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(Central Africa – Congo River)

The brutally fierce howl of an African leopard echoed from deep within the Congo Jungle.  The medical team huddled inside a large reinforced tent beside the flowing waters of the Congo River didn’t even bother to look up.  They were too busy loading three secured carbon fibre transport containers, each the size of a suitcase, with emergency medical supplies.

All three middle aged doctors worked as quickly as possible because every minute counted.  With the task almost complete, the only woman of the group went over to a small laminated fridge and hurriedly but carefully opened the small aluminum door.  A cloud of white frozen air which looked like steam whooshed out in every direction as she put her gloved hand inside the fridge and pulled out a small carton which contained six orange vials.

Each vial was wrapped in orange plastic with the label ANTI-VENOM printed on the outside.  Uneasily and with fingers trembling she lowered three vials into two of the cases, taping them securely into a special velvet compartment.  Inside each of the two cases were also rows of empty medical needles.  

The third case was labelled SPECIMEN on the outside and enclosed a plastic medical bag which containing the remains of an unidentified creature.  Now that the vials were secure the lead doctor who was also the tallest by far stepped forward and carefully locked the three lids into place by typing onto a number pad imbedded in the containers handles.  The three containers beeped as the locks were set in place, and a visible digital timer next to each keypad began counting down from 24:00 hrs. 

He then looked at his watch and sighed in relief, “Five minutes to helicopter withdrawal.”  Each doctor then picked up one of the cases and hurriedly rushed out into the African daylight.

Thirty feet to their left they were greeted by the deafening roar of the mighty Congo River as torrents of water splashed up onto the grassy bank. Flowing through the Congo jungle and much of Africa’s centre, the Congo River is one of the longest rivers in the world and the deepest...at a depth of more than seven hundred feet!

The doctors rushed across the wet grass towards a much larger tent guarded by two Congolese men wearing suits which concealed their loaded firearms.  Behind the tent two Jeeps and two pickup trucks idled in the hot sun, while beyond them a great twin rotor Chinook transport helicopter sat prepared for take-off.   

As they approached two soldiers opened the tent canvas for them to walk through, no questions asked.  Once inside the tent they saw two men wearing pilot uniforms studying a large map strewn across the single desk.  To their left stood businessman and humanitarian Mr. John Jabari, a seven foot tall native of Central Africa, wearing a black business suit and nervously rubbing his eyes as he spoke into a satellite radio receiver.  He waited patiently for a reply but meaningless screeching static was all that came from the speakers.

He replaced the receiver in frustration and shook hands with the doctors, addressing the lead medic who was as tall as he was.

“Dr. Fleming, thank you, each of you.  The medicine is ready?”

Dr. Fleming nodded his head “yes” then pointed at the pilots.

“I understand we have a few minutes before they take off?”

Mr. Jabari shook his head and replied, “No, only moments.  We just received a call from the village that a storm is coming from the East.  No time to wait. They leave the moment you put those cases on the helo.” 

Dr. Fleming nodded toward his equals saying, “In that case Mr. Jabari, my colleagues here Dr. Smith and Dr. Gibson wish to thank you for the opportunity to-”

Mr. Jabari lifted his hand and interrupted the Doctor.

“It is my people who want to thank you.  On behalf of the village which I represent, I cannot thank each of you enough for helping to save their lives.  I will see to it that your home countries in Europe and yours Dr. Smith in Egypt are well aware that the three of you have saved many lives.”

The doctors humbly thanked him then laid the three cases onto the table before the two pilots.  Without a word the pilots picked them up and headed for the exit, the younger pilot carrying two of the three cases.

But before they disappeared outside Dr. Fleming quickly called out to them, “The anti-venom must be used as soon as you land!  The cases are pressurized and specially sealed to keep the vials cold.  But only for 24 hours.  Once the cases lose their pressure the medicine will warm up and become useless.  The specimen also needs to remain preserved as well for further study.”

The older of the two pilots didn’t even bother to acknowledge the Doctor but instead kept moving and disappeared past the tent curtain, already thinking of the flight-plan.  The younger pilot in his early thirties whose nametag read TERENCE JABARI, instead nodded his head in understanding and replied to Fleming in a deep accent, “We understand Doctor.  We will get the medicine up the river in no time.  We are the best there is at flying transport helicopters.”

He then stepped through the canvas and out into the African daylight.  He was followed behind by the doctors and Jabari who walked past him and the Chinook towards the idling jeeps.  

Both pilots walked up the open cargo bay door and secured the three cases in the expansive hold.  Without a word they then walked through the compartment up to the cockpit, quickly strapping themselves into the bucket seats and hitting the button to close the door.  Gradually the immense door lifted off the ground until it locked in place, while the twin motor blades began to spin fiercely and the engine roared.

Showtime.

Through the cockpit glass they could see Jabari and the doctors tying their seatbelts, while Jabari’s five man security team dismantled the two specialized tents in under forty seconds.  The two tents, medical equipment, tables and chairs were loaded onto the back of the pickup trucks, and in seconds every man had jumped aboard or onto a jeep for the ride back.  With a wave of his hand Jabari signalled the pilots to leave and the Chinook began to rise toward the sky.

But at that moment a strange figure stepped out onto the clearing directly in front of the vehicles, waving his hands for everyone to stop.  Jabari leaned out of the jeep and stared at the man puzzled.  The man in the clearing yelled something to the businessman while pointing at the helicopter.

Jabari looked up at the Chinook twenty feet off the ground and signalled Terence to land.  In seconds Terence had the helo back on the ground, the engines still roaring while he and the older pilot waited and watched impatiently, refusing to completely shut down the engines. 

Jabari opened the driver’s side door and stepped down to speak with the stranger.  Instinctively his men jumped onto the grass as well and protectively circled him, weapons ever ready.  Jabari nodded to his men and told them to lower their guns, but he didn’t tell them to back away either.  His men understood the message and watched.

Jabari looked at the mysterious man wearing a long full length black raincoat.  He was in his early thirties, had a completely bald head, long blond goatee, and light blue eyes that almost looked colourless.  Unlike most men, he was tall enough to look Jabari straight in the eye.  Jabari looked straight back, recognizing the man.

“Doctor McClory, I understood you were still in the Sudan helping with the food aid.  I didn’t think you were planning to go into the rainforest here in the Congo for another week.”

McClory smiled and pointed to the edge of the rainforest, where three more men also wearing the same black rain coats stepped out into the clearing and approached the jeep, carrying an old crate that looked a hundred years old.

“My men and I were no longer needed in the Sudan, so we were approved to enter the Congo ahead of time for our research.  We sailed up the river and went ashore four miles from here.  Our boat sank a couple hours ago.  By God’s grace we heard your vehicles and helicopter.  I came running while they carried our gear.”

Jabari was not a fool.  He looked at the hundred year old crate which was missing a few boards and had been taped over to cover the holes.  He replied disconcerted, “Your gear?  What exactly was the nature of your expedition?”

McClory grinned innocently and replied in his strange accent, “We are botanists from Greece Mr. Jabari, looking to discover, study, and collect unidentified fauna. Most of our equipment went under with the boat.  But we saved enough to still carry out our scientific expedition. We stumbled upon an immense supply of previously unidentified plants!  We accomplished what we came here for!  Our discoveries along with our equipment is in the crate, which was supplied to us by a kind farmer upriver.”  

McClory then pointed at the helicopter while saying, “With your permission we will fly to the fishermen’s village with the crate, the medical team there will have the equipment needed to properly prepare our discoveries for the long trip up north to Europe.”

Jabari replied bluntly, “Dr. McClory, that helicopter is delivering newly created medicine to save over fifty dying Congolese at that village, the doctor there has his hands full already.  Load your men and the crate onto this Jeep instead, we will be back at my headquarters in four hours and you can take care of everything there.”

Jabari then pointed to Dr. Fleming who was sitting in the passenger seat.  “I have my own medical team with me.  They treat people, not plants, but I’m sure they will help you the moment we arrive at headquarters.”

Dr. McClory looked horrified and after a moment’s hesitation replied, “How long will it take the helicopter to get to the village?”

“Under two hours.  The village is located right along this mighty river.”

“The specimens will be ruined in this heat after three hours.  They must be taken to the village instead with us aboard.”

Jabari had had enough
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