
 

In November 1983, basement room No.107, interrogation chamber of Central Bureau of 

Investigation at Seobingo-dong in Seoul.  

One desk and two chairs, a light bulb in the midst of the room, four surrounding walls, 

one gigantic mirror on one side of the wall, a bathtub in one corner filled with 

approximately 1/3 height of water in it. 

A spy named Natasha sent by North Korea to South Korea was being tortured.  

She was tied to a chair, her neck exhausted and her eyes glaring. She replaced her 

answer with sounds made through her open mouth. 

She endured severe torture out of her ardent loyalty to President Kim Il-Sung and her 

pride towards the party.  

When Chief Johnson called her a Red, a malicious bitch, Kim Il-Sung’s bitch and a 

commie, the person next to him, Vice-chief Taylor began chuckling.  

Chief Johnson and Vice-chief Taylor asked Chief Spencer and manager Ford who were 

watching a soap opera on TV in the room four doors down, to join them and shouted 

that it was time.  

Wasn’t it said that the groan coming out from Natasha’s clenched teeth had melody 

while the moan from the four men’s open mouth had rhythm? 

At 10:23 pm in Nov. 8, 1983, four men ejaculated at the same time on the naked body of 

Natasha. 

This is amazingly good timing, which was only possible through their blazing passion 

towards their country and rage against their enemy country.  

When the white body of Natasha started to glare, the four men were at a loss and 

grabbing their pants.  

Natasha’s mind was emptied not because of her body but because of the stench in the 

room.  

It is said that she probably died at that moment when President Kim Il-Sung was putting 

on a big smile in front of her eyes with the grave music behind him. 

After November 1983, Natasha was gone so as well as the chairs and the interrogation 

room at Seobingo-dong where she sat and was tortured. However this towel that had 

covered the chair remains. 

This towel that is a mixture of Natasha’s sweat, semen of the four men and the air of 

conflict, is still here with us to stay. 

 


