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⃝ 

 

 The large hall is both utilitarian in design and characterless in aspect, a perfect 

manifestation of the proletarian communist party which it hosts – a regime that espouses 

collectivism vs individualism. 

The walls, a dull pallid yellow – reflect the unimaginative artistry which is only broken by 

the blood-red curtains, reaching floor to ceiling, their folds rippling across the wall like waves, 

and in the center of it all resides the traditional hammer and sickle, the symbol of the 

communist and socialist ideology. 

Row upon row of chairs are arranged in perfect symmetry, facing the elevated stage 

where all the most important people are seated. 

 



The room is silent as a morgue; an unsettling taciturnity which is not only expected - it is 

considered a matter of imperative respect for the reigning powers, those who, alone, can break 

it. 

 Seated to one side of the table which stretches the length of the platform, are the seven 

ruling members of the Chinese Communist Party, the CCP; seven men who dictate the lives of 

nearly 20% of the world’s population; and on the other side are seated the two most powerful 

leaders of the People’s Republic of China or PRC, the President and the General Secretariat. 

 To anyone standing there, possibly perched like a fly on the wall, it would seem oddly 

bizarre that a room filled with no less than two hundred people has not yet emitted a single 

sound since they took their seats. They are the loyalists, the followers, the minions to those in 

charge; members of the Central Committee, the National Party Congress, the National People’s 

Congress – most of them simply yes men, who have next to no say or real power in the 

governance of the nation, but who serve to buoy up the illusion that China is not solely run, in 

fact, by just a small handful of people. 

 When it seems that the silence is at a breaking point, where surely, someone will cough 

or clear their throat and risk being flagged, the President stands and approaches the podium. 

 His face is puffy and dour, unreadable as a grapefruit, as usual, with eyes like obsidian 

spheres, which slowly scan the room for a long and uncomfortable moment. A disquieting 

routine intended to intimidate.  

 “We begin the dawn of a new age in China.” he starts. “In less than three decades, we 

have, collectively speaking, moved our nation to the forefront on the global stage, and in the 

next two years, our economy and production output will surpass that of the United States – 

making China the most powerful and globally invested nation in the world.” He pauses as a 

cough escapes someone’s throat and resonates in the huge room like a discordant singularity. 

 The President continues. “Every action we have taken over the years, brings us closer to 

the realization of the ideals and goals envisioned decades ago when we set out to make China 

the commercial and industrial giant of the world. There are few nations today who do not 

depend on us for their economic stability and survival.” He pauses. “With that, we will launch 

our next phase … one which will focus on making our national infrastructure stronger and 

better, one that will make it possible for every citizen in the collective to perform at their very 

best while reaping the benefits of their loyalty to the republic.” He pauses to drink some water. 

 Raising his hand, as if to accentuate his next words, he is suddenly stuck silent, as if his 

lips have stopped working. His brows furrow, first with confusion, and then, with growing 

consternation as he reaches behind his head and emerges with blood-covered fingers. 

 Stumbling forward, he catches himself on the podium, but before anyone can react, the 

seven top members of the communist party, sitting to his left, suddenly slump forward, their 

heads crashing into the table with a grotesque thud as blood spills from the back of their skulls. 

At the same moment, the General Secretariat, who sits to the right of the President, the 

2nd most powerful government figure in China, lurches upward from his chair. A shocked look 

storms across his face as he lets out a whimper and a cry, and then falls face first to the floor.  



 The momentary shock paralyzes the crowd, a moment which is suddenly shattered as 

they realize that the top leaders of the People’s Republic of China, are dead. 

 

 

⃝ 

  

 Stepping into their rather austere office on the 4th floor of the Royal Canadian Mounted 

Police headquarters in downtown Toronto, Keeno and Jake dropped into their seats while 

continuing to devour the last of their bear claws.  

As they munched down the sweet pastry, licking the sugar from their fingers, one would 

never have guessed that just several hours before, they were engaged in a gunfight with a self-

made terrorist, who was intent on blowing up several oil-freighters docked in Hamilton. Their 

current appearance certainly did not endorse that fact. 

 Both Janene and Kelly turned to look at them. They represent the other half of the ATU, 

the Anti-Terrorism-Unit, a special satellite of the RCMP and the pointy tip of Canada’s federal 

law enforcement team when it comes to dealing with a special brand of crime that falls outside 

the realm of theft, murder, fraud and the like.  

 Even though terrorism has never played a major role in Canada, the ATU was formed in 

the wake of America’s 9/11, just to be sure, and in part, as a placebo to alleviate public 

concerns that Canada could also be vulnerable. The fact was, at the time, a thorough RCMP 

investigation showed that there was no imminent terrorist threat to Canada. Nonetheless, in 

the years since its formation, Keeno’s ATU team had effectively nullified some larger sharks 

circling the waters. 

 Janene, a brilliant forensic and investigative specialist, handpicked by Keeno for the job 

years ago, and now, also his love and soul mate despite RCMP rules which discouraged internal 

relations within the bureau, watched as Keeno slurped down his Starbucks coffee, in the full 

knowledge that without his bear claw and his coffee, Keeno’s mind did not apparently work 

with clarity – at least, that was his excuse. 

 “I gather you boys haven’t heard the latest news,” she began with a cryptic smile on her 

lips. 

 “I guess not,” answered Jake as he finished off his pastry. 

 “China’s politburo was wiped out an hour ago.” 

 Keeno shook his head. “Wait! what!?” he sat up, nearly choking on his coffee. 

 Janene picked up a remote and clicked it. The large wall screen came to life. Keeno and 

Jake watched the live news broadcast. Moments later, she muted the sound and turned back to 

face them. 

 “What the f…” was Jake’s first response. 

 “How did someone manage to do that?” chimed Keeno. 

 Kelly, who had been silent until now, waved her cigarette in the air, creating a smoke 

circle as she did. “Yup, it’s a great mystery.” 



 Keeno leaned back in his chair, placing his feet up on the desk. His black cowboy boots, 

which he wore anytime he could, still had a layer of soot on them from their most recent 

encounter by the docks. He eyed them as he spoke. “I can’t say that I’m upset about it.” 

 Jake turned an eye to him. “Ah, Keeno’s love affair with China.” 

 Keeno shook his head. “You know what I mean. I have never taken issue with China or 

the Chinese people,” his head bobbed, “but the regime, they were douchebags.” 

 The door to the office opened and in strode Ross Fletcher, the Director of RCMP 

Toronto. The look on his face betrayed his somber mood. He nodded at Keeno and Jake, a 

casual acknowledgement at best. “Good, you’re back – and good job out there.” He paused. “It 

wasn’t clear in your verbal report if you took the guy alive?” 

 Keeno flicked a brow as he conceded to Jake to answer.  

 “Well, I think the jury is still out on that one, boss.” 

 Ross flicked a hand to the air. “Whatever, you stopped a potentially serious incident. 

Ross took a seat at the small conference table. “You’ve heard the news, no doubt.” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “Well, I just had a call with Richard Commons, the CIA Director …” 

 “And?” asked Kelly, her cigarette perched between her lips, while the life-size green and 

yellow parrot tattooed on her neck stared at Ross, a somewhat disquieting experience for 

anyone. 

 “He thinks that whoever is behind this incident, is operating from Canada.” 

 There was a long silence before Keeno broke it. “You’re kidding me, right? Canada?! 

Hell, we’re too busy watching hockey and drinking beer to be assassinating government heads.” 

 Ross wasn’t amused. “He’s forwarded some information to us, and that’s why I’m here.” 

 “What kind of information?” asked Janene. 

 “You haven’t seen the video yet, I assume?” 

 “What video?” 

 “It showed up on YouTube right after the Chinese incident. YouTube took it down, of 

course, but by that time it had already gone viral.” Ross handed off a flash drive to Kelly. She 

promptly inserted it into her computer and transferred the file to the large wall screen. The 

video that appeared was both bizarre and shocking. 

 Three figures sat at a table. Behind them was a black wall, and over their faces were 

white masks.  One of them spoke.  

 “We are the 9th Divinity,” she paused. “You have just witnessed the first in a series of 

actions that will alter the future of the world. We are not terrorists,” the voice continued from 

beneath the mask. “We exist to help restore balance to an imbalanced world, by giving back the 

power of choice to the people and removing it from the hands of those who abuse it for corrupt 

reasons. For decades, the Chinese people have been subjected to an oppressive regime, one 

more interested in making them march to the tune of an antiquated ideological collectivism, in 

order to empower the few, while keeping that nation shackled to a system that denied true 

freedom to over 1.3 billion people. Your governments have stood by, complacently doing 

nothing while the Chinese regime has been imprisoning and torturing and killing dissidents, 



including those who refused to forego their religious beliefs. It has been this protracted failure 

to act which has forged the 9th Divinity.” 

 The video ended. 

 “Mother fuc…” exclaimed Jake. 

 “I don’t get the connection with Canada,” said Keeno. 

 Ross answered, “The CIA tracked a signal to a cell tower in Mississauga. I have the 

coordinates from them.” 

 “That doesn’t make sense to me. If they’re smart enough to get inside the Chinese 

politburo and take out nine of its top people in just seconds, they’re smart enough not to leave 

a digital trail,” entered Kelly. 

 “That’s true too,” answered Ross as he stood, “but it now falls on us to pick up the trail.” 

A sigh escaped his lips. He turns to Keeno. “This is officially your one and only case, Keeno. I 

have already contacted the Director in Ottawa. He knows I’m turning over as many resources to 

you and your team as needed.” 

  

 

⃝ 

 

 Kim Jong-un stood at the podium, most of his chubby body obscured by it, which in fact 

was intentional, as the podium also served as a shield in the event that someone tried to 

shorten the days of the nation’s iconic hero. 

 He gazed out over the throng, as thousands upon thousands of his loyal subjects, at 

least he believed they were so, stood in reverent awe as their leader smiled down at them.  

 As always, the crowd was organized in perfect symmetry, with young children dressed in 

uniforms, smiling and attentive to the godlike image of Kim; while military personnel stood or 

marched in flawless columns, goose-stepping like robots to the beat of a drum. A procession of 

tanks soon followed, with rocket launchers and other military paraphernalia designed to create 

the image that North Korea was powerful and invincible against the demons of the West. 

 Jong-un afforded a wave to the “adoring” crowd, who promptly, as if on cue, cheered 

and clapped. 

 When the military formations had passed – he raised a hand. Silence reigned. 

 It was a moment he loved more than any. The fact that tens of thousands standing 

before him were at his command, and his only. He took a deep breath, parted his lips and 

beyond that, only a faint wisp air escaped them. 

 There were no words. His cherub like face remained unmoving, as if something had 

paralyzed him, and to that end, it had. The pellet, no larger than the size of an average pea, had 

penetrated the stem of his skull, slicing cleanly through his cervical vertebrae, immobilizing his 

motor functions. 

 The crowd was silent. No one dared to speak, no one dared to move for fear of 

consequences, but then again, no one realized until the blood slithered from the edges of his 

mouth, that the leader of North Korea had just taken his final breath. 



 As he toppled forward, thirteen men and two women, his closest and staunchest 

military and political advisers, feel forward. 

 

 

⃝ 

 

 Keeno and Janene had just stepped out for a coffee at a café on Yonge Street, when the 

news hit. The video, from the 9th Divinity appeared within minutes with the same masked 

figures. Everyone in the café was glued to the wall screen as it played. 

 The café erupted into a discordant cacophony of voices.  

 Janene turned to Keeno and raised a brow at him as he sipped on his coffee with a 

nonplused look. “You don’t seem very shocked by this?” 

 He shrugged. “Why should I.” 

 She raised a questioning brow. “Care to elaborate.” 

 “He was a Hitler. He got what he deserved.” 

 “So, you agree with what they did?” 

 “No, Janene, I only agree that he got what he deserved. I’m not endorsing their method, 

but he was a madman with his finger on a lot of nukes.” 

 “I’m glad to hear that.” 

 He reached out and squeezed her slim arm. “I’m a crime-fighter, Janene, so cut me 

some slack here. Kim Jong-un was a criminal, heading up a massive criminal enterprise. So, 

yeah, I’m happy he’s gone, but that doesn’t change the fact that it could be up to us to find this 

group and stop them.” 

 Keeno’s phone buzzed. He tapped it. “Yeah.” He listened. “We’ll be right there.” 

 “They need us back in the office.” 

 Janene hesitated. 

 “What?” he asked. 

 “Sometimes your insouciance throws me off.” 

 He smiled. “The day I stop being insouciant about all of this, is probably the day you get 

the call.” 

 She punched him in the arm. “Don’t say that,” her face flushed red. 

 “Then don’t question my insouciance.” 

 Striding back into their office, Keeno straddled a chair at the conference table and 

waited for Kelly to speak. The anticipatory look in her eyes and the excited wave of her 

cigarette, was the usual precursor to something she wanted to say. 

 “Whad’ya got for us?” 

 “Well, it turns out that the Yanks might be onto something with that cell tower signal.” 

 “Care to elaborate, Sherlock,” said Janene as she sat at her desk. 

 Kelly tapped her computer, bringing up an aerial map. She zoomed in to enlarge the 

image. “There,” she pointed with a laser pen, “is the cell tower that the CIA traced the signal to, 



and …” she drew the red dot over the image, “that is a house where an astrological group is 

headquartered.” 

 “Wait, what’s the connection?” asked Keeno. 

 “The connection is the number 9,” replied Kelly. 

 “I’m still confused.” 

 “The 9th Divinity could be in reference to the significance of the number 9 in the 

astrological field, and, it just so happens that an astrological group has been meeting at this 

very location for quite some years now, and that house,” she rests the red laser dot on it, “is in 

that exact cell tower range.”  

    

 

⃝ 

 

 “What do you think so far,” asked Jake as Keeno negotiated the late afternoon traffic on 

the QEW towards Mississauga. 

 Keeno flicked a brow. “Doesn’t make sense. The kill zone was less than a few meters 

from the wall behind them, and from what we know so far, not a single clue was found. No shell 

casings, no prints, no people.” 

 “You think the Chinese will share what they find?” 

 “No way. They’ll release some propaganda, like there was an accident or a fire or 

something, anything to avoid letting the truth get out that their entire juggernaut was just 

wiped out under their noses.” 

 Twenty minutes later they pulled up to the very house that Kelly had found.  

 “Doesn’t look like a terrorist hideout, does it?” said Keeno as he stepped from the car 

and headed for the front door. He knocked and within seconds the door swung open. Facing 

them was a gray-haired woman, in her late 70s’, with deep blue eyes and sea of wrinkles which 

bunched up as she offered a friendly smile.  

 “Can I help you?” 

 “I’m Keeno and this Jake – we’re with the RCMP.” 

 “Ah, I see.” 

 “Are you Tattie Swanson?” 

 “I am.” 

 “We’d like to ask you a few questions, if you don’t mind.” 

 “Certainly.” She grinned as she ushered them to the living area and waited for them to 

sit.  

 The house was old, probably post-WWI, built during the twenties or thirties, in the usual 

British style; with a narrow entry hall, an equally narrow staircase leading to the second level, a 

receiving area, a dining area and a separate enclosed kitchen. On the walls and mantles were, 

what appeared to be, astrological artifacts and paraphernalia of many sorts. 

 “So, why do I have the pleasure of two strapping lads like you from the RCMP?” 

 Jake smiled at the comment. “Strapping, I like that.” 



 “Well, to be honest, it is not often that I am visited by law enforcement.” 

 Before Keeno could say his next words, she spoke. “You’re here about the 9th Divinity, 

correct?”  

 Surprised by her statement, he nodded. 

 “I saw the news, Mr. McCole.” 

 “Do you know who the 9th Divinity is?” 

 She lowered her eyes to the coffee table, as if pondering her next words. A gentle sigh 

escaped her lips as her eyes rose to meet his.  

 “I cannot tell you the identities of the other two members, but the one doing the 

speaking, and who heads that group … she’s my daughter.” 

  

 

⃝ 

 

 A long silence ensued as both Keeno and Jake were caught in the flux of what seemed 

like a surreal vortex. Finally, Keeno leaned forward. “Your daughter?” 

 She nodded. “Emelie Swanson. She still uses her maiden name even though she was 

married.” 

 “How do you know this?” 

 Tattie’s lips formed into a small smile. “Because she told me. Mr. McCole.” 

 Keeno waited, inviting her to continue. 

  Tattie sighed. “You need to understand the back story. Emelie grew up in this very 

house.” Her smile waned as her eyes drifted for a moment before continuing. “When she was 

twenty, she went off to college, majoring in computer engineering, things I don’t really 

understand myself, apparently being a superannuated member of the Jurassic age, but she was 

smart, incredibly smart – and she advanced in that field, becoming top of her class.” 

 “Advanced in what?” asked Keeno. 

 “She explained it to me once, but I can’t say that I fully understood it all.” 

 Silence ensued once more as Tattie drifted amidst her thoughts. 

 “Mrs. Swanson,” began Keeno, “if all of this is true and your daughter, Emelie, is heading 

up this group, why haven’t you come forward with this information before now?” 

 Tattie eyed him firmly and announced, “We need some coffee and cake before we 

continue this discussion,” at which she promptly rose and disappeared to the kitchen. 

 Jake turned to Keeno, his eyes wide. “What the fuck…!” he whispered. 

 Keeno shook his head. “Something doesn’t add up.” 

 Jake leaned closer. “Ya think? Her reaction was like … let’s have some coffee after telling 

us that her daughter is behind to largest mass assassinations in history.” 

 Tattie returned with a tray of coffee and a platter of small cakes. 

 She placed it on the coffee table and waited a moment before continuing. 



 “Emelie was a troubled girl. She was never happy about the world, always complaining 

about the fakery, the corrupt statesmanship, the wars, etc. She was a soul who felt that the 

onus of fixing it was somehow hers to carry.” 

 “Did she ever talk about doing anything like this?” 

 Tattie grinned, a lopsided one. “Mr. McCole, my daughter was driven by a desire to right 

the wrongs of the world. She was not a criminal, nor a terrorist, nor even a murderer. She was 

an activist at best.” 

 “I didn’t mean to imply…” 

 She cut him off with a shake of her head. “The implication is obvious, and you don’t 

have to apologize. The 9th Divinity just assassinated top leaders in two nations.” 

 “Do you know where she is now?” asked Jake. 

 She shook her head. “I haven’t seen my daughter in over a year.” 

 “No letters, no calls?” 

 “Just one call about six months ago letting me know she’d be out of touch for a while.” 

 “How is it that you know for sure that she heads up the 9th Divinity?” asked Jake. 

 “She told me, several years ago, after she graduated from college that she was forming 

her own astrological group. I didn’t think much of it at the time.” 

 “What did she say about it?” 

 Tattie shrugged. “Not much. Just that it was a fellowship, like the one I have headed for 

the last two decades.” 

 “So, she was a believer?”  

 She smiled. “Your tone suggests that you don’t give credit to the subject.” 

 Keeno shrugged. “No, but I’m not judging.” He paused. “Did she say why she called her 

group the 9th Divinity.” 

 She raised a brow. “The number 9 has powerful symbolism in astrology. It embraces 

individualism, intelligence, freedom, spiritual awakening, the end of times and the beginning of 

a new life cycle. That symbolism goes back to the beginning of time, Mr. McCole.” 

 “So, the 9th Divinity is her idea of an awakening?” 

 “Possibly.” 

 “If the 9th Divinity is grounded in astrology, does that mean that you agree with what 

she is doing?” asked Jake. 

 “I’m not in a position to judge her.” 

 “But do you think her motives are justified?” 

 Tattie smiled, a different kind of smile, not warm and friendly, more pointed and 

calculated. “Do you believe in astrology or fate?” 

 “No,” answered Jake. 

 “Do you believe in God or some other omnipresent force in the world?”’  

 He shook his head. “No, I believe in myself.” 

 “Well, then it would be difficult for you to understand her motives or the motives of the 

9th Divinity. You see, in astrology, a field I have dealt with for…” she paused, “over forty-five 



years, we believe that astrological signs not only have meaning, they are irrevocable signs, 

written in the stars, of what is coming.” 

 “Are you saying that assassinating these world leaders was written in the stars?” 

responded Keeno. 

 “It is believed by many in my field, that the alignment of stars and planets, the heavenly 

orchestration all around us, plays a definitive role in our existence. The fact that those men 

died, as they did, when they did, is not necessarily a matter that can be explained on the basis 

on the basis of human moralities of right and wrong, nor even who did it, but rather, on the 

basis of inevitability, a greater plan at work.” 

 “So, you’re saying that these events were written in the stars and Emelie was merely 

playing her role according to some grand karma-scheme?” 

 “I am saying that we cannot explain everything that happens in our world within the 

parameters set by humanity. The Universal Mind is a potent factor, and it is that mind that we 

are tapping into with astrology.” 

 “Mrs. Swanson, you are aware of the fact that if you are withholding information that 

could help us locate the 9th Divinity, it would be tantamount to a federal crime.” 

 She nodded. “I am aware of the law, Mr. McCole.” She studied him for a moment before 

continuing. “I know what you’re thinking too. You’re wondering why it is that I am not shocked 

over this matter, grieving over my poor daughter who has just effaced the top leaders of two 

nations.” 

 “It did cross my mind.” 

 She stood and walked to the wall which had a framed map of the celestial heaven. She 

pointed. “See this constellation?”  

 Keeno nodded. 

 “The stars in that constellation align perfectly, almost linearly, with our sun, the moon 

and the Earth once every 75 years. Do you know how many stars are in that constellation?” 

 “I’m guessing you’re going to say 9.” 

 “Correct. And do you know what happened 75 years ago, the last time this alignment 

occurred?” 

 Keeno tried doing the mental math - but opted to let her speak. He shook his head. 

 “The alignment occurred precisely on the 2nd of September 1945.” She paused with a 

slight tilt of her head and expectant look, “The day World War II ended.” 

 Keeno cocked his head, letting that information permeate his mind.  

 She nodded at a nearby wall calendar. “The Chinese incident occurred on the 2nd of 

Sept, followed by North Korea yesterday.” 

 Tattie returned to her armchair, clasped her hands with propriety and looked at him. “I 

cannot entirely account for the mindset of my daughter. She may or may not be an ambassador 

of destiny, Mr. McCole, but one thing is certain, I did not raise her to be violent or a terrorist – I 

raised a socially responsible human being who wanted to do good in the world, and if you hope 

to solve this case, then you need to understand that Emelie is not a criminal but an activist.” 

 Keeno drew a deep breath. “One last question.” 



 She nodded with unblemished equanimity. 

 “Do the signs suggest where the 9th Divinity will strike next?” 

 Her face sobered for the first time. “Unfortunately, Mr. McCole, all the signs tell me is 

that you have not seen the last of the 9th Divinity.” 

 

 

⃝ 

 

 “Wow,” exclaimed Kelly as Keeno and Jake finished relating the details of their meeting. 

 Keeno sipped on his coffee, his eyes fixed on the distant wall. 

 Janene tipped her head at him. “You’re not happy with this, are you?” 

 He drew a breath and shook his head. “Something’s off. The CIA picks up a signal at the 

tower in Mississauga. Kelly finds the group in that exact cell tower range, and that leads us right 

to Tattie Swanson and her daughter.” He looked up at the others. “She wanted us to go there. It 

feels like she’s playing us.” 

 “That may be true, but at least we know who we’re dealing with.” 

 Keeno’s head bobbed lightly. “Why would she want us to know who she is? She must 

have known that her mother would tell us all of this.” 

 The momentary silence was broken by Kelly. “I think Keeno is right. All of this was by 

design, because anyone that can pull off a sophisticated hit on two regimes, isn’t going to be 

sloppy enough to leave a digital trail like this.” 

 “So, why’d she do it?” chimed Janene. 

 “Maybe,” began Jake who had been silent all this time, “she wants corroboration.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 Jake shrugged. “In the videos she said they’re not terrorists. It’s like she wants the world 

to know that they are the good guys, so maybe, by leading us to her mother, she gets even 

more affirmation of that fact.” 

 “Weird, but I think meathead has a good point,” chimed in Kelly with a swirl of her 

cigarette. 

 Keeno kicked his feet to the floor. “She wants to be a sort of Robin Hood.” 

 “Except in this case, she’s taking the power away from the empowered and giving it 

back to the people,” said Kelly. 

 Keeno turned to the screen, at the image of the three masked faces of the 9th Divinity. 

“The question is who’s next on their hit list?” 

 

 

⃝ 

 

 “Nice place,” said Jake as they walked along a path inside the Carleton University 

campus grounds in Ottawa. A nearby sign announced that the School of Computer Science was 

to the right. 



 Moments later they stepped inside a large classroom. A woman looked up from her 

desk with a stack of papers neatly arranged to one side and two computer screens facing her. 

“Can I help you?” 

 Keeno stepped closer. “We’re from the RCMP in Toronto. We’d like to speak to 

someone about a former student of this college.” 

 She removed her glasses and angled her head slightly, revealing deep brown eyes that 

matched the chestnut hair that framed her more than attractive face. “My name is Lauren 

McCaffe. I’m head of computer sciences here at Carleton, so I guess you’re talking to me?” 

 “I’m Keeno and this is Jake. We’re with the ATU.” 

 “ATU?” 

 “Anti-Terrorism-Unit,” answered Jake. 

 Her brow furrowed with evident confusion. 

 Keeno turned his phone to show her a picture. “Her name is Emelie…” 

 The woman finished his sentence. “Swanson. Emelie Swanson, and yes, I know her. In 

fact, she attended classes I gave on computer engineering.” 

 “Can we ask you some questions about her?” 

 “Of course,” she swiveled her chair. She waited for them to get seated, as if she were 

starting her next class. “May I ask what this is about?” 

 “She’ a person of interest in an on-going investigation.” 

 Lauren paused, tipping her head questioningly. “Emelie? Under investigation by the 

RCMP?” 

 “You seem surprised.” 

 She raised a brow. “Emelie was, and to this day, remains one of the best products of 

Carleton’s Computer Science program. She not only achieved outstanding grades in every 

aspect of her curriculum; she was emphatically brilliant in this field, and she was motivated and 

inspiring to others around her. It seems surreal that the RCMP would be investigating her. 

 Jake stepped into the conversation. “You said she was inspiring – what did you mean by 

that?” 

 Lauren drew a breath, as if assessing her answer. “She always seemed to be projecting 

possibilities far ahead of the curve, and this caught everyone’s attention, inspiring them to 

think beyond the box. She was…” she paused for the word, “like a child prodigy that could play 

piano before ever learning to do so. It was like that with her. Once she learned something, she 

took it up to a new level. It was uncanny to see.” 

 “What exactly were the skills she learned here,” asked Keeno. 

 “Computer Science Engineering encompasses a very large field, Mr….” 

 “Sorry, McCole.” 

 “Ai was her specialty.” 

 “Ai – you mean Artificial Intelligence?” 

“Yes. Her final thesis on Ai is still used today by this college as exemplar work in this 

field. Moreover,” she paused, “She demonstrated an amazing, and factually, exceptional ability 

to navigate her way around and through the internet faster than most I have ever seen.” 



 “Legally?” 

 She smiled. “That is a matter of ethics, Mr. McCole, but I never knew Emelie to use her 

skills for anything illegal. She was …” she paused, “a very independent, very deeply private 

person, but clearly, her goals with the science were in the direction of making a better world.” 

 “How do you know that?” 

 Lauren swiveled back to face the computers and tapped the keys on one. A moment 

later pages printed out on a nearby printer. She handed the small sheaf to Keeno. “That was 

her final thesis. Read it for yourself and you’ll understand what I mean.” 

 Keeno read the title aloud. “Computer Sciences for a Brave New World. Was she…?”  

 “If you’re about to say what I think you are, yes, she was very much influenced by 

Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World.” 

 “That explains a lot,” chimed Keeno. 

 She turned her eyes to him. “You haven’t told me what Emelie has done to get under 

the RCMP microscope.” 

 Keeno flicked a brow, debating how much he should say. “It’s a bit sensitive right now.” 

 “I’m sure you understand my concern, considering that one of our best graduates is now 

on the radar of our Federal policing agency.” 

 “I do, and I would appreciate it if you didn’t mention our conversation to anyone. If 

more comes of this, you will hear about it,” he said with a subtle grin.  

 “I have a question,” began Jake. 

 Lauren turned to him.  

 “You said she was brilliant with Ai. How brilliant?” 

 “The sky is the limit when it comes to computer engineering. Ai computer technology is 

advancing by leaps and bounds today. Driverless cars, automated drones, in fact, Ai is becoming 

a dominant technology throughout our culture.” 

 Keeno nodded. “Do you think that Emelie is capable of building a weapon of some kind, 

using Ai technology?” 

 Lauren raised a concerned brow and exhaled. “She certainly has the skill, but I honestly, 

I don’t see that Emelie would ever do that, certainly not for nefarious reasons.” She fixed a 

troubled gaze at him. “Are you telling me that she might have…” she stopped mid-sentence, her 

eyes casting downward as some cognitive dissonance surfaced in her mind. She looked back at 

Keeno, her head shaking. “That is not possible, is it?” 

 Keeno reached into his pocket and handed her a card. “Call me if you think of anything 

we should know.” 

 As they left the building and stood waiting for a taxi to take them back to the airport, 

Keeno’s mind was fast at work. 

 “What’s on your mind?” asked Jake. 

 “I was trying to remember that book, by Aldous Huxley.” 

 “I never read it. Why did you say it explained a lot?”  

Keeno flicked a brow. “The whole book is about a guy who breaks the back of the entire 

system, the “perfect dystopian slave-world.” 



 “Hmm. Which she seems to be out to do.” 

 “Exactly.” 

 

  

⃝ 

 

 The media storm was like multiple tsunamis pounding their way across the globe, 

respecting no borders or ideological differences, for that matter, no one was spared the news 

about the top-level assassinations in both China and North Korea. 

 The dialogue catalyzed by the events, reflected the general zeitgeist of the world; 

everything from fear, to the coming of the Apocalypse, predictions about global and economic 

crashes, and on the other end of the stick, those who lauded the 9th Divinity for doing what no 

one else would do – removing the dictators from power. 

 One thing was certain, those in positions of power suddenly felt off-balance.  

 Who was next on the 9th Divinity’s list?  

What was their criteria?  

What were the parameters for good and bad from the perspective of this group? 

 It had been three days since the North Korean incident, and now, on the morning of the 

fourth day, as government figures assembled in the great hall in Damascus, Syria, the President 

- Bashar Hafez al-Assad and his Prime Minister, entered the hall with a detail of armed security 

personnel that was triple their normal size. Prior to the assembly, the hall had been swept and 

scanned three times to ensure not even the slightest possibility of an intruder, electronic or 

otherwise, was present. Every member of the assembly was thoroughly scanned for any 

potential weapons. Every chair, every table, every cornice, and dark spot had been checked on 

threat of death to the woman heading up security should her team miss anything whatsoever. 

 Bashar Hafez al-Assad sat, his eyes, stern and dark, fixed on the assembly before him. 

Next to him sat the Prime Minister, and to the other side, the Minister of the Military. Six 

others, three to each side, each of them prime players in his administration, sat quietly diligent. 

 The roomed quieted to near silence before al-Assad began to speak. 

 “We have nothing to fear. Our position remains strong. Our party united and loyal to the 

cause of Syria. We survived ISIS and their assault, and we will survive more.” He spoke for 

several minutes, lauding the loyalists to his family and empowering them with words to make 

them feel special, elite, and part of the brotherhood of those ensuring their singular control of 

the Syrian domain. 

 He relaxed his gaze, letting a surreptitious smile form on his lips, when his lips suddenly 

quivered. 

 There was nothing, not a sound, nor a flash, not even the muzzled bark of a firearm, 

nothing to announce what had just happened. 

 Bashar Hafez al-Assad’s face morphed to a pained anguish. In a desperate and final 

moment, he gripped the table, his knuckles turning white, as if holding onto the life that now 



drained from his body like sand through a sieve. Blood trickled from his nose – the telling sign 

that his worst fear had just come true. 

 As the Syrian President toppled forward, his head crashing into the table with a 

gruesome thud, every man sitting to his right and left, followed suit. Some crashed headlong, 

others bolted upright in agony and then skidded to the floor, writhing in the final moment of 

life. The Prime Minister was the last to go, clawing at his throat as blood gurgled into it, choking 

the life out of him – and then, in a dramatic swan song of death’s finality, he fell over dead on 

top of the President’s corpse. 

 Within minutes, which was uncanny to say the least, the 3rd video from the 9th Divinity 

appeared on the global web, going viral at the speed of light as the media picked up on it. 

 The same three masked figures sat facing a camera as the voice of one of them spoke: 

 “The President of Syria - Bashar Hafez al-Assad and his entourage, responsible for the 

deaths of hundreds of thousands and the displacement of millions of his own people, is no 

longer in a position to destroy the lives of those he was responsible for. It is our hope that a 

democratic process restores the power of choice to the Syrian people, and that the days of a 

corrupt governance, have seen their end. We are an agency for reform, a catalyst for evolution, 

not revolution – we are on your side.” 

 

 

⃝ 

  

 Ross Fletcher had called in the heads of every department of the RCMP Toronto, and of 

course, Keeno and his team arrived within minutes. 

 Sober-faced and manifestly exhausted from lack of sleep over the past days, Ross let out 

a sigh.  

“As you know, the Syrian President and his entourage were assassinated during their 

assembly just over two hours ago.” He paused. “Because of the seriousness and the 

implications to our country, the Prime Minister and the Commissioner-in-Chief have asked for a 

face-to-face with us.” 

 Without ado, Ross turned to the large screen on the wall which erupted with the images 

of the Prime Minister and the Commissioner, sitting at one end of a conference table in Ottawa. 

 “Ross,” began the Commissioner with a demeanor as serious as could be. His eyes 

drifted over the faces looking back at him. He nodded when he got to Keeno. “Mr. McCole.” 

 The PM started. “As you can imagine, given the fact that we have now established that 

the 9th Divinity is behind these attacks, and moreover, was fostered right here in Canada …” he 

shook his head with evident disbelief, “I find myself fielding a barrage of calls from heads of 

states all over the world, who are in a state of electrification over the fact that they could be 

next on the list.” His eyes shifted, clearly, in the direction of Keeno and his team. “Mr. McCole, 

my predecessor had direct dealings with your team, and he made a point of telling me before 

turning over the office of Prime Minister, to trust you and your team.” He paused, a poignant 

moment of inner pain, “I find myself in a similar circumstance to his own, where our nation is in 



a very precarious place. I would never have thought it possible that we would become the 

matrix of such a group, but that illusion is certainly gone now.” He turned and nodded at the 

Commissioner. 

 “Ross, I have no doubt that you and your team understand the criticalness of this 

situation, but given the circumstances, with three heads of state taken out in a matter of days, 

and the forecast as declared by this group, the stakes are suddenly astronomical. I have the 

Ottawa team working overtime to help locate this group.” Once again, his eyes turned to 

Keeno. “You’re running point on this operation, Keeno, but I expect results and fast. Besides the 

obvious fact that we can’t have a rogue group, such as this, assassinating governments around 

the world, we also can’t let our nation be turned into the crucible for terrorism.” 

 Keeno nodded. “We’ll get ‘em.” 

 The Commissioner raised a brow as he turned back to Ross. “For now, shelf anything 

short of missing kids and such – all resources go to this investigation.” 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 The PM leaned toward the camera, his eyes scanning their faces. “Canada has never 

seen such a thing before. Short of the war of 1812 where we attacked the American domain 

and burned their White House to the ground, Canada has never attacked another sovereign 

domain.  We are a nation of peace and tolerance. We cannot let this group, this 9th Divinity, 

destroy that image.” He flicked an eye to Keeno. “It goes without saying that any resources you 

require in this matter, are at your disposal, Mr. McCole. Anything!” 

  

 

⃝ 

 

 The drive to his small patch of land on the outskirts of Toronto took longer than Keeno 

would have liked. As he sat there, negotiating the bumper-to-bumper traffic, he remembered 

the days when he first moved to the “big” city as a kid – a city of three million people at that 

time. Today, it was over double that figure, making the GTA one of the largest metropolitan 

centers in North America. 

 Tired and frustrated, after a day of futility at finding any further clues to reveal the 9th 

Divinity, he pulled his Jeep onto the gravel patch in front of his cabin and turned off the 

ignition. 

 Closing his eyes, he listened to the silence, a silence only partially broken by the gentle 

sway of boughs in nearby trees and the rustling of leaves as the wind played the trees like 

instruments. 

 Keeno drew a deep breath and exhaled. It was a moment of peace from crime fighting 

and from the insanity of it all, a time to reach a deeper place.  

 Opening his eyes, he watched as the ball of orange began its final descent over the tree 

line, its final lingering ambassadors casting long shadows across the land, and for just a 

moment, lighting up his cabin. Although he spent time with Janene, at her loft in downtown 

Toronto, the friendship and love they shared did not the part the waters when it came to the 



necessity for solitude – the sense of isolation that only Nature’s wilderness could provide him, a 

nurturing touch that reminded him, always, of the time spent as a young boy living in the rurals 

of Ontario, with Uncle Lou, and K-Joe, both men vestiges of a bygone era, and who had changed 

his life. 

 As the trees finally capped off the last rays of a sinking sun, he stepped inside the cabin 

and prepared a pot of his strongest coffee. While Starbucks remained a passion, it did not 

compete with his home-brewed hooch which was easily twice as strong – in fact, so strong that 

Janene, who had tasted it but once, had declared that it could replace diesel fuel.  

 Dusk was quickly turning into night as he sat on his sofa, overlooking the distant trees 

and lake which they embraced. It had been nearly 24 hours since the Syrian leadership had 

been efficiently negated to nothing, sending that country into a spiraling political vortex, joining 

ranks with the storm already raging in North Korea and maybe even China, although, he was 

pretty sure that the Communist regime had capped it all off and was furiously working up some 

shore story so that its 1.3 billion citizens did not lose the faith. 

 He closed his eyes when the buzzing sound of his phone forced them open again. He 

glanced down at it. 

 “Knock, knock…” it read from the anonymous sender. 

 “What the …?!” he whispered. “Who is this?” he typed. 

 Within seconds the response came. “You’ve been looking for me, haven’t you?” 

 Keeno sat upright and tapped in. “Who are you?” 

 The response came instantly. “Emelie Swanson. Want to talk?” 

 A surreal feeling engulfed him, as if he was tumbling down a rabbit hole like Alice in 

Wonderland. The face that appeared, however, dispelled any idea that he was dreaming, or 

otherwise, as Emelie Swanson nodded at him, “Hello, Keeno.” 

 “You’re seriously calling the guy who is hunting you?” 

 She shrugged. “I’m not worried about being found – at least not yet.” 

 “That’s pretty arrogant.” 

 “No,” her head shook, “Arrogance has nothing to do with it.” 

 “Says the person who is killing off world leaders.” 

 Her face remained unfazed by his comment. “You call it killing, I call it necessity.” 

 “Based on some prophetic bullshit written in the stars.” 

 “Ahh, not a believer, uh?” 

 “Are you?” 

 “I think people can find truth in anything if they believe it hard enough. But no, my 

agenda is not particularly guided by the stars.” 

 “So why the astrological front?” 

 “You’re referring to our name, the 9th Divinity – correct?” 

 He nodded. 

 “While I’ve never particularly warmed up to astrological beliefs, the significance of the 

number 9 has always fascinated me.” 

 “Like the 9 you assassinated in China?” 



 “That was purely coincidental, Keeno. I am referring to the fact that the number 9 

implies an awakening.” 

 “So, that’s what you’re trying to do, wake everyone up?” 

 “In a very real sense, yes.” She paused a moment before continuing. “We live in a 

dystopian world today.” 

 “Is this where you quote Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World” he held up a sheaf of 

papers for her to see. “I read your thesis.” 

 She smiled. “Huxley did inspire me as a young girl and his book did open my eyes to the 

fact that despite the contemporary mediocrity, we are in the very dystopia he spoke of.” 

 “There have always been tyrants and despots in the world, what makes now so 

different?” He asked. 

 “The difference, Keeno, is that everyone of those regimes, barring Syria, that we know 

of, had, and still have possession of enough nuclear weapons to eviscerate billions of people. 

Weapons of mass destruction in the hands of questionably sane people, most certainly, people 

who have already demonstrated that they don’t give a shit about the general population, and 

who only want to accrue more power and more control. If that is not a true measure of the 

diametrically dystopian world we live in, then please, tell me how it could be any crazier?” 

 “I can’t argue the logic of that,” he answered. “So, what is it that drives a 28 year-old-

woman, who has no prior criminal record, no affiliation to terrorist groups, not so much as a 

driving violation, to commit these assassinations?” 

 Emelie’s eyes dimmed slightly as she seemed to introspect for a moment before 

answering.  

 “I relinquished the oath of complacency which every human being on this planet is 

tacitly agreeing to when they do nothing in the face of this existential crisis.” 

 “And you feel entitled to fix it by getting rid of toxic leadership?” 

 She smiled. “Ah, so you do agree they were toxic.” 

 “Of course, I do. But removing them by killing them off, that’s not the approach I 

endorse.” 

 “That’s hypocritical, coming from you.” 

 “Why?” 

 “You’re a hired gun, with a license to kill.” 

 “There is a difference.” 

 “Why, because the people you go after committed crimes against others?” 

 “Like you, yes.” 

 “Your hypocrisy is blinding you, Keeno. Tell me that you weren’t outraged by the fact 

that President Bashar and his entourage directly caused the deaths of hundreds of thousands of 

Syrian people; a regime that stood by as millions of Syrians fled that land. Tell me that the 

images of corpses floating in the Mediterranean, the blighted cities, the dead children in the 

streets, didn’t have a profound effect on you?” 

 “Of course, it did.” 

“Are those criminals not worthy of a bullet from Keeno’s gun?” 



 “You’re preaching the choir, Emelie. I fight crime.” 

 “Yes, but are you going after the right criminals? Bashar and his ilk killed or displaced 

millions of people. Doesn’t that make him one of the worst criminals in the world? What agency 

or government is making him and his minions accountable for their crimes?” Her head shakes 

vehemently. “No one. Putin and the Russians stand by his side because he doesn’t want the 

Americans to move in. China does the same, and it’s a big stalemate, one where everyone just 

closes their eyes and let’s the guilty skate by.” Her eyes grow darker with passion. “We’re not 

standing by. We are not taking that oath of complacency. The guilty are being made 

accountable, and in the process, we will restore the power to the people and take it away from 

the corrupt few.” 

 “What if a new corrupt regime appears in China, or North Korea or Syria? Then what?” 

 “We’re quite sure that will happen. Changes, especially the transition from oppressive 

tyrannies to true democracy, doesn’t happen overnight.” 

 “So, you’re prepared to do more killing?” 

 “We are an instrument for evolution, not death, Keeno.” 

 “But you are killing people.” 

 “Tell me, Keeno, how do you live with yourself, considering that you have, what, over 

forty-seven official kills on your record?” She raised a questioning brow. 

 “How do you know that?” 

 “I’m pretty good at navigating any computer system. I’m sure Lauren, at the University, 

told you that.” 

 “True, she did.” 

 “So?” 

 “I don’t lose any sleep over douchebags.” 

 “Okay, there is your answer. I don’t lose any sleep over the deaths of nine men in China, 

or a handful of sociopaths in North Korea and Syria. In fact, I sleep better knowing that I took 

away their power to use weapons of mass destruction against the rest of the world, and that 

millions of people will now have a shot at creating true democracy in those nations.” 

 Keeno was silent as he sipped on his now, lukewarm coffee. “You said that you were 

confident I would eventually find you. Did you mean it?” 

 “If I wanted to hide from you, I certainly would not have led you directly to Tattie.” 

 “So, what, is this about affirmation?” 

 “I’m not trying to hide from the world. I want everyone to know who I am and why I did 

what I did, because with transparency comes credibility.” She paused. “I know that every world 

government and agency will try to rewrite that narrative, but the fact remains, that if the truth 

is out there, people can make up their own minds.” 

 “You want affirmation from the court of the people?” 

 “I don’t seek affirmation, Keeno. If a person is to be judged by their deeds, then yes, I 

am certainly better than those regimes we just eviscerated – and that’s good enough for me.” 

 “So, what now?” 



 She raised a brow, a small glimmer of a smile appearing on the edges of her lips. “Well, 

as I said, you will eventually find me, and no doubt, I will have to endure a brutal judicial 

process that will label myself and the 9th Divinity as evil incarnate, but …” she paused 

 “But what?” 

 “Stopping me, won’t stop what we have started.” 

 “So, you have more people in your camp, is that it?” 

 “No, Keeno. We have HUX.” 

 He cocked his head, a confused look spreading over his face. “HUX?” 

 “HUX is the most advanced piece of Ai software ever developed. I started working on 

the blueprint years ago when I was at University, a computer program that would exercise 

complete oversight on the global powers.” 

 “Wait! Are you telling me that those assassinations were carried out by a computer 

program?” 

 She nodded. “That, and some very clever engineering. I mean, obviously, a piece of 

software alone isn’t going to kill people like that.” 

 “So, there’s a weapon involved.” 

 “A trade secret, yes.” 

 Keeno sat up straight, looking her hard in the face.  

 “HUX is programmed to keep any eye on, not only world leaders, but also global 

conglomerates, such as major banking and financial institutions, multi-national corporations, 

and such, where power is most often abused to the determinant of the general populace.” 

 “That sounds dystopian.” 

 “I assure you, HUX represents no danger to the world. In fact, HUX will soon become the 

protectorate of freedom and democracy.” 

 “How – by killing super-powers?” 

 “Don’t be ridiculous…” 

 He cut her off. “It’s not ridiculous, you just took out three regimes.” 

 “Regimes that were beyond salvation. You know it, I know it, and so do most other 

leaders. China, North Korea and Syria, despite so many reasons otherwise, would never have 

relinquished control nor even moderated their platforms. The Chinese regime has been 

dedicated to global empowerment of China while holding a steel glove over the population. Kim 

Jong-un was only interested in becoming a preeminent global military power, a bully, and 

Bashar, well, if watching millions of his own people die or flee didn’t change him, nothing short 

of a bullet to the head would do it.” 

 “You see, Keeno, there is no agency in existence today with the power of oversight in 

the world. HUX is now that oversight. HUX will be watching for the abuse, not only in the 

political arena, but also, in the business world, because as we both know, the weight of wealth 

and power today resides in the hands of less than 1% of the world’s population, a situation 

which lends itself to massive injustice. These people hide themselves behind a veil, operating 

above the law. HUX can penetrate most any firewall or security system, breach most any 



computer program, so there is little that these people will be able to hide from it – and that 

transparency will become the tool that restores balance and justice.” 

 “So, you’re also going after the rich.” 

 “The rich are not the problem, Keeno - we both know that. And for the record, I’m all for 

any society that promotes individualism as opposed to collectivism. However, there is a 

difference between being rich, and being a sociopath with great wealth - such as food 

manufacturers who deny sustenance to starving countries when they have the resources to 

feed millions; or major corporations who attempt to cut off water supplies in order to monetize 

the essentials of life that others desperately need. Or for that matter, banking conglomerates 

which secretly finance wars and proxy conflicts designed to cripple whole nations – and all of it 

designed to give them more wealth, while the general populace suffers or dies.” 

 “And this computer program will also decide who dies?” 

 “In fact, 99.9% of its actions will be on the order of exposure. Like WikiLeaks and other 

whistle blowers, HUX is primarily designed to pull back the curtain and expose corruption, 

spotlighting criminal abuse, so that justice can and will prevail. HUX will become the global 

watchdog, the friend of the people, a protector of rights, and the worst enemy to any political 

or otherwise empowered person or group, who leverages that power to the detriment of the 

people.” 

 “But it still has the option to pull the trigger, right?” 

 “Sure, but only after all other avenues have been exhausted.” 

 Keeno’s head rocked back and forth. “And you think we’re just going to let this 

happen?” 

 “You don’t have a choice right now, Keeno. HUX is a self-operating, self-camouflaging 

entity, leaving absolutely no digital trail. It is nearly impossible to find in the corridors of 

cyberspace. That was an intrinsic design mandate. Today, HUX might be hidden in a server in 

Thailand, tomorrow in Praque, and on and on – the perfect fly on the wall.” 

 A long silence ensued. 

 “So, you’re basically saying that even if we do catch up with you, we will not be able to 

stop it.” 

 Emelie nods. “Maybe sometime in the future, you will catch up with HUX, but not 

before it has made a significant dent in changing the world – in exposing the truth to the 

people, in bringing about true democracy and not this dystopian imposter that has become 

normalized today.” 

 Keeno glances at the stack of paper nearby. “Aldous Huxley, eh? That’s where you got 

the name for the program.” 

 She shrugged lightly. “It seemed appropriate.” 

 “The girl who threw the wrench into works?” 

 “It’s taken me eight years to devise the wrench,” she smiled. 

 “I don’t imagine there is anything I can say to change your mind?” 

 Her head shook. “No. Although, there was another reason I called you.” 

 “Which is?” 



 “To give you a heads-up.” 

 “Another assassination?” 

 “What do you think of the current American Presidency?” 

 “I think he’s a self-righteous pompous dick who is destroying that country.” 

 “HUX’s programming protocols would agree with your statement, minus the emotional 

content of course.” 

 “Your point?” 

 “The point, Keeno, is that HUX is about to reveal the nefarious facts of what Tamp and 

his Administration have been up to, their crimes, their abuse of power, the dirty little, and 

large, secrets that he has used Presidential privilege to keep under wraps and to operate 

beyond the hand of the law. The democratic system will have an opportunity to deal with it, not 

with more lame protests in the streets, or kangaroo courts that never had the power to 

impeach him anyhow, but with real effective justice.” 

 “And if they fail to deal with it?” 

 She shrugged. “If we let the beacon of democracy fade, what happens to the world?” 

 “What do you expect me to do with this?” 

 “Tell the people who should know that if they don’t stop playing the complacency card, 

and if the party members who should be pushing him out the door don’t stop kissing his ass, 

and if the judicial powers who have the means of protecting the Constitutional Rights of that 

nation, don’t act, then yes, HUX will do what must done in the interests of stopping the 

disintegration of that nation.” 

 “How long do we have?” 

 “That is entirely up to them. HUX is constantly monitoring the situation. If it sees 

effective action, it’s algorithms adjust accordingly.” 

 “Where does it stop, Emelie?” 

 “We’ve just begun, Keeno. The guilty regimes are right now manning the ramparts, but 

they can’t hide from HUX. Moreover, HUX is already behind the scenes, gathering the evidence 

that will expose the corruption and criminality of major institutions – far beyond the political 

arena. As I said, when HUX is done, the spotlight will be exposing their skeletons, their dirty 

secrets, and they will have to face the court of the people.” 

 “If you know anything about me, you know I will not stop looking for you.” 

 She smiled. “I know that, Keeno. The RCMP always gets its man, right? Nonetheless, we 

do share one common thing, you and I.” 

 “What’s that?” he asked. 

 “You have a passion for stopping criminals, and so do I. We just have different 

approaches.” She smiled as her face faded from the screen. 

 

(to be continued….) 

  

  

 



Read the Keeno Crime Thriller Novels 

Intrusion (Book 1) 

Quantum Assault (Book 2) 

The One (Book 3) 

Book 4 – Coming soon 

 

www.reallaplaine.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

   

  

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


