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Introduction

Greetings from my attic in the Blue Mountains!
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Writing Professor K: The Final Quest wasn’t planned at all. In fact, after releasing The Hidden Genes of Professor K – a medical thriller – in 2016, I had a completely different book in mind. I wanted a change because delving into complex science and cutting-edge medical research had been exhausting, with a learning curve so steep that my head still spins just thinking about it. My professional background is in law, not science. However, I soon became a victim of my own curiosity and, I suppose, success. How? Let me tell you. 

 

One of my main aims in writing a medical thriller was to create awareness of medical research, what it stood for and how it worked, by embedding complex science into an action-packed, fast-moving thriller full of exotic locations and fascinating characters. 

With the generous help of several leading research scientists working at the Garvan Institute of Medical Research in Sydney, where I was a director at the time, I was able to successfully tackle this challenging project. I did that by presenting difficult subjects that would normally only feature in science publications written for experts, in an interesting, engaging and easy-to-understand way. For this reason, the book became very popular in medical circles as well, as it was seen as a novel way (forgive the pun) of training the spotlight on the breathtaking progress and changes in medical research that are transforming the future of medicine right now.

 The Hidden Genes of Professor K was very well received, especially in the US, Europe and Australia, with excellent reviews right from the start, and in November 2017, it was voted ‘Outstanding Thriller of the Year’ by the Independent Authors Network (IAN) in the US. This gave the book unprecedented publicity, especially on social media. 
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But why write another medical thriller, following in the footsteps of Professor K?  The Note from the Author that appears at the beginning of the book explains it best:

A note from the author

After the release of The Hidden Genes of Professor K – book three in the Jack Rogan Mysteries series – in 2016, I was somewhat overwhelmed by the reception of the book, especially in the US, Europe and Australia. The book, a medical thriller, resonated with my readers so strongly, especially in medical research circles, that it was suggested I consider writing a sequel.

Encouraged by several prominent scientists who had assisted me with the science before, and after speaking with many of my readers, I was persuaded to go ahead with the project. However, this turned out to be a much bigger challenge than I thought at the time.

Because all the books in the Jack Rogan Mysteries series are ‘standalone’ and not sequels as such, it soon became apparent that something was needed to link The Hidden Genes of Professor K to a sequel. I was working on a short novella at the time – The Forgotten Painting – which was intended as a free giveaway to my readers as a small token of my appreciation for their encouragement and support.

As it turned out, the novella became the perfect vehicle to connect The Hidden Genes of Professor K to the sequel – Professor K: The Final Quest.

For those of you who are not already familiar with the novella, or my previous books, I have included a synopsis of The Forgotten Painting, which I hope you will find entertaining and an interesting introduction not only to this book, but my work generally. Others may find it a helpful ‘refresher’, preparing the way for Jack Rogan’s next adventure.

However, please note that this book – like all my others – does ‘stand alone’ in the Jack Rogan series and can therefore be read as such...

 

 

Many of you would have already read my novella The Forgotten Painting, which has been available for free on Amazon and my website for some time now. However, those of you who may for some reason have missed out, can download the novella for free now, by following this link: https://gabrielfarago.com.au/free-download/ 

I would encourage you all to read The Forgotten Paining before you read the new book, as this will give you some exciting background and prepare the way for what’s to come. And besides, I’m sure you’ll find it an interesting and entertaining read. Here’s a brief summary of what you can expect:
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When Jack Rogan, celebrated author, stumbles on a hidden diary, he can’t resist investigating. Honouring the last wish of a dying friend, he embarks on an exciting quest to right a great wrong. 

Joining forces with Cecilia Crawford, a glamorous New York journalist, Jack soon finds himself on a journey of discovery pointing to dark secrets of a distant, violent time, where life was cheap and cruelty ruled without mercy. Soon, past the point of no return, Jack and Celia follow cryptic clues buried in unexpected places that lead them to an enigmatic Swiss banker with a murky past who threatens to foil their hopes and plans.

Will Rogan succeed? Will he find the forgotten treasure he has been searching for and return it to where it belongs? Or will it be lost forever, depriving the world of a masterpiece belonging to mankind?

 

 

Have I managed to arouse your curiosity? I hope so! You won’t be disappointed.

 


The Inspiration

I was inspired to write another medical thriller about the fascinating world of genomics, by the amazing research being carried out at the Garvan Institute of Medical Research in Sydney. 

The book is dedicated to the many talented scientists who work there, to improve how we diagnose, treat and, ultimately, prevent some of the major diseases of our time. 

Writing Professor K: The Final Quest was an ambitious project. For a layman like me, exploring subjects touching on cutting-edge medical research and complex science is never easy, and would not have been possible without the guiding hand and generous help of leading experts like Professor Chris Goodnow FAA FRS, Executive Director of the Garvan.

There has probably never been a more exciting time to be a research scientist than right now. Progress is breathtaking, the possibilities endless, breakthroughs come almost daily, and the speed of progress is head-spinning. Advances in technology are making the unthinkable possible, and what would once have taken two scientists several years of painstaking work, can now be done by a machine – overnight!

I firmly believe that we are about to open a treasure-trove of knowledge buried in our genome right here, inside us all, that will transform the future of medicine and the journey of man. It was this realisation that aroused my curiosity and motivated me to dig deeper into the fascinating world of genomics.

What came next was an extraordinary statement by Professor John Mattick AO FAA, who was Executive Director of the Garvan at the time I wrote The Hidden Genes of Professor K, and is one of the leading scientists in Australia. He said this: ‘I firmly believe that we are the last generation to die of cancer. Those coming after us, will not die of cancer, but with cancer.’

 I thought a lot about this inspirational sentence and what it was intended to convey, and would like to add this to it: As we stare into the darkness, something extraordinary is now happening. A shaft of light is slowly banishing the darkness and lifting the curtain of ignorance. 

What is that light? It is the dawn of a new era of medicine as we explore that treasure-trove of evolution hidden in our genes. The secrets are all there for us to find, and with the help of dedicated scientists like Professor Mattick and Professor Goodnow, and institutes like the Garvan, we will find the answers.

These are incredibly exciting times. I wanted to be part of this revolution and, if at all possible, contribute in some small way to Professor Mattick’s vision. Writing medical thrillers like The Hidden Genes of Professor K and Professor K: the Final Quest became my way to do just that.

The good news is that you, too, will become part of this adventure when you read Professor K: The Final Quest, and discover how thriller-fiction is rapidly becoming science-reality. Creating awareness can make a real difference!


The Writing

I am often asked about my writing habits. This may be a good place to tell you a little about that.

To create a seamless storyline, I try to weave fact and fiction together by blurring the boundaries between the two, so that the reader is never quite sure where one ends, and the other begins. This is of course quite deliberate, as it creates the illusion of authenticity and reality in a work that is pure fiction. A successful work of fiction is a balancing act: reality must rub shoulders with imagination in a way that is both entertaining and plausible.

Writing is a solitary, time-consuming pursuit that requires a lot of discipline and focus. I approach each book as a separate project, and plan my approach accordingly. Needless to say, research comes first, followed by visits to all the places mentioned in the book. I believe authenticity demands this, and getting a real ‘feel’ for a particular location rewards you with insights and detail that are only possible through first-hand experience.

Capturing smells, sounds, colours and atmosphere for instance, is just not possible through imagination alone. They transcend the merely factual, and enter the subjective realm of feelings and emotions. Yet all these elements are absolutely essential if you want to reach out and engage with your readers. It’s the difference between an ordinary book, and a special one readers just can’t put down! Nothing else comes close.

Once I begin writing a book, I write every day. In fact, my conscious hours are consumed with the subject matter, and even if I don’t sit at my computer, I think about my characters, dialogue, storyline, etc. I even have a notepad next to my bed to jot down ideas, should I wake up during the night inspired with an answer to something I have been wrestling with during the day.

 I take frequent breaks during the day and go for long walks in the rainforest just below our house, or do some work in our garden. Even then, I have a notepad in my pocket because ideas flow in unexpected ways, and must be captured at once before distractions make them disappear forever.

Because I do all my own research, writing itself can be exhausting and draining, often making almost impossible demands on your time, emotions and memory. Translating ideas and emotions into text can be very challenging and frustrating if the written word doesn’t do the subject matter justice, or just doesn’t look and feel like what you intended to say. When that happens, there’s only one answer: rewrite, rewrite, rewrite, then polish and rewrite again, until you get it right. Not easy, but absolutely necessary. 

Most of my writing is done in my attic at home in the Blue Mountains just outside Sydney, where I live most of the time. I am surrounded by a unique World Heritage National Park, and have a wonderful garden full of exotic plants and trees where native birds like parrots, cockatoos and kookaburras are frequent visitors. During the warmer months, I spend a lot of time outside and actually write in the garden. If this sounds idyllic, I suppose in a way it is. I draw inspiration from my surroundings, and the beauty and solitude of this unique environment give me the energy to weave my thoughts and ideas into stories that will in turn, I sincerely hope, entertain and inspire my readers. 
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History and Exotic Locations

As you know, I take authenticity very seriously and visit all the places mentioned in my books. Obviously, this involves a lot of travel. I travel for about two months every year to do research and explore exotic locations.

Istanbul is one of my favourite cities. For a writer like me, inspiration is at the very centre of the creative process, and there are few cities in the world that can inspire like Istanbul. I find my inspiration in history and historic places and try to shape my stories and characters around actual events and real people.
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One of the central characters in Professor K: The Final Quest – Osman da Baggio – is linked to an extraordinary event that took place in the Topkapi Palace in December 1574, the night the sultan, Murad III, died. 

I first came across this shocking event and the amazing story behind it during one of my recent visits to Istanbul. Our guide – a Turkish archaeologist – showed us a fascinating, but little known pavilion next to the Hagia Sophia; the tomb of Selim II. What I found there and the impact it had on me became the inspiration for the historic aspects of the book.

 I have tried to capture this moment in the Introduction, which appears at the beginning of the book and is reproduced below by way of illustration:

 

Istanbul. Sparkling gem on the Bosporus, where East and West collide and Europe meets Asia. I can think of no other metropolis where diverse cultures, religions, and thousands of years of history intersect in such a dramatic way. The name alone conjures up images of bloody conquests, fallen empires, armies marching into battle and stupendous buildings reaching to the heavens, where the muezzin’s haunting call echoes through ancient squares, calling the faithful to prayer.

Our guide—a Turkish archaeologist—had just taken us through the Topkapi Palace and the Hagia Sophia, one the most awe-inspiring edifices on the planet.

‘There’s one more thing you have to see,’ he said, pointing to a beautiful small pavilion next to the basilica. ‘It’s a turbe; a tomb. The tomb of Selim II. What I’m about to show you is a reminder of barbaric times, absolute power, and murder. Not just any murder, but the most horrific mass murder imaginable. It’s a sad part of our history that’s often overlooked and rarely talked about. Even the historians here would like to forget all about it.’ 

My curiosity aroused, I took off my shoes and followed the professor inside. Designed by Sinan—the famous Ottoman architect—and built in 1577, the stunning building decorated with colourful Iznik tiles and marble that reflected the bright morning sun, hides a dark secret. Expecting to find the tomb of Selim II, son of Suleiman the Magnificent and sultan of the Ottoman Empire from 1566 until his death in 1574, I was surprised to find many additional graves.

Silently, we followed our guide along the solemn rows of sarcophagi covered in green cloth, some of them quite small. ‘I can see you are a little confused,’ said our guide. ‘If you think this looks more like a cemetery than a tomb, you are right. It is. As you can see, Selim is not alone. There are many others buried in here with him. That may be curious enough, but who they are, and how and why many of them died, is far more intriguing and will shock you.’ Our guide paused, no doubt to let the tension grow. 

‘To begin with,’ he continued, ‘we have five of Selim’s sons buried next to him over there. They were all murdered on the night he died in December 1574. Why? To ensure that his eldest son, Murad III, would succeed him peacefully and without being challenged.’

‘By silencing possible rivals?’ I asked.

‘Precisely.’

‘And who are the others?’

‘Nineteen of them are sons of Murad III, who were murdered on the night he died in January 1595. They were all strangled by deaf-mutes with a silk chord.

‘Are you suggesting that by murdering all of his half-brothers, the eldest son secured his succession and became the next sultan?’

‘Yes.’

During the stunned silence that followed, I looked along the rows of solemn graves, each a sad reminder of a life cut short by naked ambition, lust for power, and fear. Momentarily overcome by the sadness of the moment, my mind began to wander. What if one of them had somehow been spared? I asked myself. What if one of them had managed to escape, and survived? What if …?

For some reason, I couldn’t get these haunting questions out of my mind. They stayed with me and became the inspiration for this book.”
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Credit: Author Mogadir @ Wikipedia Licence Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 Unported

 

During a recent interview I was asked to explain how the creative process works, and how an ‘idea’ ends up on a page and turns into a book.

Inspiration is a good start, but inspiration alone is not enough. Once an idea takes hold, it has to be developed and expanded. How? Through painstaking research of course, and that can take many forms. 

To begin with, I had to delve into hidden corners of Ottoman history to start the process of constructing the historical framework of the story. However, what was also needed was an intimate familiarity with the settings to be introduced into the storyline. In this case, the vast Topkapi Palace complex as it was in sixteenth-century Constantinople.

I visited the Topkapi Palace on several occasions and fortunately, it is virtually completely intact, and therefore just as it was during the times of Selim II. Needless to say this was very helpful, because it made it possible for me to get a real ‘feel’ for the place by walking the very corridors, exploring the actual chambers and sitting in the same palace courtyards the sultan and his retainers had frequented all those centuries ago, and where those dreadful murders I was looking into had been committed. 

There was something else that was very opportune at the time I visited the palace. The huge kitchen complex had just been restored and opened to the public. As the kitchens play an important part in the story, being able to visit them provided me with firsthand information I was able to draw upon and incorporate into the book, giving the plot an air of authenticity that imagination alone cannot deliver. 

The next step was to develop the central character – Osman da Baggio – and build the story around him. This was a complex exercise that required not only historical accuracy, but a detailed knowledge of Ottoman court life and customs practised at the time. These were only some of the essential steps that had to be followed before an inspired idea could turn into a story with sufficient substance and depth to grow into a book. 

It was therefore quite a long journey from the moment I looked along the solemn graves of the sultan’s murdered half-brothers and wondered: What if one of them had somehow been spared? What if one of them had managed to escape, and survived? The best way to illustrate how this moment of inspiration was transformed into a story worth telling, is to provide an example:

 

 

Topkapi Palace, Constantinople: 16 January 1595

2:00 am

Fear and apprehension had spread like a deadly poison through the silent corridors of Topkapi Palace during the night. Murad III, grandson of Suleiman the Magnificent, Caliph of Islam, Amir al-Mu-minim, Sultan of the Ottoman Empire and Custodian of the Two Holy Mosques, was dying.

Safiye Sultan, Murad’s favourite consort and mother of Mehmed, his eldest son and heir, knew it was time. To secure her son’s accession, all possible rivals had to be silenced, swiftly and permanently. Her own future and position at the palace depended on it. Upon Murad’s death she would become valide sultan – the powerful ‘mother’ sultan – and Safiye was determined to make sure nothing stood in her way.

Safiye summonsed Gazanfer Ağa, chief of the white eunuchs and head of the Enderun – the Imperial Seraglio – to her chambers. ‘Murad will not see the sun come up,’ she said. ‘As soon as he ascends to paradise you must act, without mercy. You know what to do.’

Gazanfer Ağa smiled, bowed, and took his leave. He knew that once he had carried out Safiye’s deadly orders, she would be forever in his debt. This would not only consolidate his already considerable power, but elevate his position to dizzying heights. Gazanfer Ağa had carefully prepared for this moment. Everything was ready and in place. He knew the feared deaf-mutes were standing by and waiting for his orders.

Fatma Hatun, Murad’s youngest consort, lay awake in her bedchamber. Gripped with fear and worry for her only son, Osman, who had just turned 16, she realised the dreaded event she had feared since the boy’s birth had arrived. Carefully, she removed the beautiful tile behind her bed and reached into a hole in the wall. This was her secret hiding place that contained the precious gems – gifts from a besotted Murad – that could save her son’s life. It also contained other treasures that she was about to give to him.

Legs crossed and looking tense, Osman sat on a cushion in front of his mother, watching. Blessed with striking good looks and an agile, inquisitive mind that thrived on curiosity and learning, Osman had been groomed for this moment all his life. He knew exactly what he had to do. His mother had gone over every step a thousand times before, except one.

‘This is for you, my son,’ she said, and handed Osman a small silver cylinder. ‘Keep it on your person at all times and guard it with your life.’

‘What is it?’ asked Osman.

‘Your future; open it.’

Osman opened the container and emptied its contents onto the carpet. First, a heavy little leather pouch filled with a small fortune in gold coins and gems slid out. Next, he pulled out a tightly rolled-up little canvas and several sheets of paper. When he unfurled the canvas, he saw that it was a stunning portrait of his mother, which he had never seen before. Surprised, he pointed to the painting spread out on the carpet in front of him.

‘This was painted by Marco Vecellio, Titian’s pupil. Your father commissioned the painting soon after I was given to him as a present by one of his sisters. I was sixteen, the same age as you.’

‘And these?’ asked Osman, holding up a few sheets of paper covered in beautiful calligraphy and decorated with exquisite miniature paintings at the top.’

Fatma smiled as she remembered the passionate nights spent with Murad. She had succeeded where others had failed. She had managed to reignite the sultan’s appetite for carnal pleasures. ‘These are recipes of the sultan’s favourite dishes,’ she said. ‘I copied them myself from the originals that belonged to your great-grandfather, Suleiman the Magnificent, and are still kept here at the palace. These dishes are the best in the empire and the reason you exist. They are treasures …’

‘I don’t understand,’ said Osman, looking puzzled.

‘You will. One day. Now, however, it is time; come.’

Fatma handed Osman a small porcelain cup and kissed him tenderly on the forehead. ‘Drink it,’ she said, tears in her eyes. ‘For a short while you will sink into a deep sleep. When you wake up, you will be safe … You know what to do?’

‘Yes,’ said Osman, and drained the cup.

‘There is one more thing,’ said Fatma. She took off the beautiful signet ring she wore on her right index finger – her only remaining contact with a happier past – and handed it to Osman. ‘This was given to me by my father in Venice just before I was captured by pirates and became a slave. It now belongs to you. It will open many doors and show who you are, and where you come from. Keep it safe.’

‘I will,’ said Osman, his speech slurred by the powerful drug.

‘Goodbye, my son,’ whispered the distraught mother. ‘We shall never meet again in this life. Perhaps in heaven? Who knows …?’ Fatma, a Venetian Christian, fell to her knees and began to pray.

 

Murad looked at his favourite dwarfs and buffoons sitting on the carpet in front of his divan one last time, their colourful costumes a cheerful reminder of the fun times he had shared with them in the palace gardens. Then, with his eyesight fading, he turned his face slowly towards Mecca, and died.

Gazanfer Ağa walked over to the divan to make sure that the sultan was dead. Satisfied, he gave the signal. The deaf-mute standing at the door nodded and quickly left the room.

The three Nubian deaf-mutes hurried through the corridors of the inner palace like black angels of death, their excited, sweat-covered faces glistening in the moonlight. Purchased as young castrated boys, they had been brought to the palace as special slaves to be trained as eunuchs. Later, they had their tongues split to prevent them from speaking, and their eardrums burst with hot needles to make them deaf.

First, they dispatched the babies and toddlers. Strangling them quickly with the silk cords used for executions was easy, and took only a few minutes. The teenagers were more difficult to deal with. The assassins had to work as a team to kill them swiftly, and placate their hysterical mothers.

Bribery and corruption in the palace were rife, and greed was a powerful tool used by the ambitious and the ruthless to hatch conspiracies and forge alliances. Because Topkapi Palace was built like a fortress surrounded by high walls and guarded by an army of fierce janissaries, it had become a confined hotbed of power, where deadly rivals were often separated by only a corridor, a small courtyard or a thin wall. The eyes and ears of spies and traitors were never far away, and trust was as precious and as rare as diamonds.

When the assassins entered Osman’s room, they saw Fatma standing in front of her drugged son lying on the carpet. This was a deliberate and prearranged ploy, making him appear lifeless and limp and therefore easier to handle without arousing suspicion.

One of the deaf-mutes pointed to Osman. Fatma nodded, handed him a fistful of precious gems wrapped in a silk handkerchief, and stepped aside. The tall Nubian stuffed the handkerchief into his pocket, lifted the boy off the floor and carried him outside.

It took the deaf-mutes less than an hour to kill all of Murad’s nineteen other sons, put the bodies into sacks and have them removed from the harem by trusted slaves before the household woke to the news that the sultan was dead, and had been succeeded by his eldest son, Mehmed. When the sacks containing the bodies were lined up in a row in a secret underground chamber, awaiting burial, no-one appeared to have noticed that one of them wasn’t dead.”

 

 

Istanbul isn’t the only fascinating location I had to visit and explore that is featured in the book. Florence and Venice are the two other cities where some of the most dramatic scenes are set, and a lot of the ‘action’ takes place.

I visited both cities on several occasions and ‘immersed’ myself in the rhythm and atmosphere of these exciting destinations. I did this as both a tourist and an observer, viewing the places I visited through the lens of a writer exploring possible settings for specific ‘scenes’ in the book. I must admit, this is always a most enjoyable and satisfying task, as it allows me to imagine my characters in the actual places I visit, and develop the plot accordingly. Once again, this considerably enhances authenticity as it opens up possibilities that would just not have been feasible sitting in my armchair at home in my attic. 

I’m often told that my writing style is very ‘visual’ and my books ‘read like a movie’. I take this as a great compliment, as I try to stimulate imagination through powerful, ‘graphic’ descriptions and imagery that allow me to emotionally connect with my readers. 

I have always believed if I succeed in that regard, the reading experience will be considerably enhanced by making my characters more believable, engaging, and ‘real’. And that, after all, is what every serious writer strives for.

I have found that taking the time to actually visit the key places mentioned in my books, and using that firsthand experience to shape my characters and writing style, makes this possible. 


Science and Research

Professor K: The Final Quest is a medical thriller, and consequently features a great deal of cutting-edge science, and that science is all about genomics. What exactly is genomics; why is it so important today and the source of so many of the major breakthroughs and discoveries that are transforming medicine? Two of my major characters who feature in both of my medical thrillers – Jack Rogan and Dr Alexandra Delacroix – can answer that. Here’s a short excerpt from The Hidden Genes of Professor K, which deals with this subject:

 

‘All right. Have you heard of the Human Genome Project?’ asked Dr Delacroix.

‘I have, actually,’ replied Jack.

What do you know about it?’

 ‘It was a monumental international undertaking. It began in 1990, lasted thirteen years and cost three billion dollars.’ 

‘And the aim was?’

‘To discover all of the twenty to twenty-five thousand human genes.’ 

‘And?’

 ‘To determine the complete sequence of the three billion DNA sub-units?’

 ‘You’re right,’ Alexandra replied, surprised. ’You seem to know a lot about this. The project was a great success and resulted in the first full reading of a human genome.’

‘It was hailed as one of the greatest achievements in the history of science and a milestone in the history of mankind.’ 

‘And the results were announced jointly by President Clinton and the British Prime Minister, Tony Blair, in 2000,’ Jack cut in.

 ‘Not bad for an old bloke,’ teased Alexandra, nodding appreciatively. ‘The human DNA code has three billion letters. As researchers began to take a closer look at these letters in 2003, they found to their surprise that only one point five per cent of them actually carried instructions for genes. And inside this modest bundle, they identified twenty-five thousand genes. This was an extraordinary finding. What this meant was that man had the same set of genes as a Caenorhabditis elegans.’ 

‘A what?’ 

‘A humble, millimetre long, one thousand-cell roundworm.’

 ‘I’m related to a roundworm? Great!’ 

‘Don’t despair. It soon became apparent that if this were so, then instructions for creating a human being must be encoded somewhere else within the DNA, which as you know is the physical substance that makes up a gene,’ said Alexandra, becoming quite excited. ‘Your genome is a code. It has three billion DNA letters, and there a two copies of that code, one from mum and one from dad; that’s the unique you. And this is when things become really interesting—’

 ‘Is that why you became involved in all this?’ interrupted Jack.

 ‘In a way, yes. I was a PhD student in Paris at the time. That’s when I became Professor K’s assistant. He was an extraordinary man and a close friend of my mother’s. He was an iconoclast; an intellectual rebel who took nothing for granted and thought the answer in science was often to be found in the weird and the outrageous. He was right. To an impressionable, starry-eyed young student like me, he was like a god. He became my hero. He taught me how to think.’

‘In what way?’

‘Keep an open mind at all times, think laterally and don’t be afraid to challenge dogma and be different ...’

 

 

This short passage is a good illustration of how I approach complex subjects in the book and try to explain the science in, hopefully, an engaging and easy-to-understand way. To do this in a thriller isn’t easy, and I had to be careful not to become too technical or, God forbid, bore my readers. I hope I’ve succeeded.

On a lighter note, medical research can be a lot of fun, too. There is one particular incident I recall during my research into avatar mice at the Garvan Institute in Sydney, which I would like to share with you. But first, a brief word about avatar mice. 

Avatar mice are without doubt the most exciting development in personalised medicine today. By replicating a patient’s disease – like cancer, for instance – in an avatar mouse (by pairing patients with mice), it is now possible to determine the best treatment available that works for the individual patient by first trying it on the mouse to examine its efficacy, before administering it to the patient. In essence, the mice are stand-ins for the patient. Extraordinary, isn’t it? 

Because avatar mice are so important in cutting-edge medical research today, I wanted to see for myself how it all worked. I received permission to visit the realm of the little four-legged avatars deep in the bowels of the Institute. This was the domain of a charming young scientist, Debbie Burnett, who introduced me to her little charges during a most memorable visit. I will let a few snapshots taken during that visit do the talking here. You know what they say: a picture tells ...
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Preparing a book for publication requires many skills; it is a team effort. I’ve once again been very fortunate to have a group of talented and dedicated specialists to help me deal with the many challenges of a rapidly changing publishing landscape. Without their professional support and advice, this book would not have seen the light of day. There are too many to mention, but a few definitely stand out.

First, Sally Asnicar, my editor. Her exceptional attention to detail and insights into the characters, the science and the multi-layered storyline, have been invaluable in bringing this project to fruition.

Who says we don’t judge a book by its cover? In a way we all do, especially when surfing the Net for inspiration of what to read. The talented Vivien Valk has once again designed a captivating cover that is true to the storyline, and reflects the spirit of the book.

Then there is Lama Jabr, my publishing and marketing consultant, whose steady hand has patiently guided this project through the many challenges of a treacherous publishing jungle. Her insights and expertise, especially when dealing with social media and complex publishing platforms, have been invaluable, because just writing your book is not enough. You have to get it out there, to connect with the market and your readers.

And finally, it would be remiss of me not to mention my wife, Joan, literary critic, researcher, patient sounding board and cheerful travel companion – together, we visit all of the places mentioned in my books.

 

I think this is probably an appropriate point to complete our little tour, which has taken us behind the scenes of Professor K: The Final Quest.

I hope you’ve enjoyed this brief glimpse into what it takes to write a book like this, and what is involved in preparing it for publication.

Finally, I would like to leave you with this thought:

When you are reading my books, you are actually giving me something very precious. Something that belongs to you, and you alone; your time. By spending that time to read what I’ve created, you enter the world of my imagination and allow me, for a little while at least, to reach into yours, and entertain you.

 As a writer, I view this as a humbling compliment, and a generous gift from one human being to another. 

This very point was beautifully expressed by a moving note I received from one of my readers just as I was writing this:

Mr. Farago,

I will submit a review for all your works I've read.

 I'm writing you first to let you know a little bit of what you've done for me. 

 

As a Brain aneurysm survivor, now fighting a small bleed (more like a tide pool actually) I haven't been able to read for years. Life filled with surgery upon surgery with complications just the same. 

My vision has diminished to the point I pretty much had given up. 

With my tbi comes their own set of challenges. Reading being one of its casualties.

Until, my Fiancée whom is an avid reader... gave me the gift of reading again, with a tablet. Large font has become my best friend!!! 😁

 

 I've enjoyed every word, every image conjured. Every journey.At times my short term memory leaves me in my own world. Your writings have begun to fill that empty space. Thank you. 

 

Sincere regards,

Beckie

 

It’s readers like Beckie who make it all worthwhile!

 

Gabriel Farago

Leura, Blue Mountains,

Australia

 

 


Connect with the Author

 

Website

https://gabrielfarago.com.au/

 

Amazon Author Page

 

Goodreads

 

Facebook

 

Twitter

OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
Gabriel Farago






OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg





OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
THE scEN[s

/,’—

PROFI:SSOR K THE

filL|
LUEST

AJACKROGAN MYSTERY

Y, ‘
i

R L  S £
h:g;‘%j_ﬂ, S5 "*’»?‘1‘,, ¥ ";}.?}!:. z

e

&

A

o
2 N5
e E

A7 ol < B SR

o RN G el

(R

) GABREL FARAGy

RGBT b
‘ & wd‘{ 3,(% g e





OPS/image3.jpg
FORGOTTEN
BUINTING

R A :
P T
5 /

GABRIEL FARAGD/|





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image9.jpg





