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BRIAN CAIN



PREFACE

 


 Vigilante what can we expect of one,
A vigilante is someone who
illegally punishes someone for actual or perceived offenses, or
participates in a group which metes out extralegal punishment to
such a person. Often the victims are criminals in the legal sense;
however a vigilante may follow a different definition of criminal
than the local law especially if he is of a certain
creed.

 


The novel Vigilante introduces John Stanton an
extreme character born in London in 1950 to a grass roots military
family. A product of British Military Intelligence, at the age of
sixty he had done nothing else all his life and lived through much
accumulating masses of information whilst working for or with
western governments. The experience turns him into a ruthless
vigilante amongst military and government bodies.
Those in power never expected him to
live past thirty but he survived. It also introduces his sidekick
Cadiche a part aboriginal civil police officer part of the stolen
generation who assists in the public domain.

 


Retiring to the
east coast of Australia chasing his family lost through fear and
loneliness his separated wife is a political newspaper journalist
and uses her maiden name. Optimising her vivacious beauty to gain
top secret information gets her into trouble and Stanton receives a
sanction on his own wife from the corridors of power in
Canberra.



Deeply in love
with his wife Jodi, his childhood sweetheart, Stanton pursues the
threat with ruthless application protecting his family, but finding
a little more than he expected. He uncovers a plot to take control
of Pakistan's nuclear arsenal for world domination. With unofficial
help from Britain's MI6 the American CIA and the French Secret
Service he must break the chain of radicals involved in the plot
coming at him from all directions and stay one step ahead of the
government authorities to have any chance of success.

 


He refuses to be drawn into public affairs and
enlists a sidekick Cadiche a part aboriginal police officer found
whilst training for the civil police he regards as part of his family.
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CHAPTER
ONE

 


 He stood motionless at dawn next
to the old radar station on Shepherd's Hill Lookout, staring at the
horizon over the torrid sea waters stretched out before him. He
could hear the waves crashing on the rocks far below; his hands
grasped the guardrail atop the sheer cliffs with a white knuckled
grip of steel. He was there every clear morning he could be,
waiting for the sun to clip the waves with gold and splash it
across his face. A tug boat's horn broke the silence as it muscled
a coal ship into port far to his left, a jogger shuffled past
behind him with a laboured greeting from climbing the hill her
blonde hair streaming behind in her wake, "Morning," but he didn’t
respond although the voice was familiar. John Stanton stood
motionless with no expression, not even a blink; the sun split the
water with its piercing gold light as it made its presence known
and heralded the start of the day. It shot across his face and with
a ricochet from his gleaming Harley Davidson parked behind him and
lit the back of his black attire. He mumbled quietly, “At the going
down of the sun, and in the morning, we will remember them. His
mind drifted and entered the past.

 


IRAQ, Central
Baghdad, June 2003. Sergeant Major Stanton stepped through the
archway, the only access to the courtyard left standing from
relentless artillery bombardment, his sniper’s rifle levelled,
safety switch off. He had turned off his communication system so he
could hear as best he could inside his helmet. There was no one to
communicate with; his unit had been lost including his commanding
officer. His British uniform was unrecognisable, covered in dust
and the blood of comrades. The suicide bomber, laden with
explosives, who had only minutes before killed the last four of his
unit with an AK47 assault rifle had come through this archway and
Stanton hunted for the like a wounded lion, the wounds were in his
heart.

 


To his right in
the courtyard corner he saw a young boy, no more than 10, lying on
the ground. A tall, slim figure clad from head to toe in a dirty
grey thawb with full headdress, he wore a body brace of high
explosives, he levelled an AK47 assault rifle at the child's head.
A shot rang out and the tall, slim figure's head jerked to one side
as the bullet from Stanton's 7.62 Rangemaster sniper's rifle met
its mark and his body slumped to the ground sending dust into the
air. A second person dressed in a thawb ran to the low wall
area behind the boy from an adjacent doorway in an attempt to scale
the wall, dragging a naked man with a rope around his neck with
him. He sprayed bullets towards Stanton from his assault rifle as
he ran but they were inaccurate. Stanton's next shot was not. The
shot hit the figure in the chest and lifted him over the wall,
leaving the naked man on the end of the rope behind.

 


He shouted in
clear English, "Kuwaiti!" Stanton froze with his weapon sighted on
the naked man. "You saved my son, thank God!" he shouted as he
crawled to the boy and hugged him in tears of joy and distain.
Stanton sighted the rest of the courtyard, "There is no one left
here," cried the naked man. "The rest of my family is dead; you
have just killed the last of the Republican guard here, they hide
from the Americans." Stanton checked over the wall, he could hear
the rumble of an American armoured column far down the block and
could see the soldiers checking buildings as they progressed. He
went to the naked man and boy now huddled against the wall and
looked inside what was left of the dwelling in the courtyard,
finding a dead woman and two young girls. He saw his own daughter's
face as he looked upon the innocent girls, no more than 15 years
old. He looked at the naked man and boy then walked calmly towards
the archway reloading his weapon. "My friend," whimpered the naked
man, "What is your name?" Stanton turned to the man and boy.

 


"John… John
Stanton," he replied. The naked man had gathered himself, he
covered his body with a dusty garment retrieved from nearby and
rose to his feet clutching his son.

"Your name and
face I will remember, you have given me my life and my son. I will
find my own and our lives will not go to waste. You are
British?"

"Yes," replied
Stanton.

"We will find
and repay you for this," the naked man pointed to a bag lying in
the dust. "A map, you will need the map in this bag, it will help
keep you safe - the circled places are safe."

Stanton walked
towards the arch. "You take the map and get out of here. I haven't
shot you but there are plenty of people around here that will. Wait
till darkness, the flushing operations are not concentrated in this
area in darkness, costs to many lives."

"How do you
know we are not your enemies?"

"I have had my
back to you twice for a few seconds, you could have picked up the
assault rifle and shot at me, but you didn't. I don't really know
but I would like to see your son live anyway, someone's got to
clean this mess up, you and I won't live that long. Would you shoot
my son under the same circumstances?"

"No."

"You didn't
learn to speak English like you do around here either. If I take
you back to our post you'll be interrogated; I don't want your son
going through that, now wait till nightfall and go. I'm sure you
know how to get around here better than me and remember there's a
war on. Good luck." Stanton turned and walked towards the archway,
his thoughts blurred to another time.

 


AFGHANISTAN,
Faryab province, August 2009. Stanton stood in full view of the far
hillside; the enemy could be clearly seen. The Afghan soldiers
expressed concern through an interpreter that the Taliban were
within range but Stanton stood in full view. Stanton studied the
enemy through his binoculars. Australian armed forces Corporal
Jenkins conveyed the concerns to Stanton. "Sir we are within range
of the enemy; they could open fire any time, please take cover
sir." Stanton handed Jenkins the binoculars.

"We’ve been in
range for two days. They've purposely not tried to lose us, they
could have whenever they wished, they know this place far better
than we do. Tell me what weapon the lookout that is in full view
has in his hands, he makes no attempt to hide, he knows I could
shot his eye out from here, things are not often as they seem."
Jenkins raised the binoculars and studied the lookout.

"Good God he
has an AS50, where the hell did he get it?"

"Exactly Jenko,
and why has he not shot me? Notice anything else?"

"He's wearing
no headdress."

"So if he's got
a weapon the Taliban have little access to, has no headdress and
stands in full view of us like me, what do you think he's up
to"?

"I have no idea
sir, as long as I’ve been here I can’t work them out."

"I think he
wants to talk to us Jenko". Stanton openly removed his helmet, held
out his hands and began to walk out from the cover of the rock
ledge they occupied.

"Sir," cried
Jenkins. "You're leaving for home next week; there's no need for
this. I’m sure they'll find something for you to do sir." Stanton
looked round.

"Coming with me
Jenko?" he smiled.

"If you wish
sir."

"No, stay here
and control the Afghans; they're getting restless; probably think
I'm mad."

"I think you're
mad too sir." Stanton laughed and walked on. He wound his way down
the valley and up the far side of the hill, sometimes stumbling on
the loose rocky surface to within a few metres of the enemy. His
hunch was correct.

"I thought I
recognised you. How is your son?" The Arab put down his weapon and
moved into full view from behind the rocks.

"My son is
fine, he’s in Australia studying at university, he's been there for
some years."

"I suppose you
have a name?" asked Stanton. The Arab moved forwards and embraced
Stanton.

"Yes, Al
Ahmadi, named by my father after where I was born in Kuwait. My
family owns oil rich land and we are grateful for your help in
Baghdad. Through contacts we have in Kuwait we found where you were
and that you are returning home to retire." Covered faces peered
out from the rocks as they spoke.

"Why have you
gone to so much trouble to do this, and how do you know I didn’t
draw you in?"

"We know what
you do and have something for you that we hope you will use with
great wisdom when you go home." Al handed Stanton a laptop
computer. "It is from the heart of the devil and will allow you to
strike at those who arm our enemies in greed. It was taken from the
Taliban. Use its information and you will find those who contribute
to arming those we fight, we will continue our silent fight from
within our own garden. We can do nothing with this information as
the perpetrators live in the west under cover of western
governments. Take great care my friend, these people have powerful
allies." Helicopters came into earshot. "We must go my friend our
ride is here, or we too may end up in the war. God be with you and
you must remember the word Jihad." Stanton clutched the laptop,
nodded his head, turned and began to make his way back down the
slope towards his own lines.

His thoughts
faded and the sun had risen above the water. Someone had spoken to
him.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
TWO

 


Chief Inspector
Holmes of the Australian Federal Police had been leaning on the
guardrail standing next to Stanton for several minutes before he
spoke. "Always know I can find you here, don't you ever take a
helmet off?" Stanton recognised his voice and looked into his face
with a grin.

"Well look
here, it's Sherlock himself."

"I can't help
the fact that my surname is synonymous with a famous police
character, you know I hate that."

"What do you
want Holmes, you didn't come all the way here from Canberra for the
good of your health, someone sent you." Holmes looked at the ground
and hesitated.

"Aren't you
getting too old for this shit Stanton, you're sixty this year, one
day you'll find someone who’s smarter than you and can move faster
and we'll all be in the shit." Stanton scowled at Holmes.

"Just tell me
why you're here Holmes, short version will be fine."

"Just a message
like usual, the information you require is in the usual package,
whatever that means. No one ever tells me anything about what's
going on."

"Thanks Holmes,
you can go now." Holmes turned to walk away but then turned
back.

"Oh that info
you asked for some time ago about the part-Aboriginal copper from
Newcastle here they call Cadiche. You were right, the particulars
you gave us of that Lewis Page line up. He's Cadiche's brother all
right. His second name used to be Page but Cadiche changed it when
he joined the police force. Lewis Page was released from prison two
weeks ago; don't know where he is. Bit coincidental; I can tell you
another thing too, he was framed that bloke. All the report
documents were ASIO. I found them by chance when chasing this up, I
can only do so much John."

"Did Cadiche
know Lewis was his brother?"

"No, they were
both taken from their mother at birth; how the hell did you know
they were related?"

"Get me a copy
of both their birth certificates."

"I'm not as
dumb as you think I am Stanton." Holmes reached into his top pocket
of his long flowing rain coat and pulled out some papers. "Here I'm
way ahead of you, I know we don't put anything on paper but this is
harmless." Stanton took the papers, looking at them side by
side.

"Thanks Holmes,
you surprise me."

"How come you
knew those jokers were brothers, it's not in Lewis Page's records
nor Cadiche's." Stanton stared at Holmes.

"I don't know I
just did. I ran into Page's cell mate not long back - bloke called
Jimmy Stein. He said a few things that rang a bell."

"Jimmy Stein
from the Painters and Dockers; Christ is he loose again?"

"No he ..um,
had an accident."

"I didn't know
that."

"No it was kept
underwater you might say."

"I had to burn
a few favours to get that info."

"I got a good
memory Holmes. Work on your amnesia, remembering too much could be
fatal. I don't want to see you up here again. You know how to
contact me."

"Okay, okay
keep your shirt on, if they didn't pay me a lot of money you're the
last bloke I'd want to see."

Stanton looked
deep into Holmes' eyes. “You’re right Holmes, I might be the last
person you ever see." Holmes walked backwards for a few steps with
a blank face, turned and walked away. Stanton called to him.

"Careful when
messing with ASIO stuff Holmes, I might not like what you've done
or who you are but the people may need you, you work for me
Holmes." Holmes gave a brief smile and continued on. Stanton walked
to his bike and put on his gloves; his mobile phone rang. The
caller was identified, a local police officer he knew well. "Hello,
I am popular this morning."

"You up at the
lookout?"

"Yes."

"Cadiche has a
new partner, female if you don't mind. He's currently at the Bar
Beach car park not far from you, getting to know her in his squad
car if you know what I mean. I know you wouldn't go down and spring
him, that's why I thought I'd let you know." Stanton smiled.

"What a grouse
idea, thanks." Stanton hung up, his stocky frame mounted his bike.
He put his gloves on his worn and wrinkled fingers, his Harley
coughed into life and idled towards Bar beach lookout. He could see
a squad car parked right in the corner of the car park next to the
beach, well out of the way of the beach lookout. He reached into
his saddle bag and pulled out his binoculars. It looked like there
was no one inside but close scrutiny revealed the occasional glance
of a bare arse. He idled down the hill along the road, entered the
car park, switched off the motor and glided to within metres of the
car’s boot. A dark arse appeared in ever-decreasing intervals amid
the moans and screams in the passenger side. He locked his front
brake, put the bike in first gear, opened the throttle wide and hit
the starter. As soon as the motor revved he dropped the clutch,
burning the rear tyre round in circles in clouds of smoke. The
passenger door flew open and Cadiche fell out, pushed off by his
now-unwilling partner. He got to his feet and ran across the car
park towards the smoke becoming engulfed by it. Coughing and
choking he watched the bike roar up the road as the smoke
cleared.

"Stanton,
bastard," he muttered. He looked down realising he had no pants on
and ran back to the car. His partner was adjusting her clothing as
he pulled up his pants. He roared off in pursuit of the now well
out of sight bike. "Stanton the bastard, he's not getting away with
this."

"You know the
guy on the bike?" asked his partner.

"Yeah I know
the mongrel." Cadiche engaged the siren and lights as he drifted
onto the roadway. Stanton entered the intersection of his street to
find a police car with two officers in fits of laughter waving him
through. He pressed the remote on the tank of his bike and the
garage door of his underground car park opened swallowing the
Harley as if it had disappeared. He walked inside and made a cup of
coffee. Cadiche made the intersection a couple of minutes later
amid big grins and laughter from his fellow officers; he waved his
fist at them as he went passed. "I've been set up, what a bunch of
complete bastards." He pulled the squad car up in Stanton's
driveway, got out and hammered on the door. His fellow officers
drove past, tooted and waved. Stanton calmly answered the door with
a coffee in his hand wearing his dressing gown.

"Cadiche, come
for breakfast mate.'

"You been out
on your bike you bastard."

"Dear oh dear,
police brutality, can't even have breakfast without being harassed
by the law, what's the place coming to, if you'll pardon the
expression."

"So it was you,
just as I was doing okay you had to cock it up."

"You've had
your cock up what did you say?"

"I'm, throwing
the book at you Stanton." Cadiche marched to his squad car
rummaging around for his note book. His female partner smiled and
giggled.

"It was pretty
funny, you should have seen yourself in the middle of the car park
in a cloud of smoke with no pants on. Aren't you going to introduce
me to your friend? If he did that he's much more fun than you are."
Cadiche calmed down and replied in a meagre tone.

"The bastard
saved my life once, I love the man."

"Well let's
question him, I wan to meet this Stanton bloke."

"I'll message
we’re out." and he picked up the radio. Cadiche's partner walked up
the majestic marble steps leading to the entrance of Stanton's
mansion; Stanton stood at the door looking out at the view of the
beach, rooftops and sea below.

"Hi, my name's
Kay," said the young officer as she offered Stanton her hand.
"Cadiche has told me a lot about you." Stanton shook her hand and
grinned.

"You would have
extended your vocabulary somewhat then. Cadiche is quite articulate
in expressing his feeling for people who have just pissed him off."
She laughed out loud.

"Cadiche is
busy making up some bullshit story so we can have a cuppa
here."

"Bullshit, he’s
good at that, come in make yourself at home." They walked to the
kitchen and Kay sat at the breakfast bar overlooking the ocean
view.

"Wow what a
great place. Have you been here long?"

"No not really,
can hardly be considered a local yet, settled here from
globetrotting about six years ago. Was transferred here with a
government job I had in England." Stanton prepared coffee and toast
as he spoke.

"What kind of
government job?"

"Oh just… er,
killing time really."

"Must have paid
well to be able to afford this."

"I did other
things as well in my own time."

"Like
what?"

"Nosey bitch
aren't you?"

"Am I!"

"You probably
can't help it, trained at the academy, probably interested in
everyone else's business for a start or you wouldn't have joined
the police force. But you’re very good looking so people put up
with it." Kay looked out the window embarrassed by Stanton's
approach. She looked around but could see no pictures or ornaments,
no clue of any kind for which to evaluate history or compel
conversation.

"You don't like
house decorations. The place is bare apart from the furniture.
Where did you get all this brilliant old stuff?"

"I like
antiques, picked it up from all over the place, has character." Kay
spotted the surveillance system monitors in every room.

"That's some
home security system you have, scared about someone stealing all
your antiques?"

"Would be a
brave person or one with no brains that would steal something from
John Stanton," said Cadiche as he walked into the kitchen. "Where's
me coffee Stanton we haven't got all day, I'm following up on a
disturbance on the Bar foreshore for the records. They were pissing
themselves laughing in the radio room Stanton."

"Really, that's
unusual," quipped Stanton. Kay tried her best to wipe the smile
from her face.

"What does he
really do?" Kay asked Cadiche.

"He's retired,"
replied Cadiche.

Stanton
interrupted, "Few years back I was doing some training for the
police force, a young part indigenous Australian rolled up with the
pack. Determined to make a difference, he was easily one of the
best recruits I had ever trained. Fit, top marksman, big chip on
his shoulder, didn't take orders very well. I took a personal
interest in him, he reminded me of myself when I was younger.
Channel the energy of people like that in the right direction and
you get results. He became the top recruit at pass out even though
the establishment had given up on him. He was an expert in dealing
with his own kind; I called him the Cadiche man, now everyone does.
Apart from a little help from me he did it all himself. Never judge
him too harshly, below the nasty exterior is all good, he's never
had a family but he's always welcome here."

Cadiche was
looking at the floor and could not look up, he was deeply moved,
and tears ran down his checks. "Could you leave us please Kay, go
out by the pool in the sun, I need to talk to Cadiche." Kay moved
out to the pool in the sun in silence.

"Sit down boy,
I promised you I'd find your family." Stanton put two pieces of
paper in front of Cadiche on the table. Cadiche picked them up and
studied them. Things were silent for a while.

"I have a
brother."

"Yes you have a
younger brother."

"Jesus Christ I
knew it."

"Me too."

"I got to find
him."

"You must be
ready for anything; sometimes these things can cause problems
inside you, with you it may be the case."

"I don't care;
I waited all my life for this, it really matters." Stanton got up
and looked out the window.

"I found your
mother as well." Cadiche looked round at Stanton.

"Is she
alive?"

"No. No she's
not." Cadiche looked back at the birth certificates in front of
him.

"Well I've
always wanted to know. Now I do."

"When are you
off next?"

"Monday today,
I'm off on Friday and the weekend."

"Get your dress
uniform ready, you are going to pay your respects to your
mother."

"Where, where
am I from?"

"Your mother
lays where she was born but not you. Place called Cape Grenville in
far north Queensland. You were born at Cairns hospital well to the
south. That's where they took you from her."

"Why?" Stanton
sat back down in front of Cadiche.

"We’re talking
about the same government that sent nearly sixty thousand British
soldiers to their death on July 1st 1916 at the battle of the Somme
in France. Seemed like a good idea at the time, but it's just as
stupid as what they did to your mother. Commoners they call
us."

"Perspective,
you were always good at that. I don't know if I should go, you know
speaking of the dead and intruding on their ground is not their
way."

"You said their
way, time to work out yours, put your uniform on and look in the
mirror. You'll see who you are. The Cadiche man needs to wear more
than emu's feathers these days if he's going to do any good. I have
the governments of the UK, Australia, the US, all up me at some
time or another and I was always on their side. Democracy is
expensive, given to us by the Romans, distributed by the British.
We currently don't have any other system. I've had first hand
experience dealing with people who have other systems."

Stanton became
extremely agitated raising his voice and standing up. "Would you
like to see Kay out there buried up to her head and run over while
she was still alive, just because she's a woman? How about her
being shot in the back of the head because she is suspected of
banging the guy next door who actually raped her?" He walked to the
window and looked outside. "In our midst there are people who
attribute these things to no other reason than greed. I need you
Cadiche, my daughter despises me and my two sons are corporate
lawyers, I may have created monsters. Their mother shit cans me in
the media on a regular basis and I will still fight for the right
for them to do that because the alternatives stink." There was
silence for a few seconds.

"Okay, I'll
call you later tonight. It's a lot to happen in one day."

"You'll be
fine. What you going to do with Kay?"

"I'm not sure."
Stanton stood over Cadiche and looked in his eyes.

"Well I'm sure
she's worth more than a quick bang in the Bar Beach car park."

"Yeah, yes
you're right."

"Another thing,
tell your mates that they could do a lot more with their time than
pave the way for lunatics like me. There were two stabbings and a
rape in Newy last night; I can look after myself, where were they
when people needed them?"

"No worries,
I'll get on it." Cadiche called Kay and started to walk out.

"Boy!" called
Stanton. Cadiche looked round. "Your father would be hard pressed
to have a better son." Cadiche smiled and nodded, looked down and
walked out. They climbed into the squad car and backed down the
driveway.

"You look like
you've seen a ghost." said Kay.

"No not yet,
but looks like I'm going to." replied Cadiche.

"That Stanton
guy would be in his forties yeah?"

"Yeah he'd
wish; he turned sixty this year."

"Wow, hope I
look that good at sixty. I still don't know what he does."

"It's not what
he does that worries me, it's what he's probably going to do."

"What did he do
when he was working?"

"He still
works; he's sort of a cultural attaché for the British
government."

"What the hell
is that?"

"Means he does
anything he wants to. Within reason, thinking about it they cant
stop him."

"That's the
kind of job I want." Their squad car left the street. Stanton had
been monitoring a black Mercedes Benz sedan parked on the rise of
the street about a hundred metres from his house visible on his
surveillance system. He magnified the rego plate and put the number
through his computer. Government of the United Kingdom classified
information was all he could retrieve.

"The squad car
is well clear now," said a refined English voice. "Let's have a
talk with John." A wide cockney accent replied.

"Why don't you
just let me sort him out, be a pleasure."

"You clearly
don't know him do you?"

"Nah, have
geysers like him for breakfast every day."

"Stay in the
car and say nothing while I am inside with John."

"I have
diplomatic immunity; I could waste you and him and just go home,
all this stand off bollocks."

"Interesting
outlook on life you have, perhaps you should take him out, sound
like you're just the man for the job." An attempt at calming
unwanted interference failed.

"Piece of cake,
you stay in the car while I sort this out."

"Of course,"
The Mercedes glided silently into Stanton's driveway. The burly
cockney stepped out of the vehicle looked around and walked up the
steps, stepping on his long coat and tripping slightly. He hammered
on the door with his fist, the door creaked open as it was off the
latch.

"This geysers
an amateur, thought so, all piss and wind" muttered the cockney. He
drew a pistol from his body holster and pushed the door open
holding the sight level with his eye and stepped through the door,
everything went black and he fell to the floor. Stanton stood over
the unconscious man looking at the refined man adjust his tie at
the entrance to the door.

"I see you've
met Holinger John, sorry about that," said the refined voice.

"Westmere, why
didn't you come up yourself? I didn't recognise this bloke. Lucky I
didn't kill him, there again he does look familiar."

"It's a shame
you didn't, he really is quite tedious John."

"Cup of
tea?"

"Absolutely
John."

"Using my first
name, this is a serious visit, you want something?"

"Ever vigilant
my friend." Stanton took Holinger and hung him on a coat hook in
the kitchen his feet well clear of the floor. He loosened his
collar and tied his head back to make sure he could breathe.

"The squad car
that was here John, official business?"

"Hardly, more
like a family visit. Pays to have friends in high places when
dealing with arseholes like you Westmere."

"We are well
aware of your standing and tactics Stanton."

"Stanton now,
pissed you off enough to change tack?" Westmere sat down as Stanton
slid a cup of tea towards him along the surface of the table.

"John,
seriously we need to talk."

"And…"

"The Chinese
gentleman you sanctioned last week, Lu Fong. We have a problem, his
son is asking questions and has bought some information from one of
our Chinese operatives in Beijing. He is on his way here now and
will arrive tonight on a flight from the Chinese capital; he will
be looking for you John." Stanton turned and looked out the
window.

"I won't ask
how it happened, just how to fix it may be more to the point. Lu
Fong the second. Worse than his father, bribery, corruption,
murder, drugs, arms sales to African renegades and war lords. Then
there is a bad side to him." Westmere looked agitated and
shrugged.

"Coming here
will be his biggest blunder; Holinger was to act as a minder for
him arranged by our operatives in Beijing. Holinger has just come
from two years active duty in the Middle East and is a little edgy.
I don't think he's up to it so I came to you."

"Who's the mole
in Beijing?"

"He will be
with Lu Fong the second luckily; we can tidy this up in one
go."

"That wasn't
the question Westmere." Westmere looked particularly uncomfortable;
he looked up and down at Stanton.

"Emm, I'm
afraid it's Hurst, John."

"Hurst,
no."

"This is why we
tried without you first. We know of the respect you have for him,
Fong paid him several million for information. Must have been too
much temptation for him with his son's doing well in college and
all." Stanton leant on his elbow and rubbed his bottom lip with the
index finger of his left hand. He ran both his hands across his
head over his grey crew cut hair. His blue eyes stared at the
ceiling.

"If you're
lying to me I'll come for you."

"John please, I
could have just gone home but I owe you my life on more than one
occasion. There is such a thing as honour." Stanton shook his
head.

"I'll take care
of Fong and his offsiders, I'll give Hurst to Holinger. He can
bring him home to you."

"John I beg of
you, the lives of hundreds of people are in jeopardy should this
get out."

"Holmes was
right; I am getting too old for this shit."

"I beg your
pardon."

"Don't worry
about it, just thinking out loud." Holinger groaned as he came
round. Stanton walked over to just below his face as Holinger
gasped for air and started thrashing around with his fists. Stanton
punched him in the stomach: Holinger dry-reached. "I'm going to let
you down Holinger, should you cause any trouble at all I will kill
you. Do you understand?"

"Bollocks!"
cried Holinger. Stanton pulled Holinger straight up in the air by
his coat lapels releasing him from the hanger. He head butted
Holinger on the way down and need him in the groin. Holinger fell
to the floor. Stanton stood over him picking up Hollinger's pistol
lying on the table retrieved from his first encounter with
Holinger. He cocked the pistol and put it in Hollinger's mouth. He
crouched down level with his face.

"I'd like to
say you were an idiot but I'm not into praising up people like you.
You disobey one instruction I give you and I will kill you. Do you
understand me?" Holinger nodded. Stanton stood and offered the
pistol to Holinger handle first. Holinger took the pistol, turned
it on Stanton, cocked and pulled the trigger. The gun clicked but
did not fire. Stanton walked to a drawer under the kitchen work
bench, opened up the drawer and took out an automatic pistol and
silencer. He began to screw the silencer on the pistol. Westmere
had moved to leaning on the wall and stood watching with a pale
look. Holinger tried several times to discharge his weapon. Stanton
turned around and cocked his weapon aiming at Holinger's heart.

"No good you
trying Holinger, your pistol clip is in my dressing gown pocket.
You really are an idiot. How long have you been working for Lu
Fong?

"How did you
know?" snapped Holinger.

"We only carry
on like you when we have a job to do, there's no way in China if
you'll pardon the expression, only someone who was bought out would
carry on like you. I had to talk to Westmere for a while to work
out if he had been nobbled but people like Westmere are pretty
solid." Holinger threw his weapon towards Stanton and attempted to
run for the door but Stanton dodged the projectile and shot
Holinger in the left upper leg bringing him crashing to the floor.
Blood began to swamp his ankle length black coat. Holinger grabbed
the wound and attempted to stop the bleeding. "You’ll bleed to
death if you don't get help Holinger, you're setting Hurst up are
you not, he'll be on the same plane as Fong but Fong won't know
will he? You were hoping to have them all knocked off and retire to
some obscure Caribbean country no witnesses."

"No, I just
work for Fong, he's a nutter, he’ll have us all killed," said
Holinger. Stanton nodded as he spoke. "Yes, he is a madman. Set his
own father up so he could inherit his empire. I thought it was too
easy. That's where I saw you Holinger, you were there to knock him
off but I beat you to it." Westmere looked at Stanton. "Yes
Westmere, your mate here is loose cannon. You should really get rid
of that coat Holinger, stands out a mile and your wide lower jaw
and slit chin, may as well paint yourself pink. Have you learned
nothing? Arrive unannounced, operate and leave. Stealth for good
health Holinger." Stanton shot Holinger between the eyes as he lay
on the floor. Westmere staggered to the kitchen chairs and sat
down.

"My God. What a
mess." Stanton sat down next to him.

"Lucky you
dropped in Westmere, don't worry about the mess, that's why I've
got a tiled floor."

"This really is
quite unacceptable John."

"Go home
Westmere, I’ll take care of Fong and his offsiders when he arrives,
pleasure to kill a man like that. In fact I'm going to take care of
all of them, enough's enough. If you were in a forest Westmere,
you'd have trouble seeing the wood for the trees. You need to work
on that. Do you know what time Fong's mob gets to Sydney?"

Westmere
stepped over Holinger on his way out and turned to Stanton. His
slim framework was still trembling. Around nine pm tonight…um… and
Holinger?"

"He's coming
fishing with me tonight with Mr Fong and his mates."

"I see, well
I'm going."

"No worries,
I'm busier than a cat trying to bury shit in a marble staircase.
Have to pick up a message from Canberra as well today."

"That really is
quite distasteful John."

"You really
never had a good sense of humour did you Westmere? Remember when I
nailed your boots to the barracks floor and you put them on and
tied them up without moving them. I watched you for days before I
did that, you never ever moved your boots from the same spot, you
kept them next to your bed in the same place, put your feet in them
and tied them up. Bad move, I can still see you making excuses
about moving from where you stood. You remained completely calm
even though we were all pissing ourselves laughing."

"My wife finds
the incident funny."

"She's a lovely
lady, how is Maud?"

"Fine, she
sends her regards."

"My ex seems
hell bent on having me shot."

"I could
understand that." Westmere left shaking his head.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
THREE

 


The Qantas 380
Airbus touched down at Sydney Kingsford Smith at ten past nine.
Stanton had Holinger's phone in his possession and received a text
message from Lu Fong the moment the plane touched down. Stanton
returned a text message with a long shot, he was used to them.
After a few texts back and forwards he convinced Fong that he would
be picked up by Holinger's bodyguard who would guide Fong to
Holinger. Stanton knew Fong loved power boats and Ford Mustangs and
would use this weakness to perpetrate his downfall. Stanton chose a
long coat similar to Holinger's and gold rim Ray-Ban sunglasses,
typical trade marks of hired muscle. He also wore a triad ring
acquired whilst sanctioning some members in earlier times, anything
to throw Fong's thought train.

 


At worst he
would shoot them all in the airport and leave, messy but effective,
a sign of the times. Stanton had however set up a far cleaner plan.
Stanton had instructed Fong to text him when he was outside the
terminal at the pickup point; these places are open, busy and
confusing and Fong would have little time to think. He had put
false plates on his 69 Supercharged Boss Mustang and text the plate
number to Fong as the pick up vehicle. Stanton stood off awaiting
his cue, Fong waited inside the glass door sending his two minders
out to check things out. Fong text Stanton and Stanton made as much
fuss as possible pulling up parking, obscuring and blocking any
access. He climbed out and stood in view leaning against the front
left fender the engine barking away at idle. He purposely played
with the triad ring on his finger making sure it was in full view.
Fong's minders were Japanese and looked Stanton up and down through
their dark glasses.

"Why you here?"
asked the taller of the two.

"Pick up Fong
for Holinger," Stanton replied. The taller one walked inside and
spoke to Fong. Fong gave his hand luggage to the taller one to
bring out. Stanton took off his glasses and looked at the shorter
minder in his neat black suit. "Piss ant bastard aren't you?"

He waited a few
seconds and calmly replied showing no emotion. "Me maybe kill you
later, honky." Stanton smiled and put his glasses back on. The
taller minder came out with the meagre hand luggage and Stanton
opened the boot and stowed the cases. The shorter minder had opened
the left door and Fong walked briskly out and got in the rear of
the Mustang with the short minder. Fong was very short, thirty
years old, round-faced, plump and balding. He watched the
supercharger above the bonnet pulsating with life and was
mesmerised. Stanton climbed in the driver's seat and the tall
minder took the passenger seat. Fong looked at Stanton's ring
brought to his attention by his minder. Fong spoke to Stanton.

"The ring?"
Stanton looked round.

"Friends,"
replied Stanton.

"Your car?"
asked Fong.

"Yes."

"Nice car, you
sell."

"No."

"We talk.
Drive." Stanton engaged the supercharger, pulled away with a roar
and clouds of blue smoke. Fong smiled, he was used to being herded
around in the most inconspicuous ways possible and found the
excitement intoxicating. Fong was all smiles. "Ahh, me like." His
minders however did not share Fong's ease. The taller minder spoke
very good English and looked at Stanton.

"Where is
Holinger?" he asked.

"Circular Quay,
he has a power launch waiting there and is making sure everything
is clear. Cruise Sydney Harbour tonight." Fong nodded and
smiled.

"Ahhh, Holinger
know me well, him good man," quipped Fong. The minders looked at
each other. The taller one spoke to Stanton again.

"You know this
Stanton? We need to find him."

"I know of
him," replied Stanton.

"Will he be
easy to find?" asked the tall minder.

"Real easy,"
Stanton said calmly. "Holinger will fix that for you." Stanton was
careful not to attract too much attention and switched from gay
abandon to conservatism wherever required as he headed closer to
Circular Quay and his passengers watched the city go by as they
rumbled into park under cover of a boat shed through an automatic
door. A small power launch rippled back and forth on the waves at
the dock inside the shed. Stanton climbed out and started to put
the luggage in the launch. Fong stood to one side and had lit a
giant cigar, puffing away like a contained bushfire. The taller
minder looked in the launch and spoke to Stanton.

"Where is this
boat we are going to?" Stanton pulled binoculars out of the dash of
the launch and handed them to the tall minder.

"It's the
Marie Celeste. She's two hundred metres out due east, blue
and white, you can't miss her." The minder walked to the edge of
the wharf and studied the ship. Stanton had set up Holinger's body
sitting at a table on the rear deck. The stern of the Marie
Celeste had a deep recess to accommodate launches. He handed
the binoculars back to Stanton and spoke.

"These
binoculars are military; they are not available to the public."

"I have
friends, you want some?"

"We need
weapons and ammunition as well. We have only small plastic side
arms to avoid detection; they are only good for defence, unsuitable
for our needs."

Stanton smiled
at him widely and replied, "Don't worry about that, I’ll give you
all the ammunition you need." The minder nodded and smiled.

"Excellent, we
go to see Holinger now."

"No worries,"
grinned Stanton. Fong and the small minder again sat in the back
and the tall minder next to Stanton, as he reversed the launch out
of the dock shed he swigged on a hip flask. He knew Fong loved
Bundy rum. Fong smelt the beverage as it wafted by.

"You have
Bundy?" asked Fong.

"Yes you want
some, here." Stanton offered the flask to Fong, he took the flask
and began drinking the contents. It took only a couple of minutes
to reach the Marie Celeste and dock the launch in her stern.
The tall minder pulled a plastic pistol and ordered Stanton to stay
where he was, climbed aboard the Marie Celeste and walked
towards Holinger sitting at the table. The short minder spoke to
Stanton.

"I have seen
you somewhere but I cannot remember, a picture maybe. Who are you?"
Stanton climbed out of the launch. "You are to stay here as
ordered."

Fong had passed
out, the victim of a powerful sleeping sedative in the rum he
drank. The short minder lunged at Stanton from the launch, Stanton
used his momentum to simply pin him the side of the launch with his
knee in his groin. Stanton had already pulled a slim dagger from
his belt.

"My name’s
Stanton, John Stanton," he whispered in the small minder’s ear as
he plunged the dagger into his heart with his right hand, he
coughed, exhaled and slumped to the floor. Stanton thrust the
dagger two more times to make sure but the body was lifeless. He
climbed the ladder to the deck and was met by the tall minder with
his plastic pistol aimed at Stanton. The tall minder spoke
sternly.

"Who are
you?"

"My name’s John
Stanton." The minder’s eyes grimaced.

"Where is
Fong?"

"He's having a
spell, must be the jet lag."

"I need you to
get me out of here so I am willing to let you live. You killed
Holinger?"

"Yes."

"What kind of
person are you, he is one of your own." Stanton's eyes filled with
anger.

"Holinger is a
victim of greed, what is of significance is he discarded the
boundaries of creed whilst doing it. I'm holding a 45 auto with a
silencer under my coat in my right hand, you have a less than fifty
percent chance with those plastic bullets in the toy gun you have,
which is notoriously inaccurate and will not penetrate the
bullet-proof jacket I'm wearing anyway. A head shot could be fatal
though, now you have just one shot, so get on with it."

"All I have
heard of you is true; you are a cold-blooded killer, one of the
best. Almost euphoric to come up against you. If I am killed by you
I die with honour. I will make it as painle...." A dull thud was
followed by the heavy thud of the minders body hitting the deck.
Stanton had levelled his weapon and fired, hitting the minder
directly in the heart.

Stanton stood
over the minder, unscrewing the silencer from his automatic
Barretta pistol. He looked down at the minder as his eyes began to
close and spoke. "If you're going to shoot, don't talk, shoot."

Stanton stood
at the bow of the Marie Celeste six kilometres east of
Sydney Harbour watching the sun clip the waves and send its golden
beams across his face once more the following morning. He had
chosen this spot on many occasions as the water was so deep that
only droid submarines could venture to the sea floor. He had given
Fong an antidote to the narcotic that had put him to sleep and Fong
had come round and was trying to fathom what was happening. He
blinked his eyes into focus and shouted at Stanton.

"You, where my
minders, why am I tied up, where Holinger?" Stanton walked from the
bow and sat down on the bulkhead adjacent to where Fong was tied up
on the deck. A chain was shackled to Fong's legs and the chain was
attached to a refrigerator tethered to the side of the ship’s
guardrail by a quick release hook. The release cable for the hook
led to a foot switch on the deck next to Fong's face. Stanton
looked down at Fong, opened a can of coke and took a swig.

"I killed your
father, got to him before Holinger. Tell me what kind of person
arranges to have his father killed when he is already one of the
ten richest people in the world, not that your father deserved to
live."

"You…
Stanton."

"Yes."

"You die soon,
everybody look for you."

"Maybe but
that's not today, today you die."

"I give you
money; anything, just let me go." Fong wriggled intensely trying to
release his bonds.

"How many
innocent people are you and your father responsible for indirectly
wiping out with your indiscriminate sales plans to just the African
states alone? How many kids have failed rehab, how many didn't even
make rehab from the tons of drugs you sell to dealers? Do you still
have the twelve year old girl at home you bought in from the
Russian? You made a mistake when you began dealing in military
weapons with Holinger. Now I act where others have failed."

"Me kill no
one, me no understand some of your words. Someone else kill me only
pay. Same for you I have plenty money, women, anything."

"You asked
about your minders and Holinger, they have gone for a swim to the
same depth as you in fact. Well been real nice sitting here having
a yarn with you but I'm a busy man and got to go. When you get to
wherever you're going tell them I sent you, bye." Stanton stamped
on the release lever with his left foot, the latch holding the
concrete-filled fridge up released and it fell into the water; the
chain snapped tight dragging Fong screaming across the deck of the
Marie Celeste. His screams were muffled when he disappeared
below the sea’s surface. Stanton watched as he went out of sight.
He walked to the bow of the Marie Celeste and watched the
sun rise above the ocean rim, only then did he pull anchor and head
for Sydney.

 


The British
consulate had office space at Customs House Sydney, some on the top
floor overlooking Circular Quay. Bruce Hurst tailing Fong for MI6
had come in on the same plane as Fong but had lost them when
Stanton left the terminal. He was aware of Stanton's boat
facilities and watched the morning harbour traffic around Stanton's
mooring for the Marie Celeste banking that Stanton had
disposed of Fong at sea. His powerful telescope could pick out
faces on the busy ferry. He was rewarded for his diligence when the
Marie Celeste tied up at her mooring and Stanton motored to
his shed in his launch. He watched the Mustang pull out of the shed
gate but as the door was closing the muscle car stopped and Stanton
got out. He looked towards Customs House and presented his middle
finger for Hurst’s view, climbed back in his car and headed home.
Hurst took his eye away from the telescope and shook his head.

"Shit!" he
muttered. He made a call to MI6 and booked a flight to London.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
FOUR

 


Work had come
in from Canberra and Stanton knew he was late attending to it due
to the unexpected problems with Fong, he approached things on a can
do basis, fret and panic he found dangerous. It was past midday
when Stanton opened his post office box and took out a yellow A4
envelope. He would have to go home to decipher the code written
information. This was a lengthy process and would take him into the
night. He sat in front of his computer and erased the footage of
his encounter with Holinger and Westmere from his surveillance
system. He opened the envelope and pulled out the documents. He
looked at the photo and stopped dead, the picture was a well known
local news reporter, his x-wife.

 


At the same
time Holmes of the federal police was in his superior Kevin Sharp’s
office in Canberra discussing some very sensitive moves when Holmes
noticed a photo on Sharp's desk and interrupted their conversation,
"You know Jodi Stanton do you Kevin?"

"No." Holmes
picked up the picture and studied it.

"Stunner isn't
she. You wouldn't think she's sixty. I don't think Stanton ever got
over breaking up with her." Sharp double checked the photo.

"Correct me if
I'm wrong but that's Jodi Simpson from The Australian Herald, the
political reporter," said Sharp.

"Yes, same
person, she went back to her maiden name when she divorced
Stanton."

"Are you
sure?"

"Positive, I
spoke to her only the day before yesterday when I was in Newcastle;
she lives not far from Stanton. He still adores her but she hates
the sight of him, or so it would seem, I have another concept of
their behaviour." Sharp looked pale and stared at the wall.

Stanton, after
checking endless leads on his security system and making phone
calls, ran out of time and decided to act; he roared into Jodi
Simpson's driveway, left the door of his car open and hammered on
the window of her bedroom. The light came on and a face peered
round the blinds. Jodi opened the door on a safety chain and
Stanton barged in easily breaking the chain. "Put your clothes on
and pack, you're going to London."

"What, John are
you insane, it's getting late. What on earth has come over you.
You’ve finally cracked." A middle-aged man walked into the hall
from the bedroom and immediately recognised Stanton.

"Oh my God no,
do you want me to call the Police Jodi?" Stanton recognised Graham
Billet, federal Member of Parliament for The Hunter. Stanton
grabbed him by the collar of his dressing gown, forced his arm up
his back breaking it, and threw him out the door. Jodi became
hysterical; Stanton shook her shoulders glaring into her face
etched with fear.

"Look at me,
would I come here like this if it wasn't important?" She opened her
eyes and looked at him. "How many times have I told you about these
bastards?" She pushed Stanton away and tried to break his grip, he
pulled a photo from his inside Jacket pocket and thrust it in her
face. "Look. I got this today, I don't know who else has it and
it's over a day old." Jodi looked at her own picture in front of
her face and froze. She put her face in her hands.

"Oh my God
John, will this ever end?" Stanton held her as she cried.

“What an earth
have you been up to? Get dressed, pack, move, come on," shouted
Stanton. Jodi disappeared into the bedroom. Stanton went outside to
Billet standing against the wall nursing his arm.

"I've called
the police Stanton; they’ll be here any second. Finally you'll be
locked up where you belong." Stanton pinned Billet to the wall
forehead to forehead as he could hear the police siren in the
background.

"Get in your
car Billet and go away, parties over," he scowled.

"I don't have
my keys or trousers, I'm hurt," Billet whimpered. Jodi's hand
appeared out the bedroom window dropping his clothes and keys on
the ground.

"Well now you
have," replied Stanton. Billet started dressing awkwardly as a
squad car nosed up the driveway and the cars lights lit up the
scene.

"Shit that's
Stanton's Mustang and this is Jodi Simpson's joint. There is no way
I'm fronting that guy, Cadiche would kill me," said the young
officer in the passenger's seat. The mature sergeant driving the
car put down his baton and spoke.

"If John
Stanton came here it's probably because he had a good reason so
don't panic." They got out of the car, the young officer tailing
the sergeant. Billet fronted them at the top of the steps leading
to the front door."

"I'm Graham
Billet federal member for the Hunter, thank god you're here. John
Stanton."

Stanton
interrupted. "Was just assisting Mr Billet as he left."

"I've been
assaulted by this madman, he's injured me."

"What headline
do you want in the paper tomorrow Billet, political journalist
raped by federal member? Or you may be pushing up daisies or
sorting mail for all your mates in the mail room on the hill. You
choose." Billet looked to the officers for support who stared back
at him with long faces. Billet hurried down the steps to his car.
Stanton spoke to the sergeant. "How are you Frank?"

"Good thanks
John, how’s Jodi."

"Great, she's
just leaving on holiday actually."

"What happened
here, I have to write reports?"

"Jodi's cat’s
stuck in the tree, see it up there? She thought you might be able
to help her out." Frank smiled went back to the squad car and drove
off.

"There's no cat
in a tree there, there's not even any trees there," said the young
officer.

"Looks like
you're going to write your first novel report, things aren’t always
as they appear, so have a think about it. If John Stanton wants a
cat in a tree he has a good reason for it I don't want to
know."

"How can he get
away with that?"

"Get away with
what? When Stanton came here over six years ago within twelve
months crime had decreased by over forty percent across the board.
Over the past five years we have been able to collar twelve
murderers, fifteen rapists and a swag of corporate crooks robbing
the public purse. All this information we think came from the same
source, Stanton. What we don't know is just how many people have
gone fishing with Stanton but it must be a few. A lot of suspected
crooks have become missing persons. These days we aren't swamped
under which is helpful."

"Fishing with
him, what do you mean?"

"Believe me;
you don't want to go fishing with John Stanton."

"How come they
don't nab him?"

"Nab him for
what, there is not a single shred of evidence to show any of that
is true, just rumours and legends."

"I was told
he's really weird."

"If we could
operate like Stanton, I couldn't give shit if the entire force was
weird."

Stanton's
Mustang rumbled towards Sydney; Jodi sat in complete silence
looking straight ahead. Stanton tolerated the silence but needed
information. "You have to tell me what you've have been working on
Jodi."

"John please!
Can I call the children,” Stanton raised his voice.

"For god sake
Jodi, someone in Canberra wants you dead."

"There you've
admitted to me, you're still a damn assassin, bloody cold-hearted
killer." Stanton looked away.

"I know you
hate me for it but I can never stop loving you." Jodi looked at
Stanton, he turned his face to her and their eyes met.

"You haven't
said that for years."

"I lost two
entire units damn it Jodi, don't you think that had an effect on my
life? Do you think that I can sit around knowing that something can
be done about it? Does that sound like me? Why did you marry me -
because I was ugly and had no morals?"

"Don't be
stupid, you were the most wonderful man - what happened?"

"I would rather
you visit my grave with the rest of the unit’s wives, but I managed
to survive twice. I have stood in harms way every day. Why me?"

"Because you're
bloody good at what you do."

"I can't hack
this Jodi, now what have you been reporting that would be so
important someone wants you dead. Tell me everything even if you
don't think it’s important." Jodi went over life from the past year
outlining the facts. Stanton's heart dropped as she explained how
many people she had slept with to gain information. "Leave out how
you gained information, this is my fault, I should have been there
all the time so you didn't need to do this.” Jodi looked at John
and smiled at him for the first time in years.

Jodi paused
thinking for a few seconds. "Thank you John, that's the man I used
to know, looks like he's still in there somewhere. You need to go
and see the boys and Lola,"

"They won't
talk to me."

"Go to them
John, walk up to their doors like you have mine and tell them you
love them. God I've missed you. Don't you think they feel the same
way?" There was again silence for a while.

"Tell me more,
I have nothing that rings a bell yet, we’re not far from the
airport, come on." Jodi went on, and then said something that
interested him.

"I tried to get
information on the army truck supply column of ammunition and
weapons that went missing in Kabul two weeks ago but have had no
luck." Stanton looked round at her.

"What, how many
trucks, what kind of weapons and ammo?"

"I found the
brief on it in Billet’s case; he does some work with the federal
police. Apparently they were looking at the system here to try to
trace where the stuff went, he's been out to Singleton army base. A
fifteen truck convoy fully loaded with small arms and ammunition
just disappeared."

"That's worth a
fortune over there on the black market. That must be why. How did
they know you sighted the info?"

"I asked about
it at a press conference with the minister for defence last week in
Canberra." Stanton blew air through his lips with his checks blown
up.

"You haven't
learnt much from me have you princess? That's like me going around
with a sign on my forehead saying shoot me." They turned onto the
airport access road.

"John I'm a
journalist, asking questions about current affairs is my job. I do
it spontaneously. When are you going to get a normal car John,
won’t you ever grow up, I'm embarrassed rolling up in this thing.
What if someone should see me?"

"This is a
normal car."

"Our children
don't drive around in cars like this; get a Statesman or Fairlane
or something nice."

"They are old
men's cars."

"You are an old
man John."

"Crap, ageing
is inevitable, growing up is optional. Now follow me." Stanton
pulled up at the international terminal, got Jodi's luggage and
headed inside. Hacking computer systems and pulling strings, he
arranged a first class ticket to Heathrow London on the next plane
and stayed until the plane was boarding, holding her back till the
last minute. "Now listen, do you think you can do that this once.
Talk to no one on the plane unless it's about complete bullshit. No
one is to pick you up but Bruce Hurst. You are to stay with him
until he lets you come back or I come to get you. Is that all
clear?"

"Yes John. What
is to become of us John?"

"I’ll go and
see the boys and Lola, I’ll have to tell them some things. Remember
do not use your mobile phone, always pay phones."

"Yes John," she
kissed his check and walked up the boarding tunnel. Stanton watched
her buttock length blonde hair now showing a tint of grey stream
behind her in the breeze within the boarding tunnel. She faded out
of sight. Stanton looked at his watch, one-thirty am on a Wednesday
morning, he was tiring with little sleep but rest was not for now.
He walked to a nearby pay phone, looked up a number in his wallet
and dialled the UK prefix and the London number. His conversation
was short and to the point. A female voice answered immediately
after the international blips.

"Bruce Hurst
please," asked Stanton.

"One moment
please sir, who shall I say is calling?"

"Stanton." The
transfer was quick.

"John?"

"Bruce."

"What are you
doing man; this is highly irregular and dangerous."

"Bit late for
that, Jodi will be at Heathrow airport in seventeen hours, find her
for me and keep her safe. Should something happen to me bring her
home or wait till I call, whatever comes first?"

"Why?"

"I got a
sanction yesterday from Canberra; it was Jodi." Hurst stood up at
his desk.

"What!"

"I'm on it
Bruce."

"No doubt; I
will guard her with my life."

"One more thing
Bruce."

"And…"

"You’re shit
ugly." Stanton hung up and Bruce Hurst threw the phone down.

"Why do I have
to be his friend, why don't I just hook up with the devil or
someone nice? This is going to inflame my haemorrhoids, I can see
it coming." Two other men in the same office at different desks
looked round at Hurst with blank looks and their gaze met. There
were a few seconds of silence then one spoke.

"Something
wrong sir?" Hurst looked at them and gathered his thoughts.

"No, no no,
load up gentlemen, we are off to Heathrow."

"Official
business sir?"

"I don't know.
Let's go find out. Wait, Gled. Get down to operations; get a list
of every Australian official coming into the country in the next
twenty-four hours, especially the ones that are not on the radar.
Jodi Simpson, could be travelling as Jodi Stanton, I want to know
what flight she's on and when it's due at Heathrow, if the flight
has a stop I want her covered, if anyone goes near her I want them
sussed out."

"Um, you
mentioned the name Stanton sir, would tha...."

"Yes it’s John
Stanton's x- wife Gled, any more questions?"

"No sir."

"I want you at
the airport within the hour Gled so get on it." They all checked
their weapons in silence, holstered them and left.



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Stanton made
his way out of the terminal. He knew Kevin Sharp was a creature of
habit and would be at his office at eight o five am in Canberra. He
suddenly remembered Jodi had mentioned she spoke to Holmes in
Newcastle Monday when he visited for a chat. He hurried to his car,
drove on to the roof of the multi-storey car park and looked up
Sharp’s private mobile number. He pushed a button on the central
dash of his Mustang and a lap top computer dropped from the front
central roof and turned itself on. He then opened a small dish
antenna from the glove compartment, attached its cable to the
computer and put it on the roof, securing it with the magnet base.
He activated an icon on the computer desktop, somewhat awkward as
the computer was difficult to access from the driver's seat. He
punched Sharp’s mobile number into the computer and could hear it
ring on the computer monitor. It rang eight times and went to
message bank. Stanton had counted on this and let the system trace
the call’s pick up tower. Bingo, the phone was in Sydney; if the
phone was in Sydney so was Sharp. The phone had picked up from a
Kirribilli tower on the northern shore of the Sydney Harbour
bridge.

 


Stanton thought
for a while, he deduced Sharp had talked to Holmes and somehow been
spooked, but why? He was sure Sharp would have some information as
he was the one who processed sanctions outside of official
business. He decided to ring Holmes and try for some information.
Stanton detested Holmes and knew he had been a paedophile. Holmes
also knew Stanton was aware of his past and was petrified of
Stanton, Holmes worked for Stanton although Holmes would never
admit it. Stanton rang three times before Holmes answered his
mobile half asleep.

"Er… Hello,
Holmes."

"Wake up
Holmes, this is Stanton."

"John, I… I
haven't done anything, honestly."

"You spoke to
Jodi when you were in Newy, yes?"

"Yes but
there's nothing between us, just a social....."

"Shut up. Did
you see Sharp yesterday?" Holmes began to wake up and he remembered
Jodi's picture on Sharp’s desk.

"I saw a
picture of Jodi on Sharp’s desk that's all I can tell you John. I
thought it was a bit strange; he didn't seem to know she was your
wife as he referred to her as Simpson the journalist." Stanton was
silent for a few seconds.

"No matter what
you do for me Holmes, one day you'll pay for what you did. Till
then just keep living in fear like your victims." He hung up.
Holmes would probably let Sharp know of Stanton's call in the
morning but Holmes’ phone was not in Sydney so he was probably home
in Canberra; too far for Stanton to trace with his mobile
equipment. Holmes would have to be direct as the information was
discreet and ruled out a phone call to Sharp in case it was
monitored. Sharp had an office at Kirribilli not far from the Prime
Minister’s Sydney residence, Kirribilli house. The entire top floor
of an apartment block ten stories high overlooking Kirribilli and
the harbour; it was manned all the time the Prime Minister was in
residence but seldom used if he was not. If something fishy was
going on it would be a perfect place for Sharp to be. Stanton
returned to Circular Quay and took his launch to the Marie
Celeste; he showered and got some sleep.

 


His wrist alarm
woke him at five; he dressed in plain grey trousers, black shoes,
white shirt and a black leather jacket. It was just getting light
and he took the launch to Luna Park on the north bank wharf and
walked under the bridge to the apartment block on the corner of
Kirribilli and Carrabelle streets. Stanton knew the security set up
well as he had helped design it as a consultant some years before
and things had not changed much. He knew the caretaker left the
underground car park stairwell door open all the time so he didn't
have to let the cleaners in and out. He slipped through a car park
vent with a broken latch; it had been like it for years and
although he had mentioned it in a report it had not been classified
as high enough risk to warrant repair. It was also a long drop to
the car park floor, four metres. Stanton lowered himself to his
fingertips and let go, landing quietly on his feet he found the
door unlocked. He made his way up the stairwell to the top floor
and went along to the corner office Sharp used. The office door
locks all ran a card system that logged access ID and times into a
central computer when used. Stanton had entered a default code in
the system when he designed it that logged nothing when used just
in case. He put his card in the slot and found his hidden code
still active. He sat down in the corner behind the door in a high
back revolving chair and waited.

 


Sharp’s
government Holden accessed the underground car park at exactly
eight am. He put his key card in his door at 8:05. He walked
directly to his desk, awkwardly putting his brief case down next to
his chair as he was carrying a cup of takeaway coffee. He walked to
the full wall height corner window and surveyed the view sipping
the coffee. Stanton turned his chair around to face the window and
spoke.

"Nice morning
Kevin." Sharp dropped his coffee down the front of his shirt and
spun around, looking Stanton in the face. He said nothing; just
stared and went pale. Stanton stood up and took a picture from his
inside jacket pocket. "Recognise this person Sharp?"

"No, I can’t
say that I do," Sharp said softly.

Stanton walked
closer holding the picture in front of his face. "Some woman."

Stanton punched
Sharp in the chest, sending him crashing across the desk. He picked
Sharp up by the shirt lapels and looked him in the face; Sharp
gasped for breath. "Some woman," yelled Stanton. "You're right she
is some woman. My x- wife. What were you thinking Sharp? You will
tell me who. Were any pictures sent out of the rest of my family? I
came to kill you Sharp so if you want justice open up and I’ll take
care of it for you."

"You think you
can solve things by killing people John?"

"Yes, I learnt
it from you lot, now I will count to ten and it will hurt."

"Stop, stop."
Sharp staggered to his desk and sat down putting his face in his
hands. He looked at Stanton after a few seconds, his thin face
raked with tears. "John I have a family."

"Me too,
doesn't seem to have affected your judgement."

"John you're
getting in deep John, go home before it's too late."

"You really
don't know the truth do you Kev? I've done this all my life, I know
so much about what's gone on; I’ve stashed the world’s biggest
insurance policy. You masquerade as AFP but I know you’re an ASIO
operative Sharp, you know something. My accumulated information,
pictures and film clips could bring down all of the major western
governments bar none. Even the Chinese have decided I could be an
asset. I was a young soldier proud of what I did. I lost all my
friends, all of them. I lost my family. I was always doing
someone's dirty work. I grew older, wiser and saw the writing on
the wall. I'm the world's biggest walking computer on greed and
corruption in governments all over the planet, you know that Sharp.
I knew one day they would try and turn on me. It's the nature of
the beast; power and greed, so I got ready. I got ready when I
realised I stood for nothing, a puppet. I know you're just trying
to get on with things Kev but times have changed. Some will be the
perpetrators of their own doom. I just want to be left alone but
it's too late now. Now who?" Sharp stood up and walked to the
window staring at the sky; he turned around and looked at
Stanton.

"If I knew I’d
tell you John, but I don't." Stanton stepped sideways and delivered
a side kick to Sharp’s chest, sending him smashing through the
glass window and freefalling ten stories, he landed on a car roof
in the street, setting off its alarm. Stanton walked to the
window’s edge and looked down Sharp’s body. He picked up Sharp’s
case and casually left the building, walking up the car park access
ramp and out into the street. Stanton took the harbour side walkway
all the way along to Luna Park and mounted his motor launch. He
could hear sirens from all directions as he powered away from the
wharf and went directly to Circular Quay.

 


Stanton sat in
the driver seat of his Mustang under cover of his wharf shed
thinking for a while. It was time to see his sons. So long, so much
water under the bridge. The last he had seen them they had
graduated from university and gone straight into their own law
practice in Sydney. Jodi had kept him away from them and they were
unaware he was the one that financed their start in business. He
had no idea what they thought of him or even if they knew who he
really was. He left his car and got a taxi to George Street outside
the high rise that housed his sons’ practice. He paid the cab
driver and looked at the name over the revolving glass doors.
Stanton and Stanton barristers and solicitors in bold, gold
writing. He entered the foyer and took the lift to the top floor on
advice from the security guard in the foyer; he noted their casual
manner. He walked down the long corridor past many offices with
people milling around in discussion to a desk in front of two
individual doors bearing his sons’ names. A well-groomed middle
aged female greeted him from behind the ornate wooden
furnishing.

"Can I help
you?"

"Yes, I'm here
to see Anthony and Robert."

"You have an
appointment?"

"No."

"I'm sorry sir
they are very busy and only see people on appointment and then
after an appraisal meeting with a member of our staff."

Stanton smiled.
"That's great, exactly what I’d do, nearly foolproof."

"I beg your
pardon sir?"

"Could you tell
them their father is here to see them?" The receptionist looked
blank and picked up the phone.

"You better get
up here we have a problem." Stanton realised she had called
security and stood directly in front of the desk smiling and
motionless. He could hear the security personnel running down the
hallway. A burly guard in uniform with islander appearance spoke
from behind Stanton, no more than two metres away. Stanton turned
round and looked both guards in the face.

"You're too
close and you have not covered your backs with the wall. Didn't
they teach you anything when you did your training?" They eyed
Stanton and backed up to the wall.

"You will have
to leave sir," said the burly guard.

"I came to see
my sons."

"What is your
name sir?" the guard asked.

"Stanton, John
Stanton."

"Sir we will
call the police if you persist," added the receptionist.

"I’ll ask
again, can you get my sons for me please? I have done nothing
wrong, no law against me wanting to see them. I appreciate your
effort in protecting them but I'm a busy man." The burly guard
persisted.

"I will have to
throw you out if you do not comply sir."

"Mmmm," grinned
Stanton. The guard attempted to grab Stanton by the arm and his
back up by the other. Stanton took the burly guard first forcing
his arm round his back with his right arm and drawing the guard's
pistol from its holster with his left as he spun him round, he
threw the pistol to the floor and kneed the burly guard in the
small of the back sending him moaning to the floor. The second
guard pulled his revolver and backed up to the wall pointing it
directly at Stanton at eye level. Stanton walked over the guard on
the floor to within inches of the end of the gun barrel and started
laughing.

"Your pistol
will have to be loaded for it to be effective," said Stanton. The
guard turned the pistol to one side to look at the front of the
chambers and Stanton disarmed him in a split second, throwing the
pistol on the floor and pushing him up against the wall. He
returned to the front of the desk.

"Now can I see
my sons please?" The door with Anthony Stanton written in gold upon
the oak timber opened and Anthony stood in the doorway. His blue
eyes looked at Stanton and he paused as they stared at each other
for a few seconds. A giant of a man, six foot three, olive
complexion, around one hundred and five kilos; muscular build from
working out everyday.

"Luckily you
have your mother's facial features Tony, but you have my eyes."

"Dad!"

"Yes, son."
Anthony ran round the receptionist desk and embraced his father.
Stanton held his son tight. Anthony turned to his receptionist
still holding his father with one arm.

"Get Robert
here immediately."

"He’s in court,
the Hanlon murder case."

"I know where
he is and I know what he's doing, ring him immediately and tell him
dad is here." Stanton saw the genetic connection with his son. He
broke hold with Anthony and turned on the guards, the burly one
first.

"Get up."

"I think you
broke my arm."

"Next time
might be your neck so work on it." He turned to the other guard.
"Don't draw a firearm unless you intend to use it. If you can't use
it throw it away and try something else like flower arranging."

"I'm sure it
was loaded."

"It is, now
pick it up and put it away. You two idiots go down to the lobby and
don't let anyone in here that you don't know, including the police
or I’ll kick your arse all the way down George Street."

"We can't stop
the police coming in here sir."

"If the police
want to come in here they will need a warrant, if they don't have
one I will escort them out if you don't."

"Yes sir, we’re
onto it." The guards walked briskly towards the lift. The
receptionist spoke to Anthony.

"Robert is on
his way, he's very excited." Anthony put his hand on the
receptionist’s shoulder.

"I could
imagine, Janine meet your father-in-law."

"She's your
wife?"

"No she's
Robert's wife, mine comes in of an afternoon." Janine stood up to
shake Stanton's hand. He pulled her over the desk and gave her a
hug holding on to the cheeks of her behind. He let her go.

"Nice
arse."

Janine half
smiled at him. "Yes you're their father all right."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
SIX

 


Robert Stanton
burst into Anthony's office and there was his father right in front
of him, a perfect clone of his brother; after all they were twins.
He ran to his father and embraced him. Janine followed and closed
the door. "God I've missed you Dad."

"You should
have seen it from my side boy." Robert let go of his father and
looked in his face.

"Have you seen
Mum?"

"I've always
wanted to see you but your mother was so protective." Anthony
interrupted.

"Mum confided
in Lola and she would tell us about you. Mum never knew or she
would have told Lola nothing any more, she pressured her for
information recently." Stanton looked down with a sad look.

"Last time I
saw your sister she was throwing things at me, anything. Bottles,
phones, vases, plates, and furniture you name it. She must hate
me." Robert looked stunned and spoke.

"Dad you had
just broken her boyfriend’s arm, she didn’t know it was you."

"He was selling
smack to schoolkids."

"She knows that
now but she didn't at the time."

Stanton looked
back up with a stern face. "I will not allow things like that if I
can possibly do something about it."

Anthony looked
at Robert and raised his eyebrows with a smile. "We don't like it
either Dad. Mum’s the one who has kept us in line. Robert is a bit
like her but not of late. The more we find out of some people the
less we like them."

"Your Mum, I
need to talk to you. Could you leave us Janine?"

"I’ll be
outside if you want me." Janine closed the door.

"Your mother
should be touching down in London in a couple of hours." The twins
looked at each other with stern resolve, then back at their father.
"Do you know what your father does?"

Anthony spoke.
"You work for the governments of most western nations advising on
security matters. You also train people in the same thing.
Apparently you're the best around. We’re very proud of you Dad no
matter what you think."

"What you say
is partly true, but nowhere near the truth. I work for anyone who
has western democracy at heart. You do the same thing; I just do it
a little different to you. I'm a mercenary and assassin. I have the
blood of countless people on my hands directly and indirectly."
Stanton could see the twins showed no emotion, he continued.
"Sanctions are something that has been done for a long time, the
eradication of a friend or foe who does not stick to the creed. A
kind of unwritten law we have to follow. How am I going so
far?"

Anthony
encouraged him, "Great, as long as the right people get
killed."

Stanton
continued, "I receive sanctions by a coded mail service from mainly
the AFP in Australia. They have a photo so there can be no
mistakes. Information I will need on locations, habits, fears, and
weakness of the person have to be decoded. It's very time consuming
but works well. Yesterday morning I received one on your
mother."

"From our own
government?” asked Robert.

"From whom?"
added Anthony.

"I haven't
found exactly who, but I will. I found the start of the trail this
morning. That's why I'm in Sydney. You will hear on the news a man
found dead in Kirribilli this morning; I killed him. Someone made a
mistake as your mother insists on using her maiden name. She
stumbled on some information about some missing weapons and ammo in
Afghanistan that just happened to go missing a couple of weeks ago.
She asked some questions in Canberra and they sent the sanction to
me by mistake not realising the connection. She will be in good
hands shortly, the best. Now I'm here for you and Lola, you'll have
to come with me. They will come after you too."

"Good, then we
won't have to flush them out, best thing we can do is sit tight and
pass you any information we get and we get plenty," said
Robert.

Anthony nodded
at his father in support. "We have known what you are all along
Dad. Anthony has always made things clear; he's a lot like you. It
took him years to convince me but I've got too many absolute
bastards off the hook but not any more. What a shit system but it’s
all we have." Stanton looked out the window to the bustling street
below, paused, then turned back to the twins.

"Plan, I have
to go to Lola and talk to her. I have to tell her about her
mother."

"We keep Lola
in cotton wool dad, she's like Mum," said Anthony.

"If they’re
going to get to us it will be your mother or Lola they use, I’m
sending her to London to join your mother."

"Dad we know
Mum has never told you about your grandchildren." Stanton's face
went super serious.


"Grandchildren?"

"We all have
one child, you have three grandchildren."

Stanton sat
down in front of the twins. "What have I done? You’re all in
danger."

Robert shook
his head. "No, for now we are three. Our houses are like a
fortresses dad, we read all your books and manuals. There's not
much we don't know about looking after ourselves. We can shoot the
eye out of someone's dick at two thousand metres without even
trying; Lola can too. Wonder where we get that from?"

"I taught you
from when you were little tackers right up till you went to school
when your mother shut me out. She detested me taking you out and
teaching you such things but I was a soldier and that's all I
knew."

"We remember
Dad," said Robert with a warm smile. Stanton rose from his
seat.

"I heard Janine
mention Hanlon and murder, would that be the same Hanlon who dodged
murder and rape charges two years ago?"

"Yes. We just
made bail for him on fresh charges of rape and murder of a twelve
year old a year ago."

"Why did you
get him bail? I can guarantee he’s guilty of far more. When people
are about to die they spill all kinds of things. I ran into one of
his cell mates and learned a lot. He’s also guilty of the Braun
girl murder; she was six; I struggled listening to the
details."

"If he was on
remand Dad we can't get at him."

"Huh, I have to
realise you are of me, how stupid of me."

"The Formula
One motel in Parramatta. He's there to be near his mother."

"What
room?"

"Ten, right at
the end."

"Right I'm off
to see Lola via Parramatta. Exchange contact numbers and remember,
pay phones on..."

"Yeah we know
Dad, pay phones to mobiles not in our names only."

"I’ll call you
as soon as I know your mother is in London. Arrange to be away this
weekend. I want you to meet someone, the Cadiche man."

"The part
aboriginal fella you treat like family; we know all about him,"
said Robert.

"I was hoping
you would both understand."

"We had to wait
for Mum to come around; we've pulled her out of the shit so many
times with this kind of stuff but she's done it this time. She's
lucky you’ve tolerated her for so long."

"Boys I never
ever stopped loving your mother. It's my fault I lost her. I was
blinded by my own destiny; she can come home tomorrow. I would hold
nothing against her. Globe trotting - I thought it was over. Here
we go again. If they go near her or you I know what they
understand."

"You can't take
on everyone Dad."

"Terrorists - I
learnt a lot from them. I don't mean how to win friends and
influence people. I’ve seen them turn the most militant opinion
against themselves. They go around laying to waste masses of their
own innocent people believing they are right. Militarily their
tactics are merely a nuisance. Blowing themselves and their mates
up, you have to strike at the heart of the opposition’s power and
might until they can no longer operate. Put the power of stealth
along with it and you just may get somewhere. You will have in your
possession the biggest deterrent known to man. Your mother gave you
my will and you have it safe somewhere. If anything happens to me
there are detailed instructions on how to distribute the
information I’ve amassed. No one except you will be able to get to
it and then only after a complex set of guidelines to make sure it
gets into the right hands. They thought I’d die long ago and take
all the facts with me, but I'm still here. I made sure they knew
what I had, that's why they keep me alive. They have overstepped
the mark; someone's an idiot or made this mistake on purpose, I'm
not sure yet. By now they should really be considering the
consequences. Anything else you want to ask me?”

"You going to
be alright Dad?"

"Every day
without you and your mother I tried to die a hero. Now I'm getting
you back I'm not so keen. We need to use this while we can and drop
it when they leave us alone. It'll work if we play our cards right.
I’ve had a long time to prepare for this. At the weekend we’ll go
to a place no one can get us, even with a nuclear warhead. I want
you at my place Saturday morning. Hide your families."

"What about
Hanlon? He's supposed to be in court again tomorrow."

"I'm just about
to pay Mr Hanlon a visit." Stanton looked out the window; it had
started to rain heavily. "Perfect conditions, the rain cleans
everything away."

Anthony walked
up to Stanton and looked outside next to him.

"Hanlon is a
civilian with no government or military ties. You don't work like
that; you usually pass the information on to the police and let
them do the rest. Do you think this is wise?" Stanton looked
Anthony in the face.

"The Braun girl
was a British migrant. She was the daughter of a deceased member of
MI6. I've been looking for him for ages; I want to take care of
this myself, then I can make sure his widow gets the information
she’s been waiting for."

 


Stanton stopped
and parked clear of the Formula One motel in Parramatta.
Mid-afternoon the traffic was heavy. It was raining steadily. He
found the power box for the motel was inside the lobby and could
not be accessed without being in sight of the surveillance system.
He screwed the silencer on his automatic Barretta pistol under his
jacket in an adjacent shop doorway. He moved to the alleyway behind
the motel between an adjacent shop running directly off the
footpath and surveyed the power lines to the motel. As he looked he
heard the cry of a cat behind him down the end of the alley, he
looked round and could just see a scruffy wet cat on the tin roof
covering the air-conditioning unit on the base of the motel. The
cat continued wailing at something on the ground. Stanton moved
into the shadow of the alley way closer to the cat; he could see
something on the ground in the alley. The cat’s gaze was fixed on
whatever it was. Stanton put his pistol in his coat pocket as he
walked to the end of the alley to see what the fuss was about. He
found a small kitten on the ground below the cat. Its eyes had not
yet opened. It appeared the cat was moving its kittens for some
reason, maybe the rain and this one she had lost. The roof was too
high for the cat to access her kitten about four metres from the
ground. Stanton picked up the kitten; it was still alive.

He put the
kitten in the opposite pocket to his pistol, then scaled the gutter
downpipe that ran from the roof; the cat protested and hissed,
raising the hair on its back. Stanton held himself steady with one
hand at the roof level and carefully got the kitten from his pocket
with the other. The cat gingerly approached and gently took the
kitten from Stanton's hand. Stanton smiled at the cat as it bolted
through a gap in the iron flashing along the edge of the roof and
Stanton dropped back to the ground. He returned to survey the
street from the end of the alley.

 


The rain had
intensified; lightning struck nearby and heavy thunder followed.
Stanton fired three quick shots from his pistol at hip level from
the cover of his ankle length jacket. The bullets severed the main
power wire at the insulator atop the corner of the motel building,
sending it to the ground and cutting power to the area as soon as
it met the street. Confusion was immediate with no traffic lights
and heavy rain. Staff from the motel and other businesses were in
the street surveying the problem with mobile phones to their ears.
Stanton walked directly down the access driveway to the lower floor
rooms with his jacket pulled over his head. He got to the end room,
number ten. He had checked Hanlon's mobile was in the area from his
car before initiating the plan and knew he must be in his room. He
knocked on the door, dropping his coat from around his head in the
cover of the veranda. He stood confidently in front of the door’s
peep hole so he could be clearly seen with his hands in his pockets
to hide his rubber gloves. Hanlon looked through the peep hole and
said loudly, "Who is it?"

"Branigan."
Hanlon was puzzled and cocked his revolver.

"Branigan, who
sent you?"

"I'm a mate of
Whistler, your old cell mate in Pentridge." Hanlon thought a
little, running his hand through his shoulder length black
hair.

"How is
Whistler these days?" Stanton shook his head and dropped the edges
of his mouth.

"What, haven't
you heard he’s long dead?" Hanlon was silent for a few seconds.

"If he’s dead
how do you know I'm here?”

"His missus,
she's in the car. I’ve been rooting her for a while and she wants
to catch up with you. Can you let me in? I don't want the cops to
see me I'm on bail." Stanton used all the information he could and
was aware Whistler’s wife had previous sessions with Hanlon. "Come
on man, she's got her pigtails in, she's busting for a session. You
know what she's like." Hanlon uncocked his revolver, only Whistler
would know such a thing. He unbolted the door and opened it a
couple of inches. As soon as the door moved Stanton kicked it in
sending Hanlon to the floor, loosing his weapon as he fell, Hanlon
coming to rest against the bed end directly in front of the door.
Stanton burst in slamming the door behind him and kicking Hanlon in
the left side at kidney level. Hanlon groaned as Stanton knelt
grabbing Hanlon by the hair and looking him in the face with his
knee in his chest. "You don't know me," said Stanton. "It's not
important, who I'm here for is. You remember the little Braun
girl?"

"I don't know
what you're talking about." Stanton cocked his pistol and thrust
the barrel in Hanlon's mouth.

"Now do you
remember?" Hanlon's eyes were the size of dinner plates as he
nodded.

"My name’s John
Stanton and I'm here for the little Braun girl and all the other
little girls you've buried. Yes I know where you buried her, that's
why they found her." Stanton drove a syringe into Hanlon's hide
pulling his hair back as he squealed with the pain of the needle.
"She was still alive wasn't she, when you buried her? Her little
arms and hands were found pointing upwards when they found her just
like you’d told Whistler. Begging for you to let her live." Hanlon
began to cough and shake. "It's a drug; you will lose control of
your entire muscular system as it begins to spasm out of control,
contorting your body beyond recognition. I know you have asthma so
it’ll look like you’ve died of a seizure. You’ll die of the most
unimaginable pain and suffering just like her. I won't laugh when I
tell anyone about it like you did, because I'm the only one who’ll
ever know." Stanton dropped Hanlon's head to the floor as he began
to thrash around uncontrollably, unable to scream as he could not
draw breath.

Stanton put his
weapon away in his deep jacket pocket next to the three spent
cartridges he had picked up when cutting the power. Stanton walked
out of the motel through the chaos in the street and walked calmly
to his car. He posted a plain envelope to an address in the UK
using a printer in his car. A single page with a message inside in
plain print read: Hanlon to the Devil. It was addressed to the
Braun family.

Stanton knew he
needed rest and felt drained. Tomorrow he would go to his
daughter’s house in Newcastle. He headed for the Marie
Celeste to eat, shower, sleep and consider what he would say to
his daughter in the morning.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Thursday
morning Chief Inspector David Stokes of the Sydney CIB was summoned
to Canberra to present a report to Ben Porter, Minister for
Defence, regarding the death of Kevin Sharp of the AFP. Stokes had
been told to release no information on the incident and the media
had been given a brief that it was an accident. Sharp tripping and
falling through the window to his death. Stokes was a big man, six
foot two with wide shoulders and a shaven head. His wide, round
face and prominent check bones tapered down to his protruding jaw
giving him an intimidating appearance. He entered Porter’s office
in Parliament house when instructed, showing no emotion. He placed
a manila folder on Porter’s desk. Porter offered Stokes his hand,
Stokes shock his hand firmly but briefly, then waited in silence.
Porter took the folder and read the three page report saying
nothing. There was silence the entire time until Porter put down
the folder on his desk and spoke.

"Thanks for
coming on such short notice. David, isn't it?"

"Yes."

"Nasty
business, Sharp was a good friend of mine. You think he was
murdered by the remarks in your report."

"Yes," replied
Stokes, who continued to show no emotion.

"You have no
idea who did this?"

"No."

"Strange the
alarm and surveillance system were down for some time before and a
short time after the incident. Can you offer any reason this
happened?"

"Yes, the
system went down just prior the door to the office Sharp was using
was open and closed, not long before Sharp used the door
himself."

"You are
positive about this?"

"No; it's the
only reasonable assertion. We can find nothing in the system other
than the door was used just prior to Sharp using the door. We find
the person who used the door we find the killer."

"Yes,
possibly." Porter picked up the folder, ripped it in half twice and
put it in his bin. "You have suggested you wish to speak to a John
Stanton of Stanton Security Services regarding what happened. The
gentleman I believe resides in Newcastle."

"That's
correct, I know he was in Sydney at the time of the incident, I
have confirmation from Traffic his vehicle was seen at the airport
driving in an irresponsible manner with false plates. He knows more
about the security system at Kirribilli than anyone; he designed it
apparently. I’ve heard rumours of his background; it's quite
disturbing but I can't find information anywhere to back it up. He
may be able to shed some light on what happened. I don't know the
man but am keen to talk to him."

Porter walked
around his desk closer to Sharp in an attempt to intimidate him. "I
haven't been in this position long David and only met Stanton once
myself. You are not to go near him, nor ask any more questions
about him; in fact you are to forget all about him"

Stokes replied
with stern assertion, "I feel this man can help me with my
enquiries."

Porter blew up.
"Half the planet knows you wanted to talk to him before me due to
your prying! I have had visits and calls since early this morning!
John Stanton in relation to a murder case, are you insane? Would
you like a list of the people who are down on my arse, would you
like me to start from the Australian ambassador to the UK and work
down or the British Minister for Defence and work up?!" Porter
calmed. "Come on David, I'm assured you’re an excellent inspector
with an exemplary record, I'm sure you don't want to direct traffic
in the pissing rain in some busted arse town miles from anywhere so
you won’t cause any delicate problems for some very powerful
people…" Stokes stood up kicking the chair from under him and
headed for the door. "David!" shouted Porter. Stokes turned to
Porter as he opened the door. "It’s unfortunate that you feel this
way David, you’ll be in Bourke on traffic control by five tonight,
close the door as you leave."

Stokes looked
at Porter with a scowl, his look piercing through Porter’s square
black rimmed glasses turning his thin, pale face white. "I don't
know why you would turn your back on one of your own, a friend of
yours. I assume you have a good reason. I do not wish to be part of
such a sham. Bourke sounds like a good place compared to here."
Stokes closed the door quietly and left. Porter picked up his
phone.

 


Stanton had
time to think while he rested and motored to his daughter's house
which was two houses down from her mother Jodi’s in Newcastle. The
429 cubic inch supercharged engine in his boss mustang coughed and
objected as it idled up the street and Lola's house came in sight.
His sight became fixed on a little girl riding a scooter along the
front path of the generous garden in front his daughter's house.
The little girl was dressed in a blue track suit with long blond
hair half way down her back. She put the scooter against the wall
and sat down on the bottom step of the pathway leading to the front
door; she sat and watched the sea’s waves crash against the beach.
Stanton parked opposite the girl and quietly alighted. He walked
across the road and calmly sat on the step next to the girl. She
was looking at him but he looked out at the sea. "I was looking at
the beach and you put your car in the way Mister," said the
girl.

"Sorry. My
name’s John, what's your name?"

"My mum calls
me Petal, but it's not my name, my name’s Jasmine." The little girl
was extremely well spoken.

"Does your
grandma live close by?"

"Yes she lives
just down there, she's gone on holiday." Stanton had established he
was talking to his granddaughter.

"How old are
you Petal?"

"I'm
seven."

Stanton gently
stroked the top of her head. "A year before I got here, how an
earth didn’t I know.”

“What do you
mean?”

Stanton changed
the subject. “It’s not the weekend, why aren't you in school?"

"Uncle Anthony
called mummy and said I was meeting someone today, I'm waiting for
them."

"Oh I see. Who
are you expecting?"

"It’s really
special so I think it’s the ice cream man; he comes sometimes when
I'm at school and I miss him."

"Well Petal,
that's an incredible power of deduction."

"What does that
mean?"

"Do you have a
grandad Petal?"

"No."

"Everyone has a
grandad Petal. I used to call your mum Petal when she was little,
you see, I'm your mum’s dad Petal." Jasmine got up and ran up the
steps opening the front door and slamming it behind her. Stanton
stood up and climbed the steep steps to the door. His face was
etched with despair; he waited at the door for a while then as he
went to knock the door opened. He looked Lola in the eyes for the
first time in many years. Her long blonde hair flowed over her
shoulders down to her waist. Her olive complexion was on skin that
had not one blemish. Her blue eyes pierced into Stanton's face
making him feel uneasy. Jasmine stood behind her mother looking
around the side of her right leg. "Where is my mother?!" Lola said
in a commanding voice. Stanton opened his mouth but nothing came
out, he tried again.

"She's safe, in
England. God you look so much like her. Do you mind if I come in? I
have some explaining to do."

"No, go away
and don't come back." Stanton looked gutted as he turned away and
started down the steps. "Dad! God where have you been?" Lola sunk
her face into her perfectly manicured hands and burst into tears.
Stanton walked back and took her in his arms, holding her
tight.

"I have no
answers for you my love, other than I would do nothing your mother
didn't want. You need more than a genetic connection to be part of
a family. You need to be accepted for who you are. That’s a big ask
for anyone when it comes to me." Stanton held her tight with his
head over her shoulder and his eyes shut rocking her from side to
side. He opened his eyes; on the wall of the entrance hall in front
of him was his picture hanging next to Jodi's. He held her at arm’s
length. "Bit of me in you as well by the looks, always catering for
your mother’s wants but do what you really want in your own home.
How many times has she asked you to take it down? The picture, that
is." Lola smiled for the first time.

"Never, she
loves that picture of you, one of the only ones she has of you not
wearing a uniform. That's why I love it too."

"Well that's
not surprising, you are of your mother in many ways." Stanton knelt
down and put Jasmine on his knee. "I'm the ice cream man Petal."
Lola shook her head and interupted.

"Wow, that's
what she said when she came running in, the ice cream man’s here."
Stanton looked elated.

"Ice cream men
are of the highest standing with seven year olds, hopefully that's
a compliment. You can call me Pop, how’s that?" They retired to the
kitchen overlooking the street and talked for over an hour,
laughing mostly, and crying sometimes. Stanton noticed binoculars
on the window seal. "Binoculars, mmm… chip off the old block, use
them to watch the sun come up."

"Sometimes I’ve
been using them to watch a car parked over on the other side of the
hill by the park. Been there for a couple of days, has two guys in
it, maybe they are casing houses in the area to rob them or
something." Stanton hastily grabbed the binoculars; he focused on a
black Holden statesman.

"White falcon
is it Lola?"

"No, a black
Holden Statesman."

"Yep, that's it
okay." Take Jasmine, go upstairs and lock yourself in the bedroom.
Do it!" Lola picked up Jasmine and headed upstairs. Stanton
casually strolled to his car, climbed in and started it up. The
passenger in the Statesman lowered his binoculars and spoke to the
driver.

"I'm telling
you Stanton looked over here with the binoculars that woman has
been using, now get out of here."

"You're
paranoid," answered the driver.

"If you're
watching Stanton's daughter it pays to be paranoid. I’ll give you
the tip. I'm telling you it was a dodgy job to take on."

"Settle down,
he's gone. He lives not far away. The money we’ll get paid for this
we’ll be able to retire."

"Something's
wrong, why didn't she come out to see him off? She only ever goes
upstairs in the evening; she's gone upstairs and pulled the
curtains and is peeping round the edge. Get out of here while we’re
still alive I'm telling you." The driver put his seat upright ready
to drive.

"If she's gone
upstairs we can walk in downstairs and job done."

Stanton
appeared directly in front of their vehicle and looked the driver
in the eyes.

"Holy shit." He
started the car, put it straight into gear and with smoke coming
from the rear wheels attempted to run Stanton down but he side
stepped and the car shot straight passed. It crashed over the edge
of the car park down a grassy bank for thirty metres coming to rest
against a concrete air vent cover atop a deep stormwater drain
sticking up above the ground over a metre. It smashed the front of
the car and steam began to rise from the crumpled bonnet. Both
front doors had been damaged in the impact and they couldn’t be
opened. Stanton levelled his pistol to his eyes at arm’s length and
walked to the driver’s side five metres from the door and directly
in line. The driver was rummaging around in his jacket stunned from
the impact, eventually finding his pistol and pulling it out.
Stanton shot him in the head through the glass, killing him
instantly, and sending blood and tissue over his passenger. He
walked to the driver’s door pushing his body forwards over the
wheel so he could see the passenger, a fat, short young man with
cropped black hair. He was bleeding over one eye from the impact,
the blood running down his check. Stanton recognised him.

"I know you; I
trained you a while ago. You're with the AFP. What are you doing
here?" The young man held his hands on the dashboard; he was
distraught.

"Please don't
kill me!"

"Too late for
that now boy. Who sent you, have you been watching my
daughter?"

"Sharp sent me
a couple of days ago, I was supposed to kill her. I don't know why;
a lot of money in it to keep quiet!"

"Don't you
listen to the news boy, Sharp had an accident. Did he say why he
sent you to kill her?"

"Don't know, he
was off the rails acting really weird. I couldn't do it so I got my
mate here to give me some help. He works for the Mafia in Sydney
and reckons he wasn't scared of you."

"Didn't learn
much from your training did you? Never stay in one place for more
than fifteen minutes on surveillance and have a different car every
day. Never work with people who have no credence. What's the price
for crossing the line?"

"No! No!" There
was a quiet thud from Stanton's silenced pistol and the young man
fell quiet. He walked away to his car parked over the rise and
whispered to himself.

"A young man
tainted by autocratic bribery, had I not come it would be my family
that lay dead for no cause. Okay the line is drawn." Stanton drove
to a pay phone on the beach directly down from the park. He rang
Cadiche's mobile, Cadiche was not far away. He told Cadiche about
the accident at the park and that discretion was required in
cleaning it up. He asked Cadiche to be at his place on Saturday
morning like nothing had happened to visit his mother’s resting
place.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Hurst was
asleep at home in London's fair town of Piccadilly. He had placed
Jodi in a safe place owned by Stanton in the Lake District; this
had taken some time and Hurst had only just been able to rest. He
was awoken by his phone. "Bruce Hurst."

"This is John
Bruce, is Jodi safe?" Hurst sat up and immediately became
agitated.

"Stanton, you
can't keep calling me, this is dangerous. We’ve picked up a lot of
net and phone traffic mentioning your name."

"Shut up, you
think I’d ring for nothing."

"No, okay make
it short."

"ASIO and the
AFP have been tracking my daughter as well and just ran into an AFP
operative. Lola my daughter, and my granddaughter Jasmine will be
at Heathrow around this time tomorrow. Pick them up and put them
with Jodi. Things are going to get rough."

"You are all
alone John. We can only do so much."

"I'm far from
alone but there is one thing you can do for me."

"Yes?"

"Find me a
stealth who is fluent with as many Arab languages as possible,
especially those of northern Afghanistan, Taliban dialects."

"What!"

"I need
something deciphered, very delicate information. Find me someone
who doesn’t believe in insurgency and will cooperate."

"John, I like a
lot of the people I know and work with. You are the last person I
would send them to unle... unless we wanted them out of the way and
protected."

"Exactly. I
don't care who it is, unless I can find the people who are driving
this a lot more ordinary people will go to waste for nothing.
Ordinary people are being wasted just because they are following
instructions. I’ve had enough of this Bruce, get on it."

"I’ll get
someone there as soon as I can. Where did you get this
information?"

"From the heart
of the devil apparently."

"Passed on from
your direct relations, he he he."

"Lola and her
daughter will be same deal as usual, no booking but on the flight
just before it takes off. They should be okay to Singapore then
it's up to you."

"Jodi was
approached in Singapore John."

"Who!
Why!?"

"We never got
to talk to him; Barkley is a very good shot. One disturbing thing
though, when searched he had an American passport, Washington."

"Jesus Christ,
what if he was looking after her and not pursuing?"

"No chance.
Barkley got him in the toilet cubicle whilst he was preparing his
weapon. He had the same non traceable projectiles in his pistol as
us John. Where the hell did he get them from?"

"Get me the
interpreter as quick as you can, I’ll pick him up myself and not
let him out of my sight. I'm going to find these bastards. Oh one
more thing Bruce."

"Yes."

"Lola and
Jasmine’s passports are in the name of Stanton, I'm sure you
understand and oh… you are shit ugly, he he." Stanton hung up.
Hurst hurled the phone at the wall cursing; he climbed out of bed
in a rage. He picked the phone up again but it had been destroyed
by the impact with the wall. He grabbed his mobile and called his
assistant. Gled answered his phone after a long ring; half asleep
he could see the incoming call was Hurst.

"Gled here
sir."

"Stanton's
daughter and granddaughter will be at Heathrow within 24 hours,
same deal as Jodi, don't stuff it up Gled."

"No sir, I'm
getting up sir, be right on it."

"They will be
travelling under the name Stanton so double it would be a good
move."

"Absolutely
sir, will set things in motion, keep you informed."

"Thank you."
Hurst hung up and went to have a shower, he muttered to himself.
"As a teen I wanted to be a lollipop man at the pedestrian crossing
of a senior girl's school, what happened?"

Stanton sat on
the roof of his daughter's house all night just watching while his
girls slept. Police patrols went past every thirty minutes; he
could always trust Cadiche. Dawn broke, it was a fine clear Friday
morning and the sun clipped the surface of the sea’s horizon,
Stanton was bombarded with flashbacks so he climbed down, gathered
his girls and headed for his house. They picked up a second
vehicle, a Hummer from his garage. Stanton then dropped his Mustang
at the mechanical repairer he used close by, telling them it had an
intermittent electrical problem and needed to be driven every few
hours until they found what was playing up. He took his second
phone and left the main one switched on in his Mustang. They headed
for Sydney Airport. Lola had been quiet and Jasmine was asleep on
the back seat. Lola broke the silence.

"What do you do
Dad, how did you get all this money, your not a security guard like
mum claims? Mum and Robert and Anthony tell me things but there
must be more. What's happening to us?" Stanton looked straight
ahead. He struggled for an explanation.

"To really
answer that I would have to go back a long way. I did all this gung
ho stuff and forgot you and your mother needed me too. There came a
day when I had enough. I found people for my unit myself. One thing
was imperative that they could shoot straight just like I taught
you. I would go to the firing range at basic training induction
level of all kinds of organisations and walk the trench below the
targets. There I could see who was the most accurate shot myself
without going through all the bullshit. I found a person one day
who had placed twenty rounds in a V bull from two hundred metres
with an M16A assault rifle in thirty seconds. I’d struggle to do
that myself. I went to the firing point and found a nineteen year
old girl continuing to get the same results. I enquired of the
commanding officer who informed me she had nearly finished her
basic training but wouldn’t pass out as she was poor at taking
orders.

“I approached
her and ordered her to attention. After looking at me from the
ground she shot to her feet and saluted. I asked her a few
questions and she answered with speed and respect. I was puzzled
and informed the commanding officer I was taking her to special
assignment assessment. He strongly objected but there was nothing
he could do about it. She passed every test with flying colours
just as everyone else. I told her to pack her kit; she was on her
way to my special services unit for induction training. She burst
into tears. I felt like holding her but couldn't. I ordered her to
tell me what was wrong as I could’t see why she would cry. She
informed me she was overjoyed to be going with me but hated her
current commanding officer as he had demanded sex but she refused
to cooperate.

“I knew the
Barrack Sergeant from previous encounters was a very good man. I
approached and asked him about the allegations, he confirmed it was
a regular request from the commanding officer to female recruits
and most complied but she wouldn’t. He also said she was one of the
best soldiers he had ever seen. I went back to her and we left
together.

“I waited with
her in my vehicle in the car park of the local bowling club where I
had received information from the Barrack Sergeant that the
commanding officer attended on his way home every evening. The
commanding officer rolled up like clockwork fondling a young female
recruit he had with him in the car park next to his car. I became
very angry and approached the man. He sent the girl away as if
giving orders and told me to get away or my government contract
would be ripped up. The Barrack Sergeant I could see in the
background was standing next to his vehicle watching. I took the
officer’s arm turned him around and forced it up his back breaking
it and he fell to the ground, I kicked him while he was down and he
passed out. I left and so did the Barrack Sergeant. I never heard
anything of the incident.

“The girl,
Brianna her name was, she was killed in Afghanistan right in front
of my eyes, shot by a sniper, I watched her fall to the ground.
When I got to her, her eyes were still open, she smiled and died. I
could see your face as well as hers and I was changed forever. I
walked directly towards the spot the shot had come from some
hundred metres away in a rocky outcrop, the only one in the sparse
desert. How the sniper had shot her was beyond me, bullets whistled
all around but none hit me. By the time I reached him his magazine
was empty and he fumbled with another, I got him before he could
reload. I strangled him with my bare hands, watching the life drain
from his face. She was the last one of my unit; if the idiot that
shot her was better at his job then I wouldn’t have had to live
through all this, I’d be gone." There was silence for a while.

"My God Dad,
Mum told me you were a security guard." Stanton sighed.

"If only it was
that easy. Security guard sort of. Doesn't sound like me at all
really. I wanted to be a pilot but didn't do well enough in school.
During basic training air force cadet level the British government
found out I was a crack shot and fostered me into military
intelligence, your grandfather helped as well, he was as I. From
there I just managed to stay alive while those around me fell. I
have the gaff on four generations of western government and could
bring down every current government in power including China. We
have an ace up our sleeve and your brothers have it safe for
us."

"Anthony and
Robert know all this, what the hell? I pushed Mum a while ago and
she admitted you were around."

"Don't be too
hard on them love, they are just going along with Mum. As a family
unit your mother has always been the strongest side, they did well
to shelter you. Unfortunately or fortunately we are a family again
and that has caused some problems. It is in fact your mother who
has inadvertently initiated this."

"What Mum,
how?!"

"Mum has one of
the most dangerous jobs on earth. Political reporters go missing
all the time. A name bungle by the Australian Federal Police
brought it inadvertently to my attention. They came after your
mother."

"Oh my God, oh
my God! Dad I'm so frightened."

"You will be
for some time, but you're not half as scared as a lot of people at
the moment, because when I find them they have reason to be." They
were close to Sydney Airport and Stanton had noticed a white Ford
tailing them for the last hour, he changed lanes several times for
no reason and the Ford followed. He pushed a button on the central
roof and a console dropped down. Lola watched wide-eyed. Stanton
activated a rear camera on the Hummer and by means of a toggle
switch on the console trained it on the driver, then magnified the
person’s face. "Oh God it’s Holmes, I could teach that guy
anything." Holmes’ face was clearly visible in the screen on the
dashboard that doubled as a DVD player. "He's eating a pie while
he’s driving, not taking much notice of anything else, good on you
Sherlock let’s see what you're up to." He turned to Lola. "Buckle
up tight and check Jasmine’s seat belt; we’re going to have an
accident." Stanton waited until Lola was ready then turned into the
next service station, slowing up quickly and bringing Holmes’ car
up behind the Hummer; he then sped up and so did Holmes. Stanton
jumped on the brakes just as he was about to enter the service
station and Holmes smashed straight into the back of him. Holmes
attempted to reverse but his Ford had become wedged under the tow
bar of the Hummer and smoke came from the rear tyres as they
attempted to grip the bitumen. He stopped when he saw Stanton
casually get out from behind the wheel of the Hummer and walk
towards him.

"Shit, that's
not Stanton's daughter; it's Stanton." Before he could do anything
Stanton stood next to the driver's window and knocked on the glass
with his knuckles. Holmes activated the electric window a few
centimetres. "Stanton, sorry I miss.." Stanton interrupted.

"Shut up
Holmes." Stanton could only see Holmes’ eyes as the tinted window
shrouded his face so Stanton smashed the glass with the butt of the
pistol he was holding in his right hand. "Ahh now I can see you.
Eating pies, following too close, weaving with the target vehicle,
failing to maintain distance. Unable to carry out the simplest of
surveillance operations without cocking the whole thing up Holmes."
Holmes brushed the glass from down the front of his jacket.

"I didn't know
you were in the vehicle, I thought I was following your daughter.
Your Mustang is roaring around in Newcastle; we thought it was you,
your phone’s in it."

"Things are not
always as they seem. We got two minutes, I’ll ask the questions
just once. Why are you following my daughter?"

"Somebody wants
to know where she's going."

"Who?"

"I have no
idea, up the line."

"Okay. Go back
up the line and tell them they can't hide. They may open their
fridge in the morning and set off a five second fuse. They may feel
the thud of a sniper bullet but not live long enough to hear the
shot. They are all probably poor swimmers and that's not good. I'm
now looking for them. Make sure you tell them because somewhere in
there someone will pick it up with me no doubt, no honour among
thieves. If anything happens to any of my family, you will be the
first one I will find Holmes, you greasy turd."

"I've totalled
a government vehicle. How will I explain all this Stanton? I'm
probably out anyway."

"If that
happens come and see me and I’ll give you something to do. For now
make sure they get the message."

"The two guys
yesterday just down from your daughter’s place, wasn't an accident
was it?"

"People have
accidents all the time Holmes, two minutes up time to go." Stanton
walked to the Hummer. He roared off dragging the Ford for a short
distance before it broke free.

The airport was
buzzing with people everywhere. Just before boarding Stanton used
his financial power to acquire two first class seats for his girls.
He was genuinely concerned as he watched them walk out of sight and
board the plane. A clean cut man with greying hair in a tweed suit
pushed passed him on purpose and turned and spoke in a very English
tone.

"Sorry John.
Must go, have to keep an eye on someone." Stanton smiled on
recognition of Barkley from Britain’s MI6.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
NINE

 


Stanton made
his way home, plotting tactics in his mind. He double checked the
arrival times of his sons and Cadiche for Saturday morning, rested
for some of the night and set up his Newcastle home for ASIO and
the AFP to gather information. He left a trail of computer-based
files that would send them in the complete opposite direction to
the truth. He also left direct information and firearms used by the
Sydney underworld that would occupy their time for weeks, as they
would try to cover up the state government links in real estate
shams and laundering drug money. He knew some of the AFP who shared
his ways would jump at the opportunity to bust the syndicates
exposed by the information and tie up resources for weeks. His
elaborate alarm systems would inform him of when the information
had been accessed.

His two closest
friends in ASIO had recently disappeared and he had been unable to
find any trace of them after their families turned to Stanton for
answers. He blamed himself a bit for not acting sooner on some
things but finding the king pins was going to be no easy task. He
thanked the fact that his sons and Cadiche were beyond reproach
when it came to operating allegiance.

 


He received a
coded message from England with the details of the American chasing
Jodi in Singapore. His took heart from the fact the person actually
came in from China and had triad connections. Stanton had a rock
solid Chinese connection in Chinatown Sydney. Wu Farr was a senior
member of the Chinese underworld and owed Stanton his life by
default. An attempt was made on Wu Farr's life while Stanton was
escorting a British Member of Parliament through Sydney some years
ago. Gunmen jumped from a car at a major intersection in Sydney's
Kings Cross area and Stanton's motorcade just happened to be at the
same intersection. Mistaking the oriental gunmen for an attempt on
the British diplomat's life Stanton shot all six of them in broad
daylight. They were right next to Wu Farr's vehicle and he got a
good look at Stanton.

 


Two years later
Wu Farr recognised Stanton in Beijing and introduced himself.
Stanton accepted a dinner invitation and heard the story from Wu
Farr himself. Stanton was up front with Wu Farr and informed him of
the mix up. Wu Farr's accomplices wanted Stanton dead on the spot
hearing he was a government agent and had infiltrated their
operations. A fight erupted and Stanton shot Wu Farr's entourage at
the table, but stopped when the sites hit Wu Farr. Stanton simply
said nothing, got up and went back to Australia. A few days later
Wu Farr turned up on Stanton's doorstep and they had a long talk.
Wu Farr had done some research into Stanton and told Stanton he was
the only man he could trust. They had been operatively involved
ever since nearly halting the import of illicit drugs from
Singapore with the exchange of information. Stanton gave the
information on the American killed by Barkley in Singapore to Wu
Farr and asked for help in finding out where he came from.

 


Robert and
Anthony drove into Stanton's garage at ten fifteen, exactly the
time arranged and the automatic door closed behind them. Stanton
greeted them with a hug then put them under attack about their
vehicle.

"A Porsche, is
that an effective vehicle to get around in?" asked Stanton. Anthony
replied.

"It is if
you're a lawyer and that's what you want people to think you are,
if I drove a Mustang or a Hummer they may think I'm John Stanton
and I would lose my stealth." Stanton dropped his head.

"Wow, now
that's good thinking. I just carried on like Holmes, bit of a
worry."

"Holmes, who's
Holmes?" asked Robert.

"Don't worry
about it, it's not important," replied Stanton. They went inside
and Stanton filled them in on a few things. At exactly eleven am,
the garage doors opened automatically and Cadiche drove into the
garage and the door closed behind him. Cadiche climbed from his
Ford 1970 Falcon GT and walked inside. He shook hands with Robert
and Anthony and they talked for a while on normal things until
Stanton interrupted.

"Boys, your
sister is now in England with your mum. They’re after all of
us."

"Not if we get
them first," said Cadiche. Anthony and Robert nodded. Stanton
looked into space for a few seconds before he answered.

"Like me when
you became who you are you did it for a reason, because you thought
what you were doing was right…" The boys all nodded in support.
"And like me you have found things in the system that support
people who manipulate the fine print and in a lot of cases change
the fine print to please themselves."

"We are
actually responsible for changing some of the fine print in the
favour of those who you refer to, I find that even worse," remarked
Robert. Stanton continued.

"What we are
about to partake in has been for the most brought on by things
beyond our control and we are not likely to be able to change them.
However we can avoid some of the consequences. You understand the
word vigilante. Let me quote from the Oxford English
Dictionary. A vigilante is someone who illegally punishes someone for actual
or perceived offenses, or participates in a group which metes out
extralegal punishment to such a person. Often the victims are
criminals in the legal sense; however a vigilante may follow a
different definition of criminal than the local law. We are about
to become such a group and I have been one for some time now and
it’s time I faced up to it. I can no longer operate alone. I need
some assistance."

“Robert and I have never killed anyone Dad; we
have no experience only the will should it become necessary," said
Anthony.

"I've cleaned up your
messes for a few years now, so have some of my friends. I know what
to expect but I'm in the same boat," added Cadiche.

"Leave it to me,
there’s more than one way to save or skin a cat, if the time comes
when you must act you’ll find out if you can do it. I've never felt
happy or comfortable with it; it's not something that’s a natural
way for a person. I have however sanctioned people who killed just
for the sake of killing and I can't say I understand them. However
they are easier to deal with inside," said Stanton. "We will become
feared and powerful and responsibility comes with this. When we run
out of suitable targets we don't want to be sanctioning people for
pissing on the footpath. I have a computer that will hopefully give
us a good start but we’ll look at this on Monday. We’re going to
north Queensland this afternoon for Cadiche, then to an island off
the coast of Hawks Nest not far from here to where we will move our
families, a fortress built in a time gone by. Monday we will return
here and plan the next move. I expect someone from the UK will be
coming in to help. Deciphering Arabic is unfortunately not one of
my talents."

"Arabic!" said
Cadiche.

"You'll find out in
good time," added Stanton. "We’re off to Rutherford Airport. I have
a chopper waiting there; the pilot thinks he's on a weekend
sightseeing trip for Cadiche, so keep him in the dark." Stanton
left the garage with all in his Hummer. They emptied the cars of
all relevant information and Stanton planted false documents in
them complete with false phones with phony records to match, to be
copied when the house was searched by ASIO and the AFP.

 


Stanton had
demonstrated access to the house for the surveillance crew holed up
in a house on the other side of the street purposely. He had been
aware they were there as he owned the dwelling and rented it to
them on purpose some months before. It was usually empty but
someone had been there for the last two days. He expected them to
gain access to his house as soon as he left leaving plenty of clues
that he would not be back till Monday. As the chopper flew north
from Newcastle Stanton was online with a mobile laptop and the
alarm for his automatic garage door turned red on the screen. "Good
they have plenty of time; I hope they don't cock it up. By ten in
the morning most of the AFP will be in Perth waiting for a
container load of drugs coming in from France. That bit’s true so
should have them revved up for the rest of the bullshit they find
by Monday."

 


The chopper fueled in Brisbane and then Cairns and at
five pm they touched down at Cape Grenville. Stanton asked
his sons to stay with the chopper pilot and got Cadiche to follow
him to coordinates that were in a pocket GPS he carried. They
walked about two kilometres from the clearing they had landed in
and the bush opened up to a level area adjacent to the beach. The
stone chimney of a dwelling stood by itself in the clearing and
there was a bronze plaque on the side of the chimney. Cadiche read
the inscription. This chimney stack marks the spot to the Cape
Grenville aboriginal mission manned by the Very Reverend Victor
Morse. Church of England. Opened in 1922 and closed in 1967 after
Reverend Morse passed away.

"Reverend
Morse, he must have known my mum," said Cadiche.

"He certainly
did; he's your father." Cadiche began to cry.

"My father was
a man of God, but he helped do this to us?"

"Your father
was a good man Cadiche, I have records from England. He despised
what was going on. He loved your mother, they were married right
here and both their ashes were scattered here, right where you
stand. He started making waves within the church here and in
England. They sent him up here out of the way. He did whatever he
could here."

"My birth
certificates says father unknown."

"They wouldn’t
allow him to have the record put in. The church stopped him. He was
there when you were born and your brother. He was a good man; I’ve
put together a book for you, even have pictures of him. He was much
older than your mother, over twenty years but it didn't stop them.
He taught your mum to read and write. They wrote letters when he
was away, they’re beautiful. He loved your mother for who she was.
You’re a product of the deepest love."

"I can feel
them here. It's a bit freaky but they feel happy. I'm of two worlds
and proud of both."

"Your brother
knows nothing of this. We have to find him; he would be a sad and
angry man." Cadiche looked around sternly at Stanton.

"I did some
prying of my own, my brother is a crim. He spent years in
jail."

"Yep, he was
framed Cadiche. I have the evidence that will prove that. Do you
know where he is?"

"Round Bourke
somewhere in the scrub. He came up on radar last week for street
offences."

"We have to
find him Cadiche, or you do."

"How we going
to patch that up? I'm a cop. Not exactly a perfect match for bliss
- a crim and a cop from the same family."

"He was in the
right place at the right time for someone to use him as a
scapegoat; he's been on the street nearly all his life."

"Who did that
to him?"

"Mm… blood is
thicker than water. You’ll have to find out and decide what to do
about it."

"Would you fix
it for me?"

"Would I ask
you to avenge my brother?" Cadiche tightened, his eyes looking at
Stanton.

"No way, you're
right. I’ll fix it." Cadiche walked round for a while taking in the
area where his mother and father had lived. He paid his last
respects and they made their way back to the chopper. They lifted
off and Cadiche watched the small clearing disappear in the fading
distance. The flight seemed a bit pointless to Robert and Anthony
but as the flight went on and they talked, they learned about how
much in common they all had and it began to make sense. Stanton
kept the pilot busy talking on the intercom, banking on this being
what would happen. They fuelled in darkness at Cairns and then
Brisbane staying over night near the heliport. Anthony, Robert and
Cadiche became close as Cadiche learned they had information on the
framing of his brother, talking into the night. Robert and Anthony
had seen his brother's case when they had just started practice and
doing legal aid work. They had records that would reveal the
investigating officers. They remembered it seemed to be an open and
shut case and was not contested because of the strong evidence
against his brother. This breakthrough was unexpected and Stanton
didn’t know where it would lead.

 


When leaving
Brisbane on Sunday morning Stanton gave the pilot landing
coordinates on a beach at Hawks Nest near Newcastle and asked he
put the chopper down on the beach. The pilot entered the
coordinates, 32 degrees 41 minutes south and 152 degrees eleven
minutes east. The pilot was concerned as he had no permission to
land in the area and it was a beach. Stanton told him not to panic
and that the area of beach would be deserted. They circled the area
at 11:05 am landing near the water’s edge. Stanton had the pilot
shut down and wait at the chopper. He walked south along the beach
about two hundred metres from the chopper. He pointed out to sea at
a small island.

"John Gould
Nature Reserve boys. I bought a business that operates on the
island, an adventure tour thing and eventually bought the island as
well from the government for a song two years ago. It was
controlled by the Parks and Wildlife but they didn’t do much with
the place. However I found out it was of great interest to the
British government in the late 1800s and was used as a magazine for
British man of war ships patrolling the area for the Crown.
Convicts were used to excavate underground caverns well hidden for
over a hundred years. It’s 1.4 kilometre's from land, one thousand
metres long and four hundred and fifty metres wide.

It’s a nature
reserve and I have limited building rights on the surface of the
island, but beneath the surface is a labyrinth of tunnels and rooms
impossible to find unless you know where to look and impregnable.
The island is solid igneous rock and many a convict died whilst
excavating it, any that didn't were executed when it was complete.
It became forgotten and I stumbled on the archive when looking for
such a place in the naval history museum library in London. There
was only a ship’s log on its location, construction and use for a
few months. When I checked it out and secured the sale I returned
to London and removed the reference to the place. As far as I know
it was the only reference listed anywhere. It was naval so they
were the only ones who knew of it. When everyone died who had
recollection of it no one knew. Now we are the only ones who know.
I have transformed it into an impregnable fortress bristling with
surveillance and security. Its weapon arsenal could fight a small
war which is what I'm expecting. It's a monument to the poor
buggers who quarried it. We also have three access points on the
coast here, one north, one central and one south. They are all
waterfront settings with wharf shed access. It’s very spacious and
our families will be quite comfortable there."

"We’ll die
there Dad," said Robert. Stanton looked at Robert.

"Possible, or
be left alone, about fifty percent chance of either I reckon. You
know I can get into about anywhere, but I could not get into that
place. I don't know who designed it but he was a smart man. Now
let's go and get everyone here safely. ASIO and the AFP should be
finished at home and all gathering in Perth."

"Not a good way
to be pulled together Dad," remarked Anthony.

"Oh I don't
think so, if your mother hadn't been such a nosey bitch then we
would still be just people in the crowd. I set this up for me, I
knew they'd come for me one day. Your mother would have stitched me
up in the media had she had the chance over all this." Stanton
shook his head as he looked at the island. "How fast things can
change, now she's the one who needs this more than me. Your mother
would have been an easy target. Sometimes bad things happen for the
better."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
TEN

 


Hurst was
tired; his head drooped as he sat in the hallway of 10 Downing
street. He had come direct from Heathrow Airport after meeting
Stanton's girls and making sure they were in good hands. It was
four o'clock in the morning; the office door of the Chancellor of
the Exchequer opened and Chancellor Hollis asked Hurst in. Hurst
stood in front of his desk standing at a sort of semi-attention.
The room was full of the smell of brandy and pipe smoke, tinged
with leather and fine furniture polish.

 


Hollis was in
his later years at the age of sixty-seven. His shoulder length
white hair had a perfect wave formed above his forehead. His years
of experience could be read in the lines on his face. Dandruff was
present on his shoulders standing out on the pure black suit. His
tie bore the insignia of the crown against his pure white shirt.
His gold cuff links occasionally caught the light flashing across
Hurst's face. Hollis extinguished his pipe in a tray on his desk,
stood up and began to pace up and down with one arm behind his back
tucked in his belt and the other dangling beside him.

"Sit down
Bruce," said Hollis. "Do you know why you are here?"

"Could be all
manner of things sir, but definitely important at this time of the
morning."

"Time has no
bearing in the annals of Westminster, someone is always here."

"Of course
sir."

"We make notes
of nothing in the area of special services and government
intelligence but I find some of our allies are not so careful. I
have had several briefs on my desk with enquiries about Stanton.
Can you tell me anything about this?"

"No sir," Hurst
replied briskly.

"If it wasn't
for Stanton you wouldn't be here, would you Bruce."

"No sir."

"Nor would I.
That's why you have been called to see me and not a more direct
minister. Stealth is health you know Bruce."

"Absolutely
sir."

"You just came
from Heathrow Bruce. Why would that be?"

"Just routine
sir." Hollis smiled.

"Just routine,
I would not call picking up half of Stanton's family and hiding
them away just routine Bruce. I know you have done that; I need to
know more." Hurst hesitated before replying.

"The Australian
authorities have turned on Stanton and his family sir." Hollis
immediately looked at Hurst sternly.

"What! Are you
sure?"

"Positive sir."
Hollis picked up a phone, a grey ageing handset direct to special
services security Downing Street.

"Get me the
Australian ambassador. No I don't mean call him I mean get him and
bring him to me. I don't care if he’s asleep, screwing some
ministerial secretary, wanking himself or at a party with the prime
minister. Bring him here and if he won't come tell him I will come
and find him and I really don't want to do that. Thank you." Hollis
paced up and down. "Allow me to calm Bruce, it’s unforgivable; I've
lost my temper."

"Yes sir. I
should perhaps elaborate on what I have already told you."

"Please
do."

"Stanton may
have stumbled onto the arms supplier we have been looking for
operating in the Pacific."

"And?"

"Someone up the
line in the AFP failed to realise Stanton's ex wife went by her
maiden name. Fifteen truck loads of Australian arms and ammunition
disappeared in Afghanistan recently. She asked questions about it
in Canberra – she’s a political reporter. Stanton received a
sanction from within the AFP or I would imagine further up the line
in ASIO for his own wife under the name of Simpson."

"Ah… now I see.
That makes things clearer. Are we doing all we can? He's
alone."

"Apparently not
sir. His sons are powerful lawyers and he has connections in the
State police forces. He has also forged ties in China. He's been in
Australia for nearly seven years now sir. We pay him a considerable
amount of money for services and so do many others. He doesn't
drink or smoke, just buys real estate and minds his own business.
Unfortunately his business is often prying into other
people’s."

"He recently
bought two satellites from the Japanese. We can't even trace his
movements or calls any more."

"He may turn on
us sir." Hollis stopped pacing and turned to Hurst
aggressively.

"Stanton would
never turn on us! We have pressured him many times! When I was
Minister for Defence it was always Stanton who got the shit end of
the stick. He could have brought us down any time and still can,
but he hasn't and never will. When his eldest son was killed he had
to wear the fact that no correspondence could be used and he was
disowned, fading into oblivion like many others. It's the way
things work, bloody Romans, couldn't they have come up with
something better." Hurst looked puzzled.

"Stanton had
another son?"

"Yes, he was
just like his father. He was working under cover in Libya, his
first assignment. He was captured and executed." Hurst looked
drained.

"Phew…. He
never even told me. I thought I was one of his closest friends.
That's unbelievable."

"All these
books along the wall behind me Bruce. Six of them were written by
Stanton. They are the bibles of defence and security. Stanton sells
them to everyone and they follow them. He doesn't. He's got his
opponents to act just as he wants them to, he even goes and
assesses their ability to conform to his instructions. He is a very
clever man. We must try and douse this Bruce. I can see a lot of
people are going to die."

"That's okay I
think sir, as long as it’s the right people. I think we should
leave him go sir and help as much as we can. Only yesterday I had a
brief from an operative returned from Afghanistan. An entire
Taliban training camp in the northern mountains was taken out, the
place was rank with western arms and ammunition. Few Russian or
Chinese weapons were found."

"Note nothing
of this Bruce, it’s all far too delicate for anyone to find."

"We have
someone on the way to assist, he requested a person fluent with
Arab literature and language. There just happened to be someone in
Australia that could assist." There was a knock on the door and
Hollis asked them to come in. A security officer in a suit opened
the door and walked in.

"We have the
Australian ambassador here sir." Hollis sat down at his desk.

"Send him in,"
Hollis lowered his voice and leant towards Hurst. "Get to it and
keep me informed Bruce"

"Yes sir."
Hurst got up and left, passing the Australian ambassador on the way
in. Jack Whelan put out his hand to Hollis but Hollis looked at him
sternly. Whelan withdrew his hand.

"Not a social
visit by the looks Hollis?" asked Whelan.

"Lord
Hollis!"

"Yes, sorry,
it's early." Hollis waved to the security staff standing by the
door.

'"Leave us."
They shuffled out quietly closing the door behind them. Hollis
picked up his pipe and began to fill it with tobacco. "I couldn't
give a rat's arse what time it is." He coughed. "Hmm. John Stanton,
does the name ring a bell?" Whelan had been in a few portfolios and
Minister for Defence was one of them.

"I know only
one John Stanton, he runs what’s loosely called a security
organisation in New South Wales. He’s done a lot of work for us. He
was with branches of the British government prior to moving to
Australia some seven years ago I think. Would that be the Stanton
you refer to?"

"Yes."

"Funny you
should ask. I have had a request on information regarding Stanton.
Maybe you could help." Hollis hesitated, intuition told him to ride
it.

"Go on."

"Stanton's ex
missus is a nosey bitch, reporter. Been asking a few embarrassing
questions. We’re looking for her; she’s just vanished. These are
serious federal matters and we need to catch up with her."

"Really?"

"We think she's
in the UK."

"I didn't
summon you here in the middle of the night for small talk. I
summoned you here to make sure you understand that John Stanton has
the full support of the British government."

"I'm copping a
lot of flack from Canberra. Stanton's time is up, I can't do
anything about it. I pushed the wheelbarrow for him but someone's
on the warpath. ASIO are getting as much as they can on him."
Hollis thought that Whelan was genuine and decided to let him make
his own mind up. He used some tactics he had learnt from
Stanton.

"You had an
entire convoy of arms and ammunition go missing only recently."

"Not much, not
serious apparently."

"Not serious,
fifteen truck loads are not serious?" Whelan leant back in his
chair looking blank.

"I was told an
assault rifle went missing, I saw the ASIO report myself."

"Somewhere in
your ranks there are some rats. The most effective rat trap we ever
had was Stanton. He went though here fifteen years ago and cleaned
the place up. It's still not perfect but pretty good. One way or
the other he’ll find them. Make sure it does not affect us. You
affect him, you affect us, you affect the Americans the Chinese,
shall I go on? He deals with the grass roots and rank and file. He
tolerates but hates us. You can leave out the back door the way you
were brought in. I shall deny to my death bed that this meeting
ever took place." Hollis picked up the grey phone. "Take Mr Whelan
back home please." Hollis sucked on his pipe looking sternly at
Whelan as he left flanked by two security officers.

 


He sat and
thought for a long time. He was due to brief the Prime Minister at
nine am. He thought some more and at nine am found himself in front
of the British Prime Minister Graham Black taking things as they
came. He sat down in front of the Prime Minister’s desk and tried
to make himself comfortable. Graham Black, the youngest Prime
Minister ever, smiled and greeted Hollis.

"Ah… Albert my
good man. Now the Minister for Defence has requested I see you on a
matter of urgency regarding one John Stanton. I have his file here
but hardly anything in it." The Minister for Defence, Bradley
Bingham, sat to the right of Black looking straight-faced at
Hollis. To Black’s left was his aid Bartholomew Torquay.

"Perhaps
Bradley can fill you in on Stanton sir, it is in his role," said
Hollis.

"Yes why not,
let’s see how informed our Defence Minister is," replied Black.
Bingham looked uncomfortable and played with his tie, squinting his
eyes.

"Yes Prime
Minister, John Stanton."

"Yes, I've
never heard of him," commented Black.

"That's because
he went to Australia nearly seven years ago and you’ve only been in
politics nine years and in office for one. John Stanton has been an
MI6 operative for forty-three years, no records are kept on MI6
operatives and never have been, never will. They operate under
complete stealth. If Stanton had a file your desk would not support
it. I think the main point of interest to you is that Stanton has
amassed a massive amount of information on western governments and
holds the information somewhere to use should anyone turn on him,
and the Australian Federal Police have. This would be coming down
from ASIO. If Stanton found an ASIO man on him he would sanction
him immediately. Stanton has too much respect for the civil police,
they consider it to be one of his weaknesses and act
accordingly."

"I see, I think
you should handle this gentlemen, I will have to trust your
judgment. I have been elected on a tide of green ideals and stern
immigration. I've no expertise in the area of defence at all. What
has been done so far?"

Hollis spoke.
“I’ve just seen the Australian ambassador and made things quite
clear. Stanton has stumbled on an arms black market syndicate
operating in the Pacific and we think that's why someone is after
him. This arms supply is starting to outstrip the Russians and
Chinese and our boys are being killed with weapons manufactured by
us. If anyone can sort this out Stanton is a good bet." Black
looked shocked.

"Why have I not
been briefed on this earlier?” asked Black.

"Stanton never
became involved until a few days ago when an attempt was made on
the life of one of his family," said Hollis.

Bingham
continued on from Hollis. “I’ve dispatched a guided missile frigate
visiting the American port in Okinawa, part of the UN force for
North Korea, the Westminster. She is a sign of support in
such times hence her name. She has been granted access to Sydney
Harbour and should have just entered Australian waters south of New
Guinea. I'd say the shit would be hitting the fan in Canberra about
now. Some bastards there are up to no good and it's affecting us,"
said Bingham.

Black's aid was
a long time supporter of Stanton; he sat in silence but gave in and
threw his hat in the ring. "I think you should ring the Australian
Prime Minister Graham. Make sure they understand the
Westminster is there in protest because our security is
under threat."

"Get me the
Australian Prime Minister on the phone," said Black.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


Nine am Monday
Stanton's Hummer idled to a stop in his garage and the automatic
door closed behind them. His boys had been silent all the way from
the airport after the chopper pilot had a heart attack in the salon
bar whilst having a few drinks with them after the flight. Stanton
could see he had to make some things clear.

"He didn't have
a heart attack, did he Dad?" asked Robert.

Stanton looked
round at the boys’ faces. "Yes he did, people who ingest as much
Digoxin as he did usually do. Natural extract from the foxglove
plant. His weak point was drinking neat scotch, a perfect mask for
the drug; he also smoked like a train and has a poor sense of
smell. The man's name was Lacier, not Ahern as he claimed. I
stumbled on him whilst looking for a pilot to use. During the
flight I double checked I had the right man in conversations during
the flight. He was a chopper pilot for the French Foreign Legion
and sold information to the Russians. Four Legion operatives
working in Russia were captured due to the information he leaked;
they were shot and dumped in the street after being tortured. He
lived comfortably on the Gold Coast in Queensland on the money he
made from selling information to whomever. I've been looking for
him for years. I killed two birds with one stone you might say, no
one but us know where we've been."

Cadiche was
concerned. "What about the chopper? Someone must own it. There’ll
be an enquiry; a pilot having a heart attack may need to review
health standards for pilots. Lot of people wandering around asking
questions," said Cadiche.

"Yeah to me, I
own the chopper. I just don't have a licence to fly it," replied
Stanton.

Anthony spoke.
"We do, i and Robert are pilots. We both lease choppers now and
then."

Stanton looked
stern and oppressive. "If you ever go into the air make sure the
information is indirect. The easiest place for them to take us out
is in the air. We go air only if no other means are available, then
only after a flurry of bullshit on the lines of communication.
Speaking of bullshit, I’ll just check inside." Stanton shut down
the alarm system and accessed the house. He opened a cupboard in
the kitchen and pulled out a plastic container. He used the
implements inside to spray door handles, computer keyboards and
manila files. He then shone a blue light on the areas. "Clean as a
whistle, not even any of my prints left. They've cleaned the whole
place." The boys looked on with great interest. "Now wonder who I'm
dealing with?"

Stanton pulled
out a light switch on the wall just inside the entrance hall; it
was on a hinge and revealed a keypad behind it. He punched in a few
numbers and hit the enter button. There was a noise in the kitchen
as the floor dropped and slid away revealing a concrete stairway.
Stanton scaled the stairs followed by the boys and along a short
tunnel. They entered a concrete lined bunker six metres square
below the swimming pool. Stanton sat down in front of a computer
keyboard, touched a key and the screens in front of him lit up; he
loaded the password. He accessed video files from the secondary
surveillance system, the visible one in the house being a
smokescreen. They watched as two men in track suits moved around
the home copying files and making notes. One was seen pushing his
fingers onto every part of the walls. "Mm…Princeton ASIO he's good,
I don't know the other guy, probably ASIO as well."

"Why is one
fingering the walls?" asked Cadiche.

"They’re
looking for this room."

"One of them
has stopped the other from doing it."

"Yes, Princeton
stopped him. He knows if they find this room the place will blow up
and catch fire." Cadiche looked blank.

"This place is
loaded?"

"It certainly
is. Some of the steel framework is made of incendiary magnesium.
Looks like galvanised steel and is quite strong. It would be
ignited by small charges of C4 explosive placed in the structures
weakest points. The pool would empty into this room becoming a
powerful acid on its way destroying all the plastics here. There
would be no usable evidence left."

"How does it
work?"

"I haven't got
all day Cadiche." Stanton punched on the keyboard and a safe came
out of the floor. Stanton opened it with a manual combination. He
took out three folders and handed them to the boys. "This is access
information to the three properties at Hawks Nest. You're south
Cadiche on the Nelson Bay side of the inlet close to work. You're
central Robert and you are to the north Anthony. They are within
streets of each other but Cadiche has a stretch of water as well.
Access the places, memorise the codes, work out what is going on
and burn the folders. Move there as soon as you can by the end of
the week by the latest, I want all the girls on the island by this
Friday night.

"Take these
phones; they only communicate through four satellites I have
acquired from the Japanese. Everyone thinks I have only two and
can't do much with them but I don't know how long that secret will
last. They work like radios with no numbers required avoiding any
trace. If one of us calls the view window will light up and answers
like a phone. The frequency is unique but can be traced. You must
be at Hawks Nest Friday. The AFP will be busy with all this
bullshit sent to them that ASIO picked up from here. That won't
last longer than Friday when they bust a container load of
imitation rubber dog shit for a novelty store chain throughout
Australia from China landing in Sydney. They currently think it's
full of ecstasy tablets. Any questions?"

"I have to
think like you now, yeah?" asked Cadiche.

"You all do,"
replied Stanton. They shuffled out to their vehicles and left, the
automatic garage door closed behind them. Stanton returned to the
bunker, punched in codes and his satellites activated. He checked
reception with his phone, talking briefly to Cadiche, Robert and
Anthony. He closed the bunker and started making a snack in the
kitchen. He turned on the commercial TV and watched the ABC news
channel as he prepared his meal. He drank his coffee and chewed on
his sandwich at the breakfast bar. He stood up, stopped chewing and
turned up the volume in concern at what he saw. He listened
carefully to the newsreader as he watched what he had recognised as
a Dover class guided missile frigate of the coast of north
Queensland.

 


"An unexpected
visit by the nuclear-powered and armed British war ship the
Westminster has drawn heavy criticism form the leader of the
opposition and protesters are organising a rally at Sydney Heads
should the warship enter the harbour. The leader of the opposition
Phillip Clyde says he will be bringing the concerns of the
protesters to question time in the House of Representatives this
coming week. Prime Minister Bevan Stanwell has defended the ship’s
presence stating inter-naval relations were vital to the security
of the Pacific region and the visit was a sign of good will between
the commonwealth countries. Prime Minister Stanwell further stated
that although not a supporter of nuclear power the ship was a major
deterrent for conflict that had been festering in parts of the
Pacific between South and North Korea. The Westminster was
detached from the UN fleet in the South China Sea for well earned
rehabilitation of her crew."

 


Stanton rushed
back to his bunker and activated his computer. He knew the ship was
a strong message for someone and heading for Sydney it wasn't the
North Koreans. He accessed the British naval data base, logged in
his invisible password and found the order had come from Shadow
Cabinet through admiralty. He thought his best bet was Hollis. He
hastily found the grey phone number for Hollis and hoped he was
there. The phone rang out. He called Hurst. Hurst woke up and
picked up his phone.

"Bruce!" said
Stanton.

"Yes, sounds
like John."

"Exactly, turn
it around."

"What? What are
you talking about?”

"The
Westminster, turn it around. What kind of military tactic is
sending a steam hammer to drive in a thumb tack?"

"John, gives
you some idea of how jittery people are getting around here.
Somebody is just not getting the message there. I can't do anything
John, she has her orders. Would take World War Three to turn her
around. She would have docked by the time I could do anything.
Would you stop calling me in the middle of the night?"

"World War
Three, of course what great idea." Stanton hung up.


"John…John!John!!...Oh shit."

Stanton hacked
the naval data base again and sent false information in code of
North Korean migs entering Chinese air space in the North China Sea
to the Americans in Okinawa. He knew the Chinese could decipher the
code he used and banked on China sending escorted surveillance,
bringing the Americans to high alert in the Pacific. The
Westminster would have to respond as she was part of the
peace keeping force in the area. Fifteen minutes later the
Westminster put about, picked up speed and headed for the
South China Sea. By the time she got there the only ramification
would be a lot of pissed off sailors.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


Bevan Stanwell
the Australian Prime Minister was sitting at his desk in Kirribilli
house in Sydney studying the reports he had demanded. He
occasionally rubbed his wide nose and shrugged his head from side
to side. He ran his hand across his thick, grey hair opening his
eyes wide occasionally. He squinted and read some things twice. He
placed the reports on the desk in front of him and rubbed his hands
up and down his face hiding his wrinkled features, then rubbed them
together in front of him. He looked at his Defence Minister Ben
Porter and immediately raised his voice and threw the reports at
the wall. "When exactly were you planning to tell me we lost
fifteen truck loads of defence property! Have lost an AFP officer,
an ASIO officer right under my nose here in Kirribilli! Have a
British warship powering down the east coast heading here and the
New South Wales state police were wanting to arrest John Stanton, a
bloke who could ream the arse of every major government in the west
in five minutes!" Stanwell calmed his tone. "Do I look like a
mushroom Ben?"

"No Bevan, let
me expla..." Stanwell interjected with a roar.

"Bullshit!
Where the hell did fifteen truck loads of arms and ammunition just
disappear to Porter?" Porter played nervously with his black, heavy
rimmed glasses, cleaning them with a handkerchief from his top suit
pocket. "I just put the phone down from Graham Black, does the name
ring a bell?"

"Yes, the
British Prime Minister of course Bevan."

"I’ll tell you
what I’m convinced of Ben. Some bastard in our ranks is draining
off arms and selling them on the black market. How else would a
unit of British soldiers find a swag of them in the hands of the
Taliban in north Afghanistan a couple of weeks after we lose them?
The idiots even left the serial numbers on the assault rifles. Now,
why has half of Stanton's family had to be sent to England and
hidden away? I’ll tell you why Porter, because some intellectual
here; and I use the term loosely, handed Stanton a sanction on his
own wife who uses her maiden name which even I am familiar with.
Correct me if I'm wrong."

"No, you're
correct."

"I want to know
everyone who was in the meeting where the question was asked by
Jodi Simpson on the missing arms."

"We are a bit
pushed; we have over half our operatives in Perth. They just
collared two containers of heroin and cocaine, some five hundred
million dollars worth this morning. We have over twenty people in
custody. Most others are tracing leads here in Sydney we have
acquired regarding some underworld figures. We should have them in
custody by the end of the week. I’ll pull Princeton in and have him
look into it immediately."

Stanwell's desk
phone rang and he answered it. "Stanwell speaking, really, do we
know why? Porter’s here I’ll get him onto it. Keep me informed."
Stanwell put the phone down. "They’ve been looking for you. The
Westminster has put about and is headed back to the China
Sea. The UN force there has gone on alert; the North Koreans are
playing games again. They would like us to bolster our presence
there too."

"I’ll get the
Adelaide and the Anzac to re-route there; they just
left Port Brisbane for the Gulf, hopefully all be over by the time
they pass by and can continue with their deployment."

"Excellent
idea. Now leave Stanton be, I have been assured he can find the
culprits. I'd love to be present when he does. However I want them
found first. I want them put through the system and paraded for all
to see. There is an election next year and this could really hold
the electorate for us. Phillip Clyde will be pushing this nuclear
ship visit for all it’s worth in question time this week. The
Greens are already on the bandwagon, waving banners round all over
the place. This Korean thing will be very handy, bit embarrassing
for Clyde to mouth off then immediately have the North Koreans come
to our aid. Make sure you issue a press release regarding our
bolstering of the UN force in the China Sea. May just shut Clyde
down. Shame Jodi Simpson's not here, be a no brainer for the front
page."

"We do have a
bit of a problem Bevan."

Stanwell looked
blank. "There's more?"

"Stanton found
Graham Billet with his ex Jodi, she's been seeing him."

"Billet’s a
married man with a family."

"Yes, that's
probably where she got her information on the missing arms."

"Check Billet
right out."

"Billet’s
clean, the brief he’s got was from ASIO and he was as shocked as I
was."

"Mm…, hope his
wife is broad-minded."

"That's not
all, Stanton broke Billet’s arm."

"Only his arm?
I’d call that luck."

"He wants
Stanton arrested for assault."

"We have quite
a few things on Graham, get him in and lay it on the line. If he
doesn't comply we will have to act. At worst give Stanton
information on Billet’s intentions and the problem should go
away."

"Stanton would
never do away with anyone unless they were his own creed and
operating out of line. Billet comes nowhere near that, in fact
Stanton would probably protect him. He probably broke his arm
because he was angry, if he intended to kill Billet we wouldn't
even know."

Stanwell looked
down at his desk top. "Yes you're right of course." He looked back
up at Porter. "Could you imagine trying to get the state police to
arrest Stanton in Newcastle? They have hardly done a day’s honest
work for over two years. There's not a crim in the country game
enough to live there. Send Billet to China on some coal industry
junket, keep him out of the way till he calms down. Keep the Jodi
Simpson thing quiet, Billet’s a good man with a great family. When
he calms down and comes to his senses I'm sure it will end up under
the carpet. I'm sure you've thought about Jodi Simpson at times
Ben, I'm sure I have. One dose of that and the habit could be very
hard to kick. She wears those low cut dresses at press briefs and
the mini skirts she wears - I don't know why she bothers. I bet
she's blown more members of cabinet than any other reporter."

"There was that
Gail Johnson Bevan."

"It wasn't my
fault; I gave up drinking after that."

"I think
everyone's lucky she passed away."

"She went
bankrupt and shot herself Ben. She lived fast."

"This is all a
bit sad, lucky we learnt from things like that. I wouldn't forgive
myself these days."

"We all grow up
at different speeds, I've been twenty five for oh…" Stanwell looked
at his watch. "For about thirty three years now." Porter burst out
laughing. "Get everyone off Stanton’s arse Ben, we need him to sort
this out. Do all we can from our end as well. How about Princeton
tail Stanton to make sure he's not harassed."

"Stanton would
consider Princeton his own creed and sanction him. He trusts no
one. I always send Holmes to see him but Holmes is just not up to
it. He sent Holmes back to us the other day to make it clear he
wants to be left alone."

"We can't let
Stanton just run amok; he must be monitored."

"I met Stanton
once; he scared the living shit out of me. We don't have a shred of
evidence that he ever harmed anyone or caused any trouble. There is
not a shred of information on him anywhere. I felt like an idiot
questioning him on delicate matters. He's cold as ice and his face
remains emotionless."

"I've heard the
rumours and stories. If half of it’s true then it’s no wonder he is
like he is."

"Whenever he
worked for us we never knew it happened, the problem just went
away. He knows more about our systems than we do."

"Well he did
put them together Ben."

"Yes and we
can't find anything better for now."

"Whoever
amongst us has done this thing? Turning on Stanton's wife will be
the biggest blunder they ever made. I don't think this is a bad
thing. Jodi Simpson using her maiden name may have saved a lot of
people, one of them me. Had this not happened we would be none the
wiser. Let him go, cleaning up the mess will be easier than causing
it. I'm here for the Australian public and what is in their best
interest. I’m gutted that there’s someone in our midst that would
do what has been done. Stanton and his skills are currently in the
interest of the Australian public. Only when someone brings me
evidence to the contrary and plenty of it would I consider
questioning his motives and actions."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


Tuesday
September 14th 2010, the sun was to rise at 5:41am. Stanton rose
early, dressed in his black leathers, pulled on his crash helmet
and mounted his Harley Davidson. The blistering note of the machine
bounced around the garage as the door opened and Stanton made the
short ride to Shepherd's Hill Lookout to watch the sun rise. The
thundering machine broke the silence of the morning air as the town
woke and prepared for the day. He parked his machine adjacent to
the lookout and stood at the guard rail listening to the waves
crash on the rocks below. A brilliant clear morning; he timed his
attendance perfectly as the sun clipped the sea’s surface. He
reached into his top pocket and put on his gold rim Ray Ban
sunglasses to shield his eyes from the sun’s rays and bowed his
head. He had noticed a young man of Middle Eastern appearance
sitting in a silver late model Toyota Land Cruiser in the lookout
car park as he rode in. He could hear the footsteps grow louder as
the man approached and stood next to him. Stanton lifted his head
and looked out to sea and the young man stopped next to him and did
the same. He was impeccably dressed in a dark suit shirt and tie,
his complexion glowed gold in the sun. The young stranger
spoke.

"It is a good
morning to remember Mr Stanton."

"Every morning
is good to remember. Or I would lose sight of my sanity," replied
Stanton.

"I hope you
will excuse my intrusion, I have come to thank you for saving my
life." Stanton turned and looked at the young man. He did not look
familiar.

"I can’t recall
your face."

"I was only
twelve years old; my father is Al Ahmadi. You saved our lives in
Baghdad. I'm sorry about your friends, I'm sure they were good
people. It was June 2003." Stanton thought for a few seconds.

"The man
standing over you in the red thawb was shot in the
chest."

"No, the man
standing over me was in a grey thawb with headdress and lost
his head with your first shot."

"Your father
was dressed in black."

"No my father
was naked."

"He had a chain
around his neck."

"No he had a
rope around his neck."

"The third man,
how did he escape?"

"There were
only two, you shot the other in the chest lifting him over the
compound wall."

"Your mother
and sisters?"

"You saw them
yourself."

"Your father
sells cars in Detroit."

"No my father
sells oil from Kuwait from our family land."

"Your father
cursed me as I left."

"No my father
asked your name, it is John Stanton."

"I shot the men
with a pistol."

"Your
recollection is very poor Mr Stanton. You shot the men with a huge
rifle; it deafened me. I relive this every night." Stanton turned
and embraced the young man, whispering in his ear.

"No my
recollection is as yours, I too relive these things every night. At
last I hold a young life I have saved."

"I was to
mention the name Hurst, Bruce Hurst, he told me you would be here.
I have come to decipher some Arabic for you. It is now my turn to
risk my life." Stanton let go of the young man and held him at
arm’s length. He let go.

"What’s your
name?"

"Jacob Smith, a
common western name. My father changed my name when I came to study
in Australia. He thought it would make things easier and he was
right."

"Well you
certainly are in danger now. No doubt we are being watched here as
I come here often. We have two weeks at the most before someone
works out who you are and put two and two together. Follow my
motorcycle very closely and park in the garage next to my bike."
Stanton roared off, Jacob had trouble staying with Stanton and only
just made it as the garage door began to close. Stanton gave Jacob
some perspective on what was happening and why as they chatted and
drank coffee in Stanton's kitchen.

"So you have a
big family in Kuwait, do you see them often?" asked Stanton.

"I do not go to
my homeland but I wish for it."

"Tell me
something, if there was a world war for which side would you
fight?"

"There will be
no world war, that's why my father has integrated me into the west
to have a voice and avoid such a thing."

"But your
people fight us now."

"This is true,
the Taliban know no different and are a tribal faction. They have
forged support in the west. We can only try to quell this
problem."

"Ah…an educated
boy. Tribal factions are a problem everywhere. Carlton and
Collingwood football clubs in a grand final, Ford and Holden at
Bathurst, add alcohol and you have a minor riot on your hands. The
difference being we all have a common democratic law that draws the
line and everyone has a voice in electing those who make those
laws, initiated by the Romans many years ago. Work outside those
laws and we have a process to deal with it, not perfect by any
means but people in the west continue to live better lives as time
goes on.

“We’ve failed
to penetrate people like the Taliban and Al Qaeda who are driven by
a religious belief rather than the element of common democracy for
the people. Ask a Christian how to be one and the common answer is
all you have to do is believe. Obviously Muslim radicals decipher
their law and believe they are right. Their allegiance to their
beliefs must be incredibly strong, the strongest I have seen. They
strap explosives to themselves and blow themselves up, their own
people, even women and children. How they think they are to gain
the hearts and the minds of the people anywhere is beyond me. These
tactics are militarily useless but annoying. They call them
cowards, don't sound to much like a coward to me, dying for a cause
is meritorious, knowingly taking innocent members of your own race
is stupid and will lead to certain defeat. I class them as within
my creed but acting without any honour whatsoever and only for
their sake and not their people’s.

“We have our
own similar problems but motivated by greed. Sometimes our system
doesn't work real well so they call on me. I'm about to find some
of those people you referred to as western supporters, I imagine
they’re indirect but it won’t save them. Your father is a wise man,
the Taliban hide in caves in the mountains. Our problems hide in
the halls of power and wealth, because without it you can’t change
the shape of the future. A lot of the people who caused the
financial crisis of the last two years are lying in the Caribbean
on holiday. They’ll surface again when the coast is clear and
enough people have forgotten and have another go. They never have
enough money no matter how much it is. I’d like you to promise me
you’ll decipher the information I present to you without prejudice.
I don't give a rat's arse who I take out as long as it's the right
people." Jacob thought for a while.

"My father was
right about you, at times I have not shared his view but as I get a
little older I see the point."

"Sounds like
some other young people I know; you’ll meet them soon."

"How can I be
of service?"

Stanton called
Anthony and asked him to take the lap top computer he had left with
him amongst his will documents; the one that was grey in colour and
not the blue one. Carry it around with him backwards and forwards
to his car in full view around Sydney and leave it on the front
seat after a while with the car unlocked. Keep doing this until he
returned to his car and it had been stolen. He was to let his
father know the minute it was taken. Jacob spoke up.

"Is this the
computer my father gave you?"

"No but it
looks exactly the same right down to the dust amongst the keypad
from where the original came from. I duplicated it on purpose and
have leaked info so it can be stolen. They will destroy a computer
that has a movie of Donald Duck in it. Makes no difference it will
self destruct when opened. Will buy us more time. The original has
the same safety mechanism but we get three goes at the password. I
dismantled the original and removed the C4 but the incendiary
charge can’t be touched so the computer will burn up if we get it
wrong." Stanton opened the stairway to the room below the pool and
Jacob followed him wide-eyed.

He activated
the keypad and unlocked the safe. Jacob jumped as it shot up from
within the floor. Stanton put in the combination, opened the safe
door and took out a dirty grey laptop computer from the back of the
bottom shelf. He placed it on the desk next to the desktop keypad
of the main computer and opened it up. He plugged in a power source
and switched it on. The computer eventually loaded the hard drive
and cross sabres appeared with a login window below them. He sat
Jacob in front of the screen and asked him what the Arabic words
said.

"The
instruction is simply please login with password. It is a normal
computer in Arabic. Do you know the password?" Stanton thought
about it.

"What would a
radical Muslim leader use as a password for his computer?"

"The same kind
of thing a westerner would use, phone number, family member's
names, his favourite movie character, who knows," replied
Jacob.

"Can you tell
what dialect the computer language is in?"

"Yes, it
appears to be Pashto, fairly common and can be understood by most
regions of the country."

"Okay, you are
a radical dealing with people of the west and use the most common
language. You have a cause and need a password to reflect your
vision so every day you login you are reminded of it."

Stanton dug
deep. "A person like that would use a word of great significance,
would they use numbers?"

"Possibly but
they have no direct significance in conversation like the west uses
666 for the devil. Did my father not tell you?"

"He told me it
was from the heart of the devil and I remember him saying I must
remember jihad."

"Jihad of
course, this they may use." Without asking Jacob put in jihad and
the screen lit up passing through to a desktop. Jacob opened a work
file. "This document is in Dari, it will take me some time to work
it out." Jacob opened an excel file. "There are sums of money here,
bank branch and account numbers, millions of dollars. The computer
runs Microsoft outlook and has a mailing list." Stanton handed
Jacob a memory stick from the top of the desk.

"Transfer the
list to this and all emails stored in the computer and work on some
documents. Anything you think is relevant give to me straight away.
I’ll check the mailing list and email trail on my main frame
computer." Jacob transferred the list to the stick and Stanton
jabbed it into a USB port on the main frame computer. He matched it
against the mailing list of western government networks; a pattern
of connections formed.

 


They worked
into the night. By three o'clock Wednesday morning Stanton had
compiled a hit list of seven western based people. Three
Australians, two Americans, and two British with constant emails in
code he could not decipher. He put the messages through his data
base and came up with nothing. He started to put documents in piles
in each one’s name as Jacob handed them to him. They became
fatigued and decided to rest till later in the morning and went
upstairs to rest.

A few hours
sleep with a shower and they were back in the bunker. Stanton left
Jacob to continue translation and summed up his information so far.
One thing that had been defined was bank accounts with massive fund
transfers to Swiss and Norwegian banks. The computer revealed
automated access to these so he logged into them and transferred
all the funds evenly amongst charities. He knew that he could not
be traced nor stopped as he used his own satellites. He was not
sure where the money had come from or who it belonged to but once
it had disappeared he planned to monitor the email of the seven
suspects to gauge reaction. This he hoped would bring up another
cherry in the window on the way to the jackpot. From seven accounts
he transferred fifty-four million dollars to Ronald McDonald House.
Twenty-two million dollars to the flying doctor. Eighty-five
million dollars to cancer research and thirty-three million dollars
to the RSPCA. One hundred and ninety-four million dollars in all.
"That should give them something to argue about," quipped Stanton.
Jacob grabbed his arm.

"I have found
who this computer belongs to: Jahangeer Mashir, a general in the
Afghan government army."

"Okay. Every
email I have from these seven people in English are to this guy.
The bank accounts the money was transferred from are Afghan
military coffers. I need one more cherry to be sure. Find something
that links him to the transfers and we have our buyer."

"Here is a
direct order word document dated ready for signing to the treasury
ordering the transfer of twelve million American dollars for
ammunition. It states one of the accounts in Norway."

"No good,
anyone could have put it there."

"We will not
find anything of his hand, this computer it is all electronic."

"Check tools
signature." Jacob looked.

"There is a
file with an automated copy of his signature, here look." Stanton
held a printed email up to the screen returned from one of the
western contacts that had been counter-signed by someone in the
west and the Arabic scribe matched perfectly."

"Contact your
father; tell him what we have found."

"He will kill
Jahangeer Mashir and hang him in the street."

"I'm not
surprised, if he doesn't I will. How long can you stay here before
you’re missed?"

"I have
finished my law degree and can practice now but I have no work. I
have put aside this week, beyond that I will need to contact my
fiancé and bring her here if I am still needed."

"You'll meet
the Cadiche man. You and your fiancé can move with him by the end
of this week. I insist, you work with us now and need
protection."

"The Cadiche
man is an ancient aboriginal medicine man who maintained aboriginal
law before western settlement." Stanton laughed.

"I don't think
Cadiche would appreciate the ancient bit but you’re right. I’d like
you to stay here and work on this for now. Give me the details of
your fiancé in case someone finds out and thinks they can get at
her."

"I have her
card here, she lives in a city apartment and works as a secretary
for the government treasury."

Stanton
contacted Robert and Anthony via satellite and instructed them to
move Jacob’s fiancé north with them. Anthony and Robert informed
their father they were moving tomorrow night. Stanton went on to
inform the boys he would be heading to Bourke on Friday with
Cadiche and would return before Sunday. After the call he got Jacob
to ring his fiancé to inform her of the move. He then spoke to
Cadiche arranging for him to be at Stanton's Friday morning at
seven for an excursion, but refused to tell him where.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 


Cadiche's Ford
Falcon GT pulled up in Stanton's garage at seven am on Friday the
17th of September 2010. He pulled up beside Stanton's Mustang and
climbed out to find Jacob admiring his car from the access steps
leading into the house from the garage. Stanton leant on the hand
rail next to him. They had only just finished analysing the data
from the computer and Stanton needed time to hatch a plan.

"Now you see
why I have a big garage," said Stanton. "Everyone I know has a big
car."

"This is the
first eight car garage I have ever seen," replied Jacob. Cadiche
walked up the steps to them and they walked inside. Stanton
introduced Jacob to Cadiche and gave a short story of who and why.
Cadiche was pleased to hear he would not be in the house at Hawks
Nest by himself.

"Why didn't you
just buy a unit Stanton, that place is huge. Five bedrooms and
three bathrooms, I'm just going to sleep on the lounge and live in
the kitchen. And the electric boat in the wharf shed, why?"

"What's the
combination to the door alarm?" asked Stanton.

"The paper work
has been burnt Stanton, don't panic everything is under control."
Stanton went about outlining the weekend’s plan. Jacobs's fiancé
was heading up to Hawks Nest with Anthony and Robert. They would
drop her at Stanton's place so they could roar around in their cars
while Stanton and Cadiche borrowed Jacob’s Land Cruiser to go for a
drive. Stanton refused to discuss the destination, only that they
would return Sunday night. He threw Cadiche plenty of instructions
on preparing for the trip so he could not dwell on the matter.
Stanton had Cadiche load several firearms from his lockers in the
back of the vehicle. Stanton needed a couple more days of email
data before he could move.

"Lever action
Winchesters and two 45 colts in hip holsters - what are we going to
do, meet Clint Eastwood.”

"Pigs," said
Stanton.

"Pigs? What do
you mean pigs?" replied Cadiche.

"We’re going
pig shooting."

"Oh… Okay, no
worries."

"Where?"

"Up the
scrub."

"How far up the
scrub?"

"Seven hundred
kilometres up the scrub."

"Seven hundred
kilometres! You're joking, why so far?"

"You see any
pigs round here?"

"No."

"That's because
they are seven hundred ks up the scrub. There are bears up there as
well. Drop bears you seen on the Bundy ad." Stanton couldn't hold
his face anymore and cracked up laughing.

"Jesus
Stanton," quipped Cadiche. Stanton had educated Jacob with the
working of the house, cars and given him a satellite phone for any
emergencies. Stanton was impressed when Jacob put together a plan
of some of Stanton's movements and haunts so his cars could be seen
in the right places, Stanton pondered if he had confided in the
devil but time would tell. Stanton and Cadiche set off and Stanton
stopped at the first service station to fuel up. Cadiche loved cans
of coke so when he returned to the vehicle Stanton handed him one
after swigging on it himself.

"Am I going to
catch something from this Stanton?"

"Yep, a heavy
dose of cool."

"Piss off, more
like TB or the pox or some other exotic disease I've never even
heard of." Stanton powered onto the highway with a drift setting
the cruise control right on the speed limit. Cadiche sculled the
can of coke and two minutes later fell asleep. Stanton calculated
he should wake early in the morning judging on the sedative he had
put in Cadiche's coke lasting for eighteen hours. Cadiche would
need some rest, he was in for a trying day.

 


Cadiche woke at
first light in a room at the Bourke Bridge Inn just north of the
town and next to the bridge that crossed the Darling River. The bed
next to him had been slept in but was empty and he could hear the
shower. His head had a fuzzy feel and he had a headache. He went to
the window and looked out; the vehicle was parked outside the room
and he could not see past it. He saw the room door key and looked
at the tag; it read: if found return to the Bourke Bridge Inn. He
sat down on the bed and Stanton came out of the bathroom showered
and dressed. He was angry and said nothing; there was a strong
knock on the door. Stanton peered round the edge of the curtain and
then opened the door. A man dressed in denim shirt with dirty cream
moleskin trousers and an Akubra hat spoke to Stanton. "I'm looking
for Mr Smith."

"Well you done
a grand job, you found him."

"I'm from
Bourke Outback Tours and have the three horses you hired, they have
the saddle bags and rifle holsters you wanted. Will cost a bit
more; I had to hire the stuff myself."

"You Bill are
you?" asked Stanton.

"No I'm Jed;
you spoke to me on the phone."

"You work from
the airport yeah?"

"Geez you got a
bad memory mate, I own the Bourke North Caravan Park."

"Yeah you're
the bloke," quipped Stanton as he walked outside to check the
horses. "Food and water."

"Everything you
asked for in the saddlebags and the leather canteens."

Stanton pulled
a wad of cash out of his top pocket, foiled off a several hundred
dollars and handed them to Jed. "The horses will be back here by
midnight, if I find anyone knows about this I’ll use somebody else
next time."

Jed counted the
cash and smiled back at Stanton. "You'll be back," said Jed as he
walked away.

Cadiche had
dressed and was standing outside looking at the horses. Stanton
threw a long Driza-Bone coat and an Akubra hat at him.

"What would I
want these for? By ten o'clock it’ll be well over twenty
degrees."

Stanton threw a
hip holster and 45 Colt at him. "Put it on and see how you look
without cover." Cadiche strapped on the belt and weapon, then the
hat and coat.

Stanton loaded
two lever action Winchester Golden Boy rifles and slid them in the
saddle rifle holsters on two of the horses. He climbed aboard one
of the brumbies, then dismounted and adjusted the stirrups and
reins. He strapped on a colt and holster, put on his Driza-Bone and
Akubra. He mounted, the horse grunted and was uneasy but then
settled. "Well get on your horse and let’s go."

"Pig shooting
ah," commented Cadiche.

"Ever seen an
injured boar charge in the scrub? Best place is on a horse."

"Smith, you
could have been a bit more original."

"We’re in
Jacob’s vehicle, his second name is Smith."

"I look like
the Man from Snowy River."

"When in Rome,
do as the Romans."

"I'm hungry,
haven't eaten since I was bushwhacked with a can of coke."

"I've always
told you to trust no one."

"Yeah well I
thought you were someone."

"Well we think
the same of each other now get on your horse."

"Why you got
three horses?"

"You've never
asked me why I have a spare tyre on my car."

Cadiche mounted
his horse and made some adjustments from the saddle. "We’ll have
breakfast by the river in less than an hour." Stanton looked at his
hand- held GPS and headed north along the western edge of the
Darling River. He pulled up an hour later next to a U bend in the
river that sent them south. The going was heavy as there had been
spring rains and the river had a healthy flow for the first time in
many years. They dined on sandwiches and Cadiche inspected his can
of coke closely before he opened it and drank.

"Where's all
these pigs Stanton?"

"Probably
spread out a bit with all this rain." Suddenly a pig ran across the
stretch of bank in front of them. Cadiche drew his Colt and let fly
at the scurrying rodent but missed.

"Shit!" he
yelled. "Why didn't you shoot it Stanton?"

"Pig’s done
nothing to me," said Stanton as he remounted his horse.

"What!"

"Reload your
weapon and get on. Don't leave the cartridge cases on the ground,
put them in your pocket. Every pig within five miles of here knows
we’re here now." Cadiche shook his head, reloaded and mounted up.
They headed east away from the river, and struck the river again an
hour later continuing along its edge for a further twenty
minutes.

 


Stanton pulled
them up two hundred metres from a right angle bend in the river
that headed south. He studied the heavily wooded scrub on the
corner with a single tube telescope from his saddlebag and could
just make out a humpy next to the river bank adjacent to a river
feed billabong. Cadiche had been complaining that this was the
worst shooting trip he had ever been on and hounded Stanton all the
way.

"Tie them up,
we go on foot from here," said Stanton. Stanton pulled his
Winchester and dismounted, putting the horses under the shade of a
huge ghost gum next to the river. They started to walk along the
top of the river bank towards the billabong; Stanton turned around
to Cadiche and put his index finger vertical over his lips then
drew it across his throat from one side to the other, Cadiche
nodded. Cadiche tried hard to walk silently like Stanton and
watched how he moved his feet and weight in complete silence. He
eventually perfected the moves.

 


Fifty metres
from the billabong Stanton lay on the ground and crawled towards
the rising edge of the billabong out of sight of anything over the
rise. Progress was painstakingly slow and eventually they reached
the rise in stealth. Stanton removed his hat and peeked over the
rise. Stanton saw a young man of aboriginal appearance on the other
side of the billabong bank, outside the humpy made of shabby iron
and scrub timber. He casually held a fishing line and pulled in a
nice size Callop, strung it on a stick in the ground next to him,
baited the hook and cast out. He crouched down on his haunches and
watched the fishing line. Stanton cocked his rifle, stood up and
let a volley of shots fly around the young man missing him by only
inches. The young man dropped his rod, fell back on his rear end
and put up his hands. Stanton put his rifle across his shoulder
with the barrel sticking out behind him and started to walk around
the top of the billabong towards the young man. The young man
attempted to rise and run but Stanton levelled his Winchester and
delivered another volley of shots one nicking the young man’s ear;
the young man froze. Stanton walked around with his weapon levelled
at the young man. Cadiche followed Stanton and stood behind him in
front of the young man.

"We’re looking
for pigs Stanton," said Cadiche. Stanton took no notice and asked
the young man a question.

"You know a man
called Jimmy Stein?" asked Stanton.

"Who wants to
know?"

"You got two
minutes to convince me who you are, now do you know Jimmy
Stein?"

"Yes."

"You meet him
in Long Bay?"

"No, he was my
cell mate in Lithgow for seven years."

"Where does
Stein live now?" asked Stanton.

"Jimmy’s dead,
someone got him when he was released. He was a bastard - good
riddance."

"Where were you
born?"

"Wish I
knew."

"You did a lot
of time for something you didn't do."

"How do you
know that?"

"What's your
name? Remember you got thirty seconds left."

"Lewis, Lewis
Page." Stanton stepped to one side and looked around at
Cadiche.

"Have a look at
him Cadiche, if he was five years older he’d look like you. That's
because he's your brother." The two boys looked at each other.

"I know, I
could feel him when I got up this morning."

"My brother is
the Cadiche man from Newcastle?" asked Lewis softly.

"Yes," said
Stanton. "The only difference is he's going to take you home, not
point the bone at you." Tears ran down Lewis’ cheeks and Cadiche
cried openly as they embraced each other. Lewis cooked some fish
and Cadiche shared his sandwiches as he told Lewis about their
country and their mother and father while they sat at the edge of
the billabong. He promised to take Lewis to their country and where
their mother and father had painfully parted with them from
birth.

 


Stanton knew
Lewis was a bitter man and he also knew a police officer with a
chip on his shoulder, recently transferred to Bourke from Sydney,
was after Lewis. Stanton had picked up Lewis' whereabouts from the
bush telegraph by means of a visiting aboriginal elder to Newcastle
who had contacted Stanton worried about the new renegade police
officer in the area and a young man called Lewis. Stanton quizzed
Lewis and could see why he had set up camp where he had. It was
easy to see river and bush track traffic from his vantage point and
he could cross the river quickly to avoid people. He said he could
not go into town as the police were after him and could pin about
anything they wanted on him as he was alone. He had been living off
the land since he was released from prison. They mounted up and
began to head back to Bourke.

 


Lewis was
anxious about travelling back into Bourke. He was concerned the
police would arrest him. Stanton discussed it with him and they
came to an agreement when Cadiche agreed to hang back two hundred
metres and stay in the scrub along the edge of the river leaving
Stanton and Lewis out in the open, clear of the heavy timber. If
anything was to happen Cadiche could back them up. Stanton insisted
he must remain within two hundred metres of them as the weapons
they were carrying were not accurate beyond this distance. They
rode for an hour and struck an area they had been at previously
where it was far quicker to break from the river’s edge but they
stuck to their plan.

Lewis pointed
out that if they were to be approached it would be here as the
police frequented the area. A main bush track to their right was
the only access into the town from the north side of the river and
it narrowed by a big dam wall. The dam was filled from the river
for irrigation that tapered down to an access of only a few metres
from the river’s edge, one corner of the dam adjacent to the
pumping shed next to the river. Lewis informed Stanton he always
swam the river and walked the other side until clear of the dam
wall and then he would swim back to the north side again when out
of sight of the narrow access. Cadiche closed up to one hundred
metres in the cover of the trees, and as Stanton and Lewis passed
the shed a police four wheel drive darted out from the opposite
side cover of the shed and blocked their access. Two part
aboriginal police officers jumped out, the passenger side one
brandishing a pump action shot gun and waving it at Lewis.

"Okay Page, off
the horse nice and slow!" Stanton pulled his colt from his holster
in a flash and fired on the officer with the shotgun hitting the
butt and sending it out of his hand. The officer raised his hands
and looked blankly at Stanton. Stanton held the gun level at the
officers.

"People who
pull guns on unarmed members of the public may need to remember
they may come under fire themselves." Stanton waved the pistol to
the left. "Into the middle of the road where we can see you."

"You got plenty
trouble now mister, big fella cop looking for Page. He stealing
plenty of stuff from town," said the officer who had held the
shotgun.

Stanton
reloaded and holstered his Colt. The officer made a dash for the
shotgun but before he could get to it a shot rang out and the
shotgun moved several feet, the ricochet of the bullet hitting the
side of the police vehicle. The officer froze looking around but he
could see no one and Stanton sat motionless and without expression
on his face, staring at the officer with his hands casually holding
the reins of his horse.

 

"Where the
other fella?" asked the officer.

"You never see
a Cadiche man till it's too late," replied Stanton.

"Cadiche man.
No Cadiche man round here, no Cadiche man anywhere anymore. You
talk bullshit." Stanton started to walk his horse and nodded to
Lewis who followed.

"You won't have
to worry then will you," said Stanton as he turned his back on them
and rode slowly away. The officer again made a move for the shotgun
but this time a shot rang out that hit his hand, grazing his
knuckles and drawing blood. The officers stood motionless as they
watched Cadiche approach with his rifle levelled at them. He came
to within a few metres of them looking them in the face. He pulled
a sheep bone from the saddlebag he had found on the river bank and
pointed the bone at the officers. The officers looked at each other
sternly. Cadiche waved the bone at the officers.

"You fellas
come any where near town before sundown and I’ll kill you," said
Cadiche.

"Big fella cop
get you all, he proper bastard. Who you?" Cadiche shot the tyres of
the police vehicle and as he rode around the front of it to the
other side he shot the radiator and opposite tyres. The two
officers cringed, moving closer together. "Big fella cop come, we
sent message as soon as we see Page."

"Well if he
comes down this road he’ll run into the ol mate up front here. He
won’t forget that in a hurry," replied Cadiche. The other officer
spoke to his partner.

"I know that
fella, him from the big smoke, they call him the Cadiche Man."

"Yeah I
remember you as well now." Cadiche climbed from his horse and
walked up to within a few metres of the officer. "You're the
bastard who raped and strangled the little Roland girl."

"The court
acquitted me, they got nuttin evidence."

"I was there,
they had you cold. I saw the DNA match of the semen, I even took
some of the witness statements. You were guilty as charged. Funny
how the police station that housed the evidence burnt to the ground
taking all that with it. The case failed on circumstantial evidence
given in absence of solid back up lost in the fire. You know a man
told me not long ago I would know when it was time to kill someone
like you. He was right." A shot rang out and holes appeared in
Cadiche's Driza-Bone at hip level as he drew his Colt from inside
the pocket and shot the man in the chest till he fell to the ground
in a cloud of dust. The other officer spoke up.

"I thought it
was dat bastard, he change his name and come here long time. No one
could do nuttin." Cadiche looked at him coldly. "Till now dat is.
Look at my jeep you stuffed it."

"Get this towed
back into town. Tell them the Cadiche man was here."

"Take the bone
off me; you cursed me."

"Done." Cadiche
mounted up and rode away. Stanton had waited two hundred metres
along the bank and started to ride on; Lewis spoke in a panic.

"He shot one of
em!"

"If Cadiche
shot one of them, he had a better reason than I would ever find,"
replied Stanton. "I called him the Cadiche man because that's what
he is; now it's no nickname, it’s big medicine."

 


They rode on
for fifteen minutes along the roadway following the river from the
dam shed when a police vehicle arrived in a cloud of dust pulling
up beside them about twenty metres away. A big man stepped out of
the driver's seat wearing a suit and walked towards Stanton.
Stanton could see a taser gun in his hand.

"That's far
enough!" shouted Stanton. The man continued to walk towards them
and Stanton pulled his Colt in a flash pointing directly at the
man, cocking the pistol ready to fire. "I said that's far enough
and I wasn't whistling Dixie." The man stopped out of the taser’s
range. The man dropped the taser and reached inside his coat with
his left hand, a shot rang out and steam came out of the front of
the police vehicle as it ripped the radiator and broke the engine
apart. Stanton uncocked his Colt and slowly put it in his holster
then climbed from his horse.

"Who the hell
are you, that's Lewis Page you have with you and he's wanted here
for theft and other offences."

"Well the
name’s right, legal council will contact you to discuss the rest.
Lewis has been out here minding his own business," replied Stanton
as he walked to within five metres of the man. "Go anywhere near
your weapon and the Cadiche man will take you out as quick as he
took out your vehicle."

"I'm going to
have to place you under arrest, destroying police property,
hindering police, unlicensed firearms and anything else I can think
of."

"The firearms
are licensed, we’re doing a bit of pig shooting."

"Can I see some
ID?"

"No I don't
like you."

"You won't see
the light of day for years when I've finished with you."

"What's your
name?"

"Chief
Inspector David Stokes."

"Wow, Chief
Inspector."

"I have two
aboriginals in custody who have made statements regarding Page here
and his connection with several thefts, one as recent as this
morning from the bakery in town."

"Really, what
time was this alleged theft?"

"No more than
an hour ago."

"Mmm. We’ve
been travelling along the river from where we had breakfast with
Lewis for an hour and have been with him for some time before
that." The big man looked puzzled.

“If that's the
case then I’ve been given false information."

"Wouldn't be in
the interest of the people in custody that Lewis be framed now
would it?"

"Of course it
would."

"I'm no police
officer but what you claim is crap."

"Fair enough
now, I'm going to have to arrest you."

"Look you’re
just trying to do your job. Acting on false accusations is a
serious matter. False arrest, perverting the course of justice.
People have the right to defend themselves. Lewis is an easy
target, no family, no friends. Just another collar with no one to
ask any questions and everybody with a vested interest in on the
act." The big man thought for a few seconds.

"You're very
cool for someone who's knee deep in shit. Can I have your name
please?"

"As you ask so
politely, yes. Stanton… John Stanton." The big man frowned as he
thought."

"If you're the
John Stanton of Stanton Security Services, I been looking for
you."

"Yes I am and
now you found me."

"I wish to talk
to you about the death of a one Kevin Sharp of the AFP." Stanton
looked puzzled.

"Why would a
Chief Inspector from Bourke be looking for a person in connection
with a Sydney incident."

"I was head of
Sydney CIB, in charge of the investigation, and when I asked
questions about you I ended up here." Stanton looked blank and
moved in closer to Stokes.

"Who did you
talk to?"

"Ben Porter the
Minister for Defence was handling it because Sharp was a member of
the AFP. He's the one who stamped on me, went off his head because
I produced a report implicating you in the incident."

Stanton came up
with a half smile. "That's good police work."

"Porter had me
sent up here; I didn't mind as I thought his attitude and motives
were crap. I didn't want to be involved in what was going on, it's
out of my league."

"Well you are a
good bloke to run into. Sharp was an ASIO operative and went under
the guise of the AFP. Porter ah. Those bastards came after my
family. We have something in common, they are screwing both of us
up the arse."

Stokes thought
deeply. "Why would they be after you and your family?"

"Someone I
think from within the government is selling weapons to extremist
groups in Afghanistan and probably other places. I have information
on them and they turned on me. Not hard to work out." Stanton waved
Cadiche in who had come within fifty metres of them. "Normally I
would kill you because you have too much information but I have a
job for you. Cadiche here just blew holes in a bloke down the
track, why Cadiche?"

Cadiche stayed
on his horse with his rifle cocked. "One of them associate officers
back there was the bloke who raped and strangled the Roland girl in
the a bush camp few years back. You were right Stanton, I did know
the time." Stokes looked at Cadiche with a face of relief and spoke
to him.

"I knew that, I
found it abhorrent that I was forced to work with such a person.
It's hard to stay afloat here. The Aboriginal Affairs Department
are up me about everything."

Stanton looked
at Cadiche then back at Stokes. "Tell you what Stokes, I have a
proposition for you," said Stanton. "Clean all this up here and
I’ll cover your arse."

"I’d rather
leave the force."

"What are you
going to achieve doing that; we need you where you are. If you want
to make a difference you need to be different. I know some of these
bastards, you'd suddenly just disappear and for what. I'm going to
find these bastards first, I’ll stick by you as long as you assist
in the interests of your and my family and just ordinary people
like me and you."

"If you're an
ordinary person then I'm a tea pot Stanton," said Cadiche.

"This bloke on
the horse here with the holes in his Driza-Bone I lent him, we call
him the Cadiche man. He is also a police officer from Newcastle. As
you can see the Cadiche man no longer messes around with emu's
feathers and bones."

"No I got a
bone Stanton; found it on the bank back a bit. Bloody useless, the
Colt had more impact." For the first time Stokes smiled.

"This will be
very hard to keep under raps," said Stokes.

"Bloke back
there saw what happened, it will hit the bush telegraph, he didn't
like the bloke any more that us. You have any trouble with any
department, especially indigenous then I’d like to know," said
Cadiche.

"That's Officer
Blake, one of the only people I can trust here," replied
Stokes.

"See if you can
get him on side, you'll be back in Sydney within a week," said
Stanton.

"I have no
intention of operating outside of the system when it comes to
punishing people," said Stokes. Stanton climbed back on his
horse.

"Good policeman
never do, they don't have to if they are good. We’ll see how good
you are Stokes. When you're back in Sydney I’ll find you if I need
you. If you get hassled by anyone in power there, get the
information to Cadiche as quick as you can, you won’t find me quick
enough. Chances are they could be one of the people we are looking
for." Stanton casually rode off with Lewis in tow. Cadiche waited
for them to get ahead.

"I'm a big
bloke but I’d think twice about taking Stanton on," said
Stokes.

"That's not
because you're scared of him. Don't judge Stanton too harshly. You
have respect for what he stands for; I love the man. He made me
into somebody who can make a difference; I'm not going to waste
it."

"Can he really
get me back to Sydney?"

"If he thinks
it's in the interest of his cause, you'll be back there in
forty-eight hours I reckon. He'll just make one phone call or visit
and it'll happen."

"Looks like all
the rumours and stories are true about him."

"Just rumours
and stories, that's all. See ya when I'm looking at ya." Cadiche
tagged Stanton back to town.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


The drive back
to Stanton's Newcastle home was a family affair for Cadiche and
Lewis. They both sat in the back and talked non stop. There was an
air of calm over the both of them as they spoke freely about their
different upbringings. Cadiche felt more privileged in life with
the cards he had been dealt as he heard some of the horrific
battles Lewis had been through as he strived to rise from boredom
and confront life. Lewis had not been able to read and write until
he went to prison, where he grasped the opportunity to study and
eventually passed year twelve. Cadiche had failed his year twelve
and joined the police force to prove he could be something and
found a notch in life when he excelled at it.

 


Lewis asked
Stanton about himself and Cadiche stepped in and gave him a short
story. Anthony called Stanton on his satellite phone a few minutes
before he reached home to inform him the grey laptop computer had
been taken from his car and Robert and Anthony's families were in
Hawks Nest. Time had now run out and Stanton would have to
move.

 


Stanton called
Holmes as soon as he got into his house. He told Holmes to go and
see Ben Porter immediately and tell him David Stokes was to be
moved back to Sydney within forty-eight hours or the newspapers
would know of Porter’s two Indonesian based brothels.

"Porter has
brothels in Indonesia, you're joking?"

"If I was
joking Holmes you’d be laughing because I would have put a joke in
what I said, but I can't recall one being stated," replied
Stanton.

"David Stokes…
that rings a bell, is that the huge guy from Sydney CIB?

"Yes."

"But he's
already in Sydney."

"No he is not
and make sure you make really clear the forty-eight hours, Stokes
or the media informed I don't care which one it is."

"That's a shit
job Stanton, I’ll be run out of town myself."

"I've told you
Holmes, I’ll give you something to do if you get railroaded."

"You're all
heart Stanton."

"Get on with it
Holmes," Stanton hung up and thought out loud. "I feel sorry for
Holmes sometimes, there's that many people jabbing him up the ring
he’d pass as a poofter I reckon."

It was now
Sunday the 29th of September 5.00 pm and seven am in London.
Stanton rang Bruce Hurst on his normal phone. Hurst could see it
was Stanton as his mobile window lit up and responded.

"John?"

"Yes."

"We are without
a doubt being listened to John."

"Good, as long
as the right people hear. Send the girls home. Let me know when so
I can pick them up."

"Well get them
back to you John; I’ll do it myself."

"I don't know
if that's a good idea."

"Why?"

"Because your
shit ugly Bruce he he he." Stanton hung up laughing. Hurst started
ranting and raving at the top of his voice, spitting some of his
breakfast across the kitchen table towards his wife.

She responded
with a smile. "John okay is he darling?"

Stanton loaded
his cars with most of his personal belongings ready for the move to
Hawks Nest. Everything else stayed in case he needed to use the
home again. He discussed the way they would take different routes
to Hawks Nest and use anti-surveillance driving techniques. Lewis
was given the job of driving Stanton's Mustang and Stanton took the
Hummer. Cadiche and Jacob moved their cars into the street and
Lewis tagged on the end. Stanton watched the door of the garage
close behind him gradually blocking the view of his Harley
Davidson. Cadiche and Lewis took off initially south; Jacob went
directly north.

 


Stanton stood
outside the house that had been his home for the last nearly seven
years. He felt it represented a time in his life of relative
freedom and that he would not see such a time again. He pointed a
remote at the garage and armed the security system. If the house
was accessed without an involved process of switches and keyboard
combinations it would self-destruct.

 


He walked
across the road to the dwelling he rented to the government,
casually walked to the front door and knocked. A remote wireless
camera in the garage of the dwelling fed a picture back to his home
and he could see someone was there. The blind in the window
adjacent to the door moved and there was a short time before the
door opened a few inches. Stanton kicked the door and a stocky,
short dark-haired man in black trousers and a white shirt was sent
sprawling back on the floor of the entrance hall. Stanton walked in
and stood over the man. A thin, middle-aged woman came down the
stairs to his left wearing casual black pants and a white shirt
holding a pistol in her right hand, levelled at Stanton's head. He
looked at her and the man attempted to grab Stanton's leg and bring
him down but Stanton punched him between the eyes and he fell back
to the floor with a moan.

"Get away from
him!" shouted the woman. Stanton moved backwards to just inside the
front door keeping them both in sight.

"What are you
doing here and who sent you?" asked Stanton.

"Get out of
here before we call the police; we are just minding our own
business. How dare you!" said the woman.

"Minding your
own business. Everyone who minds their own business carries an
automatic pistol and drives a vehicle with government plates listed
to ASIO."

"Who the hell
are you? I'm going to hand you over to the police," said the woman
as she slowly walked to the base of the stairs just to his
left."

"Stanton, John
Stanton." The women lowered her pistol.

"Oh my god
you’re John Stanton," she replied with distress. The man on the
floor sat up hunched on one arm, holding his nose.

"Yes that's
him, I've seen him before," said the man in a muffled tone inside
his hand. "We don't know why we’re here; we haven’t received
instructions yet."

"Go home," said
Stanton. "It's no longer safe for you. Tell whoever you're dealing
with if I see you again I’ll kill you - a senseless waste but you
could be after my family. Tell them whoever is at the top of what's
going on is a dead person walking. Someone will know what I'm
talking about one way or the other; it’s not really important.
Brush up on your door answering skills – they’re atrocious."
Stanton backed out of the door with a half smile, closing it behind
him. He walked to his vehicle and drove off.

Stanton headed
for the d'Albora Marina at Nelson Bay where the Marie
Celeste was now moored. Stanton had the cruiser moved from
Sydney under cover of darkness while they were in Bourke. He knew
the Marina was not a strategic place to base his boat but it was
the only place in the area big enough to take the Marie
Celeste and she would be able to put to sea if the tide was in
or out. This was only a smoke screen and Stanton planned to use her
as much as he could to draw attention away from more stealth modes
of accessing John Gould Island.

The houses he
had set up were all esplanade addresses making it most confusing
for anyone to tell the individual addresses apart. Stanton parked
at the southern-most dwelling in Nelson Bay, where Cadiche, Lewis,
Jacob and his fiancée were in residence. He stayed only a short
time and then took Cadiche, Lewis and Jacob to the Marina leaving
Jacob’s fiancée at the dwelling.

Cadiche had
spoken discreetly to Stanton about the gamble of including Lewis
and Jacob's fiancée in such delicate proceedings. Stanton agreed on
Jacob's fiancée but disagreed that Lewis would be a risk. Stanton
would allow Jacob's fiancée to have only as much information as
necessary and reminded Cadiche she was in danger because of them.
He stated there was a lot of difference between a gamble and a
calculated risk. Cadiche then agreed on his brother, explaining he
did not want him getting hurt and was trying to keep him out of
things as much as he could.

Stanton powered
the Marie Celeste towards the open sea, turning north around
Yaccaba Head, the eastern most point before Hawks Nest beach, and
dropped anchor two hundred metres off shore. Stanton left them on
board and took the motor launch from the Marie Celeste’s bow
and ran it up the beach opposite the central dwelling now occupied
by Robert. Anthony was at the dwelling and both their families were
at the north esplanade address now occupied by Anthony as
pre-arranged by Stanton via satellite phones.

 


They wasted no
time getting back to the Marie Celeste; but Stanton powered
past the motor cruiser and headed for John Gould Island. He made a
heading straight for a high rock face with outcrops jutting out
into the ocean. The outcrop was on the western side of the island,
about a third of the way from the southern end and well sheltered
from the pounding waves of the open Coral Sea. As the motor launch
approached the rock face stretching skywards eighty metres before
it rounded off to the heavy scrub and gum trees Stanton's
passengers became edgy. He assured them it would be okay and nosed
the launch between the rocky outcrops, turning hard starboard into
a gap between one of the outcrops. The channel formed by the rocky
outcrops either side looked like a dead end but after covering a
further 50 metres the launch turned hard to port in a complete U
turn bringing them directly under the island’s rock face.

The water in
the inner channels was calm and after thirty metres Stanton turned
to starboard into a cave opening twenty metres wide and ten metres
high. The air became black as he motored further in, turned on the
launch’s lights following a round tunnel for one hundred metres
left and right in an S shape. They pulled alongside a rock face
with steps up to a ledge where Stanton tied the launch's bow to a
metal ring in the rock alongside the steps. He activated a remote
on his key ring and the steps lit up from lighting high in the roof
of a cavern. He led them up the steps to a solid rock wall in front
of them. Stanton pulled open a small door that looked part of the
rock face, it revealed a key pad. He punched in some numbers and
pushed the rock wall next to the keypad; an area the size of a door
opened inwards.

Stanton
directed them all in the door then followed them closing the door
behind him; he then led them along a tunnel carved into the solid
rock. Marks from stonemason’s tools could be seen in the wall faces
and light shone from the end of the tunnel some fifteen metres
away. Stanton explained as they went how a large area of the cavern
system was natural, left by the volcanic formation lava flows and
considerable work had been undertaken by hand to achieve the rest.
As they reached the light it revealed an open cavern some twenty
metres square and five metres high. The patterns of the igneous
granite rock with quartz intrusions shone in the fluorescent
lighting mounted on the walls.

Tunnels ran
centrally in the middle of each wall to other caverns in the
complex. The cavern was sparsely furnished with a table and six
chairs, a fridge and kitchen unit in one corner with some pipe work
running along the wall of the tunnel to the left; with two bunk
beds against the walls. Stanton showed them the rest of the
complex, some three other caverns the same size, one with a shower
and toilet with the effluent being delivered to a lower cavern just
above the sea water level. Once the effluent was processed the
clean water ran back into the sea. An in-ground water tank above
the complex island level was fed from a few steel sheds and was
backed up with a small desalination plant should dry conditions
prevail, also hidden below the surface.

All the power
was supplied by a combination of solar and wind generators
scattered about the island, on or around buildings and dwellings
used for the safari and fishing business currently not operating.
From the central cavern a ladder ran up the right hand wall next to
the tunnel leading up a vertical shaft just big enough to climb up.
The ladder went up for some twenty metres to a small five metre
square cavern then continued on to a trap door on the island
surface. The roof of the cavern was five metres below the island
surface and dead tree roots could be seen embedded in the rock
walls and ceiling. The room bristled with computers, screens, desks
and chairs, with wiring running skywards up perfectly round drill
holes of one hundred millimetres in diameter connecting the
elaborate communication system with satellite dishes mounted on the
scattered buildings above. They all returned to the central cavern
where Stanton explained this was a last resort for them and he
expected them never to have to use it; but it was a place where
information could be gathered in complete stealth.

The complex
communicated with the outside world via his satellites and bounced
to three dwellings on different parts of the globe. The dwellings
then connected with normal information routes such as the internet
and cell phone systems. It was possible to trace the dwellings as
they communicated through normal channels but there the trail would
go cold; the activation and retrieval of such communications was
virtually impossible to trace. The dwellings also had failsafe
entry systems and would self destruct should anyone attempt to gain
entry without the correct codes and process.

 


The dwellings
were in Pimba near Island Lagoon tracking station in South
Australia, Black Beach Hawaii in the north Pacific and Angel City
near Cape Canaveral Florida. Stanton explained he had put them
there for two main reasons. One being masses of communication
traffic due to military installations close by; this would make
tracking signals difficult and very risky for government bodies
with little control of the areas. The other being that Stanton
could be realistically assumed to be in such places due to western
alliances giving more scope for him to sidetrack any interference.
He insisted that from now on direct contact person to person with
him would cease until such time he deemed it safe; thus the
elaborate communication system he had built to keep in touch.

 


They left the
island complex and Stanton dropped them at Hawks Nest beach. Just
before he left he instructed Anthony and Robert to head to Sydney
Airport and pick up the girls; Hurst had done such a good job of
hiding their arrival not even he could tell them at what time they
would arrive. He told the boys to tell Jodi that he loved them all
and should he return they would all be together; he stated his
chances were less than forty percent, the best he had given himself
ever to date. The boys watched the launch reach the Marie
Celeste. The Marie Celeste faded from view.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

 


Stanton's mind
was filled with family. He needed to focus on what had to be done.
Stanton circled John Gould Island and dropped anchor on the
mainland western side in the sheltered bay two hundred metres from
the island’s hidden entrance. He threw out some fishing lines and
secured the rods to the rear deck. He put a dummy at the rear lower
deck table; started a laptop computer with wireless net linked to
one of his accounts and started a program that would surf the net
as if he was online. He set an alarm; got some rest and waited for
darkness.

Stanton woke
just as the sun had gone down; he put on a wet suit over his tight
blue jeans and denim shirt. He slipped quietly into the water on
the east side of the Marie Celeste and swam steadily to the
island’s underground access. Once inside he headed straight to the
communication room in the upper cavern and cranked up the systems
bringing his satellites online.

He plugged in a
USB fob and accessed the results of the email traffic. There were
only three emails incoming; Stanton opened the first one from an
Australian contact, it was in code and indecipherable. He opened a
code data base on an adjacent computer, entered the message and
started a search. He opened the second from an American contact and
found he had to do the same.

The third
message when opened was not from one of the list of seven he was
looking for but it was the most interesting. Stanton recognised the
language immediately as Hebrew and it was generated from Pakistan:
אתה לא אמוני.
איפה הכסף שלי הלך.
Stanton put the message into a translator in the computer, which
generated a response. You failed my trust. Where is my money
gone? Stanton was now well and truly focused; the main users of
this language are Israelis. The adjacent computer started beeping,
telling Stanton it had matched the code and delivered a result. The
Australian message read: infiltrated, discontinue contact.
The American message read: if he does not find you first, I
will.

 


Stanton
assessed his plan was working and he went about the laborious task
of putting names to the email addresses. He was rewarded fairly
quickly with the Australian contact Marshall Tucker, contract
advisor for security ASIO. Stanton knew Tucker as he had
recommended him to the Australian government to advice on security
measures when Stanton moved to other assignments. Tucker was an x
American diplomat now residing in Australia, becoming naturalised
and granted an Australian passport some years ago. His main
business was ballistics as he was a science graduate graduating
from Oxford University in the UK, specialising in small arms design
within his father’s manufacturing organisation based in Germany.
Stanton did not know much about him as a person other than his
small arms designs were second to none. Stanton traced the American
generated email and came up with Gerard Tucker, Marshal’s younger
brother from an area of Florida. The third email had been generated
from the official government buildings in Karachi Pakistan but was
generic and had no owner affixed.

 


Stanton thought
for a while, he knew that they had information that could clarify
how he would proceed, but who first? Stanton refused to assume
these people were automatically guilty as things are not always as
they seem. He had two cherries up for Marshall Tucker, the closest
one being it was a load of arms supplied by his father's
organisation that had gone missing and email traffic indicating
large money transactions. He could no longer contact Holmes or
anyone associated as he now had a head start and a good one and did
not want to lose that edge. It was obvious that Marshall Tucker
would know something and he could get to him quick. He gave himself
twenty-four hours before Tucker would be on high alert. Stanton
traced Marshall Tucker’s address through the ASIO system via his
invisible code planted long ago; Tucker had a place in the Canberra
suburb of Reid in Currong Street. Located
directly next to the city, Reid is one of the oldest suburbs in
Canberra. Reid is named after Australia's fourth Prime Minister,
Sir George Reid and is very affluent with many government officials
and workers residing in the area. Stanton thought and hatched a
plan. 

Stanton left
the systems running for remote operation via his satellites and
made his way back to the Marie Celeste still merrily
cavorting on the net as having Stanton on board. He changed and
took the motor launch from the Marie Celeste leaving her in
guise mode. He headed the launch to an old oyster shed below
Tomarre Hill Shoal Bay, hiding the launch inside the shed’s mooring
and taking a late model white Ford Falcon stowed inside the
shed.

He left the car
at Rutherford Airport where Robert had already been summoned to fly
the chopper; they hugged the earth all the way. Robert put down at
a small property on the edge of Kowen Forest just to the east of
Canberra that Stanton owned and used when he had dealings in the
capital; the property was in Jodi's name and so were the vehicles.
Stanton told nothing of what he was doing to Robert and used the
fly time to find out about family. Anthony was picking up the girls
at about this time. Stanton told Robert to wait and if he did not
return before sun up to head back home without him.

 


It was 30th
September 1.00 am, Monday and Stanton took the grey Honda Accord
stowed in the garage registered in his wife’s name and headed into
Canberra leaving Robert resting in the dwelling. He reached Currong
Street, Reid half an hour later and parked under some overhanging
willows in a park well out of sight from any dwelling. He proceeded
on foot some three hundred metres along the silent sleeping street
to Tucker’s address. He had checked the location of Tucker’s mobile
before he left and found it to be in the area. The house was
protected by the government central security system; Stanton had
retrieved the access codes from the system before he left and
entered the garage through a side door in the back garden. He
assessed that Tucker’s BMW was in the garage and so was his wife's;
Stanton hesitated and decided he would need a alternate plan to get
to Tucker, not wanting his wife and children involved. He had
thought of this and left the same way he had come and returned to
his car. He tried a long shot and sent an email message to Tucker’s
government phone using one of the addresses sourced from the files
activating his satellite system by remote from his phone. The
message was: at the Canberra light aircraft terminal pick me up
urgent.

 


Stanton was
careful not to be seen when accessing the airport by going in
through a gate around the back of the complex adjacent to the
Fairbairn golf course, giving access from the eastern side, leaving
his car in the golf course clear of the buildings and walking to
the light air terminal directly to the west across the runways. The
airport control tower was manned but only for security reasons for
aircraft monitoring and the mobile security staff stood out well
with their amber flashing lights. He avoided the terminal and
waited in the car park. His allocated time of wait had expired and
he began to move from his hiding spot when bright driving lights
could be seen approaching the empty car park; Stanton darted back
in the darkness. A black BMW cruised slowly past. Stanton could not
see who was driving; it pulled up outside the small terminal
building and the lights switched off. Stanton for the first time
could clearly see it was Tucker as he went into the building
terminal. Stanton sent another message: maintenance building
east of terminal hurry.

Tucker emerged
from the terminal in a few minutes and headed to the building,
Stanton followed adjacent to him hidden by a row of shrubs in a
garden bed separating areas of the car park. When well clear of
terminal surveillance Stanton grabbed Tucker by the arm, pulling it
up his back and tripping him to the ground; he yelled out.

Stanton put a
pistol to his temple as he lay face down and whispered in his ear
as he knelt alongside. "Shut up, get up very slowly and walk to
behind the shed. Just over there." Tucker complied. Stanton pushed
him away and turned him round, holding the pistol at hip height
directed at Tucker as Stanton stood with his back to the shed
wall.

"Holy shit
Stanton," whimpered Tucker.

"You have two
minutes to answer the questions, if you fail in two minutes you
will be dead." Tucker’s jaw shook as he stood stiff with terror.
"Afghanistan, fifteen truck loads of small arms and ammunition
gone, supplied by your father’s mob, you know about them?"

"Yes… yes I
do."

"And…" Tucker
looked at the ground.

"Habits John,
gambling. My family doesn't know. The money’s gone, I don't know
where, it just disappeared. I'm a fool, I have no answers," Tucker
shook his head as he spoke, still looking at the ground.

"Your brother
in Florida - what's the connection?"

"How do you
know all this Stant..."

"You’re running
out of time, answer the question."

"We both have
the same problem; we were going to split the take."

"Who do you
think you were going to find here?"

"Hadar, a man
called Hadar." Stanton squinted.

"That's a
Hebrew name."

"Yes he's an
Israeli sent here to protect me."

"What...what
kind of shit are you in Tucker?"

"Stanton you
have no idea what you're getting into."

"You have
thirty seconds."

"I don't have
the money so they are sending him to help find it and make sure I
comply, they have threatened my family John. This is bigger than it
looks John, for god’s sake man."

"Keep
going."

"I’ll tell you
this, it's the least I can do for mankind, the arms are a
smokescreen. Sure we sold them but they were never used, just left
for the British army to find in a mock training camp. Otherwise I
would never have got involved. Think deeply John, we are at war you
know." Stanton dug deep before he answered.

"We gobble up
resources trying to find crooks and then can't see the wood for the
trees."

"Yes I can't be
sure but I think you're right."

"This Hadar
fella, where can I find him?"

"He is in a
motel here in Canberra, I thought he wanted me here for something,
he sent me an email to come here."

"That's the
luck of the Irish that I picked the correct email link.
Unbelievable."

"You sent the
emails?"

"Yes."

"Someone will
be here any time; they are tracking you John."

"No they won’t,
I'm busy fishing."

"Fishing?"

"It’s a long
story that doesn't concern you. Phone Hadar and have him come
here."

"John, look my
family I..."

"Your time has
long expired, call or…" Tucker activated his phone. His manicured
fingers had never seen a day’s work.

"Hadar, I am at
the light airport terminal, the money is here. Yes, come
immediately."

Stanton waited
in the shadows as Tucker stood in view along the edge of the car
park entrance. A Toyota Land Cruiser V8, four-wheel drive silver
wagon came in to view in great haste, the lights blinding Tucker as
he nodded his head to Stanton and it pulled up alongside him
skidding to a halt. A burly fat man of Middle Eastern appearance
with a hooked nose and unshaven face stepped from the vehicle.

"Ah, Hadar,"
said Tucker.

"Where is the
money and how did you get it?" Tucker turned so Hadar had to put
his back to Stanton hiding in the shadow of the adjacent shrubs.
Stanton struck immediately laying his pistol and silencer across
the back of Hadar's neck and kicking him in the diaphragm when he
went down. Stanton knelt next to Hadar and put the gun in his
mouth.

"I usually give
people two minutes; you have ten seconds," Tucker interrupted.

"No Stanton, he
has my daughter somewhere." Stanton looked with a scowl at Hadar.
He held his weapon on Hadar as he removed Hadar's belt from his
trousers and began to tie one end round his leg then dragged him
towards the back of the Land Cruiser. He then began to secure the
other tied to the tow bar of the cruiser.

"Tell me where
his daughter is or I’ll drag you round the car park."

Hadar's eyes
were bulging, but he said nothing. Stanton shot out his knee caps
at close range and he screamed out in pain.

"Room fourteen,
tied up in the toilet, she is fine, spare me!" Stanton turned to
Tucker.

"Go and get
her, check the whole motel he may be lying, if you cant fine her
call the police, I’m busy. Send your family somewhere safe. When
you’ve done that decide what you want to do. The Cadiche man will
come for you or you can rot in jail for the rest of your life by
the system. You decide, now get going." Tucker ran towards his car.
Stanton looked at Hadar again. "Now the name of the person in
Karachi, the name!"

"Tali Mahir!"
shouted Hadar. Stanton dragged him around to the driver's side
door; it took his entire might to lift Hadar into the front seats
laying flat across them, his bleeding knees soiled Stanton’s
clothes. Hadar whimpered in pain with every movement. The vehicle
was pointed towards the fuel trucks parked on the other side of the
fence some three hundred metres away. He got a large rock from the
garden bed and put it on top of the accelerator holding it to the
floor and put the cruiser into second gear. "Picking on children,
not a good move!' said Stanton as he turned the ignition key and
the vehicle coughed into life, shot away in a dead straight line
through the fence and ramming into the rear of a fuel tanker. The
vehicles exploded on impact and Stanton moved into the shadows and
made his way back across the runways to the car parked at the golf
course. He calmly motored towards the Kowen Forest property
unhindered as a massive response to the accident at the airport
drew all the attention.

 


It was early in
the dark of morning when they touched back down at Rutherford,
Anthony asked no questions about the blood stains in his fathers
clothes. Once the chopper was in the hanger at the Airport, they
went their separate ways. Stanton had kept an explanation to Robert
brief, giving nothing away, not being sure that the leads would
amount to anything.

 


He had summoned
Cadiche to the Marie Celeste asking him to use the electric
launch in the south dwellings mooring shed, silent in the darkness.
Stanton had not long secured his launch in the rear of the Marie
Celeste when Cadiche arrived. Stanton gave explicit information
on Marshall Tucker to Cadiche and told him to wait forty-eight
hours before he moved but to immediately check if Tuckers daughter
was safe, leaving what should be done with Tucker up to Cadiche.
Stanton was of the opinion that Tucker was a victim of poor habits
and greed and not coming into the realm of Stanton's creed; he also
needed the time to move his family. Stanton did not think he would
leave the country as he was a target wherever he went; he had upset
some nasty people who would now eradicate him as soon as they
could.

Cadiche was
concerned that arresting Tucker and putting him through the system
would create attention and Stanton may be implicated. Stanton said
it made no difference as the arms sale was common knowledge and the
leads anyone got from Tucker would not affect him as he was only
twenty-four hours in front of government agencies anyway.

 


Stanton got
Cadiche to ring David Stoke’s mobile, Stokes responded and Cadiche
found he was back in Sydney in his head of CIB role. Stanton was
now sure Ben Porter knew more than he was letting on and asked
Cadiche to meet with Stokes to see if he would work with Cadiche.
Stanton suggested he present the evidence to Stokes on Tucker and
tell him there was plenty more where that came from. Stanton was
sure Stokes was a good man and would be willing to contribute as
long as he was not required to step outside the system. Cadiche
made for the mainland just before it began to get light; the sun
was due up just after six am. Stanton was fatigued and lay on the
upper deck lounge; he was suddenly awoken by the calls of someone
off the starboard bow in the early sunlight. Stanton slowly looked
above the side railing and observed a small runabout launch with
two people on board. He called back. "Ahoy, can I be of
assistance?" A well dressed man called back.

"Yes, we
wondered how long you'd been fishing and if you had caught
anything?"

"Been here all
night, not much around just a few bites, couple of big ones but not
quick enough, been messing around on the internet while waiting.
Not a good combination."

"Ah… okay
thanks, will try up around the bluff, been told there are a few
biting there."

"Good on ya,
have a good day." The launch moved off at full pace heading north
and Stanton shook his head and spoke to himself as he lay back
down. "You'd think they'd have enough sense to take the white shirt
and black tie off, unreal. It’s hard to get good help these
days."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 


Canberra was in
chaos, most of the airport was a crime scene, air traffic in and
out was subject to on board searches before alighting and tarmac
bag searches. Parliament was in session but had been postponed so
the Prime Minister could prepare a statement. It was now 11.30 am
Thursday 30th September 2010.

 


Bevan Stanwell
studied the papers in front of him on his desk. Ben Porter Minister
for Defence and Graham Chatswood Defence Secretary were also
present on the opposite side of the bulky oval Blackwood desk in
the caucus room in Parliament House. They shuffled papers as they
read a bundle of reports from different departments. Stanwell
looked up, took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes.

"Ben can you
tell me how an Israeli wanted in six countries by Interpol and his
own government was staying in a motel in Canberra and found at the
Canberra airport; burnt to a cinder in the middle of the biggest
civil fire on record for the area?" Chatswood spoke first.

"Well I'm
convinced Stanton has something to do with this."

"How an earth
can you come up with that Graham," replied Porter. "Stanton was
observed on his motor cruiser on the coast of Hawks Nest early this
morning."

"Where is the
report on that, I don't have it here. If that's the case then of
course I'm wrong," replied Chatswood.

"I was informed
just before the meeting by phone, he's been there all night fishing
and surfing the internet is the official statement from ASIO," said
Porter.

"Blood in the
light plane terminal car park not far from the accident, do we have
any more on this?" enquired Stanwell.

"There was also
a large rock in the vehicle that appears to be from a garden bed in
the same area. The body also had its knees shot out but no bullet
fragments appear to be in the wounds. It’s really early days but I
think this was no accident. This man was murdered. Marshall Tucker
is on the surveillance monitor in the light air terminal around the
time of the accident but he cannot be found this morning. We need
more time," said Porter. Stanwell stopped chewing the end of his
glasses to speak.

"I’ll have to
make up some bullshit story to stall the press. I have a report
here of air traffic low around the Kowen Forest around this time.
Do we have any more on that?" asked Stanwell.

"I checked that
out with air traffic control, things were sketchy to say the least
and they have ruled this out. No definite radar logging, just some
lights over that way. Could have been someone out spotlight
shooting or four wheel driving, we don't really know," replied
Porter.

"I want the
police officer in charge of these operation’s reports on my desk
every morning," demanded Stanwell. Porter interjected.

"Em… perhaps I
should check the information so anything relevant is given to you.
You are busy Bevan," said Porter.

"No! I haven't
worked out how I'm going to explain to allied government officials
how an Israeli crook got into the country and is in the middle of
this," barked Stanwell. "I want this man backtracked to find out
how he managed to gain access to the country. For all we know half
of Al Qaeda may be walking up Anzac Parade as we speak. If this man
could do it someone else can. Now the reports on my desk every
morning, unmolested in any way," demanded Stanwell. "As for the
comment about Stanton being involved, I wish he was. Find Tucker,
he must know something. Porter you contact Stanton and tell him we
require his services."

"You know we
can’t do that Bevan, Stanton won’t accept any work from us since
there was a slight mix up with one of his family. We sent some
operatives to look after him just recently, he busted them and told
them to go home or he'd shoot them. Stanton's gone fishing - he's
had enough and just wants to be left alone by the looks," said
Chapman.

"Ah… that
reminds me, have you got anything on that cock-up yet Porter?
That's a lead you were pursuing, surely you can find who was after
Jodi Simpson."

Porter adjusted
his tie. "No Bevan, we are stretched and with all this business
could take a while," he replied.

"Let the AFP
take care of this Ben, I want Tucker or some relevant leads by
tomorrow morning, surely that's not too much to ask."

"No, I’ll
delegate and regroup. Graham can you gather all the latest about
the airport saga and see me in my office in an hour? I’ll have the
Feds there for a briefing to map out a plan."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 


In Arlington
Virginia USA it was around 7.30 pm on the 29th of September when
the meeting of government heads in Australia dispersed. Dirk Truman
lived not far from the Pentagon for easy access for his position as
field agent with the Central Intelligence Agency. Truman was eating
out at a restaurant with his wife when interrupted by his working
partner Conrad Wayne. Truman excused himself from the table, moving
out of earshot of anyone in the restaurant to outside the door on
the sidewalk. Wayne whispered quietly with a broad southern
accent.

"We’ve found
Hadar Mukam."

"Holy crap what
a break, we've been looking for that son of a bitch for two years,"
replied Truman.

"Well what's
left of him anyway."

Truman raised
his eyebrows. "Dead?"

"Shot and fried
in a fire in Australia."

"Australia, how
the hell did he get out of Karrachi?"

"We don't know,
and get this. Marshall Tucker seen at the same place Hadar was
killed."

Truman smiled
as he replied. "Marshall Tucker wouldn't hurt a fly, to busy taking
a long shot in the casino."

"Get this, all
right under the nose of the nation's capital Canberra. Hadar was
fried in a fire at the airport. We hear he was shot before he
burnt. Real pro job, no leads, just the fact Tucker was there."

Truman nodded
in response. "Okay this is the strongest lead we've had; one of us
has to head for Australia to check it out." Wayne’s face turned to
a serious reflection of concern.

"You remember a
guy called John Stanton?"

"Yeah. Ex-MI6.
That Stanton?"

"Yeah."

"Dangerous
bastard, lives in Australia now, has files on FBI and CIA
operations he was connected with from years back. He's on the
protected species list of just about every western government. Yes
I remember him, we didn't get on."

"Suppose I
better go then," suggested Wayne.

"Stanton
doesn't scare me."

"Nevertheless
he's still alive at sixty, you think you're gonna make sixty Dirk
and do what he's done?"

"Who knows,
maybe," commented Truman.

"We have
something else we just found out on Stanton."

"And…"

"He has his own
satellite system, we thought it was two but now believe he has
four. He may be listening to what we are saying here right
now."

"Four, if they
are in the right place that gives him twenty-four hour line of
sight."

"Exactly why
should we be worried about Stanton? He's done nothing but help us,"
enquired Wayne.

"I'm pretty
sure he sanctioned agent Whelan; he went to Australia five years
ago and just disappeared. He was looking into a British agent
hold-up in Australia blackmailing the FBI about a corrupt agent
laundering drug money."

"We don't know
that Dirk. We do know Stanton took out the British renegade because
he has his information and the guy was one of his creed who stepped
outside the line. I got plenty of time for that, the fact he
acquired the information really doesn't make any difference, he
could sink us without it. Why are we arguing about one of us? If
anyone can help us it's Stanton." Dirk looked sideways and thought
for a while.

"You go Con,
what you said is right. I just miss Whelan that's all."

"I’ll take Leah
and can be in the embassy in Canberra in less than 20 hours. Hadar
Mukam was holed up in some motel, they must have turned up
something from his belongings."

"How do you
know all this?"

"Someone sent
me an email, I traced the source to someone called Joe Blow in
Black Beach Hawaii."

"Why would
someone leak this to us?"

"I was
wondering the same thing. Whoever it is we would be cold without
it. The official press release from the Australian government is a
motor vehicle accident. I called our embassy in Canberra and the
name of the driver in the accident has not been released. I was
calling every motel in Canberra asking for Mukam and got lucky on
the third call, they also said he had not returned to his room and
the police were there."

"Give me the
email link and I’ll check out Mr Blow in Black Beach."

"If you want to
do that you need to go yourself. We are the only ones who have this
lead so having other agents involved is an unnecessary risk. This
just may give us the lead we are looking for to Tali Mahir."

"Agreed, Mr
Blow may be able to give us more than he already has so I’ll leave
in the morning. If Mukam got out of Karachi without us knowing then
Mahir maybe can to and we really need to know that."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER NINETEEN

 


Friday the 1st
of October 2010, 7.45 am, the Pacific International Apartments,
Canberra. Ben Porter was showering in the en suite of his apartment
ready to attend his office in Parliament House. He finished
dressing, adjusted his tie in the mirror and opened the door to the
lounge area; Lake Burley Griffin looked a picture from the high
rise apartment and he studied the view and walked through to the
kitchen. Porter was a creature of habit. He went to the fridge and
poured some orange juice into a tumbler, picked up his multivitamin
tablets from the top of the fridge and washed one down with the
orange juice. He went to a cupboard above the work bench top
alongside the fridge and began to prepare some coffee, breakfast
cereal and popped two slices of bread into the toaster. He turned
to walk back into the lounge and looked Stanton in the face
standing in the doorway wearing grey overalls. "My god how did you
get in here?" moaned Porter.

"Ben, how nice
to see you; we only met once but I never forget a face, especially
when it's attached to an arsehole. Now come in here and sit down."
Stanton backed up and took a position with his back to the wall
facing the main access door and next to the table in the dining
room. Porter followed him, his face carved with fear and sat slowly
down at the table facing Stanton.

"You come to
kill me?"

"Already have
Porter; you just took a cyanide capsule coated in gelatine. You
have maybe two to three minutes. You are the one who sent the
sanction for my wife; you should be more thorough. It doesn't
matter who you are; you went after one of my family, now you face
the music. Were you involved in the arms sale?" Porter looked
blankly at his hands on the table.

"You're
bluffing; you can't just go around killing people."

"I’ll remind
you, now probably only two minutes at the most. Suicide is an
epidemic these days especially with the pressure some people are
under. With all this shit going on you're already under the carpet
Porter. Now does the name Tali Mahir ring a bell?" Porter looked
shocked and lost colour.

"Stanton you
have no idea what you are getting into, these people are way beyond
us."

“They’re way
beyond you Porter, that's why you always send me, now what do I
need to know? Tucker was acting like you as well and the Hadar
joker; you must know something more than you're letting on. Seems
to me a lot of people are in danger." Porter starred out the window
in a pale daze.

"Millions, tens
of millions; it's beyond our control and as for you your time’s up.
I summoned security with my pocket remote with any luck you'll be
killed in the melee."

"Interesting
outlook you have had on life, just push a button and everything
will be okay. Your access to the system was shut down before I came
in here along with the system for the entire apartment complex. As
far as the people on the desk know I'm here to fix it. If anyone
was to interrupt us I would simply shoot them. You have failed to
access the gravity of what you have done. Now did you sell the
weapons?"

"No, I took
money to cover it up. I found out by error and made some foolish
decisions like go after Jodi Simpson to shut her up under pressure
from the perpetrators. It’s John Masters you’re after; he organised
the deal. Hadar was looking for him, holding Tucker to ransom but
Hadar had an accident before he could get to Masters. Masters
redirected the money to other accounts; I have no idea why."

"Mm.... Well I
was right you are an arsehole. Tell me do you know how old the
girls are who work in your overseas endeavours?"

"You have no
proof."

"What I have is
regular payments to your Swiss accounts from a company in Indonesia
you funded. Two brothels operating under the guise of a kitchenware
manufacturing company. They are in your wife's name but she knows
nothing about it because I rang her posing as the manager and she
was very puzzled."

"You're a damn
nuisance Stanton."

"Near time I
reckon, I’ll tell you how old they are Porter. The youngest is
twelve and the oldest is nineteen. Your establishments are actually
quite proud of the fact they have this service as they call it,
just ring them and ask. What do you think this is, living in an
episode of The Bold and the Beautiful or something? I
wouldn't give you the steam of my piss." Porter started choking and
held his throat, coughed, groaned then slumped forwards, his face
smashing down on the table.

Stanton looked
at him for a few seconds then took a tumbler of pills from his
pocket and marked them with Porters left fingers and palm letting
the tumbler roll onto the table from Porter's left hand. He went
into the kitchen and changed the contents of the vitamin pills on
the fridge wiping the canister clean. He carefully took the glass
of orange juice with a paper towel and two fingers on the lip of
the glass placing on the table next to Porter. He put his wig and
glasses back on and left the building.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER
TWENTY

 


Stanton, more than most, knew the global arms industry
was a very lucrative way for businesses to profit from death,
destruction and oppression. It is estimated that each year 2% of
world gross domestic product, or more than US$1 trillion, is spent
on the military. Australia’s rich had always wanted a greater share
of this global industry. Some state governments had been attempting
to be the most arms industry-friendly place in the Asia Pacific.
Promoting exhibitions and laying on lavish affairs for
manufacturers and dealers. The Australian government’s military
spending is over Australian $62 million per day. According to the
Stockholm International Peace Research Institute, Australia was the
eighth largest arms importer for the period 2003-07, accounting for
3.08% of world deliveries. Most of this spending was a result of
Australia’s involvement in the occupations of Iraq and Afghanistan,
but there has also been lavish spending securing Australia from the
threat of terrorists, and the big players in the arms industry have
been quick to exploit this market.

 


Stanton thought
these things over to come up with answers. He was not surprised to
hear John Masters’ name, the biggest arms dealer in the Pacific
based in Australia with the Tucker Empire in his pocket along with
others including Russians and Chinese. Masters was born in Israel
but held British and Australian passports being educated at
Cambridge University. There he met some of the rich and greedy and
was now a money junkie. Lord Adam Hollis had at one stage attempted
to have Masters’ British passport cancelled on grounds he was a
threat to western security but it was defeated by points of
law.

Masters was
also well entrenched in the annals of power in Canberra but Stanton
knew it did not extend to Bevan Stanwell's cabinet as Stanwell
detested Masters, at one time ordering that Masters be exempted
from government dealings whilst a backbencher. Porter had been got
at from lower down. Another thing that concerned Stanton was
Masters had been delving in nuclear weapon delivery systems and was
sure he had meetings with the Russians regarding warheads.

 


Masters was a
difficult person to access. He was rich, powerful, had friends in
high places and poor morals. He had no family, woke every morning
with the explicit attitude of “I run a money making business and
that's all that matters”. His parents had been killed in a
Palestinian rocket attack on Jerusalem from the west bank whilst he
was studying at Cambridge. No one had claimed responsibility for
the attack and he still had people looking for the perpetrators.
Stanton made up his mind that Masters must be eradicated and if he
got information on the way all well and good.

 


Masters’ main
weakness was that he attacked whoever challenged him legally or
physically. Stanton knew this left him wide open with the correct
approach. Masters had often asked Stanton for advice on security
and followed his every detail, even having doubles parading around
in places when he was elsewhere. Stanton wanted to interrogate
Masters or he would simply use sniper tactics. This made things
more difficult. To find Masters’ whereabouts he would need to
extract it from someone he knew, namely his right hand man Bakir
Mashun. Stanton knew he would send no one else to confront Stanton,
whom Masters feared more than anyone. Stanton knew Bakir Mashun did
not share Masters’ fear. The ex-Israeli army colonel had been
dishonourably discharged because of information supplied by Stanton
some year before on his dealings with Masters. Masters and Mashun
had been friends from primary school and formed a blood brother
alliance and Mashun took care of all Masters’ dirty work. Stanton
had worked things out by the time he got back to the John Gould
Island lair. He sent out some information via satellite to Masters’
network revealing where he would be, cloaked in a message to his
ex-wife. Stanton also made sure they got the press release on the
death of Ben Porter with the official statement of suicide. Stanton
checked Masters’ whereabouts by phone tracing and his personal jet
flight plans forwarded to the aviation authorities. Masters was in
Sydney which indicated Mashun would be as well; he estimated a
better than fifty percent chance. Stanton left the lair, placed
himself, and waited.

 


Masters had a
suite at the Stamford Plaza Sydney Airport on the top floor
overlooking the suburb of Mascot. He seldom ventured far from
airports, cutting down the chance of assassination as Stanton was
not the only one with an axe to grind with Masters. This was also a
very public place and difficult for anyone to access without being
detected and very difficult to make a fuss. Masters was always
impeccably dressed in floral shirts and designer shoes and slacks,
and he was busy throwing things around his lavish apartment and
yelling at the walls; he had been given the information Stanton had
sown. His tanned complexion showed a tint of shine from nervous
sweat. Masters kicked chairs as he yelled.

"Sharp dead,
Porter dead so he says I'm next ahh!" Masters turned on the bringer
of the news. "Get out, go on… get out!" The messenger scampered
through the exit and into the corridor and passed Mashun going in.
The messenger, Masters’ direct aid, looked at the ground and
stepped out of Mashun's path, his wide shoulders and ample rounded
wide jaw taking up most of the hallway. Mashun closed the door
behind him; Masters had calmed and sat down on a stool at the bar
and poured himself bourbon. Mashun spoke in his obvious Middle
Eastern accent.

"What is
troubling you?" he asked.

"I have found
out Stanton killed Sharp and Porter and says I'm next. He's made a
mistake; one picking on me and two inadvertently disclosing his
whereabouts."

Mashun looked
serious as he replied. "Stanton is sixty years old, he does not
make mistakes."

Masters handed
Mashun some papers. "Here look for yourself." Mashun studied the
reports and as he read on he began to smile.

"A message to
his wife to come to Katoomba, where is this place?"

"Blue Mountains
to be exact, he has a house there. He states Katoomba for confusion
purposes no doubt but we have information on his link to the
property, perfect place for an intimate meeting now he is back with
his wife. It's about an hour and a half from here." Mashun asked to
use Masters’ lap top computer and brought up Google earth.

"What is the
address?"

"Stanton's not
that stupid. I can give you the coordinates." Masters read out the
degrees and minutes location cross reference and Google homed in on
a farm house atop an escarpment ridge in the Blue Mountains. Mashun
studied the property from all angles and printed out several views.
He placed them on the table and ran his fingers over the road and
track network.

"Here look, a
track along the edge of the escarpment coming up behind the
dwelling and in thick trees sheltered from the building’s view. I
can access here out of sight and sound then go on foot across the
open gardens of the house. I will need an off road vehicle and
weapons." Master's stood at the window looking out across Mascot
towards Sydney and thought for a while before he spoke.

"Early in the
morning when the sun is coming up… he is preoccupied with the past
then. See what information you can extract from him. His wife is
very beautiful, I think you will find her most satisfying before
she dies. Perhaps you could get Stanton to watch, I can't think of
anything more likely to bring out information." Mashun smiled
widely, his three-day stubble and skin creasing as he laughed.

"I prepare now
and strike early in the morning." Mashun headed for the door when
Masters turned from the window and gave him one more
instruction.

"My aid has
read this, take care of him on the way; no one must know about this
or we could end up with half the planet up our arse."

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

 


Sunday the 3rd
of October 2010, in the morning at first light Bakir Mashun studied
the steep, winding track along the edge of the escarpment in the
Blue Mountains that led to the edge of Stanton's property. It
branched from a fire track and he could see through the heavy scrub
cover to the top of the ridge some three hundred metres away. He
checked his weapon on the seat next to him and his pistol stuck in
his belt; both were cumbersome with silencers attached. He broke
the access gate’s lock with the wheel brace of his Toyota Land
Cruiser wagon; it had been difficult to source a cruiser that was
green but he had found one.

 


He slowly
negotiated the steep and rough track that had obviously not been
used for a long time. To his direct left was a sheer drop of some
one hundred metres and to his right thick scrub cover; he crested
the step rise and stopped when he had a view. The track was clear,
the house would be to his right some two hundred metres when he
crested the next rise where he planned to leave the vehicle among
the trees once he was adjacent to the clearing that surrounded the
house. He crested the second rise and all looked clear; he could
just make out an out-house looking like a stable well to his right
amongst the scrub.

 


He edged
forwards and in a few metres the vehicle sank to its diff housings
and would not move; he turned off the engine and listened, complete
silence. He opened the door and assessed the problem, the vehicle
had become wedged in four rabbit holes on the track which happened
to be the exact wheel foot print of his vehicle, and he had been
unable to see them as he crested the rise. He could not escape
without the vehicle being mobile so he tried reverse but it
wouldn’t move. His efforts were also noisy in the quiet, calm
morning air so he decided to dig around the wheels before he tried
again. He took his pistol from his belt and put it on the driver's
seat, bent down at the rear wheel and began to dig in the hard
ground with his bare hands. He dug away at the earth with his
fingers grunting and groaning. It was slow going but after a few
minutes he was making progress when directly to his right in the
scrub he heard the snort of a horse. He looked up to see Stanton
mounted on a black horse wearing an Akubra hat and Driza-Bone long
oilskin coat looking him straight in the eyes. Mashun moved toward
his pistol but Stanton shook his head and produced a nine
millimetre auto pistol and silencer from beneath his coat.

"Don't even
think about it. Nice morning for a drive or a ride." Stanton
dismounted without taking his eyes or weapon off Mashun and moved
to within a few metres of him. "Well right on time, just for the
record you're the fourth one to take this bait over the years. The
horse I trained, the rabbits I couldn't so I dug the holes myself,
put in a rabbit trap and threw a few bits of rabbit shit around
from elsewhere; works every time. Stand up and very slowly walk
backwards to the edge of the escarpment. Make no mistake; one
single move out of place and I’ll kneecap you; no one remotely in
ear shot so forget it." Mashun stood and shook dirt from his hands,
his breathing was laboured as he was by no means a fit man, some
six foot plus and over one hundred and twenty kilos. He stumbled
backwards, tripping occasionally and stopped five metres from the
edge. "That'll do for now," said Stanton. "Take off your clothes
and throw them in front of you on the track down to your underpants
and singlet."

Mashun spoke as
he obliged. "Maybe we can make a deal eh? Masters sent me, you
understand he would kill me if I did not oblige. I tell you, he is
at the Stamford Plaza near the airport in Sydney."

"I already know
that, it's where your vehicle was delivered, I checked as soon as
you came in to view on the fire track, never hire a car and have it
delivered. Tell me something I don't know. We have laws and rules
in this country to be able to track people, like vehicle
registration numbers - novel idea fostered by the western world. I
realise some of the places you hang around haven't picked it up
yet."

"I can take you
to Masters, just give me a chance." Mashun had removed his clothes
and had no underwear. He clasped his hands together and waved them
up and down. "Please I beg of you!" Stanton rummaged through his
clothes taking his wallet, keys, some paperwork. He cleaned out his
vehicle, removing his bag and weapons; he got Mashun to put his
clothes back on and put his driver’s licence back in his jacket
inside pocket.

"I have
Masters’ location, that's all I needed, you were dead long ago.
Just finding you and how I was going to go about it was the only
thing but you handed me this." Stanton beckoned him forwards away
from the edge and around the scrub side of his vehicle and as he
walked past Stanton struck along side the temple with his pistol.
Mashun fell to his knees and received a further blow to the back of
his head. He was badly dazed and barely conscious and Stanton
muscled him into his vehicle passenger seat and hit him again to
the side of the head rendering him unconscious. Stanton took the
wheel of the vehicle and rocked it backwards and forwards until it
shot back down the hill to the fire track road. This road was
perpendicular at ninety degrees to the rock face and ended in a
lookout some fifty metres in front of the gateway access to
Stanton's property. A flimsy guard rail was all that stood between
the lookout and a sheer drop of one hundred metres to the rain
forest below. There was another accident involving a tourist in
poor light who was apparently unaware of the conditions.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

 


Stanton knew he
had to act fast. He sent a text from Bakir Mashun's phone to
Masters simply saying job done. He tidied up and returned his horse
to the property next door where it was cared for, without them
being aware that it was gone. He headed to Sydney on board a Harley
Davidson he kept at the Blue Mountains property; on a Sunday they
were everywhere. The Stamford Plaza Sydney was a tough nut to
crack. He rode to Circular Quay and parked in the mooring shed,
leaving his bike there and taking a plain white Holden commodore
from the vehicles stowed there with false government plates; he
ratified the plates in the security system via satellite. He
changed into a black suit and a white shirt that had been hanging
in the back of the vehicle and put on gold rim Ray-Bans and a false
moustache. He drove straight to the Stamford at Sydney Airport,
parked in the government car park area and walked directly into the
foyer. It was eleven am, the security guard on the door pulled him
up.

"You have
business here sir?" he asked. Stanton shrugged his head and
shoulders to one side then looked over his glasses at the guard
sternly. "Yes sir, I understand." Stanton continued on to the lifts
and waved to the staff at the desk on the way past.

One desk clerk
raised his eyebrows to the other who responded. "Government
vehicle, best left alone, can be more trouble than it’s worth,"
commented the second desk clerk. He took a lift to the top level
matching the room number of the card key with the level he acquired
from Mashun. He entered Mashun's room and searched it. He retrieved
a lap top computer, observed the paperwork Mashun had studied to
plan his attempt on Stanton's life and found some maps and detailed
plans of buildings and grounds from somewhere in Pakistan. He put
them into a black brief case also full of papers on the table and
secured it. He sent another text message to Masters: Come to my
room I have something for you we must celebrate.

Masters smiled
as he got the message and proceeded directly to Mashun's room.
Stanton was reasonably sure they would have some kind of knock
code; one knocks and must receive a reply so he stood directly at
the door and waited for the knock. Masters knocked and before he
had finished the door flew open and Stanton grabbed him by the
shirt collar with his left hand dragged him inside calmly and
quietly closing the door behind him with his foot. He then punched
Masters square in the face breaking his nose and sending him
crashing to the floor. Stanton immediately followed up with a kick
between his legs connecting with Masters’ private parts and Masters
groaned in pain. He picked Masters up by the scruff of the neck and
sat him on the lounge pointing towards the door, searched his
pockets and confiscated his keys, phone and wallet and a small
under and over 22 calibre derringer pistol no bigger than a match
box. He stood against the wall next to Masters and looking towards
the door.

"Well, well,
John Masters just the bloke I'm looking for. I'm pretty sure you
realise you have about two minutes, maybe not even that." Masters
was in pain and answered amidst moans.

"God Stanton…
what do you want… anything, it’s yours."

"Tali Mahir,
does the name ring a bell?"

"Yes, yes
please don't hurt me anymore for god's sake man."

"God’s sake,
huh, neither of us are on a path to meet the person, now Tali
Mahir."

"He’s involved
in the nuclear program in Pakistan, government official.

"What! Keep
talking."

"He's been
draining money from coffers in Pakistan to pay us for arms from us,
we couldn't supply so we redirected some supplied stock in
Afghanistan. Someone has transferred all the money - it's a mess.
It's every man for himself, the CIA have been nosing around, I
think they know."

"Know
what?"

"It's all a
smoke screen, Mahir is negotiating with Al Qaeda, the Taliban, even
western radicals to infiltrate the Pakistan government and take
control of the nuclear arsenal. They have promised him a country to
himself if they are successful."

"You idiot, I
didn't think even you could be that stupid. You think you would
survive that."

"No one knew
until the money disappeared and they started pointing fingers,
looking for us, me, Tucker. Hadar Mukam leaked the information,
wanted to sell details to us about the whole deal, names,
places."

"Those guys are
both Israeli, how the hell did they get into the middle of the
Pakistan government?"

"Look I don't
know, we nearly had the information from Hadar but someone knocked
him over."

"God Masters if
that happens World War Three will last about ten minutes."

"Mashun nearly
had the info from Mukam, what happened to him?"

"Er… he met
with a slight accident."

"Now me
Stanton?"

"You better
believe it, what would you do with the information, blackmail some
poor bastard out to a small fortune. Run till you couldn't run any
further, flights to the outer reaches of the solar system aren't up
and running yet. How long have I got?"

"Who knows, now
this has happened they’ll have to get on with it before you or the
CIA, MI6 or someone finds them." Masters started laughing at
Stanton. "He he he, you've cocked it up Stanton. You drove
this."

"Pig’s arse I
have, I'm just getting started, now get up." Stanton took Masters
to the window by the scruff of the neck and could see the pool way
below out the window at ground level. He marched Masters out of the
door along the corridor to the fire escape stairs and took him to
the roof level. Masters began to struggle as they approached the
eastern edge of the roof.

"No. No,
Stanton, I can help..no!" Masters began to struggle violently and
Stanton struck him between the shoulder blades winding him. He
dragged him to the edge of the roof as he struggled for breath.
Stanton moved further down the roof to line up as best he could
with the pool centre, he put Masters head over the edge grabbed his
legs and tossed him out into the air. He watched him fall silently
for a few seconds. He had made a wind error and Masters connected
with the edge of the pool before sliding into the water. Blood
surrounded his body as he floated in the water and terrified
onlookers screamed, running around in all directions.

 


Stanton cleaned
all he could out of both Masters’ and Mashun's rooms including a
second lap top from Masters’ room. He used two brief cases he had
found and secured them to his wrists both already full of papers.
He made his way down the fire escape to the basement, walked up the
underground car park ramp to his car and casually drove away. He
swapped the car for the Harley again at Circular Quay and with full
brief cases looking like saddle bags headed straight to the lair.
He joined a motorcade of bikes heading north on the F3 motorway
just out of Hornsby mingling and thinking in the afternoon sun. So
much information and not much time; was all he had learned true or
just flak to change people’s direction? He knew he was in for a
long night checking things out and hatching a plan.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

 


Monday 4th
October 2010 9.00 am, after a short meeting with some of his staff
Bevan Stanwell convened an early press conference in the press room
at Parliament House, Canberra. This was to announce the passing of
Ben Porter, believed to have taken his own life; and the
appointment of Graham Chatswood Secretary for Defence to take on
the Defence Ministry. The media directed a barrage of questions
about the missing weapons in Afghanistan and the journalist Jodi
Simpson who had not been seen and could not be contacted. Stanwell
avoided stating any specific facts because he didn't have any, just
saying that enquiries were ongoing and information would be
supplied as soon as available. The western world's media was
totally locked up with the goings on in Canberra; it was selling
newspapers around the world and that's what they wanted. If a
strategy of using the missing weapons to occupy western media and
authorities was the goal it had begun to work.

 


Darren Mack, a
journalist for an ABC current affairs program, stood at the back of
the conference just listening. He had been doing some summing up of
his own. The airport, Blue Mountains and Stamford Plaza accidents
were of much more interest. He had attended the scenes of the
incidents and the obvious clues he had observed he did not see in
any reports. Blood on the roadway of the light aircraft terminal,
tyre tracks on adjacent trails in the Blue Mountains and blood on
the roof of the Stamford Plaza directly above the swimming pool. He
became interested when reporting on the Sharp death in Kirribilli,
the facts just not matching up, and was considering the incidents
were related and linked to other facts such as the death of Porter
and disappearance of Jodi Simpson. He kept this to himself then
made a mistake. He attempted to source the owner of the property
adjacent to the fire track in the Blue Mountains where he found
matching tyre tracks and came up on Stanton's radar.

 


These things
could send investigations in the wrong direction; Stanton knew the
smoke screen must appear to be working for those who initiated it
so they remained bold and operative. Upheavals in the media
coverage were usually where they traced their success; if the media
was chasing wild geese in Afghanistan panic would be averted.
Stanton felt this was a civil matter and gave the task to
Cadiche.

 


An hour later
Darren Mack got a visit from David Stokes asking some very
embarrassing questions on his past and Mack was forced to redirect
his time and energy to protecting his own credibility. However this
would not last forever. Stanton's network began to function.

 


Bevan Stanwell
called a meeting of cabinet ministers and kept the attendees down
to a minimum. Graham Chatswood for Defence, Minister for Police and
Customs Jean Forbes and AFP operative Holmes who had been promoted
to take the place of Kevin Sharp. Stanwell found the information
supplied in the briefs overwhelming and in some cases
contradictory. Chatswood and Forbes were thoroughly confused and
could give no direction; the passing of Porter had caused an
information lag.

 


Jean Forbes
informed Stanwell they had been busy watching a container come into
Wollongong Port from information they had received in the same
batch that gave them the massive drug bust in Perth. It was
revealed they had been tracing a container load of imitation rubber
dog turds from China destined for novelty shops across Australia,
not weapons and drugs as believed. The massive amount of
information from the same source was serious and would have to be
assessed; they could not assume it was all bogus. Serious automatic
weapons had been found in possession of members of Sydney's
underworld in recent raids by the AFP. The information supplied was
from the same source. This was taking up resources and limited
staff were available to check current happenings but progress was
being made. It was discussed that Porter’s wife had become aware of
some overseas ventures her husband was involved in and it was
thought Porter had taken his own life over the incident.

Holmes had just
listened and not contributed to the discussion. Stanwell broke the
ice with Holmes asking him if he had seen Stanton of late.
Chatswood intervened and reported that Stanton had been on holiday
near Hawks Nest with his family being recently reunited. He also
informed them Jodi Simpson had been seen in the area as recently as
yesterday and that Stanton's communication with the outside world
had been next to zero; this had been confirmed by the extra staff
monitoring his communication and movements.

Stanwell wanted
to hear what Holmes thought of the remarks as he knew he had dealt
with Stanton directly of late. He backed Chatswood up further
stating that if Stanton wished to contact them he would, otherwise
he was best left alone. Stanwell stated clearly he wanted Stanton
involved with the arms investigation and urged Holmes to contact
him for a direct meeting. Jean Forbes freaked out at the mention of
Stanton, stating his quick application of heavy-handed tactics was
outdated and unnecessary in modern times. She explained she had
witnessed Stanton kill six oriental gunmen in the heart of Sydney
when she was returning from an overseas assignment accompanying a
British diplomat. Stanton was the MI6 bodyguard accompanying the
diplomat and she was horrified at his actions. Holmes reminded her
that if not for Stanton she would probably be dead.

 


The meeting
became unruly as Forbes abused Holmes. Stanwell demanded calm and
still pushed Holmes to contact Stanton but he refused. Stanwell
stressed to the meeting he felt something was drastically wrong and
they needed all the help they could get. He further stressed to
Forbes he was concerned about her attitude to matters of such grave
importance on national security. There had been a major breach of
the safety of hundreds of government officials and members of the
armed forces. He was sure he did not have all the facts and time
was running out. Holmes still insisted Stanton was better left
alone and Chatswood agreed. They hatched a plan of redirecting all
ASIO operatives to track down the perpetrators of the illegal arms
sales, Chatswood and Holmes left the meeting to plan and deploy
operatives to leads they had. Stanwell asked Forbes to stay.

 


Stanwell asked
Forbes a simple question. "I am assigning you to attend a meeting
with Taliban officials in Afghanistan to negotiate peace talks.
They have previously been known to have taken foreign diplomats
hostage and barter for things while they rape and torture them if
they are women. Who would you like to have accompany you to make
sure you are safe? The people you have now or John Stanton?"
Forbes’ chest was heaving and her eyes sparkled.

"I refuse to
answer such a hypothetical question when I would never have to do
such a thing. It makes no sense," barked Forbes.

"John Stanton
is sixty years old. He has done that all his life. I find it quite
disturbing that you do not trust his judgement or support him after
such sacrifice. The incident you spoke of I am aware of, did you
ever find out who the people were and what they were doing in the
middle of the streets of Sydney with an array of firearms?"

"No I found the
incident quite disturbing and tried to forget it. I can still see
this John Stanton walking around the bodies of the poor fellows
like nothing had happened. He was ecstatic when he found ID in one
of their pockets showing it to some of our agents, they were all
smiling; it was deplorable."

"They were six
of the most wanted Triad criminals in Asia and the South Pacific.
Interpol and the Chinese government had been after them for years.
Why they were there and who they were after we don't know, but they
would have killed whoever they liked and that would include you. We
were able to backtrack with Stanton's assistance and find how they
got into the country and shut down a nasty criminal network gaining
a hold in this country and threatening everyone's safety; it wasn't
that hard as we got lots of help from the public and we live in a
country of law-abiding citizens. It is your job as a servant of the
people and an elected minister to use whatever means you have
available to achieve results for the people. These are the facts,
have a good think about them. I appreciate you have made leaps and
bounds in getting the AFP, ASIO and Customs working as a tight
team. They are a wonderful bunch of Australian people working
together for a better Australia. We are currently trying to deal
with a serious breach of international security concerning truck
loads of missing small arms in a country that is crawling with
death, destruction, corruption and they are the good parts. We are
facing foes like Al Qaeda, the Taliban and other factions yet to
make a name, not misguided westerners trying to better their bank
accounts in a country with firm democracy like Australia. I suggest
you work with the utmost diligence in finding the perpetrators of
our missing weapons and if we need to go to Afghanistan to further
our enquiries you'd better hope we can find lots of John
Stanton's." Forbes rose from her seat and tucked the chair quietly
under the table. She moved slowly and looked contented as if she
had just experienced an orgasm.

"Thank you, I
think I needed that. I don't think I could do your job; my
strengths lie with passive unity. I hope you take that into
consideration should someone need to go to Afghanistan; I'm not the
person."

"You are too
valuable here keeping your departments working together."

"Would you like
me to find Stanton?"

"Absolutely
not, I need his trust."

Forbes forced a
smile, creasing her perfect lipstick line. "I’ll get on with my
work; should we find where he is I’ll let you know. I'm terribly
sorry, I should have more respect." Stanwell rose and opened the
door for Forbes with a smile and they left.

 


Stanton was in
the lair and Cadiche informed him the Sydney underworld had erupted
due to the AFP raids, with rival gangs gunning each other down
blaming each other for information leaks. He was concerned to find
innocent people were getting caught up in the melee and felt the
tactics had backfired somewhat.

He acquainted
Cadiche with Wu Farr in China Town, making a call to Wu Farr via
satellite bouncing from his Pimba property in north South
Australia. Stanton and Wu Farr had a set code of statements to pass
verbally back and forth to guarantee identity. Immediate
arrangements were made for Cadiche to meet with Wu Farr midway
between Sydney and Newcastle. Cadiche supplied delicate information
and evidence on renegade underworld members beginning to operate
outside their creed. Cadiche and Wu Farr talked for some time; they
had something in common, Stanton. Within hours the street war
perpetrators vanished and the streets fell silent. Stanton's
network grew and began to function itself.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

 


Tuesday the 5th
of October, Stanton watched the sunrise on the surface of the
island and then hastily scaled the shaft back to the lair. All of
his time and resources had been on tracing Tali Mahir; some
disturbing and confronting facts had emerged. Tali Mahir was an
Israeli national; he had several aliases one being Tali Mahir. His
real name was Kadeem Levi. Stanton was familiar with this person, a
young radical ousted in 1979. Levi attempted to form a branch party
in the Israeli Parliament to fight the agreements of Camp David
from 1978 in the US and expand the state of Israel to as far as
Iran and had links to the Wahabi in Saudi Arabia. The British
government was aware of the threat and forced the government of the
time to oust the radical and he was exiled, hunted by Stanton and
eventually ending up in Pakistan where he had family and contacts.
What had transpired now was murky but obviously he had changed his
identity, acquired Pakistani citizenship and was now in a position
to cause some major problems for the west.

 


Information
from MI6 and CIA files listed Mahir as one of the Middle East's
most watched and distrusted men. He had been in contact with
General Jahangeer Mashir of the Afghan army on a regular basis for
at least two years; this man was definitely in the centre of the
missing arms deal, only one letter difference in their second
names. Why had MI6 and the CIA not already acted? If you needed six
numbers to win a lottery then Mahir would have the numbers lined up
for Stanton years ago. Jahangeer Mashir was going to be of no use
to Stanton as he had been found hanging in a Kabul street by the
neck two days ago, seems Jacob’s father was quick to take advice.
The task was clear for Stanton; access Tali Mahir, interrogate and
eliminate him. This was easily said.

 


Stanton's
normal mobile rang and he answered but said nothing; after a few
seconds an American voice was heard. "Stanton I know you’re there,
I will leave my phone on for two minutes. I think I'm close, we
need to talk." Stanton scrambled to his keyboard and activated a
search for the signal. It was from a tower in Newcastle near Queens
Wharf. The phone was about to go dead when Stanton replied.

"Sit tight,"
and he hung up.

Stanton thought
for a while, had his leak paid off? This could be anything so he
traced the number to be CIA, Conrad Wayne, this did not ring a bell
but the person wanted to be identified signifying he wished to talk
in their creed. The mobile tower was on the top of the Newcastle
Crowne Plaza along Queens Wharf, Stanton moved.

The Stamford
was adjacent to the Newcastle Harbour the back of the complex and
had a generous pontoon access suitable for boats and amphibious
aircraft, so Stanton used the Marie Celeste. She cut a huge
wake as she powered up the Newcastle breakwater access past Nobby's
Head. The massive power launch drew a crowd as she pulled up at the
Stamford and Stanton tied her up. Stanton stood by the bow looking
in the water and had been there for a few minutes when an American
voice spoke beside him.

"Nice boat,
yours?" Stanton looked around to the tall American in casual floral
shirt and grey slacks. His gold rim Ray-Ban sunglasses hugged his
face, hiding his eyes and matching the colour of his well tanned
face.

"Yes, looking
for someone?"

"Yeah you
wouldn't know a Joe Blow would you?" Stanton started laughing.

"You didn't
really buy that did you; would you be Conrad Wayne?"

"Yeah, you're
well informed. People who have satellite communication systems
generally are."

"Tali Mahir,
heard of him?"

"Oh yeah."

"Get on board
and I’ll show you round."

"The dark guy
and woman in the police car, you know them?"

"I do."

"They've been
watching me for the last hour."

"They have been
watching you for the last two hours, you need to sharpen up."

"Do I need my
things?"

"No they will
watch them for you, they know what room you're in."

"I hear people
who go fishing with you rarely return."

"Were not going
fishing, we’re looking for rats; big ones."

Wayne climbed
aboard the Marie Celeste; Stanton cast off and powered
towards the open sea. He dropped anchor just off the entrance to
the lair, cranked up his computer system monitoring for any
eavesdroppers; he had said little to Wayne and informed him of
why.

"We’re now
pretty safe, not much chance of being heard now. Tali Mahir, what
do you know of him?" said Stanton.

"We’ve had him
on radar for two years now, nearly had a guy who works for him
called Hadar Mukum but he got himself killed here a few days ago.
We hoped to have extracted some information from him. We don't know
how Mukum got out of Kabul without us knowing, too late now
anyway."

"Mukum had his
arse covered by powerful people here, one being Tucker who I sure
you would know."

"Yeah Marshall
Tucker's family rolled back up in Florida recently to his brother’s
place, we haven't seen Tucker."

"You're not
liable to, he committed suicide last night; gassed himself in his
garage in Canberra."

"Mm… Look we
think we have a big problem, Tali Mahir isn't what he seems."

"Correct, his
real name is Kadeem Levi, he was an Israeli political activist in
the late seventies. I was supposed to have taken care of him but I
missed him. Linked to the Wahabi he was and still is a hard
target."

"Hot shit,
that's the kind of stuff we’ve been looking for. This Tali Mahir is
real good friends with a lot of people he shouldn't be."

"Like Jahangeer
Mashir."

"How do you
know all this?"

"Okay. Tali
Mahir we’ll call him. Looks like he's got some unfinished business;
he had a vision of certain parts of his empire stretching further
than it did, a lot further. Maybe he’s still looking at the task
and rustling up a few friends to assist him. I could give the
threat names but that may cloud the issue. Whoever or whatever they
are is not important, the fact we have stumbled upon them and what
they are up to is. I may need some help."

"Can we trust
you John?"

"I trust no one
and you should be the same. Going into Pakistan after Tali Mahir is
no picnic for anyone; the only ace I have is they don't know I'm
coming and I want to keep it that way. Send someone in, I don't
want to know about it, I'm making sure the British act as well; one
of us is likely to succeed. If any of us fail they can't get
information from people that don't have any." Wayne thought about
what Stanton had said for a while. He stood up and looked over the
bow of the Marie Celeste then turned back to Stanton.

"If we get
information others need to know we must share it," quoted
Wayne.

"I've done
alright so far," replied Stanton.

"Agreed, only
one other CIA operative knows of this lead, Dirk Truman." Stanton
looked up with a stern face. "That's why I'm here, Dirk realises
things could be better with you."

"If I take out
one of your people you'd know about it because there would be a
reason. If you can’t find a reason look elsewhere. I don't take out
people because they are American, British, Swahili or whatever;
they are sanctioned due to threats to western democracy and or my
family."

"Can we trust
this Joe Blow guy in Hawaii?" Stanton cracked up laughing. "Joe
Blow could be anyone, Australian slang for any ordinary person who
doesn't exist. Just the average Joe Blow; I had to risk the
communication outlet in Hawaii to get to you. The place has no one
there and is wired should it be infiltrated; no chance of any
leak."

"You mean if
anyone tried to access the place it's wired and would blow?"

"If I don't use
the correct access codes and procedure I’d end up with some alien
kicking my arse around the moon somewhere."

"Holy shit."
Wayne fumbled with his phone and appeared impatient when the answer
took a while. Dirk Truman responded although it was the middle of
the night in Hawaii. He could see it was Wayne and he was busy
creeping through a yard in Black Beach about to force entry to a
dwelling.

"This better be
important Conrad," whispered Truman in the quiet black.

"If you are
near the house in Black Beach disengage, it’s wired."

"What are you
talking about; I'm here next to the garage, no one’s home, I'm
going in."

"And I'm here
with Stanton, otherwise known as Joe Blow, try and access the place
and you'll end up with your arse on the moon, it’s wired." Truman
looked at the ground and shook his head.

"Phew… that was
close," whispered Truman. "I owe you one. How do I get in this
place?"

"You don't,
it’s Stanton's, just used for holidays so to speak. Now I think
we've said enough.”

"Okay, heading
back," Truman hung up and Wayne put his phone in his pocket.

"Any more
surprises Stanton?" asked Wayne.

"If you get a
message from normal civil means I wouldn't go busting the places
they come from, could be terminal even if it's right under your
nose."

"We know you
have four satellites."

"You don't know
how many I got, just what I want you to know and that's the safest
way to go. Contacting you wasn't a gamble it was a calculated
risk."

"Okay, we’ll be
going in for Mahir."

"Sounds good,"
said Stanton as he weighed anchor and cranked the Marie
Celeste into life. Stanton returned Wayne to the Stamford and
had a casual conversation with him en route. Stanton heard a story
he heard so many times of a broken home mainly due to the pressures
of Wayne's work. Conrad Wayne stuck with it because he knew too
much and thought losing touch would leave him and his family
vulnerable.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

 


It was
Wednesday the 6th of October 2010 10.00 am, 10 Downing Street,
Westminster. Chancellor of the Exchequer Albert Hollis was at his
desk sucking on his pipe. It filled the air with a calming waft of
African tobacco that mixed with the tinge of brandy and leather
polish and brought a sense of calm to him. He awaited Bruce Hurst
and Roger Barkly who had requested a closed meeting with Hollis.
They entered the room carrying nothing with them and sat down after
greeting Hollis. Hurst started to explain.

"I have had
explicit and concise information forwarded from Stanton through MI6
code channels. Roger and I have some more work to do on some of the
information but we are the only recipients and it ties in with
something we have been waiting to move on for quite a while.
Stanton found a lead to Tali Mahir, Cleary denoting that the
missing Australian small arms sale is tied in with him. He got the
name direct from one of Mahir's henchmen who met with an
unfortunate accident whilst visiting Australia.

The sale is a
smoke screen by Mahir to draw resources away from the real issues.
The real issues being the Pakistan nuclear arsenal. Mahir has been
negotiating with his favourite kind of people - radicals. These
things are fact and Mahir, formerly Kadeem Levi, has access to the
strings that operate them. Stanton is going after Mahir and has
requested we do the same. The CIA are also sending someone in; it
is hoped one will succeed with gaining the information we need to
pull this up. Kadeem Levi is a madman, has an axe to grind and we
ask for permission to take up the mission. Stanton missed Levi when
he was ousted in the late seventies; time has come to act."

Hollis looked
down at the table and started to reload his pipe. He rolled his
lips and blinked several times before speaking. "The question is
does Mahir already have his hands on the strings of the nuclear
arsenal. Stanton or anyone else could bring on the biggest
catastrophe we’ve been trying to avoid. Do we have any information
to indicate this?"

"No sources
including the CIA and Stanton can preclude that,” said Barkly. “We
have assessed the Defence Department's latest information that puts
the nuclear arsenals squarely in the hands of a very complicated
process involving the most trusted people in Pakistan. It is more
complicated than ours; a real threat is if Pakistan goes on alert
and India does the same thing. If we consider all these risks the
bigger is to leave what we already know, we should not just stand
back to see what happens. Too late in such a circumstance will be
too late for anyone."

Hollis stood up
and began to pace around as he listened. "If you go in what are the
odds you will succeed in getting to Mahir?" asked Hollis.

"Thirty percent
at best," said Hurst.

"Thirty
percent, a little optimistic I feel but I admire your courage,"
said Hollis.

"It's the arms
deal fiasco, they must be attempting something big to pull such a
stunt. They have completely cocked it up; just one mistake over
Stanton's wife took the lid off this. We don't have much time,
three fronts of attack that's ninety percent if you add up the
three at thirty percent. Stanton also made contact with a French
member of the Secret Service, an x legionnaire called Louise
Legrand. We are not sure if Stanton has asked for the person to get
involved but it would improve the odds even more."

"Bruce I must
say that your arithmetic leaves much to be desired. The fact that
Stanton has contacted Louise Legrand is quite significant in itself
and shows the urgency Stanton has assumed. Louise Legrand, a female
French Secret Service agent, Stanton's eldest son saved her life,
that's how he was captured in Libya in the first place. She was the
one who personally took the information to Stanton; they have been
quite close I hear ever since. This is extremely unexpected and of
grave importance; I have never heard of Stanton asking for help
before. If I let you go then I look upon you as if it be the last
time I see you. However we have a duty to act on things we know
about and can aspire to. It is with a heavy heart I agree with your
deployment. The Americans as well… we can't all be wrong. You know
that when you go we will vehemently deny any knowledge of you
should you be apprehended in any official manner. If Stanton had
not been the bearer of the news I would not agree, but he has no
political or industrial motive nor does he have an axe to grind.
Just the safety of us all and his family drive him. One day he may
be left alone. Make every single resource you can available to
Stanton and the Americans."

"We have the
CIA operatives’ names involved; they look to be good men," said
Hurst.

"A few good men
or people in this case are always what it comes down to. Go before
I change my mind and Godspeed. Should I hear you run into trouble I
will have to inform the cabinet and we will have to apply far more
serious means; I'm sure you understand. Until then we wait." Hurst
and Barkly rose from their seats and moved towards the door.

"Give our
regards to your good wife," said Hurst as he left.

"Indeed,"
replied Hollis.

The door closed
and Hollis reloaded his pipe, fired it up and looked at the ceiling
puffing away. Waiting. He had done it before.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

 


Stanton had
been in the lair for two days. At times he suffered information
overload. He had Masters’ and Mahun's lap top computers, the lap
top Jacob’s father Al Ahmadi had given him and email streams and
satellite facts coming in all the time. He broke down the
information into key areas being location sourced, age of
information and if linked to Tali Mahir and a trend emerged. Tali
Mahir was operating out of Karachi which is a long way from
Islamabad where all the action is, this indicated it could be for
ease of access from the sea or that Mahir found it easier to
operate out of the limelight where radicals could move around with
ease. Hadar could have given him any name but Tali Mahir was in
Karachi and worked out of the government office complex.

 


Stanton had
made direct contact by means of messages from Marshall and Tucker’s
many email addresses, some successful in receiving return messages
all from the same source in Karachi. Mahir must know that Tucker
and Marshall are both dead so does he assume one of their direct
cohorts have picked up the cause or is it someone other than Mahir,
not so well informed? No matter what Stanton mulled over in his
mind it came up with the same thing, Mahir thought to be Kadeem
Levi must have information and it is worth going after.

 


Aeroplanes
Stanton did not like, in harms way with no defence, but the time
had come to run the risk. Stanton had no contacts in Karachi and
selected an identity from his passport collection, one of which
belonged to Masters, acquired in his brief case. If Stanton went
into Karachi on Masters’ passport it could be they would come to
him. Masters would be a target due to all the missing money and
Stanton knew Mahir would be very keen to talk to him.

 


He changed the
passport photo to one of his own, wearing plain glasses and dying
his hair black. Stanton had also been allowing his beard to grow
and was now well past the stubble phase. He resealed the passport
with sophisticated equipment in his possession. He checked to see
if Masters’ credit cards were still active and had no problems in
paying for a first class flight to Jinnah International Airport
Karachi. A handy spin-off was that Masters had a Pakistan visa in
his passport for multiple business visits. From Masters’ records he
found he always flew to Karachi from Hong Kong taking a Qantas
flight from Australia as Pakistan Airlines did not operate from
Australia.

 


Stanton would
touch down in Karachi at 7.00 am Saturday the 9th of October. He
summoned Cadiche and informed him he was leaving the country and
his only contact would be the satellite phone; he gave little
information on his quest. Stanton, caught up in his quest, listened
for a while as he received family updates and felt things had
fallen back to being as they were. Jodi had been asking questions
but seemed to know Stanton would return when no one could harm her.
Stanton put the safety of his family in the hands of the Cadiche
Man and Cadiche accepted. Cadiche informed Stanton he had been
involved in the underworld sanctions with Wu Farr. With the
assistance of Robert and Anthony there had been a spate of
unfortunate and sometimes nasty accidents.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

 


Stanton's plane
was two hours late and at nine am it touched down. Masters had
always stayed at the Sheraton, Karachi and when Stanton had booked
a room the staff member seem to be familiar with his name.
Political instability over the last thirty years had seen Karachi
spiral into a landscape of slums. Industry had deserted the city
finding it to difficult to operate, not knowing when the next coup
would be staged. The political landscape had become a minefield.
Life was cheap and death lurked in the streets from all directions.
To a Karachi resident it was life as usual; for Stanton he could
use the landscape to his advantage; money talked and dead people
did not.

 


He carefully
watched the check in officials as he approached customs and on
presenting his passport was directed straight through to the
baggage carousel. He retrieved his baggage, hired a cab and
directed the driver to the Sheraton. He said nothing to the cab
driver who spoke good broken English and pointed out places of
interest as they cruised along the busy city-bound National Freeway
and under the Karsaz Flyover, then beneath the Finance and Trade
Centre Flyover. The roads became slow and clogged at the Shahrah E
Faisel and finally they pulled up at the Sheraton Karachi on Club
Road.

 


Stanton
instructed the cab driver to park in the street on the other side
of the road and keep the meter running. He handed the cab driver a
wad of American dollars; the cab driver nodded with a smile.
Stanton alighted from the ageing Mercedes Benz and carried his bag
with him. The cab took off and Stanton checked in and was escorted
to his top floor apartment; he had chosen a room opposite the lift
access. He locked the door, removed a ceiling tile and stashed his
bag in the roof cavity, carefully replacing the tile. He then
accessed the balcony and climbed around the partition to the next
apartment some six times bringing him to the end block with the
glass doors open. He looked around the open glass doors from the
balcony and saw no one and quietly began to open the main access
door to the corridor. He had noticed the fire escape stairs were at
that end of the corridor and directly opposite the end apartment. A
tall, thin well dressed man was sitting on a chair outside the
lifts; he waited until he was looking the other direction. He
casually accessed the fire escape and began to descend; an armed
security guard carrying an automatic weapon appeared from a lower
level doorway. He enquired about Stanton's movements, Stanton
stating he was going to the shopping Plaza for a meal and needed
the exercise on the stairs. The guard checked his passport and let
him go. When reaching the ground floor he checked the foyer. He
observed he could walk along the wall from the stairwell directly
to the entrance in a few seconds and make the taxi in thirty
seconds.

Stanton told
the cab driver to move as soon as he got in; he watched behind as
they drove off. They progressed a few blocks and Stanton assessed
no one had followed him. He gave more instructions to the cab
driver.

"What is your
name?" asked Stanton.

"Claude."

"Claude! How on
earth did you get a name like that in Karachi?"

My father was
English, my mother Pakistani. I was taken to England when I was a
baby and educated in London. I come back here only two years ago to
see from where I come."

"All that time
in England and you still have a strong Pakistani accent."

"What do you
expect; my English teacher in England was a Pakistani. Where are we
going?"

"Take me to the
worst bar in the city where I can get anything."

"You have
already paid me more than I would earn in one year, who are
you?"

"Call me
John."

"Okay John. If
I take you to this place you will get in but probably not get
out."

"You get us in
and I’ll get us out."

"You are after
women, drugs."

"No weapons,
small arms."

"Ah… the
peninsula commercial area is not far. The Karish bar you will need
a bodyguard; I can find one for you."

"Don't worry
about it, just go there."

Claude headed
south and explained how things did not always look as they seem. He
also spoke of his extended family living in the slums of area five,
not fortunate enough to have had the education that he had. As they
reached the peninsula commercial area adjacent to some of the
Karachi ports the roads became quiet. The cab entered some side
streets and pulled up outside a building that looked like a
warehouse. "Walk inside the door and they will take you to the bar
to the rear of the complex, I have got you in, I hope you can get
us out. This is one of the most dangerous areas of Karachi although
it looks quite passive. Life is cheap here."

"Keep driving
around the block, come past every five minutes till you see me
waiting," said Stanton as he climbed out of the cab. Claude drove
off and Stanton walked briskly through the door. He was confronted
by an Arab man in a white thawb.

"You want
women?" he asked.

"No, weapons."
The man produced a pistol and silencer from under his thawb
and poked it in Stanton's face.

"Like this
one?" he asked. Stanton disarmed him in a flash, forcing him to the
ground with his arm up his back and taking the pistol from his
hand. The man groaned as Stanton forced his hand back past his
wrist breaking it.

"Yeah just like
this one, in fact this will do fine." Two more men of western
appearance ran into the square, drab lobby area through the only
other access door to Stanton's right and before they could level
the automatic assault rifles at him he shot both of them in the
hands and arms. They fell to the floor and Stanton picked up one of
the assault rifles. "M16A4 5.56 mm automatic assault rifle with a
grenade launcher and full magazines; now that's what I call luck,"
Stanton shouted. He hugged the wall with his back as he made his
way to the doorway the two men had come through.

 


The three were
busy dragging themselves to the car park access through which
Stanton had just come and Stanton assessed there must be a reason
for that so he discharged a grenade from the assault rifle through
the doorway. He followed the grenade directly after the flash and
blast kneeling just inside the doorway, his assault rifle to his
right eye with the safety disengaged ready for anything. He fanned
the room but saw only bodies, some still twitching, a man staggered
along the wall in the smoke haze moaning and holding his eyes,
Stanton shot him in the head and he fell.

 


He had entered
what was left of a bar. Two doors were the only other access to the
room on the back wall and Stanton took the left one, shooting the
two way glass window in the door and launching another grenade
through it. He did the same to the right door and took cover. The
doors were blown from the hinges and flew across the bar in pieces.
The bar filled with smoke and he returned to the lobby then the car
park, shooting the three injured men dead with the silenced pistol
where they stood next to a vehicle just outside the door. He
returned to the lobby and stood with his back to the wall in the
far left corner. Two more westerners staggered through the door and
he shot them dead with the pistol. He levelled the assault rifle
again and entered the bar making his way to the back rooms; a man
of western appearance huddled in the corner in his blood-stained
clothes in the right room. He was still coherent enough to show
Stanton where the weapons were hidden in a cubicle with a door
access hidden by a filing cabinet that swung off the wall.

 


Stanton
gathered a stash of arms and ammunition on a small table from the
bar with wheels used to serve meals. Two Barrette auto pistols with
one hundred rounds of ammunition, a Uzi 9 mm sub machine gun and
four twenty round mags full of ammunition, four auto C4 explosive
devices with detonators and timers. And finally an M24 Remington
Sniper’s rifle and fifty rounds of ammunition. He shot the bleeding
man dead and wheeled his stash to the car park. On the way he heard
groans from behind the decimated bar, finding a man of Arab
appearance with shrapnel wounds and shot him dead. He parked the
arms in the car park and checked the building one final time
finding no more people. Claude pulled up in the car park and
Stanton loaded the weapons into the boot of the cab keeping the M16
assault rifle in his hands, he climbed in the passenger's seat and
told Claude to go to the best place to buy a four wheel drive
vehicle that was out of the way. Claude headed north back up the
commercial peninsula along the waterfront.

"You got what
you was looking for there John?"

"Yes you were
right it's a good place to shop, seems they are not used to
shoppers like me."

"You are
correct in your assumption you do not need a bodyguard. The women
from upstairs fled down the rear stairs and along the streets; they
are lucky to be free. You are going to kill me too John."

"No. Those guys
in there were about as Pakistani as I am, I didn't see a cricket
bat in the entire place. I can get your family to England." Claude
gave Stanton a serious look and smile.

"My entire
family?"

"Yes."

"Why should I
trust you John?"

"You have
someone else to trust, like those guys in there pissing the
country’s reputation and people up the wall?"

"No."

"Find me a
vehicle." Claude drove them to a yard full of four wheel drives on
the outskirts of Saba commercial area as they discussed the ethics
of his family.

"These are
government vehicles; they will not miss one for a long time. I know
the caretaker, the keys are in the vehicle’s glove boxes. Please do
not kill anyone, the caretaker is my friend." Claude pulled up next
to a Toyota Land Cruiser well away from where they could be seen,
and Stanton found it had a GPS so retrieved the keys and loaded up
the vehicle.

"I’ll need to
go to the airport and will call you, give me a number where I can
contact you direct". Claude scribbled a mobile number on a taxi
card and handed it to him. "Tell your friend to keep well clear of
this area of the compound." They went their separate ways.

Stanton had
been gone long enough and headed back towards the south for a few
kilometres on the vehicle GPS then shut the vehicle GPS down and
switched to his own GPS, bouncing through his satellites to his
phone. He made a beeline north for the Sheraton. A bit of extra
insurance in case someone traced the vehicle’s GPS transmissions.
Stanton parked the vehicle in the Pan House area grounds car park
off Khan Road, about ten minutes walk from the Sheraton.

 


Stanton had
little problem with the car park security guard, passing him an
American hundred dollar bill; the guard assuring him his vehicle
would be safe. He armed himself with an auto pistol and the Uzi,
holding them under his jacket and hiding the rest of the weapons
under the rear seat and placing the keys on top of the front right
hand wheel. Stanton walked briskly and accessed his room the way he
had left it. He retrieved his bag from the ceiling and opened the
door to the corridor, walked to the end window and studied the
view. He then returned to his room to find the well dressed
gentleman by the lifts using his mobile and attempting to shield
the fact from Stanton. He climbed into the ceiling cavity above the
bathroom shower exhaust fan which was big enough to stand in where
it fed into the ventilation ducting, checked his weapons and
waited.

 


Fifteen minutes
is a long time stuck in a vent shaft with no room to move. When
Stanton finally heard the door latch click followed by rumbling
movement of feet; he could not tell how many there were. The
bathroom door slowly opened, it was to the right of the access
inside the main door and a big black-haired, olive-skinned man of
Middle Eastern appearance in a flash scanned the bathroom with his
pistol raised at eye level, he was wearing a bullet proof over
jacket. The man opened the glass shower door; Stanton didn't even
breathe above him. The man withdrew from the bathroom and Stanton
could hear conversation in Hebrew. He could not understand the
details but listened carefully, then heard what he had been
listening for; the use of the name Kadeem, alias Tali Mahir.

He carefully
removed the fan and roof tiles below him while the intruders began
to trash the apartment looking for clues as he climbed down. The
bathroom door had been left open and Stanton observed two men busy
searching the planted bags and folders. They sat next to each other
on the lounge facing the window with their backs to the entry door
and bathroom access; they busily read the available paperwork
pointing out things of interest to each other.

 


Stanton quietly
locked the access door and engaged the safety chain. The balcony
was directly in front of where the men were sitting and they had
opened the sliding doors during their search. The bed was to their
right and Stanton was sure no one else was in the room but was
aware someone could be outside as back up in the corridor. He
carefully put the safety latch of his auto pistol and Uzi off; they
were cumbersome with the silencers fitted. With complete silence he
moved to within arms’ reach of the men. They had only papers in
their hands as their weapons were on the table in front of them.
Stanton carefully placed his pistol in his right hand and the Uzi
in his left adjacent to the men's temples between them and spoke
quietly.

"Do exactly as
I say or I paint the walls in here." The men stopped talking and
froze. "Put your hands on your heads, stand up, walk to the glass
windows and turn around." They followed his instructions and
Stanton walked to the left side of the room with his back to the
wall where he could see the main entrance and the two men. Stanton
had already identified which one he thought was Tali Mahir. Stanton
could vaguely remember the pictures of Kadeem Levi from years back.
His height matched the one he had identified, the aged features
matched; he also remembered Levi had the star of David tattooed on
the back of both his hands and could see scarring where something
had been removed on his suspect. He could also remember the voice
that used the name Kadeem. His suspect spoke in a voice that was
strikingly different to the large man who had checked the
bathroom.

"Who the hell
are you and where is Marshall?" Stanton had enough lottery numbers
and a dull thud resonated in the room as Stanton shot the larger
man between the eyes, he fell backwards to the floor on the balcony
motionless. Mahir's olive skin turned several shades lighter as he
looked down at his friend.

"My name’s John
Stanton and I missed you in the early eighties but today at this
range Mr Levi there is no chance of that." Mahir's eyes
cringed.

"Stanton.
British Military Intelligence, murderer, assassin; I know of you. I
heard you were dead."

"Everybody in
the west is entitled to their own opinion and you need to improve
your information channels."

"It was you
earlier in the Peninsula district."

"Yes, some of
your friends were they?"

"You fool, you
will never leave Karachi." Stanton walked to Mahir with his pistol
levelled and struck him beside the head with it and again on the
back of the neck; Mahir fell to the floor losing touch with his
senses but remaining conscious. Stanton took the weapons from the
table and put them in his bag. He removed Mahir's armoured jacket
and searched him. He found his ID clearly identifying him in
English as Tali Mahir, Pakistani government official nuclear
electrical power program.

He checked the
larger man’s body for ID; Stanton could not understand the writing
but identified the seal of the Government of Afghanistan. He
secured Mahir's hands behind his back with an electric kettle cord
from the condiments cabinet and went to the main door of the room.
He slowly opened it, peering through a small gap and could see an
Arab in a white thawb in the lift bay opposite the room.
Stanton walked outside the door leaving it open, checked the
corridor either way; it was clear. He walked towards the Arab with
a smile.

"Kadeem would
like to see you, he has some instructions." The Arab walked past
Stanton and into the open door. Stanton pulled his pistol from his
belt at the small of his back, shooting the Arab in the back of the
head as he walked. Stanton dragged the Arab’s body clear of the
entrance and locked the door behind him. He gave himself an
hour.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

 


Whilst Stanton
was in Karachi Cadiche had picked up the reins. The bush telegraph
had put him on the map with some aboriginal tribal elders - one in
particular who travelled a long way to find the Cadiche Man. He
used a name given to him by his father in memory of a missionary,
an apparent bearer of good stories.

 


George Stone
wore his red headband with pride as he wandered around Newcastle;
lost and confused by his first trip to a major city and in stark
contrast to his Kimberly homeland. George was picked up early one
morning wandering the foreshore of Nobby’s Beach and taken to the
Newcastle Central Police Station by a patrol car. George was pure
aboriginal; his black eyes showed no other colour and looked like
holes in the dark cream surround of his eyeball. His jet black hair
with streaks of white straggled around in all directions was held
in some kind of order by his dirty red headband. The lines on his
face linked together in a map of times past, telling part of the
story of his last sixty years on earth; his nose was wide and open
across the width of his cheeks.

 


George had been
picked to find Cadiche because he was the only one from his
settlement that understood and spoke English to a standard that
could be understood. George carried money but had no
identification, the only clue being a collection of tattered bus
tickets in his pocket showing a trail from Broome to Newcastle.
Cadiche was summoned to see if he could assist and he walked into
the interview room. George was surprised to see Cadiche was part
white man as he shook George's hand. "You been part white man,"
George commented in surprise. They sat down at the table.

"Yes, my mother
was aboriginal and my father was a white priest."

"Where your
country?"

"Cape York,
North Queensland. Where’s yours?"

"Kimberly, near
big water place."

"Now that's a
long way, must be important."

"We got too
many bad dreaming fellas in our place, you come."

"What have you
tried so far, there are people who can help from the government? I
can find someone to follow this up."

"People already
come, only bullshit. Bad dreaming young fellas no white law no
black fella law. Dreaming stories Cadiche man big medicine. Now
stories you big medicine, I come here and bad dreaming fellas go
walkabout before I leave. Me hear you have thunder bone, fix bad
dreaming fella up." Cadiche now knew how Stanton felt when making
decisions on what he could and couldn't become directly involved
in. He searched for an answer to give to George.

"The Cadiche
Man is a spirit dreaming, he can be anywhere. Do your people not
have a Cadiche Man?"

"Missionary
teaches Cadiche Man no good long time. Bullshit fella put him in
jail. Now no black fella law no white fella law. We need thunder
bone on bullshit fella, then bad fella dreaming listen or have no
country." Cadiche now for the first time had an inner realisation
of how and why Stanton became who he was. He thought for a few
seconds.

"I promise to
come to your country and see bullshit fella for myself. I can only
fix bullshit fella. You need to fix bad fella dreaming."

George nearly
cracked a smile. "No bullshit fella, bad fella dreaming
finished."

Cadiche showed
George around the station; George was interested in the way the
system they used worked. Cadiche explained the electoral system by
comparing it to the system of elders used by aboriginal law; he
seemed to be able to capture George's attention and George began to
understand a few things that had puzzled him. Cadiche arranged for
George to go home on a plane, this excited George who had not had
the chance to fly before and stated it to be white man magic.
George stayed overnight, meeting Lewis and Stanton's family at a
hastily prepared meal in his honour as it was the first time they
had been blessed with such a visit. George felt awkward with so
many people he did not know and in surroundings he had only
experienced in stories. Finally he worked out he was in the
presence of the family of Stanton the Great White Cadiche Man most
feared by the bullshit fella. Now he could tell stories of his own;
stories in his land were everything.

 


 


 


 



 CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

 


While Cadiche
lived a relatively sheltered existence Stanton was giving himself
an hour to get clear of Karachi before someone shot at him. He sat
Mahir on the couch facing the balcony and asked a few pressing
questions while he watched the door at the same time. Mahir was
spacey and in pain from his head blows but responded. "Kadeem or
whatever you want to call yourself, doesn't matter if you say
nothing, I'm going to take you and put you in the hands of Al
Ahmadi. He’ll know what to do with you; name rings a bell does it?"
Stanton could see the fear in his face.

"Al Ahmadi, how
do you know this man?" strained Mahir.

"I came upon
him in 2003 in Baghdad. He was about to be murdered by a republican
guard. He had his young son with him and his assailants met with an
accident. I struck him again in Afghanistan only last year, he
handed me a computer belonging to Jahangeer Mashir."

"Jahangeer
Mashir was my blood brother, Ahmadi had him slain and hung in the
street. You are a pig Stanton and you will pay for this."

"We’ll see how
much courage you have when we present you to Al Ahmadi. He would
have much more idea on how to extract information from you than I."
Stanton began to dial numbers on his satellite phone.

"No wait,"
interjected Mahir. "I can get you out of Karachi if you agree to
let me go."

"Pig’s arse. If
I didn't want information from you I’d drain the life from your
body with my bare hands. You'll only cooperate with me if it suits
your circumstance. I'm sixty Mahir not sixteen. Al Ahmadi will be
only too pleased to deal with you." Stanton pressed some buttons on
his satellite phone which bounced the signal from his Florida
dwelling and Hurst answered the call. "Bruce?"

"John."

"I have an hour
at most and I have Tali Mahir. I’m in Karachi at the Sheraton and
need a plane and some back up."

"I'm in
Islamabad John."

"Too wide get
me a plane, I’ll call back in five minutes," Stanton hung up and
dialled another connection bouncing from Hawaii.

"Wayne
speaking."

"Conrad I have
Mahir, am in Karachi at the Sheraton and need back up."

"I'm at the
Marriot two blocks away."

"Get down to
the front of the Sheraton and watch for a silver Mercedes taxi, the
driver’s name is Claude. If anyone looks like coming near us when
the time comes let ‘em have it."

"Done." Wayne
shouted instructions to Truman lounging on the couch and they
sprang into action. Stanton made another call, a strong French
female voice answered. "Louise Legrande."

"Louise, this
is Stanton."

"Ah Monsieur
Stanton, I have been waiting for you to call. I am in Karachi at
the Sheraton shopping arcade."

"That figures.
Ten minutes to the west Pan House area grounds car park off Khan
Road. White Toyota Land Cruiser key top of front right hand wheel;
take the vehicle clear towards the airport but not far. Look under
the back seat and prepare what you find especially the M24
Remington and I will call you in around ten minutes."

"Oh Monsieur
Stanton you have the best toys." Stanton hung up looking down the
phone. Mahir listened with great interest.

"You are
finished Stanton, you’d need the MI6, the CIA and the French
Foreign Legion to get you out of here and you’d still have
problems."

"Correct but
it's a damn good start." Stanton called Hurst. "Where's my plane
Bruce?"

"Masroor
Military Airfield is just under an hour to your north east. We have
an area there identified by two Apache attack choppers and a
Hercules gunship adjacent to them directly outside our complex and
offices; take the Hercules, one of the rare ones we operate on loan
to allies, it's fuelled and armed. Barkly is at the Karachi
embassy, he’ll be hard pressed to make it but he’s on his way. We
don't have a pilot and it’ll attract too much attention trying to
find one."

"Okay I can
work with that, head for Sydney." Stanton hung up and called Claude
on the mobile number he had given Stanton.

"Claude's taxi
service, best and most reliable in Kar......"

"Shut up, this
is John how close to the Sheraton are you?"

"Five minutes I
have a fare to the airport."

"Ditch the fare
and get here, think about where I can get a pilot that can fly a
Hercules on the way."

"Oh yes, oh
yes." Claude dumped his fare on the side of the road and sped off
to the Sheraton. Stanton continued to make good use of his
satellites and made more calls. "Louise."

"Oui Monsieur
Stanton."

"Masroor
Military Airfield to your north east; British complex building. Two
Apache choppers and a Hercules gunship; gain high ground above the
Hercules, cover us with sniper fire. Silver Mercedes Benz taxi. As
soon as the Hercules is moving make the end to the runway down wind
so we can pick you up."

"On my way
Monsieur."

Another call.
"Conrad silver taxi will be outside in a couple of minutes, follow
us to the Masroor Military Airfield to our north east. I need a
pilot that can fly a Hercules."

"Truman's a
pilot, he's with me; B52s I'm sure he can handle a Hercules."

"Tell me what
you’re travelling in and we have sniper cover within two thousand
metres of the plane."

"We’ll be in a
cab, will let you know." Stanton watched the street below and could
see Claude's taxi about two kilometres away. He gathered his things
and held Mahir in front of him by the electrical cord around his
wrists hidden with his Uzi by his light hand luggage.

"You can walk
to the transport or I can carry you makes no difference to me, if I
have to carry you it will hurt."

"I will summon
the security guards from the hotel," threatened Mahir.

"No, you have
too much to lose or I would have rendered you unconscious by now
and used an ambulance or we can always revert to that. We’d get to
where we are going quicker in an ambulance so don't tempt me."
Stanton entered the lift and waited in silence, his back in one
corner and Mahir in front of him as the lift descended to the
ground floor with people getting in and out on the way. Stanton
marched Mahir directly out the door as Wayne and Truman caused a
ruckus in the entrance way, playing drunks and drawing the security
away from their posts. Stanton pushed Mahir into the back of
Claude's taxi amid the ruckus and they took off. Claude was
familiar with the airfield and Stanton informed Louise of the
second taxi’s identity. Claude knew a pilot friend who was in the
Pakistani air force but he flew supply choppers. During the course
of heading for the airfield Stanton secured his services to test
fly an Apache attack chopper to assess his suitability to join the
elite front line Pakistani attack force.

 


The airport was
in sight and time would now soon run out. They got as close as
possible to the sight before having to negotiate a security check
point but Stanton was not surprised to find it unmanned and noticed
a fire in a complex well to the right in the airfield some three
kilometres away. "Barkly," he muttered. "Must have made it."

Mahir was
becoming sharper, recovering from his head blows. "What are you
doing? This is a military establishment, we will be targeted by
security forces. I tell you, you are a madman Stanton." They were
now in range of Louise's M24 and Stanton noticed a white Toyota
parked to the rear of the British complex as they turned right
around a roundabout and headed up between aprons with Apache
choppers to the right and the Hercules to the left. Claude pulled
up on the apron adjacent to but clear of the Hercules; they
alighted and Stanton could just see Louise's head above the top of
the two storey building alongside the apron and roadway. Mahir was
dragged from the car kicking and screaming so Stanton broke both
his arms forcing them up his back with the cord until they
cracked.

"I told you
Mahir you could cooperate or it would hurt." Mahir fell to his
knees and whimpered in pain. Wayne and Truman opened the Hercules
up and checked the inside, all was clear. Truman manned the cockpit
and began crank up procedure while Mahir was loaded into the seats
at the back of the flight deck and tied in. Claude got his friend
to go straight to one of the Apaches on the opposite apron; Stanton
had Hurst clear it in the security system. Stanton then convinced
the pilot he had to take off and protect the Hercules until such
time as it left Karachi airspace then land the chopper in the
British embassy grounds and someone would meet him. The Apache took
to the air and circled them.

 


The word was
out and a shot was heard from Louise's M24 and a tyre blew on a
Pakistani military vehicle heading along the runway, it skidded to
one side and overturned. The Apache engaged an armoured personnel
carrier some three thousand metres away with an air to surface
missile blowing the ground up in front of it causing an
undercarriage failure as it hit the crater. Louise was now bearing
fire on three fronts in an alternate pattern and the assailants
backed off out of range and regrouped.

 


Stanton took
Claude and the other cab driver with them and the AC 130 Hercules
lumbered down the runway. Louise climbed from the roof and took the
cruiser towards the end of the runway arriving before the plane and
setting two charges for five minutes leaving them in the vehicle.
The plane turned to stage and Louise threw in her bag and climbed
aboard with the assistance of Wayne. Truman applied full power and
Wayne and Stanton manned the GAU 12 Equalizer rotary cannons on
either side of the AC 130 fuselage engaging the magazine clip ends
with the firing mechanism and cocking the firing pins. The AC 130
lifted from the ground quickly gaining height and headed for the
open sea bearing south west.

 


At seven
thousand feet and nine kilometres from the Karachi coast they had
struck zero opposition and closed the gun portals and sealed the
plane; it turned south west across the Swatch in the Arabian Sea
following the coast line towards the Laccadive Sea between Male
Island and Sri Lanka reaching a height of twenty five thousand
feet. An Apache attack helicopter landed in the grounds of the
Karachi British embassy and the pilot was whisked away. Stanton
contacted Hurst relaying details of Claude and the second cab
driver’s families; they were picked up and whisked away to
safety.

 


Hurst
instructed Stanton to head for Singapore but Stanton knew that
although his communication was being bounced this only shielded the
signal path and not the conversation. Stanton believed Hurst had
purposely used the last place he would suggest to go to be obvious
in case the conversation was eavesdropped and the time between them
and Singapore would give someone time to act.

 


Stanton had
linked the communication systems of the AC 130 to his own
satellites and had a clear idea on where he was going. Whilst above
Kavaratti Island just before entering the air space of the
Laccadive Sea the AC 130 turned south on a heading for coordinates
seven degrees eighteen minutes south and seventy-two degrees
twenty-four minutes east; Diego Garcia in British Indian Ocean
territory.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY

 


 It was 6.00 pm Saturday
the 9th of October 2010 on a quiet, tropical afternoon in the Athol
of Diego Garcia. The duty air controller enjoyed a strong coffee at
the start of his shift in the military airport control tower. He
studied his screen and had a second look before calling his
superior officer. "Sir we have an unidentified aircraft bearing due
north two hundred and fifty kilometres doing two hundred and
seventy knots at twenty thousand feet and descending heading
directly our way." The naval officer rose from his desk and studied
the screen.

"Something
coming in from the Middle East we've missed?"

"Nothing till
Monday Sir, everything else is coming in from the east and that's
just the normal fuel tankers." The officer put on a head
microphone.

"Unidentified
aircraft bearing two fifty kilometres north of Diego Garcia at ten
thousand. This is Captain Max Sivert Garcia operations tower; you
have entered American Naval operations airspace. Identify yourself
or we will intercept."

"Captain Sivert
this is Dirk Truman CIA operations Pentagon, Washington. I’m in
control of a British allie AC 130 gunship and require assistance;
request landing permission and instructions." Captain Sivert put
his hand over the microphone so he could not be heard.

"Check that
out, scramble an F15." The controller picked up a phone.
"Unidentified aircraft turn due east and maintain distance." Truman
knew this was standard and complied but continued to descend. The
controller made three calls.

"Sir Washington
confirms Truman's identity but not his location; it's classified.
The British confirm an AC 130 gunship out of Masroor Karachi has
entered our airspace and requests full cooperation; invaluable
cargo sir. We have an F15 already in the air and bearing on the
target." Sivert thought for a few seconds with his arms folded.

"Unidentified
aircraft you are ex Mumbai India, confirm."

"Negative
Garcia we are ex Masroor Pakistan."

"Give me
visual, I want visual," demanded Sivert and the controller
responded.

"Eagle wing one
unidentified aircraft can you confirm visual." The fighter passed
the Hercules at around five hundred metres to the port side and
well above in the opposite direction with a view of less than two
seconds.

"Eagle wing one
to Garcia confirm AC 130 gunship on descent turning and diving to
observe." The F15 made a sweeping U turn and drew adjacent to the
Hercules at two on her starboard side at one hundred metres. "Eagle
wing one to Garcia I confirm Royal Air Force AC 130 now hugging the
sea at three thousand feet gunnels open, she could have done me a
long time ago and I’m heading home." The F15 banked right heading
for Garcia.

"Commander
Truman you have permission to land. No wind, bear south and
approach from the east, taxi to dock four, repeat dock four." The
Hercules turned south and Stanton got Mahir and showed him the
island clusters now in view.

"Diego Garcia
Mahir, things can get worse or they can get better. I need to know
with whom in the Pakistan government you have been talking." Mahir
looked blank as he stared at the island in the distance, his hair
blowing all over the place from the wind coming in the gunnels. He
was tired and in pain and spoke softly.

"All you have
is a pawn that has been moved forwards Stanton. We have plans and
many more like me. They come from all parts of the earth; like me
they have been oppressed by the west and want freedom. We will
recover; as I speak another has taken my place. You infidels will
be put down; we will not give up our fight."

"Very nice, now
your son and daughter in London." Stanton held up two pictures in
front of his face. "You do remember them, they have large families
scattered around Europe. Maybe they can tell us more than you can."
Mahir turned his head from the pictures.

"I have no such
families." He then looked back and studied the pictures for a
while. "Where did you get these?"

"Your daughter
is a nurse in a major London hospital, saves lives everyday; we
take them every day. Where do you want it to stand?"

"Leave them
be!" shouted Mahir.

"What I’m doing
here is protecting them, without information to continue I wonder
if you want them to enter the list of martyrs you’re currently
racking up for your cause. Some of your friends get hold of what
you’ve been chasing they’ll be finished with everyone else." Mahir
looked around in a daze, licking his dry lips.

"I will give
you a name; you will have to go deep into Afghanistan Herat
mountain region. There you will find Peter Price; a westerner
recruiting radicals as you call them for his cause; you will also
no doubt find your end. If you think we have poor morals then look
upon Price for he fears no person or spirit. There you will die
seeing what you have created. Look at the route needed to build an
oil pipeline from Afghanistan to the oil machine of Kuwait. Iran
stands in the way. If you can find and get me out of Karachi you
can find Price but you will never return." Stanton looked into
space then out the gun portal at the sea. He stood with his arms
folded looking blank.

"You know this
Price guy?" asked Wayne. Stanton turned back into the plane and sat
down next to Mahir.

"Yes, if it's
the Price I'm thinking of. He was a top consulting expert for the
British oil industry. He helped develop the North Sea oil and gas
fields and was targeted by MI6 when found to have embezzled masses
of government money. He had Albert Hollis's entire family murdered
leaving Hollis and his wife alive to live in eternal grief. I
thought I got him in Scotland in the early eighties but we never
found his body. That Price Mahir?"

"Oh yes, he
also has infiltrated the eastern governments undetected using pawns
like me. He is very close to being able to offer Iran something
they have been craving for in exchange for an oil pipeline
passage."

"Could this be
true Stanton?" asked Wayne.

"Absolutely,
Tali here is not smart enough to think that up in his entire life
let alone the last few minutes. I give it four out of six lottery
numbers, I can find the other two in common information lines."

"I tell you
this so you get Al Ahmadi before he gets my family."

"Al Ahmadi?"
questioned Stanton.

"How would you
negotiate access to oil installations in Kuwait if not through the
people who drive them," added Mahir. "Now they know you have my
critical information it is not safe and my family is in
danger."

"It’s starting
to make sense, Ahmadi got to Jahangeer Mashir before I could
because he can talk and computers can’t." Stanton cranked his
satellites and called Cadiche. "Where is Jacob?" Stanton asked
hastily.

"He's about to
leave to visit his father in Kuwait; short notice – a bit
unexpected," replied Cadiche.

"Grab him and
lock him away in the lair."

"What!"

"Repeat detain
him and lock him away in the lair."

"What for?"

"Insurance."
Stanton hung up. Cadiche headed for Jacob’s dwelling.

"You have
Ahmadi's son?" asked Mahir.

"We do
now."

"How did you do
this? We have been tracking your calls and movements; we had no
idea you were in Karachi and your phones have been silent for three
weeks," asked Mahir.

"My rules of
engagement skip the paper work phase," answered Stanton. Wayne
chuckled and Truman asked everyone to strap in for landing.

Commander
Sivert kept the Hercules isolated and met with Truman, Wayne
Stanton and Legrand. Sivert had been given instructions to fully
cooperate with the CIA operatives and was shocked to find Stanton
present and calling the shots. Stanton claimed they had forty-eight
hours to find the target before the target received too much
information and went underground. Sivert demanded to be informed of
all the facts but they all stood firm with Stanton. Stanton was not
surprised by Sivert’s stand considering his position but became
frustrated with him and talked to the group out of earshot of
Sivert. Legrand would accompany Claude and the second taxi driver
to the UK delivering them to contacts arranged and assist in
securing their families. Wayne and Truman would give Mahir medical
attention and escort him to the US, leaking the information on his
capture to the press.

 


Stanton wanted
a plane a little less conspicuous than an AC 130 gunship when
landing at a commercial airport. Stanton gave no indication of
where he was going; to include Sivert Stanton asked he be given the
job of returning the AC 130 to where the British required it and
make up a story on why it had arrived at Garcia. They dispersed and
Truman and Wayne spoke to Sivert. Stanton's hunch was correct,
Sivert was a sidelined hard-nosed air naval officer assigned to a
desk in the middle of nowhere because he upset someone wearing a
suit in Washington. After a short conversation between Wayne Truman
and Sivert they disseminated and Sivert approached Stanton. "Thanks
Stanton, you just got me back in a war; where I like to be. I'm
going to assign myself a crew and fly this crate myself. With any
luck I'll end up in the middle of some action; sure beats sitting
around here waiting for the sun to come up." He saluted to Stanton
turned and marched away.

 


Stanton talked
to Mahir one more time. Mahir had been given pain medication and
had his arms attended to. He asked Mahir for a western contact
important enough for Price to talk to at short notice that would be
of great advantage for Price to move forward with his goal. Mahir
hesitated but when Stanton began to walk away he gave a name. Jean
Forbes. Stanton stopped in his tracks and looked at the ground for
a few seconds; he turned back to Mahir. "Jean Forbes in Washington
or London?"

"You know who I
mean Stanton."

"Okay you tell
me what she does."

"She’s the
minister for Customs and Police in Australia, with control of ASIO.
Price has found her most useful and spends time with her when in
Australia."

"Your family
will survive. The ones that aren't lunatics like you will to be
more specific."

"How did you
find I had family?"

"It was given
to me, I’ll keep that in mind." Stanton walked away.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-ONE

 


 Monday the 11th of
October 5.00 am, Williamtown airport Newcastle, New South Wales,
Australia. An American Government Citation personal jet touched
down in Newcastle. The lone occupant other than the crew alighted
and was met by a state police car. Stanton made the lair as the
Citation lifted off for its return to Garcia.

 


Stanton had
done some searching in-flight amidst the masses of information on
Peter Price and his oil consulting companies still operating
through a family trust. It had lagged two years from the
disappearance of Price then began trading in several areas of the
globe, one being Australia. A consultation process for the North
West shelf of Western Australian gas and oil fields involved
Price’s organisation and they had advised the government on the
development of the Burrup Peninsula gas project and continued to be
a major voice in government consultation.

 


Stanton found
more lottery numbers than he could handle; the government minister
for Mining Resources, Mines and Energy at the time was a brilliant,
young, new minister in her first portfolio, Jean Forbes. A year
after the completion of the project Jean Forbes’ son had become a
major shareholder in Price’s organisation and the Australian CEO
without outlaying a cent; his acquisition was based on performance
as a junior board member. Price’s organisation’s main customer was
Al Ahmadi-owned operations in Kuwait.

 


Stanton had fed
information to Ahmadi that Jacob had been delayed tying up some
loose ends before he made the trip to Kuwait. Cadiche had a few
internal problems and discussed things with Stanton in the top
cavern of the lair whilst Stanton waited for information to
accumulate through his satellites. "I'm frustrated that I can't
help some people with direct problems they encounter. My requests
for help are sometimes outside of acceptable action. Why should it
be up to me?" said Cadiche.

"We’re
confronted with modern versions of organisation," started Stanton.
"If we look back at the sustained cultures existing still today
such as the Inuit Eskimo Indians of the arctic or the aboriginal
cultures of Australia they are not as dissimilar as what is around
today. Both developed in isolation to each other but have similar
traits. They adapted well to the environment such as conditions in
the case of the Inuit unimaginable to the aboriginal. An Inuit
Indian can withstand a night of below eighty Celsius and an
aboriginal can breeze through a day of fifty plus, yet they both
respect the elders as carriers of wisdom because they have nowhere
else to store it. An aboriginal would die in the north of Greenland
and an Inuit would surely perish in the deserts of Australia in
comparative time if changed around.

"These cultures
of survival in the most uninhabitable places on earth took
thousands of years to evolve with natural selection taking a big
role. We’re not dissimilar, I’m the holder of masses of information
and hold it inside me and other places created by the industrial
revolution. Humans are survivors, that's why there are too many of
us and the cultural balance used by the Inuit fails but only for
some. The Tibetan monks weren’t surprised when the Chinese overran
their country and attempted to wipe them out. They have an
incredible tolerance of human nature based on their belief that
things are as they are and shit happens; they continue to live in
contentment amid terrible persecution.

"The Inuit see
the blood from a seal on the ice as a celebration of the
continuation of life. The aboriginal Cadiche Man of the dreamtime
points the bone and stability is maintained. I see the blood on the
ground around those who I deal with in the same sense; things have
changed and will continue to change. The Inuit Indian that kills
the seal may at times be saddened; the Cadiche Man of the dreamtime
may fight with the decisions of the elders inside himself. I may at
times wonder why me; but these things are real and we will survive.
We’re no longer isolated and protected by these climatic
variations; people have developed the most horrific ways of
exterminating each other. As an elder and holder of the past I
cannot allow these things to endanger my family if I can possibly
stop them. The time and the circumstances are different, the morals
and the application the same. I pass these things on to you and
you’ll pass them on when the time comes.

"Vigilante is a
word developed by the English language to describe some of the very
things I speak of; it has endured for thousands of years. I am
mostly left alone because to some degree it works; but to many it’s
a mortal and organisational danger and a damn nuisance. If the
powers that be had their way everyone would be paying them to work
for them but I wouldn’t have that so they need to keep it
clean."

Cadiche
scratched his head looking at Stanton. "How am I supposed to
remember all that; you made it sound simple? Far as I can
remember."

"When you’re
not troubled by your decisions I have succeeded in educating you.
Till then keep asking questions."

"Phew… my
partner Kay wants a job like yours but I think she needs to do a
bit of ground work."

"Women are as
good as men at everything, they just have less opportunity."

"Yeah but I'm
stronger than Kay."

"What in
smell?" Cadiche laughed as he replied.

"You cut me up
Stanton, physically and mentally."

"A wise person
uses other’s strengths against them rather than waste their own
that may be needed at a later date."

"You're a real
smart arse Stanton, got an answer for everything."

"If I am to
question or criticise something I must be able to fix it or I would
not have identified it as a problem in the first place. To
criticise and condemn is easy, to plan and fix is difficult."

Cadiche nodded
his head. "Fair enough Stanton, now what do we do with Jacob?"

"These are the
hard bits; I have no idea if Jacob is involved in what I'm looking
at. MI6 put him in contact. It's a part of the puzzle I don't have.
I need to talk to him alone."

 


Stanton
unlocked, opened, and then closed directly behind him the door
accessing the small room Jacob was held in. The room had been used
to store black powder many years back and still had particles of
powder on the stone floor beneath the sparse furnishings. Jacob
looked frightened, his face gaunt with fear. He stood up as Stanton
entered the room. "Sit down Jacob." They sat opposite each other at
the small wooden table and chairs in one corner of the room. The
self-contained toilet in another corner and a single bed in a
third. "I know why I locked you in here; I need to find out for
which reason. I have double-checked and I know that you’ve done
work for the British government. What did your father think of
that?"

"I have never
told my father he would not approve. How is my fiancée?"

"She's fine;
why would he not approve and why did you do it?"

"He does not
like dealing with the British government, I don't know why. I
needed extra money when I was studying and applied to an
advertisement for part time work. It was with a British marketing
company to decipher Arab language documents for research, the pay
was very good for short hours."

"Mm… Who sent
you to me?"

"While working
one day a man phoned me called Bruce Hurst, said you had some work,
told me where I could find you and you were the one that saved me
and my father in Baghdad. Told me to say he sent me."

"Okay, do you
know much of your father's affairs?"

"Not really, he
has just summoned me home for the first time, I don't know
why."

"Have you ever
heard the name Peter Price?"

"I have read
his name many times."

"Where?"

"On the
document satchels I deliver to Canberra for my father once a month.
Peter Price Consulting Services Kuwait. It is important they are
delivered to the right place so I meet them at the airport and take
them straight to Canberra; helps my father out, I feel close to him
when I do this as we are so far apart."

"Who do you
take the satchels to?"

"A lady… her
name is Jean, I think she handles dealings with my father for the
government."

"When do you
pick them up?"

"First Monday
of each month but they stopped over a month ago."

"Jacob you’re
in great danger, I can’t tell you anything else and I ask you to
trust me. You’ll have to stay here; no one can get you here. I’ll
give you the run of the rest of the place and bring your fiancée
here as well. You’ll both be in danger. If you attempt to leave the
place we’ll have to lock you up until I fix something. If I fail
you may have to stay here for good."

"My father… I
am worried about my father."

"Yeah me too,
for far different reasons. How long since you have seen him?"

"Over five
years, he seldom leaves Kuwait."

"Did you pass
on the message about Jahangeer Mashir the Afghan army general?"

"No I did not
understand, my father knew this man but I said nothing. I was
confused I still don't understand. I understood about the radical
influences on the stability of western democracy but other things I
did not understand."

"Jahangeer
Mashir was found hanging in a street in Kabul. I didn't do it but
your father may have."

"This is what
you wished, he was spending the people’s money, this is wrong. I
could not do such a thing but he must have had many enemies."

"I think you’re
as pure as the driven snow, entities that develop isolated from
sources of contamination generally are. You may be able to have a
new beginning, I just need to keep you alive. MI6 checked you right
out, they got it right. Saving your father was a mistake, saving
you may just fix it."

Stanton sent
Cadiche to pick up Jacob’s fiancée and Jacob saw the lair without a
blindfold for the first time.

Stanton checked
more information and gathered it to form a plan. The arms deal
fiasco could have worked but sanctions on Jodi and taking Mahir
were risks that could not be calculated when the plan was
hatched.

The next task
was Stanton wanted to talk to Price before he saw him dead. Stanton
found Jean Forbes’ son working from the top of a high rise business
building in Sydney owned by the Price trust. He gave information to
Robert and Anthony and they began to put together a profile of his
dealings and contacts. Jean Forbes he would leave for now and
wanted more information. It was the king pins in the Middle East
that were of interest and going to get them was currently not an
option; they would now be wise to losing Mahir and Stanton was sure
they would have information on the trail of destruction during his
capture. Stanton gave himself three days before suspicions on
Jacobs's whereabouts when he did not arrive in Kuwait caused a
change of tack.

 


Anthony rang
with a breakthrough; Park’s organisation had plenty of enemies in
the corporate world. Forbes’ son was in control of a trust that was
hedging money from Australia to overseas banks, saving millions in
tax. Anthony had asked some questions to some friends in the
business world and a mass of paperwork files and links rolled up in
the foyer of their office complex from anonymous donors. Stanton
had everything copied then delivered to David Stokes with a note in
big letters saying DEAL WITH THIS YOURSELF. Stokes locked himself
in his office, studied and checked the plot and two hours later
Forbes’ son was arrested for fraud and tax evasion on a massive
scale. Stanton had already hacked into the ASIO security system and
was monitoring Jean Forbes’ contacts. When the press got hold of
the story it went worldwide in minutes and Jean Forbes’ lines of
contact went berserk. There was one immediate response that
interested Stanton from the Herat mountain region of Afghanistan,
hastily and mistakenly sent on open channels of wireless email:
Jean, this is serious, I will fix this myself and select interim
control from the staff. 4.00 am tomorrow. Sydney. Peter.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-TWO

 


Tuesday the
12th October 4.30 am, north end hangar international freight
terminal, Sydney Kingsford Smith Airport; Stanton stood just inside
the end door looking like part of the furniture in his grey
overalls and bright orange vest. He studied every plane as it
landed looking for something that would make the distance in the
time and not a commercial liner. The wind was north west and all
arrivals were using the main runway coming in over the sea and
taxiing to terminals right in front of him and to his right
depending on their gate allocation. His night scope binoculars
could pick up the faces of the pilots when the planes taxied from
the main runway.

 


An executive
Lear jet touched down and Stanton watched with interest as it
taxied left. He commandeered an electric baggage truck and hugged
the hangar watching the plane, his perfect forged ID tag blowing in
the wind behind him. It parked on the concrete apron and was met by
a small bus taking one passenger and two crew to customs; Stanton
had no idea what Price looked like now but the passenger was the
same height and build that he could remember and was in his age
bracket. Stanton boldly pulled up at the little jet and accessed
the cockpit activating the navigation computer and retrieving the
initial take-off coordinates; thirty-four degrees twelve minutes
north by sixty-two degrees thirteen minutes east. Stanton put the
information in his GPS in his phone, Herat Afghanistan. Stanton had
checked and no plane coming in had a flight plan ex Afghanistan. He
got back on his baggage buggy and accessed the terminal waiting at
the customs check in exit to the lounge and only the two crew
emerged. He stopped; them they were westerners.

"Your passenger
- where is he?"

"I beg your
pardon, please let us pass."

"Your plane is
x Herat, no flight plan, unless you want to fly a crop duster for
the rest of your life I suggest you tell me where the passenger
is."

"You don't
understand, the passenger is a VIP taken through a private customs
room escorted and assisted by government officials."

"What's his
name, you got ten seconds?" The two pilots looked at each other,
the one that had not spoken nodded.

"One of his
name’s is Peter, that's what he asks he be called." Stanton called
two state police officers standing near the exit and they
responded. He showed them his fake ID as he spoke to them.

"These pilots
just brought in a Lear jet ex Afghanistan - their flight plan does
not show this. I believe the plane is carrying drugs. Confiscate
their phones and call David Stokes of the CIB, inform him and tell
him Stanton told you to call." The pilots tried to walk away and
the officers detained them, one officer asking for ID the other
making a call. They looked around and Stanton had disappeared. This
had been cumbersome but Stanton was now sure they could not contact
Price. He accessed the departure area in front of the terminal and
walked towards the area allocated for government vehicles.

A plain white
Holden Statesman with plates that checked out to ASIO waited with a
single driver standing alongside on the pathway. Stanton waited
inside the building until he saw the passenger coming towards the
exit. Stanton removed his vest and coveralls exposing a black suit;
he walked outside to the waiting vehicle still with his ID around
his neck and spoke to the attendee now in the driver's seat reading
the paper; he noticed the keys were in the ignition.

"You here for
Peter Price?" asked Stanton.

"Yes I am."

"He's at the
government pick up area and requires some assistance with his
luggage, he's most agitated." The man put down the paper and got
out of the car.

"Good Lord. Can
you just watch this for a moment while I get him?"

"No problems,"
replied Stanton. The driver passed Price as he walked through the
doors Stanton stood by the car’s front wheel and Price approached
him studying the number plate on the vehicle then talking to
Stanton.

"Who are you
waiting for?"

"Mr Price sir,
would that be yourself?"

"Yes." Stanton
had the keys in his hand and opened the boot, stowing the luggage
while Price got into the back seat. Stanton climbed aboard and
casually drove away.

"You know where
we are heading?" asked Price.

"Oh yes."

"Is that
today's paper on the front seat there?"

"Yes." Stanton
handed Price the paper and he tucked his head in the pages.

Stanton drove
to the park ‘n’ fly multi storey car park in Botany road Mascot
overriding the boom gate with a programmed remote and driving to
the rooftop in the far north eastern corner overlooking the rail
line and vacant corner block below and pulled up; he knew this area
was out of view of any surveillance cameras. Price took his head
from out of the paper.

"Where the hell
are we and why have we stopped?" shouted Price. Stanton got out
opened the rear door and dragged Price out by the collar with both
his hands drawing him nose to nose and kneeing him in the groin at
the same time.

"Do you
remember Albert Hollis?" growled Stanton. Price swallowed, then
coughed trying to contain the pain from his groin.

"Who are you?"
chocked Price.

"I generally
give people two minutes, what will sustain that is answers."

"Yes you
obviously know I do."

"Al
Ahmadi."

"Look I have
powerful friends here you could..." Stanton head-butted Price
between the eyes and drew him nose to nose again.

"Al
Ahmadi."

"Yes,"
whimpered Price. Stanton put him against the side of the car and
pulled out his wallet inspecting his ID. Driver’s licence
Washington DC. Driver’s licence Mayfair UK. Credit cards Peter
Price. He fumbled through his jacket pockets pulling out two
passports, Kuwait Peter Price, Afghanistan Peter Price.

"Mm… hard man
to find and after all this time you come to me. I'm John Stanton
Price. Name ring a bell?"

"Spare me
anything you want is yours."

"Now Al Ahmadi,
other than you who is he dealing with and how far from accessing
Pakistan's weapons of mass destruction is he or you?"

"You won’t stop
us now Stanton, the chains too big, just a matter of time."

"Chains are
rarely of any use if links break. The more broken links the less
use the chain will be until you can’t use it anymore. You would not
have risked coming here if not for some serious problems with the
chain. The authorities will be forty-eight hours behind me; I just
want to make sure the trail has the right leads." Stanton pulled
out his pistol and fitted the silencer, Price began to squirm so
Stanton kneed him in the groin again and he fell to his knees. He
took a couple of steps back and levelled the weapon at Price. "I
sanction you for the death of the Fredrick, Harold and Cynthia
Hollis outside a school in Oxford and in front of many children no
older than twelve. No one’s life has been the same since including
mine. You have anything to say Price?"

"I hope you fry
with the rest of your kind Stanton." Stanton raised his weapon and
after two dull thuds Price fell face down on the concrete bleeding
profusely from the head, creating a red pool in an ever-increasing
circle. Stanton looked at him for a while, threw his identification
on top of his body and walked to his Mustang parked on the southern
side of the roof. He left the car park installation in a cloud of
smoke, not even bothering to raise the boom gate and roared off
north along Botany Road. Stanton called Hurst bouncing the call
from Florida.

 


It was seven pm
in London when Hollis accepted a visit from Hurst. Hurst informed
him Price was dead and the circumstances in which it happened.

"Stanton?"

"Yes sir."

"Are we in
control yet?"

"John doesn't
think so sir but he thinks the chain is that badly broken it will
take years to recover. One more link and it will be finished. He's
asked for forty eight hours."

"Well we can't
keep the lid on this much longer. The mess in Pakistan is causing
some problems in the press, we were lucky to get Barkly back. What
on earth did he bring a Pakistani chopper pilot back with him
for?"

"Barkly
described him as a trainee furthering his ability and knowledge
with the RAF sir with a stark demonstration that we leave no one
behind. Give Stanton the time he has asked for, I'm sure he will
hand it to authorities and bow out should he need to."

"Inform the
Americans involved we are backing Stanton to the hilt."

"We will have
to inform the French involved as well sir."

"I'll do that
myself when they find out Stanton had one of their operatives in
Pakistan, she may be looking for a job with us."

"Um… she's
still in Florida at a place owned by Stanton sir, looking after
some Pakistani taxi drivers who Stanton just happened to take with
him sir." Hollis took off his glasses and rubbed his face.

"Anything else
I need to know?"

"This is
swinging our way sir, the Americans have shut down six radical
terrorist organisations in the US and we have found four with the
information from the target lifted out of Pakistan. He is singing
like a bird; you could end up with a feather in your cap sir."

"Or a boot up
my arse."

"Eh yes
sir."

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-THREE

 


Stanton got
back to the lair before midday and checked more information, had a
think but was still left with the same path. He needed to find Al
Ahmadi and eliminate him. He was resigned to the fact that that was
as much as he could do with not much chance of interrogating him
with the time frame. With Ahmadi gone the chain would be decimated
and he had another idea for follow up. He checked his tools, Wayne
and Truman in the US. Legrand in the US. Hurst and Barkly in the
UK. Even if he found Ahmadi's location they were all too wide. He
then thought Sivert must be somewhere in the area if he had
returned the AC 130 and as far as he knew he had a crew with him.
He dialled up Sivert's background and it read like a war movie, one
of the most decorated air force commanders still operational. Sent
to a desk job in Garcia after he had moved an aircraft carrier in
the Gulf in 2003 against orders. Stanton thought if Sivert moved an
aircraft carrier he had a damn good reason and thought he might
like the chance to have that reviewed.

 


He called Hurst
who informed Stanton that Sivert had taken the Hercules to King
Khalid Military Base in Saudi Arabia as requested by the RAF; it
had only just arrived and as far as he knew Sivert was still there
awaiting change over.

 


Stanton called
Conrad Wayne asking for Sivert's personal phone number. Wayne gave
the number to him after Stanton explained the situation and
suggested a drone attack if Stanton knew the exact location of the
target. Stanton was not in favour of the method of drones as it
could not extract information nor clearly identify a target before
proceeding.

 


Stanton then
convinced Jacob to phone his father mobile to mobile; it took a
while but he eventually agreed explaining peace stood in the
balance. When Ahmadi identified his son’s contact he answered. He
abused his son for over two minutes until Stanton had a fix on his
location. Ahmadi called his own son an infidel pig. Jacob was
gutted, admitting he had made up stories on his close relationship
with his father and that he still grappled with understanding the
radical elements in his homeland. Ahmadi was located on Failaka
Island in the town of Az-Zawr twenty kilometres off the Kuwaiti
coast and part of Kuwait. Stanton searched for information, finding
Al Ahmadi's organisation of oil distribution now owned most of the
island and extensive work was being carried out developing the
island. Ahmadi had a registered office complex located at the old
Failaka Harbour.

 


Stanton called
Sivert bouncing from Hawaii, forced to use normal communications
for the delicate call with nothing else available and no time.
Stanton explained the situation to Sivert who listened without
interruptions making notes. Stanton explained a plan that Sivert
could elaborate on as he flew missions into the island during the
Iraq war. Stanton asked Sivert to bring Ahmadi out alive to try and
further the information trail on the nuclear threat. Sivert asked
it be left with him to map a plan; Stanton gave Sivert a contact
number to call back with success or failure. Stanton rang Hurst and
asked the Hercules’ retrieval be put back another twenty-four
hours; then he waited.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-FOUR

 


Wednesday the
13th October 2010 1.00 am, King Khalid Military Installation, Saudi
Arabia. Sivert had used an empty hangar to set up a base and drew
up maps and plans, he planned to head direct east to the Persian
Gulf, turn north west following the coastline along the gulf to
Failaka Island landing on a dirt strip near the centre of the
island and ten kilometres from the target area. Sivert had five
crew with him and had them commandeer some items; two Toyota four
wheel drive civilian vehicles, small arms and ammunition, flack
jackets, helmets with communication systems. The Hercules was
fuelled and checked for departure.

 


Sivert called a
briefing in the hangar in front of a whiteboard also commandeered
by his crew. His crew had no idea of what he was going to say as
they stood at attention in line in front of the board.

"Gentlemen, it
has been brought to my attention that a key link to radical groups
attempting to gain control of Pakistan's nuclear arsenal is
currently in this area. I have been asked to operate outside of any
government orders or directives to acquire this link alive and
deliver him to the west. Although he is in western friendly
territory any contact with eastern or western governments regarding
his activities may alert other operatives in the chain as we have
no idea who they are. If you come with me you are risking your life
for something very few people know about and we will be considered
enemies of the state if we fail; anyone who wishes to volunteer for
this assignment please step forwards." The five men stepped
forwards together. Sivert pointed to the map scrawled on the board
as he spoke. "Thank you gentlemen. We will fly directly east from
King Khalid some two hundred and fifty kilometres; turn north west
over the Persian Gulf keeping the coastline in sight, landing on
Failaka Island twenty kilometres off the coast of Kuwait city on a
dirt airstrip ten kilometres from the target of the old Failaka
Harbour. Our estimated flight time is one hour and fifteen minutes.
All this will be done at three hundred feet and in complete
darkness. Our target is Al Ahmadi, now remember the name and how to
say it with a middle eastern accent. Al Ahmadi." They all repeated
the name with the accent. "That's real good; you guys may make the
movie when you get home. We will access the harbour in our four
wheel drives in direct route not using roads again in complete
darkness. The building we target is new, the only new building in
the harbour, Ahmadi would be aware that we are after him, this
could be why he has retreated to this island. Inadvertently if this
is the case he has made himself vulnerable for if he had stayed in
Kuwait we would have some real problems. There is only one other
pilot here and he will stay with the aircraft; if we do not return
by first light he will leave and return to King Khalid. We kill no
one unless absolutely necessary, meaning if you are about to die.
If the target is armed wound but do not kill him, we need his mouth
and brain. Any questions?"

"When do we
leave sir?"

"Saddle up
people, time is wasting." Sivert knew that five crew was scant to
operate an AC 130 gunship, especially if they came under fire.
Sivert lifted off at the controls of the Hercules at 1.45 am the
airfield was deserted. They turned north west over the Persian Gulf
at 2.10 am. The radar officer reported to Sivert that there was a
ship bearing dead ahead twelve thousand metres. Sivert dropped to
fifty metres above the waves and held speed and bearing. The radar
operator on the US patrol frigate Phoenix called out loud
across the bridge.

"Unidentified
ship bearing, sir I think you better look at this." The commanding
officer studied the screen. "Not many ships can do over two hundred
and fifty knots sir. Whatever it is will be off the port bow in two
minutes sir."

"Call battle
stations!" yelled the commanding officer as he accessed the port
side of the bridge and studied the sea’s surface with his
binoculars. "Lock a missile on target and hold."

"Whatever it is
will be too close for a missile strike on approach and we have no
gunners in place yet sir."

"Lock main
cannon prepare to fire," replied the commander. "Wait I have
visual, it's an AC 130 just above the water off the port bow." The
commander walked out of the bridge and onto the viewing platform on
the port side of the ship. He followed the Hercules with his night
vision binoculars only a few hundred metres away until she began to
head north west away from them.

"You want us to
make radio contact sir?"

The commander
thought for a while. "No, if she's just above the water in complete
darkness there's a good reason for it."

"Shall I
contact Atlantic command sir?"

"Put about full
ahead, track her for as long as you can, no contact at all. She
could easily have avoided us but she flew right by. Her gunnels are
opened and manned. Whoever they are they were looking for help not
hindrance." Sivert's radio operator made a report.

"Sir she's
putting about and picking up speed sir." Sivert smiled.

"It's the
Phoenix, Captain Miller is a smart man. Any radio
transmission?"

"Negative sir
she's quiet as a tomb. No attempt to contact or report."

"Anything else
in the area?"

"I have two
more vessels to the east right on the Iranian sea border line both
heading south east closest eighty kilometres. They are probably
allied or US ships on Gulf patrol. No radio activity."

"Ten minutes to
target gentlemen, man the vehicles, have them started and ready to
roll when we stop!" yelled Sivert.

Aboard the
Royal Naval patrol frigate the Glasgow the radio operator
called out across the bridge with his clear cockney accent. "Sir
the US Phoenix has put about and picked up speed, she's on a
heading for Kuwait sir." The captain attended the radar
screen."

"Any radio
traffic as to why?" asked the captain, with an obvious plum in
mouth accent.

"No she's
silent, I thought I had something on screen in her area minutes ago
sir but can't really say. Do you want me to contact Admiralty
Control?"

"Absolutely
not. Send her one beep on the radio." The radio operator sent one
sonar beep over the radio and the Phoenix radio operator
reported.

"Captain Miller
we have one beep over the radio from HMS Glasgow she is
ninety kilometres to the south east heading south east."

"Return two
beeps." The radar controller looked up at Miller. "Two beeps do
it." The radar controller on the Glasgow reported.

"Sir we have
two beeps from the US Phoenix." The captain immediately
shouted orders across the bridge.

"Go to battle
stations put about heading same as the Phoenix pick up to
full ahead." The cockney radar controller asked a question.

"Sir we are
outside of standard procedures."

"So is the
Phoenix, she's found something that needs attention. You
want everybody to follow standard procedures in a non standard
environment?"

"Probably why
you're the captain sir, you got bigger bollocks than me."

 


Sivert lined
the AC 130 up with the strip that was just visible and exactly on
the coordinates he had put in the flight computer. The strip’s
condition was not visible in the moonlight and the plane rumbled as
it touched down, spreading dust for hundreds of metres either side
of the plane. The strip had not been used for months and was
completely deserted. Sivert lined the plane up for take off and
lowered the cargo bay ramp and the two Land Cruisers left the bay
pulling up alongside the cockpit access door. Sivert climbed behind
the wheel of the lead vehicle and with a hand-held GPS they headed
off across the rough, flat, dusty terrain making an average speed
of sixty kilometres plus.

 


Two kilometres
from the harbour they encountered bomb craters from the war and
found the main road leading directly to the harbour from the east.
The buildings were deserted around the harbour with most still
showing the ravages of the war with no rooves and bullet holes. The
harbour had a concrete breakwater protecting it from the open sea
and a new building was obvious on the corner of the main street and
esplanade opposite the loading pier. There were several new looking
boats moored at the pier and two vehicles outside the new building.
Sivert pulled his men up one hundred metres short of the building
they alighted in the silence and darkness; there were no street
lights just one light in the courtyard of the new building. The
group climbed to the top of the building shell next door which was
three storeys high and looked down. Sivert whispered the plan.

"We have two
doors front and rear. Wilson you stay up here and cover us. Me and
Styles will go in the front, Jackson and Williams the rear. You
signal us when we are both in position. Wilson and we go in at the
same time. If anyone is seen on the upper roof balcony areas from
the second floor you will have to take care of them Wilson, take
out their legs and arms in case it’s Al Ahmadi. From Wilson's
signal take the doors off with automatic fire and yell Al Ahmadi at
the top of your voice when we go in. I'll take the upper floor when
we find the stairs and go to helmet radios once we get inside; good
luck."

 


They split into
two groups and crept quietly to the doors. Wilson gave the signal
and automatic weapon fire and the cry of Al Ahmadi rang through the
still quiet night. The two groups could see each other up the
hallway in the centre of the building as they stormed in. Sivert
broke off climbing the stairs to his left and as he reached the top
a bewildered-looking man of Middle Eastern appearance came from one
of the doors in the upper hallway with shoulder-length hair and
wearing a full length white nightgown. Sivert blinded him with the
light from his M16 and knocked him to the ground. Williams checked
the other upper rooms and yelled clear. Sivert had pulled the man
into the room he came from and was cuffing his arms behind his
back; Williams entered and looked around for ID. He retrieved a
wallet on the bedside table and they studied the contents in the
light. A Kuwaiti driver’s licence with picture in English and
Arabic - Al Ahmadi. They checked his features to the picture with a
match. Two credit cards bearing the same name and a security card
from his own organisation with his name and picture in English.

They began to
take him down the stairs, Williams leading using the light from his
weapon to pierce the darkness; a short burst of automatic gunfire
was heard followed by, "Damn, I've just taken someone out, clear
down here now," was heard on the helmet radios. Williams reached
the lower hallway to find Styles standing over a man with bleeding
legs and Jackson behind him. "He came out of nowhere with a pistol
and lined up Jackson I had to put him down, he was about to shoot,"
explained Styles.

Williams and
Styles went briskly back to the vehicles, bringing them to the
front of the complex while Sivert and Jackson kept watch from
inside the front and back doors. They dragged the two men into the
vehicles and when loaded up waited for Wilson to come down from the
adjacent roof; the vehicles headed off into the night. Five minutes
from the AC 130 Sivert called the pilot to prepare for take
off.

The four wheel
drive crept into the cargo hold and the ramp began to lift as the
plane surged forwards. Sivert asked the crew to secure the targets
and man the equalizer cannons then took the controls of the
Hercules as it rumbled and banged over the dusty, rough strip and
finally lifted from the ground. He headed directly south east along
the route he had come climbing to two thousand metres.

"USS
Phoenix this is Captain Sivert US Marine Corps do you copy?"
Both the Phoenix and the Glasgow went to speaker on
the bridge.

"Captain Sivert
this is the USS Phoenix we copy."

"Phoenix
I am in control of a British AC 130 gunship heading due south east
from Failaka Island Kuwait. We have invaluable human cargo and
request sea to air support. Coming your way at two thousand
metres."

"Captain Sivert
this is Captain Miller US Navy. I thought you had a desk job?"

"I got lucky,
get us out of here in one piece. I am heading for King Khalid."

"Captain Sivert
this is Captain Wheeler HMS Glasgow, we are changing course
to assist heading due south west towards the Saudi coast."

"Roger Captain
Wheeler we are coming your way." The airways went silent as the
Hercules neared its turning point for King Khalid; it made no turn
and maintained its heading. The Glasgow's radar operator
responded.

"Captain
Wheeler this plane’s maintaining course and gaining height sir.
It’s way too far south to head for King Khalid."

"Plot its
heading, give me any allied installation on its course."

"United Arab
Emirates but not on course for anything, Oman don't think he’ll be
too keen on landing there, the only place it passes directly across
is Diego Garcia sir. Shall I inform Admiralty sir?"

"No, they have
broken off radio transmission, they could have informed everyone
themselves."

"She's dropped
below radar sir I've lost her. Sir we have a squadron of probably
Iranian migs tracking south east right on the Iranian side of the
border fly line bearing two one five at forty kilometres tracking
from Bushehr Air Base."

"Weapons lock
and engage surface to air."

"Missile locked
on lead aircraft sir."

"Fire."

"I beg your
pardon sir."

"Fire,
F.I.R.E., fire."

"Missile away
sir." There was silence for a while then the radar operator
spoke.

"The formation
has broken, dispersed and heading back towards Iran sir."

"Self detonate
the missile just before it reaches Iran airspace. Find something
else to shoot at I want the entire area’s focus on this spot."

"Sir we have
three squadrons of unidentified aircraft heading our way out of
Oman, two heading out of Saudi, they are offering assistance."

"Pull them in
over us, keep them busy."

Sivert had
dropped to just above the ground and was busy tracking across the
desert of Oman; they had some idea of the ruckus in the gulf due to
the masses of radio traffic. Sivert needed another thirty minutes
before they got out of Oman air space over the sea and could gain
height. By the time the air had been cleared and things settled
down the Hercules was clear of the coast and gained height, her
next problem was fuel as she would not make the over four thousand
kilometres from Kuwait to Garcia. Stanton broke silence four hours
and half way into the journey in the middle of the Indian
Ocean.

"Garcia Tower
this is Captain Sivert do you copy?" the air traffic controller in
Garcia tower looked puzzled.

"Captain Sivert
this is Garcia."

"Garcia I am
tracking direct from Kuwait to Garcia AC 130 gunship request
immediate refuel currently four hours out of Garcia, height thirty
thousand bearing ten degrees forty minutes north by seventy three
degrees twenty one minutes east. Have invaluable cargo, request air
support." The controller spoke to the duty supervisor standing in
for Sivert while he was away. He was not sure what to do so the air
traffic controller, used to Sivert’s voice and manner took the
reins.

"Captain Sivert
we have a tanker coming in from the east, two hundred and fifty
kilometres to starboard drop to fifteen thousand and watch your
starboard quarter for visual, estimated dock time thirty five
minutes. Two F15s ex Garcia estimated ETA one hour and fifteen
minutes."

"Roger Garcia,
we’re tired and coming home."

 


Sivert touched
down at Garcia 12.15 pm and the first person he contacted was
Stanton. He asked Stanton where he wanted Ahmadi taken to. Stanton
gave Ahmadi to Sivert saying the US had more resources than anyone
to take action on what they find from him. Stanton explained the
extent of the information that he was about to release to
journalists and governments around the world, that in time would
blaze a trail to the rest of the chain and send the Pakistani
government loyalists in the right direction. Sivert was concerned
that he would be court marshalled when returning to the States with
Ahmadi. Stanton convinced Sivert to wait forty-eight hours before
he left and informed the US government he was bringing Ahmadi in.
There would be much more chance of a band playing for his reception
when he touched down in Washington than a military police squad by
that time. Sivert thanked Stanton for giving him the chance of
making a decision and doing something he felt made a difference;
they hung up.

 


At the touch of
a send button Stanton released a mass of gathered information
relevant to the nuclear conspiracy, government documents, names,
pictures, video footage, dates, times, bank accounts to name a
small part; to western and eastern journalists, western and eastern
governments, MI6, the CIA and the FBI. After the information had
cleared the bounce computers in Black Beach Hawaii, Pimba in South
Australia and Angel City Florida, Stanton initiated the self
destruct codes on the properties security systems and they all
burnt to the ground.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY FIVE

 


Friday the 15th
of October 2010 9.00 am, the lair; Stanton monitored the global
chaos surrounding the nuclear conspiracy, watching news channels on
television. The power of false information or rumours can taint
character; the power of correct information can bring down the
tallest poppies in the field in the right hands. Stanton had one
more person he wanted to talk to, Jean Forbes. She had been busy
fending off the connection with her son’s arrest since it happened
but still attended to her government duties including public
appearances. Other than being a courier Stanton had found no
evidence to say she was gaining any financial benefit from the arms
sales and she was either operating under duress or very smart.

 


Her son had
opened the flood gates, cooperating with police and categorically
denied his mother had any involvement. She was the head of the
departments involved in Australian security and Stanton thought she
would have fallen by now but she still remained publicly backed by
Bevan Stanwell. Stanton held Stanwell in the highest regard,
knowing he would stand anyone down with a shred of evidence they
were involved in matters against the state.

 


Forbes was
opening a new correctional centre facility today in Cessnock, NSW
and Stanton knew how he could talk to Forbes in person.

 


Cadiche drove
his squad car through the gate of the new facility after running
the gauntlet of the protesters in the street, verified his ID with
security then sauntered through the guests scattered about in
groups towards the stage. He parked with other police vehicles
clear of the tent that backed on to the stage, opened the boot and
let Stanton out.

 


Kay, now
Cadiche's fiancée entered the tent and interrupted Jean Forbes
talking with a group of people, taking her to one side. Stanton had
withdrawn out of sight to the edge of a creek under some trees at
the back of the tent and watched the water flow by from recent
rains. Kay and Cadiche showed Forbes where Stanton was and waited
at the crest of the creek bank that gently sloped down to the tree
line where Stanton had his back to her some fifty metres away.
Forbes stopped next to Stanton by the water and Stanton looked at
her.

"You're not
Graham Billet, who are you? Officers down here please!" Kay and
Cadiche stood with their backs to her and chatted.

"No I'm not
Billet, my name’s Stanton, John Stanton, make any fuss at all and
we’ll do it the hard way."

"My God
Stanton, Bevan Stanwell had been wanting to talk to you for the
last three weeks but you seem to have just disappeared."

"I've been
busy, fishing trip. Interesting you would want to see Billet down
by the creek here, quite a romantic spot."

"What do you
mean?"

"Do you know a
gentleman called Peter Price?"

"No."

"Jacob Ahmadi,
young Kuwaiti, delivers satchels, know him?"

"How do you
know these people?"

"Dr Hislup,
Canberra psychiatrist, you've been seeing him for some time, a long
time."

"That is my
business!"

"Your business
has been encroaching on mine, what was in the satchels?"

"I have no
idea, I passed them on to Ben Porter."

"You regularly
picked up satchels one a month in fact, and never asked any
questions." Forbes looked around nervously.

"I can't tell
you anything, because I don't know."

"If you don't
tell me something you may end up in one of these places opening
here today for the rest of your life or I may have to deal with
you." Forbes chest began to heave and her eyes lit up like
diamonds. "Powerful men excite you don't they Jean; sexually that
is. Must be very fulfilling being a nymphomaniac and dealing with
powerful men every day. Dr Hislup unable to help but very
satisfying."

"You bastard,
do what you want to me I can feel your power."

"You randy
bitch, that's how you are so successful holding people together.
It’s easy for you, got them eating out of your hand and several
other places no doubt. Have a look at you, if you were a weapon
you'd be a nuclear war head, I'm glad they don't go off as quick as
you."

"So, you have
me, take me, I'm powerless, put your hands on me." She began to
life her skirt leaning back against the tree, her eyes glowing like
stars in the dead of night.

"I hope my wife
has stopped doing this shit. Get to Canberra, get to work. You'll
inadvertently stumble on some information that will assist you in
sorting some things out. We can't be blamed for being ourselves."
Stanton walked away with Forbes looking daggers at him, her chest
heaving with passion. He walked past Cadiche and Kay. "Let's get
out of here, nuclear weapon here ready to go off, just needs a
detonator."

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-SIX

 


It was Monday
the 15th of March 2011 and with the efforts of Anthony and Robert
Stanton Jacob Ahmadi had become a rich and powerful man. Al
Ahmadi's will had been found amongst his personal paperwork after
he had committed suicide in detention in the US and his only son
was left everything. Efforts in the high court by Ahmadi's indirect
family and trust members in the Middle East had failed to contest
the will and Jacob left Sydney airport bound for Kuwait with his
fiancée to take control of his father’s organisation. Stanton knew
he would not be easily swayed by radical influences and the
authorities watched eagerly to see who jumped ship as he began to
make his influence felt.

 


Stanton had a
hectic Christmas looking after his grandchildren and moved back to
his Newcastle home above Bar beach with his wife Jodi.

 


Cadiche married
his partner Kay at Christmas; left the police force and became a
contract advisor on state and aboriginal law enforcement.

 


The dust on the
nuclear arms fiasco in Pakistan had not settled and authorities
were reviewing the Masroor Airport incident. The British and
American governments waded in with information acquired from Tali
Mahir and Al Ahmadi that linked the peninsula area properties to
members of the Pakistani Afghan governments. The bodyguard with
Mahir at the Karachi Stamford was a member of the Afghan government
security service and accusations of British and American
involvement fell away. Stanton had given up watching the fiasco on
the news channels as the only muscles he was exercising were his
stomach muscles.

 


ABC reporter
Darren Mack had been relentlessly haunted by David Stokes but had
finally been left alone giving him breathing space. He just
happened to interview Graham Billet, federal member for the Hunter,
regarding coal loading facilities in the port of Newcastle when
they had a casual conversation about Stanton living in the area and
advising on security measures for the Williamtown Air Base recent
upgrade.

 


Darren Mack
told Billet he thought Stanton was a ruthless vigilante finding
uncanny clues between the lines. Billet told Mack of the broken arm
affair by Stanton and they exchanged information regarding the
Canberra Airport fire and the Blue Mountains accident and Mack
showed Billet security footage of Stanton's car leaving the park
‘n’ fly facility at Mascot the day and time Peter Price was
murdered, purchased from a park ‘n’ fly employee. Billet rankled
with anger about his wife finding out about his affair and applying
for divorce plus losing Jodi. He put all the information together
and made a complaint to the state police of assault causing actual
bodily harm against John Stanton regarding his broken arm
forwarding other information for investigation.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-SEVEN

 


Wednesday the
17th of March 2011, 10.00 am, the Australian Attorney-General Karl
Spencer paced up and down behind his desk at his Canberra office on
the hill reading papers in his hands. Graham Billet sat nervously
in front of him; Spencer eventually stopped pacing and sat down in
front of Billet.

"Let me get
this straight Graham, you claim on Tuesday the 5th of October 2010
at 10.30 pm you were assaulted at Jodi Simpson's property by a John
Stanton who broke your right arm just below the shoulder. The
incident was reported to the police, you attended the John Hunter
hospital at 10.50 pm, had your arm attended to for a hairline crack
in your upper right arm and returned to Sydney, getting home at
3.00 am.

"Yes that's
correct."

"You further
allege that John Stanton and quote: is a ruthless vigilante carving
a furrow of missing persons though the world landscape with gay
abandon."

"Well yes
you've seen the allegations and evidence supplied." Spencer threw
the papers on his desk.

"I'll tell you
what I have, this report of yours and a report by a Darren Mack ABC
reporter looking ominously similar. Other than that I have got
nothing! John Stanton - try and get some information on him and I
can assure you that you will come up with absolutely nothing. Does
this guy exist?"

"You've heard
all about him Karl, time someone put him in his place."

"Why didn't you
tackle this when it happened? This is the Attorney-General’s
department; we act on facts and undeniable evidence in a court of
law. Not rumours and stories more akin to a paperback novel that
you have listed here; a security video of a vehicle leaving a car
park in a cloud of smoke. I can't even see the driver. How many
newspapers were you hoping to assist in the sale of?"

"I am bringing
this up this week and using my parliamentary privileges to air the
allegations in the House of Representatives. Someone has to put
this lunatic in his place."

"Lunatic, say
it was this John Stanton in the car; all I could do is refer him to
traffic police to check out. Are you aware of how busy we are,
government ministers selling weapons, in cohorts with arms dealers,
oil merchants. Radicals wanted by Interpol and the FBI running
around the country kidnapping children. Members of ASIO in
accidents; and I haven't even really started. We have enough
serious shit to keep us busy till the next trip to the moon if it
ever happens!"

"You look at
this or I will have to use the lower house to force the issue."
Spencer blew wind through his lips and shook his head.

"Give me this
Jodi Simpson's phone number and I'll call her; if she’ll give
evidence about your assault we may have grounds for a preliminary
hearing." Billet gave Jodi's number to Spencer from his phone and
Spencer called Jodi. He enquired with her as to the alleged assault
and asked if she would give evidence. She agreed and Spencer was
surprised. He mentioned a preliminary hearing with haste and she
just kept agreeing with the phone pinned on her shoulder with her
head as she hastily prepared lunch. Spencer asked his secretary to
get copies of the police report and put them in a file with Billet
and Mack's reports and to arrange for the police officers who
attended the incident to give evidence at the hearing. Billet
stopped bickering and seemed happy with Spencer's efforts leaving
his office saying he would be checking on progress.

 


Spencer gave
the job of commencing a committal hearing in the magistrates court
and having Jodi Simpson and the police officers involved with the
case subpoenaed to appear to a new junior member of the department.
Everyone else was busy; this kept Billet at bay. John Stanton was
issued with warrant to commit ordering to appear at the Newcastle
Magistrates court New South Wales on Monday the 7th of May 2011 at
10.00 am.

 


 


 


 



CHAPTER
THIRTY-EIGHT

 


Monday the 7th
of May 2011 9.30 am. Local law reporter Darren Stack from the
Gazette news chain was reading the court list and noticed State
versus Stanton. He looked around the corridor outside court one and
noticed Anthony and Robert Stanton standing next to John Stanton
and Jodi. He went and spoke to Jodi, knowing her for some time in
her role as reporter. During their conversation she mentioned she
was there to give evidence and Robert got her attention and shook
his head. The casual conversation was stopped and Stack noticed
Darren Mack outside with an entire camera crew from the ABC. He
took Mack to one side and asked for information; Mack leaked that
John Stanton was in a committal hearing for assaulting a Member of
Parliament breaking his arm. Stack couldn't believe the crowd in
and around the court house. He made some calls to other reporters
some in Canberra.

 


Bevan Stanwell
was at the time addressing a press conference in the parliament
press room with updates on the progress of investigations into the
Afghanistan small arms deal and links to radical elements
attempting to gain control of Pakistan's nuclear arsenal. It was
the first time information linking the two could be released but
was still scant and mentioned no names. During the course of the
statements the press room began to empty one by one until Stanwell
was left with only his aids and security personnel. He enquired as
to what was going on when Graham Chatswood Minister for Defence
entered the room and called him to one side. He informed him Billet
had filed an assault complaint against Stanton and the committal
hearing had just begun in the Magistrates court in Newcastle and
there was no chance of stopping it.

 


Stanwell rushed
away to his office and rang Karl Spencer; Spencer confirmed the
facts and was surprised Stanwell was unaware as Billet had assured
him that everyone that should know had been told. Stanwell
explained a few points and found that Spencer didn't know that Jodi
Simpson was Stanton's wife and the lawyers for Stanton were
Stanton's sons. He also informed him that Jodi Simpson had had an
affair with Billet who lost his family in the process. Spencer
attempted to call the phone of the young lawyer attending the
hearing but it was turned off.

 


It was 10.07 am
and the clerk of the court spoke. "All rise, the Honourable Judge
Julie Pollard residing." Judge Pollard walked in and sat at the
bench making herself comfortable. The court was full to the hilt
and she only then noticed Robert and John Stanton in the position
of defence. She also recognised Billet behind the prosecution
council. Pollard called the clerk of the court to the bench and
spoke softly.

"What on earth
is going on here today, the traffic is shocking, hundreds of
people, that's why I'm late."

"Prosecution
council has the same problem your honour; he is also just studying
his case."

"I've had no
time to see the brief folder. Give me a few moments." The court sat
in silence for a couple of minutes; Pollard looked up from her
bench occasionally and at one time nervously cleaned her glasses.
"Mr Bowman can you open your case please?” Young Trevor Bowman of
the Attorney-General’s department cleared his throat as he
rose.

"Your Honour
the facts are that on Tuesday the 5th of October 2010 at 10.30 pm
Graham Billet was assaulted at one Jodi Simpson's property by a
John Stanton who broke Mr Billet’s arm just below the shoulder. I
bring your attention to the hospital emergency report from the John
Hunter hospital detailing Mr Billet's injury.

"Yes I have the
report here," replied Pollard.

"I also would
like to bring to your attention the police report of attendance to
a disturbance at Mrs Simpson's home just prior to Mr Billet's
hospital attendance." Pollard shuffled some paper.

"I have the
report here dated the same day and similar time."

"Your Honour at
the premises in question Jodi Simpson observed the alleged assault
and I would like to bring my first witness Mrs Jodi Simpson to the
stand." Jodi walked to the stand and was sworn in. "Mrs
Simpson."

"Mrs
Stanton."

"I beg your
pardon," said Bowman.

"I no longer
use my maiden name."

"But your
statements and documents are in the name of Simpson."

"Does it make
any difference? We are the same person." Bowman looked at Pollard
who responded.

"Proceed, I
acknowledge that Simpson and Stanton are the same person for the
record." Bowman continued.

"Can you tell
us what happened at your dwelling on the night of Tuesday the 5th
of October 2010 at 10.30 pm?"

"Yes I was in
bed with Mr Billet and had to get up to answer a knock on the door.
It was my husband John, he was most agitated and angry when he
found Mr Billet was there."

"Can you tell
me how he broke Mr Billet’s arm?"

"No."

"Mrs Simps… er
Stanton, madam. I am led to believe you are here to give evidence
for the State."

"Correct, this
is the first time anyone has asked me what evidence I would be
giving." Bowman hesitated before he spoke, reading some of the
signed evidence in the folder by Jodi.

"Your Honour I
wish to withdraw the complaint in the case of the State versus John
Stanton."

Anthony Stanton
rose and spoke. "Objection your honour, we wish the complaint be
heard and dealt with."

Graham Billet
rose to his feet and shouted out. "I agree, it’s time this
murdering bastard was brought to justice and tau..." Pollard
shouted at the top of her voice.

"Mr Billet we
are not on the floor of the house in Canberra behaving like
children we are in a court of law presided over by the authority of
this country. One more outburst like that and you will be removed
and in contempt of this court." Billet sat down looking menacingly
at Pollard. "Proceed with the cross examination Mr Bowman."

"Mrs Stanton at
any time did you see John Stanton assault Mr Billet?"

"No, he's a
wonderful man and I was unaware he had loved me for so long. I
understand why he was so angry and I want him to know it won't
happen again."

"No further
questions your honour," Bowman sat down.

"Does the
defence have any questions?" asked Pollard. Anthony rose and
spoke.

"No, Your
Honour."

"Mr Bowman,
call your next witness."

"Is there
really any point Your Honour?"

"The defence
has requested the matter be heard and that is granted, proceed,"
replied Pollard; Bowman studied his paperwork.

"The State
calls police officer sergeant Frank Hatfield." Hatfield took the
stand and was sworn in and Bowman commenced his questioning.

"Sergeant
Hatfield can you tell us what happened on your attendance to Jodi
Stanton's dwelling on the Tuesday the 5th of October 2010 at 10.40
pm?"

"Your Honour I
and my partner attended a call for assistance in response to a
disturbance at Mrs Stanton's home, Tuesday the 5th of October 2010
at 10.40 pm. On arrival we found Mrs Stanton, Mr Stanton and Mr
Billet in the upper driveway of the garden" Hatfield referred to a
notebook in his hands. "They were attempting to retrieve Mrs
Stanton's cat from a tall tree in the front yard. Mrs Stanton was
distressed regarding the pet and we assisted in the cat’s rescue
and left your honour." The court room erupted in laughter.

"Order!"
shouted Pollard. "Any more such outbursts and I will have the court
cleared." The court fell quiet and Billet jumped to his feet and
yelled out.

"Arrest that
lying bastard!" Pollard stood up and shouted out.

"Remove Mr
Billet from the court room, charge him with contempt and bring the
papers to me to sign!" Billet was escorted from the court yelling
as he went.

"I'm bringing
this up on the floor of the house, how dare you!" The doors closed
behind Billet and the court fell silent.

"Continue Mr
Bowman," asked Pollard as she sat down.

"Sergeant
Hatfield at any time during the rescue of the cat was there any
mention of an assault on Mr Billet?" Hatfield studied his note
book.

"No."

"Is that the
notebook from the night in question Sergeant?" asked Pollard.

"Yes it is Your
Honour."

"Can I see it
please?" Hatfield handed the book to Pollard just to his right at
the bench. Pollard studied the pages referenced by Hatfield.

"Thank you," as
she handed the book back. "Do you have any further questions Mr
Bowman?”

"No Your
Honour."

"Mr Bowman I
bring your attention to the fact that the testimony by Sergeant
Hatfield, his note book and the police report in file regarding the
attendance line up."

"I acknowledge
these facts to be correct Your Honour."

"Do you wish to
call anyone else Mr Bowman?"

"Yes, I call
John Stanton to the stand." Stanton walked to the stand and was
sworn in.

"Mr Stanton on
the night in question you must have been very angry to find your
wife with another man."

"No not really,
it's my shortcomings as a husband that caused her to do things like
that. I should have been there when needed." Jodi smiled at him in
the dock. Bowman hesitated, surprised by Stanton's response and
uneasy with his dominating manner and presence.

"Graham Billet
described you in this report as a ruthless vigilante carving a
furrow of missing persons though the world landscape with gay
abandon."

Anthony shot to
his feet and called out. "Objection Your Honour."

"Sustained Mr
Bowman," added Pollard. "The passage will be struck from the
record."

"Your Honour
Graham Billet is an Honourable Member of Parliament elected by the
people. Surely this must stand as some kind of testament to his
claims?" Pollard glared at him.

"Honourable, we
have just witnessed and heard of Mr Billet’s conduct, if the State
claim this is honourable then they have a different opinion of
honourable than this court," snapped Pollard. The court broke into
applause. "Silence please or the court will be cleared! Now does
the prosecution have any further questions?"

"Yes Your
Honour." Bowman approached Stanton in the dock, stooping half way,
further intimidated by Stanton's presence. "Mr Stanton did you
assault Mr Billet and break his arm?" Stanton held the wooden rail
around the dock and waited a few seconds before he answered, you
could hear a pin drop as he stared at Bowman with his answer.

"Now it comes
to the point, you ask a lone man a simple question amidst a process
upheld by western life for hundreds of years. Do you know how many
people have perished upholding the system I am currently going
through?" Bowman was puzzled and answered.

"No."

"Well I do, I
can still see some of them, feel them and would like to hold them
again. Due to their sacrifice I can stand here and be judged by the
system they have died for. Things change and the systems used to
defend ourselves become ever more dangerous. We now have the
ability to wipe ourselves out with the touch of a button yet the
system to defend ourselves in a court of law remains the same.
Thirty seconds after the decision in this court is handed down it
will go the air in over fifty countries in many languages and
opinions will be debated for a long time, now that's western
democracy and people power. This morning I watched the sun come up
and thanked all of them again. Next thing the Attorney-General will
be bringing soldiers in here to prosecute them for attacking the
enemy on the front line. I refuse to answer your question Mr Bowman
for neither you nor I nor Billet will be giving a verdict on the
outcome. The verdict will come from the people. Now I am accused of
one thing here and if you have finished grandstanding I would like
to see where it goes. If you have no further questions I wish to
sit down." Bowman returned to his seat and sat down. Stanton looked
at Pollard.

"Please remain
in the dock Mr Stanton." Stanton nodded. "I have briefs here that
two thousand, four hundred and sixty-seven character witnesses are
to be called to utter for Mr Stanton from many countries including
the Middle East, is that correct defence?" Anthony rose.

"Yes Your
Honour, they are all in Newcastle in or in the vicinity of the
court."

"You have five
direct witnesses to give evidence of Mr Stanton's movements and
comments in and around the time of the alleged offence?"

"Also correct
Your Honour, none required subpoena, they all attend
voluntarily."

"This would be
the reason I was late for court, the traffic in town is incredible
and blocked my path. I ended up having to push my way though the
crowd on foot from over half a kilometre away. Had I been able to
view the facts prior to the hearing it would not have proceeded.
This is indeed the most time wasting allocation of court time I
have ever presided over, however the most important. In summing up;
I will be referring the matter of Mr Billet’s contempt of court for
investigation to the State Police. I have found no evidence at all
that John Stanton assaulted Graham Billet on Tuesday the 5th of
October 2010 at 10.30 pm or any other time. Mr Stanton you are free
to go."

 


The court
erupted, the press ran riot making calls and attempting to get
microphones to Stanton as he and Jodi pushed through the crowd and
down the steps of the courthouse to the pavement where Cadiche
edged Stanton's Mustang towards them, pulling up and getting out
leaving the door open and engine running. Anthony and Robert
Stanton tapped Darren Mack on the shoulder near Stanton while he
tried to get a statement from the couple.

"Do you mind
stepping this way Mr Mack we would like to have a word with you
regarding some defamatory statements we are in possession of
relating to John Stanton," said Robert. Mack looked around and
handed the microphone to a co-worker, stepping aside with Robert
and Anthony. A female reporter finally got round Cadiche to Stanton
in the chaos and thrust a microphone in his face and asked a
question.

"Mr Stanton
where to now, will you be suing the State for defamation of
character?" Stanton smiled at her as he helped Jodi into the
passenger's seat; he answered as he walked to the driver's seat and
got in.

"I’m not an
industrialist, manufacturing magnate, media empire or politician,
just an everyday Joe Blow; not interested in such things. I'm going
home. You want to sell newspapers, follow my sons." He climbed in
and idled away out of sight as the pack surrounded Anthony Robert
and Darren Mack.

"Why didn't you
break his bloody neck, we wouldn't have had to go through this?"
said Jodi. Stanton smiled and touched her hand.

"He's a
politician, that's what they do. Deal in politics. He'll survive
the ordeal and surface further down the track; they are part of the
system. They can have it - it's not for me."

"John Stanton
you will get rid of this damn motor car or whatever it is; look at
all the people staring at us."

"Ever thought
it may not be the car, could be you? No one ever looks when I'm
alone."

"John Stanton
you're a charmer."

Stanton pulled
her closer. "Where would you like to go for lunch princess?"

"Somewhere
open, the foreshore, seafood."

Stanton's phone
rang; he let go of Jodi, pulled over and answered the call.

"Stanton.
Bruce. Kidnapped him? Send me the detai..."

"John Stanton
we are going to lunch!!" shouted Jodi.

Stanton smiled
at her raising his eyebrows several times like a naughty boy, he
sourced a pen and note paper, jotted down some details. He ended
the call, and calmly pulled away from the kerb toward their
destination. He pulled her close and shrugged his shoulders. "Now
then love, its all good, didn't feel any pain at all did you."

Jodi was gently
shaking her head, but she wore a warm smile.
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Vigilante is
the first novel in a series of works featuring the character John
Stanton and his family. They currently include;

 


'Flaxmead'. The
story of two children that own a horse that wins the prestigious
Melbourne Cup, Australia's premier horse race. The story is centred
in the Hunter Valley of NSW Australia, home of vineyards, coal
mines and horse studs.

 


'Once Upon A
Time In Australia.' A romance centred in Australia's Western
Sydney's underworld. A definite adult publication not for the faint
hearted. Stanton is drawn into the pubic domain after his sidekick
Cadiche is gunned down by a radical terror group.

 


'In The Name Of
The Mother'. The reason why John Stanton turns on autocracy
becoming a vigilante. Burdened with the truth, he builds an
impenetrable network. One straw breaks the camels back.

 


'Bella
Elizabeth'. Bella is of French parents, a stunning black haired
blue eyed beauty. She is Stanton's second childhood sweetheart, she
looses the war against Jodi Ann for Stanton's marriage vows. She
finds other ways to become part of his life. Dedicated to the
infamous Hay street brothels in Kalgoorlie West Australia, where
the author found incredible character reference for this
manuscript. This is another adult publication for the open minded
to say the least.

 


'Jodi Ann'.
Stanton's childhood sweetheart, blonde and beautiful she is a
newspaper reporter within her fathers Media Empire and eventually
takes the reins. In the life of Jodi Ann, things are not always as
they seem.

 


Currently in
edit, 'Member 0026'. A gallant single red headed mother,
disillusioned by government direction in Australia builds a
political party in an attempt to bring Australia together as one
nation. The party explodes into a national threat to current
political power, Stanton sends an MI6 operative to gather
intelligence on this new power. The male operative joins the
organisation early and is known as member 0026.
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