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Book One in the Law & Grace series, Journey to Calvary, clearly tackles the specific issue of Law and Grace. Book Two, Divine Intervention, does no less, with a number of twists and turns, and it raises many thought provoking issues that face us all too often. Book Three, Revealing Love, has a mixture of mystery and romance, yet keeps at its core the principle of salvation and biblical teachings. Book Four follows the thread with salvation and biblical teachings, yet it remains pointed, digging deep into the heart of man and faces the reality of deception and attempts by man to escape from God. It is for both a Christian and non-Christian audience, for it is relevant to core issues that both will face in their lifetime and the hereafter.

In essence, all the current books in the Law & Grace series challenge the status quo, challenge complacency, challenge current world views and challenge the heart of man towards God. They make plain the way of Salvation and present the saving grace of God, biblical principles and explain God’s working.

The exaltation and praise of man’s intellect has increased as man has gained in knowledge, yet his condemnation of God’s existence and Sovereign authority has remained its opposite equal. Has increased knowledge made man wise or foolish? Is his denial of God based on understanding or self-opinion and delusion? Has man’s worldly enlightenment also brought spiritual light, insight and freedom to his soul or is Scripture justified when it says in John 3:19 that men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil? Where does pride take a man? Where does defiance lead him? Can man emancipate himself through his efforts and through his beliefs or is true freedom, wisdom, understanding and knowledge gained solely through humility from the hand of Divine provision? Does man ultimately have a hope? These are questions the world tends to want to ignore or have answered from a one-sided point of view – man’s view. However, does Scripture not have power and authority to answer it? Is there not a Man who can testify, and One who will also judge? 

Man leaves no stone unturned in his effort to search out in detail the greatness of the unknown – from the depths of the dark sea to the heights of the tallest peaks and even beyond, from what is visible to the naked eye to that which can only be viewed with the aid of sophisticated and technologically advanced equipment and machinery. What then about the unsearchable riches of Christ? Shunning the very thought of seeking the truth about Jesus Christ may not be a wise choice, particularly when one considers that one’s life and soul may depend on it – for all eternity. Enough said, it is now time for the fourth book in the series, Law & Grace: Origin of Origins.
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‘Hi, James,’ greeted Professor McKenzie Smyth, sitting on his black, cloth-covered, high-back executive chair. He was speaking on the phone in his comfortable office at Ailensbury University’s faculty of biology. ‘Has Dr Lang arrived yet?’ 

It was first thing on a Monday morning in early July, the bright summer sun piercing through the lace curtain gently swaying from the open window and lighting upon the papers lying strewn on the lecturer’s large mahogany desk. The office was quite spacious, with an elongated feel as it stretched just more than twice its width. A large matching mahogany bookcase, packed with educational books and research volumes, covered one third of the left wall from floor to ceiling. A small mahogany counter-height cupboard on the right housed half a dozen mugs and a kettle. Two black, visitors’ chairs were neatly positioned in front of the professor’s desk, with an additional two placed against the wall behind the door. Family photos graced the mahogany shelf behind the professor, with a few sporting photos randomly dispersed on the two side walls amongst the learned man’s certificates of qualification. 

There was suddenly an interrupting knock at the professor’s door. 

‘Looking for me?’ asked Dr Loris Lang with a big smile as he peered round the door, causing the professor to look up startled. 

‘Don’t worry, James,’ interrupted Professor Smyth with a pleased look, ‘there’s no need to play the detective and track him down; the object of my interest has just shown his handsome face. Thanks anyway for your preparedness to assist.’ Professor Smyth promptly hung up the phone. ‘Come, come, Loris, my bright colleague,’ continued the professor, beckoning with cordial manner for the younger man to enter, ‘you cannot talk to me about your new venture from there!’ He promptly stood up to warmly receive Dr Lang.

Professor McKenzie Smyth, whose grandparents were immigrants from the British Isles, was fondly known as Kenny. He was a tall, slim man, who carried himself well. Now in his early 60s, he had thinning wiry hair, with only small remnants of his hair’s former red colour being noticeable from close up. It had been replaced with a light grey tint, and he wore with pride a matching beard. His thick, wiry eyebrows had lost none of their strong red colour though, and his piercing blue eyes were as bright and as strong as ever. His deep voice was penetrating, and his loud laughter could be heard all the way to the ends of the long corridor. He was the head professor of Ailensbury University’s department of biological studies and responsible for all research projects undertaken.

Dr Loris Lang was a different character altogether. Fondly known as Lori, he was 35 years old and married to Sarah, the sweetheart of his youth. He was short and stocky, with a round face and dark eyes set deep in their sockets. He allowed his mop of curly, black hair to grow thick and wild, which seemed to contradict his usually composed manner. Loris was studious and hardworking, with a keen eye for detail and an interest in extending the sphere of microbiology in which he had received his doctorate. A challenge in the area of his interests was as inviting to him as honey to a bee.

‘It truly is good to see you again,’ commented Professor Smyth after heartily shaking Loris’ hand and patting him on the back. ‘How was the trip back to your homeland?’ 

‘I had thoughts of misgiving when we left,’ replied Loris, ‘but once back home, I cannot tell you how quickly the flooding memories instilled a happiness to be back on native soil.’ 

‘Five years across the pond is a long time,’ mentioned Professor Smyth, gesturing Loris to take a seat. ‘It’s enough time to surely have influenced anyone – particularly if you were enjoying the task of lecturing on your favourite subject!’ 

‘Indeed!’ confirmed Loris as he pulled out one of the visitor chairs and sat down. ‘Lecturing across the Atlantic at Bridgetown University was an opportunity I relished. It’s not often that a young man like myself gets afforded such a bright opportunity, and being able to do so in the company of notable academics!’ 

‘Before I enquire about the family,’ asked Professor Smyth, who was now sitting on the edge of his desk, dangling his one leg, ‘how is Duke?’ 

‘Professor Kensington?’ asked Loris enquiringly, to the Professor’s nod. ‘Dudley’s doing fine – the same old conceited English intellectual that he always was during his doctoral studies here at Ailensbury! He was a Whig with his words when here, but back home, you can be sure that deep down he has a Tory’s heart.’ 

‘What you mean is,’ joked Professor Smyth, ‘that if this was the year 1745, Duke would have fought in a red coat alongside bonnie Prince Charlie!’ The two men laughed heartily, with the professor’s booming voice echoing down the corridor as usual. ‘I expect we’ll hear from him sometime in the future,’ remarked the professor, still chuckling, ‘when he eventually hears about the task that you’ll be involved in! He’ll be friend or foe, depending on his viewpoint.’ 

‘Most likely,’ confirmed Loris. ‘He’s not one to sit still or keep his mouth shut if he feels he has something to say. Whether it’s a wisdom or folly, I’ll leave that decision up to others! I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it! Nevertheless, he’s a great friend of mine and was an incredible support during my time there.’ 

‘How’s Sarah and the girls?’ asked Professor Smyth, with more sober interest. ‘The relocation going smoothly?’ 

‘Smoothly enough for the moment,’ replied Loris with a sigh, ‘but there’s still a lot of pressure on us to get things done, and I can see that Sarah’s taking some strain in trying to co-ordinate all that she needs to do. We’ve only been back a week, so there’s still much to do – schooling to arrange for the girls, furniture and household stuff to be sorted out. We really had it good with the already furnished apartment we were given the use of while at Bridgetown! Not to mention I’ve still got to set up my pottery studio in one of our back rooms, but thanks to your efforts, some things have already been sorted!’ 

‘No doubt you refer to Sarah’s new job,’ assumed Professor Smyth, ‘but that was not something great on my part. I owe that to Gloria Sparletti.’ 

‘The name’s not familiar to me,’ commented Loris thoughtfully. ‘Could you acquaint me with who she is?’ 

‘Maybe if I use her maiden name, Gloria Nicholls, it would be better,’ said Professor Smyth quickly. ‘She recently remarried her former husband alongside her son’s marriage. The university has used the events company that she works for, Irving & Baxter, to manage certain of our high profile events and conferences. I know her from that association and while co-ordinating your return, took a chance in asking her if Irving & Baxter perhaps had an opening for Sarah. Before the double wedding, just more than two weeks back now, she confirmed the half-day secretarial position in which Sarah will start next week.’

‘We’re much obliged for that, I assure you,’ thanked Loris, gratefulness clearly noticeable in his voice. ‘Half-day jobs aren’t always easy to come by, and it suits Sarah perfectly so that she can still manage the kids.’ ‘Ah, Nicholls!’ exclaimed Loris with lighted eyes after a moment’s reflection. ‘Just as I was leaving our rented apartment this morning, Sarah received a phone call from a July’ – pronounced Julie – ‘Nicholls. She told Sarah to contact her father, a Mister Harris, branch manager at Ottenger’s department store, who would be able to help us sort out our household needs. A direct connection, I presume? Any relation to Timothy Nicholls, former Ailensbury University football player?’ 

‘Tim is Gloria’s son, and July is her new daughter-in-law,’ confirmed the professor with a smile. 

‘Amazing!’ said Loris, quite taken aback. ‘Sarah also sent me a message to say that the catering company had confirmed that they would continue this week to help us out with meals, as they had done during last week. They’ve been so helpful. We would have struggled to manage otherwise, as we never realised how much there would be for us to do in the little time we had between ending my contract at Bridgetown and starting this new task.’ 

‘It’s good to hear such news,’ responded Professor Smyth with satisfaction, ‘but please remember that you’re free to call on the university for assistance too, so don’t go round needlessly being stubborn and bull-headed. I’ll pull strings and chains and whatever if need be!’ With a smile, Loris nodded his appreciation. ‘And if you hadn’t realised it yet,’ added the professor quickly, ‘your lovely new house on the side of the hill overlooking the majestic coastline is just one street down from the Sparletti’s and Nicholls’ abode – Timothy and July have a private extension to the house. Practically neighbours, you and that family!’ 

‘Wow!’ exclaimed Loris as Professor Smyth’s laughter once again caught the attention of the furthest extents of the connecting corridor. ‘Small world we live in, indeed!’

‘Maybe it’s just Ailensbury,’ managed the professor before settling down again, ‘and to add to the whole scene—’ Professor Smyth stopped mid-sentence, having heard a gentle knocking at his door once again. ‘Show your face, man,’ he called jestingly, ‘let me see if you are friend or foe!’ With a look of self-approval at his own joking, the professor raised his wiry eyebrows and nodded to Loris.

A shy face tentatively peered round the door standing slightly open and promptly beheld the professor and Loris, who had swivelled his torso so that he could face the door, looking intently at him. 

‘My dear lad, no need to be hesitant!’ exclaimed Professor Smyth loudly, getting up and making his way to the door. ‘Do come in, do come in – I’m expecting you. What a joy, what a reunion. I haven’t seen you since you were a student here!’
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‘Loris,’ beckoned Professor Smyth, turning towards him for a split second, ‘let me introduce you to another whom I’ve not seen for three years at least, maybe even four – I cannot fully recall. This truly is a pleasant reunion!’ 

Loris got up energetically from the chair and promptly joined Professor Smyth and the new arrival in the middle of the office. 

‘It’s been three years now, sir,’ said the bright young man, who seemed to lose his shyness upon entering. 

‘Indeed!’ exclaimed the professor while shaking the young man’s hand with energy and looking at him with approval. ‘Maybe I’ve missed your presence around these parts that it seems longer to me. Anyhow, it’s such a pleasure for an old man like myself!’ 

‘Thank you kindly,’ responded the young man, his formal clothing enhancing his neat and tidy presentation, ‘it’s good to be back – particularly not in the roll of a student.’ 

The other two gentlemen laughed quietly, fully comprehending his meaning. 

‘Loris,’ said Professor Smyth heartily, ‘allow me to introduce to you Andrew Renshaw, your assistant for the duration of this praiseworthy task that you’ll be undertaking. Andy, meet Dr Loris Lang – Lori for short, for which I’m sure he’ll not mind at all!’ 

‘Not at all,’ confirmed Loris enthusiastically, liking the look of his new assistant and shaking his hand in friendly gesture. ‘As long as we’re to be working together, there’s no need for undue formalities, just hard, diligent and conscientious work. I may be in charge of proceedings but the rest is inconsequential, for besides, it’s clearly evident that there’s less than a decade of age separating us.’

Andrew Renshaw was the son of George and Kelly Renshaw, Kelly being Gloria’s younger sister. He was relatively tall, slim but well-built, quite athletic looking and had neat, honey-brown hair. He was a microbiologist working alongside his father at Microlab Industries, a laboratory located in the heart of the Ailensbury CBD. He was one for the outdoors and when the opportunity afforded him, would not be found anywhere else. Andrew was 26-years old and a young man of sound upbringing and steady character.

‘Okay, Dr Lang,’ responded Andrew positively, ‘it’s appreciated. I haven’t been fully briefed as to what the task is or what will be required of me, but diligent work I can commit myself to.’ 

‘Good lad,’ said Professor Smyth, stepping round Andrew on his way to close the office door. ‘Are Timothy and July back yet from honeymoon?’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Andrew, swivelling round to look at the professor, ‘I fetched them yesterday from Ailensbury National Airport.’ 

‘I presume they had a pleasant time?’ enquired the professor as he shut the door. 

‘You presume correctly, sir,’ answered Andrew. ‘How could they not! They went to the holiday destination of their dreams! July had hoped more than three years back of going there on honeymoon!’ 

‘Where would that be?’ enquired Loris, listening thoughtfully to the present conversation.

‘Angels Delight Resort,’ replied Andrew, ‘in the mountain area of Baroncorra.’ 

‘Indeed I know it well,’ mentioned Professor Smyth. ‘Our family have often vacationed there.’ 

‘I have to confess,’ said Loris, ‘I’m not familiar with the area but will look it up the next time we want to spend some time away.’ 

‘You don’t know what you’ve missed,’ added the professor with conviction, ‘it certainly is a delightful place! Can I offer you both coffee before we get down to business?’ 

‘For me, that would be much appreciated,’ answered Loris. ‘Even after being back a whole week, the pace of activity seems to have kept me in jetlag – I’m continually tired at the moment. Hopefully it will be gone by next Monday when the real action starts! One sugar and a splash of milk, thanks Kenny.’ 

‘I’m fine, thank you, sir,’ replied Andrew politely. ‘My wife, June, has the coffee pot on the boil before the sun rises in the morning. I’ve already had my “boost” quota for the day.’ 

‘You may soon learn to “boost” more often,’ chirped Professor Smyth jestingly, then quickly made two cups of steaming coffee. 

The air of the office filled swiftly with the delightfully rich and intense aroma from a strong brew of South American beans. 

The professor placed the two white, ceramic mugs on cork coasters lying on his desk, shifted some of the papers he was working with and sat down in his chair opposite Loris and Andrew, who had already seated themselves. Andrew was sitting quite upright, waiting in eager anticipation for the finer details of the brief, having only been informed in general that very morning of the task to which he would be assigned over the coming months, year or even two years if the research stretched out that long. 

‘Andy,’ began Professor Smyth, his demeanour having changed to a more serious and intense one, ‘just short of a year ago, Lori telephoned me one evening from across the Atlantic – he was there lecturing at Bridgetown University under a 5-year contract. He still had a year to fulfil but wanted to run past me some of his thoughts – rather interesting thoughts by my observation. He wasn’t looking to renew his lecturing commitment there, even though the university had indicated that they were willing to make him a permanent member of staff with even the possibility of him heading one of the departments.’ 

‘By all accounts,’ interjected Loris, ‘the professorship and financial incentives were certainly appealing!’ 

‘However,’ continued Professor Smyth, ‘as Loris confided in me, there was something plaguing his interests, and he wanted to establish the viability of pursuing it. Loris’ information was certainly private and confidential and I dare say held a high level of fresh interest in the area of microbiological studies. He, in fact, took me by surprise with his insight and the bold venture he wanted to pursue but placed the prospect in my hands to see what influence and muscle I could wield, if I felt it warranted the merit of pursuit.’ 

The professor calmly took a sip of his coffee while Andrew continued to sit glued to his seat in suspense, waiting anxiously for all to be clearly revealed. 

‘I mused over Lori’s details for some time,’ continued Professor Smyth, carefully placing his mug back on the cork coaster. ‘I felt that what he wanted to do would be an adventurous undertaking in the world of microbiology and daunting too, as it would require certain apparatus to be created or still invented as the technology at the time was only a speculative prospect of mere boastful talk, no hard, real product that one could comfortably back.’ 

At this point, the professor stopped and looked directly at Loris momentarily, almost as though he was reliving the experience. 

‘However,’ said the professor, ‘Loris’ conviction soon became mine, and I think he knew that it would! I felt compelled to act in favour of it and seek its unanimous approval, having first done some investigations as to the feasibility of obtaining what we needed. It’s a risk, I admit, but we have strong backing, and those backing, which for the most part is this university, are aware of the risks of failure. I say this without intent to flatter, but if it had been anyone other than Loris, I wouldn’t have given it a second thought. Such a task, with such high risks of failure attached, I would not have put in the hands of anyone else!’

Andrew was almost sitting on the edge of his seat with interest, and his heart was beating strongly with excitement, yet somehow still managed to present a face of calm as he took in what was being told to him. 

‘Before I reveal to you the nature of the task,’ continued Professor Smyth, ‘there’s another aspect attached to it and that is immediate secrecy. Due to the nature of the task, we have had to obtain co-operation from certain other parties before committing to pursuing this avenue. One such major player is Bramford University, in the heart of aristocracy that still flies the flag of ancient times and stirs the embers from time to time of the near-forgotten band of once exalted civility. They have an incredible design faculty headed by the acclaimed, and rightly so, Professor Stanley Berg. They haven’t only agreed to work alongside us regarding required apparatus but for the past six months have already been working on technological advancements on our behalf. I can see from your facial expression, Andrew, that you already know where I’m headed and understand the position.’ 

‘Indeed,’ affirmed Andrew promptly, ‘I think I’m catching on. The prestige of universities, competition, breakthroughs, bragging rights and the world of intellectual property should it ever arise.’ 

‘That’s a rather cold assessment,’ concluded Loris, he and the professor amused at Andrew’s frank but true observation. 

‘Absolutely so,’ confirmed Professor Smyth, quickly reverting back to his serious manner. ‘The ultimate goal is to the benefit of mankind and the progression of science as a whole, but those aspects that you mentioned are, nonetheless, a reality that needs to be factored in, particularly when a lot of money is part of the program. It’s not that we want to keep everything for ourselves, just protect our interests, and at this point in time we need to gain an advantage – a head start, if you will.’ 

‘I understand,’ said Andrew, sitting back in his chair a little, feeling that a clear disclosure may still be a moment in waiting. 

‘One such concern is Bridgetown University,’ said the professor, ‘from which Loris has just returned, as we have partnered with Bramford, who is one of their close rivals. Annoying nonsense but nevertheless a reality!’ 

‘In other words,’ concluded Andrew, ‘the less said, the easiest mended.’ 

‘Absolutely!’ agreed Loris. ‘That’s the bottom line. We need to maintain secrecy for a period of time, until we’re off the ground and don’t make ourselves out to be fools. Generalisations are fine, specifics are not, but at this point still only to close family such as your wife and father. I believe he’s working at Microlab Industries and will partly assist us from time to time.’ 

‘Understood,’ confirmed Andrew, ‘I have no problem with that, but could you please clear the air as to what it is that we’ll be researching or trying to research as the case may seem to be?’ 

‘It seems we’ve unintentionally created an air of anticipation, Loris,’ remarked Professor Smyth amusedly. ‘Sorry, Andrew. I’ll brief you forthwith. Firstly though, for the purposes of secrecy, Ailensbury University have decided not to attempt using our facilities for the research but keep it off campus and out of our labs. Right or wrong, it’s just a decision we have taken. Therefore, Microlab Industries was approached for assistance. Your boss, Dr Llewellyn Whyte, has been most accommodating, and an agreement was easily reached. We have confidence in him and the work of the lab. I’ll be heading the overall project; Loris will be heading the overall research and process thereof. You will be assisting him fulltime. There will be no others, that’s it, so it will be hard, exacting work. Your father will play a supportive roll, and through talks with him and Dr Whyte, they are both comfortable with you fulfilling the position. Now for the exact nature of the research.’ The professor stopped and looked at Loris questioningly. 

‘You finish it up,’ said Loris after a brief silence, having read the professor’s look.’ 

‘Andy,’ continued Professor Smyth with an air of solemn excitement and pride, ‘we’ll be attempting to find the origin of origins!’ He stopped and looked at Andrew to see his response. 

‘Okay,’ said Andrew in a rather thoughtful manner, ‘how do you expect to go about it?’

‘Loris is convinced that it’s possible,’ said Professor Smyth, ‘and I’m fully inclined to believe the feasibility of it too. With the help of advanced technology, we will try to research deeper into what makes kinesin tick, the way we have researched the cell. Lori believes that if we can get to the core of it, we would have struck the core of origins!’ 

‘I’m not one to guess where it will lead to or the end result,’ said Andrew, having first looked disbelievingly at the professor and then at Loris, ‘but when it comes to pure lab research, I have a great love for it. Dr Whyte briefed me before I came here that my new assignment is to start this coming Monday. I’ll be pleased to do so and look forward to working with you Loris. I can foresee major adjustments in the beginning and many changing parameters before a course gets clearly set. Nevertheless, that’s what research is all about, and I’ll be up to the challenge.’ 

‘There you have it, Loris,’ said Professor Smyth smugly. ‘You have your man, and I wish the two of you the best. Just remember that I have to answer to the top brass so need to be kept up to date on proceedings. Unless you have anything further, Lori, and if Andy doesn’t have any questions, I think we can allow him to head on his way.’ 

‘Nothing presently from my side,’ said Loris, and turned to Andrew, ‘I’ll keep you posted throughout the week and let you know if there’s anything I need your assistance with before next week Monday, but I doubt it.’ 

‘Nothing from my side,’ affirmed Andrew, ‘I just look forward to the new challenge and what it may bring about.’ 

The three gentlemen stood up without further ado. Andrew promptly shook hands with Loris and Professor Smyth before taking leave. 

‘Your thoughts, Loris?’ questioned Professor Smyth shortly after Andrew had left the office. ‘You seem to be contemplating something.’ 

‘He’s a bright bean, it seems,’ considered Loris, ‘and I quite like him if first impressions are valid. There’s something different about him though, which I cannot quite figure out.’ 

‘If it will be of any comfort to you,’ remarked Professor Smyth, ‘I’ve known Andrew since his first year at this university, and I’ve keenly noted his work since graduation. He was selected to accompany an overseas research party for a year, and he did very well according to the reports. He’s been assigned by my special request to his employer – you wait and see.’ 

‘I don’t doubt your choice,’ responded Loris, ‘not by any means. Andrew seems positive about the research but in a way that’s different to your or my perception. His response to you mentioning our intent to discover the origin of origins struck me, as though while our research will yield solid results, the source behind the discoveries is likely to be ethereal not material. Anyway,’ added Loris quickly, ‘let me not dwell too much at this point in time on it, lest I start finding things that aren’t there. Sarah’s in need of my immediate help, I’m terribly tired and have only one week before we plough full force into this task.’ 

‘Don’t make it sound like it’s only going to be hard work, Loris,’ said the professor encouragingly, patting the younger man gently on his shoulder. ‘Next week you’ll be up and rearing to go. I know you!’ 

Loris gave the professor a brief closed-lip smile before he began to make his way towards the office door with the professor at his heels. 

‘Oh, yes!’ said Loris, quickly wheeling round just as he reached the door. ‘You enquired earlier from Andrew about Timothy and July. Are Andy and Tim perhaps best friends?’ ‘Tim’s beautiful wife, July,’ answered Professor Smyth, ‘is the twin sister of June, Andrew’s wife! Furthermore, Andrew Renshaw and Timothy Nicholls aren’t only best friends but cousins!’

‘Why do I get the odd feeling that there’s going to be a catch somewhere down the line!’ said Loris light-heartedly but with enlightened surprise. ‘You haven’t set me up in a trap or something, have you?’ 

‘Fat chance of me attempting that!’ exclaimed Professor Smyth, giving Loris a mocking look in jest. ‘I’ve more pressing affairs to attend to and need your every energy and effort of genius and help. If I set you up in a trap, I’m likely to have my hide caught in it too!’

‘Anything else I need to be aware of before I leave?’ asked Loris. 

‘Not that I can think of,’ replied the professor. 

After shaking hands, Loris promptly exited. 

‘Oh, Loris!’ called Professor Smyth swiftly, causing Loris to swivel round on his heel before he was a dozen paces from the office. ‘Just one thing. Andrew is a Creationist and a Christian.’ 

‘What’s that you say!’ exclaimed Loris, retracing his steps. ‘You aren’t being serious! If you knew that, why then did you select him for this task?’ 

‘He’s the best and most loyal assistant you’ll get!’ defended Professor Smyth adamantly. ‘I’m not only fond of him but know that he can be relied upon. I have confidence in his abilities – irrespective of his fanciful and phoney beliefs. Besides, it actually never came to mind until this very moment.’ 

‘Never mind,’ said Loris resolvedly, ‘I’m more interested in the task at hand, not his concocted religious viewpoint. It irks me though that there are still biologists who believe in God and the Bible. I pity him for it. I’ll have to just take on the added task of enlightening the blinded wretch, and I can promise you one thing – by the time I’m finished with my research so will his religion be finished! No-one will be able to believe in God then!’

‘Seeking the origin of origins is a great task in itself,’ responded Professor Smyth emphatically, ‘but what you additionally seek to do will truly be a noble task! No small feat, I assure you, and I wish you every success!’
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‘No way, Jose!’ exclaimed Loris as he stepped out of the mantrap security door and into the newly-created lab that was to be home to his research, the tone of his voice clearly expressing his surprise. ‘This is a far cry from what Professor Smyth told me!’ 

‘It seems you’ve been the recipient of some form of trick?’ responded Dr Llewellyn Whyte, he and Andrew amused at Loris’ amazement and disbelief at what he saw.

Dr Llewellyn Whyte was not only a senior microbiologist at Microlab Industries but also the managing director. He was a short, chubby man but neat and precise in his presentation, a trait that was a trademark in his work as well. His thick hands looked clumsy and unsuited to lab work with fine instruments, but he had a skilful touch that never mishandled a thing. He had a little annoying cough when he laughed, but it troubled him more than others. He was a generally quiet man, often reserved, but when his position of authority was needed, he exercised his voice purposefully and powerfully, being clear with his expressions and intent to resolve whatever issues were at stake, without partiality or prejudice to any party concerned, no matter what. For this he was well-liked and well-respected, both within and without the company.

‘Indeed!’ replied Loris. ‘Professor Smyth told me that unfortunately the lab was a small pokey and dingy place. He said that it was all you could offer but felt that it would suffice and actually be beneficial in that no-one would believe that anything decent went on there, thus removing all suspicion as to high-level secret operations. Blighter! He provoked every form of patriotism in me, loyalty to my profession and sacrifice on behalf of mankind in order not to hold back on pursuing this task despite the grim conditions. I should’ve smelled a rat there somewhere!’ 

‘If it’s any consolation,’ commented Dr Whyte with a gentle laugh before coughing softly, ‘we were none the wiser to Smyth’s little practical joke. We were only asked not to mention anything to you, but in all kindness meant, I would have gone along with it and do so again, if I thought you would respond the same way! Your facial expression told a thousand words and more – priceless! Credit to the naughty prankster!’ 

Loris, who had a fairly good sense of humour, chuckled and let out a heavy sigh of relief. He could not hold back a broad smile as he stood surveying his surrounds. 

‘To say that I’m relieved is an understatement,’ confessed Loris confidently, ‘and all fears of failure relieved upon first sight. I’m sure we’ll do well here!’ 

‘I’m glad to hear the optimism,’ said Dr Whyte encouragingly, putting his hand briefly on Andrew’s shoulder. ‘We’re confident of good things from you and Andy.’ 

‘You’ve done a stinking good job here,’ complimented Loris cheerfully, still surveying the area, ‘it looks to be a great skunkworks. I can already see, even before we properly look around!’ 

‘Much obliged to you for the compliment,’ responded Dr Whyte cordially, ‘but the real person to thank is the Frenchman, Monsieur Giuseppe Le Peaux. He’s a genius when it comes to labs, and we’ve used his services on a number of occasions in the past. He outshone himself this time. We had a few difficulties in creating a separate laboratory, as it impacted on other areas of operation, but he did a remarkable job in getting things straightened out for us. He took our every consideration into account and came up with sensible options and, I feel, optimal functionality within this laboratory, including with respect to the other laboratory areas affected.’ 

The new lab was spotlessly clean and bright. The tiled floor was an off-white colour, which removed excess glare from the large fluorescent lights above, while the walls and ceiling were a brilliant white. The two large windows looked out towards the sea, for the room was on the second floor of the building. When opened, they allowed a fresh, revitalising air to infiltrate and enliven the laboratory. White hanging blinds on the windows shut out the world when needed. Areas were clearly demarcated and partitioned, in a way that maintained openness between work stations and accessibility to the apparatus and equipment. There were only two distinctly isolated sections for specific work, which were behind the general work stations and completely out of sight of anyone. There were two open areas on the floor, but they were purposefully demarcated for equipment that would be needed further down the line of investigation. All the equipment was brand new and almost sparkled under the white lights shining approvingly upon them from above. The lab’s clinical feel could not be denied and was purposely created that way, but its layout provided an aesthetical appearance that was nonetheless inviting and soft. Loris’ and Andrew’s cream-coloured, melamine desks were also neatly laid out, with computers, stationery, whiteboards and all necessary accessories provided in order to make their lives comfortable and functional. Soft, cream-coloured vinyl, adjustable high-back office chairs were also valued items in the mix.

The shelves and cupboards on the wall were clearly marked, with all supplies readily available. Glassware such as test tubes, conical flasks, volumetric flasks, graduated cylinders, pipettes, burettes and petri dishes were some of the commonly known apparatus carefully shielded and packed so that they were not unduly vulnerable to breakage. Sterilization equipment such as a hot air oven, drying oven and autoclave were neatly grouped in one area. A microbiological incubator and BOD low temperature incubator were ready for action, as were two thermal cyclers. A refrigerator, deep-freeze, electronic analytical balance, small distilled water plant, not to mention a number of microscopes of various shapes and sizes, and digital monitors were all present and operational, ready to serve man and his country unstintingly, with pride and loyalty to the best of their ability and strength. A number of other sophisticated apparatus and equipment, too confusing for the layman’s mind to fully comprehend, were placed at their various stations, with counter-tops and under-counter cupboards standing at each station for ease of operation. White lab coats, protective clothing, boxes of blue latex gloves, a number of different mask types and various goggles were either on a rack or hanging on hooks alongside a wash basin, with a shelf filled with washing agents standing neatly like an army drill squad at attention. 

‘Security is important,’ affirmed Dr Whyte purposefully, ‘so we’ve provided the mantrap security entrance, with myself and Andrew’s father, George, being the only staff members apart from yourself and Andy who have access cards. There’s a separate security system in place, which operates independently from the main system, and a power generator is on standby for the equipment, should there be a power failure. Handheld emergency lights are placed at all work stations.’ 

‘I see,’ said Loris, satisfied with what he was being told, ‘I’m happy to know that all eventualities have been covered.’ 

‘Anyway,’ said Dr Whyte with a pleased look on his face, ‘I’ll go through all the aspects in detail as we go along. Shall we get started then?’ 

Dr Whyte promptly picked up his clipboard that had his notes attached. After scanning them, he began to walk, with Loris and Andrew in tow, and went systematically through the whole laboratory identifying all the equipment, checking off items on his sheet and discussing different aspects with Loris. Except for a few comments and answers to a couple of questions asked, Andrew followed quietly, allowing Loris and Dr Whyte to confer and discuss as they saw fit. A foundational platform of operation was quickly established, and the current status of equipment still needed was extensively discussed. This process took the good part of the morning, and all three gentlemen were pleased at its completion to be able to head out to the staffroom for a cup of coffee and some biscuits. 

‘Oh, yes!’ said Dr Whyte quite casually, almost as an afterthought while enjoying a piece of chocolate-covered shortbread. ‘We’ve named the lab, and tomorrow the name plate arrives. There will be a short christening after the plate has been hung. 

‘What is the name given to the lab?’ asked Loris with interest, clutching his mug of coffee in both hands and leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. 

‘Andy,’ said Dr Whyte, trying not to laugh, ‘seeing that you’ll be working there too, would you like the honour of telling Dr Lang?’ 

‘I’m sure you’ll be pleased to know, Lori,’ said Andrew as he turned to him, unable to stifle a big grin, with Dr Whyte’s manner being contagious, ‘that our “skunkworks” has affectionately been named Pepe!’ 

‘And we’re expecting the lab to be made famous,’ laughed Dr Whyte, with intermittent coughs, ‘and leave its mark not just on the world of biology but further afield as well!’ 

Loris howled with laughter, enjoying the light-hearted moment and ease with which he had settled in at Microlab Industries but little aware that what would eventually come from the very bowels of Pepe would kick up such a stink!
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‘To heck with the lot of you!’ cried Loris exasperatingly, his usual composed manner being overcome with utter frustration. ‘You’re a sorrowful sight, all of you!’ 

Andrew stood there quite taken aback by this outburst. 

‘If you speak to them like that,’ spoke up Andrew eventually, ‘they may just creep away under a cloud of scandalous embarrassment and shame!’ 

‘Indeed!’ responded Loris with a soft chuckle, seeing Andrew’s comment come to life in his mind’s eye. ‘If there’s anyone to blame, it’s certainly not them, the poor fellows! Just doing their job the way they have been commanded by us wretched biologist rogues!’ 

Andrew could not help laughing at Loris’ pragmatic sense of humour in the face of yet another disappointment, the bank of test tubes seeming to present a row of rebellious school kids in Loris’ eyes, who scolded them with disapproval and scorn. 

‘Sorrowful, sorrowful,’ moaned Loris as he carefully studied the results and examined the test tubes once again. ‘What a wretched blow! Just simply awful. I thought we had it this time around!’ 

‘So did I,’ agreed Andrew, trying to encourage Loris. ‘I felt that there should at least have been some form of clarity and positive response!’ 

‘A sorrowful and pitiful sight you make,’ bemoaned Loris once again. ‘You should all be blindfolded, lined up against the wall and shattered – the lot of you!’ 

Andrew chuckled to himself at the play on words, much like his sister-in-law, July, would do. He quickly turned and busied himself as fast as he could with the petri dishes that were next in the line of fire, trying hard not to laugh out loud again at Loris’ amusing sense of humour in the face of disappointment. He knew though that before the morning was over, they would have sat together once again on their high-back office chairs, putting their heads together in an attempt to figure out where they went wrong and the road ahead. It was this tenacity about Loris and his general calm, even with the odd amusing outburst, that kept sanity and motivation in the face of seeming failure and insurmountable odds. Andrew too had this disposition, and the two colleagues were able to keep one another motivated and moving through the challenging valleys that seemed to arrive at their feet more often than had been hoped. 

It was now early Monday morning, the week of Thanksgiving, and for the past five months, the effort of the two microbiologists, along with the occasional help and input from George, Dr Whyte and Professor Smyth, had yielded no positive results. Results they had obtained, yes, but it all amounted to aspects they could just cross off the list as not being worthy to attempt again. They had set their initial goal at first testing some parameters and criteria before delving directly into their investigation of what was termed “The origin of origins”. Loris felt that this would set a foundational basis from which to work, but it had been hard going. Andrew never said a word in opposition, he just continued to provide support and encouragement, contributing as positively as he could towards the research effort.

However, their initial optimism and hope for early success had followed the pattern of the weather. The hot, sun-drenched glory days of summer had been dry and very lean, trying and tiring the hard-pressed labourer with neither oasis nor promise of one. They had pressed courageously on with determination and grit, but one day had become two, two had become four, four had become sixteen, until they were now figuratively standing ankle deep in the late autumn snow that steadily fell upon the land, gently smothering house-tops, cars, roads and everything for miles around with a cold blanket of soft, wet, white velvet. Winter had already knocked at the door with the early snow falls, and the red, orange, purple and yellow leaves that had not yet fallen, were frostbitten and white with the liquid cold. The damp days only had dreary nights to look forward to and was a continual drab, melancholy damper that acted much like a soft pedal on a piano, quietening the joyous melody that usually overflowed from its core reaching far and wide. It left a feeling that soon even the bones of the stones and rocks would cry out in agony of soul from the cold, dank conditions if there was no reprieve before winter finally settled in and cast forth its heartless spell of bondage upon the land until the sun eventually lifted the burden and set everything free. 

Loris and Andrew could feel the downcast spirit amongst their fellow colleagues, who were left in the dark as to what was being researched but who had hoped for some form of immediate success, even if unrealistically expected. The high level of optimism had been countered by a low level of results, and this had placed pressure on the two young men, but they brushed it aside as best they could. Dr Whyte soon cleared this up amongst the colleagues, and with encouragements from him, George Renshaw and Professor Smyth, who acted as a buffer between them and questions from the university, they continued steadfastly committed to the systematic route they had plotted. 

‘Andy,’ called Loris from his desk, ‘give me a minute, will you?’ ‘On my way in a second,’ replied Andrew directly. ‘I just need to finish marking the observations from the fluorescence microscope.’ 

Andrew finished in a minute and promptly made his way to Loris after quickly rinsing his hands at the wash basin and drying them under the hot air blower. 

‘I’ve been thinking,’ said Loris with a look of serious contemplation about him as Andrew walked up to him. ‘During my term at Bridgetown, there were occasions when I worked alongside an independent microbiological researcher, who over a number of months conducted some tests on both DNA and Kinesin. I had the opportunity to inspect his results, and they were very fascinating, but at the time it had no bearing on what I was busy with so never thought of it further. The research conducted was not directly in line with what we are currently doing. Nevertheless, there may be some value in obtaining those results and seeing if there’s anything we can glean from them. What do you think?’ 

‘It’s worth a shot,’ answered Andrew cautiously, ‘but will you not be questioned as to the reason for wanting them?’ 

‘I’m sure I’ll be asked,’ affirmed Loris confidently, ‘but Jerry Neaps is an amenable guy who will not likely press me if I say that I’m working on something confidential, unless of course he’s already handed over the results to another university or pharmacological conglomerate – that would be a blow!’ Loris seemed to allow such a prospect to negatively impact his thoughts, and his countenance changed immediately. 

‘Give it try then,’ encouraged Andrew, seeing Loris’ downcast and sorrowful look. ‘We really don’t have anything to lose, do we? If you can obtain the results, I’ll happily sit with my father and go through them with him. He may just have some perspective or insight into them that will be useful to us.’ 

‘I’ll give him a call before the tea break,’ said Loris, receptive to Andrew’s suggestion, his spirits never lagging in the Slough of Despond very long with Andrew around. ‘I’m happy to have your father’s input. I think we could use all the help we can get! I’m not totally unhappy with the work that we’ve done thus far, but I’d really appreciate a little more confidence and positive results as we now start more intensive work in the area of fluorescence microscopy.’ 

‘Just a little bump upper,’ agreed Andrew. ‘I could do with that too!’ Andrew headed back to the work station where he wanted to start his next set of tests and investigations. 

After making a number of notes, Loris looked at his watch and then picked up the portable phone on his desk. He began pressing the buttons and soon he heard in the earpiece the long-distance call connect and begin ringing. 

Loris got through to Dr Jerry Neaps immediately, and after ten minutes of conversation, in which Loris had smiled, looked serious, leaned forward over his desk, pressed back in his chair, waved his hands in gesture and written down a few notes, he said good-bye to his old associate and disconnected the call. 

‘Done!’ exclaimed Loris excitedly, startling Andrew who, in total concentration, had his eyes fixed to the eyepiece of one of the small fluorescence microscopes. 

‘Done?’ queried Andrew, looking up at Loris. ‘Are you referring to the research papers we talked about?’ 

‘Yes, indeed!’ answered Loris with a smug look. ‘I got through to Dr Neaps immediately, and he had no objection to providing me with the results
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