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    Chapter 1

  


  
    The telephone ringing brought Donal out of his daydream. He cleared his throat, picked up the handset, and with his slight Irish brogue, said. “Hello, Detective Inspector Crinigan speaking.”


    “Hello Detective Inspector. My name is Doctor Timothy Clark and I am the coroner at the British Embassy in Cambodia. We have a mystery here, which I hope you can help us with,” said the well-spoken English Doctor.


    “Hello Doctor Clark… Cambodia, that sounds interesting. How can I help?” asked Donal, intrigued.


    The Doctor explained. “A body of a foreign man was found in one of the shallow dry wells in a recess in the temple ruins at *Ta-Prohm, which is a small ancient temple complex a kilometre away from *Angkor Thom, one of the main tourist sites in Siem Reap.”


    Donal, knowing nothing about Cambodia, slid over his notepad and jotted down details as the Doctor told him.


    “A tour guide taking a party of tourists found the body after the guide decided to frighten the party. Ta Prohm temple is not a popular tourist spot, and tourists rarely go inside the ruins, but on this occasion, the guide took them off the planned route and inside to explore the dark recesses. However, it backfired when he shone his torch into a dry well and saw a body partially covered with soil lying there.”


    Donal imagined the scene and smirked when he thought about the tourists and their guide. ‘I bet it scared the bejesus out of them,’ he thought as Doctor Clark continued.


    “We are having difficulty identifying the dead man. The Cambodian police brought the body to the nearest Cambodian hospital with a morgue in Phnom Penh and then contacted me. ”


    “Hmm, and I imagine it gets hot there,” said Donal, “so the body would degrade quickly.”


    “Yes Detective Inspector, you would think so, but even though it’s hot and humid here, surprisingly the body had not degraded at all. In fact, apart from the look of horror on the man’s face, the body looked fresh, so I cannot determine how long he has been dead.”


    “Oh, said the detective,” sounding surprised. “Have you any clue to who he was? Or how he died?”


    The phone went quiet as Doctor Clark looked at his notes and then said,


    “When I examined the body of the Caucasian man, he looked to be in his mid-thirties and dressed in a hospital gown, with nothing found to identify him, and the nearest hospital is twenty kilometres from Ta-Prohm temple. However, the hospital staff told the Cambodian Police they’d had no foreigners admitted in the last few weeks. However, the police had several foreigners’ come forward when they put a photo of the dead man in the Cambodia Daily newspaper a few days ago. The police said they had interviewed several foreigners, who said they had met this man in Phnom Penh several weeks earlier and said he’s an Englishman called Nick, who came from Brighton. But that’s all I know.” Doctor Clark sighed and said. “As for how he died, therein lies the mystery.”


    Donal then heard a quiver in Doctor Clark’s voice when he said, “I performed a post-mortem, and found a burst Berry Aneurysm in his brain, which suggested that he died from a tremendous shock. However, when I examined tissue samples under a microscope, the cells in his sample were still developing.”


    Donal gasped. “What? I don’t understand. How is that possible, Doctor?”


    “I have no idea, Detective Inspector. I am baffled and never come across anything like this before.”


    Donal, feeling confused, sat back in his chair, and looked out of his glass-partitioned office at the Detectives at their workstations, as Doctor Clark said. “I have done all I can at this stage and I am not equipped to investigate further here. With you having one of the best forensic facilities in the world, I was hoping you could help solve this mystery.”


    “I understand Doctor Clark. Yes, we should be able to help. Please send the information you have and I will investigate further. Send the body and anything that you think relevant here, and I will let the forensic’s team know.”


    “Thank you Detective Inspector. I will send you the blood and other samples I took, along with photographs and fingerprints to try and identify him. I do not have the facilities here to sequence the DNA, nor do anything other than test the blood for routine lab analysis.”


    Donal smiled. “Don’t worry Doctor Clark, if he is in our database, I will find him. If not, I will use good old-fashioned detective work, either way, I will find out who he was and inform his next of kin. If you send me a scan of the fingerprint and photographs, I will get on with that until the body arrives.”


    “I will Detective Inspector, and I will arrange for the body flown to your crime lab with the tissue, blood, DNA samples, and my report.” Dr Clark chuckled. “The crime lab boys will laugh when they see my report, but wait until they examine the body.”


    “Okay Doctor, have everything sent here under my name and I will start a case file,” said Donal and gave him the addresses he needed.


    
      * * *
    


    



    After they’d finished speaking, Doctor Clark scanned the fingerprint sheet and photographs to his computer and sent it to Donal.


    The UK Ambassador organised a priority flight for the body to be repatriated, Doctor Clark gathered up his samples and other information. He left the Embassy, got into a small Toyota ambulance, and headed through the hustle and bustle streets of the Cambodian capital.


    



    With the sweltering heat of Phnom Penh, Doctor Clark felt relieved when he went into the cool morgue at Phnom Penh’s Royal Rattanak Hospital. With most Cambodians being Buddhists, no post mortems were carried out on them when they died and were cremated the following day, so there were limited facilities in Cambodia. Royal Rattanak Hospital catered for foreign patients and one of only a handful of foreign hospitals in Cambodia with a morgue.


    A corpse lay on a metal autopsy table covered with a sheet. One of the Cambodian medics assisting Doctor Clark handed him a black body bag. He removed the sheet and looked at the corpse, which appeared like Frankenstein’s monster with his black silk embroidery around the head, chest, and abdomen. “You are a mystery my friend and I wonder what secrets you hold,” he said as the Cambodian medics lifted the body while he positioned the body bag underneath and the medics placed the body inside. ‘This will baffle them in London,’ thought Doctor Clark as he zipped up the bag. He slipped the package containing his samples and other information into a plastic pouch on the front of the body bag and taped a sign to the bag:


    For the urgent attention of:


    Detective Inspector Donal Crinigan.


    Head of Special Projects Investigation unit.


    New Scotland Yard


    Broadway


    London, SW1H OBG.


    The medics lifted the corpse onto a trolley and Doctor Clark looked at his watch. “Okay, let’s load him into the van and take him to the airport.”


    Detective Inspector Crinigan looked at his notes and studied information about the location where they had found the body on the internet.


    ‘This case sounds intriguing,’ he thought as images of Siem Reap with the magnificent Angkor temples came on his screen. He furrowed his brow when he then saw the images of Ta-Prohm temple. ‘That place looks eerie, like something from a horror movie,’ he thought and juddered, as he looked at huge old tree roots twisting around the ancient stone ruins.


    He poured himself a coffee from a percolator, put in a splash of whiskey from a bottle in a drawer, and gazed out of his large arched office window overlooking St James’s Park on a sunny June day. While watching Pelicans and other waterfowl waddling about on mown grassland near an emerald green lake, his computer beeped. ‘Ah, good, this will be the information from Doctor Clark,’ he thought and felt his detective juices flowing.


    Studying the information on his computer screen, he thought. ‘Hmm, this case sounds right up my alley. At last, I can do my job and solve a proper mystery.’ He entered the relevant information into the Met’s international database, sat back, and drank his coffee while he waited.


    



    
      * * *
    


    



    Detective Inspector Donal Crinigan was born in Dublin. The son of an Irish Guarda, he followed in his father’s footsteps and family tradition and joined the Guarda straight from school. After spending many years in the Irish police force,they accepted into the Metropolitan police and he moved to London and became a homicide detective. Because of his fastidious nature and thorough detective work, he rapidly moved up the ranks.


    Now, after 22 years with the Met and 53-years-old, Donal now felt disillusioned with the police force. He had two sons who were both in the police and an ex-wife. He still had feelings for her, even though she had remarried. His Irish accent was all but gone; unless he got angry, when a string of Irish obscenities could be heard echoing around the corridors of New Scotland Yard. His subordinates knew they were in deep shit when he came out of his office and point to the offending individual and with a broad Irish twang shouted ‘Johnson, come here you little bollix.’


    With combed-back grey hair, craggy looks, and stocky build, the six-foot Irishman looked more like an old bare-knuckle fighter than a copper.


    Donal, irate with his job, because the only things his Special Projects Investigation Unit investigated nowadays were dead yardies and drug dealers. Donal knew that months of investigation would be wasted when a slick city lawyer had the accused murderer set free on a technicality. Donal now wanted to take early retirement to do something different and told his colleagues. “I am sick of these bollixes getting away with murder because we didn’t describe in detail what their farts smelt of. Bloody red tape.”

  


  
    Chapter 2

  


  
    



    “I’m going in squadron leader, bandit’s 12-o’clock-high… Talley-Ho,” said Stu, in an articulate English accent from the annals of a World War 2 Spitfire pilot.


    Dao, lying on the bed with Stu straddling her, smiled and gave him a slap around his ear. “Don’t yap, just work,” she said feeling horny.


    Stu smirked and raised his eyebrows up and down. Moving back to crouch between her legs, his face went toward a familiar black triangle with his tongue out, ready to please her. Dao groaned with pleasure as Stu caressed her moist pink chalice with his tongue, and he tasted her nectar.


    It was the first day back of his third visit to the country where he now called home. His heart pounded as he pleased the love of his life, the woman with who he intended to stay with for the rest of his life.


    Spock, getting up to similar antics in the adjacent room at the Siam Sawasdee hotel with his little angel Moo, also felt ecstatic to be back in Thailand with the woman who he now endearingly called, ‘his little shit.’


    
      * * *
    


    



    While in England, they had been counting down the days, hours, minutes, and seconds for what seemed like an eternity as they thought about Thailand and this moment. They had spent a fortnight there in March, which did not seem as magical or adventurous as their first time. They had almost missed their cheap Biman Airways flight from Gatwick, with having to get Nick medical attention at the airport, and soon realised why flights with this airline had been cheap. The one scheduled stop in Frankfurt turned out to be many, as the plane flew to countries in the Middle East picking up and dropping off passengers, along with the inedible meals, which, when Spock ordered chicken, it turned out to be fish. The last straw was the non-service of alcohol, and they felt stiff and angry when they landed at Suvarnabhumi Airport after the 30-hour flight and vowed never to fly with that airline again. They cancelled their return flight and booked with Emirates for their journey home.


    They again returned to the UK depressed and after a few weeks of arriving home, booked another flight. Even though they’d phoned the girls daily that only depressed them more because the time dragged. Both Stu and Spock had mellowed since going to Thailand. Spock was even sometimes kind to Chunky, Stu’s faithful old boxer bitch. He now shared his bars of chocolate with the bemused animal on occasions, which previously she had to steal off his table. Stu’s mum, Pearl, saw her son turn into a right gooey Jessie and spoke constantly about Dao and said he wanted to bring her to England to meet her. “You’ll love her mum,” Stu kept telling her, although Dao could hardly speak English. Stu convinced his mum they could sit and chat all day and she could show Dao ‘Pearls treasure box’ as he referred to the small wooden box he’d made in woodwork class when he was 12-years-old. The tatty box had become a useful home for the junk that Stu had given his mum over the years. Although unbeknownst to them both, amongst the tat, was now the carved flawless ruby Pon had given him.


    Pearl kept telling him, “Well, bring her over then son.”


    Stu always sounded angry when he told her, “I can’t get her a bloody UK visa, Mum. Too difficult because we haven’t been together long enough and they want all kinds of useless information,” he sighed, “but I’ll keep trying.”


    When they had returned home in March, they called Nick to see if he was okay after his calamity at Gatwick. Stu spoke to his sister, who, when she realised who it was, sounded nervous after Stu said. “Hello, it’s Stu, Nick’s mate from Thailand… Is he there?”


    “Oh, err, hello Stu, no, Nick’s working in London,” she said and hung up.


    “That was a short conversation, is he okay?” asked Spock.


    Stu shrugged. “Dunno, but he must be; his sister said he was working in London,” he said and smirked. “She must have been watching something good on TV. I heard wood breaking, a thud, and then someone groaning in the background before she gasped and hung up.”


    “Oh well. We will most likely run into him in Pattaya sometime,” said Spock, and went back to reading the Sun newspaper.


    Nick, however, had other plans, so after Stu’s phone call, when the kitchen stool broke and he’d bashed his head on his sister’s oven, decided that Pattaya was too dangerous for him if Spock and Stu were there. He knew friends who had been to Cambodia and said that they’d had a great time and it was cheap, so deciding to go there, he booked a flight to Phnom Penh, the capital city.


    
      * * *
    


    



    After their welcome back shag, the four showered, changed, and met in the reception of the Siam Sawasdee Hotel.


    Stu showed Spock an advert in a tour guide. “Shall we go eat here?” he asked and handed Spock the small magazine.


    Spock looked at the advert. “What’s a Kobe steak?” he asked looking puzzled.


    “I don’t know, but it’s normally bloody expensive,” said Stu, “I think it’s because they massage the cows.”


    Spock shrugged and smiled. “Only 450 Baht to eat a cow that had a soapy massage before it died… should be nice and tender… yeah, why not.”


    Dao and Moo looked confused as Stu smiled and said. “Tonight girls, we are going to eat steak.”


    With the lads wearing light summer slacks and short sleeve shirts, they left the hotel, got on a Baht Bus, and travelled around the one-way system, getting off at the start of Walking Street.


    Walking Street is a large pedestrian thoroughfare closed off to traffic, with large bars, discos, go-go bars, and shops lining both sides and boasted the highest concentration of entertainment establishments in Pattaya.


    “This place feels hotter each time we come,” said Spock, wiping pearls of sweat from his brow.


    Holding hands with the girls and smirking like love-struck teenagers. They had only walked a short distance when Spock noticed a large complex with small bars around a raised boxing ring, so people could see the boxing from the street. “What’s this place?” asked Spock hearing a raucous coming from the bars


    The four stopped and watched two Muay Thai fighters in the ring exchanging blows, with customers cheering every time a fighter landed a punch or a kick on his opponent.


    Spock smiled.“Shall we come and watch the fighting after we finished eating, matey?” he said sounding wistful.


    “Good idea,” said Stu, “we can have a few beers, watch the Thai boxing, and…” He smirked, looked at Dao, and raised his eyebrows up and down. “Have an early night.”


    They carried on up Walking Street toward the restaurant until something in the window of one of shops caught Spock’s eye. “Ooh, hang on a minute,” he said sounding excited and went into the shop.


    The others looked puzzled as Spock came out several minutes later wearing a bush hat, which looked like something that soldiers wore for jungle warfare. The others looked bemused, as Spock, with a beaming smile, said. “I’ve been after one of these for ages… Look,” Spock took off the hat, folded one side up, popped in the press-stud and then replacing it on his head, told them, “You can put the sides up or down,” and taking up a sword fighters stance said, “Errol Flynn…What do yah think?”


    Dao, Moo, and Stu, all agreed that he looked an absolute twat.


    Spock looked at the three giggling and, sounding undaunted, said. “Well, I like it.” He sauntered off in the direction of the restaurant with the other three following, so nobody would think they were with ‘the twat in the hat’.


    They went into Tranquillity, a small plush restaurant near the top of Walking Street, and sat at a table. Spock removed his hat as a waiter came over.


    “Right,” said Stu, “we will start with two beers and two fruit-based cocktails for the ladies.”


    “Cola,” Dao interrupting, remembering the last cocktail that Stu and Spock stitched her up with on Koh Samet.


    “I’ll have a beer as well,” said Moo.


    Spock, looking proud, said, “That’s my girl.”


    Spock and Stu ordered two Kobe steaks with Rockford cheese in the centre while the girls, as usual, ordered fried rice. However, when their meals came and the girls tasted the delicious steak, Dao ordered a plate for her and Moo to share. The lads agreed that it was the best steak they had ever tasted; plump, juicy, and served just how they liked it, one medium, one well done, which melted in their mouths, as the Rockford cheese in the centre exploded with a tangy sensation, which left them enjoying every fork full.


    Now fed, watered, and feeling happy, they wandered back down Walking Street and went into the boxing bar complex.


    They sat at a small bar in front of the ring and ordered three beers and a wine cooler for Dao.


    With the bars in the complex packed with customers and girls, the atmosphere felt electric. The Muay Thai fighters put on a dazzling display of their fighting skills, with them yelling, “Wo-ha’ and the sound of leather and skin slapping against flesh as they landed a kick, punch, or elbow.


    With only small fans at the bars, the heat inside the complex was intense. The girls wiped Spock and Stu’s faces and necks with cool Pai Yen towels, while they crunched salted roasted peanuts from small bowls on the bar and drank cold beer.


    “Not drink quick, stupid. You’ll get spannered,” said Dao, seeing how fast Stu was finishing his beer to keep cool and with the salt from the nuts making him thirsty.


    Twenty minutes later, only one fighter got into the ring and stood by the announcer. “They must have finished the main bouts, shall we have one more here and then move somewhere cooler?”


    Spock nodded as the Thai ring announcer held up the arm of a small wiry Muay Thai fighter wearing thick padded gloves and said. “Is there anyone brave enough to fight this Thai boxer?”


    “Not bloody likely,” whispered Stu, and cringed.


    Moo smirked and raised her hand.


    The Thai ring announcer, seeing Moo’s hand raised, laughed, and in Thai said, “Sorry young lady, it’s for men only, and only foreigners.”


    Moo shouted something back at the announcer in Thai and then pointed to Spock.


    “Okay, come up here,” the announcer said in English and pointed at Spock.


    Spock looked bemused. “What?”


    Stu smirked as the crowd cheered and egged Spock on, “I think Moo just volunteered you mate,” said Stu and chuckled.


    “Huh,” mumbled Spock looking at Moo, who winked at him and smiled.


    “Yeah, alright,” said Spock, not wanting to embarrass himself and have the other foreigners who cheered him on thinking he was a Jessie.


    Spock took off his daft hat, handed it to Moo, and went to the ring to roaring cheers, mainly from Stu, Dao, and Moo.


    He stood in the centre of the ring and looked down at a small Thai boxer.


    “Don’t worry,” said the ring announcer looking up at Spock, “he has thick padded gloves,” he smirked, “so don’t worry he will try not to hurt you. He will put on a good show for a few minutes and then fall on the ground as if you knocked him out. The crowd always love it.”


    The boxer grinned and thought, ‘Khun pompui farang, mai me banhaa. Kehn maak,’ fat foreigners, no problem, very easy. I not get hurt’


    ‘Huh, okay, if they want me to fight this toothpick for a few minutes, it shouldn’t be too strenuous,’ thought Spock.


    They gave Spock the largest boxing gloves they had, but they were still too small for his large clubbing maulers and he squeezed his hands into them and the bell sounded to start the fight.


    Toothpick man became a small whirling dervish. He rounded on Spock, “Wo-ha,” he yelled, as he rained down high-kicks, elbows, and fists against Spock’s chest, which was as high as he could reach. Spock, shaken by this flurry, tried a wild swing that the fighter easily avoided before punching Spock’s stomach.


    Spock gasped and felt a rumble in the jungle. ‘Oh,’ he thought as something familiar brewed in his gut.


    Stu looked on and cringed as Spock swung wildly again, but the Thai smirked and moved behind him. This terrible mistake brought the Thai’s face level with Spock’s arse. A loud rippling methane gas deposit erupted from Spock’s sphincter. Toothpicks hair rustled as got a face-full of this deadly mixture. He coughed, spluttered, and waved his arms around desperately trying to expel the foul odour.


    Spock swung around and brought his fist down like a hammer on the head of the Thai. The stunned boxer looked up at Spock, groaned, and fell face-first onto the canvas.


    The boxer’s trainer standing at the corner of the ring gasped and looked horrified.


    ‘Huh, that was quick, and he is a good actor,’ thought Spock, feeling relieved as he looked down at toothpick splayed out on the floor.


    A loud cheer erupted from foreigners at the bars as the boxer’s trainer rushed to check the fallen fighter while Spock stomped around the ring in a victory march until the ring announcer shoved him out.


    Spock handed back his gloves, returned to his barstool smiling, recovered his hat from Moo, drank his beer, and watched the trainer helping his dazed fighter out of the ring.


    “Well done, mate. The little fella looked like he was hammering you,” said Stu sounding impressed.


    Spock leant over to Stu and said. “Nah, it was fixed.”


    The trainer shouted at Spock in Thai as he walked past him supporting his wobbly legged fighter.


    Unable to understand the trainer, but thinking he was congratulating him on putting on a good show, Spock smiled, nodded, and put his thumb up.


    Moo shouted and screamed back at the trainer and told Spock, “Man speak no good, he say you cheat.”


    “Oh,” said Spock sounding surprised.


    Stu, amused by all this, turned to his old friend. “Steak, Rockford cheese, and Singha beer mate?”


    “Yep,” said Spock, “lethal mix,” and to prove a point, leant over and let rip again.


    “Ooh, nasty,” said Stu grimacing after getting a whiff.


    Dao and Moo, also getting a nostril full, got off their seats.


    “Go take a dump,” said Moo looking unimpressed and the girl’s tutted and moved to the other side of the bar.


    Still amused, Stu smiled and said. “Moo’s English seems to be better mate.”


    “Yep,” said Spock. “You should hear what else I’ve taught her.”


    “I can guess,” replied Stu, before the lads carried on nonchalantly drinking their beer.


    After popping into several air-conditioned bars and replenishing their beer, whisky, and the girls Listerine mouthwash supplies from a mini-mart, they returned to the hotel.


    After arranging to meet for breakfast and planning where to laze and to do bugger all the following day, they went to their rooms.


    



    Early the next morning, Dao shook Stu. “Somebody knock on door.”


    Stu opened his eyes, frowned, looked at Dao, and still sounding half asleep, with his voice croaky, said. “What? I didn’t hear anything.”


    Dao pointed. “Somebody knock on door,” she said sounding irritated.


    “Huh,” said Stu, who got out of bed, slipped on his shorts, and grumbled. “If that’s a bloody cleaner screeching, ‘clean loom, clean loom,’ there would be an arse-kicking in the vicinity of room 114.”


    Stu went to the door, as there was another knock. “Wait stupid, I’m coming,” he snapped and swung open the door.


    Stu, taken aback, looked wide-eyed at his visitor, and then smiled. “Hello mate…What brings you here?” he said and looked at his watch. He then scowled. “At 6 bloody 30 in the morning.”

  


  
    Chapter 3

  


  
    Professor Norman Rumble sat in an easy chair in his office while listening to ‘Holst Planets Suite’ through the headphones of his iPod. He stared again at the clock, which he had been doing now for the past few hours. His gaze then fell upon a framed photograph hanging on the wall. ‘Soon,’ he thought, ‘and the world will give you the recognition you deserve.’ He smiled at the old black and white photograph of himself as a young man alongside an older woman, both looking proud and holding brass microscopes. The grey-haired old Professor sighed and then looked around his office at other photographs on the wall. He smiled at a photograph of him taken when he was many years younger, standing with a pretty, olive-skinned, Asian woman, with almond-shaped brown sparkling eyes, and a young boy of similar complexion, which brought back happy memories.


    Norman smiled at his family photographs as his eyes flitted to other photos in the room that showed him, his wife and son at different times. The last photograph he looked at showed only his son, now a young man, wearing an academic robe and holding a diploma in computer science. He smiled and felt proud looking at the photo and then with tears welling up in his eyes, looked again at photographs of the Asian woman, his dead wife. “Sorry my darling, I was just too late,” he said aloud, removing his glasses and wiping tears from his eyes. “But I promise that we will be together again soon.”


    The Planets concerto reached its climax on his iPod as the door burst open.


    “Norm,” said Professor Boran Ngem looking agitated.


    Norman saw Boran, removed his headphones and, sounding anxious, asked. “Has the process finished already, Boran?”


    Boran looked shaken. “Yes, it’s finished, but you had better come to look Norm,” he said, and Norman heard a quiver in his voice.


    “Why?” asked Norman, furrowing his brow. “What’s the matter old friend?”


    “I don’t understand what’s happened, but please come look,” said Boran, and seeing how perplexed he looked, Norman put the iPod on the desk and left his office with Boran.


    The two old Professors walked down the brightly lit corridor in silence and stopped at a partition window outside a screened room.


    Norman stared into the room, where a man lay on a bed in a foetal position with his back turned away from the window. Inside the room, bitmap machines, infusers, ventilators, scanners, and other machines beeped, with lights flashing intermittently.


    Several orderlies in the room cleared away stained sheets, along with what appeared to be a large rubber electric blanket, coated with fine needles. Strands of fibre optic cables led to some machines and a woman sat at the side of the bed speaking to the unresponsive figure.


    



    Norman and Boran went into the room, which smelled of disinfectant and a maternity theatre post-birth, with Handel’s Water Music playing in the background. The Cambodian woman, speaking to the figure in ancient Indian-Pali language, fell silent when the Professors entered.


    The woman shrugged. “He doesn’t appear to understand anything I say,” she said in Cambodian.


    Norman looked at Boran. “I don’t understand, he should understand his native tongue,” he said furrowing his brow.


    “That’s not all Norm,” said Boran, pointing at the man in the bed as he turned to face the Professors. A look of horror came over the face of the usually composed Professor Rumble and he gasped. “What the hell!” he said in English.


    The man opened his mouth as if he understood what the Professor had said, and tried to speak, but only a croak came out. He looked terrified as he gazed at Norman, before falling asleep.


    Bewildered and confused, the two Professors stared at the figure.


    “I think he understood what you said in English,” said Boran, rubbing his chin.


    “Perhaps,” said Norman. “But how’s that possible? And why is he Caucasian?”


    Boran shook his head, sighed, and said. “What do you think happened, Norm?”


    Norman stared at the sleeping man and scratched his head. “I don’t know Boran, none of it makes sense.”


    Boran moved closer to the sleeping figure and said. “Shall we wake him? Maybe he has the answers.”


    Norman pondered and sighed. “No, let him sleep; we have plenty of time for that later. Check the equipment to see if there were any clues what happened… I need to go to my office, so if you will excuse me.”


    Norman and the confused translator left the ward, leaving a puzzled Professor Boran Ngem and technicians to check the monitors to see if they could uncover any information to shed light on this mystery.


    Norman headed back down the corridor, went into his office, over to his desk, removed a key chain from around his neck, unlocked a drawer, removed a small shiny object, and inspected it.


    “Hmm, there’s more to you than I thought. What secrets do you hold I wonder?” He said aloud and put the object on his desk, picked up a mobile phone, and dialled a number.


    “Hello Norm,” said a Cambodian voice on the other end.


    “Tighe, we have a problem. I don’t know what happened, but we need your services again son, could you come here?”


    “Sure father,” said Tighe, sounding intrigued, “It’s only 3 am, so I will be there in a couple of hours.”


    “No rush son, go back to sleep and come when you are ready,” said Norman.


    “Okay, I will get a few hours sleep and come after breakfast.”


    “Oh, okay, thanks son, I’ll see you when you get here,” said Norman, who smiled and hung up.


    Norman picked up the glistening treasure and looking at it again sighed. ‘Now we might all be sons of bitches,’ he thought, quoting from Oppenheimer’s assistant after he had helped create the A-bomb.


    Norman stared at the jewel-encrusted gold box and unable to comprehend what had happened, sat back in his chair and reflected on his life.


    
      * * *
    


    



    Norman Rumble was born in Auckland, New Zealand as the Second War raged in Europe.


    With the island untouched by the war, he led a happy safe childhood on the estate of his wealthy landowner parents. Norman, an only child, was a curious boy and fascinated by how things worked. He developed a passion for science and chemistry from an early age, and at 14-years-old, his parents and teachers, realising his intellect was far greater than they could teach, applied to Cambridge University in England. Although younger than the other students, the prestigious University accepted him.


    The academics, impressed by this young genius, accepted him, with him becoming the youngest PhD in science and human physiology in the University’s history.


    It was during this time when he came to the attention of a University Professor, Rosalind Franklin, a brilliant and innovative scientist who worked with x-ray diffraction for sequencing and pairing *DNA and the connection between DNA and *RNA.


    Rosalind took the teenage prodigy Norman Rumble under her wing and gained him a research post alongside her in the John Randall department at Kings College, London.


    Norman excelled in genetic research and, over several years, met other scientists within the same field. He and Rosalind discovered forms A & B of DNA, developing a method to separate the two forms. This provided the first DNA crystals pure enough to yield interpretable diffraction patterns and the all-important missing piece of the puzzle: the secret of heredity itself.


    Two scientists stood out to Norman, James Watson and Francis Crick, both brilliant in their field, and Norman had many discussions with the pair about the project that he and Rosalind were working on. These discussions went on long into the small hours of the morning. Norman also became friends with another scientist at Cambridge, Ian Wilmut, who, although slightly younger than Norman, enjoyed each other’s theories on cloning, and they discussed the possibility of one day cloning a human.


    Norman felt contented with his ordered and balance life until Watson and Crick published a paper in the mid-fifties. When Norman read it, he was furious. He knew it was the information that he had shared with the two scientists’ about his and Rosalind’s research. Norman, knowing that these two had copied their research and declared it as their work, seethed in silence, while the scientific world bestowed adoration on the pair.


    Rosalind never knew how Watson and Crick had access to her research, but she was a humble woman who didn’t feel bitter about their deceit, but Norman did.


    Rosalind Franklin died of cancer in 1958, and the 20-year-old Norman Rumble felt decimated. With his mentor and best friend gone, he threw himself deeper into his research of the human genome.


    Norman’s parents both died in a car crash in 1960, the same year that he gained a Professorship at Kings College. Professor Norman Rumble returned to New Zealand and sold his family’s holdings, making him a wealthy man. Norman was not interested in money, only science, but knew his wealth would be useful to fund his research, so he set up a laboratory in Auckland.


    While at an annual scientific convention and luncheon held in Australia, Norman met another scientist, an archaeologist named Boran Ngem. When Boran found out that Norman lived in New Zealand, Boran told him that he was a Cambodian archaeologist visiting New Zealand and its island with his team to research a possible connection between the ancient Mori-Ori tribes and the ancient Khmers. Boran spoke good English, and the pair chatted for hours.


    Norman was fascinated when he learned that Boran and his archaeological team had found crude wall paintings and faded parchments in an inner chamber of an Angkor Wat temple, within recently discovered catacombs.


    Boran showed Norman black and white photographs of a section of the painting showing two men stood together smiling and told him. “I know you can’t see the colours on the photograph, but this wall painting showed two olive skin men standing together. One wore clothing bearing striking similarities to the traditional colourful clothes and decoration now worn by the hill tribes of Ratanakiri province, Northern Cambodia.” Boran pointed to that man on the picture and showed Norman pictures of the hill tribes. “I believe this man to be an ancient Cambodian,” he said and pointed to the photo again. “The other man appeared to be a native adorned in colourful tribal decoration. I believe he was from New Zealand’s Mori-Ori tribes.”


    Norman looked bemused as he stared at the black and white photo. “Why do you think that?”


    “Look,” said Boran, pointing at what the native held.


    Norm looked closer. “Oh, I see,” he said as he saw a dead bird in one hand and a dead lizard in the other.


    “That’s a Kiwi bird and a Tuatara lizard, both species indigenous to New Zealand,” said Boran sounding pleased.


    Norman smiled. “I know and I saw many of them when I was younger.”


    “Here’s something else we discovered,” said Boran and showed Norman several more photographs and explaining, “We found these strange markings on the walls of both Angkor Thom and Angkor Wat temples.”


    Although not an archaeologist, it piqued Norman’s interest as Boran said. “These findings shocked us, and the question remains; could Cambodians have sailed to New Zealand as early as the 12th century and brought back the Mori-Ori?” Boran smiled, “or did the Mori-Ori flee New Zealand to escape the Maori invasion.”


    Norman studied the images and looking wistful, said, “We know the Mori-Ori’s were the first known people to inhabit New Zealand and its islands before the Maori tribes came from the Polynesian islands and ate them all. Maybe some fled to escape being washed down with a fine Claret and ended up in Cambodia?”


    Boran chuckled. “If that’s the case, it means that the Mori-Ori could make sailboats and navigate, so there could still be descendants of these previously thought extinct people somewhere in Cambodia.”


    This quandary had intrigued Boran and, at his own expense, funded an expedition to the South Islands of New Zealand.


    Norman then told Boran about his research into DNA and the pair spoke throughout lunch and on the boat journey back to New Zealand.


    Norman got off the boat in Auckland harbour and gave Boran his address. “If I can help Boran, please come and see me,” he said.


    “Thanks Norm, I will keep in touch,” said Boran as the boat pulled away from a jetty, taking him and his team to the South Islands.


    It was several weeks before the fruits of Boran and his small team’s labour paid off. Boran’s team found skulls of dogs, cats, and birds, laid out in monument form around a stone altar, crudely chiselled into the shape of a canoe with a wooden mast at its centre.


    Norman was looking at blood samples through his new electron microscope when a smiling, grimy, Boran walked into his laboratory holding a dog skull.


    “Boran!” exclaimed Norman with a beaming smile. “How are you? And what do you have there?’


    Boran told Norman what they had discovered, showed him the dog’s skull, and said, “I was wondering if you can date this, Norm?”


    Norman looked at the skull, pondered, smiled, and nodded. “I should be able to,” he said, went over to his carbon dating machine, took a small chunk from the skull, and placed it on a pad. “It will take a few hours.”


    



    While waiting for the results, Norman and Boran went into a cafe where they sat drinking coffee and chatted. Boran sounded excited as he told Norman that he could find no Cambodian connection there, so if the bones and teeth proved to be as old as he suspected, then it would bolster his theory that the Mori-Ori sailed the South China Sea and landed in Cambodia. He told Norman that although they found no human remains there, he assumed the site they had found was some kind of altar where they performed animal sacrifices and rituals to send the Mori-Ori mariners on a safe passage.


    After returning to Norman’s lab, and after he checked the paper graphs with the results, he told Boran that the bone sample from the skull dated back around 650 years. “Although,” said Norman looking at the wide smile on Boran’s face. “These machines are not accurate, but they are close enough.”


    A few days later, a delighted Boran, and his team returned to Cambodia to do further research in the Catacombs of the temples. He and Norman, now good friends, stayed in contact.


    One day, as Norman worked in his laboratory, he heard something on his radio that made his blood boil. The broadcaster said that Watson and Crick had received Nobel Prizes for Physiology or Medicine, for their ground breaking works for their discovery and sequencing DNA. With Rosalind Franklin not mentioned, it made Norman’s blood boil. His normally calm demeanour changed and with his nostrils flaring and eyes closing into slits, he yelled at the radio. “One day you will all know the truth.”


    



    It would be years before Boran and Norman would meet up again and allow Norman Rumble to exact his revenge.


  


  
    Chapter 4

  


  
    The Boeing 737 stopped on the tarmac of Pochentong, Phnom Penh International Airport. Passengers disembarked and made their way into the terminal building. One English passenger looked smug as he thought. ‘I should be safe here.’


    On a scorching May morning, Nick cleared customs, went outside the arrivals section and caught a tuk-tuk. He told the driver to take him to a good, but cheap, hotel in Phnom Penh. The tuk-tuk drove out of the small airport, heading into the city towards the riverfront.


    After a noisy ride through the hot congested streets of Phnom Penh, the tuk-tuk stopped outside the Angkor International Hotel.


    “This hotel is very good,” said the driver in broken English, knowing that they would pay him commission if Nick stayed there, and smirked. “It’s a ten-minute walk to the riverfront and girlie bars.”


    “Great,” said Nick, sounding pleased. He went into the reception and took a $15 room.


    Nick sat on the bed in the small room and yawned. “Hmm, it’s smaller than the Siam Sawasdee, but it has a bathtub and a shower and I feel grimy.”


    Nick had a long soak in the bath and, feeling weary and not wanting to venture out in the hot midday sun, he watched TV. With the air conditioner blowing out cold air making the room cooler, he felt comfortable and dozed off.


    

    Waking at dusk, he read a free tour guide in the room and got his bearings. A friend in England had given him details of several bars and restaurants to visit along the riverfront, with the names of the British ex-pats who owned them. He checked their location on the tour guide maps. ‘Hmm,’ he thought, ‘the riverfront doesn’t look too far and they are all around there.’


    Nick showered, changed, and left the hotel. Although it wasn’t far, with not having walked much in the heat and wearing flip-flops, his calves ached as he walked along the wide pavements along the riverfront, turned off down a street and past a market. Nick grimaced as he caught a whiff of decaying fish and meat outside the small smelly food market. Walking a little further, he stopped and smiled. ‘Ah good,’ he thought as he saw a sign he’d recognised from his list. ‘I’m gagging for a beer.’


    Nick went into the Green Park restaurant and up to the bar. “Draught beer,” he said to the Cambodian girl behind the bar. He sat on a barstool and looked around the small almost empty restaurant as the girl placed a glass of cold beer in front of him. “Would you like a menu?” She asked and handed him a menu written in English.


    “Hello, I’m Max,” said a wiry, fair-haired Englishman extending his hand as Nick looked at the menu.


    Nick looked at Max and shook his hand. “Hi Max, I’m Nick, a mate of mine told me to look you up.”


    “Great,” said Max, who looked around the restaurant and said. ‘We are a little empty at the moment but it’s only early.”


    “No problem,” said Nick smiling. “I will get my food quicker and have a few quiet beers.


    While Nick sat at the bar eating a Chicken Florentine and chatting to Max about Cambodia and Pattaya, a tall young man came into the restaurant and over to the pair.


    Max chuckled. “If you want a good night out Nick, then here’s the man to go with,” said Max, “this is Richard, also known as the animal. He will give you the grand tour, but be careful.”


    

    Richard was twenty-eight years old and had lived in Phnom Penh for two years. He worked as a sous chef for the Intercontinental Hotel. His drinking and shagging antics were legendary in Phnom Penh, with his benders lasting for days, earning him his appropriate nickname ‘Animal.’ If a misguided tourist went out with him, they would end up in a dubious Vietnamese brothel, wankered.


    “Hello mate,” said Richard shaking Nick’s hand.


    “It’s his first time here. He usually goes to Pattaya,” said Max and puckered his brow, “so go easy on him.”


    Richard smirked and sat with them at the bar and ordered a beer. He gulped it down, looked at Nick, and with a beaming smile, belched and said, “Hurry up and finish eating, we’ve got a busy time ahead, and time, tide, and chalice waits for no man.” He chuckled.


    Nick looked at Richard. With his slim figure, dimples, and boyish demeanour, he didn’t look much like a beer monster.


    Nick shovelled the last forkful of chicken into his mouth as Richard told him. “We will start at the Night Owl bar, it’s early but there should be loads of girls there and it’s only a ten-minute walk.”


    ‘Night owl,’ thought Nick. ‘That was also on my list.’


    The pair went into the hot sticky Phnom Penh Street and walked to Street 104.


    Nick looked up the brightly lit street lined with indoor air-conditioned bars but saw no women sitting outside grabbing tourists. “Where are the go-go bars mate?” he asked.


    Richard smirked and said. “Nope, don’t have them here…You will find Cambodia a lot more subdued than Pattaya. I went there for a day or two, but I can only remember the first couple of hours. I was wankered the whole time and only came around in the taxi from the airport back to Phnom Penh.”


    ‘Huh,’ thought Nick as they arrived outside the Night Owl. ‘It looks closed with no one outside and the windows covered with dark vinyl, so I can’t see in, or hear anything.’


    

    A blast of cold air hit them as Richard opened the door and Nick’s eyes widened as they went inside the cool air-conditioned bar. Khmer girls laughing and whooping at them to come in and sit down drowned out the sound of soft rock music playing on the speakers.


    Nick immediately liked the place. There were about thirty girls, all wearing short skirts, with no other foreign men in the bar.


    “It’s still early…Get in early and pick the best, that’s what I like to do,” Richard said. Although for what reason remained a mystery, as he always ended up wankered and usually either alone or with an ugly old tug he had picked up at the end of his drinking session from the Walkabout hotel; a 24-hour drinking and freelance taxi girls hang out.


    ‘Cambodian Taxi girls’ are the same as ‘Thai bar girls.’


    They sat at the bar; girls stood around them whooping “Koy-t, Koy-t,” at Richard who smirked and called them hags.


    Nick, not wanting to appear rude, did not ask Richard what they meant by Koy-t.


    Nick soon realised about the bars being subdued, and after the initial excitement of the lads coming in, the girls milled about and chatted amongst themselves. Occasionally, a girl would ask them if they were okay and would they like another drink.


    ‘What a refreshing change from Pattaya,’ thought Nick, ‘nobody hassling me to buy them drinks.’


    He looked at the girls. ‘The Khmer girls looked prettier than Thai’s and spoke better English. Hmm, she’s nice,’ he thought as a girl smiled at him. ‘Yep, I will enjoy it here; it’s a cheap Charlie’s paradise’.


    Nick and Richard crawled from bar to bar along Street 104, with Nick having a great time because the drinks were cheap and he hadn’t bought any girls a drink. Richard bought several lady drinks for girls he knew and Nick felt happy. His only problem seemed to be keeping up with Richard with drinks and by nine o’clock, he felt spannered.


    Street 104, now filled with food carts, had girls sat outside some bars eating, with the barbeque aromas drifting in the hot Cambodian air. Richard took Nick to the next street and into Barbados bar.


    The girls again whooped at Richard, “Koy-t, Koy-t,” with one girl prodding his cheeks.


    Nicks curiosity got the better of him, so he asked, “Why do they call you, Koy-t?”


    “Ah ha,” said Richard, grinning and moving his eyebrows up and down. He put his finger to his mouth and whispered. “It’s a secret.”


    Richard ordered three Sambucas, one for him and Nick, and one for a Khmer woman who joined them.


    Richard chatted to the girl while another girl poured the shots at the bar. He then took out a lighter, set fire to the alcohol, handed one to Nick, and one to the girl.


    Richard chinked Nick’s glass, “Welcome to Cambodia mate,” he said, blew out the blue flame, and drank the shot.


    “Cheers,” said Nick, and blew out the flame and drank his shot.


    “Joi Moi, Cheers,” said the Khmer girl, who smiled, before drinking down the shot.


    Richard and Nick looked horrified as flaming Sambuca sputtered from her mouth, setting her hair alight.


    Richard shouted. “You’re supposed to blow the damn thing out first!” The girl leapt off her stool, wailing. She grabbed a bottle of water as other girls came to help and screamed in pain as the flames got extinguished.


    The other girls glared at Richard as they sat comforting the sobbing girl with singed hair. “It’s your fault Koy-t,” snapped the other girls.


    Nick and Richard scuttled out of the bar with angry girls glaring at them.


    “You won’t be going in there again, will you?” Nick asked as they stood outside.


    Richard sniggered, “Of course I will. The stupid girl did the same last week with a B52 concoction that I bought her.”


    Giggling like a couple of clowns, they got into one of the small tuk-tuks waiting outside the bar.


    “Shanghai bar,” said Richard, “Bun Man, how much?”


    “Two dollars,” said the driver smirking.


    “One dollar,” said Richard frowning with a smile.


    “Okay Koy-t,” said the driver who chuckled and the tuk-tuk sped off towards street 51.


    

    
      * * *
    


    

    Richard took Nick to several bars around Phnom Penh and although they had drunk the same and Richard felt spannered, Nick was wankered. Barely able to string a sentence together and wobbling like a weeble toy, Nick slurred. “I need to get back to the Angkor International Hotel.” He squinted as his world spun. “Where is it?”


    They staggered out of Bunny bar and Richard said. “I’ll get a tuk-tuk to take you back to your hotel soon. But
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