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    To our Queen, God bless her for her years of service to us all, thank you, Ma'am.
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My name is Tolly Trueblood I write this ninth book as we become part of the system and as a result also the victims of the system, my Sister Augusta has nagged me to finish our story, the world becomes more complex day by day, perhaps it always was and I didn’t notice the changes, well they caught up with us and wanted what we had, a combination of jealousy and greed caused friends to turn and whispers to become a panic, the reaction of people new to the system and of politicians with no talent saying that they will make changes but not understanding the results they caused.

This is the end of times for some and the beginning of the new generation for others, traditions are all and the understanding must be confirmed to the people as we develop our culture into the new world of personal responsibility.

As always this is warts and all, just as my Great Grandfather always insisted on.

The loss is hard, but life goes on, and as he always said, try to make the world a happy place for the majority because they count more than us, turn disturbers of the peace to dust as quickly as possible.

As I said he was always blunt, war is not an invention he would say, it is part of the human psychic and has always been with us in our evolution along with all the other mortal sins.

Religion has tried but, in the end, the great fan in the wall has to take the bad to help the good to live and love in peace, we are simply the uglies for the work.

As always, our Great Grandfather Augustus Talbot was right.
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CHAPTER 1 ...The USAC Abraham Lincoln ... Strike Group 9 Florida ... USA 



[image: ]


The observation detail on the bridge were searching the horizon as usual, noting movements of shipping, and familiar landmarks for navigational route planning.

“We have a combat rib coming in our direction sir.”

“Where away sailor?”

“From land away sir, heading amidships; I count six people on board.”

The captain turned to the deck officer, “Well Arnie who the hell are they?”

The senior deck officer was looking at it through his binoculars, “I see UN officials sir and civilians, i see a woman among them.”

“Have we had any orders regarding this obvious visit Arnie?”

“Not to my knowledge sir, should I wake the Admiral?”

“Yes, get him in on deck please, these people must want to have a say on a subject that I’m not qualified to answer, I’m sure.”

“Pollution awareness committee perhaps?”

The captain smiled at him, “Are you giving me the hand jive here son?”

“No sir just a thought with the fuel spill we had a year back.”

“Just get the old man on deck, let him take the flack for whatever it is understand, why have an Admiral and take the heat yourself boy!”

The Lieutenant grinned at his joke then walked off to find a runner to go for the Admiral.

“This is long winded Sailor, why send a little boat when we can receive a helicopter?”

“Green peace Sir?”

“You’re not helping my ulcer son!”

“Maintenance recon sir?”

“Well, we do need a good look at the dents on the hull but somehow I think that this is something else and why the UN visit?”

“I see a green beret Sir, looks like French Foreign legion and I can now see a Chinese guy in navy uniform, it looks official now sir.”

“Piracy Sir?” laughed the second Lieutenant.

The bridge officers burst out laughing, the silence suddenly stopped though when the Admiral walked onto the bridge.

“Well captain have we lowered the welcome gantries and the band.”

“Band sir?”

“Well, it’s obviously a circus act coming towards us, so I’d like the Marines to welcome them, he turned to the Marine guards at the door hatchway, “My compliments to General Zimmerman and would he please attend the welcome of United Nations officials please on the logistics deck in say five.’” he moved his eyes to the doorway.

The marine saluted and disappeared.

“A problem sir?” asked the captain.

“I don’t like unofficial officials Charley, it makes me nervous, so roll out a red carpet but watch every move that they make, this could be fact finding mission,” he looked through his binoculars at the oncoming boat, “Multinational peacekeepers visiting, when we’re in our home waters?”

“Planned you think sir?”

“Oh yes! Someone is trying to catch us out for some reason.”

“A scramble on the logistics deck sir, we have UN visitor motoring towards us the Admiral askes for your attendance and sends his compliments sir.”

Buddy was lifting weights in the little personal officer’s gym.

“Oh shit, here we go.”

“A problem sir.”

“Err......yes! Call out my personal guards and give them the news, make it fast Son, go!”

Buddy wiped his brow and thought of how to handle this situation, “I hope your right Jon Boy or I’m a dead man,” he mumbled to himself.

––––––––
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“Slow down to half speed now Eden,” said Glen, “Do a little zig zag as we draw closer, it gives them a message, we are marines approaching got that?”

“Yes, boss will do,” he moved the throttle to half ahead and started to do the zig zagging for the approach.”

“What the hell is he doing Pop, showing off?” asked Alice.

“He’s showing those who watch us what and who we are, it’s a marine code, and it’s not in the books either, the marine brotherhood, clever eh.”

She held on to him in silence, he looked at her, “French only Alice and remember the script do not get airy fairy with your complaints, yes?”

“Oui Cherrie.” she smiled back at him.

“Did I ever tell you that you’re the most exciting woman in the world Al?”

“No?”

“Well, you are.”

“Too late to be sorry for getting us into this one Pop, just get us out of it as soon as possible.”

“Absolutely Alicia.”

“Don’t start,” she grinned at him, the salt spray started to turn white on his face as she looked at him.

She watched to water drip off his white beard and mustache, “Glasses?”

“In the skyrocket dear.”

“Well put them on moron!”

He put them on and smiled.

“And good English only, none of your smart-ass cockney crap.”

They could see the water gantries being lowered for them and two sailors dressed in whites welcomed them to the Ship with sharp salutes, they caught the lines thrown by Glen and they were slowly pulled onto the gantries and stairs.

Eden shut the engines down then stood to help Alice onto the landing grate to be pulled up by the sailor.

“Mercy mon petti garcons.”

Glen gave her his pearly white grin as she disappeared on board, the old man followed and then the Chinese man who he didn’t recognize or understand what he said.

“Should we tie up and wait boss?” shouted Eden.

“Stop shouting would be good I think, the blue boys will tell us what to do.”

Alice spotted Buddy and beamed at him, so did Talbot but before she could speak Talbot smiled at her into silence then looked at him, again, he understood.

He looked at the party in silence waiting for the Admiral to officially welcome them.

Then turned to Glen to stick to his script.

“Welcome folks to the Abe Lincoln we are at your service as always we welcome the United Nations representatives,” said the Admiral in his booming voice.

Glen stood in front of him and saluted, “My name is Captain Williams Admiral and I have the honor of presenting the representatives of Canada, Britain , France and China, I took the liberty sir of asking the President when I was in Washington if we could see the inside of one of your Aircraft Carrier’s, well he recommended the best and the biggest so I brought the diplomatic mission with me, I apologize for the suddenness of it all sir but they are limited for time so I had to make an executive decision to just motor up and ask.”

The Admiral shook his hand, “Diplomatic mission, what does that mean exactly?”

“Let me introduce the diplomats Sir, “This is Mr. Talaska from the British Diplomatic mission.”

The Admiral shook Talbot’s hand and looked into his eyes.

Glen moved on, “This is Mrs. Greywolf from Canada this is the French Ambassadors representative, Chef Montard, and this is Marshal Wang, the Chinese Military mission director to The United States, from the Embassy in Washington.”

He shook their hand in turn stopping at Alice to give her a wide grin.

“We are here to see you Working Admiral, just an information gathering mission for our nations Parliaments,” said Talbot.

“But why not just look at us on you tube like everyone else sir?” said the Admiral as he laughed, no one joined in and looked at him in silence.

“We have had reports Admiral that your ship is used for other things,” said Talbot.

The Admiral Grinned at them, “What sort of things?”

Talbot looked at Glen to explain the suspicions, “It’s ludicrous sir but a link to the New York criminal families has pointed to this ship as a way of importing drugs,” he laughed, “Silly I know Admiral.”

The Admiral turned to the captain and smiled at him, “Well that’s us busted Charles!”

“But don’t I know you sir?” said the captain looking at Talbot.

Talbot smiled at him, “Perhaps we’ve met before captain but where?”

“I was the first Lieutenant on the McClusky up in Scottish waters a few years back, I remember your face from that time.”

Talbot smiled at him trying to keep calm, “Family maybe I come from a big family, and they get everywhere believe you me.”

“Yeah, must be that Mr.?”

“Talaska captain, Victor Talaska, my family in the past manufactured whisky back in the day.”

“So not now then?”

“No, they were bought out by an American company back in the sixties.”

“So can the Chinese General speak English sir?”

“I translate a little for him, his translator bottled out of coming in the little rubber boat so I said I could help, he just wants to observe really.”

“So, he’s a Marshal did you say sir.”

“Yes, he is a Grand Marshall of the Chinese Red Army, and as you probably already know they cover the navy as well, he wants to see how you Americans do things so could we do a tour of your ship captain? He‘s not a sailor, he is more in the background as part of the administration of resources for the services if you know what I mean?”

The captain looked at the Admiral who nodded back to him, “Yes sir that would be our honor, please follow me everyone, we can start at the top in the bridge if you like and you can watch some of our planes taking off and landing.”

Marshal Wang asked Talbot something in Chinese.

“He asks Captain, what type of airplanes are on the Carrier.”

“Oh, hornets of the carrier strike group 9, east coast home waters protection fleet, we are just about to cruise the Atlantic Ocean, up to the arctic and back, into Canadian waters in fact,” he looked at Alice.

Talbot translated for the Marshal and received a wide grin of thanks; he asked another question.

Talbot nodded to him, “Could we see the nuclear reactor captain, the Chinese have one as you must know but he is curious as to how yours is situated?”

The captain’s eyes widened as he looked at the Admiral.

“Certainly, Grand Marshal, we have nothing to hide that’s not already on you tube for free, you are most welcome to see, we do however have equipment on board that is sensitive to foreign eyes and so we will have to skip our coms and navigation rooms.

Talbot mumbled to the Marshal, he grinned back at the Admiral, “He fully understands Sir, he’s a military man and has to do the same as you when confronted with surprised visitors.”

The captain and the Admiral shared looks as they all walked off to the bridge lifts.

“Have you seen him before Charles?” whispered the Admiral.

The captain nodded, “And he very dangerous sir, he’s a killer!”

“And the China man?”

“I’ve seen him before as well sir, I just can’t put my finger on where.”

“A sting operation?”

“Perhaps sir, this is all wrong I think.”

“Ok Charles follow my link when we reach the bridge.”

The captain nodded as the group walked into the bridge lift, “I just have things I need to do Admiral,” he let the lift doors close then he shouted to the marines, “Red alert gentlemen I want them all arrested when they come out of the bridge to start the tour, the Admiral will give you the nod, understand?”
Buddy grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the marines, “Charley you’re wrong man, that Chinese guy is a Marshal and that means he has a big back up, do you get me man?”
“Buddy, you know that British guy, now I know that, so why the silence when he came on board?”

“That’s Augustus Talbot Charley, and he’s the most dangerous man to upset, get me?”

“So, what the hell’s going on here?”

“There must be a plan rolling.”

“I’m following the Admirals orders Budd and so should you!”

“Ok man, cool it eh?”

“Get them all in the cooler Buddy and do it now.”

“Sir!” he gave the captain the salute, then called over to the Major, the captain walked onto the lift and disappeared up to the bridge.

“Jake, take a team and arrest all the VIP’s.”

Jake grinned at him, “You’re crazy General, you must know who they really are man?”

Buddy grinned back at him, “Well I do but you see our senior officers don’t, so we take orders, understand?”

“She’s a tribal elder General; you must understand that I have to protect her at all costs.”

Buddy grinned at him, “An Injun first, eh?”

“First nations American sir, she is too valuable to our Nation be hurt sir.”

Buddy picked him up off the deck, “Just follow the plan Tonto, that’s all we can do son.”

“Yeah, but who’s God dam plan is it boss?”

Buddy put him back down and burst out laughing, “I don’t know man!”

Jake laughed with him, he fully understood what was now going to happen, “So who’s the target?”

Buddy shrugged his shoulders and carried on laughing at his confusion.

Jake pointed upwards.

“Yep! If Jon Boy Wilson’s involved then it’s the big brass he’s after, little fish like us beware though, you get me boy?”

“But that means that the little old man has Presidential authorization general?”

Buddy pointed at him and walked off to the lift with a shrug.
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Mickeleen watched the windows through his binoculars from the block across the road from the Heights.

“Well?” asked Patrick, “Should I ring him now?”

Mickeleen looked at his watch then nodded, “Yeah, we’re ready to go I think!”

Patrick punched in the numbers and waited, “Hello is that gangster central?”

“Who the hell are you guy, with your shifty English accent?”

“What, you don’t remember me scum bag?”

“Oh! It’s you Collins, ain’t you dead already?”

“No but guess what?”

“What?”

“Well, you are!”

The Gangster laughed down the phone at him, “What you gonna do Irish shoot me?”

Patrick nodded to Mickeleen.

The big Irishman picked up his special mobile phone and punched in the numbers, then nodded toward the Heights for Patrick to see for himself.

The large windows suddenly exploded throwing glass fragments into the air followed by money, then as it was caught in the wind, the piles of stacked and counted money blew down into the streets covering all the parked cars in fifty-dollar bills.

Patrick looked at him, “Survivors?”

“No chance Pat, they’re dead! No one could have lived through that one.”

Patrick tried to smile but he couldn’t.

“It’s not that easy is it Pat, when it comes down to the killing eh?”

Patrick was silenced by the explosion.

“A quick death though Patrick, gaboom and the gates of hell in seconds.”

“Ok how many more on the list?”

Mickeleen stared at him for a long time, “You won’t be the same man when it’s done Pat.”

“Understood Mickle.”

“Look, this has to be done Pat, we can’t talk, we can’t make a deal that they will stick too.”

“You’re right Mickle, there’s no other way, these people are a lost generation man, and they make money out of misery, so let’s go to the next one.”

“Are you sure, the next one is going to make big headlines.”

“Yes, let’s give them the good news Mickle.”

Mickeleen stared at him, “We can do this on our own you know Pat, you don’t have to see all this.”

“Oh yes I do Mickle, I need this, now I understand the old man and how he feels.”

“He’s Mr. Grim Pat, don’t get like him man!”

“Any other choice Mickle?”

Mickeleen shook his head.

They could now hear the chaos of people in the street collecting up all the cash.

Mickeleen laughed, “Hey good news for some though, eh?”

Patrick’s face was like stone with his wide-eyed stare.

Mickeleen poured him an Irish whisky and handed it to him.

Patrick took it and walked to the window to look at the people who were in heaven collecting the fifties as if they’d fallen from heaven, he took a sip, “Happy birthday everyone,” he turned and smiled at Mickeleen, “I’m just not a killer Mickle.”

“Responsibility Pat, these people have been getting away with this for bloody years now it’s over.”

Patrick slugged it back in one gulp, “Ok, next one Mickle, let’s get this done bro!”
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Alice watched Jake as he came on the bridge of the aircraft carrier, he winked at her.

Admiral Gurney stood back onto the wheelhouse dials, “You are all under arrest for impersonating UN officials so follow the Major please.”

Talbot explained in Chinese to the Grand Marshal and laughed with him as his face changed.

“Beer now?” he said in English.

Talbot handed him the phone and he babbled on in Chinese before a sailor snatched it off him and handed it to the Admiral.

“Oop’s now you’re in real trouble Gurney,” said Talbot.

The Admiral stared at him, “You’re a fake Talbot, and you’re going to be locked up.”

“What for drug dealing?”

The Admiral stared at him in shock, “What the hell are you talking about.”

“Oh! didn’t I say Gurney, I have a search warrant and guess what, it’s been signed by the President, I am a federal executive officer and I come under the protection of the President, anything you want to say Gurney?”

“What bullshit is this?”

“Clap him in irons general, I have always wanted to say that and never had the chance until now” he elbowed then translated into Chinese for the Marshal who wheezed in laughter.

Buddy appeared out of the doorway and took out his hand cuffs, “Hands up Gurney.”

The Admiral looked shocked as Buddy hooked him up.

“And the captain, please Jake,” said Talbot, “He must be an accomplice to all this.”

“All what?” asked the captain.

“Hello in there, lads, you boys are drug dealers,” said Talbot, “You lot bring misery to millions and death to many more, the devil has chains waiting for you in hell,” he turned to the other officers on the bridge, “Well Gentlemen now is the time to come clean if you know all about his second trade, oh! And by the way this comes under the secrets of state act, if it gets out the Navy will be the laughingstock of the world so remember to keep you mouths shut, please.”

Buddy pulled the Admiral out of the doorway, “This is all bullshit, these people ain’t Navy they have no authority here, do something officers!”

An officer stood in front of Talbot, “May I see that sir?”

“And you are?”

“Lieutenant Nelson, I’m the first on board sir.”

“Ah! So, you’re his number one then, oh, I have a letter for you as well,” he took out an envelope with a golden eagle seal on the front.

“Do you recognize the seal, Lieutenant?”

“That’s the Presidents seal sir.”

“He’s promoted you son, congratulations,” Talbot held out his hand for the man to shake, Nelson shook it and smiled at the old man.

“Shocked?”

Nelson read his orders; it was from the secretary of State and was handwritten at the bottom by the President himself.

“A good name for the job in hand Nelson.”

“I’m not related sir.”

“Oh! But you are son,” he handed the new captain another envelope, “I just had to look into it and have a friend who did the genealogical research for you, the salt is in your bones son.”

Nelson’s eyes watered as he stared at the envelope.

“All the way from Great Yarmouth in the UK, six generations in fact.

Talbot walked over to the Marines, Jake we need evidence, it’s on this boat somewhere, so tear this ship apart, the President demands it, understood.

“You won’t need to do that sir, said the new captain, He’s had reactor room three blocked out since he took control of the ship, I’ve always suspected something I just thought that we were not in the knowledge loupe, top secrets and all that.”

Talbot nodded to Jake; he rushed off and shouted to his lads to follow.

Buddy stood next to the old man, “You had better be right boss or we’ll be fried by his buddies, and he has so many Navy buddies.”

“Until they find out that he’s took the dirty money, then his loneliness will dawn on him.”

“So, you want information from him?”

“Perhaps you can deal him the reality card son, make him understand that this is the fan in the wall and his head is going into it quite soon.”

“Should I ring Jon Boy sir?”

Talbot looked at a familiar face among the marines, he stepped over to the young man and shook his hand “Ah! Lieutenant Wilson, it’s good to see you, young man, has she primed you with information to pass on?”

JJ’s eyes moved to the other marines in the line who watched him without moving their eyes, “Yes Grand Pop, fully briefed and ready to go.”

“Good lad, taller than the old man, eh?” he softly laughed at him, then patted his shoulder, “And is Tolly still a pain in the arse?”

JJ nodded to him in silence, with a wide grin.

“A new flight record he tells me, a good experience?”

JJ shook his head and widened his grin in silence.

“Yes, a good idea general then let his father speak to the prisoner, it might help.”

Marine faces turned to JJ in shock then returned to face front in silence.

“Oh, and General, RTU this office please after he’s finished his brief, he winked at Buddy.

“And what are you going to do now?”

“Well same as but in French.”

Buddy grinned at him and thought he was joking.

Alice shook her head and pointed to the door, “We have a tight schedule Buddy so can we go now.”

Buddy looked at them as they assembled to leave the ship, Talbot was last to get back on the rib, Buddy had sailors pipe him away as if he was a captain, the old man winked at him as he sat down, Eden powered the little boat away into the waves, then upped the speed towards the French Oil tanker.

“What does RTU mean sir?” asked JJ as the General turned to him.

“Return to unit, the Brits want you back in the shit getting your education guy the same as we all had to, there ain’t another way son, so take it and spit like the rest of us, he patted JJ’s shoulder before walking off.

The other marines gathered around JJ to find out what flight the old man was talking about.

JJ grinned at them, “ 800 miles in 29 minutes, mac 2 all the way guys! And my guts are still in Scotland with my gear.”

They listened and laughed with him but wanted more.

Marshal Wang slapped Talbot’s leg and laughed at him as he babbled on in Chinese.

“What’s he saying Pop?” asked Alice.

“He says that I’m fucking bonkers Alice, and it’s an honor to be in our company.”

She slapped the Marshall and squealed laughing with him.

“Marvin! You’re up son, stand then could you and give em the hand signals we require an interview with the captain.” shouted Talbot.

Eden slowed to half speed as they came up to the tanker, Marvin stood up and waved to the tanker’s bridge.

They watched the helicopter flying overhead and coming down to land on the Aircraft carrier.

“That’s Jon Boy coming to get the job finished,” shouted Talbot over the wind and waves.

Marvin took out the red flare and fired it into the air, it looped over the oil tanker.

“Ahead slow!” shouted Glen to Eden.

“No movement boss up top,” shouted Glen.

Eden pulled out the tricolor flag from the kit box and waved it in the air for the French to see who they were, the helicopter suddenly returned and slowly landed on the forward deck of the French tanker.

“Flash fucker!” shouted Glen.

Talbot gave him the grin and put his finger to his lips, “Silence in the ranks please gentlemen we’re working.”

Glen looked red in the face at the no response from the ship.

Talbot grinned at him as he turned to see the rails and step gantry being lowered to the sea level.

“Have faith and a bit of calm, eh?” said Talbot, then gave him the nod to get going.

Glen jumped to the ladder and quickly tied off the forward line to the steelwork then ran up the steps, Marvin followed at full speed.

There was silence from the top deck, then suddenly a head appeared over the side rail, “Do I send down a bosuns chair down there, Pop?” shouted Jon Boy Wilson.

Alice was helped to the staircase by Marshal Wang as Eden struggled to get the second line tied to the gantry with only one hand spare as he was still trying to stop their little boat smashing into the hull of the tanker.

Talbot took the line and tied it off, then smiled at Eden, “Ok plan C is now in motion, can you fly a helicopter?”

Eden gulped as the question asked him, he nodded nervously.

“Good lad because we need to take everyone to the Chinese Ship next and they would be upset if it was an American pilot, so put on the sea jacket and bring one for Glen.”

“Yes boss,” he flipped open the kit box and pulled out his red dragon jacket then pulled the second one out for Glen.

“Ok, follow me please and speak Welsh only with Glen from now on.”

The panic increased in his brain as he tried to remember some of the Welsh language he had been taught by Glen, now he understood why they were recruited as Welsh men.

Talbot was greeted by Jon Boy with a handshake as he reached the top deck.

“How are we doing son?”

“On schedule Pop, but have you heard about my problem?”

“Wives Mate, what can I say?”

“Well, where the hell are they?”

He handed Jon Boy his mobile phone, “Talk to Erick first son because he thinks that you have another major problem.”

He took the phone off the old man and shouted into the mouthpiece, “Moose, is that you?”

“JB, we think that you have a worm in your coms to the white house, and that you’re being tabbed everywhere, also we believe that John has been kidnapped along with all of his family, I think that the President knows the problem and is not coming over with the story.”

“I don’t think that can be Erick, he’s been straight with me.”

“Well, I think not JB, we have to assume that they know your every move so do something to change the pattern.”

Jon Boy looked at Talbot for confirmation.

The old man shrugged to his stare.

“Are you still there JB?”

“Come on Moose give me a suggestion here man!”

“Look JB, if you contact your wife, you may well be risking their lives understand, just do something your end man, plug the gap or find the bastard worm, got that?”

“Clear and direct Erick, but it might be too late Man, I’ve had them tagged and when I get back, I was going to round them up.”

“What are you JB, a rodeo clown?” you don’t round up Caledonia man she will start killing people man, so call it all off before you start taking hits!”

“But they’ll get lost.”

“I have her on the black site, so instructions go to and from me got that, so thinking about it all, I think that the President knows about the com’s worm, so make that your priority JB, shut it all down Man!”

“Ok Moose I’m on it.”

“Hey! and stop calling me Moose!”

Jon Boy closed the call on him and stared at Talbot.

“Hey, it’s your domestic not mine, you should have told her everything son.”

“Yeah, then she’d whittle and worry, well like a woman.”

“We do! Jon Boy, you have no real excuse,” growled Alice.

Talbot gave him the silent shrug again before he walked off to the wheelhouse.

Marvin was talking to the captain, they were babbling on and on in rapid French, suddenly he turned and looked at Talbot, tears came to his eyes, “He says that I’m really, your .........”

“Yes Marvin, my son, you are boy, Conny was your real mother, we had a thing going on long before she became a politician, she loved you boy, so much so that she wanted you to have a family life, in her day having a baby and keeping it wasn’t done, it would have destroyed her, she was climbing the tree understand that firstly before you start making judgements please, she paid for everything that you ever had, every stitch of clothing and every meal you had ever eaten, your schooling, everything.”

“And the call up to the Legion Trangere?”

“Now that was me, I wanted you to have a man’s education, she wanted you to go to America and join the Marines, I disagreed with her.”

“So that’s the reason they wanted to snatch me in London, it was because of you?”

“Leverage, they wanted you to get to me, they probably bribed that guard to finish you off, it was all to hurt me, the same as always!”

“But why didn’t you say?”

“And what, you’d become my what, protection?”

“No, my father!” he walked over to Talbot and hugged him, tears fell down his cheeks as he sobbed.

The old man hugged him back, the faces in the wheelhouse watched them in silence.

Talbot held his boys head and wiped the tears away with his thumb, “I followed your every move, every promotion and every action you were ever involved in, understood? And I am always very proud of you boy, blame me for the loss of your mother, but I couldn’t protect her from her own people, they betrayed her and let her fall, till she gave up and jumped off that cliff, but they killed her Marvin, sure as day they killed her boy, so that’s what this is really about, I’m having them all, one way or the other, so are you with me in this?”

Marvin cried on the old man’s shoulder as he listened to it all, but he managed to nod his consent to it all.

“We are a family son, at last and we can get to know you at last, I’m sorry it had to be like this, leverages you see, but now you are out of the bag for all to see, so stand up and be counted as one of us, clear?”

“Does she know Pop?”

“The Dragon? Well, she worked it out right from the start, I couldn’t keep it secret after she was involved, again, sorry son!”

Marvin wiped his eyes with the backs of his sleaves and stared at the old man.

“You have my mothers eyes Marvin, and I feel that you have her temperament, right?”

“What, soft?”

“No son, as hard as nails, Caledonia has it, but I think that you do as well, fighting all your life eh boy?”

Marvin started crying again, but the old man slapped his head, “Ok, down to business, understand?”

“Ok, boss, I’m ready!”

Talbot smiled at him, “Good lad, ok, on with the plan!”

Alice talked to the captain quietly while this was going on.

“Pop, that information, came from the American Admiral, these people are working for him, this man was supposed to keep Marvin here on the tanker in the lock up until you agreed to the deal.”

“They wanted my money, eh?”

The captain nodded to him.

“All these years and they still don’t know me, do they think that I would ever give a penny to blackmail, complete shit for brains the lot of em!”

The captain looked to Alice for a translation, she explained the old man’s words, The captain nodded at him when she’d finished.

Talbot turned his stare to the man, “So! Caught with a boat load of white suspect powder and in American waters, how long will he get in one of your American correction facilities Jon Boy?”

“A hundred years then the French being so embarrassed would want us to kill him I think.”

Alice rattled through the translation at speed, she then put her arms around him and whispered in his ear.

He turned to Jon Boy and held his hands up, “I will help.”

Talbot asked Alice with his eyes if the man would be a good source of information.

She nodded back at him.

Talbot turned to the Marshal and smiled, then talked to him in Chinese.

Marshal Wang smiled back at him, “Let’s do this!” he said in an American accent.

Talbot laughed with him as the two of them shook hands.

Everyone else looked on in total confusion.

“Ok Eden take us to the Chinese ship please, Jon Boy can we borrow you helicopter for a few minutes please?”

Jon Boy searched the faces now looking at him and the red dragon jackets that Eden and Glen were wearing, he smiled at the old man, “Is this the part that I don’t know about, right Pop?”

“I’m not just helping you Jon Boy, I’m helping the Chinese as well, Marshal Wang here wanted proof so now we have to go and get some from the Chinese ship.”

“But what if you don’t find any?”

Talbot smiled at him, “In our game son, association is guilt, yes?”

“Well, here we are in Florida, and they are here, why? For the association of fellow drug dealers.”

“Yes, Pop but you need evidence man.”

The Marshal burst out laughing and slapped Talbot’s shoulder.

“You don’t get it do you son, this is the biggest drug bust in Chinese, French and American history, this is going to hurt them so bad, this is us kicking them in the goolies, understand? They are caught with their pants down their ancles and now they must explain why, get it?”

Jon Boy grinned back at him, “I get it Pop, but why the red jackets?”

“The order, these boys are just two of the massive order of the Dragon.”

Jon Boy grinned but he didn’t fully understand what was happening.

“We’re showing them who they’re up against, we are a bigger gang you see!”

“Dragon’s!” said the Marshal.

Glen started talking to Eden in Welsh.

Jon Boy looked confused.

“They have their own language you see.”

One of the French sailors started talking back to Glen.

“Err.... it’s bigger than that boss,” said Glen, “This French man’s a Breton, they speak a similar language, brethren you see, from ancient days across the sea.”

“Brethren?” asked Jon Boy.

“Brethren of the order Jon Boy, even the French have problems with the Breton’s, over the years, there have been assassination attempts on French Presidents and all of them have been Breton’s doing the shooting.”

“Jer sui o Breton, brothers!” said the Sailor.

The French captain looked on in fear.

Talbot nodded to the French captain for Jon Boy to understand, “We are an older country Jon Boy, so are the French, things haven’t always run smooth with the authorities in both our lands, get it?”

Glen shook the man’s hand, “Brethren!”

“Brethren!” said the Sailor, “Mon ami ausie?”

“His friends as well boss,” said Glen.

“We grow as we speak son.”

“What the hell is happening here old man?”

“The revolution Jon Boy, we’re not putting up with scumbags and slime anymore, what you glimpse here is the first reactions to crap politicians who can’t deal with scum, the worm has turned, you had better tell them all when you get back.”

Jon Boy grinned at him.

“The silent majority will back it all, and cheer when the bad guys bite the dust, public opinion and all that, I would like to see you back at the White House shouting at whimps and the chicken shit political suits, clear!”

His grin was fixed on the old man, “Yes sir, will do!”

Talbot smiled back at him, “Can I go to the Chinese now son?”

Jon Boy pointed to the doorway, “Take my Heli Pop, by the way is this going to be embarrassing to us.”

“That’s the very point JB, and that’s your line to the senet house, how long can we put up with all this shit?”

“Got ya sir!”

Eden shook with nerves as he sat in the pilot’s seat of the helicopter, he familiarized himself with all the array of dials and gauges, then initiated the rotors, he gritted his teeth to stop them rattling in fear and nerves.

Glen helped the VIP’s and clipped them in, then tapped Eden’s head to get going.

“Eden upped the power and took off, he hovered for a second before gently lifting off the top deck and into the wind, he fought with the back draught as the helicopter lifted from the ship and crossed the open sea, he let the nose dive to make a quick crossing, then hovered over the Chinese ship, Glen gave him directions to come down onto the deck from the co-pilots seat, he watched the red jackets direct the landing.

On touch down the men on deck clamped down the helicopter skids, Eden looked on as the Chinese men in red jackets smiled at him, he gave them the British army salute.

The Marshal stepped out of the aircraft first and shook hands with the red jackets, one by one.

“Red army specials lads” said Talbot as he stepped out onto the deck.

“So that was why we fired the red flare then?” said Eden.

“Yep, part of the plan Boy” said Glen, “Like a production line and we don’t get all of it boy just our part, understand?”

Eden shook his head as he shut everything down.

The Chinese Captain was handcuffed to his chair as the Marshal interviewed him.

Alice waited and listened to the old man’s translation of what was happening.

“He’s wanting links from the man Al, he says that he works for the Yakama in Japan, but the Marshal doesn’t believe him so he’s grinding him down to get to the truth.”

“So why not tell us and get it over with?”

“They have his family Al, like turkeys in a killing shed I think, was his phrase.”

Talbot whispered into the Marshals ear then thumbed to Glen and Eden.

The Marshal started to take a different tack with the captain, suddenly the man’s face changed to a wide smile.

“That’s good then.”

“What is Pop!”

“He’s just offered to send in the specials to save the man’s family, but he wants it all from A to Z before he commits his men to the risk of being killed, the captain understands and is now willing to tell all.”

“Your idea then Pop?”

“He would have come round to it in the end I think.”

The Marshal pointed to Talbot and to the ceiling, then he gave the man the cutthroat sign, his face changed to one of fear.

“He’s just given him the loyalty clause Al, can you tell.”

She pinched his rear and tried not to laugh at him, she pulled him closer to her and whispered in his ear, “Bloody smart arse!”

Camera’s flashed as the film crew dressed in red dragon jackets walked around the cabin, recording what was being said.

The Marshall sat in the captain’s chair and smiled at the old man, Talbot laughed with him, “Happy now?”

“Ya happy Pop Tsung, happy, happy, happy!”

Eden looked at Glen for an answer to the new name the old man was called, Glen gave him the shut it grin in silence.
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CHAPTER 4 ... The Cheer Leader ...Yacht ... Florida Keys 
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Liz watched the movements from the wheelhouse of their yacht, “He’s landed on the Chinese one now Dex, look at that.”

“What?”

They all seem to be wearing red jackets just like Glen and Co.”

Dexter started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?”

“Liz, he’s planned to include the Chinese in the embarrassments, Marshal Wang must be following the plan from his end in China, this was never going to be a contact, this is just show business.”

“The old bugger didn’t tell us about that did he Dex?”

Dexter laughed, “Same old Mr. Fiddler on the moon Elizabeth.

“This was a hell of a risk though, Dex.”

“Not in his mind Elizabeth, this is all pure entertainment, and the Chinese must be so impressed with old Pop Tsung, right?”

Liz burst out laughing at his words, “I’d forgotten about all that Dex.”

“He’s a Marshall of the PRC Liz, and now a true hero of state, they will love all that.”

“Such a smart-arse Dexter.”

“Let’s hope he can keep it all together.”

“Now, why say that, Dex?”

“He has plates spinning in his circus act Liz and he has to keep them going all the time, imagine if he drops out, or God forgive, he dies, then what?”

She stared into his ear as he looked at the helicopter taking off through his binoculars.
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Jon Boy watched what was happening on the deck of the Chinese ship, “Now why wouldn’t he tell us that he had people on the ship already Dude?”

Dude stood at the side of him with his own binoculars focused on the helicopter, “Well my opinion JB is that the Chinese requested that they have no contact with Americans.”

“But why Dude?”

The Dude put his binoculars down and grinned at him, “That Marshal wants all the credit man, and all the glory, hey give him a break JB!”

Jon Boy slapped him on the head, “Smart ass!”

“And we do all the work as usual then JB.”

“And pay the price Dude, let’s not forget the price, eh?”

“Worried?”

“Yep, they must have been planning this for a very long time, now listen up man, I want you to take a decommission, no, better still, you are fired, that sounds better, then I want you to take up a new job in Washington and find this God dammed worm in our coms, got that, real them all in Dude, we need this man and fast.”

“And you question the little old guy?”

Jon Boy continued to watch the Chinese ship, “He may be very old Dude but he ain’t small man, the guy’s a monster and never forget it and never underestimate those crazy Brits, they may have crap dental, but they can still bite your legs if you try to step on em, clear?”

“But I’m part of the Carrier crew.”

“As I said Dude you’ve been fired boy, the only job I can offer you at this time is in Washington, worm hunting, got that? Yes, and you struck a senior officer so to avoid a court martial, so I reassigned you to Washington, clear?”

“I’ll need a crew JB.”

“Ok but your own men, yes?”

“Roger that boss.”

Jon Boy looked at him closely.

“What?” said Dude.

“You might want to start with the women we employ Dude, and get your hair cut, Goddam hippy!”

“Are you protecting me from potential harassment charges JB?”

Jon Boy pointed a finger at him, “Don’t you dare man, be professional in all you do, clear?”

The Dude grinned at him, “And the President?”

“Will not want to know the who and the where, you follow my orders, clear again?”

“Sir yes sir!”

“And don’t be a smart ass, contact Lenny and get direction if needed!”

“But Lenny is in a big seat, he won’t want to be part of all this, will he?”

Jon Boy looked into his eyes as the Dude started to laugh at him, “He is ain’t he?”

“Spark up Dude and do get your hair cut, Goddamned hippy!”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 6 ... Aztec Apartments ... Baltimore ... USA 


[image: ]


Caledonia clicked onto the home black site then punched in the coded statement, “Ok we’re in what shall I ask for Kelly?”

“Guns and ammo, oh, and a tank!”

Cal looked at her,” Don’t get into this life Madam because you’re only a temp, remember that, and anyway why don’t you ring around the girls and get us a contact link?”

“Well, who?”

“Cleaners, shoppers, dog walkers, I don’t know, this is your world woman so get on with it.”

Cal punched in the numbers then wrote: HELLO BLACK NIGHT, COULD YOU SEND THE TWO PAWNS TO BUY MY SWEETS PLEASE, NO RESPONSE TO DEMANDS AS YET.

It was answered in seconds: HIGH KILLER QUEEN BUT YOU ARE ON YOUR WAY HOME YES:

: BLACK NIGHT TOO LATE THE WORM HAS TURNED A GORILLA WOULD BE HANDY.

: AMERICANA JOINT RED AND WHITE BE THERE OR BE SQUARE. ONE WEEK KK THEN I WILL COLLECT YOU REGUARDLESS.

: I’M STILL IN LOVE.

: ME TOO BUT SHE’S AWAY WITH THE FAIRIES.

: ONE WEEK BIG BOY BETTER DOWN SOME VITAMINS.

: SLOWLY, SLOWLY, CATCHES THE MONKEY.

: A GORILLA PLEASE. OUT.

Kelly watched her typing on the laptop as she thought about it all.

“Well? Asked Cal.

“Food shopping, we need to go food shopping.”

“Where then?”

“Well, the biggest in town der......”

“For why?”

“To follow the food chain Caledonia, we all need to eat, don’t we?”

“Do we?”

“Yes, I like the idea, so let’s go!”

“And the plan if we find a link?”

“Follow and re-group with friends then replan for the take down.”

“Heavy....... Butch!” giggled Kelly

“Don’t start woman!”
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They sat in the car in the disabled parking spot watching shoppers come and go out of the main entrance, the walking road brought them in from the giant car parks to the mega store.

“It say’s up there that they sell everything, typical yanks bragging again!” said Cal.

“Hey, ease off grunt, in there you can buy bread to a nuclear submarine, if they say they sell it then they do!”

“Wooooo, touchy today, Kelly.”

“I want this done Caledonia and I want it now!” she wound the window down and breathed in some cool air.”

A boy on a little motorbike arrived at the entrance and looked around, Cal started to laugh.

“What?”

The boy caught her eyes looking at him and motored over to them on the bike.

“Peperoni specials and ice cream deserts as ordered, Babes!”

“But we didn’t,” said Kelly.

“That’s the worst American accent I have ever heard Rufus,” said Cal.

“Is it, I thought I was doing well,” he passed the paper bags through the window, sorry we ain’t got the heckler sausage so you gotta have Glock bacon instead, the chef has added meat balls as a side dish, sorry girls, it’s all we got.”

Cal grinned at him, “With plenty of curry sauce.”

“Two type madams, spill it down your shirt type and throw it at the wall type, he said you’d understand babe.”

Kelly took the boxes and bags from him.

“Call me babe one more time moron and I’m going to give you such a smack down,” said Cal.

“99.99 please Maim, that’s including the tip.”

Kelly handed him her card, he produced a machine out of his pocket and processed the plastic, then handed her the machine for her to punch in the numbers.

“The chef said to hurry up and eat because they want to shut him down, apparently his food safety record is not good.”

Cal laughed at him then waved him away, “I bet it’s not Sonny.”

Rufus turned and motored away on the motor bike, sig zagging between oncoming cars.

“They drive on the wrong side of the road over here moron” giggled Cal.

Kelly reached into the little box at the top and took out the com’s units, she handed one to Cal and put the other one in her ear.

“Well?”

“What do you mean well, what the bloody hell are you two actually doing girls?” asked George.

“Waiting for contact one George, so cut us some slack man!” said Kelly.

“Easy woman,” said Cal, “Don’t get umpty with the staff it’s not lady like.”

“Yeah!” said George, “It’s not lady like, it’s just that things are moving on out here and we would like you to move your arses please, the yanks are getting moody with me and mine, that’s all.”

“Tagged?” asked Cal.

“Yes, breathing down my neck most days, it’s like being followed by a vulture, the shadow is always there, so I will have to drop out, so contact me when you locate the zookeepers can you.”

“They’ll need a clean-up crew George that’s for sure, so contact the vultures and put them in the picture please,” said Cal.

“Not on your own woman, understand?”

“Worried?”

“You’re bloody bonkers that’s what I’m worried about.”

“Love you too Georgy.”

“Find em and call in the troops, clear?”

“Sir, yes sir!”

“Don’t piss about Caledonia, and don’t bastard show off either!”

Kelly elbowed her as she was just starting to fall asleep, she woke with a start, “What?”

“That little woman is a cleaner and cook for Donna and her family, I remember her from the birthday party of their daughter a while back.”

“Ok, you follow and I back you up and stop anyone who wants to get involved.”

“You’re not asking if I’m sure or not Cal?”

“Do I need to?”

“Well, no!”

“Well move then girly and get what information you can, don’t push it, she might be under the club just the same as them, so slowly, slowly.”

Kelly stepped out of the car and walked after the woman, she picked a shopping trolley on the way.

“Ok, Kelly and quick com’s check, tap your wedding ring on the buggy two times for yes and three for no, clear.”

“Two metallic taps sounded over the coms.”

“Good girl, now go get her Babe!”

Kelly wheeled after her and watched from a distance for a while, “She’s doing a food shop for a big family Cal, all the multi packs and family sizes.”

“Ok go for the contact, I’m down the aisle from you, any interreference and I’ll cut in.”

Kelly tapped twice with her wedding ring on the metal of the trolley.

“Hiya Conchita”

The woman looked panicked at her and looked around for anyone looking at them.

Kelly smiled a sweet smile at her and winked.

Conchita showed her the earpiece in her ear in silence then walked on.

“Sorry dear I thought you were someone else, how embarrassing eh?” Kelly walked off in the opposite direction, “They have her on call Caledonia, what do we do?”

“Ok, go and do some shopping get me some bananas and some air waves chewing gum please.”

“What are we going to do Cal?”

“We call in the Gorilla and his team, so carry on as normal, I’ll see if you’re being tagged as we go, ok?”

Kelly tapped the trolley three times.

“A problem?”

She tapped out twice.

“A bandit?”

She tapped out twice.

“Got him, stop at the freezers and open one door to inspect something, he’s a follower, there’s two of them, put the earpiece down your bra and walk out of the shop, you’re going to have to be the bait, sorry Kelly, we’ll come and get you so don’t worry.”

“Don’t Goddamn worry?” she screeched.

“I have to clear the site so hang on in there, woman.”

“Hang bastard on!”

“Do it the easy way Kelly and do as you’re told, clear?”

“No, I’m not bastard clear,” she dumped the trolly and walked fast out of the shop the double doors whooshed open and she started to run, a man in shorts and a bright orange shirt stopped her as she ran through the car giant park.”

“Well, Mrs. Wilson, what a great idea meeting up like this,” he pushed her into the black car and slammed the door then got into the driving seat.

“He will slice you into little pieces for this guy.”

“He’s a dead man Mrs. Wilson, didn’t anyone tell you dear, sorry to be so blunt but there it is, a helicopter accident by all accounts, a sad way to go in the end don’t you think?”

She stared at him blinking through the tears as the news settled into her brain and heart.

“You’re a lying piece of shit!”

His eyes met hers in the mirror and she just knew he was telling her the truth they were going to kill Jon Boy in his helicopter.

She burst into tears as she listened to this, “No way scum bag!”
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The Grand Marshal saluted Talbot and the rest of them as they took off, Alice waved to him and all the red coated specials.

“With just the four of them on the helicopter Eden took it into the air to take them back to the French ship, he smiled at Glen who was sitting next to him, suddenly he felt the rumble through the throttle handle.

“We have a problem folks!” he shouted over the screeching engine noise.

“What?” shouted Glen.

“We’re going down, I can’t stop it, the engines seizing up so unbuckle and prepare to ditch! We’re going onto the water!”

“Shit!” shouted Glen.

The old man quickly opened the side door and held Alice’s hand, “Let it hit the sea first, do not jump before we hit, or the blades will chop us to bits, let her sink, then we can swim out, everyone clear?” he shouted over the screeching engine noise.

The helicopter rotors slapped onto the waves and buckled under the strain; the helicopter entered the water sideways giving the inside an air bubble as it started to slowly sink.

“Double breaths and wait till she’s under the water, Glen! Make sure he gets out,” said Talbot, he pointed to Eden in the pilot’s seat.

Alice clung to him and waded into the water, the air bubble held the helicopter on the surface for a few moments before turning over and starting to go down.

Talbot pulled her with him as did Glen who was now pulling Eden to the surface, all four heads bobbed to the surface at the same time, they were now treading water to stay on the surface.

“Well, you’re such a crap pilot, you’ve just lost your first command boy, “shouted Glen.

“Not my bloody fault, the damn thing’s been doctored.”

“How?” shouted Talbot.

“Off the top of my head I would say that the wrong oil was put into the gear box and possibly the engine as well.”

“Not an accident then.”

Eden gulped some sea water and coughed it back out before shouting back to him.

“No, she was doctored!”

“A plan then eh, but for who?”

“Well, it’s not one of ours, so the Americans wanted to down the thing!”

“Yes, so it’s an American so who would have been the target eh?”

“Glen thumbed to the French ship; the American boss man must have enemies back at the service hanger.”

“A good point son.”

Alice started to wave at the rubber boat coming in their direction, they were all quickly picked up out of the water by the Marines.

They were dragged onboard then as they sat dripping in the back of the marine rib, the water blasting up into the air with the power of the twin engines.

“So why didn’t it go down on the way over to the ships when Jon Boy was on board?”

“Just luck, a worn engine can
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