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Agent Patel

By Eamonn Murphy

 


“Get down, Patel!” I shouted.

She dropped immediately and the laser beam
passed just over her head, sizzling brightly in the night. One
second later and it would have sliced that lovely torso in two.

“Foster! Get over here!”

Agent Foster scuttled across to me on all
fours. We were pinned down in a golf bunker, of all places. Our
target was Boss Chauhan’s compound, a cluster of drugs factories,
weapons stores and residential homes. There were even kennels and
stables. It was all surrounded by a high wall and located just a
few miles from Washington D.C. because the Boss, as he was widely
known, had several Congressmen and Senators at his beck and call
and liked to keep close tabs on them. Meanwhile, the Free
Federation Police Agency kept close tabs on him so we knew he was
at home.

Getting to him was a different matter. The
first line of defence was that external wall, only a hundred yards
away up a gentle slope but manned by an ungentle private army with
the best weapons available. We all wore synthisteel stealth suits with widgets to disrupt sensors
but the bad guys had special goggles and scanners to compensate.
That’s how it is with offensive and defensive technology. They stay
in step and cancel each other out so that in the end we might as
well have stuck with swords and shields.

Foster dropped next to me. He was a big,
brawny blond Englishman of affable temperament, popular with
everyone and I was glad he was safe. There was a dip in the ground
off to our left where Agents Wong and Carter were keeping their
heads down. Patel was in the bunker with us. Agents Connelly,
Zoulou and Sanchez were in another hollow to our right. A
three-quarter moon shone down on us. We should have picked a darker
night but didn’t have the luxury of choosing.

“This was meant to be a surprise attack,”
said Foster.

“The best-laid plans...” I said. “General Chang probably has a
spy in the Agency.” I nodded to the satchel that was slung over his
left shoulder. “Got anything useful in there?”

“Flashers, maybe? Even I can’t pitch
explosives that far. Even Patel couldn’t! We’ll have to blind them
and get closer.”

I restrained a smile. Foster could have been
a baseball pro and for him to admit that Patel could throw farther
wasn’t easy. It was true, though. She did everything better than
the rest of us, except warmth. Patel didn’t do warmth.

I hollered instructions to the others.
“Listen up! Fosters going to lob a few flashbombs and smokers. Lay down a covering fire for him
and then charge. With any luck,
we’ll make it to the wall. On three. One...two...three!”

Patel was first on her feet, holding her
laser rifle at hip height and swivelling from left to right so the
beam cut across the top of the defensive wall. The rest of us were
doing the same half a second later. We were quick but no one could
match her genetically enhanced reflexes.

Except for
Boss Chauhan, of course. He was genetically enhanced as well.

Foster lobbed three flashbombs and two
smoke bombs in quick succession. I
closed my eyes and ran forward, stepping high to avoid falling over
anything small and hoping I wouldn’t step in a hole and break my
fool ankle. The risk was low. From
what we had seen, the golf course was as carefully manicured as the
White House lawn. Only the best for Boss Chauhan.

The White House. Once the centre of politics
for the U.S.A. and now the seat of government for the Free
Federation. That was where it had all started a few hours
before.

*

“You could be the last hope for liberty on
Earth, Agent Patel, and probably for the Free Federation as
well.”

Hari Murtan shifted uncomfortably in his
wheelchair and gazed earnestly at the woman in the black
synthisteel suit. It fitted her lean body like a glove but I don’t
think that mattered to the President of Earth, Luna City, Marsdome
and a couple of dozen far-flung colony worlds. Having seen off one
hundred and thirty-six summers he was too old for girls. The
synthisteel suit wasn’t designed to tempt men anyway. It was
manufactured to resist knives, swords and even, to a minimal
extent, lasers. I wore one myself, like any agent going on a
mission.

Murtan
turned to me. He looked drawn and tired. He had won the election
fair and square but might serve a very short term. The Director of
the Agency had issued instructions that Murtan was not the legally
elected President and had no authority so officially we shouldn’t
have been taking orders from him but sometimes you have to do the
right thing, even if it’s not legal.

A vidscreen on the wall was showing the riots
in New York. They had already covered those in Beijing, Moscow,
London and a dozen other cities. The sound was muted.

The mob was revolting and Earth was
descending into anarchy.

“Are you going with her, Watson?” Murtan asked me.

“A team of us, sir. Boss Chauhan’s H.Q. is
well defended.”

Tall, rangy Jeff Bishop was Murtan”s speechwriter and Chief Policy Advisor. He was sat at his
desk with his head down and both hands buried in his dark curls
watching the screen.

“Damn Boss Chauhan,” he said, “and damn
General Chang and damn the Federalist Party, too. They got us into
this mess.”

For a loyal member of the Free Democrat Party
to damn all those he had named wasn’t surprising but I had to
agree.

The Federalist Party had cut public spending
to the bare minimum so that they could also cut taxes for their
corporate backers. They had kept the minimum wage at the same level
for the past twenty years to please the same people. Billionaires
with trust funds avoided tax while the middle class and the lower
orders footed the bill for the state. In return for running this
system, Congressmen and Senators of the Federalist Party retired in
middle age to well-paid jobs in the corporations, justified
because their “experience” in government made them vital
consultants.

In fairness, politics had been run like this
for quite a while and the Free Democrats were also subject to
corporate influence. The Federalists, however, had taken corruption
to new levels. “The people” - as they were known in speeches - were
kept bamboozled by television, tits and celebrities, not to mention
the threat of war with as yet undiscovered enemy aliens to keep up
spending on “defence” and talk radio that blamed the poor for all
society’s ills. But finally, even the dumbest of the people had
enough and it looked like the Free Democrats would be elected
again. Hari Murtan was still their leader, though he hadn’t been
President for twenty-five years.

Threatened with the loss of power, the
Federalists had turned to Boss Chauhan. He controlled drugs and
prostitution across the solar system and on several colony worlds
too. On election day his bully boys had turned up at polling
stations in strongly Free Democrat areas to stop people voting.
Even then, Hari Murtan won. He had taken office just one week
earlier but his authority to do so had been challenged in the
Supreme Court. The powers that wanted to stay in power had accused
him of cheating. After the assassination of honest Judge
McCallister, the court had decided in favour of the Federalists.
Chaos ensued.

My reverie was interrupted by the appearance
of General Chang on the vidscreen. He looked cool and polished as
usual. I glanced at Agent Patel. Her face was expressionless but
she must have remembered how Chang put down the revolt in Delhi,
massacring women and children and firebombing Hindu temples. In the
media, the rebels were blamed of
course.

Judi Cranmer, the President’s Chief Executive
was sat on a low sofa staring at the great General in disgust.
“What’s he doing now? Turn the sound up, someone.”

Someone did and we listened in silence to
Changes words. “...and so I have been ordered by the real
President to restore order in Earth’s major cities. The Free
Federation is a democracy and the will of the people has been
expressed at the ballot box. As a servant of the people, I will not
allow rebels and anarchists to overturn the legally elected
government. My armies in Europe, India, China, South America,
Africa and the United States are moving into the areas of maximum disruption. Order will be restored.”

Hari Murtan sighed. “So it goes. From
oligarchy to rebellion to the army taking over to tyranny and the
Republic becomes an Empire. It’s a
story as old as Rome.”

I dared to interrupt. “Any hope of outside
help, sir? The colonies? The Scorpii? Maybe the Co-Operative
worlds?”

Founded by Scandinavian emigrants, The Co-Ops
had a socialist model of government that had been unfashionable on
Earth for at least a century. The Diaspora made possible when the
Scorpii gave us FTL drive had led to all sorts of maverick groups
going off to settle far colonies according to their own ideals, either religious or political. The
Co-Operative worlds was a group of colony worlds with their own
economic ethos and while the Free Federation had never gone to war
with them, relations were cool at best, even with Murtan in
charge.

He shook his head. “The colonies are barely
industrialized. The Co-Operative worlds aren’t strong enough. The
Scorpii” - he shrugged - “who knows?” He stared hard at me. “The
worsening situation makes your mission even more vital,
Watson.”

Agent Patel questioned the great man. “Is
Boss Chauhan really so important in all this. I know he helped rig
the election but...”

“Boss Chauhan is behind it all,” I said.
“He’s the spider that sits at the centre of the web, manipulating
events. All the others are his tools, even Chang.”

“A hard man to beat, though,” said Judi
Cramer. “He’s one of the master race.” She looked at Patel. “Like
you.”

Agent Patel’s only reaction was a small nod.
She shared a history with Boss Chauhan. I was never quite sure
which of them was colder and more ruthless but at least she worked
for the good guys. Us.

*

Under cover of the flashbombs and the smoke
grenades, I made it to the wall of Boss Chauhan’s compound. A
glance to my right showed Sanchez and Patel had also succeeded.

“Connelly?” I asked. “Zoulou?”

Patel shook her head and drew a hand across
her throat in the classic gesture. Cold bitch.

“Someone on defence must have had their eyes
closed for the flash,” said Carter. “I saw Wong go down.” He shook
his head. “Sorry, sir.”

So was I, but this was not the time to
grieve. “Explosives,” I replied. “Drop them here.” The grenades had
a five-second fuse.

He nodded. The rest of us moved to the left,
keeping tight to the wall. Most of the defenders at the top were
probably still blind but shooting us at this angle wouldn’t have
been easy anyway.

Foster emptied out everything in his satchel.
There was no time to separate the explosives from the remaining
flash bombs and smoke grenades. He kept one grenade in his
hand.

I gave the thumbs up sign. He pulled the pin
and dropped it on the others and ran to join us.

It worked as expected. Boom. Crack. Hole in
the wall. Rubble. Dust cloud.

A scream from above told us we’d taken out a
defender as well as the wall. I’d shed no tears for Boss Chauhan’s
ruthless henchmen. Not waiting for the dust to clear, I led the
charge into the compound.

We didn’t run straight in. That would have
been suicide. Chauhan’s men were no match for agents but they
couldn’t miss sitting ducks. We entered the dust cloud, stepped over the rubble and headed off to the
left, keeping tight to the undamaged wall.

The defenders fired randomly into the moonlit
dust cloud. They got Carter. He yelped and dropped, either wounded
or dead.

We had all memorised the layout of Chauhan’s
headquarters. The head man lived
in a sprawling one-storey building right in the centre. The hired
muscle was in a block of small
residential apartments near the north wall. We came in by the south
wall, near the stables and kennels.

Chauhan had a profitable sideline in
genetically enhanced killer dogs. It was even rumoured that he had
telepaths who could communicate with them. That wasn’t true but he
was working on it, among other things. Boss Chauhan made Fu Manchu
look like Pollyanna.

“Captain Watson. What’s the plan?” said
Patel.

The plan was all shot to Hell. This was meant
to be a surprise attack to catch the bad guys off guard. We had
thought there would only be the usual few henchmen waiting, not
half of Chauhan’s mob army. We were supposed to sneak over the
wall, not blow it up. Right now, there were a lot of killers
regrouping out there and we were their target.

I grinned. “The kennels. Come on.”

“The kennels?”

“Cry havoc, Agent Patel. Cry havoc.”

The Shakespearian reference was lost on her
but she followed dutifully, as did Foster. The kennels were only a
few yards away. I lasered the door lock and kicked
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