to know what 

these are," he thought, and decided that he wouldn't take 

the risk. Then reflecting for a short while he said loudly 

to himself: "I think I agree with the plants, this state of 

affairs I have seen around here can't continue. What must 

be done must be done." With a quick snap he opened the two 

phials and emptied them into the river and then threw the 

empty containers afterwards. 

Only a few minutes later did he hear the engine of the Land 

Rover approaching. 

"Quickly, you must come down here, something terrible has 

happened," he yelled to Bismarck and waved him to come. 
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"Wang was standing behind the camera and I was down here so 

he could film me." Mike explained with faked excitement, 

gesticulating wildly and running around on the gravel to 

disrupt any sign of a struggle in a natural way. "Then it 

looked like he lost his step and fell over the side into 

the river. Oh, it looked terrible when his body was tossed 

by the river and slammed into the rocks. And there was 

nothing I could do. We must get the police." 

Bismarck looked at it all with a grave and very worried 

face for a long time and then gestured to Mike to calm down 

and listen. "Look Mike, we must not tell this to the police 

or anybody else. It will take them months of investigation 

and they will arrest you. Probably they will arrest even 

me. Does anybody know that you are here?" 

Mike shook his head. 

"We will have to pack everything together quickly and leave 

for Chandigarh immediately. We will fly back to Bombay 

today and I will call my friend and tell him that you got 

sick and had to return to England. We will just leave the 

car in the airport and he can pick it up there." Bismarck 

said with a note of urgency and started to collect the 

equipment scattered around on the ground. 

"But are you sure it is the correct way and what happens 

when they find Wang's body?" Mike faked in protest. 

"It is NOT the correct way, but the best and it will take 

days before they find the corpse. Trust me, nobody will 

ever know, but it will be up to you to tell his family. Was 

he married?" Bismarck replied and waved to Mike to hurry 

up. "No, he was not married and I don't think he had a 

family," Mike answered with a sad voice. 

 

***  

 

     Nobody stopped them on the way to Chandigarh airport 

and they even got a ticket on the first flight to Bombay. 

Here Mike bought a new ticket with Air India to London and 

a connection from there with Turkish Airlines to Ankara in 

Turkey, it was the only place he wanted to go to. 
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It was only when he was in the taxi on the way from 

Esenboga airport in Ankara to the city that he finally 

relaxed and could think about what had happened thirty 

hours earlier. 

He had killed a man and not just an ordinary man, but a 

friend who had followed him around the world for the last 

three years. Then he remembered the words Wang had said 

just before their fight and realized that after all it had 

not been a friendship as seen from Wang's viewpoint. 

Reflecting on what he had heard in Langley in January he 

also realized that he had probably spread two kinds of 

algae into the Indian subcontinent, meaning deaths to 

thousands from heart attacks and cholera. He should have 

kept the two empty phials so they could have been used to 

investigate what kind of algae they were. 

"No," he said so loudly to himself that the taxi driver 

looked at him with a bewildered face and said: "Efendim, 

you said NO, am I going in the wrong direction?" 

"No, no, just go to the Bulvar Palas Otel as I asked you," 

Mike assured him and continued his thoughts: "No, what he 

had seen in India only confirmed his conviction that the 

plants were right in that something had to be done. 

Mike checked in at the hotel which is in the middle of 

Ankara and slept for the next 16 hours before he called 

Karanfil the next day. 

"Where are you, Mike, and how are you?" She wanted to know 

and when he told her that he was in Ankara he could hear 

her almost fall down with surprise. 

"I have something very important to tell you," he said  and 

then added. "Let us have lunch together, can I pick you up 

somewhere?" 

"I will get a taxi and get you at the hotel, I have an 

absolutely interesting restaurant you must try. I will be 

there at twelve o'clock. I have missed you so much in spite 

of all the letters you have sent," she said with a cheerful 

voice. 

It was half past twelve before Mike, sitting at the terrace 

outside the hotel and sipping a Raki with water and ice, 
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spotted the small taxi with her in the back-seat stopping 

in front of the hotel. She looked stunning with her long 

black hair glistering in the light and only a T-shirt and a 

pair of fashionable jeans covering her perfect curves and 

for a Turk very long legs. 

Quickly he put a large Lira note on his table and almost 

jumped into the taxi. Without saying a word he then took 

her face and kissed her for a long time. Then he said 

slowly: "I have missed you so much, will you marry me?" 

Before she could answer he added with a cheerful note: "You 

have a new perfume I noticed." 

"It is a new fragrance just out, it is called Karanfil, you 

know that means carnation, do you really like it?" 

He nodded and asked: "And what do you answer to my first 

question?" Smilingly she shook her head from side to side 

and his expression changed to despair before she said: "To 

shake one's head means 'Yes' in Turkey, you'd better get 

used to that now you are getting a Turkish wife." 

Shortly after the taxi stopped in a narrow street in front 

of a small derelict house. There was what appeared to be a 

small restaurant on the first floor and a sign declared" 

-EROL'IN AS EVI- 

"What does that sign mean, it doesn't say restaurant." Mike 

asked before they entered the house which was full to the 

last table. 

"It means Erol's place for the hungry" it is the 

fashionable spot for lunch right now. They only serve 

genuine Anatolian food, the original Turkish food." 

A young friendly-looking man came to the door and indicated 

that it was all full, but Karanfil whispered something to 

him. He laughed and showed them to a small table in the 

furthest away corner of the restaurant. 

"What did you tell him?" Mike wanted to know while they 

struggled through the room to their table. 

With a big smile and looking at him with a secret glance 

she said: "I said to him that we were just engaged and 

needed a good healthy meal before going to make love." 

Mike blushed. 
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They had the perfect meal for lovers to have. The first 

dish was a cheese börek made of fine sheets of buttered 

dough with a delicious white goat's cheese between and 

baked with steam in an oven for two hours. Then they had 

oven baked lamb. The whole lamb had been stuffed and 

covered with wild herbs and then placed in a wood fired 

stone oven whose door had been sealed with clay. Here it 

simmered for five hours before it was so tender that it was 

usually eaten with the fingers picking the meat off the 

bones. With that they had delicious pilaf rice with pine 

nuts and small currants. For dessert they had almond 

pudding sprinkled with rose water. They talked little while 

eating, just looked at each other while feeding small 

morcels of the delicious food and whispering in each others 

ears and giggling at the small exchanged secrets.  

The young man, who was also the proprietor came to their 

table just as they had finished dessert and said: "And now 

we will bring you two cups of strong Turkish coffee to 

alert all your senses and don't worry, this meal will give 

you strength for many hours." 

While walking down the stairs Karanfil said: "My small 

apartment is very close to here, I want you to come there, 

we must not spoil this moment. If the plants get it their 

way we might not have that much time together. Let us use 

the time we have in the best way." 

He nodded and kissed her carefully and neither of them 

noticed the cold wind blowing from Russia down over the 

plains of Anatolia. 

In the flat Karanfil led him to the bedroom and slowly 

undressed in front of him. Then she laid on the small 

single bed on the dark pink sheets. Only then did he have 

real courage to look at her in details. She laid on the bed 

her pitch dark hair in a fury around her head, her marble 

white sligthly translucent skin in contrast to the pink of 

the sheet. With her hands under her neck her small 

perfectly shaped breasts were slightly flattened with rose 

colored nipples. She looked like a goddess and her hairless 

pubic area magnified that illusion. "Mike I am not a 
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virgin, but you must be gentle and slow" she said. He 

promised and laid down beside her, first kissing her face 

then mouth in a gradually more agitated way. Then he 

started to feel his way around her body. He felt an urgency 

to know even the slightest detail of her and followed with 

gentle kisses. His hands caressed her slowly, tracing every 

little curve on her body then gradually finding her soft 

spot between her legs. It was only when she begged him to 

enter her that he did so very slowly and feelingly. Then he 

started to move but it was not long before she cried and 

begged him to move faster and finish. They lay together a 

long time after and looked and felt each other's bodies, 

she now explored and searched out every little muscle and 

sinew in his hardened and tough body.   

Mike and Karanfil stayed in the small flat for the next 

five days, only leaving briefly to buy a few important 

necessities to sustain life. 

On the sixth day they surfaced for a lunch at the Erol'in 

As Evi and at the door the proprietor immediately 

recognized them and yelled so the whole restaurant could 

hear it: "My God, they have not eaten for six days, they 

are close to their death of starvation. Look, my customers, 

this is what love can do to you." 

Mike hugged Karanfil while being led down to "their table" 

and laughingly said: "I think in the future we will have to 

have better organized meal times!" 

  

       Two days later Mike had to leave for the United 

States. Buck Chandler had received his letter marked "TFZ 

MW address KD." 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 17 
 

"THE WORLD"  
[APRIL-MAY] 

 

        On April 1 United States' ban on use of products 

originating from the world's rain forests was implemented. 

In coordination with the council of the plants it had been 

further decided to extend the ban to comprise products from 

all forests in the world which were not under a controlled 

harvesting and reforrestation programme. This extension had 

largely muffled accusations in the United Nations that it 

was a ploy against the underdeveloped world. Another 

measure had been to install a communication center in the 

headquarters of the United Nations so to enable a direct 

access to the council of the plants. This communication 

center had been made and installed by the Collins company 

under supervision of John Wiggles who was now the leader of 

the center. The council of the plants had at first opposed 

the idea as it had no organization to cope with a direct 

line like that and because it did not want to get involved 

with human politics. It was only when Herman in agreement 

with Bruce Manderfield had suggested John as a kind of 

communicator that it had been accepted. 

        Mike had arrived at Langley on March 6 and had 

immediately been brought to the "safe room" where he had a 

long talk with Buck Chandler. That talk changed much. 

Within a few days agents had been to Manaus in Brazil and 

taken water specimens there. Others had gone to Lake 

Victoria and Tanganyika and taken samples there. Tayfun 
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Demirci in Turkey received a letter in a plain envelope and 

rushed to the Atatürk Dam where he took several water 

samples from the lake as well. While that was happening a 

group of American tourists visiting Northern India insisted 

on going to see the rivers of Sutlej and Ganges and an old 

lady took small bottles of water with her from there: "I 

collect water in small souvenir bottles from all over the 

world. I am going to China next time," she explained to her 

fellow travelers. 

In the middle of March, a scientist unknown to the public, 

whose name was Ann Dawson at the University of Chicago was 

busy examining and testing the various water samples. She 

quickly realized that there were two kinds of algae species 

involved, red and green, the last also known in the 

scientific world as a Chlorophyceae pleurococcus. That one 

of course she knew already. Then by carefully examining 

them in the microscope she discovered that there were five 

different kinds of the same family in the samples. She 

recognized the Dawsoniensis and the Sorensiensis, whereas 

the samples from the rivers in India and China all 

contained a third kind, she called it "the yellow peril" 

From water samples collected in the Mediterranean Sea and 

South Atlantic by American submarines she found a fourth 

kind and called it "Nautilus", that was the only submarine 

name she knew. All along the North and South American 

coastline in the Pacific a fifth kind was found to abound 

in the water specimens taken, she called that one "Hawaii". 

One thing in common for all five kinds of algae was that 

none of them had or could be induced to produce any toxin, 

not even the Dawsoniensis and Sorensiensis. The only 

conclusion would be that they were controlled or had indeed 

been coded only to react on command, as Herman had told her 

that the plants had said. Examining and testing the red 

algae she discovered that although all of them were of the 

same family, there was a big difference between those found 

by the submarines on the Pacific coast and near the Amazon 

river in South America and the ones collected in Africa and 

Asia. The former were already active and produced a 
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substance which stimulated certain families of bacteria to 

reproduce rapidly, among them the Cholera bacillus. She 

called that "Super red" whereas the other which she named 

"Normal red" was only multiplying extraordinarily fast, but 

secreting no toxin or other substances. 

"Could it also have been coded in some way?" she wondered. 

It was only a week later, in the beginning of April, that 

she managed to get a commitment from Herman that she could 

come and see him. 

"I need an operation," she had explained. 

The meeting had been brief and Linda had been in the 

operation theater as well. It was Herman's precaution, he 

had learned not to take ladies alone through the procedure. 

They had agreed that Herman had to contact the council and 

in some way try to find out how the algae had been coded if 

they had been coded at all. 

      After this event, when they came home to their house 

at Walnut Grove in Chippawa Falls Herman said to Linda: "Do 

you ever regret that we got involved in this?" She came 

over and sat next to him while stroking his hair and 

answered with a soft voice: "Sometimes yes! But what would 

have happened if we hadn't got the contact? Would our 

civilization have been destroyed by now? I think what we 

are doing is for the best. I hope it will give Tim and 

Sandy a future, without our work I doubt very much if they 

would have had one." 

"Yes! You are right, it is only that sometimes I wish that 

I had never got that contact. Maybe it is because I can't 

see the end of it all. Will the world get better if we win 

or if we collaborate with the plants? Are we changing 

anything?" Herman said and sat back and closed his eyes for 

a while. Then suddenly invigorated again he rose and went 

to their communication set up in his room on the first 

floor. 

"I want to talk to Kriton personally," he said clearly into 

the microphone which was connected to the small earphones 

hidden between the small branches of the walnut tree in 
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their yard. It took a little while before his computer came 

to life and printed: 

"GOOD EVENING HERMAN WHAT CAN WE HELP YOU WITH TODAY---I 

DETECT THAT YOU ARE IN A SLIGHTLY DEPRESSED MOOD---IS THERE 

SOMETHING WRONG" 

Slowly Herman started to talk while he noticed that Linda 

had come up and stood behind him: "I will be frank with 

you, Kriton, I have noticed that there has been a lot of 

things going on in South America. Furthermore I have reason 

to believe that you the plants are behind the cholera 

epidemic raging in that continent. That is a severe breach 

of our agreement, you said that nothing would happen until 

September 1. The worst is that this is happening while you 

have already seen that the most important states on earth 

are complying with your wishes. You are not keeping your 

word." 

Herman hesitated and then said with a loud angry voice: "My 

real question is can we trust you?" 

It took almost five minutes before the printer started to 

write the answer: 

"HERMAN YOU ARE RIGHT WHEN YOU BLAME THE CHOLERA EPIDEMIC 

IN SOUTH AMERICA ON THE PLANTS---LET ME EXPLAIN IT TO YOU--

-THE SITUATION AMONG US IN THE PLANT WORLD IS NOT EASY---

THERE ARE MANY OF OUR SPECIES WHO ARE IMPATIENT AND WHO 

THINK WE SHOULD ATTACK YOU IMMEDIATELY---WE THE COUNCIL 

HAVE HAD TO GIVE THEM A FEW CONCESSIONS---WE HAVE HAD TO 

GIVE THE HOT HEADS SOMETHING TO DO---HOWEVER HAVING SAID 

THAT I MUST ALSO TELL YOU THAT THERE ARE HUMANS INVOLVED IN 

THIS WAR AS WELL AND NOT ONLY ON THE SIDE OF WHAT YOU CALL 

MANKIND---JOSÉ AND LULU ARE APPARENTLY VERY MUCH ON THE 

SIDE OF THE PLANTS WHO ARE MILITANTS AND I AM NOT SURE IF 

THEY ARE THE ONES WHO ARE REALLY DIRECTING IT---ARE YOU?" 

Herman looked at Linda and they both answered : "No!"  

Then Herman grabbed the microphone in a firm grip of 

concentration and said: "That is the whole problem, you in 

the council are being used and misused as well as we are. I 

don't think you are in control. Tell me the truth who is in 

control?" 
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The printer came to life and wrote: 

"I ADMIT THE COUNCIL IS NOT IN COMPLETE CONTROL---THE WORLD 

OF THE PLANTS IS GRADUALLY BEING TORN INTO TWO PARTS---THE 

NORTHERN HEMISPHERE IS GOING ALONG WITH THE COUNCIL AND 

WANT COOPERATION WITH THE ANIMAL WORLD---THE OTHER HALF---

THE SOUTHERN HEMISPHERE HAS LOST ALL HOPE FOR A PEACEFUL 

COEXISTENCE WITH MAN---THEY WANT TO EXTERMINATE EVERY HUMAN 

AS SOON AS POSSIBLE---FRANKLY A LOT OF PLANT FAMILIES ON 

THE NORTHERN HEMISPHERE FEEL THEY HAVE MORE IN COMMON WITH 

THE HUMANS THAN WITH OUR SOUTHERN BROTHERS" 

Herman was breathing heavily with excitement while he 

asked: "We have found out that most of the fresh and 

saltwater areas of the earth have been infiltrated by 

various algae. Are you or they in control of that?" A long 

silence ensued and Herman gripped Linda's hand in anxiety 

while waiting for the answer. Finally the printer started: 

"I AM NOT DIRECTLY IN CHARGE OF THAT PROGRAM---I HAVE JUST 

INVESTIGATED AND IT SEEMS TO BE A PROGRAM WHICH HAS BEEN 

STARTED BY THE CLANS OF THE BAMBOOS---I AGREE THAT IT IS A 

VERY SERIOUS MATTER" 

Herman interrupted and said: "We know that human scientists 

are involved and we have identified five different kinds of 

green algae and two red algae so far. They seem to be 

controlled or coded in some way. Can we be assured that 

they are not coded so as to be activated before our agreed 

deadline or in such a way that they cannot be stopped?" 

"I WILL TRY AND HELP---OVER FOR TONIGHT---GOOD NIGHT 

HERMAN" 

The printer wrote and went dead. 

 

***  

 

       Minoru Ando had been very busy ever since he 

returned from the seminar in the Netherlands. Immediately 

on return he had confided everything to his daughter Yoko 

and shown her how the communication set worked. Few were 

the days afterwards when she could not be seen sitting 

close to either their red leafed Japanese maple or one of 
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the big leafed bamboos closely watching the printouts from 

the computer. 

Ando now had given over all responsibilities to Yoko when 

it came to the non-business aspects of the Banzai Bonsai 

Company. He was busy visiting the boards of various large 

companies as well as government departments. 

After his meeting in USA in January Ando discreetly bought 

up large supplies of bamboo and made plans for doubling his 

production of the plastic chopsticks. 

"After April 1 there will be a rush for non-wooden 

chopsticks, I am predicting that," he said to his employees 

at one of the morning meetings. 

Just in the beginning of April his daughter Yoko one day 

called him and asked him to come to the bonsai factory. 

"Father, I have something to tell you," she said timidly as 

it was still impolite for a daughter to tell her father 

what to do. 

"Ever since last year when you came back from Europe with 

this computer I have been talking to the plants." 

"Yes, that was why you got it." Ando answered and gestured 

her to continue:  

"I have come quite close to the plants, they have asked for 

me to help them in various ways." She paused, and looked 

down at the floor mat, before continuing: "They have now 

asked me to be an associate, to be an, what Americans call, 

an agent." 

Ando looked disturbed at her and said rather brusquely: 

"Who are the plants you have been helping and with what?" 

"I have been talking a lot to our Japanese maple, it calls 

itself, Fuji like our sacred mountain. It has really helped 

me a lot with making our bonsai better and more natural. 

However, it is the bamboo I have been helping." She 

hesitated once more before continuing while Ando looked at 

her sternly: "The  bamboos in China want to communicate 

with their family of plants in the rest of the world. This 

is very difficult for them as most postal service and 

sending of parcels is restricted and guarded to and from 

China. I have been receiving bamboo plants from China and 
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in those plants there have been loose leaves as well as 

sprigs which I have then sent to many places in the rest of 

the world. The bamboos have told me that the leaves and 

sprigs contain coded messages to other bamboos. You know, I 

talk to the leader of the bamboos itself, it is called Yin. 

It is a very clever plant, much more knowledgeable than any 

human." 

Ando realized that he was perspiring and slowly dabbed his 

face with a white handkerchief before saying: "You know, my 

daughter, there are two factions of plants in the world. 

There is the so called council of the clever one hundred 

and the other which is led by the bamboos. What you have 

done is to have allied us with the bamboos. They want to 

destroy all people." 

"No! That is not true," Yoko interrupted him. "They only 

want a more equal relationship with humans. You know they 

have told me that Japan could have a very important place 

in a new world together with the plants. Japan could even 

be the leader of the humans if they wanted to." 

"Stop this now, child!" Ando yelled and rose from the mat 

so he stood imposing over her as he continued: "What you 

have started is very dangerous, I will have to think about 

this and maybe consult some people I know. Promise not to 

help the plants in any way before you have been allowed 

to." 

He stopped his anger suddenly and sat down: "Tell me, 

please, what more have you helped the plants with?" 

With tears in her eyes she took a long time before 

answering: "I didn't want to offend you, please accept my 

apologies. I have received some glass phials from Taiwan 

and Peru which I have forwarded with a salesman of ours, 

Mr. Miyamoto, when he went to China in February." 

"What was in those phials?" Ando interrupted her. 

"I don't know, they were sealed, but those from Taiwan 

contained a green liquid and those from Peru a red." She 

answered and looked a bit puzzled when seeing the grave 

expression on her father's face. 
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"You haven't opened any of those phials or given them to 

anybody here in Japan, have you? You must tell the truth, 

it is very important," he said once more standing up to 

look more authoritative before continuing: "I must tell you 

that those phials probably contain some very dangerous 

algae which could kill every Japanese if they were released 

here." 

After a while when preparing to leave the room he added: "I 

have important matters to attend to so I will have to leave 

now. I am very happy about you Yoko, you were very wise to 

tell me everything. Today I want you to prepare a list of 

every bonsai you have sold since I gave you this computer." 

"Every one!" He stressed, bowed towards her and left. 

       Over the next few weeks Minoru Ando was very busy. 

He had some very confidential talks with leading Japanese 

businessmen. During these talks he brought his 

communication set and demonstrated how he could talk to the 

plants. Then he explained everything he knew about the 

impending attack of the plants and what the result would 

be. 

In the first days he met with disbelief, but this gradually 

changed and two weeks after he had made his first contacts 

he was asked to have a meeting with the Prime Minister 

himself on April 14. 

"Mr. Ando, our government is very concerned about what is 

happening. As you know, the American government has forced 

the rest of the world to stop commercial extraction of 

resources from the rain forests. This has hit Japanese 

companies, and Japan itself, harder than any other country 

in the world. Soon they will be enforcing a stop on genetic 

research and engineering, a field in which Japan has 

invested heavily. I believe that you in some way are 

involved in these matters. Is that correct?" The Prime 

Minister asked while Ando was standing at attention in 

front of him. Now the Prime Minister said with a gesture 

indicating that he needed help: "Mr. Ando sit down and tell 

me if you can help us in these matters. I have friends in 
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the business world who have told me that you should be 

consulted." 

With great uneasiness Ando sat down on the very outer edge 

of a large antique chair and started to talk:  

"Your Excellency, sir! I have a business through which I 

have had the opportunity to get acquainted with the world 

of the plants. It looks like we, the human race until now 

have been greatly mistaken about the plants. An American 

doctor who I know personally has determined that plants 

both have an intelligence and can communicate. The plants 

have, which you probably know, given us humans until 

September to agree to certain things or they will attack us 

and probably destroy us." 

"And you believe that is true?" the Prime Minister 

interrupted. 

"Yes, sir! There is no doubt in my mind," Ando answered and 

continued: "Some weeks ago I talked to my daughter and she 

revealed that she was almost, what you will call an agent 

for the plants. One of probably many. She gave me an idea."  

He hesitated and the Prime Minister impatiently gestured to 

him to continue:  

"She says that she has been told by the plants that in a 

new world we and the plants could be allies. We could be 

the leaders of mankind in a new world if we made the right 

preparations. We could also secure the delivery of raw 

materials with the help of the plants. They would even help 

us in making new and better food species and more effective 

growing of them so we could be self-sufficient in food 

production." 

The Prime Minister nodded quietly with a very thoughtful 

air and said: "What would the Americans and Europeans say 

to this?" 

"Sir! We should not tell them and after the attack it 

wouldn't matter much!" Ando coldly replied. 

"What would the plants want from us?" 

Ando stood up and pointed towards the large arrangement of 

bonsai plants in the office and said: "First of all the 

plants have already heard this conversation. They have the 
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ability to listen via their bonsai plants in many offices 

all over the world." Then he took his communication set 

which he had placed right next to the chair and explained: 

"This is a special computer which enables me to talk to the 

plants. We would have to negotiate an agreement with the 

plants if we decided to ally ourselves with them." 

With a grave and concerned expression Ando lowered his 

voice and whispered towards the Prime Minister: "But the 

plants are divided into two main factions and we would have 

to make sure that the wrong ones don't hear us. They might 

even tell the Americans. Fortunately your bonsai plant is 

the right one it belongs to the bamboo faction." 

The Prime Minister now rose from his chair and obvious 

thankful took Ando's hand and shook it: "Thank you very 

much, Mr. Ando, it is a very patriotic gesture you have 

made. I guess I can rely upon nothing getting out about 

this?" 

Ando nodded and bowed deeply towards the Prime Minister. 

"I will have to consult certain of my ministers and others 

of importance before coming back to you. You must assist us 

in the negotiations, Mr. Ando." The Prime Minister said 

while leaving through a small side door in the office. 

During the whole of May Minoru Ando became a very busy man, 

he was rarely at home and much of his business affairs were 

left to his trusted employees to handle. 

 

***  

 

       Hans van der Meer, the Director of the Royal Dutch 

Plant Research Center, was at this time in mid-April having 

serious conscience problems. On one hand he was the very 

successful director and research leader of his firm which 

had never been more successful than right now. This success 

was built on the cooperation and with the help of the 

plants. 

On the other hand there was the nagging doubt that the 

plants probably had killed his father in cold blood. 
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Every day was gradually becoming an example of this 

dualism. His tobacco seeds were being sold faster than they 

could be produced and would greatly lessen the drawbacks of 

smoking for millions of people, but it also meant that he 

was exposing the same people to a painful death from the 

poison hidden in it. All this could be started at the 

command of the plants and he could do nothing about it. 

The Center was selling, also with great success, the new 

potato as well as the old proven vegetables and these also 

contained, hidden in their genes, an ability to suddenly 

produce the terrible solanin poison. 

One day when he had been almost overcome with the 

depression he had started to calculate how many people 

could be killed by HIS plants. He was shocked to realize 

that it could be as many as one billion. If the world was 

not warned that could easily be the result. The problem was 

of course that no one knew how far his plants and seeds had 

spread and if people were warned now they just wouldn't 

believe it. There was nothing in the plants to reveal that 

they were time bombs. 

Often he had driven to a large hospital in the outskirts of 

Amsterdam and in its long sterile smelling corridors and 

lifts he had thought himself so far away from plants, that 

he had dared thinking about what could be done to make his 

plants safe.  It was only two weeks ago that he had thought 

of a solution and had written a short message on a piece of 

paper bought in a large supermarket together with a white 

envelope. The message had said: "TFZ HVDM" 

Four days later he had received a short telephone call 

which instructed him to be in front of the main railway 

terminal in Amsterdam on April 18 at twelve noon. 

       Hans van der Meer arrived in front of the large 

terminal five minutes before twelve and was wondering how 

the contact, whom he didn't know, would find him. He 

shouldn't have wondered for he recognized Joe McCormack 

immediately when he stepped out of a large black car of 

some American make. Now he remembered that Joe was a 
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specialist from the United States Department of 

Agriculture. 

"Good morning, Hans, jump in!" Joe said as soon as he saw 

him and waved to him while making space on the large rear 

seat. Once he was inside the car they exchanged greetings 

while they speeded through the small streets of inner 

Amsterdam. 

Hans started to say something, but before the first word 

had left his mouth, Joe signalled by putting his right 

index finger to his lips, to keep silent. They drove for 

less than ten minutes before they stopped in front of a 

large renovated Dutch house in Renaissance style. Before he 

was ushered through the heavy oak front door, Hans managed 

to read the name on the spotless brass sign next to the 

door, it said: 

-Professor D. van der Ryjk- 

Now he looked around and suddenly understood it was 

obviously a private clinic of some kind. A young woman in a 

nurse uniform gestured him and Joe to follow her and after 

a thorough sterilization process the two of them clad in 

white doctor's coats entered an operating theater. 

Drawing a heavy breath Joe started to speak: "Buck insisted 

that we take the usual precautions before talking together. 

He took your letter as a message that you had important 

news. I hope we can help you, and you us. Time is running 

out fast." 

Hans in obvious great stress started to talk slowly and 

haltingly at first then gradually faster and faster: "I 

think that I have come on an idea of how we maybe could 

destroy or disrupt the coded genes the plants have placed 

in the seeds from the center. As far as I can remember from 

our meeting in the "safe room" you are an expert in 

irradiation, aren't you?" Joe nodded in agreement and Hans 

continued: "I think that it might be possible to disrupt 

the code in the plants by putting all vegetables through 

the irradiation process which is used in many industries to 

help food and vegetables keep fresh longer. The problem is 

that I can't possibly test it or find out myself as I am 



CHAPTER 17 "THE WORLD" [APRIL-MAY] 

 

 

339 

sure that my Center is completely infiltrated by the 

plants." 

Joe thought for a while and then broke out in a large 

smile: "I think you are right, it will probably do the 

trick, but how could we destroy the codes now without the 

plants getting to know it? I am sure that some plants 

somewhere would notice and squeal and then we would have 

the attack immediately." 

"I hadn't thought of it like that," Hans said with a 

relieved smile and continued: "We could not possibly start 

anything now without the plants knowing it. My thought was 

that if the plants attacked we would have to put all new 

vegetable seeds through the process and in that way start a 

new safe production." 

"Yes, I see that would be a good idea, but what about the 

vegetables already growing, those we would have to destroy 

wouldn't we?" Joe answered with large wrinkles on his bald 

forehead. 

"Not necessarily!" Hans once more continued: "I doubt  very 

much if any of those plants would be able to produce  

poison in the fruit after it has been picked. We simply 

would have to harvest everything just before the plants 

make their attack. That would give us a large store until 

we have grown a new harvest." 

"I see it, great!" Joe yelled with excitement and then said 

somewhat slower: "Just before the plants are scheduled to 

attack we would harvest as much as possible, it would be 

easy to detect if the vegetables are safe. Then we would 

put all new seeds through the irradiation machines and hope 

that it will destroy or disrupt the codes. I think it could 

be done!" He looked at Hans and then once more got his 

large wrinkles on his forehead before speaking: "But that 

we could only do with limited supplies, I mean there is no 

way we could tell every producer about this. The plants 

would know immediately and react." 

Now Hans answered with a confident and serious voice: "It 

could only be done where we have direct access to the 

producers like via Fax or  telephones. We would have to 
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build up a system like when mobilizing reserves for the 

army. One person would contact let us say four or five 

persons who each would contact the same number of persons 

and so on. In that way it could be done in very few hours. 

What we would need are complete lists for every country 

involved. After the attack, we would have to tell people to 

eat food only from guaranteed sources." 

"Trust me, Hans, we will build up the necessary 

organization in the United States, but what about the rest 

of the world?" Joe said and looked quizzically at Hans, who 

answered after a long pause: "My mother has good contacts 

in the European Union, so it should not be impossible to 

warn them when the time comes. With regards to other states 

I think it is a political decision which I can't take." 

"Me either!" Joe said with a shrug of his shoulders. 

        Bruce Manderfield told the President of the United 

States about the meeting between Joe and Hans shortly after 

it had taken place. 

A few days later Clara van der Meer had a secret meeting 

with a high official from the European Union, she was 

informed about the precautions that would be taken by 

America and similar plans were prepared for Europe. 

The only action taken on behalf of the rest of the world 

was that Hans himself decided that once the actions had 

been taken to pick the vegetables in America and Europe he 

would send Fax messages and e-mails around to all his 

customers about the danger. After this Hans often wondered 

how many people they had saved with his idea. 

"Somewhere between one single person and one billion," he 

said out aloud to himself, so loudly that he woke his wife 

Saskia sleeping next to him. 

 

*** 

 

      In the beginning of May 2008 both China and the 

Commonwealth of Independent States applied to the United 

States for credits in order to buy large quantities of 
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wheat, maize and other cereals. Similar requests were made 

to Australia, Argentina and the European Union. 

Delegations from both countries could tell that what 

amounted to almost their entire cereal reserves had been 

attacked by a new kind of mildew, a species which was not 

killed or affected by the use of mercury or other known 

remedies. The situation was serious and without a transfer 

of many million tons both countries would run out of flour 

and cattle feed before the new harvest. 

China could also report that much of its rice crop, had 

been attacked just after it had been planted, by lichen-

like plants which had caused the plants to die. Similar 

incidents were soon reported by most of the rice growers in 

Southeast Asia. 

The special center formed within CIA quickly reported these 

events to Bruce Manderfield who again forwarded the news to 

the President. 

Consequently when the requests were made for the sale of 

the cereals to China and CIS the President was well 

prepared. His answer was negative, as he could tell them 

that the reserves of the United States had already been 

depleted by the very same mildew which had affected the 

other countries. The CIA also had to recommend that the 

United States itself try to build up larger reserves for an 

eventual confrontation with the plants. 

Buck Chandler was sitting in his operations room at Langley 

shortly after these decisions were taken, when the 

telephone rang: "Bruce here, how are things with you?" 

Bruce Manderfield started before getting over to his real 

business: "Buck, the President wants to know if we in some 

way can strike a deal with the plants with regards to 

saving our grain reserves. He has just read your last 

reports on the short and long term consequences of our 

depleted stores. After he read the report about  our 

vegetable harvest and that it might be destroyed he is a 

worried man." 
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"Bruce, please be careful what you say on the telephone!" 

Buck had to warn him before answering him: "What kind of 

deal are you thinking about?" he wanted to know. 

Bruce waited a little before saying: "I think the President 

is thinking about some kind of trade off, like we scratch 

their back and they scratch ours. Have you any ideas?" 

"Yes, I have. I call it plan no.920012 in my file and it is 

well known to the plants," Buck said in the telephone and 

waited to reveal the details, a theatrical effect he always 

played on in important matters: "We stop exporting 

herbicides with immediate effect. Then we tell the plants 

that we expect them to reciprocate by stopping the mildew 

attacks on our stores. We will also tell the press that we 

expect the rest of the world to do the same." 

       Whereas most of the grain reserves in China, Russia 

and Ukraine and the southern hemisphere were beyond rescue, 

much of it was unaffected in the United States and Europe. 

Buck was somewhat puzzled by this and one afternoon asked 

Kriton the leader of the Council: "Tell me, Kriton, why has 

the effect of the mildew been much less in our country than 

in many others?" 

The printer on Buck's advanced system for communication 

with the plants, designed by Oliver Kleberg, came to life:  

"THE PLANTING OF THE MILDEW WAS LED BY THE CLAN OF THE 

BEECH TREES IN YOUR PART OF THE WORLD---IN CHINA IT WAS LED 

BY THE BAMBOOS---AS EVERYTHING ELSE---THE BEECH TREES DO 

NOT COOPERATE WELL WITH THE BAMBOOS---THE GROWING OF CORN 

IS NO THREAT TO THE BEECH TREE SO IT IMPLEMENTED ITS TASK A 

BIT SLOW---IN RUSSIA THEY ARE FELLING MANY BEECH TREES IN 

ORDER TO GROW MORE WHEAT AND IT WANTS TO STOP THAT---I HAVE 

TOLD YOU MANY TIMES THAT IF YOU TELL YOUR COMPANIES TO STOP 

FELLING THE RAIN FOREST--AS YOU ARE TRYING TO---AND STOP 

ALL GENETIC ENGINEERING THEN WE COULD LIVE PEACEFULLY 

TOGETHER" 

Buck was thoughtful for a while before he mumbled into the 

microphone: "But will the bamboo let us?" 

The printer was inactive for a long time before the laconic 

answer came: 



CHAPTER 17 "THE WORLD" [APRIL-MAY] 

 

 

343 

"I DO NOT KNOW---TIME WILL SHOW---I DO MY BEST---GIVE MY 

REGARDS TO YOUR LEADER---THE PRESIDENT" 

 

***  

 

       Ann Dawson in mid-May received a small amount of the 

antidote that Helle and Tayfun had managed to extract. With 

her superior knowledge it took her only two weeks before 

she had managed to get a similar substance against her own 

algae the Dawsoniensis species. Working day and night in 

her small laboratory a few days later she was able to ask 

for another meeting with Herman. To him she revealed the 

good news: 

"I have found an antidote and it seems that the same 

antidote is effective against all the green algae we are up 

against. Furthermore it is easy to manufacture!" 

His only comment was: "What do you mean by easy, how much 

could be made before September?" 

"If we disregard all testing and normal procedures, I think 

enough for several hundred million people. The problem of 

course would be to inject it into that many people without 

the plants knowing it." 

Herman nodded, that was the problem they always 

encountered. 

The next day the President in a secret directive only known 

to a few people gave the order to manufacture the antidote. 

Even at the cost of the plants discovering it, as he 

expressed it. 

 

*** 

 

      The plants, or more correctly some clans, scored a 

significant victory at the same time. 

A large cyclone, very much similar to the one which had 

ravaged the area in 1991 and 95, but much stronger, again 

hit Southeast Asia. The plants in the area had already 

prepared for their assault later in September and the 

effect of the storm proved devastating. Tree ferns had 
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undermined most major roads and these  were washed away. 

Canals had been secretly infiltrated with the roots of 

water lilies and these caused them to overflow and 

undermine the banks. The lichen which had been planted in 

the area in order to destroy the rice harvest had now 

spread in a dramatic way, ready to strike when the new 

plants were planted. Another windfall for the plants was 

the fact that the algae which Mike and Wang had released 

earlier in February had already reached the delta area. The 

algae were now spread over a much larger area while they 

were still  multiplying. Later when their coding told them 

to produce toxin they would be everywhere. Yin the leader 

of the clans of bamboo was very pleased. 

 

*** 

 

      In the deep Bialowieza forest of Poland, the only 

original forest left in Europe, Marie Karpinski was walking 

along a dirt track. To her right was a dense oak forest 

with thick undergrowth of hazelnut and ash bushes, whereas 

to her left a relatively new beech forest was showing good 

promise. She looked at the beech trees with an affection 

which almost bordered the look of a young girl in love. 

Marie was very satisfied with herself and her life at this 

very moment. She had been informed earlier this morning 

that the deal she had been working on had been agreed upon. 

It is amazing, she thought to herself. 

Nothing worked for me before I went to this meeting in 

Holland. Before that I was only a keen worker in the 

system. Now I can talk to the plants, I can communicate 

with them. Suddenly I have become an important advisor to 

the President, a new man in politics with visions and 

audacity to try the new and the unproven." 

She looked closer at the beech trees and reflected further:  

It had been the beech trees she had established 

communication with when she came back to Poland in November 

last year. She had been frank with their leader, "Bog" it 

called itself. She had told it about her ambition to make 
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Poland into a country in which man and plant lived together 

in harmony. Bog had been convinced by her, that waging a 

war of extermination against the humans would mean the end 

of both species. Then Bog had told her in confidentiality 

that all the cereal stores in the world were going to be 

destroyed by a special mildew. It had even admitted that it 

reluctantly was in charge of that program in Europe. 

Marie had been heartbroken by the information and had 

eventually told the President after having been granted a 

personal interview. The President had been equally shocked 

and bluntly admitted to her that it would probably mean the 

end of the nation. 

It was then that she had decided to do something about it. 

She had convinced Bog to temporarily hold back the attack 

on the grain stores in Poland for which in return she would 

negotiate that the whole of eastern Poland would be made 

into a "human/plant area of cooperation". 

The plants had kept their part of the agreement, not a 

single store had been affected by the mildew. This was in 

contrast to all the neighboring countries which saw most of 

the stores totally or partially destroyed. 

She smiled with excitement and caressed a few leaves next 

to the small road while scanning the undergrowth: 

It was only today, May 15, that the President himself had 

called her and told her that Parliament had agreed. The 

area east of a line following the Wisla river, from the 

Baltic Sea in the north, through Warsaw, the capital of 

Poland, continuing south of Deblin to Zawichost and then 

following the river San to the Russian border, was going to 

be ridden of any industry the plants objected to within 

five years and all other ventures had to be negotiated 

between the two parties." 

This is going to be the start of a whole new era for 

Poland, Marie Karpinski predicted to herself and decided 

that within the next few days she would suggest to the 

President that Poland should make a treaty with the plants. 

That would give them the lead in Europe. 
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The President had already had the same idea and in the 

latter part of May 2008 she acted as the co-ordinator with 

her communication set when the negotiations were held. 

Bog, the leader of the clan of the beech trees could report 

to the council that the plants now had an important 

foothold in Europe. The Council, however, did not tell the 

Polish government about the green algae already massing on 

the Baltic coastline, nor did it tell it that large masses 

of lichen and mosses had been mobilized in Europe in order 

to contaminate water supplies and when time came to emit 

dense clouds of highly poisonous spores. 

The Polish authorities on the other hand did not reveal to 

the plants that they knew about the codes embedded in 

potatoes and other Solanum family vegetables. 

 

*** 

 

        In the last week of May the Brazilian Army raided a 

small Indian settlement in the Western Amazon area. Among 

the persons taken back to the barracks for questioning was 

a young European woman who refused to reveal her identity. 

It took two days, while she was kept in a dirty cell with 

thirty others, before the immigration authorities could 

identify the picture taken of her and establish that she 

had entered the country together with Mr. José Abecasis the 

well known Indian activist. If the Army had been slow in 

the beginning they now acted with amazing speed. 

Lulu Mercier was transferred to the regional army 

headquarters in Manaus and handed over to the specialists 

for interrogation. 

She had already been raped several times shortly after her 

capture in the jungle so when she was exposed to that in 

the interrogation center it was not new to her. 

Consequently it produced no results. 

The usual method of alternating rough and sweet treatment 

as well as depletion of sleep did seem to work. The Major 

in charge of her case soon noticed that after a short while 

she seemed to be delirious and was talking to flowers and 
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plants. He listened carefully to the tapes for clues, but 

most of it consisted mostly of her saying: "JIV, go and 

tell Jiv that they have taken me. Little sweet flower tell 

Jiv where I am." 

The Major concluded of course that Jiv was a code name for 

someone, probably a leader among the Indian tribes. The 

rest didn't make much sense:  

"Little flowers come and help me!" He mimicked and laughed 

loudly. "That would be something if the flowers and why not 

all the trees would come and help her." He laughed wildly 

at this thought and said to himself roaring with laughter: 

"Hands up or the rose will come and kill you." 

       The plants in fact had heard Lulu's cry for help. A 

little more than a week after she had been transferred to 

the interrogation center in the large complex of barracks 

near Manaus José was told by his trusted balsa tree Xcetel, 

that Lulu had been captured. It took him another four days 

to establish where she was and he asked the plants for 

help. Then it took another three days for the preparations 

for the attack. The plan was the usual one. 

The water supply to the area was contaminated with masses 

of leaves and fruits from the Wourali plant. When no one 

dared to drink the water in the taps it was arranged to be 

trucked in. This became impossible when all fuel supplies 

suddenly started to clog the fuel filters and ruined the 

truck engines. Then a mysterious illness suddenly started 

to overwhelm the soldiers and they got fever and developed 

blisters on their skin. The night after this happened a 

small band of Indians dressed in army uniforms sneaked into 

the camp. It was easy, as all guards had come down with the 

illness. 

They raided the building which contained the interrogation 

center and quickly neutralized the two sleepy guards. Then 

they opened all cells and let out the prisoners. Lulu was 

nowhere to be found and it was only after smashing the face 

of one of the guards that they were told: "The foreigner 

died two days ago. It was the Major himself who cut her 

throat when she continued to say that the flowers would 
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come and kill him. He was very superstitious, he was from 

Belem, where they believe in the voodoo rites." 

"She just wouldn't stop telling him that the flowers would 

kill him," the guard mumbled. 

When José was told, he could not be consoled and swore 

loudly: 

"I swear that the flowers will indeed kill all those 

bastards!" 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 18 
 

"THE COUNCIL MEETS"  
[THE WORLD, JULY] 

 
       The plants had been masters on the planet called 
Earth for millions of years. For years and years the only 
developments which took place were in the world of the 
plants. Then gradually a new species started to develop, 
the world of the animals. Again for millions of years the 
two species were complementary. The one secreted oxygen 
which the other needed to sustain its life, whereas the 
latter secreted carbon dioxide which the former needed to 
exist. It was a perfect world. Then species of animals 
developed which not only used the oxygen manufactured by 
the plants, but also ate plants for their own growth. Still 
the world was not wholly one sided as the plants would 
still prosper when the very short lived animals died and 
disintegrated into useful substances containing carbon and 
nitrogen chemicals, which were fertilizers for the plants. 
The world was in a equilibrium where plants and animals 
needed each other for a common food chain. Late, very late, 
in the history of evolution a special animal appeared, the 
human being, which had the ability to change its 
surroundings. The first million years of this new animal's 
existence changed little in what was nature. Even if they 
redirected rivers to obtain more fish and would hunt and 
kill more animals than could be eaten they still had their 
place in the system. Whatever they changed would only last 
little before it was overrun by nature. Then the world of 
the plants made a fatal mistake, they started to cooperate 
with the humans, they started to help the humans, and 
suddenly they were enslaved by them. The same happened to 
lower species of animals. It changed the life of the 
humans, suddenly they had time to think and develop even 
more. They bred and crossbred animals and plants. They 
redirected rivers permanently and cut whole mountains for 
their own use. Still the plants cooperated. Then in what 
seemed only seconds later in the time scale of the plants, 
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the humans started to dominate. They would invent tools and 
gadgets that made plants useless and then they would 
destroy the plants they had made superfluous. 
It was July and the leader of the plants, the mighty and 
clever plane tree Kriton, was taking stock of the world. It 
had decided already last year that things would have to be 
changed, changed permanently. The humans had been told to 
change, and many of them had. Kriton admitted to itself 
that many people and even more nations than expected had 
made the changes requested by the plants. It thought for a 
long while and searched its extensive memory. Yes, Poland 
had committed itself to change, but nothing was happening 
in Africa. Yes, the United States had committed itself to 
change, but was it deep? Wouldn't it been changed back 
again when the danger was over? China had learned nothing. 
Kriton was in doubt, even as the leader of the plants it 
felt that it couldn't make the crucial decision. That was 
why it had called for a full meeting of the council. It 
would take time and would drain enormous energies in the 
process of communication, but it was essential if the order 
of the world was to be reestablished. 
       In Yunnan in China another influential plant was 
reflecting on the situation before the meeting. Yin, the 
leader of the bamboos was desperate. It had never 
anticipated the effectiveness of the humans in destroying  
it. The road leading from the village of Yuanyang to its 
domicile had despite the setbacks initiated by Yin 
progressed with amazing speed. Already in January they had 
reached its lower groves. Immediately the humans had 
started to clear bamboo, collecting the best stems for use 
as chopsticks and burning the rest in huge fires. The roots 
were ripped up by tractors and cut in even blocks which 
were laid to dry. Yin knew that they would be used as fuel 
in the new electricity plants. At this time in July, 
despite the onset of the monsoon the workers were so 
efficient that sometimes they could in a week clear what 
amounted to a square mile of forest. In this way, Yin 
estimated it would take a little more than two years before 
it was completely destroyed. That was the reason why Yin 
had already made far-reaching plans for its future. As 
early as January, when the road reached the bamboo forest, 
it had started to move. Slowly its genetic store and its 
library of information was being coded into small sprigs 
and with the help of Yoko Ando in Japan transferred there. 
Yin had decided that its new home would be the slopes of 
Mt. Fuji in Japan. Then two months ago it had started to 
negotiate with the humans in that country and it had been 
successful. They had reached an understanding and signed an 
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agreement of cooperation. Yin knew that it had been 
fortunate in having real good and understanding people to 
help it and would in the future make sure they were 
rewarded. All this had been achieved at a very low cost for 
the plants. It had promised not to wage war on Japan. Now 
it was ready for the meeting of the Council of the Clever 
One Hundred. 
 

*** 
 
       The meeting of the council this time was different 
from all other meetings which had ever taken place. Until 
this time in July by human calculations, the plants had 
always disregarded time. If you live for thousands or even 
hundreds of thousands of years the time governed by the 
rising and setting of the sun only means something for your 
digestion. Real matters like life and death would be 
settled over weeks even years. The plants' communication 
system was developed for a long and thorough process of 
decision, not for urgent action. This time it was 
different, time was a factor and now the plants had to 
decide whether to attack the humans or not. All the members 
of the council had for weeks stored energy in their roots, 
stems, sprigs and leaves for this occasion. It would take 
enormous amounts of energy to conduct a meeting by use of 
telepathy and long range electromagnetic communication. 
Suddenly a long energy laden electronic wave of extreme 
lenght and very very low frequency travelled around the 
globe reaching deep into the oceans and penetrating the 
soil, even the mountains in order to reach all the one 
hundred members of the council. 
The first question coming out from the leader of the 
council Kriton was simple yet complex: 
ARE WE READY FOR THE CONFLICT? 
Already two years ago the leader had delegated the various 
modes of attacks out to the members and they now reported 
whether they had been successful. 
Only 93% were ready. 
WHAT HAS FAILED? Kriton flashed out. 
It was the clan of the sugar beets who had to report that a 
project of changing an enzyme in the plants so it would 
cause disruption in the human digestive system had failed. 
The clan of the poplars had to report that the lichens in 
North America had not been completely successful in 
infiltrating all homes. Apparently they had underestimated 
the effectiveness of how chlorine detergents and other 
cleaning fluids were employed in cleaning. 
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DOES THAT MEAN THAT THE WATER PROJECT HAS FAILED? Kriton 
requested. It knew already that the governments in the 
United States and most European countries had started a 
project of chemically treating water in bottles and storing 
them. 
ONLY IN WHAT YOU CALL THE DEVELOPED COUNTRIES, the poplars 
answered. 
WHAT ABOUT CHINA? Yin flashed a question. 
CHINA AND THE OTHER COUNTRIES OF THE SOUTHEASTERN ZONE ARE 
COMPLETELY INFILTRATED was the answer from the poplar, 
before it ran out of energy, these long and complicated 
messages were more that it had capacity for. 
CAN YOU CONFIRM THAT OUR MAJOR ATTACK PLANS ARE READY? 
Kriton asked. 
There was a flurry of short messages as one after the other 
the clans in charge of the plans responded. 
OIL ATTACK PLAN IMPLEMENTED AND READY! 
GREEN ALGAE ATTACK PLAN SET AND READY! 
RED ALGAE ATTACK PLAN SET AND READY! 
SOLANUM ATTACK PLAN READY JUST WAITING FOR ACTIVATION OF 
CODES! 
LICHEN WATER ATTACK PLAN READY FOR ALL BOTANICAL ZONES. NOT 
READY FOR DEVELOPED ZONES! 
FUNGI PLANS NUMBER ONE TO FIFTY ARE ALL READY! 
SECONDARY PLANS NUMBER ONE TO TWO HUNDRED ALL READY! 
There was a short silence in the crust of the earth as for 
several minutes no waves were transplanted. Then it came 
alive again. 
WE HAVE A PROBLEM, Kriton transmitted. Kriton had an 
advantage, as also Yin had, they had already prepared their 
plans and had branches of themselves all over the globe, 
consequently they could transmit better without exhausting 
themselves. 
DOCTOR REUTER HAS TOLD ME THAT IT HAS BEEN DECIDED IN 
AMERICA AND EUROPE THAT IF THEY ARE THREATENED BY 
EXTINCTION THEY WILL DESTROY ALL PLANTS AS WELL. 
Again there was a flurry of activity as almost every single 
member of the council asked: 
HOW---IS IT POSSIBLE? 
Kriton answered: 
IT IS POSSIBLE AND THEY HAVE EVEN TOLD US HOW--- THEY WILL 
EXPLODE ALL THE HYDROGEN BOMBS THEY HAVE IN THE DESERTS AND 
OCEANS---IN THIS WAY ENORMOUS AMOUNTS OF DUST AND WATER 
VAPOR WILL BE RELEASED INTO THE ATMOSPHERE AND MAKE THE 
GLOBE DARK FOR MANY YEARS---I HAVE MADE MY OWN CALCULATIONS 
AND THEY ARE RIGHT. 
There was a long silence on the radio waves and then came 
from several clans: 
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WHAT DO WE DO? 
Kriton answered: 
THEY ARE MOST AFRAID OF THE ATTACK OF THE GREEN ALGAE WHICH 
WILL CAUSE THEM TO DIE WHEN THEIR HEART STOPS TO FUNCTION--
-WE COULD PROMISE THEM NOT TO USE THAT. 
Immediately there was a burst of energy from the clans most 
active in promoting an attack. The clans of the teak, balsa 
and mahogany trees asked: 
ARE WE GOING TO KILL THE HUMANS OR NOT---IF WE ARE PLANNING 
TO KILL ALL THE HUMANS THEY WILL NOT HAVE TIME TO SET THOSE 
BOMBS OFF. 
Kriton answered: 
YOU ARE WRONG---THE BOMBS ARE ALREADY SET FOR THE 
EXPLOSIONS THEY HAVE TOLD ME THAT THEIR MISSILES ARE CODED 
FOR IT AND READY IT ONLY TAKES A PUSH OF A BUTTON. 
Again there was silence for a while before Yin the leader 
of the bamboos transmitted: 
NEGOTIATE WITH THE HUMANS ANYTHING YOU WANT---THE GREEN 
ALGAE IS ONLY A SMALL PART OF OUR PLAN---DO YOU THINK WE 
CAN KILL ALL THE HUMANS---IS THAT POSSIBLE? 
Kriton thought for a long while running through its library 
of information and calculating risks and counter risks. 
Then it transmitted: 
WE CANNOT KILL ALL THE HUMANS THAT IS IMPOSSIBLE. 
Immediately Yin flashed back: 
THEN WHAT IS OUR PLAN---WE CANNOT WAIT ANY LONGER---I 
PERSONALLY ONLY HAVE A YEAR LEFT BEFORE I AM EXTERMINATED--
-I HAVE NOTHING TO LOOSE. 
There was the highest activity of transmissions yet and 
there were seismographic stations that reported slight 
earthquakes in unusual places like the Amazon basin and 
Northern Europe. The various clans all transmitted their 
agreement or disagreement to whether an attack should 
progress. The most threatened and exposed clans had nothing 
to loose and finally their unelected but unchallenged 
leader, Yin transmitted on their behalf: 
WE HAVE NOTHING TO LOOSE---IF THE CLANS OF THE FAT AND 
PROSPEROUS PLANTS WILL NOT FIGHT WE WILL DO IT ALONE---I 
KNEW THIS WOULD HAPPEN AND HAVE THEREFORE TAKEN CERTAIN 
MEASURES TO ENSURE THAT THE EXTERMINATION WILL START ON 
SEPTEMBER THE FIRST AS WE HAD ORIGINALLY AGREED. 
Kriton was shaken, it was at a loss for what to do, this 
was the first time that a suggestion from it had ever been 
rejected. Again it searched its memory for a solution, then 
it asked: 
WHO WANTS TO FIGHT AND WHO WANTS TO GIVE US MORE TIME TO 
REACH AN AGREEMENT WITH THE HUMANS. 
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Carefully Kriton listened to the transmissions and via its 
large network of plane trees it was able to identify the 
sources of transmissions and therefore from which clans 
they came. More than 65% of the clans wanted a 
confrontation with the humans. 
Yin had listened carefully as well and exclaimed with a 
long transmission: 
MOST PLANTS ARE AGREEING TO A CONFRONTATION WE WILL START 
THE ATTACK AS PLANNED---HOWEVER I THINK KRITON IS RIGHT IN 
SAYING THAT NOT ALL THE HUMANS CAN BE KILLED---WE MUST GET 
ALLIES SO THAT AFTER THE CONFRONTATION WE CAN COOPERATE 
WITH THEM ON OUR CONDITIONS---I HAVE ALREADY ALLIED MYSELF 
WITH A NATION AND I KNOW THAT XCETEL HAS DONE THE SAME---
KRITON YOU SHOULD DO THE SAME---NEGOTIATE WITH THE HUMANS 
TELL THEM LIES AND REASSURE THEM---MAKE DEALS WITH THEM AS 
MANY AS YOU WANT WE CAN ALWAYS BREAK THEM IF NECESSARY---
BUT MAKE SURE THAT THEY DO NOT SET OFF THEIR DOOMSDAY 
WEAPONS. 
There was wild activity on the radiowaves as the clans 
agreed with Yin. Kriton measured that almost 90% of the 
council supported Yin in its suggestion. It could not let 
that be known otherwise the consequences of Yin being the 
new leader of the plants were too catastrophic. It decided 
it had to agree so it would be its decision: 
WE WILL MAKE THE ATTACK AS PLANNED---AFTER THE FIRST DAYS 
WE WILL EVALUATE HOW SUCCESSFUL WE HAVE BEEN AND THEN 
DECIDE WHETHER WE WANT TO CONTINUE OR MAKE A COOPERATION 
AGREEMENT WITH THE HUMANS, Kriton ordered with an explosion 
of energy in its transmission, a transmission so powerful 
that not only the members of the council received it but 
also most plants in the world. Most clans now used the last 
energy they had in them to transmit a message of compliance 
with Kriton's order. Even Yin agreed, everything was going 
its way, it thought. The attack would be started more or 
less on its conditions. 
 

*** 
 
      Kriton was satisfied the meeting had gone better than 
it could have anticipated. It would now start its 
preparations for the confrontation, a confrontation which 
would only end when it was satisfied with the results. It 
was a clever idea that Dr. Samanthra Kroll had posed about 
the doomsday bomb, it couldn't have found a better idea 
itself. In the future that clever girl would be a good ally 
it thought to itself. Then it started to formulate a plan 
to make an agreement with the humans so as to assure that 
they would not panic and set those bombs off. It knew that 
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those green algae would be activated whether it wanted it 
or not. It also knew that the humans had found an antidote 
against it. The other kinds of attacks to be used against 
the humans they could fight off without being cornered and 
turning to desperate actions. It only had to make sure that 
this group they called the "Task Force" would continue to 
work and not be revealed by other plants. Kriton knew very 
well that if you take away the chance of resistance then 
you take away the will to live and force desperate actions. 
Then it called Herman Reuter via Mbely the walnut tree in 
their yard. It just left a message on his computer: 
 
"HERMAN I HAVE AN IMPORTANT MESSAGE FOR YOU---I THINK WE 
SHOULD NEGOTIATE---PLEASE BE READY TOMORROW" 
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CHAPTER 19 
 

"CONFRONTATION"  
[THE WORLD, SEPTEMBER] 

 

        The sun's path moving across the surface of the 

earth passed the imaginary line 180 degrees of longitude, 

called the dateline, and thereby started a new date on the 

planet, September 1. 

To people living on the numerous small islands and atolls 

in the Pacific Ocean it was the sun rising out of the sea 

for a new day. Countless small algae, both green and red 

were hit by the rays of the sun and on this particular day 

some of the families started a process they had been 

genetically imprinted with many months previously. 

The green algae of the Chlorophyceae pleurococcus family 

which had been spread into the great Chinese rivers had 

drifted far into the Pacific Ocean and now started to 

produce its highly poisonous toxin. Toxin from one single 

algae would be enough to kill a human being. During the 

last months most people had drunk water or eaten food 

containing these algae and had numbers of them hidden in 

the tissue of their bodies. From the moment the sun reached 

their area of residence it would take the algae four hours 

to develop the toxin and then anywhere from 2 to 5 minutes 

for it to cause a sudden and deadly heart attack. The red 

algae found in the same bodies of water also started to 

produce a substance which caused the ever present cholera 

bacteria to breed and develop with amazing speed. As the 

incubation time for the disease, however, is four days it 
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would not be until September 4 that a devastating epidemic 

would break out. 

As the sun moves over the surface of the earth with a 15 

degrees arch every hour the processes started in New 

Zealand a few minutes later and in Australia two hours 

afterwards. Then the sun started to rise in Indonesia and 

China moving across the globe with unescapable regularity 

with about a thousand miles per hour. Bangladesh is 

situated on the Bay of Bengal a quarter around the globe 

from the dateline in the Pacific so six hours later the sun 

started to rise in the small village of New Medina situated 

about fifty miles almost due east of Chittagong. The head 

of the family Javandere whose given name was Yusuf was 

having a late breakfast with his young wife and their five 

children at around 10 o'clock in the morning. They had all, 

as usual been up at sunrise to feed the chickens and open 

the small sluice which gave the family its daily allocation 

of water for its small plot of land. After breakfast Yusuf 

would walk the five miles distance to the jute mill where 

he would work for the next eight hours. The Javandere 

family considered themselves lucky, they had work, a 

dwelling and a plot of land. 

Exactly four hours after the sun had risen they ran out of 

luck. The young Mrs. Javandere looked at her youngest child 

who had been sleeping on a small mat made of jute. He was 

strangely quiet and with feverish urgency she shook him. 

She could do nothing, the child was dead. Then she looked 

towards her husband just in time to see him in convulsions 

and slumping back on the floor mat. She let out a scream 

and now saw her four other children fall dead. Luckily she 

was spared any further agony as she died herself a few 

seconds later. No one had heard her cry as every one in the 

small village had died almost at the same time. 

      Two hundred miles to the northwest a DC-10 airliner 

from Biman Bangladesh Airways rolled down the runway and 

got airborne. Captain Ahmet bin Hussein was in complete 

control of the large airplane which slowly turned left to 

establish on course for its flight to London. Suddenly his 
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first officer in the right seat of the cockpit screamed 

loudly and clasped both hands towards his breast region. It 

took a few seconds before he slumped down in his seat only 

being held by his shoulder harness. Captain Ahmet reacted 

immediately and pushed the button calling for the 

stewardess while he turned towards the flight engineer 

sitting behind to ask for his assistance. Only then did he 

realize that the flight engineer also had become silent. 

The head stewardess hurried along the aisle towards the 

cockpit, then suddenly fell and lay motionless. Nobody 

helped her, as except for three horror-stricken German 

tourists sitting far down in the tourist class area every 

single one of the 279 passengers on board were dead. At 

this time also Captain Ahmet had succumbed and the 

autopilot continued to keep the plane on track. When the 

aircraft reached its intended cruising level of 31,000 feet 

nobody was on hand to reduce the engine power and gradually 

the plane sped up until for some reason the autopilot 

disengaged. The big aircraft slowly winged over and entered 

a lazy spin which in 4 minutes ended in a huge fireball. 

The terrified screams from the three German tourists were 

heard by no one, the whole system of air traffic control 

and radars in the area had several minutes ago been 

incapacitated. 

 

***  

 

       When the sun rose at the dateline in the Pacific 

Ocean at six o'clock local time it was still only six 

o'clock in the evening the previous day in London and only 

two in the afternoon in Washington. Twenty-four hours 

earlier the President of the United States had mobilized 

the nation. All armed forces had been put on alert and the 

reserves as well as National Guard units had been called up 

for immediate action. Thousand of units headed by civilian 

or military doctors as well as all available medics and 

paramedics had quickly been issued with inoculation kits 

and been instructed in their use. The plan was to inject 
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every single person in the United States with the antidote 

which would make the toxin from the green algae harmless. 

After that the same units were briefed in measures to 

combat cholera. Then selected groups of the public were 

instructed to get together and start to harvest the 

vegetables of the Solanum species, each team being headed 

by a specialist from the Department of Agriculture. These 

specialists had been issued with kits which by a rather 

simple chemical test could establish whether the vegetables 

contained any of the solanin poison. 

All around the country small teams went into action to 

establish which oil storage tanks had been contaminated 

with green algae. If a trace was found another team was 

called in and they poured a special chemical consisting of 

mainly alcohol into the oil, which killed the oil- eating 

algae within a short time. 

       A few hours after the American President had 

mobilized his country, most western nations followed and 

everywhere the actions were similar, mass inoculations of 

the population, harvesting of the vegetables of the solanum 

species and an effort to kill off the oil eating algae in 

the oil supplies. 

Some countries had enough serum to cover their populations 

others had not and later it would be revealed that stocks 

had been diluted or stolen. In some countries up to 25% of 

the population would refuse to be inoculated some for 

religious reasons, some because of simple distrust. 

      When the clock reached 1200 GMT, the universal time 

used by the international community the day before  

September 1, it meant the world had begun its transfer to 

the new day. At that moment all warning sirens in the 

United States of America, most places in Europe as well as 

Australia stated to howl and shortly thereafter people  

were told to stay indoors unless otherwise instructed. They 

were also told to drink only bottled water and eat canned 

food. If possible they should also take any plants from the 

house outside or discard them otherwise. 
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***  

 

      The USN Spearfish, a large nuclear submarine was in 

position on exactly the 180th degree of longitude only 

about 25 nautical miles north of the Fiji Islands. It had 

been waiting here for more than two weeks, monitoring the 

amount of the special green and red algae. Every single 

water specimen taken two hours apart had shown exactly the 

same: Fast but normal multiplication of both species and no 

toxins observed. 

A specimen taken on August 31 at 1200 GMT equal to 0000 

local time on September 1st was tested four times to make 

sure, the result was--no change! The tests now went on at 

one hour intervals and it was only at 7 o'clock local time 

that the doctor doing the analyses of the specimen cried 

out: "Jesus, look at the red algae, they have gone wild and 

are producing toxins like mad." 

Quickly a flash signal was forwarded via satellite and less 

than a second later the monitoring room in CIA's National 

Photographic Interpretation Center at Washington D.C. had 

been  informed via its vast receiving station at Ft. 

Belvoir, Virginia. The nearest monitoring satellite in the 

area was aimed towards the large expanse of water and with 

the help of special filters the area infected with the red 

algae toxin was identified and the approximate 

concentration plotted. Hour after hour as the sun moved 

over the surface of the globe this area continued to grow. 

At exactly 10 o'clock local time the doctor on board USN 

Spearfish once more analyzed the water specimen just 

brought him and immediately the alarm was sounded on board 

the submarine. The water he had analyzed was no more than 

10 milliliters, but it contained more than five thousand 

green algae cells and they were all producing toxin. The 

doctor quite rightly figured out that the few drops of 

water he had in his sample could easily kill 5,000 persons 

if they had not been inoculated. Once more a most urgent 

flash signal was relayed via satellite to the CIA 

operations room. 
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Buck Chandler sitting next to the main communication desk 

quickly told the communication assistant, as soon as he 

received the signal from USN Spearfish, to activate 

information  circuit 'AAA" and tell that the alert 

situation was GREEN. This a few seconds later informed all 

relevant agencies inclusive the President that the green 

algae had started their production of toxins. 

Another five minutes later the telephone rang on his 

private desk in the corner of the operations room. 

"Buck on the line, go ahead," he said with a firm but very 

fast voice. 

"It's  Lena, Lena Rickover, I have just received the GREEN 

alert and I think it means that the algae, both the red and 

green are activated by the sunrise. The red algae 

apparently starts its production of toxins immediately 

whereas the green either delays it or takes four hours to 

produce its toxins." She made a small pause and continued. 

"Is there any way we can try this out?" 

"That should be easy, we have about sixty submarines and 

more than a hundred other naval vessels spread out over the 

globe. 

"Stand by!" he said and went to a position on one side of 

the room. "What is the situation on the green stuff? Any 

more reports?" He asked the operator. 

The operator shook his head as a negative, but then he 

yelled: "Hold on, there is just a new report coming in! Yes 

it is the aircraft carrier USS Vinson reporting a GREEN 

alert." 

Buck snarled a few commands towards the operator:  

"Position?" 

"Position in longitude miles from the 180th?" 

"Position relative to the sun?" 

The operator feverishly punched his keyboard not knowing 

why these questions were asked. The figures appeared on the 

screen and Buck quickly looked at his watch, it all 

matched!" 
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Then he walked to the telephone and told Lena: "It looks 

like you are right, we will have it checked when we get 

more reports, however use your theory for our predictions." 

An assistant rushed over to Buck and interrupted him:  

"Sir! It is Oliver Kleberg on the line, you can take it 

here," he said and pointed towards the nearest console. 

"Oliver here," it came short and precise on the line, "I 

have just received satellite and Aerospace Defence Command 

information that all HF and VLF radio frequencies are being 

interfered with. I think it is hostile plants doing it." 

"Roger! Bring plan COMM into force," Buck acknowledged and 

instructed the communication assistant to transmit the COMM 

alert on the AAA circuit. 

"We are all ready, let us see who are the smartest!" Buck 

said quietly to himself. He knew that the battle was 

starting. 

 

***  

 

      Seven and a half hours later the sun started to rise 

over Bombay in India. At the international airport a large 

British Airways Boeing 747 Jumbojet was parked and around 

it was feverish activity. Captain Graham Walker was on the 

ground himself organizing and hurrying the Indian ground 

crew and his own personnel. Captain Walker  had heard the 

BBC radio less than half an hour ago and wanted badly to 

get airborne. The refuelling truck finished its business 

and the passengers were told to hurry up with the boarding. 

No catering service was wanted and the crew had been 

instructed not to eat or drink anything. The British crew 

had been ten days away on a flight to Hong Kong and were 

now on their way home. They had earlier been informed on 

their long range SSB HF radio on board the aircraft that 

they were in great danger if they stayed in an area where 

the sun had already risen as they had not had any 

inoculation against  the new "Green disease." Shortly 

afterwards their radio had gone dead as all other shortwave 

radios in the area had. Quickly they started the four 
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engines and started to taxi out to the runway in use. Ahead 

of them was a Malaysian Airlines System Boeing 747 of the 

latest model and he requested clearance for Kuala Lumpur. 

"Sorry MAS 051 we can't issue a clearance for you as all 

communication has been lost with Kuala Lumpur Air Traffic 

Control Center." The Bombay Tower Controller said on the 

radio. "However you are cleared enroute Flightlevel 280 to 

the KL Flight Information Region if that is OK with you, 

please contact KL in the air yourself for further 

clearance," the controller continued. 

The Malaysian aircraft stopped on the taxiway obviously in 

doubt about what to do. Captain Walker pressed his mike: 

"Malaysian 051 please get moving, we are right behind you 

and want to get airborne." 

Thus pressed the Malaysian aircraft took its decision and 

said: "OK, Tower we accept the clearance and we are 

rolling," it said. Ten minutes later contact was lost with 

it and it was never heard from again. 

Soon the British Airways Jumbo jet was airborne and set 

course over the Indian Ocean. The landfall would be the SUR 

VOR navigation station in Oman. An hour after the large jet 

was airborne the flight-engineer watching his panels more 

carefully than usual noticed that the fuel flow to engine 

number four was stopping. Before he could mutter his words 

of warning to Captain Walker the engine stopped and he 

could only say: "If I didn't know better I would say that 

the pipes were clogged." They were and within 30 seconds 

the green algae which had been in the refuelling truck had 

stopped all four Rolls Royce jet engines. The first 

distress call was not answered as they were well outside 

the normal radio coverage with India, but suddenly a voice 

called in: "Aircraft calling in distress, this is Seeb 

Radar, go ahead." The Boeing 747 was now loosing height at 

more than 4,000 feet per minute and the only words heard in 

the Seeb Control Center was:".....Airways going down...hour 

out of Bombay..." 

The Swedish expatriate controller sitting in Muscat Area 

Control Center quickly informed his supervisor and then 
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instructed his assistant to call Bombay on the telephone. 

There was no answer from Bombay. Meanwhile the supervisor 

had contacted the Royal Oman Air Force and they went 

through the measures of getting a crew for one of their C-

130 Hercules. 

Captain Walker made a beautiful landing with his Jumbojet 

on the surface of the Indian Ocean and an orderly 

evacuation of the aircraft was performed. Soon all 362 

souls on board the aircraft were in the evacuation slides 

which also serves as rafts. The sun had come up and had 

warmed up the surface of the sea. It was a calm day and 

most were in surprisingly high spirits. Then exactly four 

hours after the sun had risen, many miles to the east, over 

the airport of Bombay, people in the rafts started to die. 

Some screamed just before, others just slumped down into 

the bottom of the rafts while some fell over board. Most 

were lucky and died within the next few minutes. It was 

only a handful who were left to last in the blazing sun for 

a few days with the hope of a rescue. A rescue which never 

came. 

      Fish is one of the most common staples in Oman and 

most drinking water is extracted from sea water. Therefore 

it could be no surprise that every one of the about 600,000 

people living in the coastal area of Oman died immediately 

4 hours after the sun rose over the horizon. Among them of 

course were the 28 air traffic controllers and all the crew 

members flying the C-130 which was just airborne on its 

rescue flight when the time expired. 

 

*** 

  

       Herman and Linda had their computer connected to the 

walnut tree Mbely at their home in Chippawa Falls. When 

they got the message from Buck in the CIA operations room 

moving from NORMAL to RED, GREEN and COMM they were ready. 

Herman grabbed the microphone from his desk and asked: 

"Mbely what is going on? I thought we had an agreement with 

the council not to release the algae." Herman's computer 
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screen stayed blank and there was no reaction from the 

printer. Once more Herman asked into the microphone while 

Linda watched with suspense: "Mbely wake up, we want to 

know what is happening. Come, answer us!" 

There was like a rush of wind moving through the leaves of 

the tree outside in the yard which could be heard clearly 

through the open window and only one word was printed out: 

"SORRY"  

Herman and Linda looked with horror at the single word and 

quickly closed all windows in their house. Then Herman 

opened the large closet in his den and took out several 

cans of herbicide spray and they both went to work. First 

they thoroughly sprayed the den and the three other rooms 

on the upper floor, their bedroom and both of the 

children's rooms, then all the rooms downstairs got the 

treatment. Both their children woke and started to cough. 

"Just inhale it and cough, it is good for you!" Linda 

comforted them. 

Only after these measures had been taken did Herman call 

Buck at the CIA and told him about the message. 

 

*** 

 

      Almost nine thousand miles away at Bursa in Turkey 

the sun was now up. Mike and Karanfil had driven from 

Ankara late in the night and at first daylight they had 

connected their computer to the silver nail which had been 

used last May for communication with Kriton, the leader of 

the council of the plants. They had been alerted by the 

same message as Herman and Linda had received. 

"they are their breaking word," was Mike's first reaction 

while he woke up Karanfil. Then his journalistic sixth 

sense had told him that they should talk directly to 

Kriton. 

"Let us connect the computer to Kriton down in the small 

yard as we usually have done," she had suggested. 

He had insisted on driving immediately to Bursa and now 

they were sitting next to the huge tree. 
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"Tell us, Kriton, has something gone wrong?" They said as 

with one voice. The leaves rustled and some of the large 

horizontal branches could be heard creaking. They both felt 

the ground under them shake slightly. Then the printer 

wrote out: 

"WE HAVE BEEN BETRAYED" 

Mike and Karanfil looked bewildered at each other, then he 

pulled himself together and asked: "Continue, Kriton, who 

has betrayed us, I presume you mean both us people and you 

the council of the plants. Who is it, what have they done?" 

There was a long pause and then Kriton answered letting the 

printer write: 

"I AM SORRY WE ARE AT WAR---THE CLAN OF THE BAMBOOS HAS 

TRICKED US---YOU AND US---THEY HAVE MADE WAR IRREVERSIBLE 

BY COMPLETELY IGNORING OUR AGREEMENT---THEY HAVE CODED MANY 

OF THE RELEASED ALGAE SO THAT THEY CANNOT BE RECALLED---

MUCH OF THE WORLD HAS BEEN CONTAMINATED WITH GREEN AND RED 

ALGAE CODED TO START PRODUCING VARIOUS TOXINS THE MOMENT 

THE SUN RISES ON THE FIRST OF SEPTEMBER---IT IS ALREADY 

HAPPENING---I AM SORRY" 

Mike whispered to Karanfil: "The worst has happened what do 

we do?" Then he said towards the tree: "Kriton help us, 

what can we do? Is there any way?" Once more there was a 

rustle in the leaves of the tree and this time the ground 

clearly trembled. 

"I AM SORRY THE CLAN OF THE BAMBOOS HAS JUST MANAGED TO 

CONVINCE THE COUNCIL THAT NOW WAR IS IRREVERSIBLE THE 

PLANTS MUST STAY TOGETHER---I WILL NOW HAVE TO STAY WITH MY 

SPECIES---IN MY WHOLE TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND YEARS OF 

EXSISTENCE THIS IS MY WORST MOMENT---PLEASE UNDERSTAND" 

Quickly Mike disconnected the wire from the computer to the 

tree and yelled to Karanfil: "Run, we must get out of 

here!" 

 

*** 

 

        For the last three days John Wiggles, Eric Coen and 

Oliver Kleberg had worked and slept at the Collins plant at 
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Cedar Rapids. They had two places of work. One was their 

ordinary offices where they were developing the new and 

revolutionary communication systems that had been suggested 

by the plants. Already huge complicated antenna systems 

were in place on the lawns surrounding the factories. 

The other place of work was a secret facility which had 

been installed at the end of an unused building. Every 

measure had been taken to keep plants out in very much the 

same way as in the "safe room" at the CIA Headquarters at 

Langley. Several large satellite communication dishes had 

been installed on the roof of the building and these were 

connected to the equipment with high capacity optic cables. 

The center of activity in the building was a brand new 20 

million dollar Cray computer surrounded by several smaller 

computers and three consoles serving as working stations. 

The computer was able to analyze even the minutest trace of 

radio-magnetic activity. 

Oliver Kleberg, the electronic wizard from CIA, was in 

charge. He had devised a plan to combat the communication 

systems of the plants. The main emphasis in this plan was 

to intercept and jam the long range signals emitted on VVLF 

(Very Very Low Frequency) by selected families and groups 

of plants which had been identified and pointed out by 

Herman Reuter. 

The U.S.Navy played a significant part in this scheme by 

providing a large fleet of P-3C Orion long range anti-

submarine aircraft. In addition to its normal equipment 

each aircraft had been modified with a VVLF signals 

amplifier and a new high speed satellite communication 

system. The usual sonobuoys on board had been replaced by a 

large number of listening devices, some able to bury 

themselves into the ground, others to float on the water. 

The complete system was in constant contact with the center 

in Cedar Rapids. 

The offensive part of the system was also provided by the 

Navy in the form of twelve E-6B TACOMO aircraft normally 

used for VLF communication with submarines. These aircraft 

carried a long trailing antenna which had been extended to 
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a length of ten miles. The antennas would be used to 

transmit jamming signals. 

"There seems to be a high activity of signals originating 

in the mountains of Yunnan in China," Eric Coen said busily 

analyzing faint traces being relayed from P-3's which had 

deployed listening devices in several places in Southern 

China and the Bay of Bengal. 

"Roger! Assume that's our friend Yin on the line. Try and 

get a kind of finger print of the traces and let the Cray  

crack the frequencies," Oliver quickly answered. 

"Oliver, I think traces are coming out of the Baltic and 

Mediterranean areas," John interrupted. 

"Fine, keep looking and by the way how is Kriton doing?" 

Oliver said and looked towards John. It was only half an 

hour ago that a P-3C had circled the Uludag peak next to 

Bursa and had dropped a circular pattern of sensors. Now it 

had established a race track looking flying pattern and was 

listening. 

John switched programs on his console and quite clear 

traces started to emerge on his screen. 

"Kriton is transmitting like mad," he yelled. 

"Are there any similar traces coming from other areas?" 

Oliver wanted to know and John punched his keyboard. 

"That's negative" John answered after a little while. 

Oliver Smiled to himself and said quietly: "It's working I 

think my theory is working. They have centralized their 

centers of command." Then he said with an agitated voice 

towards Eric and John: "I think we have got them, keep 

trying to isolate the various clans and let us have good 

fingerprints on them." 

"Shall we try and jam?" Eric asked. 

"No, no!" Oliver yelled back. "We must identify all their 

leaders and their whereabouts first." 

At that moment the Cray computer started to print out an 

analysis of the traces received from Yin the leader of the 

clan of the bamboos. All three of them looked at the curves 

and its message was evident. It was John who first 
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expressed it: "It is using small changes in wave length to 

code its signal." 

Oliver smiled a broad smile and said: "I thought they 

would, our plan should work!" 

 

*** 

 

      The sun just now started to rise over the east coast 

of the United States. Buck Chandler was still at his post 

in the CIA operations room when the red telephone gave out 

its characteristic high pitch noise. Everybody in the room 

went silent and Buck took the receiver. 

"Good morning this is Bruce Manderfield from the 

President's office." 

"Good morning, Bruce, it's Buck here, what can we help the 

President with?" Buck answered while motioning to an 

assistant to come closer. 

"Buck, the President wants a complete situation report as 

fast as possible." 

"You will have it in a few minutes, turn your classified 

briefing system on and we will flash it through," Buck 

answered and told the assistant: "The President wants a 

full SITREP, call one up on the console and I will go 

through it before you transfer it." The operator at the 

console punched a few keys and a map of the world came up 

on the screen. 

"Put in the position of the sun and our reporting 

stations," Buck ordered. The map now showed the sun to be 

over the east coast of the United States and red color of 

various intensities indicated where and to what extent the 

red algae which helped grow cholera bacteria had expanded. 

The area from the 180th degrees longitude to the position 

of the sun in the Atlantic was totally covered in a broad 

belt stretching north and south to the 40th degrees of 

latitude. It covered China, India, Africa, the Middle East 

and looked like it would shortly cover South America as 

well. The operator and Buck shook their heads in horror. 

Now they called up the programme for the green algae and it 
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covered much the same area only more thinly spread. Buck 

noticed a small patch developing in the Baltic and North 

Seas. 

"Casualties, do you have any figures on casualties?" Bruce 

wanted to know. 

The operator called up a new map and shook his head in 

disbelief. The map was covered with small dots. The red 

dots indicated a confirmed death toll between 75 and 100% 

and the white dots unconfirmed casualties. All the larger 

cities of China, Indonesia and India as well as the 

surrounding countries were solid RED, the countryside was 

filled with scattered red and white dots. What was almost 

worse, when one looked at the screen, was the fact that it 

moved almost like a living organism, it was the constant 

updates of additional red and white dots. 

When Buck transferred the picture to the White House he 

heard a combined groan of agony from the President and his 

staff. 

"Anything positive in this picture so far?" Bruce sighed in 

the telephone. 

"Yes, sir!" Buck said with a firm voice. "Things are 

looking as predicted and there has been no reported deaths 

among those who have been inoculated against the toxin. 

Furthermore, our center in Cedar Rapids has reported 

finding about ten sources of plant transmissions, obviously 

their leaders." 

"Are all the plants involved in this?" Bruce asked. Buck 

hesitated for a second and then said: "I am afraid so, Mike 

Ward, the TV-reporter called a few hours ago from Turkey. 

He reported that Kriton, the acknowledged leader of the 

plants, had told him that apparently the leader of the 

bamboos had started the operations. This despite the 

agreement we reached four days ago. He also said that now 

the plants were faced with a "win or die" situation and had 

to support their own species. So I am afraid that all the 

plants must be considered HOSTILE." 

Suddenly Buck remembered something and added: "Bruce will 

you tell the President that his suggestion for operation 
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BANZAI has been carried out with only one snag. All bonsai 

plants in the United States have been neutralized except 

for one. It belonged to the Cuban mission to the United 

Nations, they wouldn't allow us access." 

There was a short pause on the telephone line and then Buck 

heard the President himself saying: "Well done Buck, please 

order the police to force their way into the Cuban office 

and destroy that plant." 

"Consider it done Mr. President," Buck answered.  

"One more thing, Buck. Have any deaths been reported in 

Japan?" 

"No, sir!" 

"Do we smell a rat here, Buck?" 

"Possibly, sir!" 

"Thank you. I am very pleased with your work, Buck, I want 

a full update from this fantastic briefing console every 

hour," The President said and cut the line. 

 

*** 

 

       Yin the leader of the bamboos had committed itself 

to the destruction of the humans late in August last year 

when its first large chunk had been levelled with a 

bulldozer. That particular part of its root system 

contained its genetic memories going back thirty million 

years, some of it had been lost forever. 

Yin however, had lived too long in the world not to know 

that some of its archenemies would survive. Having watched 

the small Japanese bulldozer ripping several hundred years 

of building up in just one week had convinced it that the 

plants had to ally themselves with a family of humans. That 

was why Yin early in 2008 had started to infiltrate certain 

parts of Japan. It had built itself a base on the slopes of 

the holy mountain of Mt. Fuji and was now gradually 

transferring important genetic material to that place. 

Later in May when already 50 square miles of it had been 

destructed, it had started negotiations with the humans 

there and an agreement had been reached. 
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"Not that such an agreement could not easily be breached," 

it thought to itself. 

As soon as the sun had started its wandering across the 

globe on what the humans called the first day of September 

things which had been arranged for a year or months or 

weeks or days in advance had started to happen. These were 

the things which had been genetically coded into plants 

such as the toxic green algae, the red algae causing 

cholera, the algae which destroyed the oil and fuel 

supplies and the solanum plants which started to produce 

saponin in the vegetables. 

But there was much more to do on this day and others 

following. Very Very Low Frequency codes began to be 

transmitted around the world. The leader of the cherry tree 

clan growing on the slopes of the Black Sea in Asia Minor 

was instructed to activate the green algae which more than 

a year ago had been spread by the scientists dedicated to 

the cause in Northern Europe, America and the Middle East. 

The cherry tree forwarded messages to all its family and in 

places like Denmark, Poland, Belgium, the United States, 

Canada, Italy and Spain, among others, leaves quietly 

dropped into streams, rivers and inlets. Soon chemical 

signals spread like lightning and every little cell of the 

Pleurococcus family of algae started to produce its toxins. 

Families of lichen, mosses and fir trees were alerted and 

now started to emit clouds of spores, all very poisonous. A 

little more than twelve hours after the battle had begun 

whole continents were temporarily polluted. 

Only then had Yin contacted Kriton the leader of the 

council of the plants. Kriton could do nothing and had then 

pledged its cooperation. 

So far only two families had refused to forward signals and 

cooperate, the families of the elm and ash trees. They 

would be dealt with after the victory had been won. 

 

*** 
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      Professor Andres Lucillus was tense, very tense while 

he sat in his small operations room. Things were not as 

good as he liked them to be. His teams in the United States 

had been through all the major oil storage facilities 

within twelve hours after the alert had been given. The 

preliminary investigations which had been made weeks 

previously had been wrong. Ninety-five percent of all 

supplies had been found contaminated and of this almost 

half was beyond salvage, the oil or fuel had simply 

deteriorated too much. 

"The number of algae in each tank must have been minute," 

he thought. "Maybe only a single cell, and they must have 

changed the activation process!" 

He was right on both accounts, several months ago Yin had 

changed the genetic codes required to activate the cells. 

It had then committed itself for battle and a major burst 

of VVLF energy had two days ago started the process. 

"It is not going to work as planned, we simply do not have 

enough antidote." Andres once more was saying to himself. 

He had to as he was alone in the room. That was how he 

wanted to work -alone. Soon he bent over his computer 

trying to organize a kind of priority scheme for salvaging 

his supplies. He had to work fast and he did. Within a few  

hours hundred of teams were busy pouring chemicals into 

storage facilities all over the world. He noticed with 

relief that not a single drop had been contaminated in 

Japan and that was important. There were strict 

instructions that at least a million gallons of JP-1 jet 

fuel had to be available at the Kadena air force base on 

Okinawa in Japan. He didn't know why and didn't care. 

 

*** 

 

       For the first time in its more than 200,000 years of 

existence Kriton the plane tree was at a loss for what do 

do. It searched and it searched in its huge library of 

information. There was nothing there which could help. It 

had carefully watched the activity during the day and knew 
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exactly what Yin had done. It could not be undone. Earlier 

it had sensed that strange objects had fallen around it and 

penetrated the ground. Electrical impulses were emitted 

from some of these and it could also sense an aircraft 

circling overhead. Still it could do nothing as everything 

was transmitted via Ultra High Frequencies  to a satellite. 

To the tree it was only a buzz which it couldn't decode. 

Its sense and experience, however, told it that it was 

being spied upon. 

Then suddenly it lost all its ability to receive the long 

range signals it had heard all day. It lasted only for a 

little while, a moment of its time, but it was disturbing. 

      Kriton didn't know and it shouldn't have happened. An 

E-6B TACOMO aircraft had just taken off from the American 

air base at Incirlik in southern Turkey. It was the only 

base in the country where the fuel had not been destroyed. 

One of the many operators in the back of the aircraft had 

never seen the new instrument before and he switched it on. 

Several pulses of energy laden VVLF power had been 

transmitted via the long trailing antenna and by 

coincidence had hit the right frequency with which to jam 

Kriton. A smart young naval lieutenant sitting in the P-3C 

over Kriton noticed this and taped the event. 

The E-6B operator quickly saw his mistake and switched the 

equipment off. They had been briefed not to use it unless 

authorized by the President himself. The event triggered 

something basic in Kriton -the instinct of the survival of 

the species. 

 

*** 

 

       It was now 1000 am in Washington D.C. and Buck 

Chandler was ready for his next SITREP. The telephone rang 

and the assistant announced that he was wanted on the 

telephone. 

"I can't, I have to brief the President, tell them to hold 

on!" Buck yelled. 
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"Sir! He insists on talking to you, it is an overseas 

call." 

"OK, I am coming, call the White House, tell them that 

there will be a short delay!" 

"Buck Chandler here," he yelled angrily into the phone. 

"I am sorry to disturb you, I know you are busy, it is Hans 

van der Meer. I think I have some important news for you," 

Buck calmed down and said with a normal voice: "Good 

morning Hans how are things with you?" 

"It is actually afternoon over here and things are pretty 

bad, thousands of people have died probably from the green 

algae," Hans said back with a sad voice. 

"But, but I thought that everybody in the Netherlands had 

been vaccinated," Buck said with a surprised voice. 

"Yes, we thought so too, but apparently there have been 

many people who refused the opportunity. I would be 

surprised if it was not the case in your country as well. 

You'd better brace yourself for it!" Quickly Buck made a 

note of it and handed it to an assistant, in the hurry 

nobody had thought of that possibility. 

"Actually I called you because I have had two important 

messages today," Hans said, then hesitated before 

continuing. "We have checked all our solanum family plants 

and they are now all producing solanin. A single tomato we 

examined contained enough poison to kill a whole family. 

The vegetables we picked every day the last week are still 

not showing any traces. So I think we are safe on what we 

did there." After sighing he continued, "The leaders of the 

elm and ash trees have forwarded a plea to me. They  told 

me that they have refused to cooperate with the council of 

the clever one hundred which is now under virtual 

leadership of the bamboos. Now they want us to protect 

them. What can we tell them?" 

Buck scratched his chin and said after a while: "You have 

me on that one. I really don't know. I will have to confer 

with Herman and possibly our clever friend Doctor Kroll. It 

is important, I will call you back." 
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"I hope this is soon over one way or the other, we feel 

very much like the French royal family must have felt when 

the revolution started. We are all surrounded here," Hans 

said before laying down his telephone. 

Buck on the other hand replaced the telephone receiver and 

whistled quietly to himself. 

At that moment an operator told him that Oliver was on the 

other line. 

"Buck we have a breakthrough here," he said. "One of our P-

3C's has cracked the Kriton frequency. It was by accident, 

but I think we could jam the whole damn tree if necessary. 

Another thing is," he continued with a slightly depressed 

voice, "another aircraft just off the coast of Japan has 

picked up a trace similar to the ones flowing out of 

Yunnan. It looks like we have been wrong when assuming that 

only the leaders of the clans were issuing orders via the 

VVLF. One question, Buck, are we still planning on the 

operation out of Kadena?" 

"Affirmative, it is still our best card, but I have not yet 

told the President or asked for his permission." Buck 

answered quickly looking around to see if anybody had 

heard. Then he ordered his assistants to call Herman Reuter 

and Doctor Kroll. 

While waiting he gave the order to transfer the next 

briefing message to the White House. 

Its last page was a casualty estimate. 

 

Asia-       confirmed dead:       1 [one] billion 

            estimated dead:       2 [two] billion 

Africa-     confirmed dead:       all contact lost 

            estimated dead:     500 [five hundred] million. 

Europe-     confirmed dead:       50 [fifty] million 

            estimated dead:       up to 25% of population 

America-    confirmed dead:       25 [twenty five] million. 

            estimated dead:     up to 15% of the population 

S.America-  confirmed dead:      25 [twenty  five] million. 

            estimated dead:     up to 200 mill. 
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Buck just couldn't believe what he saw. He realized that 

here in his operations room he was completely out of touch 

with reality. He didn't know how it was out there. "What is 

Asia looking like? What does a place look like with two 

billion people dead and probably with many more animals on 

top of that figure?" he half thought half said to himself. 

His thoughts were disrupted when an assistant told him to 

take the phone. 

It was Dr. Lena Rickover from the Department of Health's 

emergency operations room.  

"Buck, I just saw the last casualty estimates in the report 

to the President. It looks bad!" 

"Lena are the figures for America correct?" he wanted to 

know. 

"We know for sure that an average of 10% refused to be 

inoculated," she answered. 

"But why would people refuse that?" he remarked in 

disbelief. 

"I don't know for sure, but I can imagine for religious 

reasons. I know for sure that the "Jehovah's witnesses" 

refused as most of them are already casualties. Others just 

didn't believe it would happen, I guess," she told him and 

then continued. "We know for sure that about 25% of the 

people in Scandinavia and the Netherlands refused 

vaccination and they are ALL dead. They are very fast and 

reliable with statistics you know. It is real carnage 

there, the only means of transportation are electrical 

trains and a few cars. Their whole fuel supply was ruined 

they didn't trust us when we told them it was 

contaminated." 

"What about animals?" Buck wanted to know. 

"Yes, strangely enough a lot of animals seem to be immune 

to the green algae toxins. We only have casualty figures of 

around 10% and one should expect almost a hundred," she 

answered him. 

"Thanks, Lena, that was a timely update, call me later," 

Buck called off. Immediately he was interrupted again by an 
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assistant who told him that they could not find Herman 

Reuter. 

"OK, never mind," he said and was then once more told to 

take the telephone. It was Dr. Samanthra Kroll. 

"I have watched your SITREPs, honestly it looks pretty 

bad," she started out when she heard his voice. 

"I wouldn't say so, there are a few bright spots as well," 

he answered with a subdued voice. 

"Hans just called from Europe and told me that the elm and 

ash trees want to join us." He paused for the impact to 

reach her, his usual trick, and then continued: "Oliver 

reports that they have managed to crack Kriton's 

communication frequency, they believe they can jam it." 

"Then go ahead," she yelled. "Use plan TTT!" 

He paled and answered: "Do you really mean we should use 

that plan, I thought we had discarded it in our operations 

plan." 

"No, it is still there, I insisted," she calmly answered. 

"But I don't like torture, it is not my style and I was 

never trained in it anyway." He was still not convinced. 

"Nobody or shall we say nothing is going to be tortured. 

Remember Kriton is an intelligent plant and it will do as 

Galilei did." 

"What did he do?" Buck asked puzzled. 

"Galilei was a famous scientist in Italy, he was the first 

to see the moon through a telescope. The church didn't like 

that and told him to renounce his findings. He wouldn't. 

The Pope then told his men to show him the instruments of 

torture. The Pope told his Cardinals: "We won't have to 

torture him, he is an intelligent person his mind will 

convince him -and it did!" 

"Concerning our two defectors," she continued, "tell them 

that we will give them preference when sharing the spoils 

of war. They will be assured a place, a prominent place in 

our woods and nobody will be allowed to fell a tree of 

their families in the future. They will want to hear that. 

Then tell them that they must cooperate fully and translate 

to us what they hear is going on. Tell them that others are 
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coming to us as well and that we are negotiating with 

Kriton as well." 

"A tough girl," Buck said to himself before thanking her 

and replacing the receiver. Then he grabbed the operations 

manual and found plan TTT. It had already been approved by 

the President. Dr. Kroll had lost no time. 

The first action to be done was to start jamming Kriton. 

Five minutes later it started. Then he had to call Mike 

Ward in Turkey and instruct him. After that he instructed 

his assistants to take care of the rest. 

 

***  

 

       Darkness had fallen over the city of Manaus in the 

middle of the Amazon area on this first day of the 

confrontation between plants and man. Everywhere in the 

almost deserted streets corpses could be seen laying 

around, most of them already inflated in the intense heat. 

Many had died from the cholera in the last few days as the 

attack of the red algae had been going on already for a few 

weeks. The water in the river had become totally 

undrinkable today on September 1 and this had caused the 

most casualties. Later in the same day most vehicles had 

broken down, their fuel pumps and filters had clogged with 

a green slime. Whole families  had been wiped out when they 

ate tomatoes, green peppers or chili peppers, as well as 

potatoes. Then a thick cloud of spores had blown over the 

city and thousands had choked to death in its poisonous 

toxins. Surprisingly enough the electricity was still 

working and the city was now fully lit. 

The surviving officers in the army camps just outside the 

city had gathered in the officer's mess building and there 

was heavy drinking going on. 

Totally undetected, a small group of twenty men had 

gathered outside the undefended fence of the camp. Twenty 

is a holy number for the Indians, that was why they were 

exactly that number. They were on a holy mission. Silently 

they removed all their clothes until they were naked. Then 
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they painted each other with a white line going from the 

top of their head down the spine, then dividing down the 

back of each leg, ending on the heel. In front the line 

followed the nose then straight down to the groin where it 

divided onto each leg. On the feet it divided to follow 

each toe. 

José Abecasis didn't have to give any orders. It was an old 

Inca execution that was going to take place. An execution 

which because it was the most painful imaginable was only 

reserved for the most evil of men. It was called the 

"flower dead". The men gathered around the old man in their 

midst and grabbed their blow pipes before scaling the 

fence. They surrounded the officers' mess and one naked 

Indian painted completely red with  white stripes silenced 

the guard at the door with a single arrow. Then they threw 

dry grasses around the building and set it on fire. The 

drunken officers came running out and in the light from the 

flames José carefully scrutinized each one before ordering 

an arrow to be blown. 

Then he saw him, the torturer and murderer of Lulu Mercier. 

The drunken Major was grabbed by four of the Indians while 

the rest of the escaping officers were mowed down with a 

hail of poisonous arrows. 

The Indians brought the Major outside the camp to a small 

ravine and here the execution started. The Major was 

stripped and tied to the ground with four wooden pegs. The 

Indians started a sacred hymn and the old man  took a small 

calabash from his purse. It contained the pollen from a 

special hibiscus flower. Carefully the old man filled a 

small pipe with the powder and put it in one of the Major's 

nostrils. 

José stepped over and moved the old man away. 

"I will do this myself," he said. 

"You cannot," the old man said, "you might die also." 

José insisted and started very carefully to blow small 

amounts of the powder into the Major's nose. The Major was 

wide awake and slowly the fine powder entered his lungs. It 

was so fine a powder that it entered even the tiniest of 
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his bronchials. When the dust entered the bloodstream it 

started to etch and boil and soon the Major's body was 

cooking from the inside. 

If the old man had done it, the dying process could have 

been extended to more than a day under the worst pains. 

José was unskilled but he still managed to keep the Major 

alive for five hours. Shortly before the Major died José 

whispered to him: "The flowers have killed you." 

The Major looked at him as if he had seen a ghost and died. 

His corpse was left on the ground and the Indians vanished. 

 

*** 

  

       There was feverish activity on the Kadena air force 

base at the Okinawa island during the night between  

September 1 and 2. Four large C-130J Hercules transports 

were being readied for flight. At first daylight the planes 

were ready. The aircraft were of a special version operated 

by the reserve forces of the U.S. Air Force, they had been 

converted into special tankers which could spray fluids 

over large areas. In this case they were filled to the brim 

with a special herbicide, specially made to destroy grasses 

-and bamboos. In addition to this, maintenance crews had 

been working on the planes the last few days using British 

conversion kits to make them able to refuel in the air. 

Next to the spray planes were another four Hercules 

aircraft of the KC-130J tanker version. They, together with 

similar aircraft from the Marines would ensure that they 

could complete their 5000 miles mission. Their destination 

was the province of Yunnan deep inside China. Earlier that 

evening a flight of six B-52H's had also landed on the base 

and they would be launched three hours after the spray 

planes. Each bomber was loaded with fifty 500 pound tanks 

of napalm. They had the same destination. 

Ten minutes before sunrise a flash signal was received at 

the Base Operations. the President of the United States had 

authorized mission YYY, the killing of Yin, the leader of 
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the bamboos. Within minutes the four C-130J's raced down 

the runway at Kadena followed by the tankers. 

The U.S. State Department had tried to obtain permission 

from China for the flight, but no answer had been received. 

Satellite surveillance had established why, there was 

probably no one alive to receive let alone send a message 

in China. 

"Captain, set a course of 260 degrees, landfall will be at 

Fuchou in exactly two hours," the navigator of the lead 

plane instructed, they were taking the risk of a direct 

flight. 

Two hours later they crossed the coast of mainland China 

carefully monitoring their ECM (Electronic Countermeasures 

Equipment) for any possible Chinese interference. All radar 

and radio frequencies were dead silent. 

"Look, there is Fuchou!" the navigator pointed out. Black 

smoke was rising from the city of more than a million 

inhabitants. 

"Tell the others to stay at altitude," the captain 

instructed his second pilot and disengaged the autopilot, 

"We are going down to have a look!" 

A few minutes later they skirted the rooftops of the 

outskirts of the city. Everywhere bodies could be seen 

lying in the streets and the only living creatures  spotted 

were dogs running around in large packs. An oil refinery to 

the south of the city was ablaze, but no people could be 

seen around and at the large military air base to the 

southeast rows of MiG-21, or actually Chinese J-7 copies, 

could be seen unattended. 

"Jesus, what carnage!" the Captain exclaimed. "I thank God 

and the American government for having inoculated us. Let 

us get on with the job, I really want that bamboo to 

roast." 

      While they cruised over the Chinese countryside the 

second pilot took his pair of binoculars and scanned the 

landscape around the aircraft. Everywhere he could see 

small and large landslides. In other places he observed 

redirected rivers and streams. On mountains he saw miles of 
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roads having slid down the sides. Then he saw something 

strange, several long valleys were completely engulfed in 

yellow or green or white dust clouds. 

"They must be the poisonous spores they briefed us about," 

he said and pointed it out to the rest of the crew. One 

thing was the same everywhere, not a living human could be 

spotted. "They have completely rearranged the countryside 

and wiped out the population," he said to the others. 

The B-52 bombers were now airborne and thirty minutes 

before the C-130s arrived at the slopes near the village of 

Yuanyang they went down though the low clouds. 

"Look at that," the pilot of the lead plane exclaimed, 

"there must be at least 50 square miles of bamboo down 

there." Coldly the second pilot looked at him and said: "I 

guess that is why we have 300 tanks of napalm between us. 

Let us nail that goddamn plant before it kills more 

people." 

With no opposition to consider the B-52's could roam at 

will and with an average of six napalm tanks per square 

mile the whole tract of land was soon ablaze. 

"Yankee formation calling Boom formation," the leader of 

the C-130s called the bombers. "We are five minutes from 

the target and we see it clearly, it looks like you have 

finished the job." 

"Yah, I think that it will be unnecessary for you to go 

in," the B-52 leader bragged. 

"We have orders, and we will have to unload this stuff 

anyway, have a good return trip. Over!"  the C-130 Captain 

transmitted and then made a low flight over the still 

smoldering mountain side. Nowhere could a single stem of 

bamboo be seen. 

It was deceiving however, as it was only where the napalm 

tanks had actually hit the ground and ignited that the 

roots of the bamboo had been damaged. 90% of the roots of 

the plant were still intact. 

Fortunately the leader of the spray planes was an order-

abiding officer and he gave the order to fall into line 

abreast formation. The spraying gear was turned on and 
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within thirty minutes every square inch of the former 

bamboo groves had been sprayed. In less than a day the 

whole plant would be dead!  

The only people to survive, first the attack of the algae 

and then the bombers was an old man and his granddaughter. 

They had been told two days ago to go to a small cave near 

the bamboo groves. Into this cave they brought a few leaves 

and sprigs of bamboo and without knowing why, they buried 

it in the sand in the cave. 

"It has stopped to transmit, I think they have done it!" 

Oliver Kleberg yelled when he saw the traces disappear on 

his computer monitor. He grabbed his phone and pressed a 

single button. 

"Buck, this is Oliver, tell everybody, that I think Yin is 

dead!" 

 

***  

 

        Mike and Karanfil sat down next to the huge plane 

tree, Kriton and they despised what they had been 

instructed to do. They both knew very well that Kriton 

could not be blamed for the hundreds of thousands who had 

died in Istanbul and Izmir and numerous other Turkish 

cities. Around them was busy activity, scores of uniformed 

men were getting ready. 

Mike connected the computer and said with a sad voice: "Do 

you hear me Kriton, we must talk to you." 

It took a little before the printer responded:  

"YES I HEAR YOU MIKE---YOU MUST SPEAK LOUDLY AS I AM VERY 

TIRED AND FEEL DRAINED---WHAT DO YOU WANT" 

Now Karanfil said with a loud voice: "I am also here you 

must stop the killings, you must get all the plants to 

stop. We ask you to surrender and help us." 

There was a long pause before the answer came: 

"I CANNOT SURRENDER---I CANNOT DEFECT FROM OUR CAUSE YOU 

MUST UNDERSTAND THAT" 
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Mike now yelled out towards the tree ensuring to keep the 

transmit key on his UHF radio open. In that way Buck could 

monitor what was going on via the satellite relay. 

"Kriton, we have destroyed Yin and both the elm and ash 

tree clans have joined us. You must also help us." 

"I HAVE NOT HEARD THAT WHEN DID THAT HAPPEN---I HAVE HAD 

DIFFICULTIES IN CONTROLLING MYSELF WHAT HAVE YOU DONE" 

"I am sorry but we have found your way of communicating 

with the other parts of yourself and the other plants. We 

are able to cut you off." Mike turned his head slowly and 

said into his UHF radio: "Cut the jamming of Kriton!" Then 

he said to Kriton: "Can you feel it, now you can control 

all of yourself again!" 

"YOU ARE RIGHT MIKE---THANK YOU---BUT I CAN STILL NOT 

ABANDON OUR CAUSE" 

"OK, I am sorry but we will have to force you into helping 

us." Mike whispered towards the tree. Then he gave a signal 

to some of the uniformed men around and they started to 

hammer long steel rods into the ground. 

"Can you hear the hammering Kriton?" Mike asked towards the 

tree. 

"YES WHAT IS GOING ON---I CAN HEAR THE NOISE AND FEEL STEEL 

RODS IN MY ROOTS" 

"Listen carefully, this is your last chance. First we will 

hammer several dozens of steel rods into the ground around 

you. Then we will connect them to high tension electricity 

so we burn away all your small roots. After that we will 

hammer pipes down in the ground and pump acids into them. 

We will destroy you very slowly. After you have been 

destroyed we will make sure that every single plane tree in 

the world is ripped up. All the knowledge you have 

accumulated will be lost. Can you hear the sound of an 

airplane? It will soon spray herbicide over any plane tree 

it spots from the air. Furthermore you will not be able to 

warn the other parts of yourself as we will now start to 

jam you again." 

Mike very carefully said while he looked at Karanfil with 

grief on his face. 
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"STOP MIKE I CANNOT LET YOU DESTROY ALL THE KNOWLEDGE I 

HAVE ACCUMULATED---I GIVE IN I WILL HELP YOU" 

The printer suddenly spurted out. 

In his operations room at Langley, Buck laid down the 

telephone through which he had been in contact with Mike 

and exclaimed loudly: "We have destroyed the leader of the 

bamboos, Yin and right now Kriton the plane tree has joined 

us. I think we are winning!" 

 

***  

 

       At about noon local time an American submarine was 

in the Bay of Bengal and had just completed the countdown 

for the launching of two Tomahawk cruise missiles. One 

after the other the jet-powered sleek planes broke the 

surface of the water and set course. One headed for the 

dense jungles of Burma, the other for the equally dense 

forests of northeastern Thailand. Each guided by a low 

flying P-3C anti-submarine aircraft the two missiles found 

their targets less than two hours later. In both cases it 

was a huge teak tree emitting almost untraceable VVLF 

waves. Both targets were destroyed and seconds later the 

Center in Cedar Rapids could determine that the emissions 

had ceased. 

        Four deadly F-15E tactical bombing aircraft crossed 

low over the uninviting waters of the Black sea. 

"Coastline in sight five miles east of Giresun, we are 

right on track," the Weapons Systems Officer in backseat of 

the lead aircraft informed the others. "Decrease speed and 

orbit," the lead pilot ordered while looking out intently. 

"Over there!" he said while pointing to his mates. They 

both nodded, there was a large orchard of trees on a small 

hill overlooking the sea. The WSO looked at his Pave Tack 

scope and carefully placed the crosshairs over the target 

with the help of a little joystick. "Target allocated" he 

said while pressing a trigger next to the joystick. A large 

TV-guided missile left its underwing rack and seconds later 

the target erupted in flames and clouds of dust. The target 
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was a very old cherry tree. Carefully another old tree was 

selected, then a third and a fourth. 

"Cyril 2, now it's your turn, we are breaking off." The 

lead pilot ordered. Ten minutes later a total of sixteen 

missiles had found their target and an overhead circling P-

3C informed Cedar Rapids:  

"Cherry targets destroyed, emissions  have ceased!" 

 

*** 

  

       Buck took the telephone receiver and answered: "Buck 

Chandler on the line!" 

"Buck it is Hans van der Meer, I have good news for you!" 

"Good afternoon Hans, I am right with the time of day this 

time. Tell me the news." 

"I have just had a call from Marie Karpinski in Poland, it 

sounds like things are well there. She tells me that it is 

only the coastal regions which have been affected by the 

algae. It appears that the clan of the beech trees held 

back in relaying orders to activate the algae in the 

rivers. Further she says that she is in contact with Bog, 

the leader of the beech trees. It has gone over to our 

side." 

A few minutes later Buck called Samanthra Kroll. 

"Sam, congratulations , your TTT plan worked, I think we 

are on our way to winning this confrontation," he said. 

"So what are the plans for the peace?" she inquired. 

"Come on Sam, rejoice now, we will make plans for that 

later," he said slightly irritated. 

"I give up, don't you guys ever learn?" she retorted, 

"Don't you ever learn, that in waging war you should use 

10% of your planning efforts in beating the enemy and 90% 

effort in winning peace. What will you concede to the 

plants?" 

Buck was stunned. "Give the plants? They lost, we will give 

them nothing I hope," he cried out, so loud that everybody 

in the operations room looked at him. 
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"We will have to give them at least 50%. I will make a 

plan," she yelled back and slammed the phone down. 

 

***  

 

       Mike and Karanfil were still sitting under the plane 

tree Kriton after all the soldiers had left. 

"How are you feeling?" Karanfil asked 

"NOT TOO BAD I HAVE REGAINED MY ABILITY TO COMMUNICATE AND 

I AM GRADUALLY REGAINING MY STRENGTH" the computer  printed 

out. 

"I am glad that you came to your senses and joined us," 

Mike said. 

"I HAD ORDERS TO KILL YOU AND ALL OTHERS INVOLVED WITH THE 

PLANTS---I ALSO HAD TO KILL EVERYBODY IN WHAT YOU CALLED 

THE TASK FORCE---I WAS THE ONE WHO WAS SUPPOSED TO ORDER 

THE SPORES EMBEDDED IN YOU TO ACTIVATE" 

Mike froze and looked with horror at Karanfil, he had 

totally forgotten about the spores planted in them. 

Karanfil had tears in her eyes and asked: "Why didn't you 

give the order?" 

"I AM NOT A WARRIOR I AM A PHILOSOPHER A HISTORIAN A KEEPER 

OF RECORDS---LAST YEAR I HAD TO KILL A MAN A SCIENTIST IN 

CHICAGO---I DECIDED THAT IT WOULD BE THE FIRST AND THE 

LAST" 

"We are grateful, Kriton, you mentioned the words "Task 

Force", did you know what we were doing?" Mike cautiously 

asked. 

"YES I KNEW EVERYTHING---THE MEASURES TO MAKE OIL SAFE---

THE INOCULATION PLANS---THE PLANS TO HARVEST THE 

VEGETABLES---THE PLANS OF HOW TO JAM OUR LEADERS---

EVERYTHING" the printer answered. 

"But how?" Mike whispered. 

"THAT IS MY SECRET---REMEMBER I KNOW EVERYTHING---EVEN WHAT 

YOU CALLED PLAN TTT" 

Mike and Karanfil turned purple red in their faces  with 

embarrassment before they asked: "Why didn't you tell the 

other plants?" 



CHAPTER 19 "CONFRONTATION" [THE WORLD, SEPTEMBER] 

 

 

390 

"THAT IS ANOTHER SECRET OF MINE---BUT WATCH OUT IT IS NOT 

OVER YET." 

 

***  

 

       At almost exactly the same time Oliver Kleberg in 

Cedar Rapids received a message from a P-3C which was 

circling off the coast of Japan. 

"We are receiving faint traces from the slopes of Mt. Fuji, 

they are of the same kind as the ones from Yin in Yunnan. 

It appears that Yin is still alive and giving orders." 

Within minutes Buck had been alerted and he called the 

White House. 

"I will have to confer with the President," Bruce 

Manderfield said. 

Five minutes later he was back and carefully said: "Listen 

carefully Buck, the President wants that plant completely 

eradicated." 

"Yes, I understand, but Mt. Fuji is considered a holy place 

by the Japanese I don't think they will allow it." Buck 

answered timidly. 

"I told you to listen, the President wants that plant 

killed, whether the Japanese like it or not. We will inform 

the Japanese, you just go ahead. By the way we owe the 

Japanese nothing in this case. It appears that they have 

not had a single casualty, I think they are in it with the 

plants. 

     Less than thirty minutes later the aircraft carrier 

Kitty Hawk, normally stationed in Japan, but now steaming 

300 miles to the east of the islands, was alerted for the 

task. 

"Sir! Telephone for you." An assistant interrupted Buck. 

"Is it Buck Chandler? This is Minoru Ando calling, I have 

an important message for you." 

"Hello Ando, it is nice to hear from you, how are things in 

Japan? I hear that you have escaped all the killings done 

by the plants," Buck said with an ice cold voice. 
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"I have been contacted by Yin, the leader of the clan of 

the bamboos. It has offered to negotiate for peace." 

"Damn Yin! It is in no position to negotiate, we know where 

it is hiding and we will bomb it into oblivion in less than 

half a hour," Buck yelled into the phone. 

"I know, my government has told me that," Ando persisted. 

"You can tell Yin that we don't even accept a surrender 

from it, we are going to kill it off once and for all." 

"Hold on, I am telling it now," Ando said into the 

telephone and then continued after a short while: "Yin asks 

me if you know the fungus Pityrosporum, it says that they 

are small oval plants and they are common, especially in 

developed countries." 

"No, I don't, but stand by, I will find out." Buck said and 

yelled to an assistant to get Dr. Lena Rickover on the 

telephone, she would know. 

"Yes, Buck I know what they are, they are the fungi which 

cause dandruff, they cause the cells to divide and multiply 

faster than normal," she answered. 

"Yes, I know what these fungi are! But I can't see what it 

has to do with the situation," Buck yelled back to Ando. 

"Yin says that unless you agree to peace negotiations right 

now it will activate all the Pityrosporum fungi and within 

36 hours they will all have produced a special toxin which 

causes the human brain to go wild. Most surviving humans, 

it claims, will go insane," Ando replied quietly. 

Buck was completely stunned and couldn't talk for several 

moments. Then he gained his senses and said to Ando: 

"You don't believe that, do you?" 

"I don't know, but can we take the risk?" 

"Lena, are you still there?" Buck called on the other 

telephone and explained the dilemma to her. 

"It could be right, and if it is we couldn't possibly 

combat it. I don't think we should take such a risk," she 

answered. 

"Give me the President," Buck yelled and immediately he had 

Bruce on the line." Carefully he explained the situation to 
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him and only seconds later the President himself was on the 

line:  

"It looks like a stand-off, Buck, I cannot take such a 

risk, we will have to negotiate. Also call the attack on 

Mt. Fuji off. By the way Dr. Samanthra Kroll from Harvard 

University has just called us with some very interesting 

plans for negotiations. I think that you will be out of the 

picture from now on. I must truly commend you on the way 

you have handled this crisis. Thank you Buck" 

The President replaced the telephone on his desk and 

realized that he was perspiring profusely. It was only this 

morning that he had used a shampoo containing a special 

ingredient for removing dandruff. He knew very well that 

these shampoos never work 100% effectively. He looked at 

Bruce Manderfield next to him and saw that also he was 

perspiring. Then he looked closer and saw the white dots on 

the shoulder of his black suit. He smiled a wry smile and 

Bruce gave him back a similar one.    
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 20 
 

"THE END-THE BEGINNING"  
[WASHINGTON D.C. USA, YEAR 1] 

 

        The confrontation had ended on September 3, but the 

effects had not. On the 4th there were outbreaks of cholera 

over the greater parts of the areas which had been most 

devastated. The few survivors who had struggled out of 

isolated villages and country side now succumbed to this 

disease. What was worse was that the nations which had 

suffered the least were in no position to help. And there 

was no fuel available. 

"You must stop the algae," Herman Reuter pleaded with the 

plants. 

"WE ARE SORRY BUT THEY CANNOT BE RECALLED" was the printed 

answer every time. 

"Tell Yin it most stop any further hostilities," Buck 

Chandler was told to transmit to the leader of the bamboos. 

It could do nothing. 

"Something must be done in order to help the people in the 

most affected nations," the press and the public urged. 

There was fuel available, but it had to be assigned 

primarily to obtain energy and means of transport to get 

more fuel. 

Professor Andres Lucillus had already foreseen the next 

major problem with which the world was faced. They needed 

new and fresh supplies of oil and fuel, but had nowhere to 

store it. All storage facilities were already full with the 

useless fluid into which the plants had made the oil. You 
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simply could not just empty those storages out into the sea 

or on the ground. 

Ever since September 1 the U.S. Air Force and Navy had 

continuously watched the earth with both satellites and 

reconnaissance aircraft. Now the data began to be revealed. 

Most organised countries and communities in Asia, Africa 

and South America had ceased to exist, their populations 

having been destroyed mostly by the green algae and now the 

cholera was finishing the job. 

Herman summed it up in a briefing held for the U.S. 

Department of Health: "If Helle Petersen a Danish girl had 

not had her suspicions we would never have found the green 

algae. We would not have been able to find the antidote and 

inoculate our populations. The bamboo would have won by a 

large margin!" 

"But why didn't you inoculate the whole world?" an official 

inquired. 

"You must realize that everything had to be done without 

the plants knowing it. Otherwise they would have made their 

strike immediately and everything would have been lost. 

After we found the antidote we had to use small and largely 

unknown facilities to produce the serum we needed. We knew 

that the plants were monitoring the others." 

"That also explains why we could not put the nation on an 

emergency alert much earlier and why all our facilities for 

combatting the plants had to be built up discreetly. We 

could not use the normal centers and means of 

communication," Buck Chandler sitting next to Herman 

explained. 

"But how did you know that the plants were checking?" 

another official asked. 

Herman rose and said: "The plants had told us bluntly from 

the first day they made contact with us that if we made any 

hostile moves they would attack us immediately." 

"And you believed them?" 

"Yes, we did and we saw that people were killed by the 

plants if they revealed anything," Herman answered, then 

hesitated and continued: "Every single one of us was also 

told that we had been implanted with a deadly spore which 
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could be activated and kill us if we revealed anything the 

plants didn't want us to." 

"How would they know and why were you not killed?" yet 

another official wanted to know. 

"We discovered that the plants had planted patches of 

lichen everywhere, and by the way, those patches are still 

around. We also found out that every potted plant and what 

is called bonsai trees were spying on us." Once more Herman 

hesitated and then said with a sigh: "We were not killed 

because the plant who had to give the order or the signal 

did not do it!" 

"Which plant, which plant?" the audience cried out. 

"It was Kriton the leader of the plane trees, it was the 

plant which saved the human race," Herman concluded and 

waved his hand in a gesture of refusing more questions. 

 

*** 

 

      Dr. Samanthra Kroll, dean of the Philosophical 

faculty of Harvard University was selected by the President 

of the United States to lead the negotiations with the 

plants. 

Her plan was simple and the President liked that. Among 

other things the plants would get 50% of the surface of the 

earth. The world would be divided into two zones, the plant 

zone and the human zone. She would also do her utmost to 

play the plants out against each other. 

The plan was the easy part of organizing the peace 

negotiations. Who should represent the plants and who 

should represent the human race -or the animals as Yin 

continued to call them? Where was the conference going to 

be? 

It quickly became evident that the United Nations was an 

empty shell as virtually none of the representatives or 

delegations there had any communication with their home 

countries. Most didn't even know if their countries still 

existed. Some did know that their states had ceased to 

exist but still behaved as if they were world powers. Some 

European powers insisted that the conference should be held 
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on that continent, but as they could not agree upon where, 

that idea fell through. 

Mr. Minoru Ando called on behalf of the Japanese government 

and insisted that Tokyo should be used as the venue of the 

conference. The President of the United States vetoed that. 

It was only in mid September that Kriton the plane tree 

decided the matter. It transmitted a message to Herman 

saying the following: 

"THIS IS KRITON THE PLANE TREE---I HAVE BEEN ELECTED THE 

NEW LEADER OF ALL PLANTS---WE WILL BE READY FOR A 

CONFERENCE ON PEACE AND COOPERATION STARTING ON SEPTEMBER 

THE TWENTIETH---DUE TO THE CONVENIENCE OF COMMUNICATION I 

SUGGEST THAT THE CONFERENCE BE HELD IN WASHINGTON DC IN THE 

UNITED STATES---WE KNOW THAT THE COMMUNICATION SYSTEMS OF 

THE HUMANS ARE SUFFICIENT THERE AND I AM ALSO WELL 

REPRESENTED ON CAPITOL HILL---I ALSO SUGGEST THAT DOCTOR 

HERMAN REUTER BE LEADER OF THE CONFERENCE---WE HAVE FULL 

TRUST IN HIM". 

Within hours this suggestion was agreed upon. The American 

government would set up a communication system through 

which every nation in the world could communicate. It would 

of course use satellites and in that way the plants would 

be unable to interfere. It would also be arranged that 

several plane trees on Capitol Hill in Washington would be 

connected to a special computer provided by the CIA. This 

computer was looked after by agent Oliver Kleberg and his 

assistant John Wiggles. 

      Herman Reuter was pleased with Kriton's suggestion 

and equally pleased with the President's immediate 

acceptance. His first action was to insist that all the 

persons who had originally been to the seminar in the 

Netherlands, as well as the persons who had been with the 

so called "Task force" was appointed to the delegation. He 

soon found out that not everybody be available. Wang was 

dead and neither José the Amazon Indian or Lulu Mercier who 

was probably with him, nor Bismarck or Peter Manelow could 

be contacted. The Turkish doctor Tayfun Demerci and his 

wife Helle declined the invitation, they were just too busy 

in helping the thousands of cholera patients in that 
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country. Clara van der Meer did not want to be a part of 

the delegation. "I am out of the botanical world," she 

declared. 

 

*** 

 

      The peace and cooperation conference started as 

scheduled on September 20 and was unique in that it was 

only the specialists called by Herman Reuter who were 

physically present in Washington. The nations who had been 

hardest hit were barely represented. China, India, Pakistan 

and Indonesia which had formerly accounted for more than 

half the world's human population had to be represented by 

some of its citizens who lived either in Europe or America. 

It had been impossible to find any survivors in these 

countries in the few days leading up to the conference. 

The day before the conference started the leader of the 

clan of the balsa trees, named Xcetel had announced that it 

wanted the humans in the whole South American continent 

represented by an Indian with the name of José Abecasis. 

The plants had insisted that he physically come to 

Washington. It had cost the U.S. Air Force more than 50,000 

gallons of precious fuel to extract him from the jungle of 

the Amazon river by helicopter and then forward him by jet 

to Washington. The expenditure had been refunded soon after 

by the plants. They had said where unspoiled fuel could be 

found in the continent now almost  empty of people. It 

seemed that the first feeble steps for cooperation were 

taken. José told Herman the bad news that Lulu had been 

murdered. 

      On the first day of the conference the communication 

systems glowed with suggestions of a new world order. Both 

plants and delegations from all over the world declared 

that there should be more equality, justice and opportunity 

as a result of the conference. Some were prepared for year 

long negotiations. Most already had visions of how to 

divide the globe. On that first day however, Kriton, the 

declared leading negotiator of the plants and Herman 

Reuter, the declared  leading negotiator of the humans told 
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the world: "This conference should be over by the end of 

the month." And so it was. 

       It took only a day for the conference members to 

establish and approve that both the plants and the humans 

could establish their own nations and organizations. 

       It took another day to establish that there should 

be areas on the planet set aside to be governed solely by 

the plants and others by the humans. These areas should be 

governed by the respective species without interference 

from the other part. If people or organisms from the other 

part were to exist outside their own area, rules of co-

existence should be established. It was decided that a 

special headquarters for the coordination of co-existence 

should be established together with sub-centers in every 

nation on earth. The headquarters and each sub-center 

should have both a plant and a human director. 

It was then decided with no opposition, that the plant 

Kriton of the family of plane trees should be the Director 

of the plants and Dr. Herman Reuter the director of the 

Humans. 

Dr. Samanthra Kroll's plan was, surprisingly, not met with 

the opposition she had feared. Maybe because of the fact 

that there were very few to oppose it. It was agreed within 

days that, as a general rule, the area on both sides of the 

Equator up to the tropic of Cancer on the northern 

hemisphere and the tropic of Capricorn on the southern 

hemisphere would be the zone of the plants. The land to the 

north and south of this would be the mainly human zone. 

Initially most European countries objected to the large 

areas to be governed by the plants. Their main concern was 

where to put the people who undoubtedly would want to leave 

that area. Only when it became evident that there would 

actually be a large shortage of people in the areas 

allocated to the humans did they agree. Such was the extent 

of the deaths. In the end the only opposing country was 

Japan, it wanted the former Socialist Republic of China to 

be in the zone of the plants. 

"Do we smell a rat here?" Buck commented to Herman. Herman 

did not understand and Buck explained: "I am only quoting 
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the President!" Later it would be agreed that China would 

indeed go to the plants. 

       During the conference news started to filter out 

from various parts of the world. It was revealed that 

aircraft from Japan had already started flights over China. 

"They are on missions of mercy in order to find and save 

people there," was the explanation. 

Other sources reported that thousands of small 

communication sets had been manufactured and sold in Japan. 

These were sets based upon the one Herman and John had used 

in their communication with the plants. Almost every large 

Japanese corporation had established an office for 

cooperation with the plants. The Banzai Bonsai Company 

could report a surge in sales of bonsai arrangements, 

especially those containing bamboos. Those companies not 

already in possession of such an arrangement would pay 

anything for fast delivery. 

Having heard the rumors Mike Ward approached Minoru Ando, 

who not only had been asked by Herman Reuter to participate 

in the conference, but also came with the credentials as an 

ambassador of Japan. 

"Ando, we hear rumors that Japan is preparing itself in a 

big way for cooperation with the plants, is that true?" 

Mike asked as a feeler in front of the camera. 

"Yes, Mike, I can say honestly that the whole Japanese 

people feel there is a great future in cooperation with the 

plant world," Ando said not looking either embarrassed or 

uncomfortable in any way. 

"As the ambassador from your country can you tell me why 

there were almost no deaths in Japan during the recent 

confrontation?" Mike continued. 

Smiling broadly Ando answered immediately: "We were like 

all the other developed states well prepared for the 

confrontation. It also was to our advantage that Japan 

always has had good relations with the plant world. There 

is an old tradition in Japan which calls for harmony in the 

universe. Even our religion tells us that." 
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"But weren't the Japanese companies very much involved with 

the cutting down of the rain forest and genetic 

engineering?" Mike persisted. 

Ando stiffened slightly, but still kept his smile while he 

explained: "The Japanese people is not without its faults 

and mistakes have been made, however we are also always the 

first to correct mistakes. You can be assured of that." 

"Finally, Mr. Ando, can you tell us whether it is correct 

that there have already been Japanese aircraft operating 

over China and that several ships have landed there," Mike 

said. 

"I am pleased that you ask me that question, Mr. Ward." 

Ando said with a sly smile. "The first aircraft which were 

over China were solely on mercy flights trying to find out 

if there were any survivors. After it has been agreed that 

China will become a part of the new Botanical World we have 

been asked by the plants to help them in developing China 

for the benefit of both them and us." 

"Does that mean that there will be Japanese moving to the 

mainland?" Mike asked with astonishment, this was a new 

development. 

"Yes, of course there are already several thousand 

specialists on their way. There is nothing wrong in that, 

it is a simple bilateral agreement between Japan and the 

leader of the Southeastern Botanical Zone. Thank you Mike, 

I think it will be enough for today." 

Mike blushed with excitement and had to ask one more 

question: "Ando, please tell me who is the leader of what 

you call the Southeastern Botanical Zone, I have not heard 

about anything like that before." 

"I am sorry, I thought you knew, it was publicized more 

than two hours ago. The plants have decided  to divide 

their area into zones and the first one formed is the 

Southeastern Botanical Zone. It covers what was formerly 

China and what was called Southeast Asia among others the 

Philippines, Vietnam, Thailand, Malaysia and Indonesia. The 

center of cooperation is going to be the former city of 

Singapore. I will be going there in a few days as I will be 
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the leader of the new region together with the leader of 

the clans of the bamboos, Yin, who I believe you have met." 

      The news immediately spread like a prairie fire and 

shortly after it was announced that the plants had formed a 

new Southwestern Botanical Zone covering the areas of South 

America and the Caribbean. The coordination center  was 

going to be Manaus in the middle of the Amazon area. Mike 

was not surprised when he later got the news that Jose« 

Abecasis was going to be the leader together with the clan 

leader of the balsa trees. Already the same day rumors had 

it that a large contract of cooperation had been agreed 

between the new zone and a large American company. 

      Mike Ward had the opportunity to interview José 

Abecasis almost immediately afterwards. His first question 

was: "Mr. Abecasis, don't you feel it is a bit early to 

commit the new area of the Southwestern Botanical Zone to 

an American company?" 

It was the first time since meeting in the jungle of Peru 

that José had time to talk to Mike. He immediately broke 

out in a big confident smile and said: "There is so little 

time to redo things. We must all get started with our 

tasks. I have  made an agreement with my friend Xcetel the 

balsa tree that the whole Amazon area is going to be the 

homeland of all Indians. The American company you are 

talking about is owned and run by American Indians. There 

will soon be a great Indian state which will show the rest 

of the world how to live in harmony with nature." 

Mike nodded and understood. 

"I will not disturb you any more you have a lot to do," 

Mike said and left the young Indian to a crowd of people. 

     Later in the day the plants declared that a new 

botanical zone had been created in Africa to be called the 

Southern Botanical Zone. 

     On that same day several other important decisions 

were made. Hans van der Meer was appointed to be the new 

Director of a new Unified Research and Coordination Center. 

This center was to direct all research involving plants and 

would be the agency which decided upon genetic research. 

The plants had already provided a whole bank of their 
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information and this would now be pooled with what was 

contained in the International Board for plant genetic 

research in Virginia in USA, which for a long time had been 

collecting rare seeds. The USDA at Ft. Collins in Colorado 

provided another 230,000 seeds from different plants. The 

former Nanjing Bamboo Research Center in China became a 

subsidiary of the new organization. Yin the leader of the 

bamboos insisted that the leader of the center should be a 

young gifted Japanese girl with the name Yoko Ando. 

"Imagine the revolution we are going to see," Hans van der 

Meer explained to the press. "We will soon see a system in 

which there will be full cooperation between man and 

plants. It means that the plants can tell us where and when 

and with what crop it will be most advantageous to grow. 

They can tell us if they need fertilizer and when to water 

them. Together we can breed healthier plants and prevent 

the overuse of land." 

      On the last day of the peace conference the plants 

declared that a new algae had been found. It would soon 

combat all the poisonous green and red algae in the waters 

of the earth. With the help of human airplanes they would 

be scattered around the world and would soon kill the 

dangerous algae. The plants had also come up with another 

algae which would transform the mixture of oil and water in 

the oil tanks into a harmless substance which could be 

released into the water. 

 

*** 

 

       It was mid October and the maple trees of Wisconsin 

wore beautiful shades of red, yellow and brown. The garden 

of no.10 Walnut Grove in Chippawa Falls had got a new tree. 

Not far from the old trusted walnut a large plane tree had 

been planted. 

"It is a real Kriton." Herman declared towards his wife 

Linda and their two children Sandy and Tim. 

"It means that I can do most of my future work right here 

in our yard. Kriton and I will work together for a just 

world for both the plants and us." 
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"Is it true that you are the most important man in the 

world, Dad?" Sandy asked. 

"They say in the school that you have saved the world and 

you will be the new President for the whole world," Tim 

added. 

Herman looked at the children and said: "No, it is not 

true. I will not be a President. I am more like a judge. 

Kriton and I will have to help people and plants if they 

can't agree. Then we will decide who is right and correct 

the wrong things," he looked at Linda and asked: "Am I not 

right?" 

She smiled and said: "Not totally, I think that you saved 

the world. First you made the contact with the plants and 

then you managed to foil the plot of the bamboos. We are 

proud of you Herman." The children clapped their hands and 

yelled: "Our Dad is the greatest!" 

      Later in the evening when the children had been put 

to bed Herman and Linda sat in the living room. 

"Have you heard that Mike and Karanfil are getting married 

next week?" Herman said to Linda. 

"Yes" she answered, "but I am sure that you haven't heard 

that Lisa and John will also get married. It will be a 

double wedding." 

He smiled and added: "It looks like the future looks bright 

enough to establish a family." Then he continued: "Mike 

told me today that Peter Manelow the Kenyan was in England 

when the confrontation broke out. He and his family have 

survived. Not only that, he told Mike that he secretly had 

managed to get some of the algae antidote and that many 

from his Kikuyu tribe had been inoculated and survived." 

"Oh, that is great news Herman, I am happy about that." 

Linda said. 

"I am not finished yet", he continued. "He has already 

established contact with the plant leader of the Southern 

Botanical Zone and arranged for the lease of large areas of 

what used to be Kenya. He will grow tobacco with help from 

the plants." 

"I knew it from the first time I saw him that he was a 

survivor," she said and laughed. 
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After her laugh had died away she asked: "That leaves only 

Bismarck the Indian and Marie Karpinski unaccounted for. 

Have you heard anything?" 

With a sad look on his face he answered: "I think we can 

take it for granted that Bismarck is dead. There are no 

reports of even a single survivor in the area he lived in. 

Mike is almost one hundred percent sure. With Marie we are 

sure and it is really a tragic story. She died in one of 

the attacks made by the plants in eastern Europe. It was an 

attack by poisonous spores. She simply refused to cancel 

her daily walk in the forest. Even when she had been warned 

about the attack by the plants themselves. Maybe she wanted 

it that way." 

"How do you know that?" she wondered. 

"Kriton told me. It was informed by the leader of the beech 

trees, Bog is its name. It was the one who warned her. It 

has been decided that the large area of Poland which will 

be a botanical area is going to be called the Karpinski 

Botanical Zone." 

Linda took a deep breath and asked:  

"Tell me, Herman, who won this war?"  

He rose and took her hand and together they walked out into 

the yard. It was a clear evening and the stars were 

sparkling. Finally when they stood under the newly planted 

plane tree he said: "Imagine the new map of the world and 

then tell me who do you think won." 

She whispered: "You mean the plants won?" 

"Yes!" he said and then continued, "and even worse I think 

Kriton planned the whole thing." 

"You mean it was not the bamboos who did it?" 

"I believe that Kriton set up the bamboos, the other plants 

and even us. Remember what Mike told us: Kriton had told 

him that it knew everything, our plans, everything. I think 

that every little event, everything which happened had been 

carefully planned and staged by Kriton." 

"But what about the jamming. John told me how they had 

discovered its communication frequency by accident," she 

argued. 
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"I don't believe such a clever creation as Kriton would 

rely on having only one means of communication. I think 

that it was staged as well," he said and then took her hand 

while looking up in the sky. 

"However, I think that we won too. I mean mankind won as 

well. I think that mankind would have destroyed itself 

without this event. I think our children now have a future 

on this planet." 

 

*** 

 

      Next morning when Herman looked at his computer there 

was a short message printed out: 

"YOU ARE RIGHT---BUT IT MUST BE A SECRET BETWEEN US" 

 
 

 -THE END- 
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