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When I started writing this book, I could in no way imagine what was ahead of me.
Good and evil, truth and lies, God and Devil, the Christ and the Antichrist were fighting night and day inside me to gain mastery over another. They were fighting about what I should write and what I should omit from this special book.
What should I reveal and what should I conceal? Then, I remembered poor Job from the Bible and I felt his bitter complaint on the bet that God and Satan put with him for a reward; a bet on whether God would eventually win, despite the misery and pain that was thrown up by the Antichrist.
But why me? I was so small and insignificant to become a prize. Or maybe nobody on earth is so small and insignificant? And, moreover, maybe our place on earth is not random and symptomatic, but predetermined?
Maybe God and Devil coexist inside us from the first moment of our conception, in the human womb?
Can it be that it is our holy duty to decide who to accept and who to reject from ourselves? But even after we make this decision, are we sure that we have the power to understand the one we have accepted? Then, an ancient Greek dictum, named “the Golden Rule” came into my mind: «Ότι συ μισείς , εταίρω μη ποιήσεις».
To put it simple, it means: never do to others what you do not want them to do to you. But is this alone enough to set the stigma of our presence on Earth?
What would be the essence of self-denial and sacrifice then? How far do the limits of God and Satan go? How far do the limits of the Christ and the Antichrist go? Who can define them with certainty? Nobody perhaps, because nobody has ever seen any of them.
Maybe we have both good and evil qualities inside us. Are we gods and devils at the same time?
If we are to believe this, let’s just settle for that important gift that is in our DNA and is called Consciousness.
And this was surely not given to us by Satan.
Dimitris Vorinos
The great and famous “Delight Hotel” in Athens was full of residents at that time. Not only because of the new tourist season that was about to begin, but also because of the international conference on genetics which would start in a few days. This conference was splashed all over the worldwide media.
The participants arrived one after another from all over the world.
The headlines of the Greek newspapers emphasized the importance of John Kapatos’ participation in the conference. John Kapatos was a young Greek scientist, who had just graduated with honors from the great American Yale University. His fame had already spread all over the academic society.
The famous RTV reporter Miriam Cohen described him as a perceptive mind, a charismatic genius of the 21st century. Even before his graduation, John had impressed the international scientific community with his project on creation of life by a human cell nucleus that contains the full imprint of a person.
Later on, the famous journal NEW LIFE published his treatise on a new, innovative method of human cloning. The findings surprised the contemporary scientists who overreacted the hard way.
Most of the serious scientists, the Catholic and the Orthodox Churches, several social and political organizations, as well as the government itself objected to such (so-called) unorthodox experiments. Such experiments were considered to be not only blasphemous, but also dangerous to the human species. Nevertheless, there were also supporters that believed that nothing should block the progress of science. However, there were only a few of them at that time.
In spite of all the negative reactions, it was a great honor for the young Greek scientist to be selected as rapporteur in this important international conference that would take place in Athens in a few days. Everybody waited for the opening day of the conference with great impatience. They hoped that they would get the chance to get a closer look at this gifted young scientist and listen to what he had to say about his pioneering experiments.
***
The Airbus A330 of the Olympic Airways had already left New York and was heading to Athens. About two hundred and fifty passengers, including George Kapatos and many other famous scientists, who would attend the conference, were on board.
Within a crystal clear blue sky, the airplane was flying over the rock of Gibraltar, passing the Atlantic Ocean to the calm Mediterranean Sea.
Suddenly, the passengers felt a violent bump.
The airplane took an extreme dive of at least three hundred meters to the ground, falling in an abrupt spinning.
An old lady, who had got up to go to the toilet, tried unsuccessfully to get hold of a seat and fell down, striking her leg badly.
The stewardess ran to deliver first aid and helped her to get up.
The passengers looked at each other horrified. The heavy aircraft looked like it was going to dissolve. Strong updrafts forced the pilot to make dangerous maneuvers, trying to put the airship in the right position.
Maybe it was the first time in his career that the co-pilot felt a touch of nausea. Widespread panic gripped the main lounge of the aircraft.
Many women were crying with sobs, others were saying prayers, and almost all the passengers were holding on to their vomit bags.
The voice of the pilot was heard from the loudspeakers. He was trying hard to hide his agitation.
‘Ladies and gentlemen, we are passing through an unexpectedly low barometric in the heart of a very strong storm right now. Please fasten your seat belts and remain calm on your seats.’
Then, he turned the loudspeakers off.
It took only a few seconds and the plane was encircled by dense black clouds that were swirling at high speed, creating a very powerful electromagnetic field around it.
In a distance of many kilometers, the sky was filled with lightings, and the thunderbolts were falling perpetually like a dance of falling stars. A thunderbolt hit one of the plane’s wings, causing damage to the electrical system. The central electric fuse-box was burned, resulting in absolute darkness in the passengers’ cabin.
An old woman, possibly belonging to the American religious organization of Quakers, shouted in English. ‘What is happening here is not normal, my brothers. It seems that God cursed our trip. The sudden storm, coming out of nowhere, is the work of Satan.’
‘Or a sign of God,’ another female passenger said, her voice coming from the back seats.
The stewardess ran to reassure them.
‘Please calm down, my ladies,’ she said as gently as she could. ‘What you are doing is not right. You are frightening the passengers.’
However, the first woman wouldn’t stop. She raised her hands to the sky and shouted louder this time.
‘Brothers, somebody in this plane is cursed. Let us pray for him and ask the Almighty to forgive him and all us sinners travelling with him.’ Then she began to whisper psalms from the Old Testament.
Kapatos was suddenly surrounded by strange sentiments. He felt as if he was the source of all this evil.
The sky was completely dark now. The morning sun was hidden between the dense electrified clouds, as if it was also afraid.
The stewardess made one more effort to appease the passengers, but this was quite impossible. All the people in the cabin were in a panic condition.
In the pilot cabin, the captain was feeling upset. He hadn’t experienced anything like that before. He turned a knob and connected to the frequency of the nearest radio beacon. Using the receiving set, he asked urgently for a weather bulletin.
‘Airbus 330, Olympic Airways, flight 13, urgent’ he reported. ‘We are facing dangerous meteorological phenomena. Our radar is destroyed. We are in need of a weather bulletin immediately.’
The captain was astonished to listen to the reply of the man in charge of the station on the radio.
‘Low pressure, fair weather conditions, predicted temperature.’
‘What are you talking about?’ the co-pilot said irritably. ‘Please check your radar again. We are in the middle of a terrible storm right now.’
‘Surely something else must be happening to you,’ was the reply from the ground station. We have located you on radar and all pressure indications are normal. Are you in visual contact with the storm that you are reporting?’
The pilot could not contain himself at that moment. ‘If you are unable to help us, please say so and don’t pull our leg,’ he shouted. ‘Are you saying we cannot see what is happening around us?’
‘Hang on,’ was the reply from the station. ‘we will verify it once more. We are immediately connecting to the new Greece – Cyprus satellite, which covers the entire Mediterranean Sea. Nothing out of the ordinary is observed by this radar as well. You are flying under the most ideal weather conditions for air flights just as the other stations reported.’
The pilot became really angry and turned the radio off. He couldn’t think of anything else except to do his best to keep the aircraft in position.
Now, they were flying at an altitude of twenty-seven thousand feet.
As if speaking to himself, he turned to his co-pilot. ‘Maybe, we should increase altitude.’ Immediately, he pulled the relevant lever.
The strong machines groaned and the heavy plane dashed at the depth of the sky, like an enormous vulture. The measuring device indicated that they have risen thirty seven thousand feet above ground. Nevertheless, there was no change in the weather.
‘Nothing changes,’ the co-pilot observed with his mouth becoming dry. ‘What strikes me is that the clouds are usually under ten thousand feet. Perhaps it is better to go lower again.’
‘OK, let’s do it,’ the pilot said. He pulled the lever again and the plane returned to its previous height. However, the weather conditions were exactly the same.
The co-pilot took the microphone in his hand, yet attempting once more to calm the passengers, but it was certainly impossible under such conditions.
The pilot closed his eyes for a minute, trying to calm down. When he opened them, he surprisingly realized that a miracle was happening.
The storm stopped as suddenly as it began. The weather phenomena changed completely. The clouds disappeared in a magical way, just as they had appeared. The lightings stopped and the sky turned blue again.
The co-pilot took a sigh of relief and looked at the pilot straight in the eyes.
‘I can understand,’ the pilot said. ‘I have exactly the same thoughts. What happened today is beyond any reasonable explanation.’
‘That is to say inexplicable,’ the co-pilot mentioned.
‘I have also faced many difficult moments in my twenty-year career as a pilot. However, this was devilish.’
‘I totally agree,’ the co-pilot said.
The blown fuse was quickly replaced and the lights in the cabin lit again. Passengers sighed with relief when the captain's voice was heard again from the speakers. This time, however, it was calm and almost cheerful.
‘Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to inform you that the storm is finally over. The auxiliary lighting has been put in operation, and in a few minutes, we will be flying over Athens at an altitude of ten thousand feet.’
The passengers burst into loud applause accompanied by joyful cheers. After a short while the sympathetic voice of the stewardess was heard through the loudspeakers.
‘Ladies and gentlemen, we will be landing to Athens in a few minutes. As we start our descent, please make sure your seat backs and tray tables are in their full upright position. Make sure your seat belt is securely fastened and all carry-on luggages are stowed underneath the seat in front of you or in the overhead bins. The weather is clear and the temperature is twenty five degrees Celsius. On behalf of Olympic Airlines and the entire crew, I’d like to thank you for joining us on this trip and we are looking forward to…’
The stewardess kept talking but Kapatos’ mind was elsewhere.
He leaned and looked longingly out the window at the beautiful Greek capital.
The city of Athens awoke slowly. The sun was just beginning to highlight the clean Attic horizon. At dawn, the pale rays of light were flirting with the Sacred Rock of the Acropolis, giving the columns of Parthenon, which rose proudly for more than two thousand years, a mystical charm.
He stared at his watch. It was almost seven o’clock in the morning. The heavy aircraft began to download its wheels and just landed at Spata Airport - Eleftherios Venizelos. The airport was about one hour outside of Athens.
The taxis were parked in a line, waiting for the morning flight passengers arriving one after another in Athens.
George Kapatos boarded the first taxi that stopped in front of him.
‘Delight Hotel please,’ he said to the driver.
The taxi driver who was looking for conversation, observed Kapatos through the mirror.
‘Tourist?’
‘No.’
‘American?’
‘Half and half,’ Kapatos joked.
‘Which means..?’ the driver insisted.
‘Half Greek and half American,’ Kapatos answered.
Kapatos was impressed with himself because he didn’t avoid conversation like he used to in the past. Maybe this was due to his return to Greece after a seven-year absence. This conference was the reason to visit his second home country again.
His mother, a distinguished chemist, had gained a scholarship for America. While attending the university as a student, Kapatos’ mother was acquainted with his father, who happened to be a professor of astrophysics in the same university. A serious relationship was soon established between them. Maybe it was not the grat love for his mother, but this did not prevent them from living a peaceful and happy life together. They were both connected to a strong and honest relationship based on mutual esteem, cross-respect, but also the common interest in science.
A year after, they got married and George was born, named for his granfather in Greece. Unfortunately, his parents were killed in a horrible road accident in the motorway of Montana, when he was only eighteen years old. Since then, he has been an orphan in the true sense of the word. However, he was lucky to win a scholarship to his university, which helped him to finish his studies with honors.
After this tragic accident, he decided to change his last name from Mils to Kapatos, which was his beloved mother’s surname. Thus, he ended to be an American citizen with a Greek surname.
Unsurprisingly, George grew up and studied next to his parents in America. The whole family used to spend their summer holidays in Greece's second largest city, Thessaloniki, every year. His mother’s parents, who adored him, lived there. He hadn’t been to Greece since his parents’ death, which was a terrible blow for him. Today was the first time that he returned to visit the country after seven full years.
His mothers’ parents lived in Thessaloniki, in a small beautiful lodge of traditional rhythm, which was built on the upper city, the so-called Acropolis. It was in the highest part of the city near the old, crumbling Byzantine castle overlooking the blue waters of Thermaikos. The lodge’s courtyard gave off a sweet smell from the intense perfume of rosebush and the beloved plant of his grandmother, basil, which sprout richly on the big fresh painted flowerpots of her small balcony.
The beautiful capital of Macedonia, Thessaloniki, was named after the sister of Alexander the Great. Chalkidiki, known around the world as a unique tourist resort, is about one hundred kilometers from Thessaloniki. The three tiny “fingers” [ref_1] of Chalkidiki are cooled by the crystal waters of the Aegean Sea.
Mount Athos, also known as Holy Mountain, is an area of unique beauty that lies in the last finger of Chalkidiki. Mount Athos comprises a state of monks, known for its beautiful monasteries and historical monuments. Holy Mountain’s immence wealth can not be measured in gold or silver, but in precious treasures of genuine Byzantine art. The entry of women is strictly prohibited in this historic grandeur of over a thousand years.
Kapatos’ uncle (his mother’s brother), who studied theology in the university, had monastic tendencies since childhood. So, he decided to spend the rest of his life as a monk. Now he was the abbot of the great historic monastery of Pantokrator in Mount Athos.
When she was still alive, Kapatos’ mother had expressed her deep wish for her son to visit her brother at the monastery in order to be given his blessing. Kapatos was determined to fulfill her wish this time at any cost and visit his uncle, the abbot, at the monastery.
Lost in his thoughts, Kapatos didn’t realize that the taxi cab that he was riding had reached the entrance of the great Athenian hotel. He gave the driver thirty U.S. dollars and waited to get the change. Kapatos was surprised to hear that the driver was asking him for an extra twenty dollars.
Greece became expensive, he mused. But Athens had managed to acquire a new and ultramodern airport, which had nothing to envy from the biggest airports in the world. According to Kapatos, the only disturbing thing about the airport was the difficult polysyllabic name it was given, which would certainly cause the foreign visitors, who attempted to pronounce it get tongue-tied. Maybe this was the reason why all the tourists made sure to have everything written down on a paper, so they can easily show it to taxi drivers.
The concierge was standing in front of the entrance of the luxurious hotel, dressed in his blue fresh-ironed uniform, which was covered with gold braid. He approached, opened the door of the taxi and said a polite “good morning”. Then, he waved his hand and an impeccably dressed bellboy came down the marble stairs. The young man grabbed his suitcase from the taxi and led him to the reception.
The “Delight Hotel” was special: classic exterior, combined with a unique interior functionality. Its individual visitors, who arrived from all around the world, could enjoy not only the modern and comfortable rooms, but also the unique service offered.
Kapatos approached the reception and left his passport on the counter.
‘Good morning,’ he said politely.
The girl who worked there did not even hear him. When she finished with an elderly gentleman, who was waiting to get his room key, she turned to Kapatos with her usual professional smile.
‘Welcome to our hotel, Sir,’ she said typically. Then, she bent down and took hold of his passport. Just looking at it, her expression changed abruptly from cold and formal to sweet like candy. Her eyes opened wide, as if she had seen a man from another planet.
‘You are Mr. George Kapatos,’ she whispered hesitantly.
‘That’s what my passport says, right?’ he smiled at her.
It was then that the girl completely lost it.
‘Of course,’ she replied. ‘But we really didn’t expect you this early. You see, the conference begins in two days.’
‘Is there any problem with my early arrival? I am sure that I have informed you that I was likely to get here a couple of days ahead when I called you from New York to make the reservation. However, in case my room is not available yet…’
‘Your room,’ the employee said in confusion. ‘Of course it is available, but you have to know that…’
‘Oh Miss, I don’t care about what I should know or not,’ Kapatos interrupted her. This conversation started to annoy him. ‘What I certainly know is that I'm quite tired from the trip and I would be obliged if you showed me immediately to my room.’
‘Did you just say your room,’ the receptionist repeated embarrassed. ‘Of course we will show it to you. The fact is that there has been a minor change.’
‘A change? What are you talking about, Miss? What kind of change do you mean? I may have grown up in America, but my Greek is pretty good and understandable. Now, will you give me the key to my room or not?’
‘I am sorry, your room has been given to somebody else,’ the employee managed to whisper. She was just about ready to pass out.
That was it! He had already had enough. George Kapatos remembered his Greek language for good and shouted.
‘Damn, what is going on here?’
The employees, who were almost all Greeks, turned and looked at him bewildered. They were not used to such expressions inside this luxurious hotel.
A member of the managerial staff approached him quickly and spoke to him, without hiding his displeasure.
‘What can we do for you, Sir?’
The employee finally gained her color back. In a soft voice she managed to whisper. ‘
‘Mr. Deputy, this is George Kapatos. He is the man, whom we were informed to expect.’
It was then that the director also acquired the same greenish color just like the employee’s face did moments ago.
‘Mr. Kapatos,’ he said with a tone of a butler in Buckingham palace. ‘Our hotel, the personnel, but also the management, will be glad to offer you whatever you wish. It is a great honour for us to accommodate you in our hotel.’
The manager turned to the employee and strictly ordered her to instruct the bellboy to get Kapatos’s suitcase and lead him directly to the large presidential suite.
Then, it was the turn of Kapatos’s face to change colour.
‘Damn me if I understand anything,’ he whispered perplexed. ‘If I heard well, you just ordered your personnel to bring my suitcase to a suite. In particular, the presidential suite.’ he inquired to the manager.
‘Indeed, Sir. You heard correctly.’ The manager was standing opposite to him at attention.
‘And who gave you such a command? Because I…’
‘Forgive us, Sir,’ the manager interrupted him politely, ‘but we are not allowed to reveal this. Moreover, we do not know either. We simply received an e-mail in our computer, together with a check covering all your expenses for the period you would like to stay in our hotel. This gives you the option to stay in the hotel for as much as you like, before or even after the end of the conference. That is all.’
Kapatos turned his bewildered look at the roof of the hotel. Suddenly, he was afraid that the expensive chandelier hanging up would fall on to his head. Kapatos followed him completely mechanically with automaton-like movements.
He was very tired, after everything he had been through during his trip from New York to Athens. At the moment, all he wanted was to take a cold shower and rest.
The bellboy opened the door of the suite, put the suitcase inside and handed the electronic key to him.
‘Have a good stay Sir,’ he said, making a light bow.
Kapatos put five dollars in the bellboy’s hand and closed the door behind him. Staying in this luxurious suite forced him to be careful even with the gratuities.
The rooms in the suite were pricy. Among the facilities of the suite were a lobby, a writing desk from walnut wood, a bedroom in classic style and a bath that even Cleopatra of Egypt would envy, were she alive today.
He approached the balcony, opened the French window, advanced two steps and took a deep breath. The clear morning air of Athens was quite refreshing. He was embraced with affection and nostalgia as he gazed upon the majestic picture of the beautiful city.
The Acropolis was standing proudly in the background. The Temple of the Parthenon dominated the Attic skyline, crowned by the golden rays of the morning spring sun. The Parthenon is a monument of unique archaeological value and beauty, a genuine sample of classical architecture. Admiring the beauty of the Acropolis, George was mentally transported to ancient Greece, in the golden age of Pericles.
The vivid commands of the officer, leading the changing of the guard at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in front of the Greek Parliament, brought him back to reality. He could hear them clearly enough because of the small distance and the reduced morning traffic at that early time. He enjoyed the beautiful spectacle for a little while and, afterwards, got back in, closing the balcony door behind him.
He put a pure mastic gum from Chios into his mouth and went straight to the bathroom. He always had mastic chewing gum with him, since he had quit smoking a long time ago. He took a cold shower, as usual. Cold water made him feel much better. At that very moment, the phone in his room rang. He wrapped himself spontaneously with a dry towel, walked into the room and picked up the receiver. It was the operator.
‘Sir Kapatos,’ she said politely. ‘We were informed to kindly ask you to turn your laptop on. You’ve got an e-mail.’
‘Thank you,’ Kapatos answered politely. Then he hung up and turned the computer on. The message on the screen left him stunned. “Mr. Kapatos, welcome to Athens. Hopefully, you have had a comfortable stay at the Delight Hotel.” Kapatos smiled. Comfortable stay… this is a royal stay.
He continued reading. “We have sent a remittance of five hundred thousand dollars for you in CASHBANK. You can get this amount of money by signing for it and there is no commitment whatsoever on your part. We understand your surprise, which is perfectly justified. Be assured that when we consider that the appropriate time has come (which is closer than you think), you will learn everything you need to know about us. For now, enjoy yourself and may your stay here be as pleasant as possible. Have a nice day.”
Kapatos got really mad. This message verged on the absurd.
‘What kind of joke is this?’ he shouted and looked at the computer’s screen again. Half a million dollars is an entire fortune. Who would give him so much money and without any commitment on his part? What could they possibly want from him? And what is the catch behind this tempting offer? Is it really an offer or a bad joke? Of course, this is something that can be verified very easily. He can simply go to the Bank and the mystery will be solved immediately.
He got dressed, grabbed his passport and went to the nearest CASHBANK. He approached the cashier and left his passport on the counter.
‘Is there a money transfer for me available?’ he asked.
The cashier looked at his passport and entered his data in the computer.
‘Indeed Sir. There is a transfer and it is at your immediate disposal. The remmitance amounts to half a million dollars.’
Two customers, waiting in line for the next cashier, remained looking with their mouths open, as soon as they heard the amount of money.
Kapatos was impressed as well. When he finally realized that it wasn’t a prank, he felt completely lost.
‘Who made this transfer?’ he asked in confusion.
‘The remmitance has proceeded from our central bank in New York,’ the cashier replied. ‘Only this information is available at the moment. But if you need more information, I would suggest speaking with the bank director, Sir.’
‘Thank you,’ Kapatos said. ‘I will come again later.’ He greeted, made two steps to the door, stood for a while in suspense and came back to the cashier.
‘What happens in case I do not want to accept this money?’ he asked.
The cashier looked at him curiously. ‘You mean if you don’t want to take it today’, he corrected him.
‘No. I mean, if I don’t take it at all.’
‘In that case… we are instructed to return the transferred amount to our central Bank back in New York, Sir,’ the cashier replied somewhat puzzled.
The nearby customers were completely lost this time. What kind of game was being played in front of them? Nobody can deny five hundred thousand U.S. dollars that easily.
Kapatos thanked the cashier again and walked out of the bank. He was confused. He stopped on the sidewalk for a moment and was deep in his thoughts. The large amount of money that was deposited in the bank for him would not let him rest for a minute, especially since his finances were in a miserable state.
Finally, he came to a decision. He would go back to collect it. Why not? After all, there was nothing illegal in this affair. If somebody wanted to spend millions on him, he had the right to do so.
He returned to the bank and approached the cashier again.
‘I will take the money,’ he said.
‘As you wish, Sir,’ the cashier responded, like a weight had been lifted. ‘I will immediately prepare a deposit book with the corresponding amount in your name and a debit card so you can withdraw the money at any time. Please be so kind as to sign the payment order, together with that of the deposit and the booklet will be ready in a minute.’
Kapatos signed both of the orders and took hold of the deposit book that was given to him by the teller. Lost in his thoughts, he didn’t realize how fast he returned to his hotel. All of the strange things that had happened to him from the time that he boarded the plane at New York’s Kennedy Airport until the time that he set foot in Athens were running around in his mind painfully and persistently.
Suddenly, he felt his throat dry. He needed to drink something refreshing. He went to the bar of the hotel and ordered a frozen fresh lemon juice with some vodka. He drank it with almost one gulp.
It was then that he saw a dream-like silhouette out of the corner of his eye. Her silhouette, although made of flesh and bones, seemed as it had popped out of a painting of Leonardo da Vinci. She was 1,80 meters tall with dark face and oval eyes. Her jet-black hair fell over her whitewashed shoulders with grace, while her extraordinary look could melt an ice pillar in an instant. However, the most important thing at that moment was that this “dream” was smiling at him, letting two rows of pearly white teeth stand out, like expensive pearls.
He glanced around to make sure that he wasn’t mistaken and this wonderful smile was really intended for him. When he realized that he was the only customer in the bar at that moment, he was sure. He was even more surprised when the “dream” started walking towards him.
‘I see you haven’t recognized me Mr. Kapatos,’ her voice was heard like a song of the desert. ‘And I must admit, as a woman, that this does not flatter me at all.’
George remained dispassionate. Using his winning smile and his smooth talk, he replied in a bass tone. ‘Beautiful women cannot be easily forgotten. But you are not just a beautiful woman.’
‘Well, what am I?’ she whispered.
‘A dream,’ George answered. She smiled. And suddenly, he remembered. She was the beautiful Israeli, who had interviewed him for her channel two years ago. She is certainly Miriam Coehn, the journalist of RTV. ‘Miss Coehn,’ he said. ‘What a surprise!’
‘Not for me.’
‘Why?’
‘I knew you would be here. You are the main rapporteur of the conference.’
‘Are you here for the conference too?’
‘This is the first reason why I came.’
‘And what’s your second reason?’
‘You.’
George lost it. He was not accustomed to so much directness.
‘Don’t get upset,’ Miriam said, smiling. ‘Obviously, that came out wrong. I just wanted to meet you and find out firsthand what you are planning to discuss during your lecture at the conference the day after tommorow. As a journalist, I want to know it all before my other colleagues in the media. You know very well that your pioneering experiments on the cloning of the human gene have stirred the greatest scientists in the world up against you. Oh honey.. You either intend to substitute God, or you have gone nuts. If the second case stands, you are going to drive us all crazy. And you wonder why I am looking for you!’
George was a little annoyed. He looked at her, but didn’t say a word.
Miriam realized that she had gone too far. To make up, she donned her most charming smile again.
‘Come on,’ she whispered. ‘You know that is not the only reason why I am here. As if you didn’t already know that all the female journalists call you the handsome Greek.’ George’s face went bright red and she tried to clear the air. ‘George, it’s nearly noon. So, will you have dinner with me?’
‘Let’s go,’ George smiled. ‘It’s on me.’
‘I had no doubt about it,’ Miriam said. ‘I happened to see you in the bank this morning. And I know you are loaded with money.’
George was astonished again. He had certainly heard about Miriam’s amazing journalistic abilities but this was too much.
In the restaurant, they chose to sit at a corner table.
‘I’m listening,’ Miriam said.
‘What do you want to know?’
‘About the bank.’
‘I just went there for money exchange,’ he said hastily.
‘I know very well why you went there,’ Miriam replied.
Kapatos was stumped. He was sure that she knew.
Meanwhile, the waiter approached the table, gave them the menu and waited for the order.
George got the list and looked at it completely mechanically. All of a sudden, he had lost his appetite.
Miriam gave her dinner order to the waiter and waited for Kapatos to order. However, George remained silent.
‘Would you like me to order for you?’ she asked him tenderly. George remained silent. Miriam had to use her cutest look. ‘What is wrong with you,’ she scolded him sweetly. ‘We are not thinking now. We are eating. So, what do you want to order?’
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