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Preface. 
 

Pakistan Afghanistan border. Present day. 
 
A group of bearded, Arab men in traditional, travel stained robes sat in a 
circle sipping mint tea. They talked in low earnest tones over a pile of 
assorted weapons that gleamed in the subdued light. The talk was anything 
but subdued, it centred on suicide vests and unreasoning, unswerving hate. 
 High overhead, invisible and unheard from the ground, a Predator 
drone swept back and forth, searching. 
 Suddenly a diode glowed in its circuitry, a relay clicked and an ASM 
missile was launched. It turned to dive almost vertically towards the barren 
earth and the small, dusty town below. Unerrigly it found its target. Death 
and destruction bloomed redly from the ramshackle house where those men 
sat quietly discussing acts of terror. 
 Within minutes a motorised platoon of grim-faced soldiers arrived. 
They brushed aside the scattered, dazed resistance, kicked down the crazily 
sagging door and dragged bodies from the wreckage, some of which were 
barely alive. They loaded both the living and dead into a squad of Humvees 
and roared back to a military compound where they were laid out in a 
mortuary. 

After a short tme a door opened and another bearded man in dirty 
robes, totally out of place in the clinical mortuary, came in to inspect them. 
Nothing was said until he stopped at one, barely alive, the breath rattling 
through a particulary bushy beard. 

He pointed to the blood covered face, its eyes still filled with hate 
even as they clouded in imminent death, The stranger‟s mid-west accent was 
as alien as his dirty robes; it was full of disappointment, „That‟s not Siraj 
Haqqani.‟ 

He swung round, „ But I want the thawb he was wearing.‟ 
The bemused orderly pointed to a heap of blood-stained, dirty 

clothing, „Take your pick.‟ 
„But which was his?‟ 
„I don‟t know! Think it was this.‟ He picked up one with delicate 

embroidery at the neck. „It looked sort of special.‟ 
„You don‟t know how special soldier.‟ The garment was carefully 

examined, „Yup, this is very special. Wrap it up and send it to this address 
now.‟ 
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The soldier stared at the scribbled paper, „Clinton Enterprises? Who 
says?‟ His eyes widened as the stranger produced an ID. He pulled himself 
erect and saluted smartly, „Yessir, straight away sir.‟ 



3 

 Virginia USA. 
 
Al Clinton was unhappy.  He drummed his powerful fingers on the desk as 
he glared at the reports. 
 Siraj Haqqani is not dead.  And where is Al Zawahiri? 
 Almost ten years he had waited for those words, „Osama is dead.‟  
But it had not brought closure to his personal pain. His chair creaked as he 
slumped feeling that he was fighting shifting shadows, an invincible gorgon 
that sprouted ten heads for every one cut off. 

 „Damn, damn, damn,‟ he ground out through clenched teeth. 
Casting the reports to one side, he called up the confidential file list, 

clicked on „open‟ and scrolled to the end of one too familiar document 
headed Arraye Electronics, Security category 1AA. 

He flicked to the final words, „He is controlling the world.‟ 
„As if …‟  The military had finally discovered what he had known 

years ago.  This was would never be won by armies.  The only way to end it 
was to get inside their heads. 

In the case of Osama and Al Zawahiri, he wondered if that could 
ever be possible. 

Into his tired brain came the words of his grey-headed pastor from 
Ohio.  „With man this is impossible, but with God all things are possible.  
God is love and love does not destroy.  It is hate that destroys everything.‟ 

He rubbed his bristly chin, the rasping reflecting his mood.  Where 
had all this hate come from?  He still recalled his shock in 9/12 as TV 
showed a crowd of thousands of jubilant arabs celebrating the fall of the 
Twin Towers.  The glee showed all too clearly the underlying hate of all 
things and all people American.  It still frightened him more than all the 
terrorists put together.  He shuddered as if the hate was facing him across the 
huge desk.  None of his power could change that. 

The French revolution had been like that; the crowds baying for 
aristocratic blood.  That was hate for a corrupt, uncaring ruling class.  Were 
Americans like those French aristos? 

The latest reports from the eavesdroppers were daunting, this 
breakaway faction was tougher than Al Qaeda, more based on clan then 
ideology. If only that awkward cuss Bert Fradley and his team could be 
tempted back. 

He sighed and re-read the Arraye file for the millionth time, flicking 
the electronic pages swiftly.  The knife of personal loss and regret twisted in 
his gut as usual.   

Bert didn‟t know how lucky he was.  Or maybe he did. 



4 

ARRAYE 

 

ELECTRONICS 
 
 

SECURITY CATEGORY 1AA. 
 

AUTHOR A FRADLEY 
DOCUMENT – PERSONAL LOG 

9/9/02 
 

SCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/03 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/04 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/05 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/06 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/07 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/08 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/09 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/10 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/11 
RESCHEDULED FOR DESTRUCTION 9/9/12 

 
 
 

 
 

 

OK   
 

CANCEL 



5 

Lichfield England. 
 
 

In the cluttered premises of Arraye Electronics Albert Fradley the fourth re-
opened his personal file for the hundredth time. The temptation to destroy 
the past was strong. In one way it no longer mattered; Al had broken the 
security and had a copy. Much good it would do him. Events moved so 
rapidly that none of this mattered much. The real world was V, Albert 
Fradley the fifth, hopefully still asleep in his room in the rafters at the 
cottage, blissfully unaware of the centuries of turbulent history even now 
being added to. 

And Liza. 
But she was still „in the field‟ as Heward, her controller, had put it. 

Bert knew he would never control her, no-one could, that‟s why she was still 
alive. The one comfort was that she needed him and V. 

It was all he had, so it would have to sufffice. 
The familiar words somehow brought Liza back as she was in those 

world-forming times. When he had passed the point of no return. 
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CHAPTER 1 
 

To Travel Hopefully 
The point of no return.   

I had to keep reminding myself it was still only August 2001. 
The inexhorably progressing A380 had passed that point in mid-

Atlantic some half an hour earlier. But I‟d passed that point in my life some 
months ago when Liza crashed into my life. 

The healing wound on my leg itched. It rekindled the horror of the 
explosion as the crushing concussion of the blast re-surfaced. I mentally 
toyed with the scar, fascinated by the rawness it exposed, almost enjoying 
the exquisite agony of the end of my world. Was it possible for anyone to 
survive that hell, let alone my lovely Liza?  

Shutting off the horrific scene I pictured again the beauty of her 
glossy hair, black and shimmering as a raven‟s wing, the creaminess of her 
high-boned cheeks. The remembered softness of her touch only served to 
heighten my misery. 

It had been a shocking e-mail „I’m OK’ that sent me desperately 
winging to Florida. In the gloom of mental fatigue I saw it for what it was - a 
wild goose chase. 

The events that had led me to this crazy position circled endlessly 
round my tired brain. They inevitably ended in the explosion that had 
seemingly destroyed any hopes for the future with Liza. Even just thinking 
about her brought the familiar longing. It had all happened so quickly, a mere 
matter of months to make me turn from a boring, thirty year old, electronics 
manufacturer into a hopeless, romantic, searching for something that I wasn‟t 
even sure still existed. My sensible, realistic partner, Bill Huddleston, was at 
home keeping the business going and giving me the money needed to chase 
my rainbow. 

The stewardess‟s quiet, insistent voice stirred me from my 
depression. She called my name across the passenger on my right, „Mr 
Fradley. Mr Fradley.‟ 

Stirring slowly out of my mental pit, I raised my eyebrows, „Yes?‟ 
She stood there with the pasted-on smile and bland expression that 

goes with the uniform. I couldn‟t help wondering what the woman was like 
beneath the professional veil, the smooth make-up and anonymity of a smart, 
blue uniform. 
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„The Captain would like a word with you on the Flight Deck, please 
follow me.‟ 

Mystified, I blinked with surprise, but wriggled past the long-haired 
youth in the aisle seat, deep in some rock music playing on his MP 3. He 
barely glanced at me as I followed the trim figure forward to the office as the 
crew call it. The Captain turned as I entered the cramped space and waved to 
the Third Officer, who passed me a headset, I spoke hesitantly, „Hello, Bert 
Fradley here.‟ 

Al Clinton‟s booming voice shook me to the core, „Bert, you old son 
of a gun, what are you doing coming over without telling your old pal?‟ 

I was totally speechless. 
Al was quiet for all of two seconds before he boomed again, „Still 

there?‟ 
„Al! How the blazes did you know?‟ I spluttered 
The whole „plane must surely have heard his eruption of laughter, 

„Ways and means Bert; ways and means.‟ Third Officer interrupted me with 
a nudge and inquisitive look, taking off the headset I said, „Yes?‟ 

He looked apologetic, „Sorry to barge in, but, well, is your mobile 
switched on?‟ He rushed on, „I know that you probably won‟t have, but 
something is affecting the Navstat.‟ 

Patting my pockets to demonstrate that I didn‟t have one with me I 
shook my head. He waved his hand, but still looked worried and turned back 
to the console. I listened again to the headset and apologised to Al, „Sorry 
about that, the crew had a query - all settled now!‟ Speaking seriously I said, 
„Now come on and tell me what you‟re doing calling me in the middle of the 
Atlantic! And who told you anyway?‟ Aware of the intense interest of the 
crew, I determined to finish the conversation as soon as politely possible. 

Al,as usual, was not wasting words, „Tell you all about it when I see 
you!‟ His next words shook me again, „I‟ve arranged a car for you at Miami, 
he‟ll meet you at the dispersal pad, name of Joe!‟ 

I interrupted his flow, „Al! You can‟t; I don‟t even know myself.‟ 
He interrupted in turn, „Too late now, all arranged! And anyway I 

can‟t keep you tying up these guys‟ air time, see you in six hours! S‟long!‟ 
I started to protest, but the connection was broken. 
Removing the headset automatically I absent-mindedly handed it 

back to the officer at the console. He did not say a word, but was eaten up 
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with curiosity; it‟s unheard of for a passenger to be called up in the middle of 
a flight. I muttered thanks and left the Flight Deck. 

The old bogey of Al‟s place in the FBI, NSA or the CIA or whatever 
agency he worked for rose again. I was still painfully aware of his part in the 
events leading up to that disastrous explosion and the death of the GRU 
assassin that had set me off on this hopeless chase. 

My seat was in the middle of the outer three group of the wide 
bodied Airbus, an attractive woman about my age was in the window seat. At 
least she could have been attractive but for two things; the haunted, pinched 
look in her eyes and the strong, acrid odour of a heavy smoker that was not 
masked by her heavy, musky perfume. 

I did not think then that I was psychic or anything, but I knew I was 
sometimes able to sense the things on a person‟s mind. In the Flight Deck I‟d 
been only too aware of the fascination of the crew.  

In her case, I was receiving waves of despair and anguish. 
The haunted look made me sense her feelings, but her nervous 

movements proved it. She did not finish anything in the meals, but nibbled 
and rejected everything, leaving a mess on the tray. She turned to me with a 
pale smile, „This non-smoking policy is hell!‟ 

As a non-smoker it was heaven for me, I simply smiled wanly back, 
hoping that it didn‟t come out as a smirk. It didn‟t seem to, for she looked 
into my eyes and grimaced, „Sorry I said that, I forget that there‟s a lot who 
don‟t. God, I‟m dying for a drag!‟ 

„Never have myself.‟ I tried to sound sympathetic, „But I know it‟s 
hard.‟ I let my voice tail away, I didn‟t know what to say and still be sincere. 

She must have realised that I was not just being flippant, she turned 
from the porthole and looked at me straight in the face. She could have been 
quite pretty, her bone structure was delicate, skin clear and without signs of 
aging or indulgence. The perfume was expensive and her light suit was well 
cut, subtle in a pale lilac, but it was all a parody when you looked deep into 
those suffering eyes. For want of something better to do I offered her one of 
my boiled sugar sweets. She shook her head, „I have my own, but I can‟t 
stomach anything right now.‟ She shrugged her shoulders, small, delicate 
shoulders I noticed, „I‟ll be more than glad when this flight‟s over, and not 
just for a smoke.‟ I said nothing. There was nothing to say, but wait for her to 
tell me more as she did or didn‟t feel inclined. 
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She spoke softly, „Did you get whatever it was they sent for you 
for?‟ 

The terrible construction of that sentence made me wince, „It was 
simply a business contact from my home town.‟ 

The Rock music devotee on my left was distracting as he beat time 
with his fingers. I decided to be nosy and to listen to what he found so 
wonderful. 

I had brought the prototype of my latest invention. My „hearing aid‟, 
is a device I make for MI 6. It is invaluable for clandestine listening on very 
narrow bands of frequencies. It had saved the life of one or two field 
operatives, „spies‟ to you, as they‟d detected footsteps or even the first 
trigger pressures of a gun. My newest one was in my pocket, updated to 
include a remote control. I guessed that the main level would be in the region 
of 25 Hz, so I tried it. 

Surprisingly there was practically nothing. 
I tried 500 Hz. Still nothing. 
10 kHz and beyond Still nothing. 
I went back to 25 Hz and left it there. He was listening avidly to 

nothing. What was he up to and why? 
I coughed and stiffened, distinctly hearing myself cough in the 

„hearing aid.‟ He was listening to me! 
Then I recalled the Third Officer‟s worried enquiry about a mobile 

„phone. I‟d been secretly planted with a bug! AGAIN! My cold fury turned to 
a hot rage. I was once more being dragged into the quicksands of covert 
operations. Excusing myself I went to the toilet. I ran the tap and searched 
my lightweight jacket. There it was! An insignificant, grey blob under the 
collar like the one Al had planted on me three months ago in the Lichfield 
pub. 

Cursing softly, I put the jacket on the floor and stamped on the 
collar. I hoped it gave him a headache. 

As I returned to my seat, I looked him in the eye, „There‟s no room 
in those things. Dropped my jacket and trod on it!‟ 

His lip curled in a smile, or was it a grimace, he uttered one word in 
a Carolina drawl, „Yeah!‟ 

Neither of us was deceived. 
The woman on my left looked at me again with her haunting eyes 

and asked, „OK?‟ 
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I shrugged it off with an almost Gallic gesture, that I hoped was 
sincere, „Just a chance to stretch my legs.‟ For some unaccountable reason I 
went on, „What with all this “Long Haul Syndrome” it‟s more than just a 
euphemism. Did you know that there was even a rather silly suggestion that 
they install a treadmill for the really long flights. Can you imagine it?‟ Her 
opened eyes told the truth that she could. 

She spoke in that husky voice of hers, „Well, if they ever do, I won‟t 
be fighting to use one!‟ With her clear signs of heavy smoking, this did not 
surprise me. She murmured almost apologetically, „I‟m on my way to see my 
husband, he‟s been taken suddenly ill.‟ She drew in a breath as if to give her 
strength to continue, „The worst part is that they won‟t say what‟s the 
trouble. I‟m terrified that it‟s a heart attack, it was so quick. Harry sounded 
perfectly alright when I spoke to him on Sunday. Only two days ago. And 
then they sent for me. Paid my flight over.‟ 

„That was generous, who does he work for?‟ 
She hesitated momentarily, but then said, „The medical facility at 

NASA.‟ At this my ears pricked up, my interest all at once intense, „He‟s on 
the psychological side, the effects of isolation and the problems of long 
flights and all that.‟ 

A deep chill hit me, I had been hoping to find Liza at NASA! The 
picture of Liza, my lovely Liza, started to flash before me. I recalled that 
heart-stopping moment when it all began, the time those few months ago, 
when I was struck dumb by her deep, dark eyes framed by that perfect face 
and the black, raven‟s wing hair. 

The picture faded as I heard the woman go on about her husband‟s 
work, the way he really enjoyed getting to grips with the fears and phobias of 
those highly trained people who ventured into hostile space. There was a 
constant mental battle in their minds, the challenges they not just faced, but 
almost welcomed, and the deep fear of their dangerous environment. 

She stopped and gave a weak grin, „Tell me to stop if I‟m boring you 
silly, but I‟m so proud of Harry.‟ 

Smiling, warmly I hoped, I reassured her „Not at all, this is all new 
stuff to me, I deal in solid matter, electronic circuits.‟ I looked her full in 
those haunted eyes, „By the way, my name is Fradley, Bert Fradley from 
Lichfield.‟ 
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Her answering smile was definitely warmer, „Monica, Monica 
Andrews from Stafford - well just outside really, a little village that no-one 
has ever heard of, Long Crompton.‟ 

„Me too,‟ shaking my head in confession, „I actually live in a small 
village myself. Prefer it that way.‟ 

She smiled, that rather lop-sided smile that could be so attractive, „A 
bit too quiet for my liking really, but at least it‟s friendly.‟ She leaned closer 
to speak confidentially, „Do you believe in psychic powers, Mr Fradley?‟ 
Uncertain as to how to reply, I just waited, she went on after a pause, „I feel 
things that Harry is doing, things that he hasn‟t told me, but I know. I know 
now that he is struggling with his breath, like a band round his chest.‟ It 
sounded as if she was describing a heart attack as I‟d been told once, „But 
it‟s more of a suffocating feeling than internal - as if something from outside 
was closing round him.‟ She looked hesitantly at me, „Am I making sense?‟ 

„Perfectly! But I‟m no doctor.‟ I grimaced, „I turn squeamish at the 
sight of blood, so it‟s certainly sense to me.‟ Monica seemed to be satisfied 
with that and settled back in her constricted space. Her slight frame was 
unconfined by the standard seat space: Being rather chunky, I am never 
comfortable for long and rarely sleep. However she seemed to be calmer now 
and let her eyelids droop. Trying once more to read I turned to my 
Motorsport. It had an article on a favourite of mine, the D Type Jaguar, but I 
could not concentrate on the technicalities and found my own eyes becoming 
heavy. 

We were disturbed again by the cabin crew touting the airline‟s 
gimmicks and duty free temptations, I weakly smiled my rejection of the 
offerings. Monica had woken at the muted chattering that arose, so I turned 
to make idle conversation. Shocked I blinked; she was so different. 

That haunted depth to her eyes had gone, her skin was almost 
peachy, her mouth was a contented upward curve. Totally changed from the 
haggard, denied smoker of so recently, she had become a very attractive 
woman in a few minutes. 

She stretched, kitten-like and positively beamed, „I know that Harry 
is going to be alright, I just know it.‟ She looked around the Airbus as if 
seeing it for the first time, „Have you still got those sweets, I‟m starving!‟ 

Amazed I simply dug out the packet and offered it to her. She took 
one with a nod of thanks and stretched again. She sat up, „Do you know, Mr 
Fradley, I‟m going to stop smoking!‟ I‟m not sure whether or not my jaw 
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dropped, but it felt like it. She saw the expression and laughed, a throaty, 
sexy laugh that seemed to bubble like a mountain spring, clear and 
refreshing, „I‟m not crazy! I‟ll see Harry in a few hours, but right now, I‟m as 
sure as anything that he‟s well. That outside influence has gone and that 
makes me happy too.‟ 

Looking at her, I could well believe it, but the change was nothing 
short of shattering. I hoped she was not deluding herself, that she would not 
be met with something entirely different from her feelings. 

There had been a subtle drop in the engine note and I felt rather than 
saw that the nose had dropped slightly. There was the usual announcement 
that we were on approach to the landing; people became alive, the 
atmosphere changed dramatically.  Lethargic bodies stretched and shuffled in 
preparation to re-emerge from the cocoon of the airliner‟s confines. 

I wondered what reception I would find. 
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CHAPTER 2 
 

Arrival. 
There was a collective sigh of relief from the hundreds of sun and fun 
seekers as the „plane gently touched down, slowed and started the slow 
circuit of the field. The PA pinged, „This is your Captain, I hope you enjoyed 
your flight and will fly with us again. The temperature is 25o centigrade, the 
humidity is 60%. We will shortly be disembarking at the International 
Arrival Lounge, please have ready your Immigration Cards.‟ There was a 
pause as I silently congratulated the captain on his grammar, but then he 
continued, „Do not unfasten your seat belts until the aircraft has come to a 
complete stop; there will be a brief halt for service personnel, but this is not 
the Terminal. I repeat, do not unfasten your seat belts.‟ There arose a muted 
murmur, which was hushed as the Stewardesses moved efficiently checking 
seat belts and reassuring the nervous. 

The stewardess with the bland, polished manner stopped at my row, 
„Mr Fradley, please collect your belongings and follow me.‟ She had already 
removed my overnight bag from the locker, re-closed it and was moving 
forward along the aisle. I scrabbled together my magazines and sweets before 
struggling past the young man, who was looking disturbed. 

As I made to follow the suave stewardess, another was firmly 
keeping him in his seat. Threading along the aisle, I was only too aware of 
the intense stares of the seated passengers. Like I was a leper or some other 
undesirable creature. 

The Airbus jerked gently to a halt as the Stewardess opened the main 
door. Together with the warm, humid air, a tough looking, college type with 
short hair surged up a mobile stairway. He looked every inch a professional, 
from his shiny shoes to the dark tie and crisp white shirt to the polished false 
smile. 

He crunchingly grasped my hand, „Hi! Mr Fradley, I‟m Joe. 
Welcome to sunny Florida.‟ 

His grip was firm, sincere. Not the words, Florida was not sunny, it 
was humid and overcast.  

Taking my bag from the Stewardess he led the way, I followed 
meekly; muzzy from the flight I could not have resisted if I‟d really wanted 
to. 
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Joe put my bag in the trunk of the grey, unfamiliar car; inside it 
smelled of leather and cigars. We rapidly made our way to another dispersal 
pad with a few small aircraft on it. 

Joe spoke briefly on an intercom and then turned to me, „Sorry about 
the rush, but Mr Clinton wanted to save you the crush. Smoke?‟ My voice 
came out husky, I cleared my throat, „No, but I could murder a cup of tea or 
coffee.‟ He laughed, „All taken care of. Just wait „till you‟re airborne. Mr 
Clinton has arranged it all for you.‟ Before I could comment, he turned away 
as we approached the small planes at a suicidal speed. and screeched to a halt 
beside a Lear jet, haze wafting from the idling engines. 

Out of the air conditioned car the air was humid again and I started 
to sweat - it wasn‟t only the damp air. It was all happening too fast again and 
I was getting no answers. 

My question, „Where?‟ went unanswered, but I was whisked into the 
jet‟s sumptuous interior. Almost immediately the jet started to move swiftly 
and easily around the perimeter track passing waiting airliners. 

Thoroughly bemused by the speed of it all, I was even more 
impressed at the speed at which we passed waiting aircraft and reached the 
runway. There was a barely perceptible halt, before I was thrust back deep 
into the upholstery as we became airborne and climbed steeply, thrusting 
through the murky air to emerge in an incredibly short time to bright sun. 

As the jet levelled off, the stewardess appeared genie-like, bearing a 
tray with miniatures of spirits and a cut glass tumbler, „Whisky, rum, Vodka, 
lager, port, Cinzano?‟ 

I cut her short, „Coffee right now, but where are we going?‟ 
„Mr Clinton will meet you and explain it all.‟ In what seemed to be 

seconds I was holding a china cup with the best coffee I could remember. 
That girl knew her business. 

Gazing out of the port, I noted that the haze had thinned enough to 
see the ground through scattered, woolly cloud. From this height the country 
seemed flat, interlaced with the ribbons of a road network. We were passing 
along an indented coastline, some of the shore looked swampy and sparsely 
inhabited. I did not have much interest, too long in an aircraft seat left me 
muddle-headed. 

My thoughts returned to Liza. I thought again for the hundredth time 
of the cryptic message that had set me on my way. I was clinging like a 
drowning man to that tiny scrap - „I‟m OK.‟ The thought of her face, the 
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creamy skin and the shiny, black hair brought back all the bitter sweetness of 
our short, but intense time together. Even now, I admitted to myself, I knew 
so little except that she had become the centre of my universe. Just thinking 
of her started the ache for her presence. 

Into my thoughts there came unbidden, the image of the woman on 
the Airbus, I struggled to put a name - Mona? No it was Monica. She was 
such an extraordinary person. Was she in fact, psychic as I felt her to be? She 
did not seem to be crazy, so I suppose the answer must be that she was. 

Suddenly I jerked as I realised that I had been falling into a doze. It 
was quite natural, the muted luxury of the executive jet and the after-effects 
of the Atlantic crossing, with the shock of the abduction - no, not abduction, 
but a definite spiriting away from the airport.  

The feeling of disorientation was hitting me and I was living in a 
dream-like state, that felt as if it would go on for ever. 

Looking through the port again I saw that we were turning to follow 
a wide river, shipyards and industrial sites sprawled along the banks. There 
was a thickening of haze ahead and white cloud sitting in a line on some 
hills. As if she sensed the unspoken question, the hostess appeared. She 
leaned towards the window, I caught the warmth of an expensive perfume. 
„That‟s the Potomac with Washington and,‟ she pointed, „the Shenandoah 
and Appalachian Mountains.‟ Her face was very close to mine, her presence 
and perfume were disturbing in a pleasant way. She smiled and stood up, 
„Only another fifteen minutes and Mr Clinton will be meeting you.‟ 

I watched her feminine wiggle as she went into the flight deck and 
found myself strangely stirred. Very tired and not a little confused, the speed 
and unexpected turn of events was taking its toll of my mental capacity. I 
suddenly yearned for a bed and sleep. 

Almost immediately, the nose fell sharply and I was glad of the seat 
belt. We fell rapidly, clouds started to whip past and there was a slight 
buffeting. 

Suddenly the ground was very close, much open countryside with a 
distant main road. Then it was all over; the pilot levelled off and touched 
down with barely a squeal, he braked hard and swung round to taxi quickly 
to a group of cars. He stopped, engines idling as I was escorted to the door. 
The air felt wonderful; warm, but fresh after the cabin stuffiness. 

The cars were a group of three; two grey models identical to the one 
at Miami, and a stretched limo in black, with dark windows. Outside the limo 
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was the unmistakable bulk of Al Clinton, he dwarfed the driver standing near 
him. He hurried across, arms held wide as I descended, I was going to be 
treated to the Clinton hug and winced in anticipation. He enfolded me, but 
did not crack any ribs and boomed in my ear, „Bert! Boy, am I glad to see 
you!‟ He held me at arm‟s length to see my tired face, his concern was plain, 
„Gee! You look bushed.‟ His face lost the smile, „I guess it was all too much, 
hijacking you like that. Come on and I‟ll rustle up a bite and a bed.‟ Too 
tired to argue, I simply nodded and let myself be lead away to the limo. 

As I was being drowned by Al‟s greeting, three men in dark suits had 
emerged from the shaded interior of the big car and were hurriedly entering 
the Lear. The last one turned and waved to Al, he mouthed something that I 
couldn‟t hear, ducked his head and entered. The door was swiftly shut, the 
engines increased power as the Lear turned to taxi away to the runway. Al 
waved briefly, regally and led me to the limo. I collapsed into the soft leather 
and shut my eyes. Craving sleep, I barely registered the car purring away 
towards the long building nearby, I emerged there and shambled behind Al 
into a comfortable lounge with floor to ceiling windows. Dimly it registered 
that he pressed a switch and the windows went steadily dark. He pressed 
another switch and a bed, a blessed bed, folded out of the wall. My bag 
seemed to appear as if by magic, a smart young man opened it to hang my 
clothes in a discreet wardrobe and lay out my underwear on the bed. Silently 
amused, I watched him. If he was looking for nightwear, he wouldn‟t find 
any, I never wear any. But I was impressed! The English don‟t have a 
monopoly of making service into an art form, no Edwardian butler could 
have been more attentive. 

My smile died. It brought back the memories of Liza in my bed at 
my cottage. She had been sleeping nude, snuggled round my back. I ached 
for sleep, for Liza and some answers. 

Al had sensed my fatigue, so he simply boomed out, „Hit the sack 
and I‟ll call you later, don‟t worry „bout a thing.‟ He left. I stripped and 
crawled into the womb-like comfort of a soft bed. I was out like a light, my 
jumbled thoughts tumbling as autumn leaves to lie unheeded on the floor. 

Tomorrow was another day. 
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CHAPTER 3 
 

Some answers 
A discreet cough wakened me and the gentle American voice of my „butler‟ 
permeated my muddled senses. I was even more amazed to see an early 
morning tray with a proper tea pot and a selection including Earl Grey and 
Lapsang. Not wishing to disappoint the „butler‟ I opted for Lapsang. Earl 
Grey evoked too many memories! He prepared the tea swiftly and 
competently, whilst advising me that breakfast would be ready in a quarter 
hour, he would call for me to guide me as Mr Clinton was, „Personally 
engaged on business at present.‟ As I sipped the surprisingly good tea, he 
exited silently, it was too much like a theatrical departure to say „left‟, the 
door sighing closed behind him. A panel of the room had been left ajar to 
reveal a bathroom, so I rapidly showered, shaved and dressed. Beginning to 
recover some of my self-confidence by now, calm and assured, I was not 
surprised as the efficient young man reappeared dead on time. It was a good 
thing that he was there to guide me as we walked along seemingly endless 
corridors; the doors bland and devoid of any indication of the activity 
behind. Presumably, if you needed to know, there was no need to be told. 

The young man, still nameless to me, opened a door that looked the 
same as the others. He stood aside, „You will find all you need in the hot 
cabinet, but in case of a problem, simply lift the „phone and I will attend to 
it.‟ I entered the room, which, like the bedroom, had floor to ceiling 
windows, to be met by the smell of good old bacon and eggs; I was ravenous! 
Expecting the American version of bacon, that brittle ribbon of doubtful 
extract, I was delighted to find the real thing, one more instance of the 
attention to detail that was beginning to be synonymous with bluff Aloysius 
and his way. The meal was enjoyable, even the tea was to perfection. I sat 
back, content and let my gaze wander to the huge windows. Out on the open 
expanse of the private airfield there was little activity, just a windsock lazily 
stirring. The glass seemed to be tinted to a deeper shade than normal, but I 
supposed that the sun could be very strong. 

Sensing rather than seeing the door open, I turned to see Al‟s bulk 
fill the door frame. He swept towards me, hand out stretched, his face 
threatening to split in two from the obvious joy at seeing me looking more 
alive than I did last night. 
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As I was enfolded in his arms and felt my ribcage protest at the 
pressure, I was vaguely aware of a difference in the room. It was much 
brighter than before Al‟s arrival. He held me away from him, in his huge 
hands, „That‟s more like the Bert I know, you had me worried at first. Great 
to see you, just great.‟ 

My reply was sincere, but quiet, „You certainly run things your way! 
I appreciate the trouble you took, but I‟m not sure you aren‟t on a hiding for 
nothing.‟ 

My voice tailed off as I turned, drawn by the sunlight now streaming 
through the massive windows. Al followed my gaze and laughed, „Forgive 
my joke, but I still get a kick out of playing with it.‟ As I watched, the 
windows gradually changed from the clear, untinted view of the airfield, to 
an azure blue, with tropical fish lazily swimming among swaying fronds of 
seaweed. He must have seen my face, laughed in sheer delight, but whooped 
with joy at my expression as the fish faded and a mirror image of the room 
appeared with a business conference in session. 

My jaw dropped, „How the, ... how did you do that?‟ 
Al took from his pocket a small remote handset, clicked a knob and 

the scene disappeared, leaving the clear glass, unimpeded by the slightest 
sign of an imperfection. 

„That.‟ he proudly growled, „is our little secret. It‟s the end product 
of two years effort. What do you think?‟ To say I was impressed was too 
faint praise by far, so I was struggling for the right word as there was a bleep 
from his pocket. Al simply said, „Yes?‟ and listened to something I couldn‟t 
hear. He nodded and rasped, „I‟ll be there in five minutes, I‟ve a chore to do 
first.‟ 

Vaguely I waved my hand, „Don‟t hold back for me. I didn‟t come to 
see you.‟ Hastily adding, „Not that I‟m not very pleased to see you.‟ 

Al roared at that one, „I know that! That‟s why I grabbed you first.‟ I 
must have looked a bit blank, for he went on, „Those spooks in the FBI were 
beginning to trample on the garden,‟ he waved away my starting to speak, „I 
know all about that college boy and his bug. And the lady at the window. I 
had to act fast, so I did.‟ 

I was desperately trying to gather my scattered wits, but was never 
cut out to be either a poker player or a spy. Al slapped me on the back as my 
„butler‟ silently appeared, „Charles, take my old pal, Bert here, on the Grand 
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Tour. See you at eleven for coffee and donut in the Green Room.‟ He went to 
the door, paused long enough to wave, „Have fun!‟ and was gone. 

The room was positively crypt-like after the tornado of his presence 
had left. I turned to „Charles‟, „Is he always like this? I thought it was all an 
act in England.‟ 

Charles spoke softly, but with firmness and no hint of a smile, „This 
is one of his quiet days, sir.‟ 

He didn‟t lose his aplomb even when I was doubled up with mirth so 
much that I had to lean against the wall for support. This most un-American 
of Americans then took me on a swift, but thorough tour of the domain of 
Aloysius Clinton the Third. At the end of it I was very, very impressed. 

It was clinical as no other plant I had seen, but it hummed with 
restrained power as a mighty dynamo would. The power was not just the 
technical excellence, but the clear indications that brains were both active 
and visionary. I didn‟t see behind all of the faceless doors and the apparent 
openness of the show left me fully aware that I was being shown a dazzling 
array of research that was as much intended to mask as to display. Through it 
all I was anxious to be away on my own personal business - the quest for 
Liza. 

We arrived at the Green Room at exactly eleven o clock, to find 
coffee being served in delicate china, with the choice of cream or warmed 
milk and „cookies‟ that were not a product of the biscuit factories. It all 
changed my ideas of American catering completely. As I was being given my 
first cup by Charles, Al arrived with all of his delicacy and tact. He boomed, 
„Waddya think, old buddy, some spread eh?‟ 

My answer was a Gallic shrug of noncommittal comment, „It‟s OK if 
you like that sort of thing. Wouldn‟t want to pay your wages bill, though. I‟ll 
just stick to Arraye Electronics thank you. I know I can manage that!‟ Al 
grinned as he took his coffee black and sweet, „I don‟t think he appreciated 
your efforts Charles. Okay, I‟ll take it from here. By the way, we‟ll lunch in 
the research canteen, with Roger at one sharp.‟ 

Charles simply nodded and softly closed the door as he left. 
Al looked at me, „I know there‟s some bee buzzing away down there. 

Come on let it out.‟ 
My mental struggle to say nothing, lasted microseconds. On an 

impulse, I went in with both fists swinging, „You‟ve made your point, you‟re 
a big shot, you own a very impressive set-up here, you know more than I do 
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right now and you‟re trying to blind me with science.‟ I paused and went in 
low, „But it‟s not anything to do with the plant; all that window dressing was 
wasted. I know what I want. Now tell me what you want, or put me back in 
Miami so that I can start what I came for.‟ 

He lost his jocular manner as quickly as dropping a used sweet 
paper. He stood and went to the inevitable floor to ceiling window. I was not 
too surprised when it darkened to a near black and it seemed to be a multi-
media presentation. He sat and took from an inside pocket a slim folder, that 
he passed to me. I looked at it and froze. It was headed, „TOP SECRET‟ and 
titled „Report of the DEMOLISH Project, Lichfield, England.‟ Over all was 
the cryptogram of NASA. 

After reading the first paragraph I looked at Al, „I thought this was 
Totally Restricted in the UK. How the hell did you get in on this?‟ I glanced 
at the NASA logo, „And what‟s NASA doing in it anyway?‟ 

He said simply, „Read on.‟ 
My mind felt numbed as I read further. 
„The project has been suspended indefinitely pending a full 

investigation into the explosions at Lichfield, England (one badly burned, 
one unaccounted for, presumed dead) and an experimental tower at Cape 
Kennedy (three badly burned, one missing, presumed dead)‟ The phrases 
burned my brain. 

„The experimental tower at cape Kennedy was also very badly 
damaged and is being dismantled. Professor Bernstein was among the 
casualties and is unfit to comment at this stage. A further report will be 
issued at the conclusion of the investigation. Meanwhile this whole matter 
remains at the highest level of confidentiality.‟ 

Al who was sitting sombre faced and hard-eyed as I stared. About to 
speak, I had a most terrible sensation of grief. Into my mind there came a 
sensation of loss and the face of Monica Andrews, the woman in the plane. 
Al‟s face registered his shock at my reaction, „Bert, don‟t take it that way .‟ 

The feeling passed as quickly as it came, weakly I waved a hand 
vaguely at him, „It wasn‟t the report. I don‟t quite know what it was. It was 
as if someone near to me had died.‟ I stood up, „It was horrible.‟ 

Al rose and held me in his hug, which was tender and comforting, „I 
thought the report had made you ill.‟ 
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Untangling myself from his clasp, I looked through the projected 
conference, still seemingly going on. „What the hell is going on, Al?‟ I hit 
the window hard, „Nothing‟s real anymore, not this, not the project.‟ 

He must have seen my anger as I turned back to him, he let his arms 
drop by his side, I went on, „You say you know about Monica Andrews, 
where does she fit in? You know so bloody much, what‟s going on, where‟s 
Liza?‟ He seemed to shrink before my rage and sat; I towered over him, 
„Well?‟ 

His face was unmoving, but under it I sensed the battle of what he 
should or could tell me. 

„What I know and what you want to know are not the same. Monica 
is going to Harry, her husband, Psychological Profiler at NASA. He‟s ill with 
a suspected heart attack. As for the rest, it will become clear in due course. 
You‟re not ready yet.‟ 

He rose, once again dwarfing me. He was back in control. Even his 
smile was spreading over his face, „Let‟s eat first. Then there‟s someone I‟d 
like you to meet.‟ He opened the door. I glanced back to the window. It was 
now clear as crystal again. 
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CHAPTER 4 
 

The Works 
The research canteen was as discreet as a London Club, despite the 
modernity of the construction; I was rapidly tiring of the ever-present floor to 
ceiling windows and the faceless nature of the corridors. The whole thing 
gave me the impression of a dream, where I wandered for hours and was in 
exactly the same place. The diners were mostly older men, with a sprinkling 
of matronly women; grey-hairs and unlikely shades of hair dye were the 
apparent hall-mark of membership of the research facility. The numbers were 
small, conversation muted. The food was American, undiluted, stodgy, help-
yourself American. And generous measure. No wonder the women were 
matronly: at least they seemed to have some self-control; no-one was actually 
obese. I felt like a refugee from a health farm among the well-padded and 
cheerful select band of earnest talkers. 

There was a table that was slightly apart from the others, it was 
unoccupied, but for a balding, small man, who was toying with a cup of 
coffee. Al steered me towards him, he looked up as we approached and 
smiled warmly, „I take it this is Mr Albert Fradley?‟ His English accent was 
gentle, Dorset and a pleasant surprise. 

Al pushed me before him, „Bert, meet Professor Williams, fresh from 
the UK.‟ 

The Professor stood, smiling, „Nice to meet you. Do I call you Bert? 
If so, call me Andy,‟ he rolled his eyes, „And don‟t ask, “not THE Andy 
Williams?” it‟s got a bit thin.‟ 

Taking an immediate liking to him, I stuck out my hand, „Bert is fine 
by me Andy. By the way who is this other Andy Williams anyway, anything 
to do with electronics?‟ Al slapped me on the back, „Knew you‟d get on 
well, let‟s eat, we‟ll wander over to the bar and have what you like.‟ Al 
always managed to make a suggestion sound like an order, so I meekly 
followed them to the counter and fought a losing battle with my sense of a 
light lunch. 

Over the meal, Andy told me that he had been at Reading University 
under Professor Warwick, who had been engaged on investigation of the 
projection of brain patterns. He and his wife had been implanted with micro 
chips, so that they could read each others thoughts. The results were 
interesting, but inconclusive; the couple were able to sense some feelings, 
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with increasing accuracy as they became used to the strange feelings, but 
were never able to converse. He also had a hand in Stanley Kubrick‟s 
implanted sensors, so that the front door opened, lights came on, music 
played when he approached his house. I knew most of this, of course, but it 
was interesting to meet the prime source. The information was fascinating, 
but rather ephemeral and seemingly unconnected with Al and his line of 
business. 

We lingered over coffee, so that we were the last to leave, Al being 
greeted by the departing researchers, much as a head prefect or master at a 
public school. 

As the last left, Al stretched his long legs and looked at me, „I can 
read you like a book, Bert old son. Whatever else you do, never play poker.‟ 
Ignoring my blushes, he went on, „Andy is the brains behind the experiments 
at Reading University, I tempted him over the pond as I wanted him to lead 
my team here. He‟s easy to work with, but don‟t let that fool you.‟ He turned 
to Andy, „Bert here‟s the typical Brit boffin,‟ I winced at the „Brit‟, „he 
makes gadgets out of beer cans and string,‟ I looked pained, Al laughed, „but 
they work and very well. I‟m hoping to use you two to break new ground for 
an idea of mine.‟ His voice tailed away. 

Indignant, I sat up, „I won‟t hear of it! Al, you know damned well 
why I‟m here. And it doesn‟t include Clinton Enterprises in any shape or 
form. I‟m sorry Andy, but this, this runaway train, steamrollers his way in 
everything.‟ 

Al laughed, „A runaway train AND a steamroller, whatever English 
gadget that is, how flattering. Now sit down and listen.‟ He fished from his 
pocket the remote control that had turned the windows dark in the rooms 
earlier. He passed it over to me, „How small could you make this?‟ 

I was smarting, so I was terse, „If I was so interested, the size of a 
match head. But I‟ve already said ...‟ Al held up his hand, „I know. Now just 
think about using it, the way that it could be detected, traced.‟ 

My brain went into overdrive, linking the bits of the puzzle, „Should 
we be talking like this in here?‟ 

Al waved at the empty room, „This room is as secure as Arraye 
Electronics and safer in many ways. Now you were going to tell me about 
using your micro-unit. Tell me.‟ 

I leaned back, „Where‟s Liza Al? Tell me before I walk out and 
never return. You know I will if you don‟t come clean.‟ Andy was mystified, 
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but sat still. Al‟s face was stony, I had touched him on the one point that 
could unbalance him and he was angry, „God Dammit, Bert.‟ 

Angry too, I cut him short, „I like you Al, but I‟m not being 
sidetracked. There‟s only one thing I‟m living for and you know it. Now 
where is she?‟ 

He growled, „You‟ve seen the report, „Missing, presumed dead.‟ 
what makes you think she‟s still alive?‟ 

„Ghosts don‟t send e-mails.‟ 
He sat up as if stung, „When and where?‟ 
I positively smirked, „That‟s between me and Liza.‟ Then I scowled 

at him, „Come clean, now or I‟m off.‟ 
He really was furious, I could see the ruthlessness in his narrowed 

eyes and clamped mouth, „This isn‟t the time, you‟re not ready yet. You 
seem to have a desire to burn yourself.‟ He raised a huge hand, „OK! If you 
want it that way! I do know where Liza is. I had intended to lead you to it 
slowly. But you stubborn SOB, you can‟t wait. I'll lead you to her when I 
can. You owe that to me. If I hadn‟t stepped in you‟d never see her again.‟ 

Stunned I hesitated. When it came to the point, I was frightened, 
badly frightened. 

„Why? What‟s she like?‟ In my mind there was the picture of a 
broken body, twisted limbs, face twisted in pain. 

He settled almost as quickly as he‟d erupted. He was again in 
control, „Better than expected, worse than hoped.‟ Smiling at my discomfort 
he leaned back, „She‟s resting, but she won‟t be winning any Marathons just 
yet. Hold your horses for a bit and you‟ll get your wish.‟ He leaned to loom 
over me again, „Now tell me about this control and detection problem.‟ 

„You already know, don‟t you?‟ I smiled enigmatically. He stiffened 
as I went on, „Thought waves from an implant.‟ Andy applauded, „Al he‟s 
got you taped.‟ Al‟s jaw nearly dropped, I smiled and sipped my nearly cold 
coffee. Al was in my pocket and he knew it. He wanted what I knew, and he 
wanted it badly enough to bribe me for it. I thought I had it made.  

That was the tenth of September. 
My dreams full of Liza as I slept badly that night. She was not the 

Liza of the stunning face, the hypnotic eyes, the disturbing way of seeing 
into my soul. She was wrapped in a dark cloud, vague and misshapen, always 
beyond reach and utterly sad. 
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CHAPTER 5 
 

September 11th 
The tantalising smell of coffee woke me. Charles discreetly rattled the cup 
slightly as he placed it beside the bed. Still groggy with the dream it took me 
a moment or two to realise where I was. Charles was hanging out my tweed 
jacket with delicacy, a treatment that it had not had for years at my hands. 

„Might I suggest something a little lighter in weight, the temperature 
is above average for the time of year?‟ My throat was dry, probably from the 
air-conditioned atmosphere. „I‟d follow your advice, but the choice is limited 
to one and I think it‟s, well, not quite the most elegant you saw.‟ 

Charles smiled very slightly, „Mr Clinton foresaw that possibility, so 
I have a suitable garment ready when you have showered. Breakfast will be 
in the day room in twenty minutes, I will guide you there shortly.‟ He left, 
the door shushing closed behind him. 

All this efficiency was getting to me, it was impressive, but very 
claustrophobic. I could not work in such conditions, they were stifling. 
Suddenly I had the most upsetting feeling that Liza was calling out for me; it 
was in my mind, but there was no vibration in that ordered air. I showered 
and dressed in haste, whatever Al was planning, I had determined to see Liza 
first and work later. That was my intention. But events were already under 
way to change the whole of our lives as I could not foresee then. 

True to his word, Charles led me to the day room and the wonderful 
breakfast that I was becoming to expect. It is surprising how you can easily 
start to take perfection for granted. My usual scramble for coffee in the 
clutter of Arraye, was part of another world. 

Al was already tucking into waffles and pancakes. He clearly 
enjoyed them: I enjoyed the bacon and eggs with toast and Earl Grey tea. He 
played with his toy, to turn on and off the effects in the windows. I think it 
was because he was also toying with what he was going to say to me, not to 
impress me. Nevertheless, he spoke proudly, „This is something we‟re proud 
of here, the potential is terrific. Just think of home. You can turn it into an 
undersea vista, a country panorama of anywhere in the world, or simply shut 
out the nosy neighbours.‟ He paused, „Think of a board room, totally private 
from cameras, from any sort of spying, even being able to be in two places at 
once. Think of a hospital, able to ...‟ 
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Cutting across his ramble I snarled, „I‟m not buying that line at all. 
It‟s very clever of you to be able to sandwich such a large LCD into such a 
clear glass, and I congratulate you.‟ I looked him straight in the eye, „Very 
handy for a spy too!‟ He was silenced. 

„Tell me one thing, Al. Are you CIA? I know you‟re not FBI and 
you‟re not just some amateur rich playboy. The one thing I do know is that 
you‟re in something deep.‟ 

He stirred his coffee, „You‟re all fired up today, Bert. I suppose it 
was too much to say that Liza is alive after the trauma of Lichfield. However, 
I‟m not going to answer that question and I don‟t want you to ask it again. 
It‟s better for you, believe me, for you to just think that I‟m „something‟.‟ His 
eyes were bitter as he continued to stir absent-mindedly, „Ever since the 
eruption in the FBI and the sleepers that surfaced, there‟s been so much 
distrust that no-one is telling anyone anything. The FBI won‟t even tell the 
CIA the name of the President. The CIA won‟t even admit that there is a 
President. This failure worries me. That‟s why I need you and Andy.‟ He 
switched off the window display to let in the sunshine, it looked as if it was 
going to be a good day. High up I caught the trail of a jetliner slashing the 
blue of the troposphere with the ease of a scalpel. It would be a good day for 
flying. 

„Putting it bluntly, the Government is blind. This fracture of empire 
building has left great gaps in the areas of intelligence where we need to 
know most. We rely too much on new technology, we can‟t infiltrate the 
terrorists of Hizbollah or Izzedine al-Qassam, the Hamas fanatics. What 
worries most is the way that anti-American feeling is stirred up between 
Masha‟al and Nasrallah. They only have about six hundred between them, 
but they‟re fanatics to a man. We need to know.‟ 

He was not playing for my benefit, he was worried. He went on, „We 
thought we had a lead through the Vulture, but he was just too wild a card. 
He was a liability and a sadistic murderer. He was removed.‟ 

The meeting in the park still burned in my brain. That was something 
I never wanted to live through again; once was more than enough. 

„I‟ll be blunt with you, Bert. What I want is your sweater and I need 
it now.‟ 

I must have gaped, for Al spluttered and finally collapsed roaring 
with laughter, „Bert, you‟ll kill me before long, you really will.‟ 
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As he wiped his eyes, I found my tongue, „I may be an ignorant 
peasant from over there, but what the devil do want my sweater for?‟ I 
stopped in mid-sentence, suddenly cold and stunned, „How did you know?‟ 

The blinding nerve of the man hit me hard, „That development isn‟t 
even known to HG.‟ Al sat looking at me as I went on, „Or do they? Your 
bunch are in cahoots with Horseguards I s‟pose.‟ It shook me to the core, „I 
was warned that MI 5 would sell their granny, but I haven‟t let it out of my 
sight. God! No wonder nobody trusts anybody these days.‟ 

Al came to me, „Don‟t take it too hard, old buddy, some things I can 
get no trouble at all. The trouble is that‟s the friendly side. It‟s the others that 
give me a pain in the butt.‟ He patted my shoulder, it felt like the kiss of 
Judas, „I need that technology now and the only place I know is Arraye 
Electronics. You probably think I‟m a devious bastard, but I rescued the lady 
for my own ends as well as for her own good. NASA only let her go when I 
went to the top, and I mean the very top.‟ 

Tricked and trapped, I spoke bitterly, „You are a devious bastard. 
You‟re the same as all the others. You hold nothing dear as long as you get 
what you want.‟ 

Despite the sunshine, I shivered, I had been chilled by the most 
awful feeling of disaster. And this time it did not pass, but clung to me as 
napalm clings and scorches. The pain was terrible and it showed in my face. 

Al patted me again, „You could be right! I am single minded and I do 
get what I want, but I genuinely wanted to help you. No, that‟s not entirely 
true, I wanted that device and helping you was a bonus.‟ 

He left my side and went to get a hot coffee. With his back to me, he 
spoke softly, barely audibly, „Hate me for it if you will, I don‟t blame you, 
but for the sake of the world we know and love, help me out on this one and 
I‟ll never trouble you again.‟ 

I thought, „Not ‘till the next time!’ 
Instead I said, „I suppose you want my power source as well, one‟s 

not much use without the other.‟ 
He spoke, still with his back to me, „As you say, it‟s not much use 

without it.‟ 
Swinging round sharply he spilled some coffee on the immaculate 

carpet, „I know I‟m the worst SOB you know, but I wouldn‟t do it if I didn‟t 
need to. If you hate me, think of Liza. She knew the score, she put you on 
hold because she didn‟t want you hurt. That girl loves you! She loves you 
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more than even her own life.‟ He slowly placed his coffee on the table, „I‟d 
give everything for a girl like that, everything! I had one once.‟ 

My feeling of pain was acute, I was roasting in hell, „Al. I‟ve the 
most awful headache, have you some Aspirin or something.‟ He must have 
pressed a button, for Charles appeared and was sent for „something‟. My 
head was reeling, I prayed that whatever he brought it was strong, I was 
going to need it. 

Charles was back quickly, but his face was ashen, he whispered to 
Al, who turned pale. They both looked at me, their expressions of utter 
horror, it was Al who spoke, the words torn from him in agony, „There‟s 
been a hi-jack. A jet has crashed into the World Trade Center and it‟s on 
fire.‟ The sheer unbelief in his eyes was terrible to see. The unthinkable had 
happened. Terror had been unleashed in the very heart of New York; at the 
symbol of American power, American finance, American influence of the 
world affairs. 

A fanatic had struck what he saw as a fatal blow to the evil of 
capitalism and corruption. The most powerful nation on earth had been 
sitting complacently and unknowingly the target of hate. Hate so intense that 
the casualties of hundreds were no deterrent. 

I felt as if I was in the fire myself, but I spoke without a tremor, „If 
you can use it to stop this happening again, I‟ll give you my last penny. I‟ll 
need to have Bill and Alex brought over with the stuff, but I don‟t suppose 
that‟s a problem.‟ 

Charles automatically gave me a tablet and water, he was in need of 
one as much as I, „My sister works in the Centre, I hope to god it was the 
other one.‟ 

We sat stunned for a few minutes, as a TV set was switched on for 
the news. There was little to see; a fuzzy, long distance shot of the towers 
shrouded in smoke. There was another shot of a reporter at the scene, or as 
near as the police would allow. She was bellowing over the scream of sirens, 
the howl of ambulances and police cruisers. There was a mad scramble to 
evacuate buildings, but there seemed to be little actual panic. 

We drank cold coffee, said little. 
There was a tremendous explosion, a camera turned upwards to 

show a blossoming blast of burning fuel on the other tower as a second jet hit 
and started it also burning like a huge smokestack. I thought Al was going to 
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be sick as he lurched to his feet, but he turned to me, suddenly an old man, 
„We‟re too late, Bert. The bastards have beaten us to it.‟ 

For the rest of that terrible day we watched the reports as they came 
in. Al changed as the day went on; I changed. My head ache slowly turned 
from grief to burning hate. Charles heard from his sister that she had been 
leaving on an errand as the second plane struck, she was safe, but she was 
almost incoherent with shock. She kept crying for her colleagues trapped in 
the pyre. Al sent Charles off to her. It was not just compassion, Charles was 
also in shock and stumbled as if drunk. Al and I ate nothing, just drank black 
coffee and watched as the horrors unfolded; the collapse of the towers, the 
strike at the Pentagon and the crash near Pennsylvania. 

It was nearing Four in the afternoon when a woman came in with 
sandwiches, fruit and fresh coffee. I recognised one of the matronly 
researchers. She made us eat, it was this that brought us out of our stupor and 
realise that we were ravenous. She stayed with us as we ate. Al stood up after 
he had eaten. He held the woman‟s hand, „Eleanor, you saved my life. Was 
Gareth ...?‟ 

She turned a tear stained face to him, „He was on the ninety-fourth 
floor. He called to say he loved me. He knew.‟ 

She crumpled as she finished, but took hold of herself and stood 
facing Al, „I want you to get those devils, I want them made to suffer, I want 
to see them burn. For Gar‟s sake, you get ‟em good.‟ She walked out of the 
room, head held high. We just let her go. She had to start to live in her own 
strength right now. 
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CHAPTER 6 
 

Realisation 
Al called the entire work force together to see what need there was among 
them. Thankfully for them there were no other relatives involved as far as 
they knew. No-one said so, but it was an almost guilty feeling that permeated 
the plant, people walked quietly, conversation was muted, production 
slowed. 

After the general assembly, Al called all the heads of departments 
together and spoke behind locked doors. The atmosphere was of war. There 
was a growing sense of outrage as the horror started to sink in, it was an 
almost tangible thing, not so much in words spoken, but in attitudes, body 
stances and tones of voice. Part of this was what Al said and part the 
presence of Andy and me. 

Al was getting into his stride, he was not one to mince words, nor 
shirk an action, everyone felt his rage rising and being controlled with effort; 
no-one was in any doubt that he was an enraged bull elephant looking for 
revenge. Andy and me were introduced briefly and vaguely as technical 
support from England; we would have a small section of the floor of the 
research laboratory that had recently ended evaluating the „picture‟ windows. 
The intensity of purpose was reassuring and alarming together. By the time 
this was done it was late evening, but there was no rush to go home, it was 
only Al‟s termination of the meeting that started the reluctant exodus.  

As the room cleared, Al told me that Bill and Alex were to be flown 
in an Air Force jet to arrive tomorrow. I simply said, „We‟ll begin as soon as 
they arrive, but I suggest a conference with you and Andy. There must be no 
secrets if we are to succeed.‟ 

Al nodded, turned to go, then looked back at me, „I‟ve not forgotten 
Liza, you‟ll fly out to her tonight, but I want you back here at eight.‟ He went 
out to his executive car, leaving me in the reception area waiting for my 
transport. 

Ten minutes later, I was airborne in a Hughes HO helicopter, flown 
by an Army pilot, heading into the darkness and Liza. As we lifted from the 
Clinton private field in a surging, urgent climb, I saw in the distance bright 
lights, flashes and smoke. He saw me looking, grunted, „The Pentagon!‟ The 
coloured flickering lights of the emergency crews winked and glittered 
distantly in a flashing necklace like the scattered ashes of a disturbed fire. It 
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all seemed so remote, but it had come to terrorise the nation that had thought 
itself invulnerable. The irony was that despite all the sophistication and 
intelligence gathering, it was the lowest of technology, fear of cold steel that 
was the crucial factor. 

I sat in the dimmed glow of the instruments as the Hughes dipped 
towards the darkened and barely visible ground. Dimly, frighteningly, almost 
unseen, the trees raced below us. The Major, if I read the unfamiliar rank 
badges right, was thrusting into the blackness with confidence. 

His goggles were night vision of an extremely high capability. I tried 
to relax, but it was impossible, it took all my concentration to fight my rising 
terror of the flight into the unknown. There was not just the fear of being 
torn apart by an unseen tree or power line, of having no control over where 
we went. The deepest fear was what I would find when I arrived. Liza‟s face 
was impressed on my mind. Would it still be recognisable? Would she still 
want to see and be seen. No-one had said as much, but I was certain that she 
had been badly injured. I sat nursing my terror, saying nothing. 
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CHAPTER 7 
 

Liza 
Nothing lasts for ever. The flight finally ended and the machine dropped into 
a darker patch beyond a highway, that was lit by only occasional vehicles. As 
we neared the ground, a light was suddenly shone to mark a patch of green, 
that glowed emerald in the velvet blackness of the night. We alighted with 
the slightest of jolts. Almost before I could start to unbuckle, the door was 
snapped open. A deep, Southern voice rolled into the diminishing whine of 
the rotor, „Code?‟ 

„Trojan.‟ snapped back the Major, lifting his goggles. 
I looked for the source of the Southern drawl, but was taken aback to 

see the muzzle of a black coated, gun facing me. Holding the automatic rifle 
was the solid shape of a man dressed in black camouflage fatigues, face 
blackened, the whites of his eyes glittering steely at me. The Major touched 
me on the shoulder, „Follow the Lootenant Mr Fradley, I‟ll be back at 0730 
tomorrow for you.‟ Falling rather than climbing out of the Hughes, I copied 
the „Lootenant‟ as he ran bent double beneath the slowly turning, but lethal 
rotor blades. As I did so, I felt the increased down draught as the engine 
powered up and the helicopter rose swiftly, to vanish in the blackness, 
showing no navigation or anti-collision lights. The sound faded quickly, 
within seconds it was gone. As I straightened, I nearly fell when the light was 
extinguished. Blind for some seconds I needed the soldier to hold my arm 
and lead me stumbling across the lawn. 

Slowly my sight returned and I could see shaded lights through the 
trees; there were lots of trees. We threaded along a path and I began to see 
that we were heading up a slope, the night sky loomed over the blackness of 
the rising hill. I judged that it was no more than a ridge, three or four 
hundred metres high. Not a word was said until there was another growled 
challenge and the repeated password. We emerged into the grounds of a 
dimly lit house, that seemed to be leaning against the hillside. Later, in 
daylight, I was able to see that it was sprawled along the ridge in a series of 
terraces, but in the dark it was another surreal effect that left my mind 
reeling. The soldier stopped, pointed, „That way, through the patio.‟ Lost and 
afraid I turned to say something, but he was gone. 

There was a movement before me, a door slid gently aside and I 
heard a voice as soft as a sigh, „Bert? Is that you?‟ My throat was dry, so I 
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couldn‟t reply immediately. It was one of those moments that seem as if time 
has been suspended; it was the most terrifying moment of my life. 

I had lived with the thought of Liza‟s death, only to find hope when I 
received that cryptic message on my e-mail. the sight of those coded letters 
was branded on my brain.  

It had led me to cross the Atlantic on what could only be described 
as an act of folly, or sheer instinct. Al had whisked me away, hope rising 
until the terror of the assault on the World Trade Centre. I was given the hint 
that Liza was alive, but injured in some way and flown blind through the 
night to this unknown place. 

All this had turned my mind to stone, time had slowed to a standstill. 
It felt as if all creation was holding its breath. In one way I was afraid to go 
forward, petrified at what I might see. The unknown horror was facing me 
and I shrank from the irrevocable step that gaped threateningly. 

The hiatus was broken as I heard a sob caught in Liza‟s throat. In the 
instantly blinding light of that sound flickering across my subconscious, it 
was clear that I knew what was important. Liza was there! Nothing else 
mattered. Creation stopped holding its breath, I rushed towards her, totally 
confident that whatever there was to see, I wanted her. My earlier resolve 
resurfaced above the horror, I was going to hold her so that nothing could 
separate us ever again; this was the sure ground of my life. 

In the dimmed light, she was smaller, fragile and delicate. The back 
light threw her face into shadow, her black hair falling in long curves in the 
achingly familiar way. She was wearing a kaftan or some other loose fitting 
robe, that was light enough to hint at her figure from my position in the dark. 

She held out her arms, but it was to stop me as I went to embrace 
her. She put a finger on my lips and backed into the light. Even though it was 
dimmed, it was bright enough to see that she was devoid of any make-up, her 
face was pale, shiny, red round her eyes; the light sparkled on the course of 
tears on her cheeks. Still holding her hands on my chest, her eyes searched 
my face as if seeing it for the first time. Or was there a longing and a dread 
that she would never see it again? 

I swallowed and spoke in a hoarseness that sounded harsh, „Liza is it 
true? Is this real? If only I‟d known.‟ 

Her voice was strained, „Bert. There are - were some things.‟ She 
looked deep into my soul as at our first, heart-stopping moment, „But not any 
more. It‟s all gone. I‟ve failed you and... There was so much I wanted to do, 



34 

but it‟s all wasted.‟ Trying to see into her inner emotions, all I found was 
confusion. I began to feel shut out, excluded from her world as I‟d been 
before. 

Conscious of her hands still on my chest, holding us apart, I dropped 
my arms in resignation, felt my shoulders slump. Like a fool I was banging 
my head on a mental wall. All my hopes dripped away like blood from a 
severed artery. And just as surely I felt my life draining from me. 

Liza‟s expression changed to one of horror as she read my thoughts. 
She choked on her words, her deep, dark eyes filled, „Don‟t leave me. Bert! 
What am I doing? I love you.‟ Her words tailed off. She put her arms round 
me as she took the small step to bridge the gulf between us. 

I saw and felt the pain in her, the confusion broke, torn apart by her 
desperate realisation that she had to allow me into her private grief if there 
was ever to be anything for us both. She must have felt the hope that surged 
in my heart as I wrapped her in my own arms, hoping against hope that at last 
I might find the real Liza.  

It was as if I had a hot knife run into me, when she winced and 
stiffened when I held her. I drew back, unable to cope with this rejection and 
exclusion. I grated out, „I‟m sorry, I thought.‟ 

The tears flowed unchecked as she stood before me, she looked 
drawn, defeated, hopeless, „Bert! I want you, wouldn‟t hurt you for the 
world. I thought you knew.‟ 

She turned her back to me and lowered the Kaftan to her waist. 
The horror of it made me gasp. Her back was one enormous mass of 

angry burns. It must have been agony for me to touch her. But I burned with 
the thought, she had drawn me to her to soothe my hurt. The hurt that was 
now turning to a shame that burned as badly in me as the scars on her back. 
She gently drew the kaftan back to her shoulders, but did not draw it 
together. She slowly turned to me, her pale body exposed to me in its entirety 
and took one more small step to me, looking at my face. The drawn look was 
gone and she was serene. She was showing as clearly as it was possible to 
do, that there was now nothing hidden, nothing to be revealed. She was mine 
and I was hers. For ever. 

„Bert.‟ 
Burning with shame, I simply stood. Conscious of her half naked 

body, but seeing only her face and those deep, deep eyes; those eyes that 
could lift or dash with the merest movement. She repeated, „Bert.‟ I trawled 
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her feelings that were washing over and through me, „I can bear the pain of 
your touch: I couldn‟t bear the pain of your loss.‟ She put her arms gently 
round my waist, pressed that lovely body to mine. „I‟m healing quickly, the 
doctors are pleased. I‟ll be back to health in less than a month. At least my 
burns will be. I was frantic over you and the project.‟ 

I gently lifted her hand, now cool and trembling, „How can you 
forgive me for not trusting, not knowing. But, no, I didn‟t know. No-one 
said.‟ I kissed the cool fingers, „It must have been agony when…, „ 

She pressed her hand to my lips again to stop the words. There was 
no need for words. Taking my hand in hers she placed it on her breast. It was 
a pure, natural action, neither of us was embarrassed. I could feel the beat of 
her heart, the life in her, the stirring of her need of me. We stood for an age, 
unmoving, simply letting the flesh to flesh contact tell each other what we 
could not put into speech. 

It was broken as there was a ripple of breeze through the open door. I 
thought of the soldiers out there. Wrapping her in the kaftan, I strode to the 
door, closed it and drew the curtains. When I turned, she was gone, but the 
inner door was open. I went to it, called softly, „Liza.‟ There was no reply. 

Beyond the door there was a short corridor, with three more doors, 
one was open. It drew me hypnotically. As I went, there was the most 
wonderful aroma of spicy cooking. Ravenous, I followed the scent to the 
open door, to see Liza demurely wrapped in the loose robe, spooning two 
steaming dishes of the most tempting food I ever recall. She smiled a sort of 
crinkly, sad, happy smile as she put the pan back on the cooker. „I thought 
you might be hungry, it‟s grandmother‟s recipe, Erdélyi rakott káposzta, 
guaranteed to warm you.‟ 

She indicated a single chair, „I have to eat standing at present.‟ 
Pushing aside the chair, I stood with her, „I‟ve been sitting far too 

long lately, anyway.‟ We both laughed together. I looked at her and felt at 
home. This, I thought, is where I belong. Sniffing apprecatively, I looked at 
the unfamiliar dish, „What‟s in it?‟ 

„Pork, smoked sausage, bacon, rice and sauerkrat mostly. The goose 
lard was hard to find.‟ 

„Your grandmother knew a thing or two, it smells fantastic.‟ Taking 
a forkful, my senses were rewarded with a spicy, tantalising blend that filled 
and satisfied wonderfully. We ate the delicious meal and talked of my 
search, the new girl, Alex and good old, reliable Bill. 
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Later, as we stood side by side in the lounge, the curtains still drawn 
against the world, I ventured onto the thinnest ice I could imagine, „When 
you disappeared I was totally devastated. I could only think you‟d died.‟ Her 
eyes widened at this. „The damage. The force you unleashed. It ruined the 
Cathedral.‟ 

She was pained once more by past events, she said nothing. 
I stepped firmly onto the untested thin ice, „What happened? Did 

DEMOLISH work?‟ 
She was silent for a minute, it seemed hours, „Will you believe me if 

I say, I don‟t know?‟ She turned away, the wall was going up again. As I 
reached out to turn her towards me, I stopped as I remembered that raw back. 
Instead I turned her chin to me, she allowed me to look her in the face. Her 
eyes were shut. She went on as if reciting something by heart. Afterwards I 
realised that she probably had gone over and over it in her own suffering of 
uncertainty. 

„I remember the build up of the power, the way that I‟d 
underestimated the drain needed. I remember a sudden feeling of intense 
heat, of pressure, of being thrown violently through the air.‟ She stopped to 
open her eyes. 

She waited, I said nothing until she continued, „I must have passed 
out. Then I remembered voices, anxious voices, lights, definitely a prick in 
my arm. There was movement, noise, more lights and a long, long corridor.‟ 

 Just like the memory of my own trolley ride in the hospital. Silent I 
waited. She had to do this her own way or not at all. Above everything else, I 
wanted her to remove this final barrier between us. Ever since I‟d known her, 
there‟d been an unknown shadow that kept us apart. This was the final hurdle 
to be removed. It couldn‟t be rushed. 

„The first thing I knew for sure was when I saw Al‟s face. I was lying 
on my stomach, burning, feverish, hardly aware of who I was. No idea where 
I was. Al said I was in his care, I had nothing to worry about. He said I‟d find 
out in due course. I was desperate to let you know where and how I was.‟ 
She winced at the memory. „At first, they flatly refused, but finally the 
surgeon allowed me to send the message I composed. I heard that you‟d 
figured it out.‟ She straightened with a grimace, waved away my move 
towards her. „It‟s time for the pills.‟ The recital continued, „Gradually I 
learned what had happened, the explosion, fire and your injury,‟ she blinked 
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rapidly, „but Al kept me in a semi-drugged state, it was days before I learned 
of my back. They had to tell me in the end to stop me trying to turn over.‟ 

I looked as non-committal as possible, imagining the pain, the 
anguish, the frustration. 

„The shock of the burns, made it touch and go at one stage. It was Al 
telling me that you were on your way that turned me round.‟ I was childishly 
pleased at this. „When the doctor agreed, I was brought here. This is Al‟s 
own house by the way, “The Whistling Rocks”. And here I am.‟ 

Turning to me her eyes suddenly blazed, „I don‟t know!‟ Her voice 
rose to a shout, „I don‟t know. They won‟t tell me.‟ She lowered her eyes, „It 
failed. I failed. I think people died.‟ Lifting an appealing face to me she 
demanded, „What did happen? Why won‟t they tell me?‟ 

I nearly did caress her then, my feelings were of love, protection, 
outrage and fear. Fear that she would not be the Liza I‟d fallen in love with 
only those short, intense months ago. 

As I stopped myself she came to me, held me, a life belt in a 
confused sea. 

„Liza. All that is past. You can‟t change the past. All I want to know 
now is that you‟re here, alive and I love you. I want to hold, to keep you with 
me. To be as we were. I just want you. Nothing else.‟ 

She let me go, looked at me and deliberately tugged at her hair. 
Bile rose in my throat, as her hair came away. 
It was a wig. 
Underneath it she was almost bald. But the worst was that the short 

hairs sprouting as stubble, were snow white. She glared at me, „Things can 
never be as they were. Never!‟ 
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CHAPTER 8 
 

Wounded 
I stared stunned, horrified, speechless. 

Liza‟s rage evaporated as rapidly as it arose. She seemed to crumple 
and shrink in on herself. Unthinkingly I strode over to her and seized her, 
„Liza. What have they …‟ stopping, mortified as I saw the scream in her 
throat start to surface. I released her as quickly as a hot coal, she bit back the 
cry, was as near to sobbing out her heart as I‟ve ever seen her. Helpless, 
furious and appalled, I raged around the room until she stopped me by 
holding my arm. 

„Liza. Liza, forgive me, I forgot, I was shocked, not with you for 
you, at them, whoever they are.‟ 

She drew me to her, „It doesn‟t matter, nothing matters anymore. I‟ve 
failed, I‟ve killed people and caused suffering. It‟s over. I‟m finished.‟ The 
tears did flow. But they were tears of release. Unable to hold her I could only 
let her hold on to me, to find something solid to rely on in her own swamp of 
despond. Gradually she calmed down. She had to take the lead, I could do 
nothing to reassure her that it was all right. 

Running my fingers gently through the blond, bleached stubble, I 
looked at her „It doesn‟t suit you, but I suppose I‟ll get used to it. This 
gentleman doesn‟t prefer blondes.‟ 

She started to laugh with a hysterical note, but stopped suddenly, 
„That was cruel of me. You weren‟t ready. I had to be sure.‟ 

Leaning forward I kissed her wet lips, „Nothing and no-one can 
change the way I feel about you. Nothing ever will. I‟ve known this from the 
first.‟ We kissed again, „Don‟t ask me how. Some things you just know. This 
I know.‟ She looked reassured, but was unsteady and drooping. I looked at 
her, „You look all in. Is it time for bed, or tablets or something.‟ 

„It‟s time for all of them, If you don‟t mind a woman who sleeps on 
her tummy the „something‟ can be accommodated too.‟ 

She took me by the hand, went into the corridor and into the farthest 
door. 

We entered a vast bedroom. It had a huge bed and floor to ceiling 
windows, something that I began to accept as Al‟s trademark. The curtains 
were drawn, the bedclothes were folded down, ready to slide in to. Liza 
pressed a switch on the wall, the lights dimmed to a comforting dusk. She 
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dropped her kaftan on the floor and took tablets from the cabinet, I was once 
more treated to the front view of her shapely, almost perfect body - until I 
remembered the rawness of the back. I silently vowed to treat her gently, to 
nurse her back to full life. 

Unashamedly she slid undressed on to the crisp sheets. It was not in 
the least strange, it felt as if I had started to live for the first time in my life. 

In a dreamlike state, I stripped to my underclothes before lying near, 
but untouching her. There was no way that I was going to sleep in my 
normal, naked fashion with her. There was no telling what the future held, 
but right now I had to keep from intimate contact, not being too sure of how 
my resolve would hold up. I started to speak, „Do you want ?‟ 

She kissed me to silence, „I simply want to be with you, to know you 
are there, that you know that I want, no, I need you with me. Nothing else is 
of any interest. We have the rest of our lives.‟ She left it unfinished, but there 
was no need . We both knew without a doubt that our lives were entwined 
and would be as long as we lived. 

We lay in that enormous bed, Liza on her stomach, me on my back, 
only our hands touching, yet as intimate as any love making. More intimate 
than most; our minds and lives were one, we were at peace for a few 
precious hours. We had something that many people never find in a lifetime. 
This, I thought, is true and enduring love. We slept as the dead for a flicker 
of eternity. 
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CHAPTER 9 
 

To Work 
I was awake instantly as Liza rose early, wrapped the kaftan round her and 
kissed my upturned face. She had replaced the wig; for a fleeting moment, 
she was the old Liza, my Liza. But, of course, it did not last. As the sun rose 
to flood the room with the hard light of a new day, I could see the 
lifelessness of the wig, the pallor of her face, the strain in the lines where 
there had not been lines before. Our moment had passed, life awaited us. 

The horrific scenes of the terrorist attacks resurfaced and my peace 
was gone. I recovered my clothes from the heap on the floor and dressed 
quickly. Liza‟s love was my rock, it would have to remain often unseen, but 
known to be there. It was from this and the hope of a future peace to come 
that I returned to the kitchen/diner. We breakfasted, almost in silence, on 
waffles and coffee. It was strange, almost ethereal, the foreign food adding to 
the effect. It was almost a domestic scene; the wife seeing a husband off to 
work as she prepared the meal and went about her chores. 

It was all a façade. I was going to wage war on the destroyers of 
peace, the angels of hate and death. She was to undergo the hurts of mind 
and body recovering from her agony of body and anguish of mind, feeling 
that she had failed. That she had no future, but to fade into the anonymity of 
domesticity. I wanted to change all that, to give her back the pride and power 
of herself. But I‟d not the slightest notion yet, how to do it. Liza did look 
better. She had a calmness that hadn‟t been there when I arrived. But we both 
knew there was a long way to go. A discreet knock on the window disturbed 
us, the Southern voice told me that the helicopter was due in three minutes. 
My watch showed Seven Twenty Seven, the Major was dead on time. 

Liza kissed me longingly as the heli dropped behind the trees, I 
hurried out of the door and almost ran to the clearing. I stopped once to look 
back. The house was sprawling, it spread along the ridge, hugging it as if 
trying to hide in its folds. It had balconies all along the different levels, now 
being bathed in the rising sun. But I could see no movement. 

The Southern voice drawled, „Uhh, Ah think ...‟ Turning silently I 
ran to the Hughes. 

The flight back seemed to be very short. The countryside was rolling 
and well wooded. At any other time it would have been a fascinating flight, 
but my mind was elsewhere. I was running through the requisites for the 
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device that I was going to assemble. At the same time I was nagging away at 
the insubstantial story Liza had told of her experience in the DEMOLISH 
project. Deep in the computer circuits of my mind, something did not add up. 
One thing I didn‟t like was the prick she had felt, and the vagueness of her 
recollections. 

There wasn‟t long to ponder. It was 7.55 as the H O. settled on the 
concrete at Clinton Chemicals. Al meant it when he said 8.am. The magic of 
last night was well and truly gone. 

He was not his usual unflappable self as I walked into the door, 
indeed the whole atmosphere of the plant was as tense as the outbreak of 
war. I suppose that it was just that, but we did not know it. He waved me to 
his side as he strode to his office. Several others were also converging for a 
council of heads and movers. 

We crowded into the room, the windows already darkened and 
showing a conference with a presentation in progress; no-one even gave it a 
second glance. Al brought me to the fore, to sit with Andy in a reserved front 
seat. It was not a comfortable situation, I had the feeling that they expected 
me to pull out a magical, white rabbit, and I had nothing to remotely give the 
assurance they were clearly seeking. 

Al coughed and all conversation ceased, „Thanks to you all for being 
prompt. We need not go over the reason for this meeting, the events are too 
close and we‟re too emotionally involved for any comfort or complacency.‟ 
The matronly woman wasn‟t present I noted. The nodding of heads was 
sober and restrained. 

„We‟ve all seen the effects so far, with the possibility of further 
strikes, everything from hereon in is A01 Top Secret.‟ There was a pause as 
the seriousness sank in. „We are shutting down all non-essential research, the 
glazing division is already shut down and the non-required personnel 
transferred. Those who are left will work sixteen hours a day and no expense 
is to be spared.‟ 

Al‟s voice took on a tone I‟d never heard before, it shook slightly 
with repressed anger, „We‟re going after these guys, we‟re going to get „em. 
That‟s our first and last objective.‟ 

„Mr Clinton?‟ 
All eyes turned to the speaker, an untidy looking young man at the 

back of the room. He was standing between two older men, who seemed 
embarrassed by the remark. 
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„Yes, Glenn?‟ 
Glenn coughed, „Are we working with the CIA or NSA or with the 

military?‟ 
Al ruminated for all of half a minute, he was clearly weighing up 

what to say. 
„I won‟t ask why you said that Glenn. I know you don‟t trust the big 

Departments. But on this occasion we‟re using big facilities with the top 
backing; the very top. Understand?‟ 

Glenn shuffled, but persisted, „Yes and no! Yes I understand that 
we‟re to be given access to big stuff if we need it. No I don‟t understand 
what we‟re doing opening our security to the world. We‟ve always kept out 
of the swamp and I for one...‟ 

Al did not snap or snarl, but Glenn dried up as Al visibly gritted his 
teeth, „Glenn. Since when have we ever opened our security? We are and 
always will be watertight as a duck‟s ass. Nothing and I mean nothing goes 
out without my say-so. But we need to act now and we don‟t have the time to 
be coy. We‟ll use old Nick himself if it suits us, but we wouldn‟t even tell 
him what day it is. Clear?‟ 

Glenn reddened and was silent. 
Al waved me to stand, I stood in his massive shadow as he 

introduced me, „You will know that I recently had a trip over the pond and 
wrapped up some unfinished business. Bert Fradley, here, was partly 
responsible for the satisfactory conclusion. He has something we need and 
need it now. We have another piece of unfinished business that has suddenly 
gone critical. I stress that every second counts.‟ He looked at his watch, 
„There will be two more new faces here in the hour, bringing the 
requirements. When they arrive, there will be a presentation. This is 
scheduled for eleven a.m, so have an early coffee and clear away any clutter 
that‟s not totally essential. In the meantime, Bert Fradley, Andy and me are 
going to check out the laboratory and I want Glenn, Homer and Frank there 
toot sweet.‟ 

The meeting broke up, Glenn hesitated at one point, but went out 
edgily. 

We checked over the Lab, there was to be more staff than originally, 
more space, no budget, no overtime claims. It was to be relentless. 
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CHAPTER 10 
 

Reinforcements. 
By the time Bill and Alex arrived in an Air Force Bell Ranger helicopter, we 
were ready and eager to start. We were all champing at the bit and getting 
edgy. No-one had a coffee, conversation was snatchy and brittle. On my 
insistence I saw Bill and Alex alone before we went into session. They were 
both tired, as to be expected after the rush of the past day. Bill was low in 
spirits, the flight in the spartan interior of the USAF supply jet had left him 
muzzy in the head. Alex was less affected; she was younger and was 
cossetted by the crew in a way that Bill could never expect or accept. The 
speed of the Atlantic crossing and the rapid transfer to helicopter was also a 
shock to their biological clocks. 

Bill was nonetheless eaten up to know of Liza. I hedged, „I‟ve seen 
her and spoken to her.‟ Hesitating I searched for words. Bill knew he was not 
getting the full story. I wasn‟t sure myself why. It could have been the alien 
surroundings that instilled caution. „She‟s in slight shock. It‟s been an awful 
experience.‟ I struggled again to find the right words, „She‟s badly burned as 
well. I hope to see her again soon. I‟ll keep you posted.‟ We both left the 
questions unsaid, „The most important thing now is this new project; 
something that I feel we can - ought to do. Something that we can do to stop 
the trouble.‟ 

I said that I wasn‟t totally aware of exactly what Al was working up 
to, but that I‟d decided to sacrifice some of our secret hardware and software 
in the attempt to obtain information that could not be had any other way. Bill 
was hesitant, „You‟re not giving them AESOP as well are you?‟ He still felt 
that there was a considerable risk - the fiasco of the Robert Hanssen affair, 
the FBI double agent, was not restricted to distrust between American 
security agencies. As usual, it was up to me to stick out my neck and decide 
on gut reaction as much as logic. 

„We‟ll have to give them AESOPC/OL. Nothing will work without 
it.‟ Bill still looked dubious, so I reassured him, „AESOPC/AL is definitely 
not included. And the access codes will still be changed every Friday at 5 as 
usual.‟ He remained pensive and suspicious. Later I had to admit he had been 
right. 

We had an American coffee, to Bill‟s disgust. I secretly determined 
that I would have to find a source of Turkish coffee if he was to work to his 
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best. The Earl Grey tea for Alex was not a problem. Bill was deeply 
interested in the „double glazing‟, fascinated by the possibilities; especially 
for a nursery. Sheila‟s pregnancy was proceeding normally; becoming very 
difficult to live with: Bill was apprehensive of the new baby‟s arrival. I could 
give him no comfort on that score; a bachelor is blissfully unaware of such 
things. 
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CHAPTER 11 
 

Powerhouse. 
At eleven, we reassembled in Al‟s office. This time it was a smaller number, 
basically it was me, Bill, Alex, Al, Glenn the untidy, young man, Homer, the 
tubby, cheerful chemist, Frank, the tall, dour, ceramics specialist and Andy 
Williams the cybernetics man from Reading University. We made an odd 
assortment of skills. Al started the proceedings by giving everybody an ID 
tag. I was amazed to see that they even included the pictures of Bill and 
Alex. He certainly did not loiter when action was needed. Bill stretched and 
stifled a yawn, Al stood in the corner of the room, his bulk dominating us all; 
but the effect of dominance was his power of determination and push. No-
one was left in any doubt that results were going to be forthcoming. 

His outline of the objective seemed to be comprehensive; it was 
detailed and breathtaking in its aim. But all the time I knew that he was only 
telling us what he felt we needed to know. There were several things in my 
mind niggling away. All the rush and haste bothered me more than I cared to 
admit. 

Al spoke quietly, „You all know why we‟re here, the suicide attacks 
have sent a shiver of fear through the whole Western world. The US is in a 
state of panic, because of the failure of several key features, most prominent 
of which is intelligence.‟ There was a stir as he said this, it subsided as he 
went on, „The billions spent on agents, satellite, overflights and E.S. were 
unable to stop the most primitive of weapons being used to horrifying effect. 
All because we did not know what was in the mind of a remote, well guarded 
and hidden madman. We‟re here to correct that.‟ 

There was a rising sense of interest from Bill and Alex, that was 
known to me by long experience. I was stopped in my thoughts. Was it long 
experience? It was with Bill, but I hardly knew Alex in anything like the 
same time scale. Was I reading minds? I switched back to Al as he went on. 

„This tragedy has united the agencies as never before, but there is 
such a water-tight security surrounding the terrorists that we know very little. 
With your help I intend to change that for good.‟ 

He waved at me, „Bert Fradley and his team have been developing 
some very exciting surveillance devices, one in particular has set me 
thinking. It also tied in with some NASA research, some FBI intelligence and 
MK-DELTA, the psychological project.‟ He looked round, „It is my intention 
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to put together the most sophisticated package we can. And we have only 
days to do it. You all heard the President‟s speech, the hawks are massing 
and are eager to strike back. The trouble is that they don‟t much care who 
they hit. That could completely alienate the US from the rest of the world.‟ 

He was sombre as he spoke, „I think we have the fate of the world in 
our hands.‟ 

There was a chilled silence, people looked at each other, but said 
little. The MK-DELTA project was among the dirtiest of dirty tricks the CIA 
had used in the last twenty years. It involved techiques so far out they were 
either unreal or illegal. Or both. 

Al sat down, „The technical aspects will mean the tightest security, it 
doesn‟t need me to spell out that the slightest leak means the end of the 
whole shebang. Nothing goes out of the lab. Nothing!‟ I knew what was in 
the air as clearly as if they were all talking at once. There was a 
determination and fierce desire to start, to hit back, to wipe out this evil. Al‟s 
message had set light to a highly explosive, unstoppable force, every bit as 
powerful as the rhetoric of hate that had made the suicide flights happen. 



47 

CHAPTER 12 
 

Plans 
Bill, Alex and I followed the trio of Glenn, Homer and Frank to the lab. Once 
there, I formally introduced them, I was amused to see an attempt, by Glenn, 
to straighten his rumpled lab coat as he caught Alex looking at him. At any 
other time it would have been amusing to stoke the ember just a little, but 
right now it was not right at all. At first we were two lines of three, facing 
each other, as I explained what we had been doing in the field of making 
micro-circuits fit into anything and were, more importantly, undetectable. 
Their ears pricked up when I said that we had succeeded in removing the 
need for a built-in power source. Their eyes opened as I revealed our secret 
system for using the latent radiation in the modern environment. They were 
well aware of the way that we were swamped by radio, TV and mobile phone 
transmissions. The problem was that the expected area of operation was 
barren, remote and primitive. We were going to have to induce an 
interference from outside. While they were mulling over that one, I showed 
them Bill‟s sweater. It was with some satisfaction that I demonstrated the 
audio capability of the circuitry incorporated into the pattern. 

Alex was becoming the pivot of our actions as she ran the fine points 
of the design. I was content to let her demonstrate so that I could assess the 
calibre of the trio from Clinton Chemicals. I was impressed with their grasp 
of the essentials; I could almost see their minds running off into their own 
spheres of expertise. Glenn was untidy in dress, but he had a way of seeing 
electronic circuits that matched Alex‟s. Their minds might have been built up 
from microchips they were so attuned. Homer was a Friar Tuck figure, 
cheerful and bouncy, his contributions on the chemical analysis of long-chain 
polymers was succinct and acute. The cadaverous Frank was hard to reach at 
first, he gave the impression that it all was a waste of time if he could not 
produce the result, but it was clear that he knew his stuff and would make 
sure that it would not fall apart. 

We might yet achieve what Al aimed at. It was time to adjourn for 
lunch, so I asked Homer the way to the canteen. He smiled cheerily, „It‟ll be 
here any moment, when Al sets this high a priority, we never, but never eat 
there. Welcome to Alcatraz.‟ 

„You mean?‟ 
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He laughed at my expression, „Never play poker, Bert. We‟re here 
for as long as it takes. Security here means secure, nobody goes anywhere.‟ 
He laughed again, „Don‟t worry, the beds are soft, not that we‟ll be seeing 
much of them.‟ He was then grim, „If I can do something to screw the 
bastards, I‟d sleep on a bed of nails and eat grits dry.‟ He reverted to his 
jollity, „But we won‟t need to, trust Al.‟ 

It was clear then what Al had achieved in his forceful way, there was 
a dedication and loyalty that was as great as I had from Bill. It was by 
integrity on his part and trust on mine. 

I really hoped we did get those terrorists before the military. I really 
did. 
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CHAPTER 13 
 

Designs 
After a gourmet lunch, that was excellent, but not overfilling, we got down to 
work. Fluttering round like a mother hen, I circulated between the groups 
that formed, split and re-formed as each expert sought answers to a particular 
problem. The most enduring of these was, not unexpectedly, Alex and Glenn. 
It was obvious that they were going to be the leading lights in the design of 
the theoretical capabilities, with Homer and Frank worrying about the 
production side. I had to keep reminding them that it was practically to be a 
one-off job, with only three finished items. When Al had outlined the 
audacious plan, I thought that they were going to be the most expensive 
pieces of clothing ever. 

The idea had been germinating in his mind for some time as he had 
made the connection between my flexible and undetectable circuitry, the 
NASA attempts to track and observe known figures, and the CIA‟s 
evaluation of KGB documents that had found their way into the west in the 
melt-down of the Communist empire.  

These documents were scorned by many as ridiculous, or worse, a 
deliberate attempt to baffle and confuse the US Intelligence agencies. But! 
One department official had begun a half-hearted investigation, using 
another fringe project - the use of Voodoo. It was very quietly done, after all 
it sounded too bizarre to be seriously considered. To the astonishment of the 
junior, he obtained a result. It was never considered to be conclusive, but the 
effect on a guinea pig was dramatic. It also caused one operative to suffer a 
heart seizure. I remembered the name and suddenly stopped. 

I felt pole axed. The name was mentioned:- Harry Andrews. Monica 
Andrews had been at my side on the Airbus. She was going to her husband, a 
NASA worker, who‟d been taken ill. With a further jolt, I recalled the way 
she had behaved so oddly, she had changed from a desperately worried 
woman right before my eyes, to someone calm and at peace. 

As I was to find out in the future, I was not being told all the facts. 
Not by a long chalk. As the team busied themselves around me, I wondered. 
The scheme forming in my mind was over the edge of reason, of all accepted 
scientific boundaries. It was utterly crazy, something out of fantasy. It was so 
crazy that it might just work. 

It just might. 
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But then. I still had the niggles in my mind. I was still not being told 
all they knew about Liza and DEMOLISH. That was another crazy scheme. 

She had tried to send herself by radio and Ley line to NASA. It had 
failed and she had barely escaped with her life. Or had it? In this present 
situation, such a scheme would be priceless. I was jolted out of my 
wanderings by Bill‟s voice, „Bert. Bert, wake up. Alex wants to know if we 
are to disassemble our own circuit to run a test today.‟ This jerked me back 
to the job in hand to hear Alex, „I know it‟s a pain, but it could mean we 
have a test unit by tonight, while Frank and Homer are cooking up their own. 
In her eager eyes I saw the same brightness as Glenn‟s. The hesitation was 
only momentarily. It was going far too well at this very early stage to say No. 

Nodding in approval I said, „Tell them that I want a replacement 
from them at the same time,‟ I chuckled, „let‟s not have it all one way, eh?‟ 

Alex and Glenn were as happy as children in a toy store, indeed, 
happier. I seriously began to wonder if I was going to lose my newest 
member of staff. I sincerely hoped not. I had too much to lose in my tiny, self 
contained firm. With the enthusiasm of the two young people and the 
experience of Bill, there was a rather moth-eaten piece of knitwear laid out 
on the bench by nine pm. that evening. I wisely stopped any further activity 
as Bill was out on his feet and the two older men were getting edgy. 

We securely locked the lab door and followed Homer and Frank two 
doors along the corridor to the guest rooms. As our number was more than 
normally accommodated in them, we had to double up. All except Alex, who 
had the luxury of single use all to herself. 

Bill and I were together giving me the chance to talk to him. 
Although I was itching to do so, it was not to be. Bill was asleep almost 
before I‟d stripped. So I had to worry alone for what seemed hours. 

When I did fall asleep it was disturbed by the same nightmare I‟d 
had before; I was attacked by shapeless, floppy objects, that kept coming, no 
matter what I did to stop them. The nearest I could describe was a battle with 
flying pillows. It was not a night of rest for me. 
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CHAPTER 14 
 

First try. 
The following day, we started as soon as we‟d breakfasted. Bill was scathing 
about the coffee, the waffles and pancakes. He was his usual caustic self 
when separated from his beloved Sheila‟s cooking. He would survive. Al 
came in with Andy Williams as we were putting some loose threads in a 
more tidy arrangement. He was both surprised and delighted that we‟d done 
so well in so little time. I stressed that this was in no way comparable to the 
finished article, hinting that it was partly because we did not yet know what 
the finished cloth would be. Al simply looked benign. 

I hated this situation. At home I was the boss in complete charge. 
Bill was almost telepathically linked in that we often anticipated needs. 
There was never any question of not telling the whole. Apart from it being 
useless, it lead to quicker development and complete trust. I could never be 
part of a big company. 

But why was there still the nagging question, what were we not 
being told? 

Andy said he was there to evaluate the response to remote control. 
He said that if it was to work, it had to be able to be controlled with 
certainty. The mental thoughts received needed the right person to be able to 
interpret them. He expected this to be the sphere of the CIA, who had many 
such specially trained operatives. Al seemed to have his fat fingers in many 
pies, he vaguely said it would be taken care of; Andy‟s bland, smiling face 
revealed little of his reservations, but I just knew that he was no more fooled 
than I was. Thought reading indeed! It was all so convoluted that I nearly 
went home there and then. As it was, it was only the the need to see Liza 
again that stopped me. 

When the rush of the thirty six hours subsided, there was a hiatus 
that left us all in danger of getting on each other‟s nerves; that rifts in the 
team would cause polarisation. Bill and I were one nucleus that would never 
be part of the whole; Alex and Glenn were oblivious to anything, but each 
other. The two of Al‟s older employees were aloof, but there was some 
linking between Andy Williams and Homer, while Frank seemed to be 
suspicious of all of the rest. It was an unhappy situation that Al saw arising 
and dealt with decisively. He came in to the lab on that Thursday morning, 
that was to be burned into my memory. 
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He was, as he had described himself to me at our first encounter, 
„like a steer in a pot store.‟ Al could never be a diplomat. He was devious 
and had a perspicacity that bordered on the clairvoyant, but subtle? Not to 
save his life. 

„You guys have done great, you‟ve worked wonders. I‟m impressed.‟ 
I felt the three of his firm start to glow under the warmth of his approval. Bill 
was not in the least interested in Al‟s approval, he simply wanted to get back 
to Sheila as soon as possible. Alex glanced at Glenn. I was not too happy 
about the way she seemed to be close to him. What irked me was the 
separation from Liza. The thought of my hand held to her breast warmed my 
face. I hoped it was not too obvious. 

„You‟ve all done so well that you can take a break for the next 
twelve hours. Frank, Homer and Glenn can go home until I call you, Alex 
and Bill can join Andy at a Washington hotel and see the sights. Bert and I 
have something I want to go over together. We‟ll meet again as soon as the 
trial‟s complete, probably Friday morning. Have fun, you‟ve earned it.‟ Fun 
was the last thing on all of our minds as we thought grimly of the harrowing 
details of the clearing up in New York, The Pentagon and Pennsylvania.  

The news was still horrifying, but the horror in the nation had turned 
to revenge and retribution. The President‟s speeches left us in no doubt that 
America had been hurt and the shock was passing. Muslims all over the US 
and Britain were rushing to declare their horror, but the mood was clearly 
turning ugly at the mere presence of anything connected with Islam. 

Fun? Never! 
I watched as Al‟s trio left, tired, but happy. Wandering over to Bill 

and Alex I said, „You two need that break, the flight alone was a shock. 
Make the most of the chance, you won‟t get the opportunity to see America 
on the expenses of Arraye so go to it!‟ 

Bill grimaced, „Right now, I don‟t want to. Any chance of calling 
Sheila?‟ I nodded, „Can‟t see why not, it‟s still day over there.‟ 

Alex spoke the thoughts in my mind, „Are you going to see Liza?‟ 
Bill‟s face changed to concern for me, „You never did explain. Is she 

all right, did DEMOLISH work after all?‟  
My prevaricating reply died on my lips as there was a sudden entry 

of a messenger, who pushed through to Al urgently. His eyes opened, his jaw 
clenched, „Everybody stay put! Nobody move until I get back. That‟s an 
order! Bert, come with me. Glenn, call the EC for coffee.‟ 
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Terrible uneasiness gripped me as we left the Lab and plunged along 
the corridor to Al‟s office. By now I was beginning to recognise the layout. 

„Al! What‟s happened? What‟s going on? Not another...?‟ 
„Wait!‟ 
Once in his office, he slumped into his chair,face pale. It creaked 

ominously, „Sit tight and listen. There was an attempt.‟ 
I began to panic, „Liza? What‟s happened to Liza?‟ I was suddenly 

cold, „Who‟s done what?‟ 
There were more creaks from the chair as he sat up, „She‟s OK. The 

bastards!‟ He stood up and looked out at the air strip, the gently blowing 
windsock. Spinning round very quickly for his size, he glared at me, „I‟ve 
just heard that a heli was downed in the grounds of „The Rocks‟. It was low 
and fast, it didn‟t reply to a challenge, so they opened fire.‟ He glared into 
the distance, „This is becoming personal. We‟ve got to stop it. Dead.‟ 

My face showed my unasked questions, How? Why? Who? 
„It was early this morning. Luckily they had a guy on the ridge with 

glasses, he saw the heli hug the Eastern Ridge and drop to the valley. They 
had less than a minute to decide. I hope to God it wasn‟t some reporter 
playing at spies.‟ 

I continued to stare, afraid to ask the one question that really 
mattered. 

„Liza‟s OK. But,‟ He came to pat me on my shoulder, „She‟s, well, 
she‟s been through a lot. She needs something that only you can give.‟ There 
was no sound, but through the floor to ceiling window I saw the Hughes 
approach and hover, before dropping gently on the concrete apron, its rotor 
still spinning. 

„Go to her Bert. She needs you.‟ 
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CHAPTER 15 
 

Contact. 
The next twenty minutes were a blur of mind numbing fear. The scenery of 
wooded land and rolling hills turning to autumn colours passed below, seen, 
but unheeded. Once there was a terse conversation from my Major, I was 
now certain he was a Major, and an F 16 streaked past, very close. It was 
only later that I wondered at the influence that Al was able to wield and 
command. At the time it only served to rouse my worry to a frenzy. About 
two miles from the „Rocks‟ there was another challenge, the reply, „Taurus‟ 
raised the ghost of a smile. Al always was and always would be a bull. 

There was a patch of smoke ahead; there was no fire now, but there 
had been. The trees in a large area were blackened, with some twisted 
wreckage smouldering in the centre. It was close, much too close for me, to 
the house, sprawled along the ridge. There was a flash high on the ridge as 
the sun caught some reflecting surface. It looked like a jungle war zone. I felt 
the crawl of fear. It was a war zone. 

As the Hughes HO settled, I saw two camouflaged figures run from 
opposite sides of the clearing, both stopped, crouched, assault rifles aimed. 
The Major pointed downwards and gave me a push to get out. I hesitated 
momentarily, before ducking out and running, crouched under the spinning 
blades, towards the path to the house. The HO was airborne as I ran, its 
whine fading as it swooped low over the trees, heading North East. 

The two soldiers were close behind me, so I stopped. The Southern 
drawl urged me on, „OK Mr Fradley, just keep on goin‟, we‟re right with 
you.‟ 

I headed up the sloping, winding path. It was with fear, shock and 
exertion that I felt my heart hammering. This could not be real. 

But it was! 
The sliding door to the Lounge area was open, but there was no sign 

of life. I stepped in and called softly, half afraid, half hoping, „Liza.‟ There 
was a muffled sob from the corridor. Following the sound I ran. Liza was 
standing in the kitchen. She was still dressed in the kimono or kaftan, her 
back was towards me and she was shaking. A coffee cup was steaming on the 
breakfast bar, her hands were covering her face. 

I halted in the door, „LIZA.‟ 
She turned, her face was red and puffy, she was shivering violently. 
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Holding out her arms she cried beseechingly, „Bert. Oh, Bert.‟ 
I didn‟t remember moving, but I was grasped in her arms, she clung 

to me as a drowning sailor to a rock. I felt the warmth of tears on my neck, 
but her body was cold through the thin material, „Hold me.‟ 

„But your back.‟ 
„HOLD ME.‟ 
I gently folded my arms round the shaking, slim, cold body. I felt her 

wince at my touch, but she simply clung tighter, fiercely. I crooned 
meaninglessly to her, „It‟s all right. It‟s all right. I‟m here. We‟re going to be 
fine.‟ I dared not hold her too tight, the memory of that burned back was too 
clear, but she seemed to be unfeeling and almost suffocated me with her 
frantic embrace. 

We stood for an age, but gradually the trembling eased. I thought 
that there was a little warmth in her, hoping that it was not simply my 
adjusting to her chilliness. 

I unwound her arms from my neck, as gently as I could. She did not 
resist, but seemed to be as passive as a rag doll. Gently holding her at arms 
length, I assured her, „It‟s Ok. It‟s over.‟ She managed the slightest twitch of 
her lips, but the fire in her eyes had died down, the tears nearly dried, „Oh 
Bert, will it ever be over? I was so frightened.‟ 

This more than anything shocked me to the core. 
It was Liza who had been the one to save me from The Vulture, she 

was the force behind DEMOLISH, she had put her life on the line for her 
beliefs. She was the strong one for me. Liza frightened? I looked at the now 
cold coffee, „Would you like a fresh coffee?‟ 

She frowned at me as if I had asked her a difficult question, „Yes, I 
suppose so, I had one here somewhere.‟ As she trailed away, I noticed her 
pupils, her lost air. 

She was heavily sedated. 
I led her to the bar, stood her by it as I rooted in the clinical, 

unfamiliar kitchen to find the makings of a strong coffee. As I gradually 
succeeded, she stood looking at me as if I was fascinating. She drank the 
coffee I produced, although it was poor stuff. 

She sipped it, seeming to regain some life. „Thank you for coming.‟ 
The words were quiet and without expression. 

I waved a hand, „Not even wild horses.‟ 
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There was a glimmer of a smile. It was for me the sign of sun after a 
storm. I went on, „Has the doc seen you this morning?‟ 

Her slightly opened eyes were the answer. 
I had only once seen a shocked accident victim. He had been fine for 

half an hour, but suddenly went into severe convulsions and died before my 
eyes. Liza‟s efficient medic had my unspoken thanks. I shivered too as I 
thought of the awful possibility, „Why not lie down for a bit? I‟m here now 
and you must be cold.‟ 

She did give a shiver, „I am a bit chilly.‟ I led her to the bedroom, 
she was cool, but not shaking as she‟d been earlier. 

„Come on, into bed, I‟ll cover you up, you‟ll feel better after a rest.‟ 
She calmly sat on the bed, removed the kaftan and lay undressed, 

face down on the soft sheets. The raw, burned back, drew my horrified stare 
before I gently laid the light duvet over her. Even that made her draw breath 
sharply, but the drugs were strong. 

Her voice was sleepy, „Don‟t leave me.‟ 
I patted a hand, „Never, never.‟ 
When she was breathing deeply and easily I stood, gazing at the 

small form under the cover. I ached to hold her, to reassure her, to comfort 
her, to protect her. 

I loved her! 
I loved her then as she lay. Lovely, yet disfigured. Strong, but laid 

low. Vulnerable, yet still powerful in determination. The real Liza was being 
revealed in ways that I‟d never dreamed possible. In silence I thought of her 
losses. She lost her parents to the traitorous Stefan, then she had killed him 
herself. There was the apparent disaster of DEMOLISH, her real fear at the 
seeming attack, the destruction in New York now brought so tragically close. 
Once again I relived that first, heart-stopping meeting. Was it only months 
ago? 

She would always be in my mind that way. She had completely 
bowled me over that day, had stolen my heart and changed my life. That 
would always be with me. But I was finding the true Liza under that striking 
exterior. I was beginning to see the woman, the wonderfully complex, 
faithful, strong, tender and incomplete woman she was. It was a humbling 
experience to realise that she wanted me to make her complete. Balancing 
that was the exhilarating thought that I wanted her to be with me for ever. At 
that moment I was content to simply see her at peace for a time. 
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Creeping out to the kitchen I made a snack around One. I ate a 
sandwich quickly and returned to see her stir slightly, „I dreamt that you‟d 
gone.‟ She was sleepy, but less doped. 

„I had a sandwich. Like one?‟ 
„Love one. What did you have?‟ 
„I could only find chocolate.‟ 
She laughed. She actually laughed. My spirits rose like a rocket. 
„Chocolate will be fine. It‟s supposed to be good for, ... well good for 

you.‟ 
She started to rise, winced as she moved. I put down my sandwich 

and went to her, „Take it easy.‟  
„It hurts, it hurts like hell.‟ She went red and her eyes filled. „Take 

away this cover, please, it feels like barbed wire. And pass me that robe.‟ I 
gently rolled back the duvet. She gingerly lifted herself to the bed edge and 
stood facing me. Her front was unmarked, was wonderful to see. But I could 
not forget her back. 

She gently put on the kaftan, even so she still winced again, „Time 
for another pill I think.‟ 

We went to the kitchen, where we lunched on chocolate and coffee. 
In her presence, ambrosia ne‟er tasted so sweet. Not my words, but I forget 
whose. 

It still seemed strange to have to stand to eat. I was sure that it was 
getting to her and she was beginning to need that tablet. For the first time I‟d 
known her, I felt I could talk of me, of us. She downed her tablets with the 
coffee. 

She grimaced, „I‟ll make the next coffee.‟ We both laughed. The love 
we shared was reflected in the other‟s eyes. This was our world. It was 
complete, needing nothing more. 

As we stood in that September sunshine after the showers of the last 
days, we gazed out at the undulating, tree covered hills and we talked. We 
talked of hopes and dreams, life and death, the past and the future. 
Particularly the future. It all seemed to be so simple then. There was nothing 
we wanted, but each other, we were complete at last. 

Or so we thought. 
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CHAPTER 16 
 

Something to live for. 
That night we lay together again on the enormous bed. 

It was as natural to me as breathing, I was becoming used to the idea 
of Liza and me living together. I vaguely supposed that we would marry, 
sometime, but it would only be a formality. We‟d pledged ourselves in 
unspoken vows stronger than any ceremony. 

Liza lay on her front alongside me. I lay on my back, but remained 
dressed in shirt and slacks. It was a struggle to fight the desire to hold her, to 
caress, to show my love in a tangible way. I struggled and won. That moment 
would wait for the future. 

Liza had put an arm across my chest as she drifted into the drug-
induced rest she so desperately needed. In this position I lay for what seemed 
hours, my mind racing, my emotions surging, my body reacting to this 
intimacy. Eventually I fell asleep, because I remember waking with Liza‟s 
leg draped over mine. She was breathing steadily, easily, at peace. But as I 
moved, she gave a tiny cry and the rate of breathing quickened. 

I lay as still as I could, but it was not long before she stirred and not 
long afterwards that she opened those deep, dark eyes to squint at me so 
near. 

She gave me a contented, sleepy smile that nearly broke my resolve 
to treat her like exquisite china. It did set my heart beating in a surge of 
desire that just had to be dampened down. Sliding away from her, careful to 
avoid the merest strain to her damaged skin, I stretched and looked at her. It 
was a tender feeling that I‟d never had before that brought a prick to my 
eyes. Love like this can be unnerving. 

She spoke, muffled, „I‟m starving! Will you put on the coffee pot, 
I‟m just going to the bathroom and I‟ll make us breakfast,‟ She waved away 
my protestations, „I insist! You‟d better get used to the idea. I intend to be 
around you for a long time.‟ It was mind-wrenchingly fantastic to see her 
come to life. I had to remind myself that it had only been last night that she 
had been torn mentally to pieces. I hoped that this was not too brittle to 
disintegrate again. But I did hope. She had been tough before, she had 
strength and resilience. I really did hope. 

It was several minutes before she returned. She was paler than at 
first, but I sensed a determination that was reassuring. She wanted to live for 
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me. Humbled and rejoicing at the same time, I felt like crying with relief and 
inexpressible emotions. 

Breakfast was light and very American, but it would not have 
mattered if it had been octopus in Mongolian Yak butter; it was heaven in 
her company. It was also encouraging to see some colour creep back to her 
face, the shadows under her Slav cheekbones faded, her eyes flickered with 
returning life. 

She spoke quietly, „When do you have to go back?‟ There was a hint 
of fear, an anticipation of desertion. 

„To tell the truth, I don‟t know,‟ I rushed on as she wilted almost 
visibly, „the project is under way and it‟s out for a field test. I expect to hear 
some time later today.‟ I let my voice tail away. 

She looked hopeful, „I suppose you‟ll just get a call.‟ I nodded. 
There was nothing to say, we were both afraid to look too far forward. 

„The doc‟s due around eleven, I s‟pose you‟ll still be here?‟ 
„I suppose so.‟ 
All I wanted was to sit and see her recover, so that we could touch, 

embrace. But it was not to be. Liza was becoming edgy, I think it was the 
pain and the waiting for the doc, but she turned to the door, „I‟m going to put 
on some clothes, I‟m sick of this wrap. I don‟t care if it kills me. I want to 
walk in the woods, to see the sky.‟ There was a note of not quite hysteria, but 
she was not used to being restricted. She needed freedom. 

Taking off my rumpled clothes, I showered swiftly and re-dressed. 
By now I was feeling even more scruffy than usual, but I‟d nothing else with 
me. 

Liza had on a loose silk blouse and wrap over skirt. She was pale 
again, but there was a glint in her eye and a high spot on her cheek that 
showed her spirit. If I had not already been totally in love with her I would 
have been from that moment. I could not believe that such a wonderful 
creature loved me half as much as I loved her. 

We walked in the woods surrounding the house. There was no sign 
of the guards, just a sense I had that they were there. It was this sense of 
being observed, more than time passing that made me suggest that we return. 
Liza reluctantly agreed, but I was glad I‟d said so as I saw the strain creeping 
back into her dark eyes. 
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CHAPTER 17 
 

Progress 
The doctor was almost a caricature of the typical, American, country doctor. 
He was jolly, rotund and had the sort of tan that came from squinting at 
water behind a fishing rod. I supposed I should have said „fishing pole‟ being 
in America. He and Liza went into the bedroom for what seemed an eternity, 
but was only twenty five minutes by the clock. When they emerged there was 
a pallor in Liza‟s face that showed. But there was a glint in her eye, that lit 
up her whole body and filled it with a life that almost glowed. 

The doc was gruff, but there was a definite twinkle more eloquent 
than his tone, „Now you just keep this young lady quiet for the time being. If 
you don‟t rush things I might, just might let you wear some proper clothes 
next week. In the meantime, I‟m very pleased with the way that she‟s 
mending. The burns were more superficial than I feared. It‟s looking more 
like a bad case of sunburn now.‟ 

He turned to go, „I‟m trusting you young fellow, to make her do as I 
said.‟ 

He went and we heard the Chrysler purr away over the gravel. 
I looked at Liza, not daring to believe too much. 
She spoke first, „And how do you propose to do that?‟ There was a 

flush on her high cheek bones and an impish gleam in her eye that sent my 
pulse rate soaring. 

I struggled with and rejected the improper ideas surging through my 
mind, „By threatening to leave if you don‟t!‟ 

The impish look vanished, to be replaced with one of fear, „You 
don‟t mean...?‟ 

Moving near enough to touch her, I lifted her chin gently and 
brushed her lips with mine. There was a tremble that burned. „I mean that 
there‟s an eternity to do what I feel like doing right now. There‟s nothing I 
would do to hurt you, nothing I wouldn‟t do to hurry along that time when 
you‟re properly fit.‟ 

She lifted her arms to put them round my neck, pulled my head so 
that our lips met again. There was a tremble, a warmth and softness in the 
kiss, that was both a promise and a fear. Naively, I thought then that the fear 
was my failing her in some way. It was only much later that I found out the 
real fear. 
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She slowly let me go, „The doc says he is amazed at the progress, he 
is still wondering how it happened.‟ She turned to the window, she spoke 
regretfully, „I only wish I could tell him.‟ 

She turned quickly back to me and flung herself into my arms, 
instinctively I hugged her for a split second. It was enough to make her gasp. 
I cursed myself for all the silly fools I knew, but she still clung to me, 
„Never, never even threaten to leave me, it‟s the only thing that‟s kept me 
going, the only thing I live for.‟ 

The sting of her hot, salt tears smarted on my cheek. She went on, 
„Right now, I want only one thing and that is to love you with all my mind 
and body, to be as one with you as I possibly can.‟ She laughed a hard laugh, 
„I used to despise the film stars that said that. I thought that no-one could 
really feel that way. But here am I not only saying it, but lusting after you as 
the most disgraceful tart. Do you mind being loved by someone disgraceful?‟ 

I was conscious of the bleached, short hair on her skull. Somehow it 
made her more feminine than her long, black hair had. „What you said is in 
no way disgraceful. The way I feel about you is disgraceful. The truth is that 
ever since I found out that you weren‟t dead, nothing else mattered at all. I 
don‟t care how it all happened, I only know that I want you for the here and 
now, tomorrow we‟ll meet when it comes.‟ 

Liza let her arms fall, the tiredness in her posture, a droop of her 
shoulders, upset me deeply. When she spoke it was almost a whisper, „I kept 
you at a distance when I was on the DEMOLISH project. That was because I 
didn‟t want to involve you. It was a mistake. I„m afraid that I‟ll never be able 
to put right that error.‟ She looked up at me, „I love you! I just hope you can 
come to love me, even just a little. I‟ll settle for that right now and live for 
ever on the memory.‟ 

This shook me so much that I nearly hugged her again, „Liza! All my 
life I‟ve been afraid of rejection. The best I could hope for was mutual 
tolerance, something to endure, with the possibility that there will be enough 
respect to share some things. In you I‟ve found such depth of meaning, that I 
can‟t imagine life without you. If I was denied the chance to see you again, 
I‟d never look at another woman without seeing your face, hearing your 
voice, remembering the way you were and are now. From now on you are a 
part of me. You possess me heart and soul.‟ 

She looked at me with her deep, dark eyes. Pools of emotion that I 
wanted to drown in, depths that I wanted to reach. I hoped that she would see 
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the same mirrored in mine, that she would see the yearning desire to share 
every moment, to join mind, will, heart and body in a fusion of the whole. I 
even dared to hope it might be. 

Bur before she could speak, there was a repeated burr from the 
„phone. 

The magic was gone, the moment flown. Only the burning needs 
remained. 
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CHAPTER 18 
 

A Long Arm. 
Liza walked as a sleepwalker to the hidden „phone, she lifted it and listened, 
before passing it to me. Her face was strained again, she stood disconsolately 
at the window. 

It was Aloysius. It HAD to be Aloysius. It was always him that came 
between Liza and me. His voice boomed as usual, „Good news, Bert. The 
first trial‟s great. We‟ll get back at it tomorrow, but you can stay the night ... 
that is, if you want to.‟ He let his voice tail off as if he was intruding. I 
cursed him. He did not know how much he was intruding. 

Curtly I grunted back, „Thanks. I‟m glad it‟s gone well. Yes I would 
like to stay, as long as there‟s no problem.‟ 

He was contrite, unusually for him, „No, no problem at all. I just 
wondered how Liza went on with the doc.‟ I was furious at this. If he knew 
that the doc had been, he would know full well how she was. Probably how I 
was as well. I began then to hate him, to hate the whole business. I hated 
everything. The only thing I wanted was to be properly alone with LIza. No 
guards, no callers, no telephones. 

Blazing now, I almost snarled, „Liza‟s fine as you damned well 
know. Can‟t you leave us in peace for just one night?‟ 

There was a long pause. 
„OK! Bert, old buddy, I deserved that. I‟m glad she‟s mending. Give 

her my lo... my regards and tell her that the link was Stefan.‟ 
The line went dead before I could ask him. I gently replaced the 

receiver as if it might explode and turned to Liza. Iced lead lay deadly in my 
stomach. 

„He said it all went well. He sent his regards.‟ I leaned back against 
the wall, „He also said that the link was Stefan.‟ 

The emotions chased across her face as I waited, „He said “Stefan”?‟ 
She was trembling, her face white again, „He‟s reaching from 

beyond the grave. He said that I was his for ever.‟ Unable to stand the 
tension any longer, I seized her arm ignoring the anguish on her face, „What 
does he mean? I thought Stefan was dead.‟ 

She cried out in agony of mind and body, „Stefan is ... was a devil! 
He‟s left such a legacy of evil that it‟s still going on. Please let me go!‟ 
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My face as red as her back, I released her. I always seemed to be 
hurting her, „Liza! I‟m so sorry.‟ 

She stood trembling, unsteady as if she might fall. I held out my 
hand for her to hold, her voice was high and hysterical, „Stefan used people. 
He used me and the death of my parents to gain a contact in Iraq. It didn‟t 
seem to be of any importance. Don‟t you see? This attack was to silence me.‟ 

We stood immobile for how long I don‟t know. 
Even here in the secret hideaway, the awful effects of the arm of hate 

had caused us to feel the brush of death. I was afraid for Liza. What did she 
know that was dangerous enough to cause her death? 

She came to me, shivering, terrified and vulnerable. She was seeking 
protection through me. And I was the greatest coward alive. 

But something happened to me. Hate rose in me as an overheated, 
boiling jam pan. It swirled, frothed and surged to burning point. I became 
more than boiling jam; more an erupting volcano. 

Liza was mine. 
No longer a coward, I was an angel of retribution and destruction. 

Wrapping my arms round her, barely touching her, I could feel her bare, hot 
back under the silk blouse. At that moment I could have taken on the world 
as Samson took on his enemies. Liza must have felt something of this for she 
calmed down slowly. 

I kissed her soft lips tenderly, „You‟re mine. Nobody‟s going to hurt 
you. Trust me.‟ And I meant it. 
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CHAPTER 19 
 

Remembrance. 
That night was no rest for either of us. We lay side by side, Liza on her front, 
me on my back, still dressed in my crumpled clothes. We lay in intimate 
contact. Hands touched, even Liza‟s arm lay on mine, but there was little 
sleep. I dozed for a few hours, but the dawn was still distant as Liza 
whispered, „Bert?‟ 

Turning my head to her in the dark, I whispered, „It‟s all right, I‟m 
not asleep. Can‟t you sleep either?‟ 

„Do you want a coffee or something?‟ 
In an attempt at levity, I murmured, „I‟d love the something, but I 

guess it‟ll have to wait.‟  
Her hand squeezed mine. „Perhaps sooner than...‟ 
There was a catch in her voice, I was uncertain as to the reason, so I 

squeezed her hand, „There‟s all the time in the world.‟ We lay in our own 
thoughts for some time. 

Liza spoke quietly, „I‟ve just thought of an address.‟ Her hand left 
mine, I felt her slide out of the bed, I heard the rustle of the kaftan as she 
stood, „I‟m going to write it down before I forget.‟ She moved with 
confidence in the dark, I was to discover all too soon that she had remarkable 
night vision. I rose to follow and barked my shin on the boudoir chair. 

She spoke as I grunted, „I‟ll be back soon, no need to come.‟ I 
grunted again as I groped for the end of the bed, „Put the blasted light on. I 
can‟t rest now. My mind‟s too busy. In the absence of the something, I‟ll 
have a coffee.‟ 

There was a throaty laugh that sent a tingle down my spine, „Really 
Bert! And at this time of the morning too.‟ The light clicked on, I squinted, 
but she was slipping out of the door. Stumbling sleepily, I slowly followed 
her into the kitchen. 

The coffee was heating, Liza was writing slowly, with concentration. 
She looked at the pad, crossed it out and started again. After two false starts 
she stopped and poured the coffee. As I sipped the hot brew I watched her as 
she thought and thought. She tried once more, then it seemed to gel. She 
wrote firmly. I looked. 

„Mam - al - Qarar, al Hassan, Cairo.‟ Underneath there were some 
Arabic squiggles that were incomprehensible to me. I looked into her face, it 
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was alive again. It was my Liza as before. At least it was if I ignored the hair. 
It shook me that I was getting used to the bleached stubble. In some funny 
way, it made her features sharper, more East European. 

It made her seem more exotic, more desirable. 
„Yes Bert?‟ 
I snapped out of my reverie, „Sorry. Was I staring?‟ 
„Yes.‟ She looked back at me questioningly, „Why? Regretting 

anything?‟ 
I held out my hand, „Not any more. The only regret is that we waited 

so long.‟ I pointed to the paper, „Is this why...?‟ 
She fiddled with it, „I don‟t know. I know that Stefan went there 

more than once. It was on a label.‟ Her eyes had a far away look as she 
remembered the past. She caressed the paper, „This could be it. I asked him 
about it, before.‟ She turned away, „Before I moved in. He was angry, said it 
was nothing. But he went there at least once more. Said he‟d been to London. 
But I knew he‟d not.‟ She turned back, „It was this air of mystery that drew 
me, the hint of danger.‟  She mused, „He never loved anyone. I don‟t think he 
could love. He could only hate. He played one off against the other. He had 
too many enemies to live. Poor Stefan.‟ 

Fury rose in me, „Poor Stefan! After what he did to you and your 
parents?‟ 

Liza smiled. There was a lot in that smile. She was genuinely sorry 
for Stefan. I could see that now. It suddenly hit me that she meant it. Stefan 
had nothing. He could give nothing. He could not let anyone into his life. He 
was always the outsider. I had given Liza the key to my life. I had 
everything. I began to lose my hate for him. At least it lessened a bit. 

The Arabic squiggles drew my eyes, „Do you know Arabic?‟ 
„There‟s a lot you don‟t know yet. And I remember the label so 

clearly. That and Stefan being angry that I‟d seen it.‟ She smiled gently at me 
again, „If they hadn‟t tried to, to kill me, I might have forgotten. Perhaps 
Stefan did give me something after all.‟ 

We talked of the past, the present turmoil and the project. I hoped 
that there was some use in the information. It seemed too, that there was one 
more obstacle removed from between us. Liza‟s smile had set my heart rate 
rising. She was beginning to make me want her. The real Liza could possibly 
be emerging as a butterfly from a cocoon. Paradise beckoned enticingly. 
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CHAPTER 20 
 

Another Day. 
The dawn was breaking as we showered. It would have been all too easy to 
have let it develop into intimacy, to share the vast space, Liza didn‟t shut me 
out of the most private areas. But there was always the lurking project and 
the uncertainty. Above all there was the feeling that time was passing too 
quickly. The shock of the attack on the Trade Centre was passing. It was 
being replaced by a rising rage, a sense of retaliation. The hawks were 
pressing for an immediate strike, even a nuclear one. 

Others were pleading for restraint, for negotiation, for massive aid as 
the way to disgrace the perpetrators. There was still no official statement 
from these, but speculation was rife. The only thing accepted by all was that 
it was Muslim extremists from the East. But the East is a big place. 

The world waited for some indication, some clue. And I was hoping 
to give them that clue. Would that scrap of Liza‟s memory be one facet of the 
chain to lead us to the heart? 

I desperately hoped so. 
Breakfast was over before the helicopter arrived. We said our 

farewells indoors, I did not look back as I ran for the Hughes. By now the 
Major was becoming human, „Have a good night?‟ There was no trace of 
cynicism or levity. 

I shook my head, „Too much to think about. Too much to do today.‟ 
He concentrated on the low level flight. I spoke to break the silence, 

„Been flying long?‟ 
His voice came over the earphones, „Too long! Since „Nam.‟ He 

hesitated, but decided to enlarge, „HO 6 s and Kiowas on close support. 
Quickest way to cash in your life policy ever. Man, that was some mess. If 
you could see the Gooks, you were dead - usually. I was lucky.‟ He remained 
alone in his own private hell as he relived God knows what. Nothing more 
could be said. He did wave as he left me on the concrete at Clinton 
Chemicals. I pondered on what hell I might unleash. But then I remembered 
the horror of the twin towers and thousands of dead. 

I marched resolutely into the entrance, clutching a scrap of paper. 
The receptionist said nothing as I asked him to copy it. For some 

reason I could not say, I wanted to keep the original. It seemed to be too 
personal. It was not the usual love letter, but it was as precious to me. 
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Al was his ebullient self. The test results had been good. The moth-
eaten garment had passed the most stringent screening. It had not registered 
anything, it seemed to be inert. 

But. At the coded signal, it relayed the sound faultlessly and then 
switched itself off again, waiting, recording. The evaluation caused a minor 
stir among the agents. There was grudging admiration, but also jealousy that 
it hadn‟t been the US that made it. 

Al welcomed it with open arms. 
The team knew that he was impatient for it to be put to use. We were 

eager to complete it, but dreaded the work involved. I would not see Liza for 
some days. I was not the only one missing a loved one. Except, perhaps the 
two youngest. Glenn and Alex had found a shared love of classical music as 
well as their joint genius in circuitry. I was not happy, I needed Alex. For the 
first time I began to wonder if I could afford to tempt Glenn as well. It struck 
me that whatever the cost, could I afford not to? 

The meeting in Al‟s office was an amalgam of emotions. We had 
heard of the President‟s speeches and were disturbed by the attack on the 
Central Mosque. We were more disturbed by the hysterical and „knee-jerk‟ 
reaction of a minority who were seeking out any Muslim, Arab, even 
Moroccans and causing trouble of varying degrees. No-one had yet been 
killed, but the atmosphere was ugly. The whole nation was edgy and 
nervous; the airlines were understandably losing money fast, Wall St had 
crashed, but not as badly as feared. The grim work on the World Trade 
Centre was being doggedly and horrifyingly carried on. Every day there was 
a revised estimate of the dead, every day there was a bright spot as some 
„missing person‟ turned up. The world reactions ranged from the jubilation 
of the Taliban and the Hamas to the outrage of Great Britain‟s government. 

In between there were the shades of censure and dismay that 
reflected the conflict in the minds of ordinary people of nations the world 
over, depending on affinity to Islam or the US. No-one in the States doubted 
that there would be a military response, but as no-one had actually claimed 
responsibility, the boiling rage had nowhere to go. 

Al was calm, almost sombre as he reported the test results. For 
myself and my team, there was an acceptance that it would do all that was 
required of it. But then we had built our reputation on utter reliability. In our 
tight, small team, we had grown to almost read each others thoughts, nothing 
was hidden, nothing was botched, nothing was rushed. 
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We were still apart from the others, not least in the way we worked. 
We worked from theory to practice, methodically and step by step; 

time was not the overriding priority: Al and his crew were always eager to 
try out the first prototypes and right the snags after field tests. 

This fundamental difference was an irritation that could have been a 
complete polarisation, had it not been for Alex and Glenn. I hated to admit it, 
but it was their enthusiasm and their oblivion to anything else, that led to the 
project‟s being completed. That and their genius at circuitry design. I was 
becoming aware of the way that Al was also aware of the situation. He 
coughed loudly to still the buzz of conversation. 

All eyes were on him as he put the tatty looking textile on the desk, 
„As far as it goes, this is just what we need.‟ There was a general sigh of 
pleasure as he went on, „The detection meters registered nothing in the 
passive mode. There was absolutely no indication that there was anything 
other than what it seemed to be.‟ He paused, before speaking thoughtfully, 
„In the active mode we were able to detect activity on a narrow micro wave 
band,‟ Alex and Glenn exchanged glances, „but this was very difficult to 
pinpoint and well below the level that most field operatives use.‟ He allowed 
himself a wintry smile, „In short, the agents were shocked. They were 
impressed, but horrified at the thought that there could be something that 
they couldn‟t detect, something that some other country could use against 
us.‟ 

The room was silent as he stood up, his bulk filling the big room, „I 
want to speak to Alex, Bert, Glenn and Bill. The rest can have an extended 
coffee break, we‟ll reconvene at Two.‟ 

There was a definite sense of unease as the others left the room, I 
was not imagining the distrust that came most strongly from Frank, but was 
in Homer‟s eyes as well. I was not used to this infighting, I would not be 
sorry to see this particular bit of business concluded. 

Al either did not see or chose to ignore the looks and the sense of 
exclusion. I suppose he was used to it, being the head of a large concern; a 
large, secretive concern at that. Either way, it went without comment and he 
sat us down in a semi circle. I was not too happy to see the signs of strain on 
his face, „I wanted to see you before I went into production, if a run of three 
can be called production, as I want to look more closely at the capability of 
the program being run. The switching on by satellite was all right here, but 
will be much more problematic in the field, desert, jungle or wherever it ends 
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up.‟ Alex and Glenn nodded, Bill and I kept a straight face. This was our 
usual position. This was why we insisted on utter reliability. You don‟t get 
two chances if you even get one in the game of hide and seek. 

Al looked at me, „Nothing to say, Bert?‟ 
I looked as casual as I could, remembering that Al was seemingly 

able to read my face like a book, „Just normal as far as I‟m concerned, 
nothing is ever perfect. But we try just the same.‟ 

He grinned at that, „Attaboy. You‟re a real Brit!‟ He smiled at my 
squirm when he said „Brit‟ he knew I hated it, but still said it to rile me. The 
grin faded, „You‟ve all seen the news and the propaganda. Strictly between 
us, the pressure on the President to hit somebody is growing. There has been 
a prime suspect and an organisation under surveillance for years. This is 
simply a more successful attempt than the last one on the World Trade 
Center. What upsets me and so many others is the failure of our people to 
stop it. We have fifty security agencies of one sort or another. Between them 
they had enough information to be ready for the bombers.‟ He almost threw 
up his hands in disgust, „But they are so concerned with their own bit of 
empire that they won‟t pass intelligence between them. The President‟s so 
furious that somebody‟s head‟s going to roll. I want to get this show on the 
road before the fan even starts to turn.‟ 

We shared the incredulity at the secrecy between agencies. We 
chafed at the barriers and the crazy way that secretive department heads kept 
vital knowledge deep in their own files. It wasn‟t only in the States that there 
was this problem. It was a major achievement if MI 5 and MI 6 even said 
Hello. 

Al rumbled on, „I want to be able to find the brain behind this evil 
business, and I want to do it quickly, before we start something that will pour 
gasoline on the fire. If we send in the Marines without knowing who and 
where, we‟ll become the aggressors; we‟ll be seen as warmongers and the 
world will say we deserved it.‟ 

We all knew what he was up against. It was becoming clear that 
Clinton was not the bull he pretended to be, but was in reality a very shrewd 
man. 

Interrupting quietly, I spoke, „For one, I want to stop this as soon as 
possible. We don‟t want any wars, holy or not. The first priority is to find the 
source. For that reason, I‟ll work all day and night if necessary.‟ The murmur 
of assent told me that the others were with us. I added, „I‟d like these young 
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„uns to sort the circuitry, incorporating a few refinements, that could improve 
the capability, reduce the time for transmission for one thing and to increase 
the range that the satellite control can operate from.‟ 

Al held up a hand as Glenn flushed, „I know! But I‟ve a hunch, no, 
more a strong hint, that we‟re going to operate in harsh desert conditions, 
with very little external radiation. So it‟s got to be one hundred and one per 
cent right.‟ The glower on Glenn‟s face was eloquent. He was a Prima Donna 
of the firm and Al wasn‟t too gentle with him. I wondered how I would have 
handled it. 
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CHAPTER 21 
 

Concentration. 
Al broke up the meeting, but asked me to stay. As the others left, his man 
Charles came in with the silver tray bearing coffee and biscuits. Smiling to 
myself I compared the opulence of Al‟s with the instant coffee and mugs of 
my own workshop. It made a change anyway. The Andean blend was 
smooth, civilised, but with a wonderful, rounded texture. I wondered if I 
could scrounge some to take home. At the thought of „home‟ I mentally 
wandered for a second or two. Would I be sharing „home‟ with Liza? 

I sat up as Al clinked his cup in the saucer, breaking the reverie, 
„There‟s something I want to say to you and you alone. This must not go to 
anyone. I mean anyone , do you understand?‟ 

I smarted, „Yes and No. Yes I hear what you say, no, I don‟t 
understand why you need to say this to me. Surely you know by now...‟ 

„Stop right there and listen. This is more than just gathering data. 
This is going, I hope and pray, to take us straight to Mr Big. What I‟ve not 
told anyone else is that I‟m using some CIA and NASA operatives to channel 
thoughts OUT to the eavesdropper, to make sure it does get to the top. I‟m 
waiting for one in particular, another limey, who‟s been working on 
psychology and hypnotherapy to find out what the astronauts really were 
thinking about, not what they put into the reports. 

Icy fingers twitched at my guts, Al was getting into the wild-eyed 
ways of the lunatic fringes of the CIA. I knew full well that they used 
voodoo, superstition and local fears as it suited them. I had recently read a 
secret report about the agents in the Phillipines, who took freshly killed 
insurgents into the jungle, bled them white and left two prominent puncture 
wounds on their throats to whip up the local fear of vampires among the 
rebels. 

„Al stop there. I want no part of these crazy schemes. I deal in 
hardware and hard facts, not getting hooked up to any witch doctor.‟ 

Al spluttered, „Harry would split his sides to hear that. If anything 
he‟s more stuffy than you.‟ He roared at my outraged expression, „You‟re as 
English as a bowler hat. No-one could ever mistake you for what you are.‟ 
He pounded the desk, making the china rattle, „Bert, I like you and I trust you 
as no-one else in this goddamn world. And that‟s a fact.‟ 
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There was a brightness in his eyes, at odds with his tough exterior. I 
suddenly saw him for what he was. A lonely man, who wanted to trust, but 
could find none to do so. 

I felt sorry for him. I wondered how he got like that, „I still don‟t 
want to be involved in something that can‟t be relied on. I don‟t work that 
way, never have. You can have the, what did you call it? The „eavesdropper‟, 
but I want no part in the attempts to go beyond the boundary of reason.‟ 

He said nothing, but pressed a button. The windows darkened, a 
screen seemed to emerge from the wall behind him, „These are some KGB 
films that have been sold to the West by someone anxious to buy a life style 
that he‟s not used to. Just watch.‟ 

There was a plump woman, dowdily dressed, she waved her hands 
over a round ruler on the desk. It rolled one way then the other. She seemed 
to have the ability to move it without touching it. It looked like a cheap 
magician‟s trick. The next was of a man in a white coat doing something 
similar with a flat ruler: This time it lifted off the table a few centimetres. 
Then there was a room with three people; the dumpy woman, the man in the 
white coat and another man in a cheap suit. The woman shut her eyes and 
went into a sort of trance, something like the thing that the fire walkers of 
Borneo did. The man in the cheap suit started to flush in the face, to gasp for 
breath and finally slumped in the chair, mouth open in anguish. The white 
coated man stopped the woman, who fell face down on the table. The man in 
the suit slowly recovered. 

I stared at Al. 
He switched the show off, the window faded to clear glass again. 

The September sunshine made the whole thing seem to be unreal. 
I waited. 
„Well?‟ he said. 
„Some cheap trick. You‟ve been had! I hope you didn‟t pay much for 

it.‟ 
„Suppose I told you that we‟ve tried it and it works?‟ I must have 

gaped, I said nothing. 
„It works.‟ repeated Al. 
„You mean, you can‟t mean ...‟ I did not know what I meant. 
Al was serious, „I mean that we have managed to harness the power 

of the mind in putting ideas into people‟s minds. We are able to influence 
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thought by locating the thought processes in certain people, amplifying them 
and transmitting them into suitable subjects in another room.‟ 

To say that I was speechless is a gross understatement. I was still 
reeling from the attack on Liza, the nearness, the future hopes. And now this! 
It was now crystal clear why Al was in such a rush. 

The military were going to have their way very soon, some poor 
Eastern country would be made the object of American spleen. And the 
Muslims would rally in a jihad so that the end result would be worse than the 
first. Unless ... Al did not need to be psychic to read my mind, I could see 
understanding in his eyes. 

„Yes. That‟s why. I need that eavesdropper yesterday. It‟s going to 
be guided to its destination by your technology and the ancient art of 
psychological persuasion; what was known by witch doctors, voodoo and 
even the Medieval church in Europe.‟ 

I was way ahead of him. The ability to make someone think he was 
doing one thing, while you wanted him to do something else has been the 
dream of manipulators as long as there has been people on the earth. 
Compared to this, the nuclear bomb is a firecracker. I could see the danger of 
this being in the wrong hands too. The icy fingers were on my back again. 

I shivered despite the sunshine and the air conditioning, „Al. This is 
horrifying. I want no part of it and I think I‟m going to go home right now. 
Do you seriously think that this will remain secret? What would the 
advertising trade make of it? Your sweater telling you to buy Blogg‟s corn 
flakes and not Kelloggs, your socks telling you to buy Clinton‟s windows 
and not Everest. It‟s immoral.‟ 

He looked taken aback, „What‟s immoral about stopping a war? 
Don‟t you want to save lives?‟ 

I was not to be sidetracked, „You know damned well I do. But what 
about after? Business is business, you know that more than most.‟ 

He retorted, „Unless we do something fast, there won‟t be any 
business for anybody except the undertakers.‟ 

I stood stubborn, „I‟m sorry, Al. There‟s been too much happen like 
this in the past. I can‟t be a part of it.‟ 

„Sit down and listen good, you moralist, you. Have you thought who 
tried to kill Liza and why?‟ 

„Leave Liza out of it.‟ I was as close to walking out as I‟d ever been. 
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„I wish I could! But she was the target and I‟m not too sure why. I 
need to find out what these bastards are up to. And I‟ll use any pressure, any 
means to do it. You might not want to keep Liza alive but …‟ 

He stopped as he saw murder in my eyes, I stood in front of him. I 
was raging, „Don‟t ever, ever say that again. You might be a heartless sod, 
you might be the biggest tycoon ever. But so help me, I‟ll kill you if you 
endanger Liza. She‟s not part of this, and I want to keep her out of it, out of 
everything. I‟m going to get her and go tomorrow. And don‟t try to stop me.‟ 

I turned to go, but stopped as he spoke quietly, „I‟m not going to 
waste my breath, I‟ll say this once. If it wasn‟t for me, Liza would be dead by 
now. One, I stepped in and whisked her from the noses of NASA. Two, I put 
her under the guard of our top Marines, and , Three, I let you go to her.‟ 

He growled in his own powerful way, „God knows why, but that girl 
loves you. She loves you so much that she was ready to let you think she was 
dead rather than tie you to an invalid. She thought she was going to be a 
physical wreck. She‟d lost the will to live, nothing mattered any more. It was 
only the thought of you that gave it back to her. You‟re the luckiest devil 
alive, do you know that?‟ 

I turned to see his face redder than usual. Tears from Al? I was 
shocked. I was moved by an unexplained and sudden change in my feelings. 

He went on, „I meant it when I said that you need to think who and 
why there was that attempt on Liza. There‟s a nasty leak here and I am sure 
that it‟s connected with Liza. There was another when she was on the 
DEMOLISH project and that damned near got her killed. Remember Annie?‟ 

I did remember Annie. Annie who had been so alive, had been so 
brutally killed by Stefan. The past was coming back to haunt me. 

„I‟m sure that Annie died because someone here put the finger on 
her. I‟ve had a bad feeling for some time here and I need to get to the bottom 
of it.‟ 

I felt my rage at Al ebb and drain from me, I sat in a daze. 
„Bert. I need that eavesdropper. And I need it now. And I need it 

more than you know.‟ 
He stood to look out of the window, but it was obvious that he was 

not looking at something visible to me. „I‟ve built this set-up to what it is 
now, by picking the key men and keeping them loyal by careful monitoring 
and reward. Up to this last few months, I‟d bet my life on any of them.‟ He 
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shrugged, „But now? I just don‟t know. I can‟t go on like this. I need to 
know.‟ 

He swung round, „I think there‟s a traitor here. I‟m almost sure. 
There was only a very few who knew who was at my place, only a few. Yet 
there was the attempt to silence her. I‟ve not told you before, but I must now. 
Liza is in mortal danger for something she knows. It must be important 
enough to take desperate action. This has all the fingerprints of Hamas or 
Hizbollah, the suicide attack by air, just like the WTC. But why?‟ 

I rummaged in my pocket to bring out the photocopy of Liza‟s 
squiggles. 

I put it on his desk. 
He stared at it as if it might explode. 
He looked up at me, „Where the hell did you get this?‟ 
I sat, „Liza.‟ 
We both sat and stared at the paper, Al said, „I think we‟d better go 

to see her now.‟ 
He slapped his forehead, „Damn! We‟ve got the meeting at two. But 

we must go tonight.‟ 
I was torn between the desire to see Liza again so soon and the fear 

for her life that was rising before me. 
We ate a silent lunch before the meeting at two. 
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CHAPTER 22 
 

Bad Vibes. 
The meeting for me was an excruciating affair. I already knew what was to 
be decided so I was not really paying attention. I was able to watch the 
others, in particular the three from Clinton‟s team. It was rather enlightening. 

I saw and observed. I also had impressions reaching me in waves. 
Glenn was eager to start and was chafing at the delays. He had all the 

impetuosity of young, angry men. He gave me the feeling that he was as yet, 
uncomplicated and not devious. He was attuned to Alex, many glances 
passed between them. 

Homer was more laid back. He was anxious to complete the 
assembly, but he saw that planning and theoretical reasoning would save 
time later. He appeared to be a settled, married man. I could imagine him 
with his feet in slippers, sitting with an equally plump wife. 

Frank. Now Frank was edgy. Frank was not an easy person to 
fathom. His face was dark jowled, his expression guarded. I felt no rapport 
from Frank, indeed I felt little from him, except the suppressed dislike. Frank 
did not seem to fit into Al‟s pattern of close employees, that he trusted. 
However, Frank did put in the idea of carbon fibres to incorporate resistors 
woven remote from the other elements. 

At the end of a gruelling three hours, the main parts of the design 
were thrashed out. Al insisted that everyone was to stay on the premises for 
as long as it took to complete the „Eavesdropper‟ as it had become known. 
All, that is, excepting Al and me. We were to go to The Rocks immediately. 

The animosity from Frank was almost tangible. But nothing was said 
out loud. 

It was going dark as I ran out to the Bell Ranger helicopter, with Al.  
The pilot was again the Major. He and Al were old buddies, a nod 

and hand clasp enough to convey reams of information. Al was in front, I 
was aft. I felt claustrophobic as I settled down. I had got used to the visibility 
of the Hughes, but I knew that the flight would be short, so I endured it. 

I was beginning to recognise the highways and their layout relative 
to the towns. We avoided these, possibly because of the low flying, but the 
main artery passed beneath us swiftly in a stream of automobile headlights. 
The approach was as usual preceded by the challenge and reply. The lawn 
was illuminated as we approached, so that I could glimpse a darker patch, 
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which turned out to be the Southern Marine, who raced across, to stick his 
gun muzzle at us until he was sure that we were genuine. 

I did not know whether to be glad or afraid. Al and I ran across the 
lawn, bent low as the Bell rose and left us. The light snapped off as it left, 
leaving us dazzled. We followed the Marine towards the house, which was 
dimly lit. Al entered and closed the curtains behind him. I found this amusing 
after the gimmickry with his office windows. 

Liza was there, dressed in the silk blouse and wrap-around skirt I‟d 
seen before. She was paler than I‟d expected, twisting her fingers in 
uncertainty. She came quickly to my side, „I didn‟t expect you back so soon. 
Nothing wrong?‟ She let her voice tail away as she saw the unsmiling faces 
we presented, „What is it?‟ Her voice had taken on a higher tone. 

I hastened to stop the welling up of the fear in her, „Nothing to worry 
about, it was, well, it was that address. You know the one you gave me.‟ 

She calmed down s bit, but there was an underlying fear that I had 
not removed, „Sorry to jump on you. My nerves.‟ 

Al turned on his charm. He sounded totally assured even to me, „It‟s 
likely nothing at all, but you know me. I never let go. Al Clinton allus gets 
what he sets out to get. Any chance of a coffee, I‟d think that by now you‟ve 
gotten right at home in my kitchen.‟ 

I started inwardly at this. This was OUR kitchen, Liza‟s and mine. 
But within a split second I kicked myself. It was Al‟s. It was we that were the 
interlopers. From that moment I swore that I would have Liza out and away 
at the very first chance. I realised that it had all been a dream that would 
soon end. 

But I wanted Liza, I needed her and I hoped and prayed that she 
needed me as much. 

Liza went into the kitchen, I started to follow, but Al put out his 
hand, „Let her do it alone, give her the chance to settle down. I didn‟t think 
her nerves were so shot up. Let me handle this, I promise to be tact itself.‟ 

We stood near the plate glass topped coffee table, Al whistling off-
key to himself. 

It struck me as it had before that he was a lonely man. All his power 
and money couldn‟t buy the one thing that I had been given. I‟m not really 
religious, but I thanked God for the greatest treasure in the world. 

Liza came in carrying a tray with three steaming cups, as she entered 
the wrap-around skirt swirled to reveal most of her shapely legs for an 
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instant. It was only a glimpse, but it sent my pulse racing and set up an 
intense jealousy of Al sharing that intimacy. 

Liza seemed not to notice, but placed the tray on the table, „Black for 
you Al? I‟ve done white for you Bert, OK?‟ 

I nodded as I took the cup and looked at her over the rim as I tasted 
it, „Great!‟ 

Al breathed out appreciatively, „Nectar, even the gods didn‟t have 
ambrosia like this. I haven‟t had coffee this good since I don‟t know when.‟ 

Liza sipped hers, she looked from me to Al and back again, „This 
address. I can‟t tell you anything about it. It was just a label.‟ 

Al grinned, „It‟s probably nothing anyway, but I can‟t leave any 
stone unturned; had Stefan gone there often?‟ 

Liza frowned, „You must realise that I knew him for such a short 
time. But as far as I know, it wasn‟t more than twice. The trouble is that 
Stefan never did confide in anyone, he was paranoid about anyone knowing 
where he‟d been. I think it was twice. Once when I was at the Poly, in the 
hall of residence, and once when I was about to move in. This must have 
been about six years ago. The only thing I am sure of is that the second time 
he was furious. Stefan had the most awful rages.‟ She flushed at the 
memories she evoked. I stood watching, burning with compassion. I suffered 
with her, but it was the thing she had to exorcise herself. 

„I don‟t suppose,‟ murmured Al, „that you can remember the date or 
even the month?‟ 

Liza‟s eyes narrowed, „Oh, yes I can. Both times. The first was 
during the first week of Ramadan. The second was Midsummer Day. Both 
were inconvenient for the Poly and he got into a row. Yes. I do remember. I 
don‟t know if it means anything. I really hope it does.‟ She shivered again 
and gulped some coffee, „I want to see the end of this affair.‟ 

I thought, so do I. The quicker the better. 
Life had seemed so simple only three months ago. 
Al looked satisfied as he noted these facts, „I think you just might. At 

least as far as we are concerned.‟ He stretched, „I don‟t know about you, but 
I‟m starved. I think there might be a pizza or something in the freezer.‟ 

Liza looked shocked, „How about goulash? I was about to make it 
for me, but it won‟t take long to enlarge it?‟ 

Al‟s smile was eloquent, „Now you‟re talking.‟ He turned to me, 
„You‟d better grab this girl quick before I take her myself.‟ 
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There was a silence. 
Al knew he‟d trodden on some eggs, he simply turned and walked 

out. 
I saw Liza‟s shoulders heaving, I went to her to turn her face to me. 
As I did, I was shaken. 
Instead of the tears I dreaded, she was laughing almost in hysteria, it 

was my turn to gape. 
„Bert. I‟m sorry!‟ She threw her arms round me. 
„Oh, Bert. He‟s such a force. He‟d be a disaster in the Diplomatic 

corps.‟ 
I did not know whether to laugh or cry myself. I was in turmoil 

again. In the end I merely kissed her gently and said, „I might just do that 
myself one of these days.‟ 

As the warmth of her body under the silk reached my chest, I felt that 
I wanted to do it there and then. I saw her face change to an open-eyed 
realisation that I might not be able to stop myself. 

She dropped her arms and spoke quietly, „I think I‟d better get on 
with the Goulash now.‟ 

I felt the magic fade. The moment was shelved for another time. 
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CHAPTER 23 
 

Calm. 
The Goulash was an undoubted success. Al was chatty, but more subdued 
than usual: I was getting used to being with this new Liza. I enjoyed the 
domesticity, the heady delights of the nearness of her presence. For Liza‟s 
part, she seemed to be more feminine, softer and infinitely more 
understandable; I really sensed the growing bond between us. I didn‟t care 
that it was obvious to Al as well, indeed I gloried in it. 

All too soon it was over and we sipped the coffee in the lounge area 
behind the drawn curtains. Liza and I said little, there was no need for words 
as we sat and saw our reflected emotions in the other‟s eyes. 

Al wisely decided that he was not going to get far, so he stretched 
and stood, „I‟m going to hit the sack. I‟ll use the pent and leave you two love 
birds.‟ 

He stopped at the door, „Reveille,‟ he said in the American way, 
„Revelly‟ „is at seven so don‟t be too long.‟ 

He left us alone. 
Liza was standing as usual, but she was drooping. I stood beside her 

and held her hand. Oh, how I wished I could hold her, crush her to me. But 
the memory of her raw back made it impossible. 

Instead, I gently spoke, „You get into bed, I‟ll play the mate and load 
the dishwasher.‟ I hurried on as she started to object, „I have lived alone for 
some time, I do know what I‟m doing.‟ 

She grinned a pale expression of mild amusement at this, I was not 
sure, but I thought I also detected a hint of pleasure at my attempt to care for 
her. But she did go and I managed to stack the pots without a mishap. 

I turned out the lights and drew open the curtains, I stood wondering 
what was going on out there. 

I could almost imagine the Marines crouched in the dark. I thought 
that they were probably cursing their nurse-maid job of this wet foreigner. I 
sighed and went to the bedroom. 

Liza was lying on her front as I entered. She was lying unclothed as 
usual on the cream sheets, the duvet pulled back as an invitation to me to join 
her. 
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As I looked at her, I felt emotions of love, desire and protection 
whirl in my mind. Love had never been like this before. To me she was 
perfect. 

I took a step nearer. I was sure. 
Her back was less ravaged than that first horrifying moment I had 

seen it. 
She did not move, but said in a muffled whisper, „Yes, it is much 

better.‟ 
I said nothing, I think I stopped breathing, afraid of breaking that 

hope. 
She raised her head enough to speak clearly, „Yes, my darling, it is 

much better. I can feel it. I am willing it. I think it will be soon.‟ 
I knew what she meant. It was also the first time she had called me 

„my darling‟. I drew a deep breath. 
The future was looking good. 
It was far too precious to spoil. I could not undress, not sure of my 

reactions if we were both in our usual, nude sleeping state, but was only too 
aware of my rising desire for her. I suspected that Liza was in that vulnerable 
frame of mind that would lead her to rash action, so took a firm hold of my 
feelings and kept from a contact that would lead to regretted intimacy. It took 
an immense amount of self-control to do so, but I lay down in my 
increasingly disreputable slacks. My resolve reached breaking point as she 
kissed me tenderly. The agony was exquisite; so near, yet so far. I prayed for 
sleep to end the torment. Liza sighed contentedly, turned away to fall asleep 
almost instantly: my rest was slower coming and was filled with a lurid 
dream. We were in a tropical sea, we swam naked, circling and turning in the 
green, clear, warm waters. There was no need to breathe, we flowed and 
swirled as easily as fish. In that nirvana of sheer pleasure we were re-born , 
living and sensing the mutual bliss of souls united, free from all constraints. 
The release from sexual strains was the basis of my utter peace; I wanted it to 
endure for ever. 
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CHAPTER 24 
 

Storm. 
Shaken into the real, hard world by a hand on my shoulder, I struggled from 
the depths, disorientated until I heard Liza‟s voice calling softly, „Bert. Bert. 
Keep quiet and listen.‟ 

As I groggily sat up there was a gentle beeping sound, that I could 
not place. It was dark and silent but for the insistent sound. In the gloom I 
saw a shadow move, a hand touched my mouth. Liza hissed, „Don‟t say 
anything.‟ She removed her hand, „There‟s someone coming up the track.‟ 

I was still trying to relate my surroundings, „What? Who?‟ 
„Sshh!‟ Liza fiercely whispered, „There shouldn't be anyone. 

Especially now.‟ 
„What? What time...?‟ 
„Four in the morning. Keep quiet and listen.‟ 
There was a lighter square as the door opened, but it was almost 

blotted out as a figure entered. I relaxed as I heard Al‟s rumble, „Don‟t say a 
thing. I‟m going to the lounge, I can see from there. You stay put.‟ 

Muddled and angry, I began to get my bearings, „Not on your life! 
I‟m coming too, I want to know what‟s going on. I want to see.‟ 

„OK! But not a peep out of you. We should be safe enough with the 
boys out there, it‟s them that‟s let us know. Now not a squeak.‟ 

The three of us, Liza in a hastily donned robe, me tramp-like in my 
crushed tweeds and Al in some sort of track suit, crept into the lounge. 

Al saw the opened curtains, waved a huge hand, „You?‟ 
Stupidly I nodded in the dark, but then whispered, „Yes.‟ 
He seemed tense. It was evident in the set of his shoulders, the way 

he leaned forward, his shallow breathing. It seemed then that there was a 
great sadness in his mind that flooded mine as well. 

We watched as car lights swept up the drive to fill the clearing 
outside. 

The headlights were suddenly doused, the engine turned off. 
Al spoke with a bitterness that verged on rage, „If that‟s Homer‟s 

car...‟ 
Nothing happened, no-one moved. The car just sat there with the 

parking lights glimmering. 
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We could see that there was a figure in the driver‟s seat, but there 
was no movement. 

We stood, frozen into improbable, shop dummies, I don‟t think we 
even breathed. 

It seemed to be endless. Terrible sensations were reaching me, 
loathing, terror, rage and a hypnotic force, drawing, inviting. I was sure that 
Al was angry and outraged. But there was another feeling, almost a silent 
scream. The fearful dread of death, an anguish that was so desperate that it 
was semi-hysteria. The two mingled in my mind to rise as panic that 
threatened to engulf me. 

There was the merest movement at the edge of the clearing. A 
shadow moved. No. there were two shadows. One slowly detached itself to 
slither round the back of the car. 

At the same time there was a new sensation. 
Hate. Hatred of an intensity I‟d never felt before. 
The shadow merged with the rear of the car. 
The shocking feeling of hate was erupting and I saw in my mind fire, 

flames; I felt pain and agony. 
I could not stop myself. 
Before Al or Liza could stop me I ran to the window. I wrenched it 

open and yelled at the top of my voice, „Get back! Get...‟ 
Al‟s bear grip and his hand slammed across my mouth silenced me. 

He dragged me back, squirming, into the lounge. 
„What the hell do you think...?‟ 
I had to speak, twisting with frantic strength, I wrenched free from 

his hand, „Get down, for god‟s sake GET DOWN.‟ He looked for a 
millisecond, but threw himself down as I hurled myself at Liza to pull her 
down behind the settee. As we were still falling, the whole world erupted. 
The car simply disappeared in a burning cloud of flaming fuel that seemed to 
be moving in slow motion, coming to us, swelling hideously, glowing 
yellow, red and orange. It swept to the open window and swirled into the 
room. Behind the furniture I felt the intensity of the heat, the compression 
wave, the cracking of the glass and somewhere an animal cry of deepest pain 
that was blotted out by the thunder of the detonation. 

It was Lichfield over again. 
My mind flew back to that terrible moment when I thought I‟d lost 

Liza for good. I heard myself screaming, „Liza. Liza.‟ 
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The shock subsided as suddenly as it erupted, replaced with the 
sound of crackling of burning. The whole scene was hell. 

Flames were leaping from the wrecked car, the trees were lit by the 
pyre, something was rolling on the ground, the room was on fire, water was 
pouring down, soaking us through; a bell was urgently clamouring. 

I looked down, Liza was crushed beneath me, her face was awful to 
see, she was rolling in agony as she lay on her back. Shocked I tried to stand, 
but my legs wouldn‟t take me, I rolled and fell to Liza‟s side. 

Al roared over the inferno, „Let‟s get the hell out of here.‟ 
He carried me and half dragged Liza through the door to the 

corridor. Horrified I saw that Liza was barely covered by the robe, but Al 
didn‟t seem to notice. He pushed us into the bedroom, which seemed to be 
another world. The kitchen was ablaze, but the corridor was only just 
beginning to fill with smoke. 

Al dragged me upright, „What in hell‟s name were you doing?‟ 
Drained, I flopped onto the bed, whispered tearfully,‟I felt the hate.‟ 
„The what?‟ he roared. 
„The hate.‟ I spoke firmer, „Don‟t ask me to explain. I just knew. 

That‟s all. I just knew.‟ 
Al stood back and looked at me as if I was a freak. 
He remained silent as I continued, „You were angry.‟ Anger and utter 

disappointment flitted like bats across his face. „Someone was terrified.‟ I 
paused, then rushed on, „It was the implacable loathing, the fire, the 
flames...‟ 

„But what made you...?‟ 
„The flames.‟ Speaking strongly, I looked up at his bulk, „I saw the 

flames, I felt the hatred.‟ I spoke firmly as I recalled that terrible sensation, „I 
saw it before it happened. I felt it,‟ I tapped my head, „here.‟ 

Al took a step back as if I was a leper, „You felt it?‟ 
I nodded, all at once too tired to talk, I slumped, defeated, broken on 

the bed. 
It was Liza, a re-born Liza, a phoenix rising from the ashes, who saw 

what had to be done, „Please Al, trust me. Let us dress. We‟ll be one minute. 
Is there another way out of here?‟ 

As if to emphasise the urgency, smoke began to curl below the door. 
Al snapped to the matter in hand, survival, „Sure. Let‟s get out first.‟ 
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He opened a door, concealed as a bookcase at the rear of the room. 
Clean, fresh air swirled in, some of the smoke wafted out, „Allus knew it‟d 
come in handy one day.‟ He smiled at Liza‟s state of undress, „Guess I‟d 
better see you all out back in a minute.‟ 

He went out as Liza threw off the robe and dragged on slacks and 
shirt. 

I had nothing to change ito, my clothes were by now only fit for 
burning, but I had only the one set. I had no choice. Liza grabbed a hand bag 
as she scurried out of the door in to the sweet air. 

She breathed deeply, „I didn‟t thank you for saving me back there.‟ 
Weakened and concussed, I stumbled after her into the dark, „I seem 

to be always throwing you to the ground. I‟m sorry if I hurt you .‟ 
As if this had released some inner strength, or maybe it was training 

asserting itself, she became the strong woman I‟d fallen for in Lichfield. I 
could see a smile in the flickering from the flames. 

„Don‟t make it a habit, that‟s all.‟ 
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CHAPTER 25 
 

Flight. 
Al growled to us, „Keep behind me. Keep close. Lips buttoned.‟ 

Weary, my back hurting, legs made of rubber, I was in no mood to 
do anything else; so I shuffled after the big man as he made his way 
assuredly in the dark and drifting smoke. 

He halted. I almost fell into him, Liza grabbed my arm. 
Feet scuffled in the murk, a voice called threateningly, „Alpha.‟ 
„Centaurus.‟ 
A figure in battle fatigues appeared before us, „Sir.‟ 
Al snapped, „Well. Report.‟ 
„The Lootenant Sir. He‟s, he‟s bought the farm. He‟s had it.‟ 
Al slumped and then stood up straight. „Radio.?‟ 
„Kaput, er it‟s knocked out, Sir.‟ 
„Who else?‟ 
„Just the Lootenant. Joey and me. We‟re AOK. We were under cover 

thanks to the shout.‟ There was a gulp, „Lootenant was too late.‟ 
Al glanced briefly at me, then turned to the soldier, „You and Joey. 

Guard the house. Don‟t try to kill the fire. If the sprinkler works, it‟ll do it 
alone. If not...‟ he shrugged, dismissing the matter as over and done with. 

„We‟re going for help. Same challenge and response. Shoot to kill.‟ 
There was a momentary lapse, before the reply, „Yes Sir.‟ 
The soldier doubled off as Al led us to a garage set into the hillside. 

A remotely operated door hummed open, a dim light revealed a Viper in 
bright red. As we approached, the highly-tuned engine roared into life, the 
rumble was even deeper than Al‟s. The beat was slightly uneven as if eager. 

Al opened a door, „Sorry, Bert, you‟re going to be uncomfortable. 
Wriggle behind the seats. This is only a roadster - two seats.‟ He looked at 
Liza, „Can you stand to ride in a bucket seat?‟ 

Liza‟s pale face was set, „I‟m not staying here, that‟s for sure. I‟ll 
survive.‟ 

We settled ourselves in our allotted discomfort and Al gunned the 
motor, scattering the gravel as he surged out of the garage. I looked back to 
see the door closing as we drew away. There was no sign of Joey and pal. I 
could only assume that they were there somewhere. 
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Al did not spare the suspension as he bounced and lurched the car 
rapidly along the dirt track. It seemed to be suicidally fast to me; but then the 
parcel shelf in a Viper is not the most comfortable transport. I can assure you 
of that from hard experience. 

As we plunged into the blackness, it struck me that Al was driving 
without lights. Much too fast for safety. 

In the early light of dawning day, I saw he had on some goggles. Of 
course. Night Vision Goggles. 

I relaxed as far as I could. It was premature. 
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CHAPTER 26 

 
Trap. 

I tried to relax as Al swung the big car round the twisting, dirt road, the trees 
beginning to show as black silhouettes against the sky of the false dawn. He 
was on his own ground, but it still seemed to be lethally fast without lights. 
There was a slight lightening of the gloom as we entered a short straight that 
lead to the blacktop. Al hit the gas and accelerated. 

It was this that saved our lives. 
As we passed the ranch-type fence of the boundary, there was a 

sudden spurt of flame from an automatic rifle. I felt the thud as one of the 
rounds hit the trunk inches from me and heard deadly whine of the ricochet 
as others hit the road behind us. 

Al floored the accelerator and turned to look at the direction of the 
weapon, he swore some unintelligible oath as he roared on to the state road. 

I felt the power surge through the wheels, the tyres shrieked in 
protest as they scrabbled for grip; stones flying like bullets we shot down the 
highway. 

Certain that we were going to die, I was terrified. I was only unsure 
whether it would be from a bullet or a smash. 

In my memory I recalled that I had seen this road from the air. It had 
seemed to be serpentine, the sort of drive that would be very scenic taken 
slowly on a sunny day. Definitely not in the pitch black at God knows what 
speed. In the frantic dash, the pre-dawn palour had turned in my mind to 
blackest night. Behind us, headlights snapped on and snaked about, before 
slashing the darkness, racing after us. 

Liza shouted, „You‟ll never make it in this tank, they've got a 
Porsche.‟ The image of Liza‟s car leapt into my mind and I recalled that near 
two hundred miles per hour dash on the M1. 

She rummaged in her bag, „Is there a sharp bend down here?‟ 
„It‟s all sharp bends down here.‟ snarled Al. „On a straight road, no-

one‟d catch me, but here.‟ 
The lights behind had caught our fleeing shape. There was another 

burst of firing, but there was only the chance of an unlucky shot hitting us as 
we squealed round one more of the bends. I looked out and wished I hadn‟t 
as I caught a glimpse of water below us. 
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Liza yelled to Al, „Slow down round the next bend and let me out. 
Then go like hell.‟ 

She saw his mouth open and spoke again, „Just do it!‟ 
I shut my eyes and prayed. 
At the next stomach-wrenching bend there was the sensation of 

spinning out of control, an acrid stench and the howling of ill-treated rubber 
as Al hauled the Viper round viciously, nearly throwing me over his head as 
he burned the tarmac braking hard. Liza flung herself out. The next instant I 
was thrown back as Al burned off more of his tyres accelerating away. 

I managed to wriggle enough to see the lights of the pursuer‟s car 
round the bend. 

For a split second I saw Liza‟s outlined figure, legs apart, hands held 
in front of her, before the car veered violently one way and then the other. 

It reared up as the lights illuminated a raw rock face. There was a 
smash of metal, one light went out. The remaining light weaved drunkenly 
back across the road and plunged through a wooden fence before falling out 
of sight. 

Al‟s stood on the brakes, nearly projecting me over his head. We 
stopped in a slowly dissipating haze of rubber smoke, I was stunned, 
disorientated, shocked and very, very afraid. After the pandemonium of the 
past few minutes, there almost silence, only the rumble of the Viper‟s engine 
and the distant sound of water rolling over stones. 

Struggling out of the rear space I saw Al running back along the 
road. I managed a few steps, but was totally unable to run. By concentrating 
on walking I gradually regained my co-ordination. 

Al was kneeling. 
It hit me. 
Liza! Somehow I raised the energy to run. Was I to lose her so soon 

after seeming to have found her? I strained into the darkness, but I could see 
nothing other than the bulk of the big man‟s body. Kneeling. Not moving. 

For what seemed an age I still ran, but my mind was screaming, No. 
No! It was a lifetime, but I reached them, panting, heart bursting, mind 
dreading the worst. 

In that unreal nightmare, I heard the most blessed sound of all, Liza. 
„Is Bert all right?‟ 
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She was sitting with a leg bent under her, white hair visible in the 
dawning light. Her right hand lay on the road, holding that black gun of hers, 
the one that I‟d seen in the park at Lichfield. 

When I‟d been facing the muzzle it had seemed as big as a tunnel. 
Now it looked a pathetically small thing to use against a car and machine 
gun. 

Liza looked up at me with a lop-sided grin that caught my breath. It 
seemed to be resigned, almost at peace, as if it was all over. I tried to speak, 
but my mouth was dry, my heart thudding. 

It was Al who broke the agony, „My God. That was some crazy thing 
to do.‟ 

Liza shrugged. It was a tired movement. 
Nearly hysterical, I screamed at her, „What the hell have you done to 

yourself? What made you do such a stupid thing?‟ 
She shuffled and spoke a bit more firmly, „What I‟ve always done. 

What‟s necessary. I just had to.‟ 
I kneeled by her, „Don‟t ever do that again. I couldn‟t stand it if...‟ I 

trailed away as she still sat there. 
„Liza are you all right?‟ I sobbed, „Tell me you‟re all right.‟ 
She must have realised the depth of my fears, she sat straighter, „I 

think I might have broken my ankle, I can‟t stand.‟ 
Lifted to the heights, I laughed, „It might keep you out of trouble for 

a bit.‟ Then I was sober, „You‟re sure there‟s nothing else? Sure?‟ 
It was her turn to laugh, „I‟m freezing, I‟m hungry, I‟ve no feeling in 

my left leg and my back hurts like hell.‟ She looked fondly at me. At that 
moment there was no-one else, nothing else mattered, „I‟m fine.‟ 

Between us Al and I lifted her onto her right foot, her left arm round 
my neck. 

„I‟ll get the car. Can you two manage for a mo‟?‟ 
We looked at each other and nodded. Al strode away, back in 

control. 
He backed the Viper rapidly, we sat Liza in the car and we went to 

the splintered fence. 
Below we could see the one headlight still glowing, but it was under 

water, casting a greenish glow. There was no sign of movement, no sound, 
but that of the water. We looked at each other. 

„Do you think we‟d better make sure?‟ I asked. 
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„Sure we‟d better. I‟m not risking any more.‟ 
The day was dawning, I heard the birds starting to chirrup and 

whistle. 
The car was not as far down as it had seemed in the twilight. The 

Porsche was recognisable, it was mostly the driver‟s side that was wrecked 
after the high speed collision with the rock face behind us. 

I drew a sharp breath. There were two bodies in the car, „I‟m going 
down.‟ 

And before Al could object, I‟d slid down the littered bank and was 
within a few feet of the wreck, pausing, there was still no movement, the 
stillness ominous. The screen was starred and splintered, but still intact. It 
was amazing that even the laminated glass could have remained in situ. But 
then I noticed. There were two starred areas with holes at the centres. 

Suddenly afraid, I hesitated; I was not used to death and mutilation. 
But then I thought of Liza and looked into the cabin staring, horrified. There 
were two men, or rather the remains of two men, held in the four point safety 
harnesses, harnesses that were amazingly effective at saving lives. But they 
might as well have not existed. These two were not only dead, their faces did 
not exist any more. I retched and felt sick. 

Al called down, „Bert. Are you OK?‟ 
Shaking my head in a vain attempt to remove the image I turned and 

started to climb slowly back. The bank now seemed to be incredibly steep 
and loose surfaced. I climbed and slithered back in a nightmare of shock and 
exhaustion until I was hauled up by Al‟s massive arm, „Well?‟ 

„Whoever they were, they aren‟t any more.‟ Shivering, I turned and 
retched again. 

Al shook me, „Get a hold. Were they Asians or what?‟ 
I glared. „I don‟t know.‟ Anger banished the unease, „They had no 

faces to show. I suppose that Liza had to do it, but it was horrible.‟ 
Letting me go he stared hard-eyed, „Now listen here.‟ but stopped as 

we both heard the wail of an emergency siren, „Let‟s get out of here, I‟ll find 
out later.‟ And I was once more bundled into the cramped rear space as Al 
slowly rumbled the Viper onto the twisting road. We had only gone yards 
before a Fire Department pick-up howled past, followed by a huge tender, 
festooned with men in helmets. 

Al shrugged, „I forgot ‟bout the fire.‟ 
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We were by now passing one or two property entrances. Al called 
over the engine noise, „There‟s a Mom and Pop down here. I‟ll put you two 
in it while I send for the cavalry.‟ There was his normal growl as he went on, 
„And don‟t move until I say so.‟ 

Getting angry at the way I was shunted about, I yelled over the wind, 
„And what are we to use for money? I certainly haven‟t any.‟ 

„Don‟t worry,‟ he called back, „it‟ll all be OK.‟ 
I should have known. 
We were installed quickly; a huge American breakfast arrived hot 

and Al was away before I could properly register where we were. I later 
found out that we were on the outskirts of Harrisonburg, but I was denied the 
pleasure of seeing the town. 

A local medic arrived as we were starting on the breakfast. He fussed 
over Liza‟s left ankle, which turned out to be severely wrenched, not broken, 
and gave her some painkillers. After all the fuss died down we were left 
alone for a time. 

Still not able to eradicate the horror of those shattered faces from my 
mind, I could not eat much of the food, in a post-shock state, I suppose, but 
as the adrenalin wore off, I was depressed and lower than I‟d been since the 
explosion at the Cathedral in Lichfield. 

That was the first time I thought I‟d lost Liza for good. 
Liza ate ravenously, but she was full of concern at my desultory 

picking away. When I confided the reason, she made me lie down. She drew 
the curtains and came to me, lying alongside me, her arm on my chest, 
simply letting the mutual warmth ease my tension. 

It must have worked because I slept deeply and dreamlessly for 
hours. 
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CHAPTER 27 
 

Respite. 
As I woke Liza was still lying with me. She saw the awakening and my 
recognition with an undisguised delight and kissed me lightly, almost 
chirpilly, „Come on sleepy head. All I seem to see of you these days is in 
bed.‟ 

I struggled to sit up as she rose, straightened her rumpled clothes and 
hobbled over to the telephone. Even in those soiled, casual slacks and loose 
top she was wonderful to see. I was alive with a wonderful woman, who 
loved me. The pleasure of Liza‟s company was marred as I remembered the 
events that now seemed so far away, I tried to say, „What‟s the time?‟ but 
was appalled by the croak in my voice. 

Liza was brighter, more alive, „Time for some lunch. I‟m starving. 
You‟ve been dead for three hours. I‟m going to ring for a Hawaiian.‟ she 
laughed at my expression, „a ham and pineapple pizza. With fries.‟ 

At the thought, the need for food came from my stomach as a pain, 
„Make that two.‟ 

I stretched and scowled at my increasingly rag-like clothes as Liza 
ordered on the telephone. Her smile faded at the sight of my serious face. 
She saw my serious face, „What‟s the matter?‟ 

My voice and gaze were serious, „You saved our lives back there.‟ 
She wrinkled a lip, dismissing the idea as ridiculous. 
Relentlessly I went on, „You‟ve done that twice now.‟ 
Her gaze was inscrutable. 
„You were nearly mown down. You could easily have died trying to 

stop them.‟ 
She still said nothing, was still expressionless. 
I stared her in the eye, „Why?‟ 
She still remained silent. I pressed on, „I must know why.‟ 
She limped heavily and came close enough to touch me, but did 

simply stood, „I just have to do what is needed. I think it is my Magyar 
blood.‟ Her tragic family history came to my mind as she continued, „My 
family have always been fighting for what we see as right, from the 
oppression of the Ottomans, the Austrians to the Communists. The women 
have always taken their place alongside their men.‟ She looked into the past 
with a dreamy far away stare, „My great grand-mother fought for my great 
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grand-father. It is outlawed now, but was common in the country villages and 
among the Gitan.‟ 

She smiled at me so sweetly, „Love has always been more important 
than life to us. I am one of my people.‟ 

Her matter of fact statement shook me to the core, was she really 
descended from someone who would even kill for love? I saw her in a new 
light. There was no falseness, no sense of wanting to make an impression for 
its own sake. Instead I felt more strongly than ever before her intensity, her 
singleness of purpose. As it dawned on me what love meant to her, it made 
mine seem tawdry, transitory and tame. My heart was beginning to thump in 
the most alarming way. For the first time I had a hint of what life with Liza 
could be. It was exciting and intoxicating. But it most definitely could not be 
dull. My ideas of settling down in my own quiet corner of rural England now 
took on the aspect of silly childish dreams. I was stepping into a void, 
trusting to my own intuition and Liza‟s power of love for me. 

I was humbled. 
It was no longer necessary to ask why she did things. I no longer 

needed to think that she might find me dull as the years passed. She was 
Liza. That said it all. 

She looked at me, „Am I a disappointment?‟ 
For answer I lifted her arms to my neck, aching to hold her tight, to 

crush her to me. I did the one thing I could do, I kissed her long and hard. 
The way that she pulled me to her, the way her mouth parted and I felt the 
fierceness of her wanting me rise up between us, put me into the realms of 
bliss. 

I don‟t know what might have happened if we hadn‟t been disturbed, 
but the pizzas arrived, borne by an excessively cheerful young man, who 
rattled on the door and sang out, „Domino‟s. We deliver, hot and fast.‟ 

As we sat on the bed eating the garlicky delicacy, I felt cheated and 
relieved at the same time. Liza was clearly enjoying the meal, there was no 
hint now of the heat that there had been between us so shortly before. Not for 
the first nor the last time, I looked at this mesmerising woman and wondered. 

We enjoyed an afternoon of talking, at last Liza seemed to be able to 
sit for some time without discomfort and had no desire to watch the TV 
rubbish. I can‟t remember what we said, beyond our separate family 
histories. Mine was very mundane, the way that the Fradleys had lived, all 
but unnoticed, in the Staffordshire countryside for centuries without getting 
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involved in political manoeuvring. I made it clear that it had been my 
intention to continue that tradition. 

But Liza seemed anxious to unburden all the family secrets. I learned 
of her childhood, her love of the horses on the plains, the boundary of the 
Danube, the Dunar to her, the fierce pride of race and tribe. 

It all was so unreal as I thought of my own quiet life. 
Her great-grandmother was one of the travellers, a Gypsy to us. Liza 

told me that the Gitan sometimes called themselves Manus. They did not 
recognise boundaries as such until the authorities started to clamp down on 
them. The travellers did not help themselves; they considered everyone else 
as outsiders, the gadze or jerks. 

It was this mutual distrust that had been the cause of great-
grandmother‟s fight. 

Maria had fallen for the handsome Janos, and fallen in the biggest 
possible way. The love was returned and so noticeably that the chief of the 
travellers had given her the ultimatum. Either give up this jerk and seek to be 
received back by the elders, or be declared polluted and barred from the 
community. Throwing back the challenge, she had gone to handsome Janus, 
effectively making herself an outcast of both the travellers and the villagers. 
Janus was not exactly overjoyed to find her on his doorstep, he was still 
young, fond of his friends and the life of freedom that he was privileged to 
have. Also there was another string to his bow. 

There was a girl who was stringing him along to make him chase 
after her. 

When Maria ended up, homeless and with no family, Janus‟ parents 
took her in as an act of duty-bound hospitality, but they made it clear that 
there was to be no presumption of nuptials. There might never be any if the 
family as a whole didn‟t agree. The rival was furious, so she tried to have 
Maria thrown out; but by this time Maria had made herself a great ally in 
Janus‟ mother, who disliked the other girl for her flirting ways. 

It came to a head one night, when Maria was cornered by the girl and 
her brothers. Maria threw out the challenge to fight for Janus if she had the 
guts. The brothers were not going to miss a good fight, so they set up a ring 
and let the girls at each other‟s throats. 

Liza laughed, „Poor girl. Great-grandmother was a wildcat. Not only 
that, she was in a back to the wall situation. She was fighting for not only her 
future husband, but her whole life. The girl didn‟t stand a chance.‟ 
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It was almost in awe that she said, „They had to drag her off the girl 
or there might have been murder.‟ 

The thought of such a woman for a wife made me shiver. 
It was then that I caused our first row. 
„It must have been very hard being a woman, dominated by the 

males.‟ 
Liza looked at me hard, „When?‟ 
I mentally shuffled my feet, „You know! In that society, the gypsies, 

I mean...‟ I let my voice tail off as I sensed her ire rise. 
„What do you know of the society there?‟ she snapped. 
„Well. Truth is, not a lot.‟ I hurried on, „But you yourself said that 

the women did all the work, the cooking, cleaning. It must have been - well, 
rather degrading. The men doing so little and giving all the orders.‟ The 
tension grew between us. I paused before I spoke again, „I‟m not a 
chauvinist, but I do believe in fair play.‟ 

There was a chilliness in Liza‟s voice, „The women of the Gitan 
were not degraded as you put it. It was up to the women to run things. It was 
they who took care of the morals, handed down the heritage, decided who 
should marry who and when they should move or stay.‟ 

I held out my hands, „You can‟t deny that the men went out to work 
and provide...‟ 

She was almost shouting now, „They went to fetch what they were 
told to do, the women felt sorry for the men. It was them who had to find 
something to fill their days, it was them who had to keep out of the way, they 
were chosen by the young girls, girls as young as thirteen or fourteen.‟ 

I was being chastised, „It‟s the women who keep those young girls 
from sex before marriage. It‟s still severely dealt with if a couple break the 
rules. Do you realise what I lost when I went with Stefan, what I‟ve lost 
being alone with you?‟ There was torture in her eyes, „I lost so much for 
Stefan. And he didn‟t care. He threw it all back at me.‟ She was breathing 
deeply, her breast rising under the light blouse, spots of colour in her cheeks. 
There was no doubt that I was being put down, just as those other men had 
been put in their places. I now saw the power of great-grandmother in Liza. 
She was nobody‟s underling. She was the dominant force. 

It was also clear to me that she intended it to stay that way. 
Or else. 
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I did the manly thing. I capitulated, „You‟re right. I know nothing. 
I‟ll shut up.‟ Vainly I tried to salvage the coziness, „But I think you‟re the 
best thing that could ever happen to this man.‟ 

She started to speak, a retort was forming on her delicious lips, when 
there was a hammering on the door, „Mr Clinton?‟ 

I saw outside a van with the words, „Joe‟s Diner. Hot, Hot, Hot!‟ 
The smell of hot burgers hit me as I opened the door and took 

delivery of a huge pile of boxes that steamed and oozed tempting odours. 
As the van left, Liza quickly spread the feast. Her anger had gone, 

but she was the one in charge. I decided that there were worse fates. 
We were very taciturn as we ate our evening meal, spare ribs, 

burgers, French fries and an enormous ice cream concoction before we 
retired. 

We silently lay in the way that I was becoming used to. To tell the 
truth, I was not sure how much longer I would be able to share the bed and 
remain unmoving. It was the feeling that I had to leave the running to Liza at 
this stage, that held me back as much as the other considerations such as her 
healing back and my own moral dilemma. Being brought up in a Methodist 
home, I had the in-built resistance to extra-marital affairs. But I think that 
this would have been submerged if Liza had shown the slightest hint. It just 
goes to show what a coward I am and how our actions are governed by 
complex, outward influences. 

We did sleep well and chastely. 
We did not want to know what the morrow would bring. Tomorrow 

would be soon enough. 
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CHAPTER 28 
 

Revenge. 
The early, pre-dawn, cold light woke me with a feeling that today was going 
to be different. I could not say why, but there was an edginess, an expectancy 
that made me shower and dress before Liza was awake. As I did I made a 
mental promise, determined to do something about my clothes today, come 
what may - they were definitely not fit for good company. Moving quietly 
about, I realised that Liza was awake, watching me from her face down 
position. She stretched and slid off the bed to stand with her back to me. It 
was all I could do to stop myself hugging her, but before temptation got the 
better of me, she pulled a wrap and covered herself as she turned, „I‟ll 
shower and dress before anyone arrives. I want to be out of here. I need to do 
something. I‟m sick of being shut up.‟ 

I started to say that she had done something yesterday, but I 
hesitated. Was it only yesterday? With a shock I realised the speed that 
things had happened. Liza went into the bathroom, the shower ran noisily, 
but another sound intruded, a car approached gently outside, it stopped, the 
engine note died and quiet descended. 

But not quite. 
Quiet footsteps approached, they were almost covered by the shower 

splashing, but they stopped outside the door. I held my breath. There was a 
gentle tap. 

Not daring to breath, I waited. Another tap. 
My heart was thudding deafiningly in my ears, I gave a nervous start 

at the gentle voice. 
„Mr Fradley.‟ 
Unable to move, the splashing from the bathroom continued 

deafeningly adding to the pounding of my own heartbeats. The quiet voice 
spoke again, it had familiar ring, why was I so tensed up? Events were 
turning me into a shivering wreck. 

„Mr Fradley. It‟s Frank. Are you awake?‟ 
Of course, Frank Shaw. Al must have sent him. 
Lulled by the relief of hearing a friendly voice, I opened the door. 

There was a chill as he entered. And it was not to do with the early morning. 
Too late, I wished I could have turned back the clock. If only I hadn‟t opened 
the door. 
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But it was much too late, Frank slid furtively in and shut the door 
behind him, not taking his gaze from mine. There was something in that gaze 
that scared me. Like a cobra watching a victim. 

Part of it was the blackness of his eyes. They seemed to burn into 
me. 

„Where is she?‟ 
Subconsciously I moved between him and the bathroom, he laughed. 

It was bereft of any humour, it was brittle and harsh and froze my blood. 
„Getting herself ready for her lover? Or washing away the filth?‟ 
Anger replaced the fear as I blustered, „I think you‟d better wait 

outside.‟ 
There was a glint in his right hand that stopped me dead. The knife 

was small, but deadly, he held a hobby knife, the scalpel sharp edge flickered 
at me as he moved it in small circles. It was mesmerising. 

A snarl curled on his lips as we heard the shower stop, he stepped 
forward in the terrifying silence. 

In my frightened mind there were fragments of facts flying as leaves 
in a gale. Al hadn‟t sent him. There had been the first news releases that the 
hijackers of the 11th had used such knives. There was the feeling of intense 
hate prior to the bombing of The Rocks. There was the ambush outside the 
fence. The target was Liza. And Liza did not know that Frank was here. 

The fear sent a shot of power through me that drove me to lunge 
desperately at Frank. I might have taken him by surprise, but in the haste my 
foot caught in the rumpled bedclothes to send me sprawling heavily against 
him, knocking him against the wall, and unable to grab the knife. Instead I 
fell on the floor as he twisted away. 

The knife flashed as it fell towards me. He slashed at me, I threw my 
arm up to protect my throat, blood spurted redly across his sleeve as the 
blade met my yielding flesh; my right arm felt cut through. 

The slashed material of my sleeve flapped horribly, gorily. 
Frank looked away from me, eyes glittering as evilly as the steel. 
Liza had emerged from the bathroom with a towel round her. 

Horrified I saw Frank‟s face turn to loathing, he took a step towards her, 
knife raised. In desperation I jammed my leg between his. I watched as he 
fell solidly. But for a tall man, he was quick. He started to lift himself almost 
before he landed. Liza hobbled and took a step backwards as Frank rose to 
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one knee. What happened then was so quick that I still can‟t remember 
clearly. 

Liza dropped the towel and kicked his head so that he grunted and 
fell on one arm. She kicked at that arm, so that he fell face down, arms 
spread, knife flying across the cheap carpet, now stained with my life-blood. 
In one blurred movement she hopped close to him to stamp viciously on his 
neck with her good leg. There was a sickening, crunching cracking and he 
flopped like a rag doll. 

Liza stood clutching to the bed for support, her face was grey, her 
chest heaving, then she saw me. 

She hopped back over to Frank, her face contorted with pain and 
concern as she saw the blood oozing from my slashed sleeve, „Bert. Are you 
all right? Bert.‟ 

I tried to smile, but I was feeling faint. In the distance there were 
voices, feet. Shaking my head I muttered, „I guess I‟ll live. God, this arm 
hurts.‟ 

Liza touched my head, „Don‟t let go. I‟ll wrap it up.‟ 
She retrieved the fallen towel to wrap it tightly round my arm, she 

kept talking, but I could not hear, she sounded a long way away. My vision 
was hazy, amazed I saw her reach for the knife. To my astonishment, she 
nicked her thumb and pressed the red drops into my arm to mingle with 
mine. Salty tears mingled with my blood as she kissed my cheek, „Now we 
are one. Now we are united.‟ 

She stopped and looked up as I felt a cold draught. 
I heard in the distance, Al‟s voice, „You do get into trouble.‟ 
He loomed over us as I tried to twist to look at him, he was backed 

by two open-mouthed policemen. 
His grin at Liza was frankly admiring, „You‟d better dress before 

you get arrested.‟ She glared daggers at him, struggled to her feet, hopped 
away and slammed the bathroom door furiously behind her. 

Al took all the ruined room in at one glance. 
Starting to pass out I heard him say, „I‟m so sorry Bert. So sorry. I 

was too late. Hell. I was such a fool.‟ The room, Al and the cops swam round 
in a grey mist as I fell into a soft, warm, dark hole. 

As I fell, I thought, „What‟s he sorry for? Not his fault.‟ 
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CHAPTER 29 
 

Confession. 
Slowly sound began to reach my ears, crickets were chirping. Except it 
wasn‟t crickets, too regular. Following the sound, light filtered through 
leaden eyelids as I came to in what seemed to be a hospital room. My arm, 
encased in a form of crepe bandage, was connected to a drip and I lay in a cot 
with instruments clicking or bleeping behind me. A trim nurse was watching 
me. As I groggily surfaced from a deep sleep she smiled, „How are we now? 
Feeling better?‟ 

The blandness and condescension grated on me, „You might feel 
great, I feel as if I‟ve had twenty rounds with Carnera.‟ 

She looked blank for a moment, then smiled again, „Oh. I see. One of 
your English boxers, I suppose.‟ I groaned and gave up. 

Moving quickly she laid a hand on my good arm as I struggled to sit 
up, „Now just you lay there and don‟t move. You‟ve lost a lot of blood.‟ 
Once more I gave up and laid back thankfully, but I was not done with 
talking, „Where‟s Liza - Miss Vancyk? And where the hell am I?‟ 

She soothed my brow with a cool hand and my mind with a calm 
voice, „Your wife is resting. You‟re in Mr Clinton‟s private clinic at the 
plant. Now why don‟t you just you rest a while. They‟ll both be in right 
now.‟ 

Shaken in more ways than one I retorted, „Who said Liza was my 
wife?‟ 

She blinked at the stupidity of men, „Why, no-one. It was so obvious, 
she didn‟t have to say.‟ Her face was lit up with pleasure, „I‟ve gotten used to 
knowing. I just know that you‟re too close to be anything else.‟ She sighed at 
the romantic notion and turned to go out of the room. 

Woolly-headed, I thought I heard Al‟s gravelly voice and heavy 
footsteps heading my way. Sure enough, Al once more darkened my doorstep 
as he thrust his bulk through the clinically white door. 

„Bert. Great to see you back with us.‟ 
The nurse nodded as he turned in query and fixed me with what he 

clearly intended to be a sympathetic grin. It was yet another time that he was 
working out what he could tell me and what he could leave unsaid. I was 
getting totally fed up with it. 
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„You‟re going to be just fine. A day in bed and you‟ll be good as 
new. Apart from a bit of embroidery on that arm.‟ The grin faded, „You‟re a 
tough bird, tangling with a terrorist holding a knife. Just don‟t do it too 
often.‟ 

Glacially I retorted, „And how come you employ terrorists? I thought 
your security...‟ 

Cutting me short he held up a hand and continued to look at me as he 
waved a hand at the nurse, „Out.‟ 

She went silently, the door clicking shut behind her. Al hooked a 
chair for him to sit on, his face was only inches from mine. I saw lines and 
strain that I‟d not seen before. 

„I‟m going to level with you. But it goes no farther. OK?‟ 
My arm was beginning to throb as the anaesthetic faded, I was abrupt 

as I searched for signs of duplicity, „Make it good. Make it all, don‟t leave 
out the juicy bits. OK?‟ 

It was obvious that Al was more than embarrassed; he was downright 
mortified. 

„OK. You deserve the truth. I used to be sure that my staff were 
above reproach. This has hit me hard. It hurts.‟ I could see clearly that it did. 
„I used to be sure. But not any more. I‟ve lost two of my top men through my 
own ornery cussedness and just don‟t know where I‟m going from here. 
That‟s a fact. I envy you your set-up.‟ He waved a hand at the ceiling, „I‟ve 
worked my butt off for all this and it‟s betrayed me.‟ 

Silent, I waited as he drew a deep breath, not sure if he was 
genuinely hurt or if he was putting on an act. I decided that if he was putting 
it on, it was a good one. Either way, it cheered me. He needed me badly 
enough to go through with it. The throbbing had grown, but I ignored it in the 
tension of the moment. 

„You know that Frank was a traitor?‟ 
„I‟d be crazy not to see that!‟ I spat back. 
He had the grace to look apologetic, „Sure.‟ 
Rising he stood with his back to me, „I was stupid enough to think I 

could handle this on my own. It was me that set Homer on your tail.‟ This 
shocked me mentally, but there was more, „I suspected for some time that 
there was a mole, a leak. I just couldn‟t bring myself to distrust my top 
people.‟ 
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He turned to me, „I told Homer that you and Liza were at The 
Rocks.‟ 

I felt turned to an ice block, „And Homer, good old Homer nearly 
blew us up. Thanks a lot.‟ 

He growled deeply, „Not Homer. Frank.‟ 
Confused, I coutered, „But you just said...‟ 
„I said I told Homer. But I told Frank that you were in a, well in 

another safe house. It was to see who let slip that they knew where you 
were.‟ 

It began to dawn, „So Homer told Frank.‟ I remembered the sense of 
panic and fear I‟d felt before the bomb went off, „So who...?‟ 

„I was totally bamboozled. Just like the CIA. Frank had connections 
with the London group, Islamic Observation Centre.‟ He looked out of the 
window as if seeking inspiration, „How could we be so blind? I suppose that 
we were all-fired so cock sure that we wanted to trust him. I‟d picked him 
personally, didn‟t want to be found lacking.‟ He struggled with his dented 
ego, „I was a fool.‟ 

The throb was beginning to get to me, I shuffled in the cot, but Al 
didn‟t seem to notice and went on, „I was so sure that my piece of clever 
subterfuge would show any faults. It sure did. Frank tumbled to what I was 
doing and hijacked Homer Steinbauer, using him and his car as a carrier for 
the bomb together with a suicide operative. After the helicopter attack had 
failed.‟ 

Bitterly he continued his castigation, „When they both failed and 
Liza wiped out the troops, he had one last shot, and by God, it nearly paid 
off.‟ 

I was bitter too, „What a crazy scheme. What a risk. If it hadn‟t been 
for Liza.‟ I left the words hanging in the air as an accusation. 

For myself I was just glad to be alive: for Liza I was furious. Al 
could see it in my face. He also saw the grimace as there was a surge of pain 
in my arm. 

„Gee. There I go thinking of me again and you... I‟ll get the doc.‟ 
I squirmed as he hurried out. There was a rasp of Al‟s voice and 

hurried footsteps on the sterile lino as the doctor entered with a tray. He took 
one look and filled a syringe, swabbed my upper arm and injected a sizable 
amount of something that must have been good, it acted almost immediately 



105 

and drowsiness welcomingly crept over me again. The doc ushered Al out, 
drowsily I thought that such a thing was impossible. 

I drifted into sleep. As I was fading, I kept hearing, „Your wife, your 
wife, your wife.‟ 
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CHAPTER 30 
 

Disclosure. 
I was out for the latter part of that day, but woke with a splitting headache 
and a raging thirst. The trim nurse was there again, seemingly inexhaustible 
and as chirpy as before. Her voice was soft and soothing as she looked down 
at me, „Feel hungry? Reckoned you‟d be by now.‟ 

She was right, I was hungry, but it had not struck me until she asked, 
the thirst was not only for drink. I croaked dryly, „You could say that. A 
horse would go down a treat right now.‟ 

Smiling at my feeble effort at a joke, she poured some water into a 
glass and held it to my lips. I could not bend my right arm and have always 
been cack-handed with my left. Some of the water spilled, but most of it 
reached the right place. It tasted delicious. 

I kept feeling woozy, but between us she managed to help me sit up. 
This tired me completely, so she left me and in an amazingly short time 
returned with a tray. I recognised most of the offering, steak looks the same 
in any language, but was not sure of the riced potato until I tasted it. Also I‟m 
not too keen on the mixed vegetables that they pass off as ratatouille, but by 
then I was not too fussy. It turned out that I‟d not eaten that day, and it was 
by then late, going dark. I gorged on the tender steak, wolfed down the 
pancakes and ice cream until bloated. 

I also felt better after a paracetamol, or whatever the tablet was that 
they gave me to ease the throbbing. Worried that I would not have the full 
use of my right arm, like the coward I am, I dodged the question. My father 
always told me off for evading important questions. I still do. 

After the guzzling and gorging I was dopey and relaxed. That is until 
I began to think of Liza. As I wondered I became more agitated and lost all 
my peace, so looked for something that resembled a bell push, but saw 
nothing. Before I could become really restless, the soothing nurse 
reappeared. She must have had some remote monitor and seen my fidgeting, 
„Uncomfortable?‟ 

I was short with her, mainly as there was no-one else to be hard on, 
„I want to see Al, Mr Clinton. As soon as possible. That is unless Miss 
Vancyk is about.‟ Her smile at my use of „Miss‟ grated on me for some 
unreasonable consideration. I was not feeling romantic or charitable in the 
least. 
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„Just get him.‟ I growled at her in a fair attempt at his voice. 
She just smiled and pressed a button above my head, „I see we‟re 

getting better.‟ 
„I‟m glad we are.‟ I glowered at her. 
Al was quick. Almost before I‟d finished speaking, he burst into the 

room, as he once put it; „like a steer in a pot shop.‟ He took in my truculence 
at one glance, „I hope you‟re not giving my staff a hard time.‟ 

I rasped back, as acrimoniously as possible, „It‟s me that‟s having the 
hard time. What damned time is it for one. Where‟s Liza for two?‟ 

He was contrite, „Gee, that makes me a lousy host.‟ He lifted his left 
sleeve to reveal his Rolex, „It‟s now seven thirty in the evening, hoped you‟d 
be having a real nice rest by now.‟ There was a smile lurking as he went on, 
„Liza‟s OK, she‟s getting some rest, needs it after that set-to. And she has a 
de-briefing tomorrow. Just leave her.‟ 

I was still hurt mentally as well as bodily, „Bring her the minute she 
wakes. OK?‟ 

Al spread his huge hands, „Anything you say old boy.‟ 
His beaming face made me distrust him, I trusted my gut feeling 

more, and it told me that Al was hiding something vital again. Trying to jolt 
him, I queried, „What‟s happened to the „Eavesdropper‟?‟ 

I definitely got to him with that, but he covered it well, „It‟s going 
great. Now Bill is satisfied that we‟re working for the same side, we‟re going 
like a runaway train. Now you just relax and we‟ll see you in the morning.‟ 

He turned as if to leave, but as a seeming afterthought, turned back, 
„The target‟s been selected. Does the name bin Laden mean anything to you? 
Or al-Q‟aeda?‟ 

At my obviously blank face, he said quietly, „How about 
Afghanistan?‟ 

Blankly, I shook my head, „Apart from the Red Army being 
humiliated, not a lot.‟ but swiftly racked my brain, „Isn‟t it somewhere 
between Pakistan and Russia?‟ Suddenly, urgently, ignoring the twinge in 
my right arm, I sat straight, „Is this to do with Hamas and Palestine?‟ 

„Nearly.‟ He spoke softly, but in earnest, „‟Till tomorrow. Bye byes 
for now and sweet dreams.‟ 

I called out, „Al!‟ but he was gone. 
The nurse tucked me back into the cot and dimmed the lights. 
Despite my anxiety, I drifted into a troubled sleep. 
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CHAPTER 31 
 

I cannot tell a lie. 
The morrow saw me fretting and eager to leave the ward or clinic or 
whatever they called it, to me it was a straitjacket. 

However. There was a mere matter of clothes. 
Not only had mine vanished, they had been dragged around, slept in, 

put through the mud and gravel of a river, not to mention being slashed and 
bled on. They would give Old Harry my tailor a heart failure, or as my GP 
would say coronary thrombosis. I did once listen to a horror lecture on heart 
disease that was intended to make me eat less. I can still remember some of 
the terms, even if I can‟t remember what the trouble was. The aneurysms, 
aortic stenosis, hypertensions and myopathy (something I‟d always thought 
was short sight) whirled in my brain as so many flakes in a toy, bottled snow 
scene. Little of it settled, so I just continued to munch away. But all this 
cogitation did not solve my clothing problem. 

Food was no problem, it arrived promptly and tremptingly; I was 
once more treated to the bland smile of the nurse and a big helping of 
American stodge. I tried to remember that lecture on the heart, but 
succumbed and ate too much as usual. 

She assured me that my clothes snag was all being taken care of, so I 
ate hungrily, greedily and too quickly. The result was an uncomfortable 
sensation in my middle. 

The nurse finally brought me some slacks and a roll neck sweater 
from my bag and some clean underwear. I refused her help in dressing. 

It was a mistake, I took far too long and was very frustrated as I 
finally left the ward to be met by a big man in a smart suit. He looked just as 
I imagined a security man to look. I would not like to tangle with him in a 
bad mood. 

I followed meekly to Al‟s office, was ushered in and the door was 
shut behind me. 

Inside there was the team as it now stood. 
Al was seated at his desk. Bill was standing with his back to the 

window. I felt his unease although not a word was spoken. Alex and Glenn 
were seated facing Al, their heads together over a circuit layout, they glanced 
up, smiled and bent to the layout again. 

Al cleared his throat as a sign that he wanted to start the proceedings. 
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There was a hush and he spoke. 
He spoke in a serious, almost sombre tone throughout, which was 

more unnerving than any ranting. 
„I thought I‟d bring you up to date to avoid any misconceptions.‟ 
Tension rose. Al spoke evenly, „There has been midnight oil burned 

and some butts kicked at the Pentagon, the White House, Langley and every 
agency that might have scraps of intelligence. There has been testing of the 
Twin Tower site, there have been a few clandestine arrests and one or two 
overt ones. Many Muslim States have rushed to disassociate from the 
atrocity and even the anti-American people have been less than eager to 
approve on the world stage.‟ 

He grimaced as if he had eaten an unripe plum, „The ones that have 
either voiced support or even glee are in single figures. Not surprisingly, al-
Masha‟al and Nasrallah are among them.‟ I was only vaguely aware of the 
names, but I had heard them mentioned before in England. The tones used 
left me in no doubt that they did not share a well-being for Israel, nor the 
West, especially the USA. 

„It is not surprising that after the bombing of the Embassies and 
European military bases they have been the subject of intense surveillance, 
but there has yet to be a breakthrough into their tight-knit networks.‟ 

The gloom and frustration at the inability to infiltrate the terror 
groups could be felt by us all. 

We looked solemn as Al continued, „Through the use of thousands of 
agents and the trawling of data, we have finally built up a profile of the 
master mind and the network involved.‟ 

We were listening with anticipation as Al paused. 
„We are now looking for Osama bin Laden, the wealthy recluse at 

the heart of the al-Q‟aeda terror group, he and some others are wanted for the 
assassination of Egypt‟s President Sadat, the gunning down of the tourists in 
Cairo and are believed to be behind the failed truck bomb at the Twin 
Towers as well as the bombings in Kenya in „98. In short, he is perhaps the 
most dangerous man in the world at present.‟ Al‟s eyes glinted with a 
chilling determination, „And I want him.‟ 

It was Alex who spoke quietly, cutting into our own private thoughts. 
„Are we absolutely sure, I mean...‟ She turned to stare at me, „I 

mean. There‟s a lot of hate at present with nowhere to go. Mr Fradley has 
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been at the receiving end of some of it, but can we tie the cause to the 
source?‟ 

Glenn started to go red, „It‟s gotten too far for pussyfooting around. 
How many do you want to die before you accept it. I read that Peter Bergen, 
a journalist rooting round after other bombings met this Laden guy. But did 
anyone listen? I‟ll tell you...‟ 

Alex stiffened, „Just „cos you‟re a Yank, Glenn, don‟t think...‟ 
„You‟ll listen. And listen good.‟ Al‟s voice whipped out. 
„Listen both of you. No-one‟s yet said, “I cannot tell a lie, I cut down 

your cherry tree,” so we have to piece bits together, to consider, compare. 
This Al- Q‟aeda group is watertight. No-one knows where this bin Laden is; 
or at least they‟re not telling. What we do know is that he hates the whole of 
the USA. He‟s said that all citizens of the States are legitimate targets. His 
aim is the annihilation of the whole goddamn West. There has been rumour 
and scuttlebutt that he‟s after nuclear and germ weapons. If that happens, he 
could devastate the whole continent, not to mention the world. Remember 
Chernobyl? Well think of that in New York, LA, Washington, yes and 
London, Paris. Try to imagine the result.‟ 

He sat back appalled at his own prophesy. 
Glenn stood. „If the CIA says so, then I ...‟ 
Alex‟s quiet voice stopped him dead, „Have you asked yourself why? 

Why the CIA did not say so before now?‟ 
Al hit the table. „I‟ll tell you why! Too many chiefs. Each guarding 

their own empire. And too many politicians scared sh -- witless. They 
demand proof. But there is no proof.‟ He spoke almost to himself, „Until 
now.‟ 

I could feel the familiar sensation on my spine. 
We were being used again. 
And there wasn‟t a damn thing I could think of to stop it. 
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CHAPTER 32 
 

Hunt the thimble. 
Bill had remained silent during all this, he took it in and weighed up the 
feelings as well as the statements, „So how are we going to persuade him to 
wear a tatty sweater?‟ 

Al was floored. 
If it hadn‟t been so like Bill I might have laughed. 
It was Al who finally burst out as he roared with a mixture of relief 

and Bill‟s audacity. Alex grinned in an English way: Glenn was totally 
confused. 

Al at last managed to splutter, „You and Bert‟ll be the death of me 
yet.‟ 

Bill remained inscrutable, but I knew what was in his mind. I‟d 
worked too long with him not to. 

Al spoke with a red face, but a deadly glint in his eye, „We are 
damned well goin‟ to!‟ 

Glenn was lost, he opened his mouth and shut it again. It was very 
wise. 

I said, „But not a tatty sweater. Eh?‟ 
Glenn‟s eyes started to focus. Alex nudged him, „How about an Old 

Etonian tie?‟ 
Glenn was annoyed, „Don‟t be so goddamned smart.‟ Alex reddened. 

Glenn didn‟t notice. But I did. 
Al stood to dominate the room, a quiet fell on us all, „It is not for 

general knowledge. But the last President signed an assassination order two 
years ago. And nothing‟s happened. Guess why.‟ 

There was an aversion of eyes. Of course we knew why. 
„And we‟re going to change all that?‟ Alex‟s quiet words fell on our 

ears with the effect of a smoking grenade. We waited with held breath. 
Al slowly sat, „Yup!‟ 
Bill did not need to look at me. I could almost read his mind. 
Now we knew why Al wanted, no; why he needed us. They had no 

hope of ever infiltrating the fanatics. No hope of finding one man in the 
wildness of a country like Afghanistan. Even assuming he was there in the 
first place. No-one in history had ever succeeded there; foreigners tended to 
live very short lives and I remembered the horror stories that had been 
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brought out at tremendous risk. I could not remember the name of the 
Muslim leaders; I just knew that they were bad news. 

I did not see Al press the button, but we all saw the window display 
once more as the security cover came to life and a screen cleared behind him. 

As the room darkened, there appeared the face of a gaunt, whispily 
bearded man. He was dressed in the traditional robe and turban of the strict 
Muslim. His eyes were calm and seemed to be focused on something distant. 
There was a gun of some sort in the picture, but the fuzzy print gave no 
definite identification. The background looked like sand hills. 

Al sounded tired, „That is Osama bin Laden. The spiritual leader and 
financier of al Q‟aeda. God alone knows how much he‟s worth. It‟s 
rumoured that he‟s worth more than the entire country of Afghanistan. They 
must be milking him for all they can. There‟s no other country‟ll have him.‟ 

The screen flipped to a stern figure with a dense, dark beard, a black 
patch on his right eye. The other eye seemed to smoulder with bitter hatred. 
Even in a picture, the strength of the man could be felt. 

„That‟s Mullah Omar. Head of the Taliban. Ruler of the Pashtun, the 
biggest tribe in Afghanistan. Under him the people have gone back to the 
dark ages. Women are shrouded from head to foot. They have little medical 
help, even less say. There‟s no music, no TV, no radio, no outside influence 
at all.‟ 

Al paused, „And he hates the US like poison.‟ 
There was another change in the picture, this time the bearded face 

could have been jolly. There could have been a smile under the beard and 
behind the round framed glasses. „That‟s al Zawahiri, the brains behind bin 
Laden. Wanted for the assassination of the Egyptian President and the 
massacre of the tourists in Cairo. Sentenced in his absence by the Egyptian 
Supreme court.‟ 

We were mesmerised and silent as the pictures faded and remained 
silent as the windows lightened and the sun came in. 

I spoke for us all. „And we‟ve got a sweater to find him?‟ 
„This isn‟t a game like “Where‟s Waldo,” it‟s deadly.‟ Al was 

definitely weary, „Think of the whole of Texas and a bit of Mexico. There's 
no roads, there‟s no decent city, huddles of mud huts, no bridges over most 
of the rivers, there‟s a warren of caves in the Hindu Cush and everybody 
looks the same to us, beard, robes, turban. Everybody walks or goes by 
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donkey, except for the few pathetic tracks where you can drive an overloaded 
truck. Waldo at least stays still.‟ 

He shook his head, „If we can‟t find him...‟ 
No-one was in the least optimistic.  
Glenn tried to be, „Can‟t the satellites see something?‟ 
Al was desperate. It showed, „How the hell can you focus on ten 

million men with beards?‟ 
Glenn tried again, „What about the Special Forces?‟ 
„They can‟t be invisible. And there‟s no way of getting them there. 

Too far to fly. No friendly airspace and no sea.‟ 
We were silenced until Alex dropped her surprise, „Did anyone 

notice the news last night?‟ 
I leaned forward and forgot the pain, the worry of Liza. 
„I think we ought to send him a T shirt.‟ 
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CHAPTER 33 
 

Hope reborn. 
The effect was as if Alex had stripped naked and danced on Al‟s desk. 

It was total shock and unbelief. That and utter silence for a seeming 
age. 

As usual it was Al, with his grasp of the essence, who spoke in quiet, 
ruminative and measured tones, just like a parent speaking to a thick 
offspring, „Now that, people, is so goddamn obvious that I think we‟re all 
asleep.‟ 

Alex smirked, particularly at Glenn, who was lost and confused. 
I spoke softly to Alex, „Explain.‟ 
„On the CNN news last night there was a shot of crowds in Pakistan 

burning the US flag, effigies of Bush and waving banners,‟ She smiled 
sweetly. I could feel her intense pleasure at our bafflement, except for Al, 
that is. He was grinning to himself. 

„Among the crowds there was a quick glimpse of someone waving a 
T shirt. On it there was a rough picture of the twin towers with „planes 
hitting them in fire and smoke.‟ 

There was a pause as we caught up with her thoughts, it slowly 
dawned on each of us what she meant. Glenn was last and did not relish it. 

„But I thought all those guys wore nightshirts or whatever they call 
them, not a sh-, not a T shirt.‟ 

Alex was defiant, „What about underneath?‟ She looked for support, 
„What about underclothes? Surely they wear something else?‟ 

Al rose dominating the room again and stilling the rising hubbub of 
voices. 

I remained silent as I felt his power of control still the objections. 
„I think it‟s brilliant!‟ 
The silence was total. 
Al picked up the „phone, sat down and leaned back, „I want a re-run 

of the CNN newscast last night.‟ 
We sat silently as the screen flickered and then came alive with the 

requested item. 
„Skip the run in and fast forward to the demo in Pakistan.‟ He still 

held the „phone. 
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The scene of rioting exploded on the screen, larger and more 
frighteningly than life. 

„Hold it there!‟ 
The movement froze, we all craned forward. 
There it was. A T shirt, crudely done, being waved in the rabble. 
„Back two seconds and run.‟ 
We saw the sequence again. The flash of the T shirt was just over a 

second and was gone. But we all saw it. 
„OK! Cut.‟ Al placed down the „phone as delicately as Chinese 

porcelain, „Alex. It was worth bringing you over just for that.‟ She reddened 
slightly, but she was pleased, enjoying putting one over us men. 

Al didn‟t let it last „We‟ve no time to lose in congratulations. I want 
this by five tomorrow. So get to it‟ 

It was Bill who set the tone once more at the level that I was used to 
working, „Five AM or five PM?‟ 

Al spluttered and waved us out as he looked me in the eye. He had 
been given what he wanted and he was going to use it. His look spoke 
volumes. He was on the trail. I recalled his remarks as he hunted his roots on 
England, „Al Clinton allus gets what he wants.‟ I began to feel sorry for this 
bin Laden or whoever he was. 
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CHAPTER 34. 
 

Closed Shop. 
The team set to in an urgency of concentration that cast aside all 
considerations of food and sleep. I managed to keep out of their way and stay 
awake for most of the evening, but weakness and painkillers finally defeated 
me. I retired and left the trio arguing over the hardware considerations. I was 
feeling very sorry for myself and as I‟d not really contributed anything 
meaningful to the project, I was down knowing that I was, for once, 
superfluous. I slept alone and badly. 

The next morning I woke with some of my self-respect back, but I 
was too late to see the first sight of the night‟s efforts. The team had been 
testing the garment for an hour as I tottered unsteadily to the lab. It was clear 
that tempers were frayed. Glenn was wearing the t-shirt, which was garish, 
vivid and horrifying in its depiction of the carnage of September 11th. 

Alex spoke in an unexpectedly waspish rasp, „Try it again and a bit 
louder.‟ 

„Testing, testing. Mary had a little lamb. Humpty Dumpty sat on the 
wall. Go west young man. North to Alas...‟ He was silenced by Bill waving 
his hand, „It‟s not working. Save your breath.‟ 

Glenn flopped in a chair, „What‟s wrong? We‟ve been over it twice. 
It must be the output oscillator. It‟s the only thing left.‟ 

Bill‟s face was drawn and haggard, „It‟s something simple, I feel it. 
Something we‟ve forgotten. Morning, Bert. Welcome to purgatory.‟ 

I was truly in hades, the way I felt. Everything hurt or throbbed. I 
collapsed into a high stool, „No progress?‟ 

No-one replied, which was more eloquent than any outburst. 
„Let‟s see the circuit.‟ 
They passed the drawing as if to humour a precocious child. 
I studied it and saw it was based on our latest transceiver design. I 

was none too pleased at that. This was giving away our bread and butter, 
„What radiation level is it set at?‟ 

Bill suddenly sat up, „That‟s it!‟ 
Alex and Glenn stared. 
Bill, now restored miraculously to good humour, slapped his thigh. 

„We‟ve forgotten the input. This lab‟s secure. We‟ve been so stupid. Thanks 
Bert. How did we forget that?‟ 
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Alex began to smile, Glenn glowered, „Well tell me then we can all 
have a good laugh and go for breakfast.‟ 

Bill laid a big hand on Glenn‟s shoulder, „We forgot! There‟s no 
external EMF in here. There‟s no power. Simple as that.‟ 

Glenn‟s face trembled and a smile erupted on his youthful features, 
„Yahooh. Let‟s give it the works.‟ 

He went to the corner and flicked a switch. „Testing, testing. The 
Red Sox are winning, 14 to nil.‟ His voice boomed from a speaker and 
echoed around the lab. 

The gloom of the moments earlier vanished in the carnival euphoria. 
Alex hugged Glenn, Bill permitted a broad smile to slide across his classic 
English profile. I was very happy. I was no longer useless, I began to think 
we might be able to redress the balance. 

As Alex disentangled herself from Glenn‟s clinging embrace and 
flicked her hair back, no-one noticed the door open. It was as if we had been 
caught sneaking out of school when Al‟s voice rumbled and we stopped in 
mid-breath. 

„I guess you got it to work then?‟ 
Alex flushed with joy and relief, „Like a dream.‟ She cocked an eye 

in my direction, „Thanks to Mr Fradley.‟ 
I shrugged off the accolade, „Just the outsider seeing more of the 

game.‟ 
I read an acknowledgement of more than sheer luck in Al‟s eyes. He 

grinned at me, „Let‟s hear it then.‟ 
We went through the procedure of testing, demonstrating and 

assessing; Al was pleased, but his next words cooled the fervour, „Now let‟s 
see what happens when Glenn goes outside.‟ 

We didn‟t actually take a deep breath, but there was a tangible sense 
of apprehension. 

Glenn went through the lab door and emerged on the car park. He 
walked slowly, head bent, hands behind his back as if talking to himself. 

The speaker hummed slightly, „I hope this is working I feel stupid 
out here.‟ 

We relaxed, Al‟s grin widened, Bill remained merely pleased and 
Alex reddened as the speaker went on, „I wonder if Alex would come with 
me to Giovanni‟s this evening? Probably not. Still it‟s worth a try.‟ 
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Glenn stopped, turned and looked at the plate glass, lab window. We 
all knew that he could see little through the security mirrored surface, but I 
am sure that Alex mouthed „Yes.‟ 

As Glenn turned to come back, Al boomed, „Well, that‟s good news 
people. But I want a full run-down in my office in one hour.‟ 

He had gone by the time Glenn returned. Bill and I both sensed the 
unspoken tendrils of affinity between Glenn and Alex. Both of us were not 
too happy about the development. The same thoughts were clear. Were we to 
lose Alex even before she had really started? As there was nothing we could 
do short of locking her up, we did nothing, but hope. 
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CHAPTER 35 
 

Marketing Strategy. 
The evaluation in Al‟s office was a sombre, sobering affair. The party 
atmosphere of the laboratory success cooled to almost funereal silence as Al 
pointed out the shortcomings and the logistical problems. As he reminded us, 
there was not the same level of radioactivity in many parts of the world that 
we had in the west, so any signal would be weak and spasmodic. 

I glanced at Bill, who had on his poker player‟s face again, and felt 
his mind trying to decipher the feelings from Al. We were both convinced, I 
was absolutely sure, that Al was at his usual game of telling us only what he 
must to get our co-operation. Well two could play at that game. The big 
Texan‟s bluff exterior masked a devious and calculating personality. 
Consequently we were equally cagey in what we gave away. And we were 
giving away our very livelihood. The question was, what were we getting in 
return? 

There was no doubt that we needed to set aside our own needs to 
tackle the terror threat, but I began to see why the law agencies of America 
had a distrust of revealing too much to even their own countrymen. I hated 
this way of working, and blessed the way we were so much in tune in our 
own small, cosy workplace. There was no envy of Al with all his wealth and 
power; we simply wanted to get back home as soon as possible. 

The thought of home momentarily diverted my thoughts to Liza. I 
wanted to believe my inner feelings that she wanted to withdraw from the 
world as much as I did, praying that I was right, but could not stand another 
rejection. 

I was brought back to reality as Al concluded, „It‟s the best I can 
think of, what about you Bert?‟ 

Using my old trick to cover my lack of attention, I coughed, „Just to 
clarify what you see as the problem, would you run briefly through the main 
points.‟ Lying as I went on, „I think there is an idea that might work, but I 
find it helps everybody by considering the very basics.‟ 

Al‟s eyes twinkled, „Come off it Bert, you were thinking of Liza, you 
son of a gun.‟ 

I had the grace to feel warm. 
Al smiled, „However. It might help. One. There‟s no way we can 

post this to OBL. Two. We‟ve no means of persuading him to wear it. Three. 
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We don‟t know where he is. Four. The whole of the goddamned US of A 
army and security forces are trying to.‟ 

I let him stop before I added my own two pennyworth, „Five. There‟s 
no power in many places, so it might not work if all the rest does.‟ 

Alex lifted her pretty head from her debations, „I can‟t bear to think 
of all our work wasted.‟ She was not alone in that. „Could we use a satellite 
to beam on to wherever it is and both send and receive? The US has 
hundreds up there.‟ 

Al thumped the desk, „Of course. Thank you Alex. I know someone 
who owes me one. That‟s at least part of the answer. Now it‟s only highly 
improbable instead of impossible.‟ 

I fidgeted before speaking again, „I don‟t know how much I‟m 
supposed to know, but I do know that the CIA have been conducting 
experiments with all forms of ESP. You know, voodoo, the KGB tapes, even 
levitation and ...‟ 

I was cut short by Al‟s growl, „So much for the secrecy! It was 
officially closed two years ago. But I do know that it‟s not totally dead. So 
give.‟ 

For effect I cleared my throat, Bill‟s sense of laughing at Al reached 
me. Bill knew my methods. „The answers to the objections are in reality one. 
To sell anything, you have to create a demand. The mobile „phone 
phenomenon is one, satellite TV is another ...‟ 

Al stopped me short, „OK! Cut the cr ... the lecture. So?‟ 
I looked pained, „Am I right in thinking that a lot of the Arabic 

people hate your guts?‟ 
Al rumbled something that might have been Yes. 
„If!‟ I repeated, „If you can link up the telepathic work of the CIA 

with the satellite coverage of the globe and tie in our modest effort, you 
could create a desire to have a t-shirt like ours. If! If you were really clever, 
you could build in the ambition to make sure that the chief, whether it is the 
suspected bin Laden or whoever is the top man, has the best one around. Do 
that and the problem‟s solved.‟ 

I leaned back to watch as they digested that. 
Glenn snorted, „A hell of a lot of if s.‟ 
Alex said nothing, but her brain was buzzing. 
Bill just sat apparently immobile. 
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Al suddenly jumped up and walked over to me, „I wish we‟d met 
years ago. This might never have happened.‟ He looked at us all. „I‟ve work 
to do. Take a rain check.‟ 

We trooped out, tired, weary, but elated at the possibilities opening 
before us. 

Bill talked to me quietly as we walked to the canteen for a coffee, 
„Glenn was right. A lot of if s, too many for me. Could there be a link with 
telepathy?‟ 

„The KGB had so-called proof that levitation worked. The CIA 
snapped them up when the wall fell. I‟ve seen copies and the evidence is 
there. It‟s my belief that the public dropping of the programme is a blind, that 
they have found something that is so powerful that it had to be buried.‟ 

Bill pondered. His voice was heavy, „If ever they could manipulate 
thoughts, they could rule the world without war, without debate, without 
anyone even knowing they were being used.‟ He stopped to look me in then 
eye, „This would be far worse than Huxley‟s 1984, worse than anything 
dreamed up by Hitchcock or Tolkien. Do you realise what you‟ve 
suggested?‟ 

I looked up at his tired, worried face, „Yes. But we‟re in a desperate 
situation. Just think. If the military do find and kill the leader, he will be a 
martyr, there will be a tremendous upsurge that could lead to WW 3. We 
have to get him first. If we can manipulate his thoughts, make him think the 
way we want him to, we might just save millions of lives. I think it‟s worth 
the risk.‟ 

„I just hope you‟re right.‟ 
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CHAPTER 36 
 

The Delivery 
The next morning I was taken to Al‟s office by the same security guard, it 
seemed that I warranted a personal minder. Or, a chilling thought wriggled 
into my consciousness, a personal gaoler. I was longing to leave this 
labyrinthian place. The building was convoluted enough, but the maze of 
ideas and devious mental designs was far worse. The end of this torment and 
anguish couldn‟t come too soon. 

As the door whooshed shut behind me, it was immediately clear that 
it was not to be. Al‟s features were lined and his eyes had dulled to a muddy 
grey. They reminded me of a stagnant pond near my cottage. Al had the same 
air of hidden menace, there was no way of telling what was beneath the 
silent, waiting surface. 

„Sit down Bert. Coffee?‟ 
As I shook my head in refusal I concentrated on trying to plumb the 

depths of murk. 
Al ran a massive hand through his rumpled hair, „There‟ll be an 

operative here this morning to run through the initial test. The Secretary of 
State‟s putting on the screws for action. He‟s trying to hold back the hawks 
and be seen to do something at the same time. We‟ve got a blank cheque at 
present, but we‟ve got to deliver.‟ 

It all sounded so commercial, so big business. I wondered if Al really 
was after the terror head or getting his hands on another lucrative project. 

„Will Andy be here too?‟ 
Al placed both hands flat on the desk in a gesture of frankness, one 

that made me even more sure of his ulterior motives, „No. He‟s done his bit. 
He went two days ago, he‟ll be back at work by now. He‟s also sworn to 
keep buttoned up. He‟s out of it.‟ 

I thought, I wish I was. 
Instead I said, „Who‟s coming?‟ going on maliciously, „Providing 

you‟ll deign to tell me.‟ 
Al flushed, „You know I will.‟ 
„Oh, sure! What you have to, right?‟ Al glared, but said nothing. Had 

I hit his ego? 
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„Let‟s be buddies.‟ He waved his big hands as in surrender, „You can 
see that I‟m surrounded by doubts, fears and questions. Don‟t make it harder 
for me.‟ 

My heart wasn‟t moved, even although I could see. I could also see 
that I wanted out as soon as possible. Me and Liza. 

At the thought of Liza, I forgot the throbbing in my right arm, the 
dread of failure of the project. Al‟s duplicity. „Where is Liza by the way?‟ 

I knew that Al was about to lie to me, his gaze fell to the desk 
blotter, an antique leather item from the Colonial era. It was battered and 
stained, I could imagine a peppery Colonel writing at it. The momentary 
vision faded with the shiftiness in Al‟s eyes. 

„Where is she? What have you done with her?‟ 
The shifty eyes turned to appealing openness, „She‟s going to be OK. 

She‟s not alone. Believe me I know what she means.‟ His mouth slackened a 
fraction, „Believe me. I know.‟ 

My legs were trembling, my arm flared into pain, so I collapsed and 
sat. I felt my face turn to ashen whiteness, „What the hell have you done 
now?‟ 

He looked and struggled with conflicting desires, torn by differing 
loyalties. His mouth was a hard-edged slit as he spoke, „She‟s packing for a 
trip.‟ 

I couldn‟t believe what he‟d just said, „What? Where is she?‟ 
Stone-faced, he growled, „She‟s safe. That‟s all you need...‟ 
All the past weeks of half-truths and lies, the unspoken words, 

erupted into a fire-ball of fury that I had never thought I possessed, „So help 
me, I‟ll kill you if anything happens, I‟ve nothing to lose. Where is she?‟ 
finishing up on such a roar of anger that Al wilted. 

He lifted a hand to placate me, but his words were never to be 
uttered. His telephone purred. We both looked, silently, immobile as the 
insistent purring continued. Slowly Al moved his right hand and lifted the 
receiver, „Yeah?‟ 

There was silence as he replaced the slim handpiece. He turned his 
face to me. I was shocked to see it red, crumpled and dampness glittering in 
his lower eyelids. 

„Monica‟s here. She‟ll be five minutes. The show must go on.‟ 
Stunned I cat down again and let the dreaded fears come to the 

surface. Al‟s funereal voice was now devoid of life, „I lost Jocelyn in the 
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embassy attack. I‟ve lived every day since then hating someone I didn‟t 
know, couldn‟t even name. My world died in „84 and I‟ve lived on hate ever 
since, I‟ve prayed every day for this chance. I can‟t let it go. Not for you, not 
for Liza, not for me. If you hate me enough to kill me when this is over, 
you‟ll give me peace. But it‟s going to happen. It‟s not stopping.‟ 

I knew then what drove Al, why he‟d saved Liza, why he was risking 
his all on this one trick. I pitied him and hated him all at the same time, but 
more than that I pitied myself. I was going to lose Liza and nothing I did 
could stop it. There was a gentle, muffled whoosh as the door opened and 
someone came in behind me. I did not need to turn, I spoke flatly, „Hello, 
Monica. How‟s hubby?‟ 

The throaty, sensuous voice was no surprise, „He‟s dying, Mr 
Fradley. He knows it and is content. He‟s done what he wanted and he knows 
I understand.‟ 

Turning to put a face to the sound I stopped, not prepared for the 
elegant, slim woman she was. I was amazed to see a seraphic smile on her 
fine-boned features, an upturn to her delicate, sensitive lips. She smiled 
reassuringly at me, „Harry‟s taking it easy, he‟s had such a hard time. He‟s 
done what he wanted to; proved his theory and set up a facility in his name, 
it‟s killed him, but he‟s going to die happy.‟ There was a definite tear in her 
eyes as she went on, „In the end, what else matters?‟ She sighed quietly, „I‟ll 
always love him.‟ 

Unable to speak, my rage simply evaporated. What did matter in the 
end? 

Liza did what she had to; she lived by her own rules, no-one could 
make her do anything she did not want to. Whatever she was doing now, it 
was not Al. It was Liza. 

Monica came quickly to my side as I subsided into the chair. She 
placed a cool hand, a hand that wafted her musky perfume into my 
consciousness, on my shoulder, „Your friend knows what she‟s doing. Trust 
me, I feel it. I also feel that she‟s going to be alright, trust me!‟ 

I gazed into her hazel eyes, that swallowed me and warmed my cold 
heart. Suddenly, unable to stand it any more, I bent down and wept. Monica 
kept her hand on my shoulder, her perfume coming in waves. Al just sat, 
saying and doing nothing. 

The grief and tension poured out as I wept, mourning the loss of my 
quiet life, the loss of my peace, the loss of my lover, all the death and 
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destruction that I knew was coming. I was powerless to stop any of it, like 
driftwood in a stormy sea. All I could do was to wait for the final, crashing 
moment when it all finished, whenever and wherever that would be. 

How long it was I will never know, but it was darkening when I 
finally ran out of grief and sorrow. I had no hate left, no love left. It had all 
gone. I was an empty shell. 
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CHAPTER 37 
 

Out of the Depths 
That night I lay alone in a hopeless stupor. It was partly from drugs, partly 
from exhaustion, but mostly because I could do nothing but wait. My dream 
was of an endless corridor, stretching, extending. It had faceless doors, like 
Al‟s plant. The doors no numbers and no handles. It was silent, there was no 
vibration, no sensation: it was a dead world, a purgatory that would not 
change, that had no beginning and no end. For one blissful instant in time I 
felt the warming presence of a soul that understood. There was a hint of a 
musky scent, a comforting touch from beyond the insubstantial, but 
claustrophobic trap. I struggled to rise out of the mists, but could not quite 
make it and let myself drift back into the faceless, encircling dream world. 

When I emerged from this shadowed existence it was to the real 
touch of a cool hand and the blessed brightness of sunshine. There was a 
smell of bacon and good coffee, the fragrance had not deceived me, my man 
was laying out my clothes, casual and sensible clothes, while there was a tray 
with a good English breakfast steaming on the occasional table. I struggled to 
sit up as my arm hurt like hell, my mouth was dry and rough and I ached in 
every joint. I was not suited to this life at all. With gentle help I got up and 
ate ravenously as Dave, the minder, ran a bath. I waved away any further 
help and fought my way through the preparations for the morning. 

It took me far too long, but was determined that I would at least seem 
to be capable of standing on my own two feet if it killed me. 

I suppose it was inevitable that there was some form of sensor in the 
room, but Dave met me as I straightened my tie preparatory to opening the 
door. He started to valet the room as I was escorted by the security man to 
the place I had begun to intensely dislike, Al‟s seat of power. 

As the door opened I was tantalised by the hint of musk that 
quickened my heart, somehow feeling reassured and heartened to hear 
Monica‟s throaty chuckle. She was seated across the massive desk from Al 
and they were both in good spirits. They had coffee cups in their hands, both 
black coffees I noted. Monica‟s cheeks glowed with health. She was clearly 
enjoying the company of the big, bluff man. 

I was almost jealous of his ease with her, the way that they had such 
a rapport. 
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It all stopped as they turned to look at me, Al lifted an eyebrow in 
appreciation of my tidiness: Monica treated me to a warm, almost intimate 
smile that warmed my own cheeks in a haze of bonhommie. 

Al stood and waved to a chair, „Sit down and take it easy, old son 
while I fill you in.‟ 

Sitting as ordered I waved away any suggestion of a coffee. 
The scent from Monica evoked a fragment of the dream and I sensed 

her feeling of assurance that all would be well. This made me confused. Was 
I reading thoughts? I had always assumed that my closeness to Bill was the 
result of years of working together. Yet I had the same sensation with 
Monica, whom I had met so recently and momentarily. 

I was not left to ponder. Al beamed at me, „We‟ve had the first 
transmission from Cairo, it‟s going well so far. Bert I really owe you one on 
this.‟ 

The feeling of warmth from Monica vanished as the word Cairo 
registered. The address that Liza had remembered shot into focus, Mam-al-
Qarar, al Hassan CAIRO. 

Trembling with rage, fear and shock, I glared murderously at him, 
„Where‟s Liza? Goddammit, if anything happens to her.‟ 

Al had the grace to switch off his beaming smile, he glared back in 
defiance, „Don‟t give me that again. I‟ve told you. Nothing else matters.‟ His 
growl became more normal, „The God‟s honest truth is that she insisted. If 
I‟d wanted to, I couldn‟t have stopped her.‟ 

I flopped back, drained with my own pain as much as the thought of 
Liza once more in danger, „I‟m beginning to find out.‟ 

A flicker of a smile crept over Al‟s lined face, „She‟s the best. She‟s 
the only one they‟d trust. In a way, that bastard Stefan did give her 
something. Something that just might stop a catastrophe. She knows that, I 
know that and so do you!‟ 

Monica murmured, „I can tell you right now that she‟s doing what 
she feels is right, that she needs to have the chance to correct past errors. If 
you had stopped her in some way, she would not have been complete, she 
would have regretted it for the rest of her life.‟ There was a long pause, „And 
she does want to live.‟ 

The silence dragged out as Al and Monica let this sink into my mind. 
The dream resurfaced. I knew that I had to follow the way things were going, 
there was no alternative. It began to feel as inevitable and doomed as a Greek 
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tragedy. The fickleness and perfidity of the Greek gods was becoming too 
real. Al was Zeus, I was Daedalus. 

Sombrely I looked at Al, „Keep her alive. If she dies, I die with her.‟ 
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CHAPTER 38 
 

Into Action 
Monica kept me going those next three days. It was only through her that I 
did not lose my mind as the events unfolded. We developed an intimacy 
through our growing realisation that we could know without words what we 
felt, needed and yearned for. It was an opening into a new world for me, so 
intensely personal for Monica that I had to draw back from her innermost 
emotions. The emotions that she gave me were near to those I experienced 
with Liza. It was exhilarating and frightening at the same time. It was as 
exciting as a new love affair. In Liza‟s absence and in the volatile situation I 
found a peace and pleasure in Monica‟s closeness that would have been 
unthinkable otherwise; she found a solace in me. In our joint needs and 
consciousness of human frailty we let our psyches intertwine more than we 
should have done. It was a dangerous and silly thing to do. But we did. We 
should have realised that all actions have equal counteractions. 

But all this was for the future. Al was too cock-a-hoop to see what 
was happening, but I don‟t think he would have cared if he had. He was on 
the trail and, as he had said often, he got what he wanted one way or another. 

The first transmission had been from Liza as she waited in Dulles 
Airport, Washington for her flight to Cairo. She was going by Olympic via 
Greece for an onward flight to Egypt. She was not using an American airline 
as she wanted to have the maximum exposure to her intended contact. It also 
meant the maximum exposure to danger and I was only too aware of that. 
The transmission had been clear, as it should be in the ideal circumstances. 
the security checks had not detected the Eavesdropper, even though it was 
operating all the time. Al was on a high and was, to my mind, overconfident, 
there was a very long way to go yet, both for Liza and the device. 

My ears pricked up at one spoken comment, Liza had asked for a 
cushion as her back was tender. I looked at Monica in query, she shrugged, 
said that she experienced no actual painful spasms coming through. I did not 
dwell on Liza‟s burns, but Monica reflected to me her knowledge that there 
was something she did not connect between my concern and Liza‟s comfort. 

A niggle that perhaps Liza was pregnant flitted in and out of her 
mind like a butterfly. 

Monica relaxed as I instantly blew that idea away. 
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By now it was getting late, Liza would simply doze on the long 
flight. I left Al and Monica alone wending my way to a light dinner and 
painkillers. 

Eating the smallest portion I could get away with, I reflected on my 
own pain and tried to equate it with what Liza was bearing. In deference to 
her I had minimal drug relief and woke twice sweating with pain pulsating 
through my meagre defences. Forced to admit defeat I took two more pills, 
feeling an utter failure and traitor. 

As I dreamed the repetitious misery of the night sensations, I 
imagined I could hear and smell Monica just out of sight. Her musky 
perfume was getting to me, making me feel drawn to her as a moth is drawn 
to a flame. I felt no danger, simply saw the warmth and comfort. 

The next morning I was grumpy. Putting it down to disturbed sleep I 
ate my breakfast in a desultory manner. Anxious to discover the latest news 
from the Eavesdropper I fervently hoped it would be soon be over. The only 
good thing was that my arm was definitely improving, much quicker than I 
dared hope. 

I said as much to Al as we gathered in his office for the inevitable 
coffee and discussion that had only one centre. The reception had remained 
clear all night, Liza made no attempt to talk, but let the ambience come 
through to us and impressions to Monica. Due to the time difference, Liza 
was tired and retiring early. I listened, imagining what she would be doing as 
the rustles and small sounds reached us. The other two looked at me as Liza 
murmured gently, „Night Bert, wherever you are. I wish you could be here.‟ 

Al let me drink in that personal touch, before he stood. He was not 
absolutely sure what to do, that was obvious, but he beckoned both of us to 
follow. We headed down the ascetic corridor towards the lab area, but passed 
what I was almost sure was the door to the main lab. He used an electronic 
card and fingerprint reader to open another door; we entered into the realm 
of ghostly, enigmatic, psychological awareness. 

Warily, I hesitated to step in until Al boomed, „Come on in, won‟t 
bite you.‟ 

Slowly, I moved forward as if into a booby trapped minefield. Events 
were to prove that it was just that. In the middle of the room was a dental 
chair, set fairly upright. That alone was enough to scare me. 

Above it was a tangle of wires that hung from a metal skullcap 
connected to a cable. It screamed to me of evil, of torture and sadism. 
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Monica moved forward, smiled at me and sat in it. My stomach 
turned to ice. 

Al came to her, patted her on the shoulder and lowered the wires 
until she could reach them. She put the wires round her face and the skull cap 
on her hair. She tugged it down and grimaced, I jumped as a stab of needles 
hit my own head. 

Al brooded, Monica grinned, „I‟m sorry. Should have warned you. 
But it‟s good really, it means that I was right. You have the Sight, we are a 
pair. I hope this is not too hard on you, but it has to be done.‟ 

Al stared at me, „I didn‟t believe it at first, but now it‟s clear. I‟m 
going to ask Monica to get through to Liza‟s dreams and then put you on to 
her yourself.‟ 

Transfixed, and terrified, not believing what I was being told, I 
trembled. I was stepping off a cliff edge into a bottomless void. and tried to 
step back, but it was no good, I wasn‟t in control. Zombie-like I stumbled 
into the waking nightmare. 

A swirl of emotions surged upwards in my head. I shut my eyes to 
concentrate on the vague, shadowy images that refused to coalesce at first, 
but gradually recognised the outline of my cottage. It was not firm, it kept 
wavering in and out of focus and the shape was wrong. It was lower in the 
roofline for one thing. And where had the thatched roof come from?. The 
exterior dissolved to a cosy interior, wood fire blazing, flowers everywhere, 
sunshine striking through the mullioned windows. Mullioned windows? The 
table was laid for two, silver glinting in the mixed light. There was a most 
wonderful feeling of peace. Was this Liza‟s idea of home? It faded again and 
there were two chairs set in an immaculate lawn, with a perennial border 
aflame with blooms of rainbow hue. I could almost feel the sun warming me. 
I was humbled. This was home to Liza. It suddenly snapped off, I opened my 
eyes. 

Monica had removed the skullcap and was looking at me sharply, 
„Just dreams of home I imagine. Is that Liza‟s?‟ Her voice tailed off in query. 

I blinked back the tears in my eyes, „That was some sensation! Was 
that really Liza‟s dreams?‟ Monica‟s face hardened, she nodded. I rubbed my 
drooping eyelids, „As far as I know that doesn‟t exist, pure fantasy.‟ I 
thought of the immaculate lawn, the thatched roof, and laughed shakily, „A 
dream about a dream I‟d say.‟ 

A ghost of a smile flitted over her neat mouth, „Probably.‟ 
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Al seemed to be non-plussed by our exchange, he coughed, we both 
turned open eyes to him. Monica smiled, reminding me of cats and cream. I 
knew now what a mouse experienced as it hid. 

She spoke in her sexy, did I think it was sexy?, voice to Al, „Of 
course you would not know. We made direct contact. A great start if I might 
say so.‟ 

Al relaxed visibly, „Give me a full report later, you can try again 
later.‟ He made as if to leave, but turned back, „You‟ll need to be up at one. 
There‟s seven hours difference.‟ he grinned apologetically, „Sorry. But it 
won‟t be long. Leastways I hope.‟ 

We returned to Al‟s office, amazed to see that it was lunchtime 
already, suddenly I was ravenous. Al saw my glance at my watch, „I‟ll send 
for lunch, you can have it here and fill me out with the details.‟ He grimaced 
as I opted for a simple sandwich and Earl Grey tea. Monica settled for a 
green salad and salmon mousse. It was to be expected, she was trim and 
delicate in form and movement. She would be very attractive to the right sort 
of man. In fact, in different circumstances I would have been drawn to her 
myself. I reminded myself that there was Harry and Liza, but she was 
beginning to grow on me in a surprising way. Flushing slightly I realised that 
she was becoming a sexual object. Her voice, her figure, her delicate features 
had become something special to me. I tried to concentrate on Liza and was 
shocked to be unable to do so, seeing instead Monica‟s sweet face and 
gentle, hazel eyes. I shut my eyes, but it was no good, the vision of her gentle 
femininity just would not go away, so I rose and went to the window to stare 
at the distant airfield, chiding myself for adolescent infatuation with a 
married woman. My head really was reeling as I fought to dismiss her from 
my thoughts, but the inner view clung and would not leave me. 

Lunch arrived. My „simple sandwich‟ had grown to American 
proportions somewhere on the way. Monica‟s salad would have fed me for a 
week. We both laughed. I hurriedly ate some of mine to cover the 
embarrassment I felt sensing a further meshing of mind and mutual 
understanding. What was happening to me?  
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CHAPTER 39 
 

It‟s All In The Mind 
It might have been Al who put the idea of taking a stroll in the open air to 
freshen our bodies. But in the confused state that I was enduring I might have 
been wrong. One thing I am clear about is that Monica had become the hinge 
pin of the operation in the short time that she had been in Clinton Chemicals. 
Looking back from the present position, knowing now what was not apparent 
then, I should have realised. After all, I was more closely involved than 
anyone else at the time. 

Whoever suggested it, we were soon walking in the autumn air 
among the colours of the shrubs in the „forest‟ as the staff described it. It was 
pleasant enough, the paths were winding, giving the small plot the air of 
somewhere remote. There were sufficient leaves to hide us as we strolled 
around the grounds. My right arm was still bandaged and sore, so Monica 
had linked her arm with my left one. It was comfortable, gentle and 
innocuous, so I thought, but her scent kept tantalising my senses in a 
disturbing, but agreeable way. I was slightly light-headed, things were off-
key, muted and soothing. Monica talked of her husband who was a world 
expert on psychological phenomena, specialising in people in extreme stress. 
He‟d developed a form of clairvoyance to find what people left unsaid in 
reports. It had been incorporated into the standard NASA de-briefing system 
without the crews being aware of it and had yielded some startling results. It 
had also led to his being recruited into the secret work with the CIA team 
evaluating the KGB films Al had shown me. She was quiet as she said that 
this had been too much for his heart and he was not expected to last the 
month. I said I was sorry, but she shrugged it off, said that she had married 
Harry because they both had The Sight and had been very close. She did not 
enlarge on the reason, but it was as clear as if she had spoken to me, that they 
had drifted far apart in their marriage. She was a lonely woman, who was not 
happy. 

Not wanting my innermost thoughts to be open to others I said little 
of my love for Liza and deliberately kept any of my emotions shut down. 
Scarily I had been shown that Monica could and did get into my 
subconscious quite easily. I did not comprehend then what she really wanted. 

We walked in step, chatting quietly about the fantastic world she was 
opening for me. 
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At the same time I was acutely aware of the animal tenseness within 
her; she appeared to be calm on the surface, but beneath it she suffered a 
deep longing, an animal hunger. 

Her perfume became inextricably linked in my mind with her touch, 
the warmth of her arm in mine, her beauty, her pertness and erogenous 
presence. I was starting to need her. 

As we neared the building, she stopped and turned to me. There was 
a softness, an appeal in her eyes that went way beyond mere friendship. 
Falling under her spell, I did not resist as she drew my face to hers and kissed 
me tenderly on the lips. I still did not resist as the kiss became urgent, her 
embrace ardent and her breathing rapid. I felt as if I was floating, free of the 
earth, and began to return the ardour, crushing her to me. 

She stopped, flush-faced, gently pushed me away and laughed softly, 
reddening as I came to earth and realised what I‟d done. She put a finger on 
my lips, said, „Shhh. Not a word. This is ours. I think we‟d better get some 
rest now. We‟ve to be up by one in the morning. It would not do to miss the 
appointment. There‟ll be time later.‟ 

I hugged her briefly before we went hand in hand to the dormitories, 
hanging on to her hand until we separated for the early evening bedtime. 

In my room as I undressed, the thought of Liza surfaced and I went 
scarlet. What had possessed me to behave that way to Monica? She was more 
than pretty, I could feel the hidden sexual fire and desire, but Liza was more 
than that, Liza was a part of me. 

In a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts I tumbled into bed, enduring 
anguish that denied me sleep for an hour. When I did sleep it was vivid with 
dreaming and wondering. The recurring endless corridors became circular, 
always leading back to my door. I pushed open the door to see Monica, her 
lovely face framed by her loosened hair, lying under the sheets on my bed. 
She held out her arms, I slid under the silken sheets into her embrace, I 
smelled again her musky, sensual perfume and slept content. 

It was broken rudely by the insistent buzzing of the alarm. I peered 
groggily at the digital display. 00.29. As I looked it flipped, 00.30. 

As I sat up wearily in bed, it was an immense relief to realise that I 
was alone! 

I tried to tell myself that it was merely Liza‟s absence, but even 
doing so, I felt again Monica‟s kiss and scented the merest whiff of her 
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musk. My heart lurched at the memory and a warm feeling crept from my 
groin. I tried to be resolute, but it was difficult. 

My man Charles rescued me as he brought a cup of coffee. He left as 
I sipped it, apparently calmly, but inwardly in the grip of violent turmoil. 
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CHAPTER 40 
 

Into the Fray 
Dave, my minder, escorted me to the telepathy lab, where Monica was 
already in the chair. My breathing raced as she beamed at me, eyes seeming 
to penetrate to my core. I thought of my dream and hid my blushes by 
coughing. 

She leaned back, eyes closed for some seconds before fitting the 
skullcap. 

The pricks seemed less this time, but I supposed they were expected. 
She leaned back again and closed her eyes. I tried to clear my mind 

of extraneous distractions, as I did so there was the sensation off almost 
touching Monica‟s hand in reassurance, although she was three feet away. 
We drifted into mental unison in the mind and relaxed, letting the feelings 
wash over me. 

Gradually images flickered across my view, sounds echoed hollowly. 
It was noisy. Horns blared, there was crush, bustle and dust. The scene 
changed slowly as if walking, the view became clearer, sharper, there was 
bright sun, deep shadows. I sensed both hate and fear much as I‟d done so at 
The Rocks when the suicide bomber had nearly killed me; I began to sweat, 
although whether it was heat or tension there was no way of knowing. 
Loosening my shirt a button I opened my eyes to glance at Monica, she had a 
film of damp on her fine-boned brow. I resisted the temptation to wipe it, to 
cool it. 

Shutting my eyes again I let the psyche flow. 
The hate was fading, but the fear was still there as the sense of 

sunshine stopped and was replaced by calm and coolness, by muted sounds, 
lowered voices. 

No words reached me, but I knew that distrust had overcome the 
hate. The sensation persisted, but wavered and slowly receded. The fear 
faded, but scepticism and doubt rose instead. I felt a smile leave me as there 
was a wave of relief, followed by relaxation and the hint of coffee aroma. 
There was an intense mood of confidence, a sense of accomplishment, of 
success, that it was done and the scene faded. 

I looked to Monica, who had removed the headpiece and was 
leaning, tired, but jubilant over the chair. She was triumphant, she glowed, 
she was magnificent. I loved her. 
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Unable to stop myself, I strode over to kiss her quivering lips, she 
returned the touch shakily and held me away, „Not now. Not now.‟ Her eyes 
said otherwise, but something made me hesitate. 

The door flew open and Al roared in, his face ecstatic, „You‟re a 
wonder.‟ 

Not certain at first, but then I was sure. He was looking at Monica as 
if he could eat her. Adoration shone from him in beams. 

„We‟ve made a definite connection! We‟ve recorded the lot and 
we‟re checking it out now against voice prints from NSA. Between you and 
Liza we‟ve done it.!‟ 

He must have realised that he was not talking to me, for he gave a 
start and looked as if he‟d seen me for the first time, „Bert, you old son of a 
gun. Good to see you. Did you get all that?‟ 

I was puzzled and it showed, „Al. I didn‟t hear a word!‟ 
He gaped, „No kidding?‟ 
I shook my head, „Plenty of sensation, feelings, but no words.‟ As he 

still seemed in doubt, I went on, „No words, but real, solid perception.‟ Light 
dawned. I confirmed, „I got no words, but I knew what wasn‟t said, what they 
believed.‟ 

He whooped in delight, „Yahoo! This is it!. Boy, have I waited for 
this day. Wheehee.‟ And he danced round the room. 

He glanced at the wall clock. „It‟s lunch over there, let‟s have some 
breakfast.‟ 

It was my turn to stare, it couldn‟t be six already? But it was. 
Monica winked at me, she was tired, drained almost, but was happy. 

I felt an irresistible urge to hug her. But Al‟s presence made it seem all 
wrong, it was something personal, private. I just knew that Monica 
understood. 

In that unlikely setting a powerful force drawing us together, 
something I did not seek, but felt was inevitable. 

We went for breakfast and discovered that I was ravenous, so I ate 
far too much and became so relaxed that I dozed over the coffee. Al packed 
me off to bed, brooking no refusals. For once I slept soundly, peacefully and 
easy in mind. 

It seemed to me then to be all going so well. 
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CHAPTER 41 
 

Stirrings. 
I woke feeling rested, calm in mind and happy. My first thoughts were of 
Monica. 

I forced my memory to move on to Liza, to her creamy face with the 
black hair framing it as I had seen her in the crowded bar in Lichfield. 
Concentrating I sat with my eyes closed and for a few blessed moments re-
lived that time that had changed my life so irrevocably. Smiling to myself as 
I savoured the memory of the sweet pain of her presence and was glad. 

I kept reminding myself that it was for Liza that I was doing this, that 
somehow by being here was helping her so many thousands of miles away. It 
was so incredible, but I had played my part in the drama and wanted her to 
be back quickly. The worrying part was that I had never before had this 
difficulty in conjuring up her features, her place in my life. At the time I had 
no idea why it should be so, but Monica‟s doll-like face kept coming 
between us. I was wide-awake, so why did it happen? 

Glancing at the clock I started, it was nearly five-o-clock! the day 
was vanishing before I had a chance to think what to do. 

Dressing was now much easier, the use was coming back into my 
right arm. That was a relief. 

There was a discreet tap on the door. I opened it to see Monica 
standing there, her eyes shining, her smooth cheeks glowing. As I made to let 
her in, Dave was behind her. He coughed gently, „Mr Clinton‟d be grateful if 
you‟d accept his invite to dinner. Both of you of course.‟ 

We all three looked at each other. Monica and I knew what we 
wanted to do and it wasn‟t dinner, especially with Al. But Dave stood, solid 
and unmoving. I spoke for us both, „What time does Mr Clinton have in 
mind?‟ He spoke without a trace of emotion, „I‟d say it would be a good idea 
to let me take you right now, so‟s he c‟n tell you himself. Seems he‟s keen to 
get back to work.‟ 

Feeling Monica‟s comprehension and consent, I smiled inwardly. Al 
was always keen to do something. Nodding to Dave, I said, „Lead on 
McDuff.‟ Dave let a puzzled expression flit over his brow, but ushered us 
along the cream, featureless corridor to Al‟s domain. 

He had lost his jubilation of earlier, the atmosphere was sombre. 
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He didn‟t need to say that he was worried and apprehensive - a 
doctor with bad news. 

He sat at the table near the window, at present crystal clear, letting in 
the golden sunshine. It should have been warming, but it cast an ominous 
light, as if winter was already twining its dead chill, choking the life out of 
the earth. I shivered. 

The table was set for three. Monica glanced, grim-faced at me. I 
thought, so much for the free time. Checking myself as I did, What did I want 
free time for? Liza wasn’t here. 

We were waved to the table, and sat gingerly, the chairs might have 
been electrified. The atmosphere certainly was. 

There was an extensive, impressive menu, but the choice barely 
registered. We ordered something light, I can‟t remember what. Food was the 
last thing on our minds. 

As we waited for service, Al‟s hard eyes spoke volumes. It was no 
surprise that he rumbled out the cause, „This is getting dangerous. I‟m 
sending one of my guys as further back-up now.‟ He rubbed his chin, what I 
was beginning to recognise as a sure sign of stress, „He won‟t get there until 
tomorrow, so Liza‟s on her own till then.‟ Fear crawled its chilly way up my 
spine. I really shivered, something that did not pass unnoticed by both of the 
others almost feeling Monica‟s hand in mine: Al‟s giant fingers on my 
shoulder. 

I swallowed and croaked hoarsely, „What do you know?‟ 
Al‟s bear hug mentally enfolded me, „It might not be what I fear. 

We‟ve not much to go on at all.‟ 
The icy fear was turning to burning rage, why couldn’t he come out 

straight for once? 
„For God‟s sake Al stop being so devious. What the hell‟s gone 

wrong?‟ 
His eyes narrowed and chin jutted at my needling, „Nothing‟s wrong 

as yet! If it had she‟d be on her way home right now. I now what that girl 
means to you.‟ 

I was non-plussed. Did she mean so much? I could feel Monica‟s 
sympathy reach across the table to caress my fears and was wonderfully 
reassured. 

Al‟s chin jutted even more, he really was angry, „We‟ve been on this 
while you‟ve been in dream land. The contact might be a leading figure, a 
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camp commander from Libya. I don‟t suppose that the name Anas means 
anything?‟ 

He continued bleakly as I gazed uncomprehendingly, „If this is Anas, 
then he‟s „most wanted‟, if he is, then Liza‟s life‟s not worth a dime. This 
guy trains killers, torturers, suicide bombers, the lot. He‟s had a piece of the 
action in Kenya and Tanzania.‟ He stopped, juggling his thoughts, „I lost my 
gal in Tanzania, I don‟t want you to lose yours as well.‟ 

It took all my restraint to stop myself throttling him right there and 
then, my hands knotted and clenched. I yelled at him, „You knew didn‟t you? 
You knew.‟ 

The accusation shrivelled him, or so I thought. As my anger cooled, I 
saw pain in his eyes, his face crumpled, his voice soft, „I swear to God, I 
didn‟t. I swear. That guy nearly killed me when my Ellie died. It‟s not 
happening again.‟ 

Confused and frightened, I subsided, Al leaned his elbows on the 
table and opened his mouth to speak, but the door opened and the meals were 
served. I stared at the steaming, appetising dish and felt sick. It was clear that 
we all felt the same. Al‟s look would have curdled milk, „Eat! We‟ve a long 
night ahead and we‟ll need all the help we c‟n get.‟ 

Somehow I forced the meal down; it did give us needed sustenance, 
but there was no enjoyment. 

Al was back in control as we sipped coffee, it was nearly seven by 
then. Time was running into a meaningless jumble of disconnected scenes. 
My mind was full of fractured images, feelings and a stirring of longing to be 
with Monica. Liza was disappearing into a dark corner, the memory of her 
was becoming just that, a memory. 

He seemed to be apologetic as we felt tension rise again, „It‟s one 
over there, let‟s get to it people. There‟s an appointment with this Anas at 
three. We‟ve got to warn her.‟ 



141 

CHAPTER 42 
 

A Clear and Pressing Danger 
It was a solemn and apprehensive trio that went to the laboratory, each had 
their own thoughts, although it was increasingly clear that Monica and me 
were so closely attuned. 

We went through the setting-up as if it was a well-worn routine; it 
was a measure of the speed of events that we had only started three days ago 
and already it seemed to be a lifetime. 

Easily, I slipped into the state of openness that allowed Monica to 
link us in the intimate way fast becoming as natural as breathing. She had no 
trouble in receiving the impressions from Liza and passing them to me for 
my deeper evaluation. She passed on her own touch of assurance that all 
would be well, this settled my jumpiness and gave me a calmness that lifted 
the gloom. I relaxed as I wanted to end this business quickly, so concentrated 
on trying to convey the sense of danger into my consciousness, desperately 
attempting to throw my knowledge across the oceans. I really tried and for a 
short, blessed instant had the impression that I succeeded. It did not last, of 
course, and I continued to persist until blocked out, like a door closing. It 
was eerie as I sensed faceless corridors as in my dreams, corridors that ended 
with a blast of sunshine. Liza had gone out into the city. Had she received 
and understood the warnings? There was no way of finding out at this stage. 
We could only wait and see what happened. 

The first impressions were as the other day, heat, noise, dust and a 
mixture of curiosity balanced with dislike. It seemed that I was beginning to 
„see‟ the street scene, but was not sure if I was just imagining it. There was a 
moment of anxiety that passed swiftly, followed by calm. There remained the 
underlying tension, but it was controlled. I felt a flutter and there was a 
vague picture of a bearded face. It was very indistinct, but I was sure that it 
was handsome. For some reason this made me jealous, but once more felt 
Monica‟s tender presence; the sensation faded. 

I must have been lulled into a state of passivity bordering on 
sleepiness for I remembered suddenly jerking to a stab of acute dread that 
stopped my breathing as the alien experience grew in my head, gripping my 
hands so hard that it hurt. Gradually it lessened to wary watchfulness and 
distrust. 
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The handsome face had been replaced by one with veiled threat 
evident on it. 

Liza‟s reluctance came across clearly, but there was no panic. I 
hoped that the warning had been successful. 

The cool and calm gave way to the heat and bustle of the streets: this 
time there was more curiosity and animosity. A sense of readiness for action, 
mental alertness came through very strongly. Drenched in perspiration, eyes 
tight shut concentrating, I tried to repeat the warning, but it bounced back, 
the wall of nervous suspicion allowed nothing to intervene. 

All I could do was resign myself to simply waiting and watching in 
restless impatience. 

The heat became oppressive, the dust choking, the street 
claustrophobic; there was jostling, fear rose. 

Just as I thought I could take no more, the atmosphere changed 
completely. It was refreshingly cool; a hint of water tinkling. Tension eased, 
fear faded. I became composed. 

I tried to get the depth of ease and comfort that had surfaced, but it 
went under the probing of a suspicious, sharp intellect. The probing was 
prolonged, it was uncomfortable, but gradually diminished to a grudging 
acceptance. A truce had been declared or a deal struck, it was a mild 
celebration. Daring to breath freely I opened my eyes to see Monica slumped 
in the chair, Al holding her hand. 

She opened her eyes, gave a deep sigh as I went to her, „I wouldn‟t 
want to do that too often.‟ 

She grinned weakly at me, „I think we managed it. God, I need to 
rest.‟ 

Al turned his worried gaze to me, „This is worse than being there. 
Much worse. I hope it‟s over soon.‟ This was my sentiments exactly. None of 
us knew how soon it was to come to fruition. 
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CHAPTER 43 
 

Disaster 
I looked in disbelief at my watch, it was nearly midnight. We‟d been in 
contact for hours, no wonder Monica was beaten. I prayed it had worked and 
was worth it. A vague resentment niggled that Liza had put us through all 
this. 

When I helped Monica to her feet, she clung to me perhaps more 
than was necessary. For my part I did not mind at all. She was slightly built, 
so no effort was needed to support her. I was warmed by her proximity, 
awakened to her fragility and wanted to protect her. No, more than just 
protect, I wanted to be her guardian. She was growing to be necessary to me. 

We parted to our separate rooms, rather reluctantly in my case. Very 
confused, I could not imagine a future that did not include her. Yet it 
couldn‟t! For one thing she was married. Harry might be dying as she said, 
but there were right and proper ways of things. For another, Liza was out 
there risking God knew what, who could say what she would be like on 
return? And then there was me. What did I want? Did I even know what I 
wanted? If it was finished, where was it leading? Could I just return to 
Lichfield and be an anonymous engineer again? And what was Al plotting 
behind my back? He was plotting something, I was certain, he was made that 
way. Did he have an ulterior motive for the Eavesdropper? I couldn‟t see his 
leaving it as it was. 

I undressed and slid, naked, into the sheets remembering Liza‟s first 
sharing of my bed as I did so; remembering too the dream when Monica was 
waiting with open arms. I hate to be confused, but was lost in moral, 
emotional and sensual indecision, drifting to a world of limbo where nothing 
was sure, nothing was settled. I watched as Liza came back with blood on her 
hands to face Monica. They threw themselves at each other to fight, to tear, 
to scratch and gouge like wildcats. They were both running with blood, 
covered in cuts and heedless of the wounds. Neither of them paid any heed to 
me as I vainly called to them to be civilised. It was the worst nightmare of 
my entire life. It drained me to a feeble wreck both physically and mentally. 

It left me in no fit state to face the early start; it left me utterly 
defenceless, brain-washed and hung out to dry when that terrible day crashed 
about me. 
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Never at my best when woken early, I was totally disorientated when 
I was shaken by the shoulder, wrenched out of the bloody, vicious battle by a 
shocked Al. 

At first I thought that this was part of the fractured, sleeping hell, but 
the pain in my shoulder as he bellowed and shook me dragged me from a 
sleeping terror to be thrust into a living one. 

Al‟s face was twisted with grief, he was on the verge of sobbing, his 
great chest heaving, lips quivering. I could not take in the words that were 
torn from his mouth to fall as the autumn leaves were doing, „We‟ve lost it.! 
It‟s gone. It‟s wasted. All that effort, wasted.‟ Tears were squeezing from the 
puffy lids screwed in agony, „We‟ve lost her too! God what a mess.‟ 

The anguish in him was slowly seeping through to my addled brain. 
Like acid it was eating away, burning, destroying. I struggled out of his 
crushing grip to sit up, head bowed, arm throbbing, with the most terrible, 
gut-wrenching fear gnawing at my heart, „What the hell‟s happened, who...?‟ 
I stopped short as freezing dread hit my stomach, stopped breathing as the 
hideous thought raised its horrifying head, „Liza!‟ the word exploded from 
my lips, I looked with desperate, staring eyes, „What have you done to Liza?‟ 

The horror grew as Al flopped into the chair, he was a broken man, 
he had no life; a marionette without any strings. Careless for my naked state, 
I scrambled uncertainly from the bed to shake his unresisting body, „What‟s 
happened? Tell me!‟ 

He dredged up deep reserves to look up at me, my heart sank even 
lower as his voice fluttered deadly to fall between us, „It‟s all over. The 
Eavesdropper‟s gone and...‟ he looked up with glazed eyes, „we‟ve lost 
Liza.‟ His resolve cracked, but held, just, as he intoned the awful news, „We 
got the sound. This Aran crud lured her into the „city of the dead‟, beat her 
up and snatched the goods. We don‟t know where she is and we can‟t find 
her.‟ 

How I didn‟t murder him there and then I‟ll never know. It might 
have been only the fact that I suddenly felt cold and remembered that I was 
nude that stopped me. Dragging on some slacks and a shirt, the buttons done 
all wrong, my sleeves flapped, I was past caring, „For god‟s sake do 
something. Get Monica up, get the CIA, anybody. Get that butt moving or I‟ll 
kick it to a pulp.‟ It was much later that I wondered why I used American 
terms then. 

Al‟s distress must have affected me more than I imagined. 
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Whatever it was, it worked. 
Al mechanically heaved his bulk up, the tears stopped, „Get kicking. 

Let‟s both kick ass.‟ 
I slipped shoes on my bare feet and shuffled after Al, who seemed to 

grow as we walked. His power was coming back to life as the prospect of 
action fired the boilers of his engine. I almost had to run to keep up. Al was 
back in charge. 

He thrust into the psychology lab and shouted at Dave, who was 
pouring a coffee for a stricken Monica, „Out! Get me through to Abu Nasser. 
Patch him to here. Move!‟ 

Dave shot out, the door softly closing unheeded behind him. 
Monica looked dreadful. Her hair was rumpled, she had an ashen. 

lifeless look, her eyelids were swollen, two blotches of red in the white of 
her face. She held out her arms to me. 

Time stopped. 
The dream was coming to life. In my mind‟s eye I saw as before, her 

naked form in my bed. 
Al‟s gruff voice broke the hiatus, „Let‟s do something. Monica. Try 

to make contact. Try! We‟ve got to know.‟ He didn‟t say it, but we all knew 
he meant know the worst! 

Monica‟s arms fell against her sides, It registered on my scrambled 
brain that she was in a robe. I also knew that she had noted the skewed way 
my shirt was fastened. There was a depth in her look that hit me. She wanted 
to straighten me out, to take me in hand. It was a wifely look, the personal 
touch of a woman, who cared for her man. 

It shook me to feel this way in the midst of the horror. 
Monica leaned back and put on the receiving equipment, there was a 

gentle hum and no other sound. Al and I dared not disturb the tension. We 
waited. 

I tried to open my mind to Monica‟s psychic tendrils, but there was 
no proper contact. She was reaching, searching and finally groping with 
increasing frustration. There were confused images, half-felt emotions, a blur 
of sensations that were definitely not Liza. I did for a short time receive a jolt 
of exultation, a gloating feeling of power. It did not last and was nothing to 
do with what I wanted to discover. 

My eyes became heavy, spirits lower and lower as I weakened and 
faltered. 
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Jerking my eyes open I saw a worried Al pacing the floor and 
Monica stirring uneasily as if in pain. 

Al saw me, marched to Monica to shake her shoulder gently at first, 
then more urgently, „It‟s no good. Stop it right now. Dammit! Stop right 
there.‟ 

Monica very slowly fluttered her eyelids, twitched her hands and 
breathed a shuddering sigh. Her voice came to me as from an immense 
distance, it sounded almost masculine, „Shukran Mutlif, ya‟lla ...bin... 
Malik.‟ We stared at her, „Sidi Wazir!‟ She slumped in the chair and sobbed. 
Al strode over to support her. I called in desperation, „Don‟t!‟ He stopped in 
mid-stride as I spoke quietly, „Never wake her up like that. It could kill her. 
The shock.‟ 

He turned to face me, the fire faded, „Did I hear right? Was that 
Arabic?‟ 

„I think so. But I‟m no expert. I do know that „shukram‟ is „thanks‟. I 
think that „wazir‟ is something like CEO or Minister.‟ I can remember that 
from my pantomime days, you know, the Grand Vizier.‟ I shrugged, 
embarrassed, „Something like that anyway.‟ 

As I was speaking, Monica stirred, uncomfortable in the chair. As 
she did so, the robe fell open revealing her shapely legs to a startling degree. 
Al swept it together and turned his back as she groggily sat up. The robe fell 
from her legs and breast at the same time, leaving her half-naked. I stared for 
an endless spilt-second, before I too wrenched my gaze away. She certainly 
had a great figure, even in those terrible circumstances. My heart hammered, 
remembering her lying in my bed in the dream that was merging with reality. 
I hardly dared to breath as we waited. 

She spoke in her throaty, husky way, „Could someone get me some 
water? I‟m parched.‟ 

We both turned to see her, the robe demurely clutched round her, 
shivering, pinch-faced. Al was with her in two strides, he lifted her in one 
easy movement and carried her to an easy chair. He called over his shoulder, 
„Press that button. No, the other one!‟ 

It was as if I had rubbed the pantomime lamp of my young days, 
Charles came through the door within seconds. Al simply said, „Coffee, 
black. Three.‟ Charles vanished and returned almost before I caught my 
breath, bearing three steaming cups and some cookies. America was really 
getting to me. I meant biscuits, of course. 
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By now Monica was crying gently, but it sounded like relief, not 
distress. 

The shivering was easing, she clutched the coffee cup as a drowning 
sailor a spar. 

She looked past Al to me. There was a hint of triumph that seemed at 
complete odds with the catastrophe before us. 

The most uncomfortable sensation of being manipulated hit me. I 
squirmed, first Al and now Monica. My coffee tasted bitter. I left it half 
drunk hating everything, especially this duplicity and evasive deceit. 
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CHAPTER 44 
 

The Aftermath 
Al left Monica sipping her drink, looking more normal by the second. He 
stood towering over me, once more the epitome of power, „You‟re bushed. 
Gee I‟m so sorry. I won‟t rest till I get the answer. You know that ...‟ 

„Aloysius Clinton allus gets his way.‟ I finished for him. He had the 
grace to grin wryly, „I owe you one Bert. I sure as hell will.‟ 

He knelt on one knee, his grin turned to a serious frown, „It might 
not be all for nothing after all. If I heard right, Aras has the item and is doing 
just what we wanted - he‟s taking it to a big cheese, to a paymaster. I ain‟t a 
linguist, but I‟ll bet my bottom dollar Malik‟s a heavyweight. I‟ll get the 
boys on to it right away.‟ He flipped his left sleeve to look at a Breguet 
watch. I dimly noted this as another facet to his complex nature; I‟d expected 
an Omega. „It‟s four in the morning, can you stand another hour?‟ 

Amazed, I blinked. Four in the morning! With not the faintest idea 
what hour of day or night it was I just collapsed. I‟d thought I was drained 
before this all started, but had fallen even further into a depth where seemed 
no way out and no strength to take it even if there was. It was the end. Life 
was over, I could never live again, „I might as well die here, I‟m dead 
already.‟ 

Al took in my unfinished coffee, „Don‟t move, I‟ll get Charles.‟ 
Unable to move to save my life, I did as I was told. 

Charles did his magic on me again, he brought proper tea, bacon and 
eggs done to a turn, something that I rarely got even in English hotels. While 
I forced myself to eat Al rustled together his team of CIA specialists. By the 
time they‟d grumbled their way to us, I had started to believe I might survive 
after all. 

The rumpled, grouchy team had been roused out in double quick 
time and let the world know. They sobered a little when they saw the state 
that Monica and I were in. We weren‟t quite out on our feet, but they knew 
we wouldn‟t last too long. They wisely split into two teams that would 
correlate later, my two dug gently, persistently and patiently for an hour. At 
the end of it I was swaying and having trouble focusing. Monica had been 
allowed to stop before me as she was in worse shape.  

Al intervened to let me fall into my solitary bed of self-pity and 
despair. 
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The moment that I fell into the soft nest, I passed out to dream again. 
Liza stood in the shadows, a vague, ethereal figure, pathetic and 

pitiful. I moved towards her, but she receded as fast as I advanced. There 
was a deep sadness in her eyes, a sadness and longing that was 
heartbreaking. I felt a warmth creep over me, smelled a musky scent, turned 
my head. Monica in a revealing, loosened, white robe was coming to me. She 
smiled at me, her face tender, sympathetic, comforting. Arms outstretched, 
the robe falling apart to reveal a perfect body, she floated towards me. I 
tried to turn round to look for Liza, but was transfixed, paralysed as she 
came to engulf me. Her arms came round me, she fused with me, I had the 
most poignant sense of loss, a brief pain and then falling into sweet, soft 
blackness. 

I tried to struggle, but was too weak, wanting to break out, but there 
was nothing to push against, nothing to fight; nothing except the soft, 
yielding blackness. Giving up the struggle I drifted down. 

There was an insistent voice. 
Ignoring it I buried my head under the duvet. 
It persisted. I put my fingers in my ears. 
It was then that I realised that there was something to push against, 

something I could fight against. I felt better and opened my eyes. It was a bad 
mistake. 

Sunshine seared my aching orbs. I flinched and slammed them shut 
again. 

Someone with a voice like mine moaned, „Go away. Let me die in 
peace.‟ 

The voice persisted, „Mr Fradley. Sir. I wouldn‟t if it wasn‟t urgent. 
Wake up please. Mr Fradley.‟ 

„Turn off that blasted light. Let me alone.‟ 
Footsteps punctuated the thick carpet, there was a swish and the light 

dimmed. 
Hesitantly I opened one eye half way. The room was dimmed, so 

experimented by opening both eyes part way. The experience was less 
painful than it had been. Charles was fussing like a mother hen, arranging 
clothes neatly, „I would really advise rising and dressing quickly Mr Fradley. 
There has been another report from overseas, from Cairo, I do believe. It is 
most disturbing the changing news. Most disturbing.‟ 

Cairo! I sat up sharply and immediately regretted it. 
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Closing my eyes again I waited for the throbbing to stop. 
It didn‟t, it merely lessened. Charles cleared his throat, I waved a 

floppy hand. 
„OK! I get the message. I‟m getting up. If I die, I‟ll hold you 

personally responsible.‟ Experimentally I opened my eyes again, Charles 
stood looking at me with a smug expression that irritated me enough to make 
me drag strength from my anger and swing my naked legs to the floor. 

For once I regretted sleeping nude, it made me too vulnerable. I 
forced my rubbery legs to stand, my arm was pulsing angrily again. I felt 
terrible and probably looked worse. 

Charles was inscrutable as ever, he handed me my underwear, shirt 
and slacks in the right order, something that I could not have been relied 
upon to do unaided. It was warm, so I rejected a sweater and scowled at the 
Ancient Mariner that glowered at me from the long mirror. Glaring back I 
really did hate myself. 
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CHAPTER 45 
 

The Body of Evidence. 
I ambled unsteadily after Charles to the bland door of Al‟s sanctum. He 
opened the door silently, withdrew without a word and closed it behind me. 
The atmosphere was funereal, Al was standing looking out of the immense 
window. Idly I noted that it was indeed a sunny day, the distant windsock 
stirred slowly and sluggishly. It looked pleasant out there. 

Inside it was very unpleasant. I was stunned to see the dark 
expression and grim set to Al‟s mouth. He waved me to one of the big 
colonial-style chairs where I sat perched on the edge as Al lowered his heavy 
frame into his swivel chair. In the silence of the tense mood, it was a living a 
bad dream. But I knew from the increased pulsing in my head and arm that it 
was for real. 

Al fixed me with a steely, unwavering gaze; it seemed to me to be 
infinitely sad and jubilant at the same time. He spoke with a gruffness that 
was a world away from his accustomed growl, „I wouldn‟t have dragged you 
here if it wasn‟t absolutely essential.‟ Fear was beginning to well up; an 
erupting volcano of dread that was about to destroy my fragile world, „There 
has been a development.‟ He gathered his will to break the tension, „I‟ve 
heard from Zak in Cairo,‟ he had my full attention now, „you know that he 
was too late to meet Liza before ... before the meeting.‟ Sweating as I was, 
icy cold beads formed on my upper lip, „He got in touch with the Egyptian 
intelligence chief, who cut through the red tape and slush. They scoured the 
city, they checked the hotel, they squeezed the stool pigeons, but they lost 
her.‟ He looked at me, his jaw slackened, „But they‟ve found a body.‟ 

I‟d thought that I could fall no lower. The bottom just dropped out of 
my world, I went into free-fall. My head swam, I swayed with shock and 
tiredness, slumped back into the high, buttoned back. My stomach knotted, 
the blood ran from my face, I started to retch. Al was at my side in a blink of 
an eye, he held me up, „Lean forward, head down.‟ 

The feeling passed to give way to the eruption of the suppressed 
volcano within me. I knocked his hand away, roaring in grief and rage, „God 
damn you to hell. You knew what she meant to me. You killed her. You 
knew this would happen, didn‟t you?‟ My rage poured out in a scorching 
stream, he flinched as if I‟d hit him. Raging, I lashed out again, „You‟re a 
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monster! You don‟t care who you hurt. You always get your own, bloody 
way don‟t you?‟ 

I was screaming at him, beating futilely at his barrel chest, until I 
was firmly held. 

It was Dave, unspeaking, immovable Dave. He simply held me in his 
grip until the balloon of my rage burst and I sobbed my heart out. He allowed 
me to fall back into the buttoned support of the big chair where I sobbed and 
sobbed until I was totally empty. How long it was I had no idea. In that time 
Al and Dave just watched silently, letting time cauterise the wound once the 
evil had drained out of it. It was over. The hopes and dreams were gone. 
There was nothing left to live for. Curled into a small ball in the seat, I was a 
deserted child of eight again. The total despair returned, I had nowhere to go, 
nobody to turn to. Too numbed to think, to move I sat immobile for hours. 

It came to an end as I shivered. I was still in the foetal position, but 
was chilled. Stretching my stiff limbs I painfully lifted my head. They were 
still watching, not moving. 

I put my feet on the floor and gazed dully up at them, „Could ...‟ I 
croaked and coughed, „Could I have a cup of tea, tea with lots of sugar?‟ 
Dave vanished and, in what seemed to be seconds, Charles was back with a 
tray. He poured out a steaming cup, sugared it and offered it as to royalty. 
Gingerly taking it with trembling hands that rattled the saucer and spoon, I 
managed to sip the first life-giving mouthful without major spillage and felt 
warmth flow down to bring feeling to my body. As I drank slowly, the tears 
started again, but this time they were of self-pity. I thought of the dead body 
that would never feel warm again and wept for my loneliness. Resolutely 
shutting out all extraneous sensations, I wallowed in my misery. It had 
finally happened, I hugged the terrible knowledge as I‟d hugged my favourite 
teddy bear those years ago. Grief was all that was left at that moment. 

Charles gently removed the empty cup from my unresisting hand and 
re-filled it. He graciously gave it back to me with a cookie, dammit, a biscuit. 
I nibbled and drank and gradually came back to life - that is if you could call 
the bleak prospect life. 

As Charles took away the second cup, Al knelt on the floor near me, 
„God forgive me, Bert. I didn‟t know. She didn‟t know. Oh, she knew there 
was a risk, we all knew there was a risk. But I thought she was able to 
survive. She had everything going for her she wanted to survive and she is, 
was a survivor.‟ 
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He stopped as he saw the emptiness of his words. He suddenly 
turned to Charles, „A hamburger and fries, onions and mustard.‟ Charles 
silently left.  

Al‟s next words floored me and woke a rush of emotion that 
engulfed me. 

„I‟m sending you to Cairo. There‟s need for identification.‟ He 
paused, „It ought to be you. She‟d like that.‟ My head reeled. The next 
meeting with Liza would be the last. Ever. 

Into my confused mind there was a ray of light. I would go. It was all 
that I could do and wanted to do it right away, immediately, „She would. I‟ll 
do that for her.‟ 

Al‟s face worked as if he was hiding tears, „Attaboy Bert. Go give 
„em hell.‟ 

It did not dawn on me for some time what Al said. Later it worried 
me; just then nothing else mattered. I had to do the right thing. 

Charles entered in a heady cloud of spices, onions and chips. I ate 
the hot, tantalising feast in great, gulping bites, a condemned man eating his 
last meal. I looked at the clock and stopped, transfixed. It was six! It was 
over twelve hours since my last food. 

I demolished the rest of the stodgy, life-giving meal, drank two more 
cups of the excellent Earl Grey and sat back. The agony had faded to a dead 
ache, like the numbness from an injection of Novocaine. Later, I knew it 
would fade and the hurt re-start, but for now I was able to face the prospect 
of a long flight, the sight of death and the final internment, flinching as I 
thought, but steeling myself to see Liza for the last time. 

Al saw that I was ready, so he sprang one more trick on me, „I hope 
you don‟t mind, but I‟d like Monica to go too.‟ He sensed my resistance, so 
he hurried on, „She‟s had new contacts through the Eavesdropper and wants 
to get close to the source to send it on its way.‟ The retort I was about to 
make died before it reached my lips. The thought of Monica‟s company 
eased my pain a little. I also wanted it to be worth the effort, God knew it had 
cost me enough to get this far. 

Begining to droop again I returned to bed, which now seemed to be 
an icy tomb. I took a sleeping pill and slept solidly, dead to anything for 
eight hours. 
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CHAPTER 46 
 

Cairo. 
The unflappable Charles woke me, speeded my packing and made it seem so 
easy that I was ashamed of my own efforts. I was still muddle-headed despite 
the deep sleep, but never found drug-induced sleep to be really restful. It 
seemed all wrong to enjoy anything in the solemnity of the trip, so I ate 
sparsely, Charles was not best pleased, but did not force anything. His 
attentions were becoming welcome, I wondered if I could afford an English 
equivalent, but did not let it become serious. 

Monica clearly had done better then I had, she was pert, sparky and 
very much alive, making me resentful of the life she had and Liza did not, 
but it wasn‟t long before I killed the sentiment. She was going to be good 
company on the long drag. More than simply being a delicate, attractive 
woman, she was a comfort to me; I was going to miss her after this was all 
over. 

We were given the VIP treatment all the way. Al had his own 
helicopter waft us to Dulles Airport, a limo took us all the 800 yards to the 
Executive lounge, our meagre luggage was spirited away without our lifting 
a finger, and there seemed to be a lot of security men in our vicinity. We 
were taken personally through the check-in and settled into the biggest, 
softest airliner seats I‟d ever seen. Monica sailed through it all as to the 
manner born: I was thoroughly bemused by it all as the Olympic A 330 
taxied round the peri-track. I glanced out of the porthole as we turned to the 
runway. There was an armoured personnel carrier parked near enough to be 
used quickly if needed, the royal treatment was comprehensive. I‟d picked up 
some junky periodicals and tried to read as we rose over the wispy clouds, it 
was no use. I could not concentrate on the crosswords and the articles bored 
me with their triviality. With the shocks and being wakened in the early 
hours I had jet-lag before I started. The soporific environment lulled me into 
a state of suspended animation. 

I don‟t think I actually slept for long at any one time, but the flight 
took on the hazy vagueness that I was told comes from narcotics. If it is then 
I never want to try them out, I want to know what‟s happening, not slip into 
oblivion. 

The hazy laziness of it all was made all the more unreal by the way 
that Monica‟s presence insinuated itself into my drifting mind, making me 
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cocooned, cossetted, cherished. The feeling of being cherished was very 
strong and occasionally Monica put her hand over mine in mute sympathy. It 
was very calming and reassuring. 

We touched down in Athens at one in the morning and went to a 
hotel, where I immediately fell into a restless sleep, racked by dreams. 

Liza was ghostly, her hair had grown long, but was snow white. Her 
face was pallid, lifeless, cold as marble. She reminded me of the face of my 
late father as he had laid in state at the mercifully short ceremony at the 
crematorium. I‟d touched him as a last gesture. It was a mistake, he wasn‟t 
there, the body was an empty husk, that had become superfluous, redundant. 
Trying hard, I could still recall him alive, but there was always that dead, 
useless shell in the background. 

In my dream there was a benign presence, it was gentle, not 
intruding, it was more a feeling that it would soon be all over, the sense of 
clearing away obstacles to an awakening of the will to live. It succeded 
where drugs failed; my sleep settled quietly into peace. 

We were on our way early the next morning for the short flight to the 
Arab, Muslim world that was so close, yet so far away. 

As we approached the Cairo airport in the preparation to touchdown, 
I saw how the buildings had the brown, furrowed desert right up to the doors, 
as if the buildings had grown from the sand. Apart from the sprawling towns 
and cities, Egypt looked to be an empty country. The sand desert stretched 
away, barren, forbidding, hostile. It looked hot even from the air. When we 
emerged from the aircraft, a wall of heat met us that sucked the breath from 
us and filled the air with an indescribable potpourri of smells, damp earth 
mingled with farmyard odours, jet fumes with reek of diesel and petrol. Over 
it all there was clogging dust and a hint of human sweat. Welcome to Egypt. 

Fortunately we were again whisked in an air-conditioned limo to the 
cool opulence of a luxurious hotel, part of a chain that catered for rich, 
important clients. The suite was enormous, the bathroom was the size of the 
Nile Delta and it was blessedly cool, almost too chilly for comfort. Charles 
had included a light sweater. I needed it, despite the stark sunshine filtering 
through the filmy curtains. The windows did not open, the thick glass kept 
the frantic city ambience well away from the pampered, cloistered clientele. 

As the room boy was putting my minuscule collection of clothes into 
the immense dressing room, Monica tapped and entered casually. It seemed 
right that she should have no hesitation in coming to me. I was definitely 
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going to miss her. And then there flashed the idea. She didn‟t need to go. The 
notion took root and began to flourish. Monica was good to look at, she had a 
good figure, I felt warm as I remembered my dreams, she had good taste, an 
easy manner and her perfume was growing on me.  

With a guilty feeling, I realised that she was growing on me. The 
vision of Liza‟s marble-like, dead face intruded. I shut off the thoughts of the 
living with the image of the dead. 

Monica was tact itself, she suggested that we see about the 
identification ordeal as soon as the police would let us and relax afterwards. 
It was agreed and the management were asked to make the arrangements. To 
say it was speedy would to be underrate the operation. Before I could finish 
my first cup of lemon tea, Inspector Aziz Faisal strode into the hushed 
lounge. Without hesitation he came to us and held out his hand. He was 
impeccably turned out in his lightweight uniform, the leatherwork gleamed 
with the loving attention lavished on it, his trouser creases were knife sharp, 
epaulets stiff and perfectly aligned. I imagined him being the pride of 
Sandhurst. He was proud of himself, his self-assurance was intimidating. I 
was glad he was on our side. 

He certainly knew his western protocol, his handshake was firm, not 
the usual flabby, ‟wet fish‟ Middle Eastern variety. Thankfully it wasn‟t the 
Aloysius bone-cruncher either. I was impressed. 

He apologised for the delay, what delay? which he put down to 
pressing paperwork, and led us to the gleaming Mercedes Police car outside. 
It too was air-conditioned and luxurious, it also had the ponderous feeling of 
heavy armour. As`well as being impressive, it was well-known too, the 
traffic parted like the Red Sea as we proceeded, tank-like and weightily 
along the heaving roads. 

He extended the hope that this „sorry business‟ would soon be over. 
He was „desolate‟ that the lady had been robbed and met an untimely end in 
his city. Shrugging his elegant, epauletted shoulders he said she had been 
unwise to enter the City of the Dead. He advised us to remain on the main 
boulevards, where it would be completely safe. 

Safe? I looked at the midday crush, the undisciplined traffic, the 
absence of any sort of pedestrian priority, gaping as I saw an agile youth 
actually scamper over the roof of cars in one particularly grid-locked 
intersection. The Inspector saw my disbelief and shrugged. 
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We swept into the city hospital approach road, to park in the 
restricted zone, to be met by a solemn official, whose face never registered 
anything, but solicitude and sadness. He guided us clattering along endless 
echoing corridors until I was completely lost. 

Finally he ushered us into the mortuary. 
It hit me then that this was it. The smells of the area were nauseating, 

I sweated clammy perspiration and went weak at the knees. 
A drawer was hauled open, I steeled myself. Mouth dry, I watched in 

horrible fascination as the sheet was drawn back. 
I stared, my legs twitched, bile rose burning in my parched throat. 
Her blond hair was long and tangled, it was disfigured by a black 

stain on the left, front temple, there were dark and extensive marks on her 
cheekbones. She had been very attractive once. Now she was disfigured and 
dead. That was bad enough. There was more. 

She was a stranger to me! 
I don‟t remember falling, but came to in a small office with a cold 

towel on my head. Lifting it away I was puzzled to see blood on it, and 
looked up at the faces round me. The Inspector was all efficiency, he kept 
back the fidgeting orderly, who had bandages in his hands; Monica was very 
worried, but calm; the official was even more sad and gloomy. A smile tried 
to emerge from my numbed features. It hurt. I coughed, that hurt too. 

„I seem to have made a fool of myself. Sorry.‟ 
The Inspector was all solicitude, „I forgot that you don‟t see what I 

see every day, it is I who should ...‟ 
I interrupted, „But that‟s not Liza. It‟s someone else.‟ 
There was silence for a full ten seconds. Monica added her quiet 

voice, „I was just about to say that myself. I wanted to see that you were 
alright first. I‟m sorry Inspector, but you‟ve got an unknown body on your 
hands.‟ 

He looked round, waved away the official and the orderly, speaking 
as to a stupid child, „Let‟s start again. You say that this is not Miss Vancyk?‟ 

Delirious with relief I babbled, „No it most certainly is not.‟ A 
thought crept across my mind, „Was there no identity, no credit card, no ...?‟ 
The answer was self-evident. If she had been beaten and robbed there 
wouldn‟t be. 
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Aziz was annoyed, but kept calm, „These stupid, young women! 
They fill their heads with romantic rubbish and go about unannounced, 
unguarded and wonder why this happens.‟ 

He peered quizzically at me, „Do you feel up to returning to your 
hotel Mr Fradley?‟ 

Jumping up and wishing I hadn‟t I swayed. 
Monica supported me until the room stopped spinning. 
I tried to be breezy, „I‟ll be OK if you can take me - us back please.‟ 
„Of course.‟ He stood, hands behind his back, deep in thought, he 

mused almost to himself, „This means that the search is still on. Now I have 
two problems to solve.‟ 

I stood feeling the need to get started, there was nothing for me here, 
„I must get back to the hotel and begin looking. I need to try to retrace her 
movements.‟ 

„I will see what we have on record, but I think it will be difficult. I 
suggest that you leave the enquiries to me, Mr Fradley. Have some lunch and 
a rest, I will set my men on to the hunt tomorrow. Rest assured, if she is in 
Cairo, we will find her.‟ 

He turned on his military heel and I lurched after him, helped by 
Monica. 
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CHAPTER 47 
 

Now Where? 
In the hotel I was unable to settle to anything. The mixture of hopes and fears 
lifted me to heights of delight and dashed me to the deepest depression in 
turn. Monica tried to reassure me that this meant that it was definitely good 
news. She tried to be sincere, I was not fooled. Neither of us had any idea 
what to do next and were afraid to start in case we failed. 

We sat down to think, telling ourselves that two heads were better 
than one. After a full hour, I admitted defeat and gave in to my growling 
hunger by taking Monica to the opulent dining room. The hotel catering was 
of the „International‟ style, that is neither interesting nor off-putting, their 
idea of lamb cutlets in a piquant sauce is definitely not mine. I played safe 
with the sweet, the Greek souvlaki was actually good. The food was 
adequate: the meal as a whole was not a jolly affair, I wondered if Monica 
had been upset more than I thought, she toyed and picked, seeming to have 
no interest in what she ate. 

Over the excellent turkish coffee, I had the stirring of an idea. I 
risked a furtive glance at her, she was not enjoying the situation; the fidgety 
way she picked at her nails, flicked her hair and smoothed her skirt bothered 
and unsettled me. She had an annoyed air rather than a disturbed one. 

In the end, I blurted out, „I know it‟s been a shock. What‟s eating 
you?‟ 

She jerked as if I‟d made an improper remark, her face went 
surprisingly pink, „Nothing. Nothing at all.‟ and turned away to gaze out of 
the window at the rapidly darkening city, lights punctuating the shadows, 
„Why didn‟t that man make some enquiries first? It would have saved us 
making the trip.‟ She stared hard at me, „I only came for your sake, you 
know. I‟ve better things to do with my time.‟ The thought came unbidden, 
than to nurse-maid some pathetic male, who can’t look after himself. 

Returning the hard stare, I confessed, „I was pathetic, we‟ve been 
through a lot, but I‟d gone to pieces.‟ Her expression softened as I went on, „I 
do appreciate what you did. I couldn‟t have made it without you and you 
know it; I‟ll always be grateful. Remember that.‟ 

She flipped a manicured hand in dismissal, „Don‟t take too much 
notice of me, it‟s been hard for everyone.‟ Rising, she smoothed her skirt 



160 

with a fluid movement that led my eyes to the shapely woman before me 
starting an unbidden train of thoughts and images. 

My pulse rate rose a notch as unexpected pictures flew across my 
brain - Monica in the loose robe, the dream I had of her in my bed, the 
closeness in the airliner. 

It was all that I could do to stop myself embracing her, holding her, 
kissing her. 

She gave me a weak smile that made me feel a cheat. The temptation 
was too much, I took her hand, she did not resist. Our eyes locked, the world 
faded, I could feel the trembling warmth of that tender touch, my head spun 
and I clutched at her for support, her smile was wiped away as she held me 
until I steadied. Her throaty voice was unsteady, „I think we‟d better go to 
bed.‟ We started for the lift, hand in hand, walking as one. 

I‟d actually started to press the call button when I stopped dead. 
There was a cry of agony in my mind, „Bert! Help me. I‟m lost, please Bert, 
don‟t leave me!‟ 

Monica‟s eyes opened wide, I saw alarm, apprehension and dread 
cross the dilated pupils, she spoke one word in awe, „Liza!‟ 
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CHAPTER 48 
 

The Hunt is Resumed. 
I was shocked, unable to move until Monica pressed the lift call button. With 
eyes tight shut I leaned against the cool marble wall, mind locked to block 
out any influence, seen or unseen. 

As the doors hissed open, I let myself be led in, to find support in the 
plastic side of the lift car. The Otis equipment wafted us effortlessly upward 
and I dared to look at Monica‟s face. It was drawn, white and spiritless, her 
shoulders had the hunched defeated droop of loss. In that micro second I was 
blinded by the thought that surged like a tidal wave. Monica didn‟t want me 
to find Liza. The signs had been so obvious, I had been so defenceless, had 
actually welcomed her into my subconscious, believing that we both wanted 
the same thing. The rage started to rise, I glared at the dejected figure visibly 
crumpling before me. The lift stopped with barely a jolt, the doors sighed 
apart and waited. 

Really angry, I felt the shock drain out of me. It was as much my 
own cupidity as with Monica‟s intrigue. Hauling her out, I strode along the 
corridor, „Come with me. Now.‟ 

She meekly followed, eyes downcast. The lift doors shushed closed 
and we went to my room. I flung open the door, stood back in silent 
invitation. Hesitating momentarily, she entered, without catching my eye as I 
followed and locked the inner handle, to stand facing the window, back 
straight, hands by her side. Neither of us moved until I burst out, „I can‟t 
believe it. You of all people. You know what we‟ve been through. You know 
because you‟ve been in my mind. How the hell could you?‟ 

The delicate, expressive hands clenched and opened, her fingers 
fluttered. Her voice was a mere whisper, „I couldn‟t help it. I didn‟t set out to 
do it this way. It was another job at first. And then, I felt your yearning.‟ She 
swung round, „I‟ve been so lonely for the past two years. Harry and me, 
we‟ve been, well ... distant for a long time. I really thought that when the 
NASA business was over, we might have ... might have found what we‟d 
lost.‟ She tailed away in her confession, I could hear the catch as the tears 
began. 

In my anger I‟d meant to storm and rage. As she put her face into her 
hands the wrath blew away like steam in a wind. I reached out with my id, I 
dared not touch her physically. 
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She lifted her moist, crumpled face to me in comprehension. I smiled 
bleakly. 

Blinking hard, she smeared a hand over her puffy eyes and grinned 
sheepishly, „I‟ve been a fool. I‟m sorry.‟ She flicked back a strand of her 
short hair, „I‟ll make it up to you. I really will.‟ 

And the idiot that I was, I believed her. 
There was a truce between us that I wanted to succeed. I needed her 

to assist in finding Liza. Apart from that despairing awareness that Liza was 
not dead, there was nothing tangible to go on. My only real hopes were 
Monica‟s psychic faculty and my own sensibility tuned to Liza. And Cairo 
was a big, alien, dangerous place. I‟d learned that very quickly. I needed 
every scrap of help I could dredge up. Had Zak had left already, I wondered, 
if not, at least he could give some strong-arm support; certain I was going to 
need it. 

Waving Monica to sit, I picked up the house „phone, she subsided 
gracefully and decorously. I called Al‟s number and waited impatiently for 
the reply. Then I remembered the seven hour difference and cursed. It was 
only seven a.m. there. As I was about to slam the handset down, when I 
heard Al‟s gravelly growl, „OK, Bert, what‟s the panic?‟ He did not show 
any anxiety, but went on quickly, „I s‟pose you‟re in the hotel?‟ 

Of course I was. It was a warning so I bit back the stress, „I just 
wondered if Zak‟s here, we could do with a guide to the sights.‟ I laughed 
unconvincingly, „There‟s no way I can drive in this permanent traffic jam. 
You‟ve never seen anything like it here. It scares me stiff.‟ 

Al‟s voice was strong, as if he was in the next room, not the other 
side of the world, not surprisingly really, the tapping equipment in Egypt 
would not be as sophisticated as mine. Al breathed deeply, „Zak‟s still there, 
he‟s a good guy. I‟ll get the office to arrange a car and call you in an hour. 
Incidentally, I‟d suggest you take a look at the Great Mosque of Ibn Tulun, 
it‟s well worth a visit. Don‟t take any bent nickels.‟ There were two almost 
simultaneous clicks as the line went dead. 

Slowly and delicately, I replaced the „phone and turned to see 
Monica, face turned up to me in query. 

I smiled weakly and sank into the nearest chair, „Zak‟s bringing a 
car. Might as well see some of the sights while we wait for the Inspector. Al 
suggested the Mosque of Ibn Tulun, have you any other ideas?‟ 
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She shook her pretty head, „I might want to see the Pyramids later, 
that‟s all.‟ 

The memory of the crowded souk, that had reached us both from 
Liza‟s perception as she met Anas, flickered between us. The Great Mosque 
was one place to start. 
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CHAPTER 49 
 

The Second of Toot. 
I kept Monica with me in the suite, more to keep an eye on her than needing 
her company, and used the next hour to try to probe her own recollections. 
The contrast of the crowded, narrow alleys and the cool courtyard with its 
tinkling fountain came back to us. Words were dangerous things in the quiet 
of the hotel, our listening friend would have an easy task in picking out what 
he wanted. Despite the vagueness of the reliance on inner sensations, I was 
now convinced that my latent, mystic talent, which was much more than 
mere intuition, was going to be the key. That shocking cry of anguish in the 
lobby was not imagined, nor a hunch; it had been real. 

We chatted in a reminiscent way of the Lichfield area, but our minds 
were silently sifting and sorting the meagre scraps we had; at the end of the 
frustrating wait for Zak, we were convinced that Liza was somewhere in the 
Old City. The Tulun Mosque was close enough for a start. 

We jumped as the „phone purred and I picked it up to be told that the 
car had arrived. We exchanged glances, this was it. 

Zak was, not surprisingly, an Arab; he wore an immaculate long 
robe, that had delicate needlework round the neckline. He wore it easily and 
with assurance bordering on pride, we felt ostentatious beside him. 

„I am at your service.‟ his voice was deep, melodious and with no 
Western tones. It was a good start, we were likely to be a good team. 

In the car, a rather battered Peugeot, Zak eased into the crawling 
traffic, he spoke over his shoulder, „Sorry „bout the carriage. At least I know 
it‟s clean, you do know your suite‟s bugged?‟ We nodded, he smiled, „To be 
expected I s‟pose.‟ His smile vanished, „I‟ve found out one nasty touch, Aziz 
tricked you. He knew damn well who the stiff was. He‟s using you to flush 
out a bigger fish.‟ 

„Of all the dirty tricks.‟ I burst out. 
Zak wasn‟t fazed, „Cairo‟s a dirty place. He‟s got to use what he‟s 

got, which in this case isn‟t much. We‟ve got a tail right now.‟ I squirmed to 
look out of the rear window, but the traffic was impenetrable, „I can‟t lose 
him. No need. They can‟t bug the Old Mosque.‟ 

I relaxed and cast a sideways glance at Monica, sitting with eyes 
closed, „Anything?‟ 
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There was the merest shake, her eyes remained shut. I tried and 
failed to let my mind open, there was just too much action, heat, movement 
and irritation around. One thought swirled round for a moment, the second of 
toot. and then disappeared. 

Zak parked the car and paid the baksheesh to the perennial urchins, 
we walked slowly together to the immense structure, Zak said he didn‟t want 
to lose the tail just yet. As we shed our shoes and Monica adjusted her 
headscarf, I really marvelled; the sweeping proportions were magnificent, the 
intricate decoration gleamed with the millions of pieces tracing the orthodox 
Islamic patterns. Inside, the soaring columns seemed to stretch for ever to 
heaven, the echoing, lamenting cries of the faithful gave an unearthly, 
etheric, other-worldliness that silenced our speech. 

We stopped in company with others to squat cross-legged gazing 
upward, letting the atmosphere soak into our minds. All I felt was peace, 
calmness and reverence. I looked at Monica, her brow was smooth, her 
mouth gently curved into a pleasant smile. It was restful, but it was not 
leading us anywhere. 

We drifted round to the door, the harsh sunlight now streaming 
further in as the sun fell lower, until we emerged blinking and deafened to 
the real world. I turned to Zak, „That was amazing, truly wonderful.‟ I spoke 
quietly as I could, „What‟s the second of Toot?‟ 

His gait faltered fractionally, „Don‟t say that here. Wait till the car.‟ 
He thrust his way through the crush to the car, we entered in silence. 

Once inside, Zak turned sharply to scowl, „Repeat what you said and slowly.‟ 
Unsettled by the swift change, I collected my thoughts, „I got this 

odd fancy, it sort of popped into my mind from nowhere. As if somebody 
muttered, “Second of Toot.” Don‟t ask me why.‟ I finished lamely, „It 
sounded stupid to me.‟ 

Zak pondered, „Where were you at the time? Think, it could matter.‟ 
I concentrated, „Not long before you parked the car. Somewhere near 

the end of that long main street.‟ I felt a fool, „They all looked the same to 
me, I can‟t read the squiggles. I think it was where the older shops were.‟ 

He nodded sagely, „It figures. The Khan. Have you heard of the 
Copts?‟ 

I nodded, „I‟ve heard of them. Don‟t know much about them. 
Christians aren‟t they? Some ancient cult.‟ 
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Zak let a bleak smile seep from his dark eyes, „That‟s more than 
most folks know. The Coptic Christians are a tiny, persecuted minority in 
this Muslim land. Mostly in the sticks, but there‟s an enclave here in Cairo, 
Shar‟a Mari Girgis. Not well educated, scattered, keep a low profile.‟ 

He swerved round a donkey and cursed, „The Coptic calender starts 
on the Tenth of September of our calendar, the first three months are Toot, 
Babeh, Hatoor. The second of Toot is September 11th.‟ 

I was struggling to fathom out the complexities, the implications. 
There were too many things happening at once and my brain was reeling 
under the load. Zak looked at Monica, „Did you get anything then?‟ She 
wrinkled her mouth in thought, „Not that for sure. I did think there was 
something. It was more a hint of sleepiness. Nothing like those words Bert 
got.‟ 

Zak started to open the door, „I think it‟s time to lose our tail.‟ 
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CHAPTER 50 
 

Contact. 
We emerged from the hot interior of the car into the crush of polyglot 
humanity thronging the hot streets. I‟d only been there just over a day and 
already I was sick of the crush, the heat, dust and noise. I thought longingly 
of a cool place, cold glass tinkling in my hand, a soft, flowing robe like 
Zak‟s. 

I hesitated in my stride, nearly being knocked over, Zak grabbed me, 
„Watch your step, the sidewalk‟s pretty rough.‟ Monica lifted a delicate 
eyebrow in query, I nodded. 

Zak suddenly wheeled to our right, to plunge into one of the narrow 
passageways that led off the highway. It was as if we‟d dived underground, it 
was deep in shadow, verandas and cloth shades seemed to meet overhead. I 
smelled the cocktail of coffee, tobacco, spicy food, hot metal, tannin, sweat. 
In the initial gloom, now lightening as my sight adjusted, I‟d not noticed the 
surroundings, I‟d simply noted piles of obstructions that people weaved and 
eddied round. I gazed in wonder. This was a street of leather workers. It was 
an Aladdin‟s cave of treasure. Leather in every conceivable form was hung, 
draped and piled around me. It was truly astounding. I‟d always loved the 
natural things; I could have spent days in there. 

Zak propelled me along not allowing me to drool, Monica before us 
was equally wide-eyed. Just ahead there was a bend to the right, Zak pointed 
that way, we went with him. 

Immediately he hauled us into a cave-like opening, covered with 
ornate saddles, he drew us behind an inlaid screen, finger to lips and at the 
same time waved a silencing hand at the crouching figure in the gloomy rear. 
„There he is.‟ breathed our guide. I couldn‟t see anyone different to the rest 
of the robed crowd out there, except on who pushed a little harder than the 
others. Zak greeted the bent figure in Arabic. I caught the „Allah‟ bit, but not 
the rest. He looked back at us, „Sorry for the cloak and dagger stuff, but 
we‟ve lost him for now, Abdul‟s a real pal, so don‟t sweat. Come to Shangri 
La.‟ We wriggled past Abdul, who grinned with broken teeth and muttered 
more Arabic, „Ya‟lla.‟ Zak patted his head, „OK, buddy, we‟re going as 
quick as we can.‟ 

He lifted a heavy curtain to let us out into daylight. 
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I stopped, awe-struck, my dream of coolness had just materialised. It 
was tiny, but the area was green with plants in pots, there was a tiny fountain 
and a heavy iron table. 

I must have gaped, for Zak laughed. „Abdul‟s secret home. He‟s 
lucky enough to have one of the old houses. They‟re nearly all gone, mostly 
just fallen down. Some surprise eh?‟ He peered at my wondering look, „OK?‟ 

I turned as light dawned, „Zak. I think I saw this place before we ... 
before we got here. At least I think I did.‟ I gazed round, peering, „No, not 
this place, but like it.‟ 

It was his turn to open his eyes in surprise, but he said nothing as I 
turned to look. 

It was Monica who broke the silence, „I‟m not sure, but I feel 
something.‟ She shook her head, „There‟s too much going on, hostility and 
distrust.‟ 

I looked straight at her, dragging her gaze to me, „I felt peace, calm 
and cool air, shade and shelter.‟ trying to burn into her mind my vision, 
„She‟s round here somewhere, I know she is.‟ 

Monica‟s eyes seemed to dull, she shrugged, „Where? She‟s not 
here.‟ 

Monica was not trying. She was closing down. 
Zak was even more surprised when I seized Monica and shook her so 

that her hair was dishevelled, „Don‟t give me that. You‟re going to try. I‟m 
not joking. Come on.‟ 

Her face changed, she looked at with a sort of awe, a new respect, 
needing to be with someone strong-willed. She smiled, „Alright, there‟s no 
need to get tough.‟ and laughed lightly, „God I could do with a drink.‟ 

I let her go and stared at her, „That was ... how did you know?‟ 
She was nearly laughing, „I didn‟t until you grabbed me, then I felt it. 

Don‟t you see? We‟re back in business. I know, she‟s alive.‟ 
Zak was quick on the uptake, his face registered understanding of the 

good news. 
He leaned against the cool wall, dark brows furrowed in pleasure, 

„Now all you have to do is to tell Uncle Zak where.‟ 
Monica and I traded glances, that was not going to be easy. I stared 

into Monica‟s eyes, hoping to see some glimmer of knowledge, but she 
looked back at me with the same hope. Frustration burned my throat, my 
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head started to throb, my back to itch. I needed a drink and a rest to my left 
leg that had begun to hurt like the very devil. 

It was as if I‟d been beaten up. 
I sat on the table edge, shut my eyes and waited for the feeling to 

pass. A soothing male voice whispered something I did not catch. I opened 
my eyes and stared. 

There was only Zak and Monica. Both of them were unsettled and 
looking at me with puzzlement. It was Monica who breathed the question, 
the husky sound added to the tension. 

„What have you seen?‟ 
I was in turmoil, I wasn‟t sure of anything at that time, „I think Liza‟s 

ill, no, been injured in some way. I felt the back itching, head sore, leg 
hurting. And there was someone giving her a drink.‟ 

Zak‟s jaw dropped, „So who is it? Where is she?‟ 
„I don‟t know! I heard some man, sounded like a monk. But there 

aren‟t any monks here.‟ I stopped in rash expectation, „Are there?‟ 
Zak was thoughtful, he disappeared into the shop, I begged Monica 

without words, she shook her head forlornly, „I felt you, no-one else.‟ 
„We‟ve got to give it all we‟ve got. Let it go. I know you can do it.‟ 
Her eyes closed, brow wrinkled in concentration. I thought hard of 

the voice, the cool place, the fountain, the robe. After five minutes she 
sighed and sagged, „She‟s not fully awake, I‟m sure of that. She‟s not alone. 
But it‟s too vague to locate.‟ She stretched, „I‟m really tired too, maybe 
tomorrow.‟ 

As I was about to get angry with her Zak reappeared from behind the 
heavy curtain, „Abdul‟s got an idea.‟ We looked at him as he rubbed his chin, 
„It‟s a long shot, but I think it‟s worth it. Want to give it a go?‟ 

I silenced Monica with my urgent reaction, „Absolutely! We‟ve 
nothing else to do.‟ 

A not altogether eager, Monica followed Zak into the dark cave-like 
shop. I thanked Abdul, who flashed his broken teeth in reply, before we 
tentatively emerged into the scrum of the passageway, heads bent, Monica‟s  
head covered in a heavy shawl. 

There was anticipation in my step. I felt this was going to be good. 
Zak seemed to be aware of my anxiety to hurry, he held me back 

with a touch, whenever I became too thrusting; his eyes were constantly 
alert, sweeping around the crowds, „Arabs never walk in a hurry, we always 
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wander as if we‟ve got all day. Rushing will get you in trouble.‟ We 
sauntered fretfully. 

The buildings had lost the busy, prosperous atmosphere of the 
leather workers, walls were cracked, casements sagged, paint peeled in 
dejection. We paused by a collapsed wall, that half filled the alleyway, the 
exposed interior had been looted of anything movable. 

The door swung mournfully, creaking to and fro. Zak hesitated, „This 
it?‟ 

I peered hesitatingly at the rubble, something did not add up. Monica 
had the same expression. As I pondered, I had a stirring in my mind. Shutting 
my eyes I let the sights around me fade away. 

The imagined cool, green courtyard, the tinkling fountain tickled my 
senses. It began to clear, to coalesce. There was a warm, gentle presence. The 
Monk. A long, cream robe to his feet, hands in his sleeves. He held out a 
hand in greeting, I reached to take it, but touched air. When I opened my 
eyes it was to see the other two with bated breath looking toward the 
collapsed building. My hand was pointing towards it. I let it drop, it was a 
hallucination. 

Monica moved lightly and quickly to step into the ruined house and 
push at an inner door. I stared as it moved silently and easily to show a dark 
passage, she went in and the door swung after her. There was no sign she had 
ever been there. Zak and I scrambled uncertainly after her, we slowed to let 
our sight adjust to the gloom. There was an odour of damp earth that 
reminded me of a Victorian grotto; the floor was beaten earth with crumbled 
sun-baked bricks scattered on it. I smelled Monica‟s perfume wafting 
towards me, so I edged along in the dark, that slowly paled to a green tinged 
softness and daylight beyond some green fronds, so I pressed through them 
and stared. It was the fountain and greenery of my vision. And there was the 
cream robed figure, hand outstretched to Monica. I moved dazedly to him, 
but halted, staring at a sprawled shape in the shaded corner. I did not need to 
ask. It was Liza. 
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CHAPTER 51 
 

Reunion. 
The cream-robed monk simply smiled at me as I woke from my stupor and 
hurried to Liza. She was also in a robe, a cowl partly covered her face, but I 
could feel her eyes on mine. I knelt and touched her hand, it was cool and 
relaxed. Then I swept back the hood to see her face in the dim light; she did 
not resist, did not move as I stroked her cheek. 

She was too quiet. I studied her as if I‟d never seen her before. She 
had changed. 

The same dark, hypnotic eyes, the high cheekbones, the creamy skin 
were still there, but the fire had died. My jubilation died as well, my spirits 
sank when she continued to stare vacantly as at a stranger. I lifted her hand 
and kissed it, there was a tenseness from Monica and Zak behind me, but I 
ignored it looking for life in her expression. 

Vaguely I heard Zak talking rapidly in Arabic, the replies were 
gentle, measured. Zak touched my shoulder, „He says she‟s drugged, 
something to ease the pains. Name‟s Simon. a Copt, he‟s a sort of recluse.‟ 
He waved at the dark passage behind us, „Found her two days ago, crying, 
lying in the rubble. Says it was late, he carried her in. Leg seemed broken, 
but thinks it‟s sprained ankle.‟ My thoughts leapt back to the shoot out with 
the Porsche on the mountain road from Al‟s. It would be the same leg, I 
supposed. 

I looked up, „Tell him I‟m very grateful.‟ 
Simon chuckled, his voice was soothing, „I understand you very 

well. I am only able to do the basics, to ease, to bind.‟ There was a beatific 
smile as he went on, „I‟m afraid I had to wash her down, she had been left to 
die from loss of blood. The clothes I burned.‟ 

Shock and indignation surged to my mouth, but I stopped the words. 
He‟d saved her life, nothing else mattered. Her hair drew my shocked 
attention, it was longer than it had been the last time I‟d seen it; still little 
more than stubble, but there was a greyness about it. It was no longer the 
appalling, bleached white from the trauma she‟d suffered. At the back of her 
head there was a bulk that I dared not think about. He nodded, serious, „I 
stopped the bleeding. She is weak.‟ He smiled again, „But she is strong and 
young, she will live. She has the powerful will to live.‟ 
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I was feeling faint myself. Night was coming on with tropical 
suddenness. It was time to go. 

„We‟d like to go home.‟ 
I can remember only odd moments of the return to the hotel, the way 

Zak effortlessly carried Liza, the darkening city, lights burning my sensitive 
eyes, the raucous rumpus of the traffic, the flurry at the hotel, the hushed 
peace of the suite. I did express gratitude to Zak, who waved it aside. He said 
unnecessarily that I was to admit no-one until morning. He also organised 
food for us both and saw it arrived safely. He left promising to be back first 
thing in the morning with an American doctor from the Embassy. I promised 
to leave the dressings undisturbed until then. 

During this time Liza was vacant, submissive, sedated, blankly 
gazing round, propped up in the vast bed, still dressed in the coarse robe. She 
did mechanically eat some food, drink boiled water. I tried to make sense of 
it and failed. It was too fantastic, too horrifying to take in, so I just gave up 
and thanked my stars that we were together again. Sitting in a big, floppy 
chair watching her breathe steadily I desperately hoped this was the last time 
we would be wrenched apart . 

I must have dozed as I was jerked awake by a cry, more a whimper. 
Liza was still sat up in bed, but she was no longer lifeless, she stirred 
restlessly a cry of pain torn from her quivering lips, her brow was hot to 
touch. Hurriedly I damped a cloth and held it to her head, flinching at the pad 
on the nape of her neck. She relaxed. After some time she stirred again, her 
eyes focused on mine, her bottom lip trembled upwards into a tentative glow, 
she coughed and spoke hoarsely, „Hello Bert.‟ 

Elated beyond belief, I grinned back, „Welcome back. God, I‟m glad 
to see you.‟ 

There was a definite smile, that suddenly changed to a grimace. „It 
hurts. What‟s happened to me?‟ 

Looking into her deep, dark eyes I fell into her spell again. „It 
doesn‟t matter. You‟re home with me.‟ She calmed and smiled sleepily, „I‟m 
glad, so glad.‟ She shuffled, „I‟m so tired. Tired.‟ 

Very gently I eased her down a bit, she sighed and closed her eyes. I 
flicked a glance at the clock. It was four am. 

I lay on the bed in my rumpled clothes and drifted to an uneasy 
sleep. 
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CHAPTER 52 
 

Home?. 
I dreamed again of the shapeless forms trying to smother me, they kept 
coming no matter how many I knocked aside. There was nothing solid, it was 
terrifying in its suffocating closeness. Agonisingly I dragged myself from a 
deep well, chilly, stiff, head aching. 

It took me a good few minutes to realise where I was. My skin was 
goose pimples, the air conditioning was set too cool for my liking. I shivered 
and groped for my sweater, but stopped as I heard a groan. Liza, was 
struggling to sit up as I swung round. She plucked ineffectually at the coarse 
material of the robe, „For heaven‟s sake get this thing off, I‟m itching all 
down my back.‟ 

Gently I helped her to sit up and remove the offending garment. It 
was not as rough as I‟d feared, but I shuddered as I thought of her burned 
back. Fearfully I looked at it; I was amazed to see that it was merely pink 
with some flaking skin still separating from her. Wearing only her pants, her 
breasts touched me tantalisingly as she levered herself up. She shivered and 
hugged herself, „I‟d be glad of that sweater, unless you‟ve got something 
better.‟ I passed her the soft, woollen article and turned away as she lifted 
her arms to wear it and went to the air-con control , to turn it very low. Dawn 
sunlight was striking patterns across the muted colours of the featureless 
carpet as the time registered, nearly seven. No wonder I was groggy. I needed 
more than three hours sleep and a welcome break from nightmares. 

Liza touched the dressing on the back of her head, she was not 
comatose any more, but was merely puzzled, she tugged at it until I touched 
her hand, „Leave that for now, there‟ll be a doc along any minute. You‟ve 
been knocked about a bit, I‟m afraid.‟ 

She concentrated on my words and smiled wanly at me, „Where are 
we? I seem to have lost some time. Last thing I remember you were in 
Virginia.‟ 

„I was. But when you went ... er, missing wild horses couldn‟t keep 
me.‟ 

„How long was I ... what day is it?‟ 
„Friday. You were missing for two days. I was frantic.‟ 
„Two days.‟ She let this sink in, „Where was I?‟ 
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„Don‟t worry about it. Time for that later. Think I‟d better get you 
some clothes? Where are they anyway?‟ 

She wrinkled her brow in an effort to recall details, she looked up at 
me with fear. 

„I can‟t remember. I don‟t know.‟ She started to cry great racking 
sobs, „I don‟t know. I don‟t know.‟ In an instant I was holding her tenderly, 
stroking that shocking pale, short stubble letting the tears run down my 
rumpled shirt, her body shaking under the sweater. 

She slowly recovered her breath, wept quietly, „Bert. I‟m so afraid. I 
can‟t remember.‟ 

„You will.‟ I whispered, „You‟ll see. It‟ll all come right, trust me.‟ I 
was saying nothing meaningful, had nothing firm to say. In the pit of my 
stomach there crawled the dread that it would not be alright. I was utterly 
wretched. 

The phone purred, I leaped a foot in the air. 
I picked it up gingerly as if it was a sleeping adder, „Hello?‟ 
„Zak here. Can we come up?‟ 
Stupidly I nodded. „Yes.‟ I choked out. „Is the doc with you?‟ 
„Yup! And something for Madame. Be up in a minute.‟ 
Feeling better I replaced it, perhaps things were going to go right for 

once. 
Liza wriggled carefully off the bed, „I‟m going to the loo. Oh!‟ 
I rushed to catch her as she started to fall, her right leg giving way. I 

caught her awkwardly, she shut her eyes with pain as I grabbed her from the 
back. As I helped her to sit on the bed, she gasped and stared wildly, „God! 
What‟s happened? I can‟t stand.‟ 

„You‟ve had a bad time of it. Just take it easy. Get your breath back 
first. OK?‟ 

She nodded, „I‟ll have to go.‟ 
„Sure. But let me help. By the way, there‟s a doctor coming, and 

some clothes, wait in the bathroom, I‟ll fetch them to you. Let‟s try again.‟ 
She smiled bravely, biting her lip. I helped her to hop to the huge 

bathroom and left her hanging on to the marble washstand. Just as I gently 
closed the door there was a tap from the hallway. 

I put my hand to open it and stopped. There was a spy hole. I peered 
through. It was distorted, but it wasn‟t Zak. He looked like a waiter with a 
tray. I relaxed. Breakfast. 
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The smile on my face froze as I opened the door and he entered with 
a gun under the tray. It was rock steady and it was pointing at my stomach.  

Roughly he pushed me into the room and shut the door behind me, 
„Where is she?‟ 
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CHAPTER 53 
 

The OK Corral. 
Staggering back I nearly tripped. As I recovered the intruder pushed me 
again. 

It was this pushing me around after all the manipulation I‟d suffered 
that made me enraged, I swept my hand viciously sideways knocking the 
automatic away. At the same time I threw all my strength into a punch to his 
jaw. 

But I was too slow. He parried the blow, so that it was glancing 
instead of fully connected. It threw him away, but did not down him. 
Deliberately he swung the gun back to me and fired. I had fallen forward as 
the impetus of my deflected blow carried me on to him. My battered body 
received a burning stab in my abdomen, but I was beyond stopping for pain, I 
was maddened, red swam before my eyes. Grunting with rage, effort and 
agony, I grabbed his gun hand, pushed it back and tried to throw him to the 
floor. 

He hit me on the cheek with the gun, a solid blow that stunned me, 
head ringing, stars flashing in my brain and I collapsed helpless at his feet. 
He took deliberate aim, I shut my eyes and cringed, waiting for the tearing 
shock. A single shot rang out, I screamed and everything fell about me. It 
went black, I was crushed under a weight, unable to move. Was this the end? 

I drew a breath to scream again, but stopped. The dead weight still 
crushed, the burning abdominal pain seared my tattered nerve ends, but I was 
still alive. 

Through a babble of voices, I recognised Liza‟s, Zak‟s, Monica‟s 
and another. 

Through returning vision I looked in amazement at the thickly 
carpeted floor inches from my bleeding nose. There were feet near my face, 
sandalled feet, bare feet, feet in shoes. Someone was lying on me. 

The crushing weight was hauled off, „Now what the hell are you 
playing at? You‟re not fit to be let loose.‟ The bare feet turned and hopped 
away. I sat up with a great effort, my side was on fire, my ribs hurt, my cheek 
dripped blood. I felt terrible. 

„You look terrible. You‟re not shot are you?‟ Zak peered down at 
me. 
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He saw the rage in my face as I forced myself up, „I am terrible. And 
I‟ve been shot too. Any more stupid, bloody questions?‟ 

I turned to the bathroom, grunted as my side burst into flame, 
„Where‟s Liza? She alright?‟ 

Zak‟s melodious voice was taut with tension, „She‟s in the bathroom, 
putting on some clothes I guess. She looks in better shape than you right 
now.‟ He breathed deeply, „And what made you let this, ... this geek in 
anyway? God, if I‟d been a second later ...‟ 

„I think I‟d better see to the patient pronto. You can pick over the 
bones when I‟ve stopped the bleeding for one thing.‟ 

The words from the doctor, I assumed he was a doctor by the 
battered bag he carried, were not exactly the most reassuring. He helped me 
to stand long enough to be seated. Idly I wondered what the management 
were going to say about the red, blotchy stains that I was adding to the 
previously immaculate easy chair. I gave up wondering, I nearly gave up 
staying conscious as the doc prodded my side. If I‟d thought it was 
excruciating before; I nearly howled at the intense agony. 

„Not too bad, not bad at all,‟ he crooned, „Nice clean flesh wound. 
Bullet went right out again. Soon have you right as rain.‟ 

Gasping and feeling as if I‟d drained all the blood from my face, I 
moaned pitifully. He peered at me in a country medic manner, „Sorry if I hurt 
a little, just a little prick. OK?‟ 

Somehow I found the strength to grind my teeth and rasp at him, „It 
might be a prick to you, it‟s bloody killing me.‟ 

He smiled, „Attaboy, that‟s the spirit. You Brits are tough as old 
leather.‟ 

Squirming I shouted loudly as he injected something, „I‟m not a Brit! 
I‟m English. And don‟t you forget it. God, that hurt.‟ 

He grinned impishly, „You‟ll live.‟ His look vanished as he looked 
near my feet, „He won‟t.‟ 

I stared down and went shaky, seeing the body lying in the middle of 
the room. The gun that had been flung from his dying hand seemed to be 
enormous. Shocked and shaking I recalled that short burst of action. It could 
so easily have been me that lay in the spreading red pool. I started to feel 
sick. 

The frantic appearance of the floor manager and two porters did 
nothing to ease the horror, it would have been funny in any other situation; 
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he wept, wrung his hands, his eyes bulged with fear, and held his head 
dramatically in disbelief at the damage. He was sent away sobbing to bring 
the police. The porters stoically, mechanically started to straighten the 
turmoil as if this was normal, everyday work. 

I was feeling detached, even high, at the chaos around me when I 
looked across the devastation to see Monica eying me with an inscrutable 
expression. 

It gave me the unpleasant sensation that she was glaring in hate. But 
she suddenly let her mouth twitch into a rueful smile, she weaved her slim 
body through the press of clearing-up to stare at me as if it was for the very 
first time. Vainly I tried to read her thoughts. 

There was nothing coming across, her face was merely a bland, 
blank canvas that she used to sketch what she wished to portray. It worried 
me, why the reserve? 

It was swept aside by the stab of conscience. Liza! What had 
happened to Liza? 

To my intense relief, she emerged from the bathroom supported by 
Zak. She trembled palely to give me a tremulous look of reassurance. She 
was dressed in a lightweight, cream suit that was creased and not too well 
fitting, but she was magnificent to my eyes. That old phrase, you know the 
one, the one about eyes meeting across a crowded room, was the only one 
that fitted our meshing of minds then. She was my Liza once again, my hurts 
dulled to mere irritation; we were together again. On the periphery I was 
aware of Monica‟s intrusion, but I ignored it. 

Zak helped Liza to my side, he sat her down on another chair and 
went to supervise the porters, Monica turned to go with him. With the flash 
of brilliant insight Liza and I saw each other‟s hunger, longing and relief. I 
felt like laughing out loud as seeing a future for us after all, a future that had 
nothing to do with this mad, insane circus that swirled round us. Words were 
not needed, we both knew. 

It was rudely shattered as the doctor rose from his brief examination 
of the body, „Let‟s see to you young lady.‟ He opened his bag took out a 
stethoscope and did a rapid, but thorough check. He frowned, „You‟ve lost a 
lot of blood, pressure‟s low, drugged in some way.‟ He touched the rear of 
her neck, where I could see the hard lump of unfamiliar substance, she 
flinched, „Now what‟s this I wonder?‟ 
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Liza‟s face had gone very pale, her jaw drooped; she was struggling 
to keep awake. The doc scratched his chin, „Where did you get this? It looks 
to be doing no harm so I‟ll leave it for the time being, but I‟ll call later in the 
day and we‟ll take another look at it, OK?‟ 

I was spared the answer as Faisal strode into the crowded apartment 
with a sergeant behind him adding to the crush. His steely eyes took it all in 
with decisive speed. He pointed his baton at the porters, „Out!‟ They went 
like straws in a gale. 

He lifted an eyebrow in query at the doctor, who shrugged a 
shoulder, „Just going.‟ 

The doc smiled at me and Liza, „Just get some rest for now.‟ He left 
unhurriedly nodding to Faisal. 

Monica simply smiled at me and grimaced at the police, before she 
sashayed out too. 

Zak was not moving. His grim gaze was directed at Faisal. They both 
knew their positions. The Inspector prodded the body, „You?‟ 

Faisal looked hard and long when Zak nodded. 
Without taking his eyes from Zak‟s he spoke carefully, quietly, 

„Your friend was lucky. The Cobra doesn‟t usually miss.‟ 
He turned those hard eyes to me, „Just a flesh wound?‟ 
The fierce pain in my anaesthetised side flared, I glowered, „For just 

a flesh wound it‟s bloody painful.‟ 
His lip trembled, I saw amusement in his face, „If you‟re dead you 

don‟t feel a thing. I meant it when I said you were lucky. He‟s known as the 
Spitting Cobra. He seems to have lost his touch. You‟re the first failure.‟ He 
looked down, „And his last.‟ 

I began to sweat, he hadn’t missed. Weakly I realised; he hadn‟t been 
ordered to kill me. His job was to eliminate Liza. But someone wanted me 
alive. 

Faisal stopped. He looked at me and Liza in turn, he knew it too, 
„Now why did he want to kill one and keep the other alive? What do you 
know, Mr Fradley, that was worth his risking his own life for?‟ 

He expected no answer. He was not disappointed when he got none. 
He turned to his Sergeant, gave him orders in Arabic. The sergeant 

snapped back, „Sidi!‟ saluted and left. 
The Inspector mused for a moment as he stood face to face with Zak, 

„I should be grateful for ridding my city of such an assassin. Don‟t make it a 
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habit.‟ He turned to go, „I suggest that Mr Fradley takes an immediate 
vacation for the good of his health. The climate doesn‟t seem to agree with 
him.‟ 

He left us alone with Zak, who visibly relaxed, „That‟s the best 
advice I‟ve heard, should I arrange it for tomorrow?‟ 

Before I could say it wasn‟t soon enough, the Sergeant returned with 
two aides and the necessary container for the mortal remains of an 
unlamented snake. 

Zak left with them, leaving Liza and me alone with a wrecked room, 
blood stained carpet, our aches and pains and deep, mental wounds. 

The bedside clock drew my eye, it was nearly nine a.m. The day had 
barely begun. 

The frenzy of the past two hours had drained me completely. I 
thought of the Cobra, his standing outside the door with the tray. It brought 
an empty sensation to my stomach. 

I was empty. I looked fondly at Liza, „Fancy oysters for breakfast?‟ 
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CHAPTER 54 
 

The Return. 
We didn‟t have oysters, we had no stomach for anything really, but we 
needed to put back some of the lost vigour. The smell of the hot pancakes 
and honey they brought tempted us enough to consume the necessary calories 
and carbohydrates to see us through to lunch time. 

I was feeling drowsy with the release from tension as much as the 
drugs when there was a gentle knocking at the door. I was instantly alert. 
Liza stared in horror. Trembling I approached the spyhole and peered 
through it, and let my breath out audibly, the solid sergeant with his military 
bearing was there so I cautiously opened the door. 

He made no attempt to enter, but spoke apologetically in his sing 
song tones, „So sorry Effendi to disturb your resting, but there is a parcel for 
you. It was left by a Musa‟aid.‟ As I stared bemusedly, he went on, „A 
helper, ... a ...‟ He struggled for a word, „I am sure that it is OK. I have seen 
him and he is respected.‟ He held out a roughly-tied, small bundle wrapped 
in an Arabic newspaper, „Please.‟ 

I received it delicately as he held it out, remembering the right word, 
„Shukran, thanks.‟ He smiled, nodded and turned his back, duty done. 

Slowly closing the door I wondered. It was a relief to have a guard. 
But it seemed as if the whole fourteen million inhabitants of Cairo knew 
where I was. 

„What is it?‟ Liza‟s voice was far from steady. That worried me as 
much as anything else. What had she gone through to reduce her to this 
subdued state? 

„Dunno. S‟pose I‟ll have to open it to find out.‟ I tried to sound 
nonchalant, 

We made no effort to do so, viewing it as if it was an unstable 
nuclear device. 

It just lay there, Arabic squiggles staring at me in incomprehensible 
announcements. 

The Sergeant‟s endorsement, a helper rang in my brain. 
I picked it up, noting that it was light and floppy. 
Carefully untiing the string, I smoothed back the coarse paper to 

reveal a paper bag containing what I took to be bulb fibre. My fear turned to 
puzzlement. 
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There was a small piece of handwritten paper as well. I read. 
„I trust that my messenger is successful in his task, God willing.’ 
He had been. I read further, It occurred to me that you would want to 

remove the herbal dressing at some time. Please note that it is IMPERIOUS 
that the removal is to be undertaken heavily, not frivolously. There was a 
severance of sensitive and essential arteries, that would cause the patient to 
die. I attended the patient, so she will not die if the treatment is continued for 
more four days. 

My amusement at the phrases vanished. It was Simon, the Copt. He 
had saved Liza‟s life. 

I smiled at her reassuringly, „It‟s OK.‟ 
I read again, To remove poltice, wash gently in warm, pure, well 

water. Not to demolish by picking. Mix the new poltice in pure, clean, well 
water and apply generously. Not to move for half hour. Next washing in four 
days. 

God be with you. Simon. 
I touched the mixture, it was herbal, unprepossessing and faintly 

pungent, reminding me of old hops. 
Liza said nothing, but her curiosity reached me in waves. I perceived 

a shrinking back, a fear at the unknown. It was up to me to act. 
„It‟s from the first er, doc, who treated you in the market. He‟s a 

funny, old codger. He‟s sent a new dressing thing. I‟d like to change the old 
one and see what he‟s done, OK?‟ 

She shrank, shivered, „I can‟t remember him at all. Just a feeling 
someone was gentle, warm.‟ 

I thought of the quiet, gentle figure and nodded, „I think the 
bathroom might be the best place. Got to wash it off he says. Manage?‟ 

She gave me the trusting look that lurched my heart, „Just about.‟ 
I half-carried her to the bathroom to sit her before the washbasin, 

head bent. 
The patch looked black, almost obscene; I drew a deep breath and 

started to tenderly rinse the scab-like crust. I stopped. Warm, pure well 
water. Not tap water! Definitely not Cairo tap water. 

„Don‟t go away.‟ I whispered, „Won‟t be long.‟ 
I rang for several bottles of Evian. Hang the cost. 
It was chilled when it arrived so there was a further wait as I 

demanded an electric kettle. It finally arrived by a hurt-looking manager, 
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who accepted my reassurance that I was not going to self-cater as I shooed 
him out. 

By now Liza was uncomfortable so I set to work. 
It took an age to sponge and dissolve the black mass, I hoped it did 

not block the drain. 
As the skin appeared from under the sludge, my eyes widened in 

horror, Simon‟s description of essential and sensitive arteries was too 
accurate. I continued gingerly until the full extent of the damage was 
revealed revolted by the sight. It looked as if someone had tried to behead 
her. The sight of the raw, slash across the back of the neck sickened and 
appalled me. It was a miracle that she had survived. There was a seepage of 
blood from one part that I sponged with Evian, Liza winced, „That‟s tender.‟ 

I grunted, „It‟s not too nice. But it‟ll be alright.‟ I prayed I was right. 
My hands trembled as I mixed and applied the bitter poultice, Liza 

sighed. 
„Oh, that‟s soothing.‟ 
Thanking God for Simon, my thoughts of the perpetrator were 

beyond murderous, it was hate with a viciousness that made me writhe in 
impotent rage. 

With all the effort, my side was burning with pain. My shoulder 
muscles ached, my stomach was in knots. I stretched before helping Liza to 
the ruined easy chair, where she flopped in exhaustion and resignation. There 
was an ominous pallor in her cheeks, my stomach continued to complain, I 
thought of coffee. I turned to the clock and blinked, it was nearly one-o-
clock. The morning had disappeared. 

My order for some sandwiches and mint tea arrived promptly on a 
salver. The sight of the food reinforced the hunger, we both ate silently and 
ravenously. 

By then the poultice had dried enough for Liza to move, but her 
eyelids were droopy. 

„Do you mind if I lie down for a while?‟ she muttered dreamily. 
„Sounds like a good idea. Bit dopey myself.‟ I hesitated, „Can you 

manage the suit?‟ She shook her head, „I‟m stiff as a board after your 
treatment. Head feels like it‟s about to drop off.‟ She managed a wistful 
smile, „Hope you don‟t have to do that too often.‟ 

I prayed that my face did not reveal my abhorrence of the memory of 
that lovely, disfigured flesh, „Not if I can help it!‟ I retorted too firmly; her 
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quizzical expression showed a flash of worry. I hurriedly went to her, „Come 
on. Let‟s try to rest. I‟ll sit on this chair while you ...‟ I stopped at the appeal 
in her voice, „Come and hold me. Please.‟ 

If I‟d wanted to do something else, I couldn‟t have resisted the 
pathos. As it was the thing I wanted to do most of all, I gently undressed her 
and we held each other in mutual, animal comfort in that great bed. 

The rest of the world went about its business noisily, we shut it out 
to doze and be just what we were, two desperately tired, battered people who 
needed to stop. 
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CHAPTER 55 
 

Flight. 
Emerging from the unsettled sleep I was dazed and confused, but a sharp stab 
of pain from my side brought back the frightful memories of that day, was it 
indeed still the same day? It was nearly six in the evening, the sun had sunk 
low in the darkening sky, cold air wafted at me. 

Liza stirred, she was still holding me and tightened her grip with a 
moan that was more a whimper. I dared not move for fear of waking her too 
soon, so I endured the growing agony until I just had to ease it. As I gently 
tried to unclasp her arms, she opened her eyes and stared deeply into mine. 
She let me lift her arm from my neck to sit up. I ached everywhere, 
especially under the dressing on my side. I looked down at it and saw that it 
was bleeding slightly. I groaned, another part of the hotel fittings ruined. 

Liza lay still, eyes glazed, looking vaguely at me. The sheet had 
slipped off us during the past hours, her shape was perfect to my biased 
view. Love welled up and overflowed my emotions. Longing to be 
somewhere away from this terrible place I yearned for my cottage, it seemed 
to be just a dream in this living hell. Not for the first time I wondered if I 
would ever share it with this woman who had shredded my life when we met. 
Life without her was meaningless: with her it was never-ending trouble and 
anguish. The prospect was bleak. 

As if she knew what I was thinking, she let her face crinkle into the 
smile I saw too seldom, she whispered, „I love you. Dear Bert, you‟ve 
suffered so much.‟ 

She winced as she started to sit up, „Oh hell, I feel woozy.‟ 
Forgetting my own aches I rushed to support her, and clasped her to me, she 
let a tear drop on my shoulder. 

As the warmth of our naked bodies mingled, she calmed and ran a 
finger over my bandaged side, „We have been knocked about.‟ 

Gently holding her away I looked at her weary face, „I‟m going to 
move heaven and earth to get us home, my home, our home. I‟ve had enough 
and I want you to myself. Can you manage the bathroom?‟ 

She nodded, „I‟ll need a hand to get dressed. I‟ll make it from there.‟ 
I smiled, „I‟d better get you some undies, make a decent woman of 

you.‟ 
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Gratifyingly she giggled, „You sound Victorian. Are you sure you 
want a decent woman?‟ 

Helping her to rise I spoke seriously, „I want this woman, decent or 
not. Now get ready as fast as you can, I‟m going to start getting stroppy.‟ 

She hopped to her ablutions, I slipped on my dishevelled clothes and 
seized the phone. 

I got through to Al with no trouble, he did not seem to be surprised 
to hear my demands. Nor did he raise any objections to my leaving as soon 
as possible. He did persuade me to go via Clinton Chemicals and take Bill 
and Alex with me. When I hesitated, he assured me that it would be less 
trouble in the end to go the long way round. I should have known better after 
all the recent events. But I‟m an easy touch; I should have thought and 
realised that it was not for my benefit. 

The upshot was that Liza and I, with Monica and Zak were whisked 
away to be taken directly to Virginia in a military jet. It was not Air Force 
One, but it was in the same class. We refuelled in the air, so we were able to 
sleep most of the way back to America. We were fuzzy with sleep and jet lag 
as Al‟s private plane shuttled us from the base and screeched onto the strip at 
his plant. 

He personally welcomed us and led us to the guest room that I‟d had 
before. It was becoming like home. He said nothing when I insisted that Liza 
stayed with me, it seemed that nothing was too good for us. I noted that Zak 
led Monica firmly to another room, she was not happy, the set of her 
shoulders and clenched fists added to the intensity that reached me through 
my muzzy mind. After the way she‟d behaved in Cairo, I was happy to see 
this happen. 

Liza‟s poultice was making her irritated, but I insisted that it 
remained in place. In my mind I could still see that terrible slash; I owed her 
life to Simon and his care. It stayed, reluctantly. 

We had a meal. I wasn‟t sure if it was dinner, supper or what, we‟d 
eaten, slept and woken so often that I really didn‟t know what day it was. It 
was going dark again, but was it the same day or the next? I didn‟t know and 
didn‟t care. 

Liza and I were together, that was all that mattered. 
We slid into the cool sheets to hold each other gently. There was no 

hint of passion, we were too battered for unnecessary effort; our love 
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transcended physical desires; there was plenty of time for pleasure at leisure 
later. 

In Liza‟s arms I was both protected and protective, I recognised the 
truth that we were a team, a partnership. Ever since Liza had mingled our 
blood after Frank‟s attack, it remained unsaid, but implicit that we ceased to 
be separate. We slept as one. 
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CHAPTER 56 
 

Preparations for departure. 
We were gently woken by Charles as he brought a most wonderful English 
breakfast, the aroma wafted across our jaded senses to awaken bodies and 
minds for renewed action. 

Liza was becoming more her old self, she demolished a surprising 
quantity of the excellent fare and had two cups of coffee. I was less 
ravenous, but still felt sated sipping a second cup of Earl Grey. In my 
euphoric state of thinking I was on the home straight with Liza, my job 
accomplished and heading for home, our home as it had instilled itself in my 
mind, I relaxed and a warm sense of benign forbearance towards Al Clinton. 
It had been hard, but it was over, paradise beckoned. Liza was recovering 
nicely, if the poultice was as effective as I hoped, she would only have a 
nasty scar. 

I dressed casually, but smartly, wanting to be just another returning 
holiday-maker on the home flight. It would be good to be back in my own 
domain, in control once more. 

Liza was bothered by the herbal dressing on her neck, I tried 
unsuccessfully to allay her worries; she did not believe my blandishments, 
but did not make an issue of it. 

Charles cleared away the tray and announced that Mr Clinton would 
welcome our attendance in his office as soon as convenient. In my 
benevolent mood, I forgave him the peremptory summons. Liza and I walked 
hand in hand behind the imperturbable Charles along the innocuous corridor, 
happy to see the last of this monster of a concern. 

We went into Al‟s vast dominion. 
Alex and Bill were waiting for us as Al forcefully intimidated one of 

his section heads by telephone; they smiled a genuine greeting to both of us. 
There was a frown, that had a hint of apprehension, from Alex as she saw 
Liza‟s ugly carbuncle of a dressing. 

Al dropped his „phone with a clatter, „Sometimes I wonder why I 
bother. Not your worry anyway.‟ He beamed, „Have a good night?‟ 

An undertone in his voice, made me wary, „Fine, thanks. I‟d like to 
be off as soon as we can.‟ I shrugged apologetically, „You know how it is. 
Paperwork and all that.‟ 
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The merriment faded to be replaced with the same look I‟d seen on 
any politician‟s face when the news was bad, „I‟m sorry ...‟ His hands were 
placed flat on the desk, he was tense, „There‟s been a development. I‟ll need 
you a mite longer.‟ 

My side twanged into pain, my head started to throb, I leaned 
forward, „Now listen here you big shot. You can harass your own staff as 
much as you like. I‟ve had enough and we‟re off.‟ The ache in my side was 
growing into a burning sensation, I grimaced, „I‟ve been beaten, shot at, 
frightened to death and I‟m not taking any more.‟ 

Feeling an unfamiliar grumble from my stomach, I thought it was the 
sudden rage I had. 

Al looked straight at me. In his eyes I saw both fear and elation. It 
stopped me dead. flushed and hot, I sat slowly, „OK. But it changes nothing.‟ 
In the silence there was an audible gurgle from my guts. 

„I hate to do this, I really do.‟ Al had me convinced, I listened with 
trepidation as he went on, „The Eavesdropper has been passed to one of the 
trusted, inner circle of activists and we‟re getting pure gold from it. The 
trouble is that he‟s not passing it on to the top. I need to modify the output.‟ 
He lifted his hands in an imploring gesture, „And we can‟t ask for it back to 
do it.‟ 

I was tempted to applaud the performance, but something was not 
settled from the breakfast, my stomach gurgled again and I was hot, „So what 
am I supposed to do? Go and get it?‟ 

Suddenly feeling nauseous, I stood, „Is there a loo handy, don‟t feel 
too good.‟ 

They were all standing, full of concern as my stomach flared and 
rebelled. Al opened a hidden door, I rushed in and was violently sick. 

I didn‟t pass out, but felt as if I was dying, the gut-wrenching cramp 
was frightful, my head spun, heaving and retching until I thought there could 
be no insides left. Delirious, I was only slightly aware of helping hands, 
soothing voices and supporting arms. 

The corridor swayed past, there was sharp odour of disinfectant and 
blissful rest as I was laid down. The lights faded and I drifted half awake, 
shaking and shivering, burning and cold all at once. There was a cool 
pressure on my brow, a blanket on my shaking abdomen. I thought, This is 
the end. 
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Gradually the shaking stopped, my temperature dropped and the chill 
went. I tried to sit up, but it was hard until someone helped me.  

With assistance I finally struggled up to see that I was back in Al‟s 
private hospital. I felt ghastly white. Liza was looking at me fretting visibly. I 
started to smile to reassure her when there was another dire cramp, „Quick. I 
need a toilet.‟  

Half-lifted to the required place just in time, my tortured body 
completed the rejection process from a different region. Exhausted and 
drained, death seemed to be a welcome thought. I swayed and felt dizzy, but 
it slowly passed. 

I don‟t know how long this took, but gradually took in the 
surroundings and begin to think I might live after all. Very gingerly I stood, 
cleaned myself and opened the white, plastic door. 

The jolly nurse was waiting, but this time she was compassionate. 
She helped me back into a state of feeble locomotion with gentle words of 
sympathy, „You have got a bad case haven‟t you? It „s not wise to drink the 
water, you know.‟ She continued tutting as she led me to a high-seated chair, 
„Now just sit quietly while I let your wife in. Call and I‟ll be right there.‟ 

My addled brain was desperately trying to sort this out, had I been 
poisoned? I didn‟t think it was Charles‟ cooking. Water? I cursed. It was 
Gippo Tum! Montezuma‟s Revenge. The curse of travellers to Egypt. I didn‟t 
think I‟d drunk the water, but it must have come from somewhere. 

Trying to think of flying home I gave up. I was going nowhere for at 
least another day and swore at Al‟s imagined presence, You’ve got your way, 
you bastard. 

When Liza swept agitatedly in I was no longer trembling and was 
relieved to see her concern yet annoyed that she had to see me in this 
wretched condition. 

I peered up through droopy eyes, „I‟ll live, but only just.‟ 
My body really did ache all over. She lost her grieved look and 

smiled tenderly, „It‟s no joke, I know. It doesn‟t last too long. Maybe two 
days.‟ 

I glared, two whole days! 
„Try to eat nothing for today, it helps. Poor Bert. It‟s been pretty 

horrible.‟ 
I felt better until she went on, „We need to stay for a bit. Al‟s like a 

hound on the scent. Something‟s really going down. Something big.‟ 
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Solemnly she apologised, „I‟ve got to go for a de-briefing now.‟  
She struggled with hidden feelings, „I might be away for today. 

Should be back maybe tomorrow.‟ She hugged me tight, turned and was 
gone. 
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CHAPTER 57 
 

Monica. 
The bug I‟d picked up, from God knows where on my brief visit to Cairo, 
laid me low for all that day and made me unsteady for most of the next. I had 
no real interest in events until late on the Monday when Al breezed into the 
tiny hospital. I‟d progressed to weak beef tea and was starting to have a yen 
for something solid. 

He towered over me, the essence of power and drive. There was 
more than a mere joy in living as his rumbling growl assaulted my delicate 
hearing, „Good to see you back in the land of the living. We‟re going to need 
you soon as you‟re up.‟ 

At this I glared in icy disdain, „You seem to have forgotten. We‟re 
going home.‟ 

He ignored my statement and my attempt at a brush-off, „Yup! 
Things sure are looking up. Monica‟s itching to get down to it, but she says 
she needs you to give added impulse or something.‟ He was in his bulldozer 
mood, I knew that nothing anybody said would have the slightest effect. 
There was only one course; to persuade Monica that she did not need me at 
all. She hadn‟t been in my thoughts during the last thirty-six hours, so I had 
no qualms about wrapping up this episode and getting away from this mad 
power-house of intrigue. 

That was what I thought. 
I shuffled along to the psycho lab using Al‟s bulk as a prop; my legs 

were still rubbery and inclined to object at any effort. 
In the lab were Monica, Alex and Bill. The tension was tangible. 

Nobody was happy, the atmosphere crackled. Bill and Alex had dark patches 
under their eyes, Bill was bone-weary, Alex furious. 

Anger started to replace my weakness, adrenalin surged where self-
pity could not. 

I snarled at Al, „What the devil have you been up to you crafty old 
sod? You won‟t let go will you?‟ 

This had hit home, his eyes flared at me. I was not ready for the 
venom he spat at me and sagged as I remembering the „Spitting Cobra‟ and 
his steely hostility. I was making more enemies every minute, „Now you 
listen up and listen good. I‟ve been after this bunch of lunatics for years. I 
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couldn‟t get at them in time to stop September 11, but I‟ve found a lead to 
the top. The very top, geddit? And I‟m going for the jugular this time.‟ 

He let his rage at me fade to a simmering fury, „I‟m American and 
proud of it. This gang of psychopaths want to destroy me and everyone like 
me. They think they can start a holy war that‟ll either annihilate us or turn 
the rest of the world against us.‟ He drew a deep, shuddering breath. 

My voice was weak, but he halted the tirade as I quavered, „You 
can‟t be serious. I mean, they must know they‟ll be hunted, maybe killed.‟ 

It was his turn to snarl, his growl was as an angry lion, „They just 
don‟t care. They‟ll go to paradise or whatever they call it. Nothing matters 
but obliterating the US of A.‟ He really did roar, „We‟re Americans for 
Christ sake, we don‟t beg or plead. I‟m going to smash this gang of maniacs.‟ 

He calmed down just a bit shamefaced by his outburst, „Rumsfeld 
and his cronies are winding up the hawks, they want a war. They can‟t see 
that that‟s just what the enemy want. If we use military power to blow some 
Arab nation to hell, we‟ll be held up as the aggressors.‟ 

When I collapsed into a chair, all eyes left Al to swivel on me, I 
waved feebly, „I‟m OK. At least I will be. You can‟t use Eavesdropper to kill 
people, all you can do ...‟ 

I stopped. 
„You don‟t mean?‟ 
He nodded. 
Feeling ill again, I shivered, „You can‟t!‟ I whispered, „You‟re as 

mad as them.‟ 
His eyes blazed, „Nobody messes with Aloysius Clinton and gets 

away with it. This fight‟s to the death. Their choice not mine.‟ There was a 
deathly chill in the room as he spoke quietly, firmly, deadly, „They took 
away my wife, my life when they bombed the Embassy in Nairobi. It‟s pay 
back time.‟ I trembled as he locked his gaze on me, „If I have to keep you 
here for the rest of your natural, I‟ll do it. You and Monica together have 
something I need. I‟m having it.‟ 

I stared wildly round. This wasn‟t happening. 
The hunted looks from the other three confirmed what frightened me, 

I shuddered. 
It was happening. 
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Bill coughed to break the strain, „We‟ve managed to send a virus to 
modify the circuit thanks to Alex.‟ Alex straightened a micron as Bill added, 
„She‟s brilliant.‟ 

My mind shot off wondering how, but dismissed the notion as the 
present situation forced my intellect to concentrate its powers on survival. 

There was only one thing to do. I agreed to co-operate. Just as far as 
I needed to. 

Al‟s rugged face slipped into a grin as he heard my acceptance, it 
faded again as I laid down my conditions. He scowled, pondered and 
reluctantly accepted with bad grace. 

Americans don’t beg or grovel. 
It must have hurt him to have to rely on me and Monica. It just 

proved how much he hated the terrorists. 
During all this Monica had been unspeaking. She had not needed to 

tell me what her reaction was. The frustration boiling inside her head had 
begun to invade mine as my own ferocity subsided. She utterly loathed Al, 
the plant and the secret activities. She was a prisoner, whose sole escape 
route was the location and disablement of a hidden foe in an unknown 
foreign land. She focussed her abomination to the job to do; she mutely 
appealed to me to get her out of Al‟s clutches. 

As you know by now, I‟m a sucker for a damsel in distress. I let her 
understand that I was with her, her tension eased, I felt her gratitude. I did 
not feel her treachery. 

By this time I really was washed out and stood shakily, „If you want 
a coffee or something, I‟m desperate for a loo and a cup of tea. If saving the 
world can wait for ten minutes.‟ 

Bill flashed a grateful grimace, Alex smiled and Al was all 
apologetic. As we trooped out to seek comfort in our separate ways, I was 
mentally hugged by Monica. It was pleasant and warming, not to say mildly 
exciting. I realised that the bout of sickness was coming to an end. The 
machinations of Cairo were fading. 

Foolishly I imagined it would soon be over. 
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CHAPTER 58 
 

To war. 
I had a black coffee instead of the beef tea, such was the speed of my return 
to normality. It might have been the adrenalin-induced fight with Al: it might 
have been Monica‟s gratitude. Whatever it was, it was good to be returning 
to my usual optimism. 

Quietly anticipating the use of the altered Eavesdropper, I looked 
forward to finding out what tweaks Alex had given it, very glad that I‟d 
engaged her to work on the team. The future beckoned enticingly. 

As we returned along the corridor, there was some chatter from us, 
Bill was naturally worried as to how Sheila was coping; he did not appreciate 
the gentle ribbing as we tried to convince him that she would be coping 
better without his big feet cluttering up the place. But under the prattling 
there was an undercurrent of eagerness, we were about to enter a new phase 
of activity. The sense of power was getting to us. 

Because of the seven hours difference we did not expect much 
beyond the retrieval of the stored data from the previous day, but we were 
wrong. The data received from the satellite system, without any input from 
Monica, showed that the Eavesdropper had been transported by air to 
Pakistan and was still moving North. Al was pleased with that and some of 
the Arabic conversation that was translated. 

The time difference had gone up to nine and a half hours. 
It was all going smoothly until there was the phrase Mutlif el-’lla. I 

seemed to remember hearing it before, so I listened intently. There was hush 
as the translation, God’s destroyer, was given. We were being led to a 
principal player in the game. That‟s all it was up to then, a game of cat and 
mouse. Now it had become sinister, it made us pause. It felt as the troops of 
WW 1 must have felt, before going over the top. 

Monica was already in the chair, connected up, she flashed me an 
excited grin that vanished as if it had never existed. She leaned back, closed 
her eyes. I shut mine and let the thoughts flow in. There was discomfort. It 
became clearer, it was heat, dark, roughness. I tried to separate the sensations 
and suddenly saw a track winding through mountains. There was fear and 
apprehension, it was dark, dim lights glimmered.  

They were crossing a border of some sort, there was danger all 
around. 
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In the awareness there was a deadly purpose. They were smuggling 
arms in the pre-dawn blackness. Tensely I held my breath. 

The tension lessened as the darkness faded. The mountains reared, it 
felt as if there was snow, harshness, but it was home to them, whoever they 
were, they would be fierce, hard men used to suffering, living in an 
unforgiving land. 

The dawn broke with a suddenness that hurt my pulsing head, the 
travellers halted amid welcoming voices. And then it just stopped. There was 
nothing. 

Monica, she was struggling to sit up, her face drained. Alex was 
helping her as she staggered. Her eyes stared right into mine, I saw jubilation 
lift her tired features. She seemed to me then to be wonderful; powerful, yet 
vulnerable, able to be so aggressive and also in need of loving. I shut my 
mind and tried to think of Liza, but the image was unsatisfying. The question 
that rose was, where she was right now? 

My watch said 21.00. I stared. Where had the day gone? 
Al fussed round like an old woman, he had arranged for rolls, 

sandwiches, bagels and I forget what else. It was overwhelming. The good 
part was that I‟d regained a sizeable appetite and did enjoy what I had. The 
bad part was that I had a niggling worry that Liza was drifting away from me. 
Where was she I wondered. 

Time had become totally bewildering, we sat, walked and dozed, ate 
drank and stiffly stretched creaky muscles, seemingly forever. 

We saw the American dawn creep reluctantly across the open field 
beyond the tinted windows. Fogged and disorientated I tried to work out 
what time it was over there. 

Still nothing happened. 
Al was growing very impatient, his temper rising visibly. 
I felt it was useless, stretched once more and started to say it was 

time to stop, when there was a sound from the speaker. Everyone froze. It 
was a creaking of a rusty door hinge. It brought us to instant attention. The 
Eavesdropper had been hidden. 

Monica quickly slipped on the cap and closed her eyes, I reached out 
unconsciously with my mind to let the images seep in. 

There were small, barely audible shufflings, but the feelings came 
more strongly; there was a mixture of glee, hoarding and pride. The pride 
was of a miser. Mine, all mine. 
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Anger and hatred rose within me, this was not what Liza had nearly 
died for, not for some grasping, tribal chief to possess for an ego trip. My 
fury spilled over into a intense frenzy. The whole pent-up frustration of that 
day erupted into a burning, tearing paroxysm that was directed straight at the 
unknown enemy‟s heart. 

I felt a weakness, ripped into it and vaguely heard a gasp. In a red 
world of outrage at this piffling thief I poured everything into the searing, 
murderous emotion until the lab was flooded with a horrifying scream. The 
red mist parted, my mind went numb. Somewhere, thousands of miles away, 
a body fell to the beaten earth with a thud, breath being choked out by 
constricted throat muscles. 

As the tortured mayhem faded to a gasp that finally drifted away 
altogether, I sat, eyes open, staring, cold, stunned, dissipated. I’d just killed a 
man!. 

Al seemed turned to stone, mouth open, shocked. He sat on the edge 
of the bench, „You‟ve done it!‟ He stood and whooped, „You‟ve done it. 
Yahooh!‟ 

I felt sick to my boots. What had I done? 
We all stopped again as there came a despairing cry that chilled us. 

A fearful, soul-tearing ululation of anguish. It went on and on until it beat on 
my ears like a drum. I‟d caused that distress, I‟d murdered her husband. 
Tears started to pour down my cheeks. 

Running feet, voices, more cries ran like water from the speaker as 
my regrets uselessly ran from me. Monica was intensely concentrating, face 
screwed up. 

Among the voices came the words of resignation that I took in, In 
sha Allah! In sha Allah! God‟s will. 

The translation droned unemotionally on, the woman was escorted 
away, sobbing, the takrib had to continue, the mutlif was waiting. That was 
the word that pierced my fog of my horror. The destroyer of the towers, those 
three thousand ordinary people, fathers, mothers, lovers, friends. I hadn‟t 
started this fight. 

I recalled Al‟s rage, This fight’s to the death. And shuddered in 
terror. It had started. 

The clock on the wall clicked in the silence. 08.44. 
The world around us was coming to life. 
But there was the deadness of the grave within me. 
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In the pale dawn of that day it seemed to be totally unreal. We had a 
weapon that was incredible in its effectiveness, silent, unseen and 
untraceable. 

The power of it lay in the ability to strike anywhere at will; the 
ultimate remote control war. The difficulty lay in directing it to the right 
destination or target as Al called it. That problem was solved before I had 
time to think about it deeply. 

The very method of striking out was the means of control. 
In my introspective agony, I‟d not thought about Monica, the way 

she had been in contact as I had collapsed. Into my torment came ecstatic 
delight. I roused myself enough to see the pleasure in Monica‟s face. She had 
lost the tiredness in her satisfaction. She was radiantly happy. She was once 
again a beautiful woman. I caught my breath as I saw her laugh towards me. 
Her eyes flashed. I almost heard her say, We’ve done it. 

She spoke to Al defiantly, „I persuaded them to carry it to the boss.‟ 
She laughed again, harshly, „They didn‟t need much persuading, almost glad 
to get rid of it.‟ 

For the second time in minutes, Al was awed, „Now whad‟ya know.‟ 
I could see his brain buzzing as he assimilated the news, working out how he 
could manipulate it to his advantage. He finally mused, „You made them 
change their minds?‟ 

Monica‟s face stiffened, she too was thrashing the idea around in her 
comprehension. She limited her comment to a nod of her pretty head. Al let it 
pass for the present. We all knew that it was only deferred, not settled. 

All of a sudden I could stand no more. I dragged my weary body to 
stand, „I‟m off. I need to sleep.‟ I couldn‟t remember when I‟d last been to 
bed, was it today or yesterday? 

The sun and clock both said it was time to go to work. My body 
didn‟t believe a word of it; my brain was numb with fatigue and whirling 
emotions. The sense of time was utterly confused. Al saw that I was 
exhausted and disorientated. He did the right thing, he sent me off to blessed 
rest. 
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CHAPTER 59 
 

Wastage. 
I slept like a log, dead to the world, for ten hours. For the first time in months 
I had no nightmares, no intense dreams, I slipped quietly into wakefulness, 
feeling good and happy. The room was darkened, hushed and restful. I gently 
raised myself to one elbow, yawned and looked round. The sense of peace 
was real. It lasted only as long as it took for the floodgates of memory to 
open and wash away the bliss. 

Stumbling up I shambled to the bathroom, the ease vanishing as 
rapidly as morning mist over an English summer meadow, the harshness of 
the project seared my mind as strongly as the sun scorched the desert outside 
Cairo. As I emerged damp and angry, Charles arrived with a covered trolley. 
There was an apologetic expression on his smooth features, „Sorry to intrude. 
Mr Clinton thought you‟d like some quiet before you got back to the 
laboratory.‟ 

By now I was getting sick to death of being shuffled around like one 
of Al‟s pawns, so unfairly I took it out on Charles, „You can tell him I‟ll 
come when I‟m ready. He might be your boss. He‟s not mine.‟ His unease 
gave me perverse pleasure, I lifted the cover to see a steak, egg and chips 
temptingly laid out, „Who ordered this - no, let me guess.‟ 

Charles fidgeted, „Mr ... er. We felt a light snack?‟ He finished in 
questioning trepidation, „I can get something else ...‟ 

Out of patience I waved him away, „Leave it. I‟ll see him myself.‟ 
He turned to go, I called in mild remorse, „Thanks Charles.‟ 
He smiled back, „No problem.‟ 
The steak was, however, very good and it fortified my resolve. I was 

going. And Liza was going with me. This stopped me with a jolt. My 
memory of Liza was not what it had been. Where was she anyway? Did I 
want to be tied to someone who was never there? The sense of rejection my 
mother had stamped on my tender years surfaced with the threat of a lurking 
monster. 

Monica‟s face floated unevoked into my mind. She was there, she 
needed me. It filled me with a warmth that softened my rage at Al. Did I 
really need her or Liza? Indecision was tearing me in two. 

Dave was waiting when I opened the door, my anger rose once more. 
It was with grim face that I burst into Al‟s office. 
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He was slightly startled to see me, his smile guilty. He bundled up a 
tie into its wrapper and handed it to the white-coated assistant, who scurried 
out as if I was a threat. In that split second I registered that it was dark blue 
with a fist holding a lightning flash. All very discreet, very distinctive. 

I raised an eyebrow, Al ignored it, his aplomb returning with a rush, 
„Just another project.‟ 

„Look here, Al. I‟ve come to say good bye. You‟ve got more than I 
bargained for and I‟m shattered.‟ He said nothing. I lunged in, „You‟ve taken 
me for a ride. I‟m not standing for any more.‟ He still waited, sorting his 
options to reply. 

„Well say something. I want Alex, Bill and Liza.‟ Another thought 
insinuated itself, „And Monica.‟ I stopped, what made me say that? 

He leaned forward, his bulk threatening, „You can go. Monica stays.‟ 
Annoyance and misgiving niggled at me as we stared each other out, 

„I go, she goes.‟ 
He seemed made of stone, his voice flat, „Do what the hell you like. 

She goes nowhere.‟ 
I erupted, „Just who do you think you ...‟ 
I jumped as he slammed his heavy hand on the desk, „She‟s the worst 

sort of creep. Now get the hell out of it if you can‟t stand the heat.‟ 
By now I was thoroughly alarmed, „Just what do you mean? What‟re 

you hiding now?‟ 
„I‟ve been harbouring a traitor.‟ He forced out the words through 

gritted teeth, „She‟s a ZZ agent and she‟s been using us all.‟ 
My glare turned to amazement, „You must be wrong. She‟s been so 

helpful.‟ I waved a hand wildly, „She did the contact. Without her you‟ve 
nothing.‟ 

His smile was cold, unnerving, „Oh yes I have. I‟ve got what I 
wanted. And I say she stays.‟ 

I collapsed stunned, Monica, lovely Monica. a spy? 
He looked squarely at me, „Yup! A lousy Israeli spy.‟ 
„I thought... Aren‟t they on our side?‟ My mind was explosive, 

Nothing was sane any more. Monica‟s face swam before my eyes again. 
Surely not her? 

„She‟s been getting at me as well.‟ Al confessed harshly, „Me of all 
people.‟ 
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The clock in his office ticked our lives away. I thought and sifted 
concepts. 

A horrible aspect jerked my subconscious, „What are you ...?‟ 
„Like I said. She stays.‟ 
The finality clanged on his words. It was a life sentence. She stays. 
I shuffled, „The CIA?‟ 
He shook his bear-like head. „Nor the NSA. They want her, but I‟ve 

got her. She stays.‟ 
„What‟s this ZZ mean?‟ 
„You don‟t need to know.‟ He paused and relented, „A maverick 

group of Mossad hard-liners. MI 6 will let you in on it. Eventually.‟ 
My anger was re-directed to Horseguards, once more they‟d dropped 

me in it. 
„How did you find out?‟ 
„We‟ve suspected for the past year. What really did it was 

DEMOLISH.‟ I gaped at this, „Who else knows? That was A1 + category. 
Who doesn‟t know? Probably easier to tell me that!‟ 

He shrugged, „You might as well know, ZZ is the elite of the elite. 
They‟re totally dedicated, ruthless.‟ He squinted at me from under the 
furrowed brow, „Did she sleep with you?‟ 

My mouth dropped open, shock starched my face, Al smiled, „Just a 
matter of time.‟ 

I blushed red and sweated remembering the dreams of Monica in my 
bed instantly slamming the door of my mind. Not even my thoughts were 
safe. 

He looked at me sympathetically, „They remind me of John 
Wyndam. He saw this sort of thing coming. Desperate people use desperate 
means. Forget the Geneva Convention, it don‟t mean a thing. Treachery, 
trickery, cheating in any way they can. There‟s no rules in this fight. There‟s 
only one thing matters - to win at any cost.‟ 

„But to do ...‟ I stopped appalled. 
„She was prepared to do anything and I mean anything. She pushed 

Harry too far.‟ 
I held my breath, then whispered, „She said he was dying.‟ 
Al nodded, „He is. She threw him off like an old shoe.‟ he tossed an 

imaginary bit of rubbish away. 



202 

It made me squirm as I imagined what she would have done to me 
when I‟d been sucked dry. 

„He adores her. He was in on DEMOLISH at the receiving end.‟ 
His gaze was piercing, „She wanted you for what you knew and for 

what you do. Fortunately your Liza tumbled to her. That‟s why Liza had to 
die in Cairo. ZZ organised the killing and damn near succeeded. To leave the 
way clear and to make you want her.‟ 

Sickened, the dream of Liza and Monica tearing each other surfaced, 
it was only too real. 

He could see how I felt, he oozed concern, „That‟s where Liza‟s 
been. Digging up the dope from Harry and his unit in NASA. She‟s some 
gal! She‟ll be back tonight. Late.‟ 

He rose to hold out his hand, I nearly examined it for bloodstains, 
but took it tentatively. 

He released me from his crunching grip and came round the desk. As 
he did, he disturbed an A 4 sheet, there was a file beneath it headed, Project 

Zeus. At the time it meant nothing, but it stuck in my memory bank. 
In that maze of smashed emotions and dislocated time, I allowed 

myself to be guided (guarded?), by Dave, back to my room. I gazed round 
punch-drunk and bewildered. 

Charles had been busy straightening the ruffles of my hasty 
departure. I let my turmoil drip from me, taking with it the horror of it all, 
slowly returning to sanity. The serenity of Charles‟ efforts permeated my 
shattered life, my clothes were neatly folded or hung, the bed was folded 
back, there was a hint of scent in the air. 

My peace was short-lived as there was a tiny movement in the 
bathroom, I crept forward, not breathing. There was someone there. I reached 
out to turn the handle. It started to move before I reached it, I was rooted to 
the spot with renewed terror. 

The door opened, the scent of bath oil flowed out to tickle my 
senses. 

I knew that scent! 
Liza emerged wrapped in a fluffy bathrobe, towel round her head. 
We stared, transfixed for endless seconds, before Liza strode the 

three steps we were apart. Dazed, I wrapped my arms round her to feel the 
warm softness beneath the robe. My mouth sought hers in frantic desire 
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clinging desperately, letting lips, tongue and arms bind us together in mutual 
trust, until we had to stop for breath. 

Holding her at arm‟s length, I re-learned every detail, taking in the 
new wrinkles. 

I fell afresh into those deep pools of her eyes, let myself drown in the 
love there. 

It was suicide, I hated the present life and wanted a new existence. 
She was the gate to paradise, I entered willingly, expecting to find joy 
through the pain. 

She was trembling, dampness filled her eyes. They were a mirror of 
my own feelings, there was so much to retrieve, so little time to waste. 

Her eyes widened, lips parted. The awakening of primal need 
brought a rush to my head that was blissful agony. I could see a vein pulsing 
in her neck, her breathing deepened. She touched my chin, rubbed at the 
rasping growth of the past thirty-six hours. It was the most sensual thing I‟d 
ever felt. 

I reached out to open the bathrobe and stopped horrified as I 
remembered her neck. She smiled and spoke softly, „It‟s alright. I‟ll always 
have a scar to slow me down. It‟s a memento I‟ll never lose.‟ 

I stroked her chin and let my hand slide down to the hollow in her 
throat, she did not move, there was the slightest catch in her breath, my pulse 
beating a tattoo, I pulled her to me and held her tenderly. We stood as one, 
letting the fire turn to a low smoulder. As it did I whispered in her ear 
through the turbanned towel, „I don‟t want it to be here, this is too precious 
to rush, can you wait till we‟re home? There are too many ghosts.‟ 

This room was almost certainly bugged anyway and I was damned if 
my first night was to be here. 

I was dismayed as she sobbed onto my shoulder, the towel became 
loose and fell unheeded. I felt the prickles of her short hair, rubbing them 
gently, feeling how it had grown longer, softer. The grief and tension trickled 
away with the tears, she slowly calmed down and rubbed a sleeve across her 
cheeks, she murmured, „If only you knew. How long I‟ve waited, longed for 
that. A home.‟ She sniffed and drew back to gaze into my soul as at our first 
meeting, „Do you remember when I first saw you?‟ 

Do I? „It‟s branded there on my heart for ever. I remember like it 
was this morning.‟ 
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She smiled as I went on, „I remember everything! I remember a 
thunderstorm, an open Porsche and a ruined dress.‟ She let her mouth form 
an O and flushed so attractively, „I remember when my world blew up.‟ My 
voice trembled, „I‟ll never forget one second.‟ 

She slid back into my embrace, „Home. Home, wonderful home. 
There‟s a lifetime for us. I can wait.‟ 
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CHAPTER 60 
 

Home. 
We shared the huge bed, Liza snuggled into my back and we slept deeply. 

The next morning I woke alone. The sound of water came from the 
bathroom as Liza sang a Hungarian song. I stretched, luxuriating in the warm 
glow of being at peace and in love with a beautiful woman. 

The water stopped and Liza poked her head round the door, „I‟m out 
if you‟re ready, dozy.‟ I stopped thinking of the world-changing moment the 
Lichfield waitress said „Dozy‟ and Liza had vanished, so I rushed out of bed 
to grab her, lest she disappear again. She squealed, as I hugged her damp, 
bare body, „I thought you wanted to wait.‟ 

I kissed her lips, her neck, her shoulders, hugged her, „Don‟t tempt 
me too much, or I might not be able to.‟ I was solemn as I let her pick up the 
towel, „I can‟t stand you disappearing again. I just can‟t.‟ 

She dropped the towel and clamped arms that locked fiercely round 
me, „Never, never, never. Please take me home now, Bert. Now.‟ 

„Not like that I‟m not!‟ I retorted. 
 She poked out her tongue and laughed. A good, hearty laugh that did 

me more good than winning the lottery. Twice! 
We dressed and threw our spare clothes into cases. We wanted to 

shake the dust of Clinton Chemicals off our feet as soon as possible. 
The moment we headed for the door, there was a knock, „Charles 

here Mr Fradley, would you like breakfast served now?‟ 
Not best pleased, I opened the door, Dave was there as well as 

Charles. There was a tantalising smell of bacon and eggs. It made me even 
more glad that we‟d been chaste last night, „OK. Bring it in.‟ 

He wheeled the trolley smoothly in, nodded to Liza and silently left. 
We demolished the lot. 
As I was finishing my second cup of the excellent coffee, I relaxed in 

the comfort of our togetherness and satisfied hunger. I started to yearn for 
my, our cottage. The prospect of domestic bliss was heady. 

I stood up, held out my hand, „Let‟s get this over and done with. 
Time to move on.‟ 

Liza rose slowly, almost hesitatingly. She kissed me as lightly as a 
summer breeze. 

„Are you sure, really sure?‟ 
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I looked at that lovely face, the cropped hair turning from the ghastly 
whiteness to deeper grey at the roots. It wouldn‟t be easy, I knew that, 
„Totally.‟ 

She smiled with her eyes, ready for me. It was going to be good. 
Taking her hand we went to face whatever awaited us. 
The taciturn Dave guided us stoically to Al‟s office. As we went I 

idly wondered if Al had a home to go to. I supposed that there was nowhere 
else that he wanted to be since he had lost his wife in Nairobi. The deep loss 
was what drove him. Revenge is a consuming master. I pitied him, but I 
wasn‟t going to let him drag me into his schemes. I had something to live, 
not die for. 

We heard voices as we entered, it was a shock to hear Monica‟s 
throaty, sexy articulation, „I don‟t care about me. I don‟t matter. You know 
as well as ...‟ She stopped as she saw us. She looked at me, then Liza. Her 
eyes were hard, mouth tight. Her look at me was as if I‟d betrayed her: the 
intensity directed at Liza made me hold her protectively. They locked stares 
as two wild cats. The air between them crackled. Monica turned her attention 
to me, We could have been so good together. There was genuine regret in her 
unspoken message. For an instant I felt sorry for her, before the force of her 
inability to love hit me. She was a manipulator, had no room for love. Al was 
welcome to her; they made a good pair. 

Al was expansive, „Siddown you two, things are humming.‟ It 
seemed that we were no longer required and were being led gently off the 
stage. It suited me exactly. 

„It‟s now heading across Waziristan ...‟ He paused at the blank 
expression on my face, „Somewhere near the Khyber. One of those 
troublesome, border, tribal areas. Near Afghanistan and Tajikistan. Hot bed 
of Islamic extremists, they don‟t take much notice of boundaries outside their 
ancient clans.‟ I tried to place these names, but hadn‟t really any clear idea. 

„The CIA have about twenty agents in Peshawar, couple a hundred 
miles away. They think the town of Shkin‟s the best bet. That‟s right on the 
border and just about lawless.‟ 

Not really interested, I was impatient to get out of this bizarre world. 
Monica‟s frustration was boiling away as well. I longed to find out 

what she and Al were plotting. The surprising thing to me was that Al had 
her there. 
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If she was the double agent Liza had unearthed, she needed to be 
locked up. 

Al looked at his watch, „My Lear‟ll be here in fifteen minutes, 
Charles tells me you‟re packed.‟ It was the brush-off par excellence Al was 
moving on without us. 

I stood my ground, „Thanks for that, we want to be on our way.‟ He 
smiled in dismissal, but scowled as I spoke softly, „Before we go, I want your 
personal guarantee that you‟ll destroy the Eavesdropper and data when this is 
over.‟ 

His eyes popped, „You‟re in no position ...‟ 
I spoke even more softly, „Yes I am. I have all the data dated and 

recorded, I have Bill and Alex, a prototype.‟ I let that sink in, „And,‟ crossing 
my fingers as I said it, „the British Government‟s power behind me.‟  

„And what if I don‟t play ball?‟ 
I smirked, „Remember Alex‟s virus?‟ 
He did, thought for a minute, „OK! When this is finished you can 

come back for the burial. Agreed?‟ He held out his formidable hand. 
As I shook it, just for curiosity, I lifted an eyebrow in Monica‟s 

direction. 
„Monica‟s decided to stay and co-operate with me on the field-work 

of Eavesdropper. You know she‟s been able to use it fully? She‟ll be with a 
detachment from the Olga team. CIA evaluation of KGB psychics.‟ he 
explained. 

It also explained much more to me. Monica had been given a choice, 
an offer that she could not refuse. Co-operate or disappear into CIA control. 
Here she might just be able to aid Israeli interests. There was no future 
anywhere else. It would be one long battle of two arch exploiters. 

As I said, he was welcome. 
We saw the Lear screech to the concrete apron as it arrived to 

transport us to freedom and we left without a backward glance at the place 
that had become a prison for two. 

The flights home and the drive in my Rover were uneventful, boring, 
tedious and the complete antidote to the frightful events we were leaving 
behind. 

Being a romantic I carried Liza over the threshold, nearly bumping 
her head on the doorpost. Inside I lowered her gently where she looked round 
and cried. 
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She pushed away my comforting arm, „I‟m so happy I could die. It‟s 
a dream come true.‟ she sniffed. 

Then I did hug her, whispered into that stubbly hair, „Will you marry 
me? Say you will, please.‟ 

She touched my arm, still bearing the scars of my exploits, „In the 
way of my ancestors I have. Our blood mingled. We are one.‟ she was deadly 
serious, „For ever.‟ 

We climbed the stairs slowly together, savouring the moment and 
walked to the bed, the one that I‟d been with Liza so long, yet so short a time 
ago. 

I suppose that it was partly the flight, partly the euphoria of finally 
coming home with my love, but we drifted into a spell-bound reverie. 

There‟s no memory of either of us undressing, but in the dream-like 
state Liza snuggled in my arms, deliriously happy, I thought there could be 
no higher bliss. 

Soft as a bubble I kissed her trembling lips, but then the floodgates 
opened, the world fell away, we were flying. 

My hand gently cupped her breast, she tenderly bit my lip, her 
breathing became ragged, she pressed her warm, soft belly against mine; fire 
started to flow. Her softness turned to urgency, the kiss deepened to longing, 
she ran a hand down my bare back to clutch me to her. A sense of power 
engulfed me, I crushed her to my chest, warmth rising to heat as she returned 
the ardour. 

I lost track of time and place, became one with Liza, there was 
nothing beyond sensation, feeling. 

All the repressed emotions, the denied responses, the yearning and 
longing, surged to a cataclysmic eruption that lifted us upwards in its 
violence and flung us to the heights. 

We were in a roaring, pounding ecstasy, love matching love in 
giving and taking; the whole universe fell in on us covering us with searing 
light, thunderous sound and cocooned us in its total security. All of creation 
rejoiced with us in the enchanted rhapsody as we celebrated our union of 
total, self-giving, self-sacrificing true love. 

The fire storm eventually blew itself out in its consumption of 
everything. 
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We drifted hand in hand in the air and fell into velvety blackness, 
sated, fulfilled, utterly at peace. I had ultimately come to nirvana, we were 
home. 
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CHAPTER 61 
 

Zeus. 
 

The sun was peeping through the hastily drawn curtains when I woke. 
Liza touched me on my back, I rolled over to see her eyes wide, a 

cherubic smile lifting her peachy cheeks. Sliding a hand round her back I 
kissed those soft, yielding lips, lips that parted, to draw me to her in rising 
desire. I could no more stop the burning drive than fly to the moon; I gorged 
myself once more on the ambrosia of Liza‟s demands and relived the 
spiritual meshing of our deepest passion, a sensation that was beyond any 
physical description. 

We finally went down to a brunch, living in a hazy cloud of tiredness 
and elated fulfilment. It was sheer heaven to me, Liza drifted after me in 
ethereal euphoria. 

For no accountable reason I turned on the TV for news of world 
events. Between the football and Hollywood goings-on, there was a summit 
meeting of world heads. 

It had been a surprise to see so many disparate leaders meeting with 
apparent urgency. About to turn it off I stopped, stared devastated. 

My euphoria vanished, I looked horrified as the cameras caught the 
arrival and departure of the famous and powerful. All the leaders had suits, 
brief-cases and were smartly dressed with distinctive ties. 

It was the ties. 
They were all the same, dark blue background with the same neat, 

distinctive design; a fist with a lightning bolt. 
The commentator made an aside, filling in the time, „This is the most 

exclusive club in the world. The Zeus Club is restricted to leaders of world-
class nations; there are not more than fifteen members to my knowledge, but 
the exact number is a secret. It is rumoured that the fee is half a million. Now 
that‟s exclusive! Here‟s the UK Prime Minister, Mr Blair, I wonder ...‟ Tony 
swept past with a toothy smile and wave, the doors closed behind him. 

Liza came to my side as I swore. 
Al had deceived me. The Zeus Project had started operating 

immediately. 
He was not just manipulating opinion. He was controlling the world. 
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Prologue. 
 

Clinton Chemicals March 2012. 
 

Al stretched and rubbed his eyes. He was getting old. Unlike Bert he had no 
Liza, no V. Had he taken a different line in ‟03 things might have been so 
very much easier. But the load was there and getting heavier. Obama and his 
cronies were putting the US in jeopardy as it had never been before. 
„Controlling the world!‟ No-one could do that. 

For nearly ten years he had manipulated, lied, bullied, coerced and 
threatened governments, agencies anybody and everybody he could to stamp 
out this underlying threat of terror once run by the elusive bin Laden.  
Monica had been squeezed dry and replaced, but still the target shifted as 
smoke rings. Some minor figures had been found and eliminated, but not the 
head. It was beginning to drive him mad. The latest contact in Pakistan 
seemed to be leading nowhere. Would it never end? 

Unbidden into his tired brain came those words of Hammerstein, 
sung by Yul Brinner,„One will seldom want to do what others wishes. But 
unless some day somebody trusts somebody, there‟ll be no-one left …‟ 

Who could he trust? 
The most exclusive club in the world – with a membership of one – 

is a very lonely place. 
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