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Prologue











Judge Muzhou read the verdict from
yesterday’s trial in Shanghai,






“Guilty; all counts of
smuggling, possession and intent to distribute illegal
narcotics.”






Grey-headed Muzhou’s voice boomed,
“The sentence for this transgression against the people of China is
fifty years imprisonment.”






The words hung like the thick smog of
China’s factory belt as the spectators in the courtroom galley
gasped in disbelief. Both the U. S. Embassy Duty Officer and Deputy
Secretary of State rose to protest as the handcuffed and crying
American defendant, seventeen year old Andy Chang, was dragged out
of the courtroom.






His father, Xo “Benny” Chang, slumped
in his chair as Duty Officer Ferguson mentioned an appeal. Benny
envisioned his son’s empty room and sobbing wife. He couldn’t
fathom that his only son, born and raised at the Jersey shore, was
to be imprisoned in a Chinese jail cell for the rest of his life.
How could this happen? Benny cursed his homeland, knowing his
refusal to help the Communist Party was why his son was set up on
bogus drug charges.






He fought feelings of despair by
focusing on a way to free his son. Slightly lightheaded, he rose
from his chair to seek a rest room. Making his way through the
throng of sympathetic spectators, he spotted the bathroom. Pushing
open the mahogany door, he entered a cavernous bathroom. Removing
his horn-rimmed glasses, he leaned over the sink and splashed cold
water on his face. He felt steadier as he stared into the
mirror.

The reflection of a muscular,
professorial, middle aged man stared back. Black hair, receding and
graying at the temples, framed a round face centered by a small
nose. His skin, smooth and youthful was blemished by a half inch
scar on his forehead, received at the hands of bullies while in the
fifth grade at Nan King School.






As he fingered the scar, he thought
back to his childhood in the quiet province of Kiangsu. The
youngest son, he was sheltered by his working class parents. His
father, a middle manager at a local electronics factory, wouldn’t
allow him to follow his brothers into the drab place to earn a
meager existence. Not only was the pay poor, but the working
conditions and the pollution were dangerous. Long hours, years of
harmful exposure to and low pay sealed his decision about his
youngest son’s future. Benny’s father resolved that one of them
would escape.






From as early as Benny could remember,
he was tutored and enjoyed basking in his loving parents’ pride as
he escalated through local schools. As the top student in the Nan
King school he was chosen to attend a prestigious high school in
Beijing that focused on engineering. At the time, the big city of
Beijing seemed distant and mystical. The Destiny School of
Engineering enrolled China’s most promising students and they were
expected to be a source of national pride. The separation from his
family was painful for young Benny, but the excitement of the city
and the opportunity given to him, filled some of the void. Benny
flourished, studying computer sciences before turning to nuclear
studies and truly relished competing against the brightest young
minds in China.






He thought back to his mentor and
physics professor, Dr. Chow, who had nurtured his interest in
nuclear science. It was the highly respected Dr. Chow who secured
his spot at Shanghai Imperial University. The esteemed professor
was also instrumental in getting the clearance for him to go to
America to attend Stanford University for his masters and
Massachusetts Institute of Technology for his doctorate in nuclear
science. He longed to be able to seek his mentor’s advice at this
distressing time. Unfortunately, the revered Professor was
critically ill with cancer. There was nothing the Chinese doctors
could do and he was close to passing from this earthly life,
leaving Benny to feel alone.






Dr. Chow had guided Benny in all his
major decisions, even his decision to marry Sammi Ling. He recalled
his attempt at a romantic proposal during Christmas time at
Rockefeller Center. It was ten degrees out and snowing hard as he
and Sammi headed to the crowded skating rink…






Suddenly, the bathroom door swung open
and two men entered, abruptly pulling Benny back to reality.
Dressed in dark suits with signature red and yellow ties, they were
undoubtedly agents of the Ministry of State Security. The taller
spy guarded the entrance, as the second man walked to the sink next
to Benny.

As he washed his hands he whispered,
“What a sad and unfortunate verdict. Mr. Liu asked to see if you
were interested in an unconventional appeal.”

















Chapter 1






Ten days after arriving at Stanford
University, where Benny was enrolled in the Masters program in
Nuclear Studies, he had a strange encounter. Alone at a table in
the student cafeteria, Benny was eating a sandwich as a jazz tune
floated in the air. An older, well- dressed Chinese man
unexpectedly sat across from him. Benny nodded in acknowledgment,
munching on his sandwich, as the round-faced gentleman smiled.
Perhaps he’s a professor, Benny thought, and went back to reading
about nuclear fission.

The Chinese man took his hat off and
spoke in the Cantonese dialect of Benny’s hometown,

“Greetings Benny, it is a
beautiful day.”

Benny dropped his sandwich and bolted
to attention,

“Yes, yes, very nice
day.”

He looked directly into Benny’s eyes,
“Your family is doing well back home in Nan King, they miss you and
send their regards.”

Benny could only muster a weak, “Thank
you.”

“Young man, your homeland is
very proud of you.”

Rising from the chair, he continued,
“Your friends in Beijing commend you on studying such a significant
subject.” He tipped his felt hat, turned on his heels and strolled
away.

Benny sat motionless, replaying the
meeting. Who was that? The man obviously knew who I was, but who
was he? Why would he come and talk to me? What was the message? Was
he sent by my family? Maybe he was sent by China’s Foreign
Education Affairs Office. Perhaps this was their way of looking
after Chinese citizens studying abroad. But why no formal
introductions?

Benny ended up dismissing the meaning
of the encounter as a strange way the Chinese government checked up
on its students abroad and went back to his soggy
sandwich.

Two years later, while in Boston
getting his doctorate in Nuclear Science, Benny had another weird
encounter confirming it was the Ministry of State Security, a
notorious Chinese spy agency, who was interested in him.

It was a casual overture at the
University library where he went to purchase answers for a test he
hadn’t had time to study for. Seated at a table on a deserted
floor, a young Chinese man with a bad complexion suddenly sat
across from him.

Carrying an umbrella, the casually
dressed man was wearing a Red Sox baseball cap, but something about
him gave Benny the distinct impression he wasn’t a
student.

As he leafed aimlessly through a
reference book, he flashed a toothy grin and spoke, “Benny, we
learned that you desire to be an America citizen. If you pursue
citizenship, we will not object as you are working in a field that
interests China.”

Before Benny could even process what
he heard, the man stood, smiled, and disappeared. Benny was
puzzled. What was the meaning in this? Who was that? He longed to
be an American citizen and had taken steps for naturalization, as
nuclear plants had policies to hire only U. S. citizens. Benny had
heard that in years past the Chinese government would object to
what they said amounted to a “brain drain”, but with the emergence
of China as a global power this was no longer an
impediment.

He thought back to the meeting in
Stanford with the old man and to an anonymous letter he received
before enrolling at Stanford, suggesting he study nuclear
engineering.

Suddenly, he realized that it was the
Chinese Spy Agency that had their eyes on him. He had heard stories
of their global network, using business men and students to collect
information of interest. What could they want with me? Benny
wondered. I’m just a nuclear scientist. China already had five
nuclear plants and more on the drawing board. Although the
technology now came from France, in the near future, China would be
able to design and build nuclear power plants without help. What do
they want from me? Will they ask me to come back to China to work
at one of them? If that was it, then why allow me to become a U.S.
citizen?

Four years later, nearing the
completion of his doctorate, Benny contemplated an attractive
stream of job offers. Nuclear engineering firms and utilities were
interested in retaining his services. Benny had distinguished
himself in both his studies and during his tenure at the Boston
Edison Nuclear Plant. While working there, he redesigned the
transport system for the fuel rods that feed the reactor. His
design revolutionized the method to transport fresh rods to the
reactor and moved the used rods to the spent fuel pool where they
would stay for decades cooling off. This new design doubled the
safety factor and lowered costs and the innovation was swiftly
implemented by other American nuclear plants in. As a result, Xo
“Benny” Chang was highly sought after and would be handsomely paid
for his services.






Early on a winter morning as he was
entering a Dunkin Donuts, he was stopped by a Chinese man in a
camel hair coat. The man had a nose that crinkled as he
spoke,






“Hello, Xo, may we
talk?”






“Excuse me?”






“I was sent by your Father
in Nanking.”



“My father? How the hell you
know my father?”






“How I know your father is
unimportant. However, what is important is helping your brother.”
The wrinkles in his nose reached up to his eyebrows.






“Brother? Which brother?
What’s wrong? What the fuck is going on?”






“Relax, Xo, let’s take a
ride, we’ll get you a coffee at the drive thru,” He pointed to a
Mercedes idling at the curb.






Benny hesitantly got in the back seat
and the stone faced driver pulled away.






“What the hell is going
on?”






“Easy, Xo, it will be simple
to solve the problem with your brother.”






“Get to the point or let me
out of this God damn car.”






“It seems your brother,
Tseung, was caught stealing and is facing a lengthy jail
term.”






“What? Not Tseung, he’d
never do that. What the hell are you talking about?”






“This is a brand new charge
and the authorities have three eyewitnesses to the crime. I am
sorry to disappoint you, but Tseung is in deep trouble and needs
your help.”






“This is bullshit! It
doesn’t make any sense.”






“Xo, like life itself, it’s
impossible to figure out. Unexpected events push and pull us every
day. What you need to consider is how this will affect your
parents.”






“Okay, okay, I hear you.
I’ll go back home to help him. What about my parents? They must be
destroyed.”






“Easy, Xo, that’s not
necessary, you can help him from here.”






”What? From here?
How?”






“It is all very simple. All
you need to do is to accept the job offer from Exelon to work at
the Oyster Creek plant. We’ll take care of the rest.”






“What the hell does that
have to do with it?”






“Your homeland appreciates
your loyalty. You have friends in the upper levels of government
who will arrange to have the charges dismissed.”






“Friends? What friends? How
will the charges be dismissed?”






“Xo, leave it to us. Do you
accept the offer?”






“Of course! But I still
don’t understand. When will my brother be released?”






“You’ve made a wise
decision, Xo. I’ll make a call to let them know you have agreed and
they’ll arrange for his immediate release. Once you accept the
position and start working, the charges will disappear.”






As Benny asked just who they would
call, the Mercedes screeched to a stop at the curb. The mysterious
man reached over and opened the door, “Have a nice day,
Xo.”






Benny stood dumbfounded as the Benz
sped away. He tried to process what had just transpired when a
panhandler jostled him for a quarter. Benny brushed him aside and
raced to his apartment. His older brother arrested? Take a job at
Oyster Creek? He catapulted up the stairs to his door and rushed to
the phone, banging his knee on the coffee table. He dialed his
parents in China, where it was late in the evening, as he massaged
his knee,






“Mother, its Xo. Are you and
Father ok?”






‘Oh, my dear, Xo, we have
trouble with Tseung.”






“Mother, I know but it can’t
be true, I don’t believe it.”






“Xo, neither do we, he’s a
good boy. He never gave us any trouble and now this. I’m so afraid,
it’s a very serious charge and the penalty is five years hard labor
in Manchuria.”






“Mother, please don’t worry.
Tell father that I have a friend who will help us and Tsueng will
be released, the charges dropped.”






“How can that be? Please,
Xo, don’t patronize me.”






He explained that he had an old school
mate from engineering school that was very influential in the
government and had promised his help. Benny told his Mother he had
to rush off to work and would check in tomorrow.











Benny hurried back outside and caught
a taxi to the small office that he shared with another doctorate
student. The cab pulled up to the brick building that housed his
ground floor office. Benny hopped out, threw a ten dollar bill at
the grateful driver, and bounded through the doors. Benny pulled
the file he kept with all his employment offers, and found the two
page letter from Exelon. He read it over and over, trying to figure
out how this job as a systems engineer could help his brother.
Benny couldn’t come up with any logical reason. He knew the man who
would arrange the release of his brother was yet another agent from
the Chinese Ministry of Security but he could not fathom the
connection with the Oyster Creek plant.



He nervously picked up the phone and
called Exelon’s Human Resources department. Benny informed the
director that he had accepted their generous offer. They chatted
for a half an hour and Benny agreed on a trip to New Jersey to
finalize the logistical details of his relocation to Ocean County,
New Jersey.






















Chapter 2






Located in Forked River, New Jersey,
the Oyster Creek power plant is the oldest nuclear plant in the
United States. Using a boiling water reactor it provides
electricity for six hundred thousand Jersey Shore
customers.






A boiling water reactor uses nuclear
reactions to generate steam to power the turbines that produce
electricity. These reactors are efficient but the boiling
temperatures stress the plant, dramatically increasing the risk
that radioactive steam will escape.






Given its age, environmentalists and
residents have been putting pressure on the Nuclear Regulatory
Commission to close it. Two years before Benny’s employment, a
watchdog agency discovered that radioactive material had gotten
into the ground water by the plant.






Management responded with an increase
in its engineering and maintenance budgets; hiring additional
personnel and speeding up the replacement of systems but it didn’t
quell the opposition and the relationship with the community it
served was tenuous.






An ambitious Benny Chang moved south
settling into a spacious condo in a quiet section of Lacy, New
Jersey. He then began a fairytale-like journey that looked like an
American dream come true. On his first day at the plant he was
introduced to Sammi Ling, a petite, pretty, second generation
Chinese woman, whose family came from the same province as he did.
The chestnut eyed Sammi was employed as a Protection Technician,
responsible for monitoring the amount of radiation that plant
workers were exposed to. They hit it off immediately and went on
their first date that weekend.






A whirlwind courtship ended in
marriage just eight months after they met. Following a week-long
honeymoon in Malaysia, the newlyweds traveled to China to visit
their families and friends, including Dr. Chow. Returning home,
they moved into a three bedroom townhouse in Lanoka Harbor. Sammi
became pregnant and gave birth to a boy.






Andy was a happy baby and the Changs
relished their new roles as parents. Having a son rather than a
daughter was the dream of all Chinese families. As Andy got older,
Benny and Sammi resisted the tradition of sending their son to
summer in China. While proud of their heritage, they wanted Andy to
be a typical American boy.






They hired a nanny and Sammi went back
to work at Oyster Creek after Andy’s fourth birthday. She assumed
her old position and Sammi and Benny commuted together to the plant
again. Their dual income allowed them to increase the support they
sent to their families in China. Benny was adamant about helping
his family and insisted that they help Sammi’s as well.






As a Protection Technician, Sammi
monitored employees who went into the radioactive part of the
plant. As the workers left the “hot” areas of the plant, they would
wait at the “step off” pad to be assessed by Sammi who would scan
them and take appropriate measures when needed. Often, she would
cut a hole in their pants or bottoms of their shoes to prevent the
contamination from spreading. Sometimes employees would have to
disrobe completely and don new outfits to be released.






She would continually analyze the
plant and functions of the staff, to find ways to limit exposure.
Sammi had a distinct advantage as she and Benny constantly
discussed the plant, even when at home. He would make suggestions
that she would evaluate and present for implementation. Her hard
work and success in reducing contamination were rewarded with a
promotion to manager.






Benny, originally hired as a systems
engineer, was promoted to senior engineer for structural design. He
was not only accountable for the design and installation of all the
plant’s systems, but he had to defend the plant’s licensing basis
to the Nuclear Regulatory Commission. Everyone who reported to
Benny had deep respect for him as he treated everyone with dignity
no matter their position. Even when he was upset, he always
maintained his cool and people began to rely on Benny for advice in
their personal lives. Benny couldn’t resist helping; counseling his
coworkers and lending financial assistance.






Benny, Sammi, and Andy were a picture
perfect, new style, American family. They slipped into and
treasured the Jersey shore lifestyle, which was dialed down a notch
from nearby New York City. Benny took up weight lifting, while
Andy, a fitness nut, became obsessed with surfing. The Changs were
active in supporting Andy’s academic and surfing activities and
socialized at a beach club they were members of. They were happily
enjoying a serene and productive life as time and life went
barreling along.






In a surprise, Sammi became pregnant
again and had a girl they named Elizabeth. Being a mother was
important and she took another leave of absence to raise her in her
formative years. Benny, initially uncomfortable with how to
interact with his baby daughter, soon came under her spell. He
adored her and enjoyed the affection he was able to smother her
with. The Changs rehired their old nanny and Sammi returned to the
plant when Elizabeth turned three.






By the time Andy turned fourteen,
their finances had improved dramatically, as Benny had been
promoted to General Manager. Everyone supported his appointment,
believing he was perfect for the position, but unaware Benny beat
his only competitor by spreading a rumor about him. The Changs
bought a spacious colonial with an acre of property by the beach.
Andy never missed a day surfing even during the winter. Benny
installed a gym in the basement and he and Andy would lift weights
together. Living by the beach was ‘a dream come true’ for the
fitness-crazed Chang family, and they took full advantage of it.
Andy became an accomplished surfer and competed in-state-wide
competitions. Benny took surfing lessons to try to keep up, but
Andy was already one of the top five surfers in New
Jersey.






How he ended up in New Jersey had a
curious beginning, but Benny was glad they had settled at there.
After long days at the plant he and Sammi would take walks on the
beach, thankful for the life they had built together, cognizant how
fortunate they were in comparison to their families in China.
However, things were about to change monumentally, as Benny’s
mother was stricken by a dangerous illness.
















 












Chapter 3






Timothy Lee was brilliant, energetic,
and curious. An accomplished chemist and engineer, Lee was really
an entrepreneur and visionary. Timothy Lee was the Chinese Steve
Jobs and Bill Gates rolled into one. Physically unlike small-framed
Chinese men, he was powerfully built, with broad shoulders and
large hands. This icon of China was eager to engage anyone in his
quest to improve things. Lee believed in man’s ability to create a
new reality and was steadfast in his efforts to change things for
the better.






Lee became fabulously wealthy from his
inventions and business endeavors, and was charitable. He believed
in using his wealth to help others less fortunate as well as to pay
bribes to get what he wanted. A raconteur, he owned various
businesses, took on challenges and lived in the
spotlight.






Intensely loyal, Timothy Lee kept in
close contact with his childhood friends, supporting them and
former colleagues in their personal and professional endeavors. He
was quick make a loan or to arrange medical care to those in
need.






As a young man Lee used his
imagination to dream up products to improve the standard of living.
Continually sketching, tinkering, and building prototypes, he was
anxious to make an impact. Lee was invited to attend The Beijing
School of Engineering, famous for launching the careers of
successful men, including two year older Benny Chang, the nuclear
engineer. Timothy and Benny had as good a friendship as an upper
and lower classman could have, but had lost touch. Once he entered
engineering school Tim finally had some of the resources available
to put his inventory of ideas into reality.






Timothy graduated from the engineering
school but surprised everyone by not attending a university.
Restless to get into the real world, he went to work at a state
owned enterprise developing electronic products. He toiled
alongside engineers who reversed-engineered American products in
order to duplicate them. Timothy was stunned by the lack of
innovation in China and quickly formed a small company to focus on
new and improved products. He initially operated out of his cramped
apartment, working long hours at night and weekends. Lee generated
a couple of small, successful product improvements giving him
enough momentum to quit his job and go full time.






Shortly afterwards, he created the
first of many successes; a virtual keyboard. The brilliant
innovation revolutionized the hand held device market; projecting
the image of a keyboard onto any surface and have it respond to
your “key strokes”. Timothy Lee made millions from the product and
became the talk of China. His dramatic success caught the attention
of Silicon Valley venture capitalists and Communist Party leaders,
giving Timothy “card blanche” in his future endeavors.






The remarkable achievement didn’t
affect the egoless Tim who just wanted to pursue solutions to what
he perceived as challenges. The next problem he wanted to solve
were bulky ear and microphone units for cell phones. Tim consulted
with medical professionals, eventually developing a small, stick-on
unit, for your ear lobe or sideburn area. The receiving and
transmitting unit combined the earpiece and microphone into one
tiny piece that sensed vocal chord vibrations and conducted the
sound waves through cheekbones. It was a blockbuster and soon
became fashion items, adorned with jewels.






The accomplishments he had as an
innovator were unlike that of any other Chinese in history and he
was a huge source of national pride. Worldwide, China is
categorized as a nation of imitators who lack the imaginative
ability to create. The reputation gnawed away at Communist leaders
who seized the unique opportunity Timothy presented, parading his
success as a sign of their political and economic system’s
superiority.






Lee had the unusual freedom to travel
the world whenever he wanted, and spent a considerable amount of
time in the United States, where his eyes were opened to how a free
democratic society, and true market economy, works. He worked
alongside innovators in Silicon Valley and biotechnology firms who
were developing drugs, cures, and devices to improve the quality of
life in America.



The exposure proved life-saving for
Timothy’s mother who had been struck with lymphoma. His sick,
widowed mother was languishing in a major hospital in Beijing for
over two weeks. Considered one of China’s best, in reality the
hospital’s standard of treatment was barely above that of a third
world country. When Timothy visited his mother after a trip to
Boston, he became alarmed at the poor level of care and her dismal
condition. Tim, who never reconciled with his dad before he died,
took immediate action to get her to Mt. Sinai Hospital in New York.
Tim pulled strings to arrange for his mother’s visa on the
telephone. Two days later he and his mother, along with a private
nurse, were on a flight heading to New York.






Within three weeks of her arrival at
Mt. Sinai Hospital, her cancer was in remission. She regained her
strength over the next month and returned to China with her
relieved son. Lee was struck by the stark differences in care
readily available in America versus that in China’s capital city.
He was enraged that his mother almost died at the hands of inferior
care in a nation that touted itself as a world leader. Timothy
pondered how many others died needlessly in such a substandard
system. He spoke out about the major differences in care to the
chagrin of the Party leaders who normally silenced such
criticism.






As the grandson of a deputy in the
Communist Party’s Shanghai District, Timothy was well connected
politically. However, his support for human and worker rights
caused tremendous friction, creating a dilemma for the party
hierarchy. His experiences abroad made him increasingly
uncomfortable with the situation in China but Lee’s support was
largely vocal and symbolic until a fateful meeting at an old
friend’s birthday party.



























Chapter 4






Timothy was back in his hometown, the
grimy, bustling seaport city of Dalian, to celebrate the promotion
of his boyhood friend, Julian Choi to captain. Choi, was a
lieutenant in China’s Navy, before becoming a captain on a
container ship. Choi was disillusioned with the Navy’s
pre-occupation with the dispute over some Japanese Islands and
constant preparedness drills for war against America. Becoming a
captain was a dream of Choi’s and Timothy was glad for his old
friend.






Out to sea his entire life, Choi had
never married and considered his childhood friends his family. A
lean man with leathery skin, he looked years older than the forty
he was, in stark contrast with youthful Timothy, who looked
thirty.






Choi’s parents, whom Timothy had
helped financially over the years, had a seafood restaurant in
Dalian. He and Timothy shared many a meal there, dreaming and
planning their futures and it was where the celebration would
begin; a gathering of friends and family for dinner, followed by a
fishing trip for the men.






Timothy strode down the main drag as
childhood memories flooded his thoughts. The litter-strewn streets
were crowded with shoppers buying their groceries from stalls
lining the sidewalks. He turned onto Melody Avenue, smelling the
aromas of the traditional food Choi’s family was known for.
Anxious, Timothy quickened his pace and a minute later stepped into
the noisy celebration.






Timothy Lee was by far the most
successful person attending but mingled easily, genuinely enjoying
the company of sincere, working class people. He moved like a
politician, chatting and shaking hands, finally reaching the man of
the hour whom he bear hugged. The old friends shared a strong,
traditional drink and chatted until Choi’s mom asked everyone to
sit and eat.






At the busy buffet table, Lee filled
his plate with buk choy and eel, when a vaguely familiar man sided
up to him. He greeted Lee in a smoker’s voice,






“Hello, I’m Jason, Jason Wu.
We met a few times, years ago.”






“Sure, hi, it’s nice to see
you,” Lee shifted his plate to shake Wu’s boney hand.






“Did you try the eel? I love
the way Momma Choi makes it.”






Wu sighed, “It’s one of the only
things we are grateful for.”






Lee smiled and reached for utensils.
Wu, in a light jacket and cheap jeans, spoke again,



“Timothy, I know you are a
busy man, but I need a moment, after you’re finished eating. I want
to show you something extremely sensitive.”






“What? Er, yeah, sure, yes,
of course.”






“Thanks. Many have taken a
great risk to smuggle it out,” Wu whispered.






Lee was intrigued and his instincts
took over. He went to an adjacent table, placed his plate down, and
signaled Wu as he walked to the kitchen. Wu ate a couple of
forkfuls and followed, pausing as he recalled the objections of his
associate Billy about sharing their information. He continued,
believing their cause needed the support of prominent
people.






Lee met him just inside the hanging,
beaded doorway and motioned to where the steam tables were.
Directly behind the tables was a storage area shielded by the grimy
ductwork of the ventilation system. It was hot and sticky and the
fans were noisy.






“Choi and I used to hide
back here after tossing cold grease at classmates,” Lee
grinned.






Un-amused, Wu lifted his jacket up and
removed a cell phone. He fiddled with the buttons, shoving it in
Lee’s face, “See one of the travesties taking place in our
country.”






Timothy took the phone and stared at
the small screen. The video was grainy and shaky but powerful. He
reeled from images of disfigured, filthy and desperately ill
children and women. Near the end of the short video was a close up
of crying woman, with a grossly swollen head, sitting on
urine-stained bed. A voice shouted at her to shut up and then a
security officer came and beat her savagely with a
baton.






Lee hunched over a sink gasping as Wu
explained,






“This was taken by a man
summoned to repair a rotting roof. We supplied the phone and he
bribed a worker with money we gave, to gain access to other parts
of the facility. The graphic nature of this clip and others, have
swelled the ranks of those who demand change. As you know, the
authorities would severely punish anyone involved and this must be
strictly confidential.”






“Yes, of course. Where is
this place? Is that a hospital?”






“A hospital? More like a pig
pen! It’s in the closed city of Duxi, two hours north of here and
is just one of the damn places we know of.”






“How, what, how did they get
so sick?”






“They’re victims of the
relentless pursuit of profits. Some were born with defects as their
mothers were exposed to toxic chemicals in the factories they work;
others were poisoned by the water they drank. Water contaminated by
chemical spills the government knew about, but never warned
anyone.”






“What? I’ve heard rumors of
spills but I was assured the spills were contained and all affected
were given alternative sources of water by the
government.”






“It’s not surprising that
you eat the propaganda the Party dishes out!”






“I’m sorry. How can I learn
more?”






Wu raised his hand whispering, “We
must return. Tonight we can speak further. I’m going back; you go
to the bathroom”






Choi’s supervisor arranged for the use
of a corporate yacht for the fishing party. At dusk, twenty friends
boarded the “Fortune”, a 54-foot trawler, flying a huge flag of
China. Outfitted with the latest gadgetry and a generous spread of
food and alcohol, it looked to be a memorable night.






Once underway, a ceremonious period of
toasting and reminiscing began. As the stories and joking winded
down, the group broke into smaller groups, some focusing on
fishing, others on drinking.






Lee, who loved to fish as a child with
Choi, took a rod on the empty starboard side. Twenty minutes later
Wu appeared with Billy Dongzu, both with rods. The seas were calm
and the moonlight illuminated the night as they trolled for fish.
The yacht’s growling engines provided ample noise to cover their
conversation.






“Timothy, this is Billy
Dongzu, you may remember him, from the outside Dalian, in Pujix.
He’s leading many efforts for justice.”






“Yes, you do look
familiar.”






“Everyone knows who you are;
you’re a big shot. What do you care about us?

Timothy was stunned by the attack,
“That’s not fair Billy. I want to help my country.”






Wu jumped in, “Billy is skeptical of
anyone with power or authority.”






“With good reason,” Billy
retorted. He’d been disappointed by two friends in minor Party
positions who promised to help but when the heat was turned up they
abandoned him.






“Listen, Billy, what I saw
sickens me. I’m compelled to investigate. If the government is
hiding information that puts the people at risk, it must be
revealed. I want to visit and expose the Communist Party for what
it is, if it’s true.”






“Ah, my naïve friend, this
is dangerous business. You’re one of the lucky ones but if you get
involved you will risk it all, including your life,” Billy
warned.






“I know it’s dangerous, and
the Party can be ruthless. I’m not as naïve as you think; I’ve been
active in many causes for justice over the years.”






Billy shook his head, “My dear
Timothy, you are indeed naïve; this isn’t a speech from a podium
about underpaid workers.”






Timothy was growing impatient and
turned to Wu who was lighting another cigarette,



“Wu, my status allows me an
opportunity to make a meaningful difference. I’ve traveled the West
extensively, the standards of living are more evenly spread. The
rights of every person, irrespective of their status, are
protected. Even a penniless person gets medical treatment that is a
hundred times better than in China.”






Billy chimed, “Unless you’re in the
frigging ruling party.”






Wu raised his hand for silence as the
first mate approached to bait their hooks. They made small talk
about the upcoming Olympics as he tended to their rods.






The mate noticed their empty beer
bottles and said he’d get more. They took fresh beers, thanked the
mate, and cast their rods back into the dark sea.






Wu exhaled smoke and said, “If you
have the stomach to go through with this, we can journey to Duxi.
We’ll slip into the city with the help of Billy’s
contacts.






“Please do not doubt my
conviction. I’m sincere. When can we go?”






“It’s best we visit
Tuesdays, in the morning,” Billy replied. “I’ll make a call and
we’ll go this Tuesday. You free, Wu?”






“Oh, this Tuesday? Sorry, I
leave for San Francisco tomorrow and then to London.”






“I know, I know, you are too
busy to help us,” Billy mocked.






The sound of a rod getting a hit
whirred and Billy grabbed it as Timothy continued, “I’m back on the
12th, just nine days from now. Don’t doubt my
conviction!”






Billy looked back in disgust as he
walked the rod, fish on its line, to the rear of the boat. After
Timothy made plans with Wu for his next visit, they went to see the
birthday boy.






As promised, Timothy arrived on the
12th and Wu arranged a meeting at the Choi eatery that night. Just
before 6 o’clock, Lee opened a condensation-laden door to and was
engulfed by the smells of roasting garlic. After greeting his
friends, they sat down to a feast of Dalian delicacies.



There was only one other table
occupied, and since it was filled with the family of Choi’s uncle,
they were able to speak freely. Timothy was shocked to hear about
his old friend Choi’s involvement in fighting for change. He knew
it was sensitive to talk against the Communists but Tim was hurt
that his friend had never confided in him about it. Wu then gave
Timothy a quick background on his activities. Tim learned that Wu
was watched often by the Ministry of State Security and had been
jailed twice. Tim judged him to be an abrasive, cynical, man of
action. However, if his energy could be harnessed, Wu could be an
invaluable asset.






Wu quickly overloaded Lee with
information,






“Timothy, you are on the
cusp of a new reality in China. There are many movements pushing
back against the brutal Commies. We’re losing the battle now but
we’re getting stronger and we’ll eventually overcome them. They’re
a greedy bunch of old bastards trying to cling to power, but like
trying to hold water in a hand, it leaks away.”






“I’m aware of the fight for
improved workers rights.”






“I’ll hold my tongue not to
insult you; you don’t know the half of it.” Wu stated.






Choi, whose visceral hatred of the
Communists surprised Tim, said,



“Timothy did you know that
there are severe shortages of workers at hundreds of factories? The
pool of uneducated labor near the cities is totally exhausted.
There’s pressure to increase wages and give benefits to attract
workers, but that would hurt China’s position as a low cost
producer and cut the Party leaders’ obscene profits.”






“So the greedy Party has
authorized the taking of land from farmers forcing them to the
cities for work,” Wu finished for Choi.






“How can they take land?
Under what decree?”






“The farmers in the
countryside never owned the land; back in the 1950’s, Mao forced
collectivism on them, requiring them to rent from the State. Now
with the labor shortage, the party is taking their land, relocating
them to cities with labor shortages,” Choi replied.






“This crazy scheme is
tearing up families and communities that have farmed together for
centuries. Protests have been brutally put down by the Police,” Wu
lit another cigarette.






Timothy couldn’t eat. Before he could
fully process this latest affront, Choi spoke again,






“This isn’t only a struggle
between the haves and the have-not’s Tim; it’s also the battle for
personal freedom and human rights. Like the right to practice any
religion that is being repressed, this time to an unprecedented
degree.”






“Yeah, Choi’s right; the
Party has taken it to a new height. They banned all organized
religion and created their own versions, which can only be
practiced. A friendwas making a film about the underground Catholic
churches in China and was arrested weeks ago. Sadly, no one has
heard from him since.”






“What do you mean
underground Catholic Church? The Catholic Church is in
China.”






“My dear Timothy, you have
much to learn. The party allows what it calls the Catholic Church
to exist and boasts that it has five million members. But it’s
another farce. China’s fabricated church has its clergy appointed
by the Communists and must pledge their allegiance to the Party.
They must swear not to take direction from the Pope and have no
contact with Rome. There are at least ten Bishops who were arrested
and never heard of for pledging their allegiance to the
Pope.”






“These bastards even want to
control our spirituality. I think it really shows how afraid they
are.” Choi was onto something.






“I didn’t know, you’re right
Wu, I was naïve, but never again,” His discomfort
showed.






“We’re grateful for your
interest and offer to help. The people need someone like you to
join the fight for freedom and justice if we are going to succeed,”
Wu replied.






“Thanks, I wanted to mention
something, but you probably know about it.” Timothy was
hesitant.






“Go on,” Choi
prodded.






“Well, I was making some
inquiries about human rights with some of my contacts and was
frankly shocked to uncover this, but you probably know, that
there’s evidence that the Party is involved in a for-profit scheme,
selling prisoners organs and body parts.”






“We heard rumors but
couldn’t substantiate it; what do you know?”






Timothy was relieved he had fresh
information and regained confidence, “This seemed to start about
four years ago, when an organization named ‘Global Transplant
Management’ appeared on the scene, offering organs for a fee they
claimed covered their costs. The U.S. Transplant Society was
skeptical and launched a covert operation with the F. B. I. The
trail led to Switzerland, where Global Transplant operates a
facility. They claimed to get organs that were donated from a
network of global sources, but in particular Eastern Europe, where
organ harvesting programs had just begun.”






“That seems
plausible.”






“Yeah, the investigators
accepted the explanation and closed the case but the lead
investigator, a man named Crane, wasn’t comfortable. Then, nearly
ten months after the case was closed; Crane received an anonymous
package of photos. To his horror, he discovered that the most
organs came from prisons in China.”






Wu was trembling as Tim continued,
“Once the Party was confronted with the evidence they went into
cover-up mode, sacrificing a low level official they claimed had
created the illicit program and pressured America to keep it
quiet.”






“It doesn’t get more brutal
than that. I bet some of our brothers and sisters have been
butchered by these heartless bastards.” Choi put his head in his
hands.






“Though the CIA was
officially called off, Crane continued to pursue it. With pressure
from Switzerland’s based Red Cross, Crane was able to get past
Swiss Bank Secrecy rules and has proof, although not conclusive,
that the operation is a front for the Communist’s and generates a
ton of cash for its leaders,” Tim concluded.






“Is there anything these
bastards won’t do to make a buck?” Choi expressed as a smiling
Momma Choi carried over plates of steaming food. The mood shifted
as they all dug into the delicacies as the talk turned to China’s
medal chances at the upcoming Games before returning to the grim
realities of life in China for most of the populace. They finished
dinner and set in motion a plan for a trip to the Duxi
institution.



As they were about to leave, Jie
Zhong, the head of the local communist party entered to pick up a
takeout order.






“Good evening, gentlemen.”
He looked at Timothy. “What brings you into town, Timothy?” Zhong’s
daughter had attended the same primary school as
Timothy.






“Hi Mr. Zhong. I’m visiting
old friends and enjoying the local fare.”






“You can thank China for
your success, young man. What are you and Wu up to,
Choi?”






“Why does the Party care
what a little man like me does?”






“You should concentrate on
the opportunities afforded by the return of China to prominence. I
suggest you be careful, lest you get caught up in these child-like
protests.”






Choi’s niece approached with a bag.
Jie took it and turned back to the group.






“Have a good night,
gentlemen,” Zhong warned.






 












Chapter 5


Wu left his sister’s house after a
breakfast of steamed dim sum and began the two hour drive in a
steady rainfall. As soon as he left town, he changed license plates
to one valid in Duxi. Timothy arrived by train and was waiting on
the station’s porch when Wu pulled up in his beat-up, green coupe.
They drove to get Choi, in a silence only broken by the whooshing
of the windshield wipers.


Choi was in a park about a mile from
the station. Wu swung the coupe and they were off for Duxi. Taking
puddle-filled back roads it too forty minutes to arrive.


Duxi claim to fame was its location of
China’s first attempt to build airplanes. After the revolution of
the 1940’s ended, the Communist’s moved China into seclusion and
attempted to become self-sufficient. A symbol of Western
prosperity, the airplane, with its jet engine, became a target for
the Communists to produce.


The Party built a complex in Duxi,
declaring the city off limits to foreigners and non-residents. But
the attempt failed miserably, the Duxi factories emptied and the
re-opened town returned to its agricultural roots.


Fifteen years later the factories,
alongside a river, were converted to house the mentally ill.
Conditions at the Hospital for the Treatment of the Mentally Ill
were poor as the Party provided limited financial support and as
time passed, conditions worsened.


As protests in China over working
conditions, pollution and human rights began to increase
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