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1: Commando
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The submarine surfaced in very rough seas but I didn't care, I would willingly have jumped into the jaws of hell with all the hell hounds, ghouls, ghosts, devils, fiends and any other malicious creatures you can imagine to get out of that claustrophobic hole. I had hated it in that submarine. At first I'd thought it was a bit of a lark but when the hatch at the top of the conning tower closed I'd thought I was going to freak out. I went completely gaga and my brain started to explode so I'd steered a course at a slow motion run to my bunk, laid down, held my head tightly in my hands and hummed.

I had been locked in a steel coffin deep under the sea and felt absolutely terrible. My head had filled with pins and needles, insects crawled about in my brain and there had been dazed dead areas where a fire storm had been through, and I felt sick, and that was during the good moments. My head felt like a giant swelling pumpkin, I lay on my bunk and hummed in misery.

Me and my Pumpkin, I had said to myself, we will stick this out and come through at the other end.

There had been a conference about the mission, I was supposed to go to it, I didn't. These days they were only interested in me when they wanted me to shoot somebody, fuck em. I had been introduced to my fellow commando, I didn't take any notice, he only wanted me to help him kill people, let him do his own dirty work. After what seemed like days or even weeks, but was probably hours, of absolute terror, someone came into my cabin and injected me with something, something lethal I had hoped, I had more than hoped I had prayed to God that it would finish me off and I didn't believe in God.

When I woke up I felt stiff and uncomfortable and was told by an able seaman that the submarine was surfacing. I jumped out of my bunk, banged my head, threw water over my face, most of it missed, cleaned myself up and got dressed. Well I pulled and tugged at some clothing and pulled and tugged at zips, I think a few broke, and then I raced to the conning tower and was the first man out of the black hole. I stood up there clinging to some sort of railing and breathing in the cold damp salty air, it was wonderful, it is so absolutely lovely just to breathe sometimes, you should try it.

We had a double kayak, me and my very thin, young companion. He got in the front of the canoe, I think I can call a kayak a canoe, we had been introduced but it was in the days of my misery so I had paid no attention. I had even told him in no uncertain terms to remove his posterior from my immediacy, so we were probably not on the friendliest of terms. I climbed into the back of the canoe, it had a rudder, it was all singing and dancing and very heavy in the water, that was due to all the kit we carried. The waves crashed over us but I was ready to drown rather than go back into that submarine.

The guy in front pointed away in to the distance and shouted at me but the wind swallowed up his words. I was snugly tucked into my section of the canoe so when the waves crashed over us no water entered the craft, I felt quite exhilarated. I loved the cold, sharp, splash of water and the knife edge of the cutting wind.

The sailors pushed us off and we quickly fell into a rhythm paddling in perfect time over the cold dark grey sea. Two brave souls paddling off into eternity to fight for King and country, or was it two bloody idiots paddling off to their doom? More than likely the latter but apparently we were good for it.

The light was fading fast now, I had no idea what we were doing or where we were going, as I said, I hadn't been to the battle conference. The vast mass of the sea, in giant waves, crashed and smashed against our tiny craft and then it happened, a spotlight swept the sea around us and a machine gun opened fire. My mate turned, yelled at me and pointed, blood was streaming down the side of his face, we paddled faster and I steered the canoe to where he had pointed. We were moving as fast as we could to an appointment with a bullet. The machine gun rattled again and cut tiny holes in my paddle, it made quite a pretty pattern. Bullets started to smash into the rudder, the rudder spat the dummy and turned us into the course of the unfriendly fire. More bullets exploded into the back of the canoe and we began to take on water.

Take on water, we were bloody sinking!

'This is wonderful, I love going on these adventure holidays!' I shouted.

My fellow commando didn't hear me but I perversely felt great, I was far happier to be shot at on the open sea than to travel under it in a black hole of a submarine.

I used what was left of my paddle to steer and doing this, by its very nature, slowed the canoe down and, by changing speed, the machine gun lost its aim and was busy shooting up the sea in front of us. Then we put on a burst of speed and the machine gun was busy shooting up the sea behind us. The sea was taking quite a battering that day, I don't know how it survived.

The canoe was getting heavy, we were sinking but the machine gun had lost its range and was, for the moment, harmless. The shore came into view, it was a horseshoe of sand shrouded by rocks and looked beautiful in the moonlight, yes the moon had slipped above the horizon and it lit us up like a second spotlight making a beam that shone straight across the waves to us.

The waves crashed violently on the rocks but in the bay the water was quiet, that was to no avail however as the machine gun got our range once again and bullets smashed into the side of our canoe. One more minute and we would be shot to buggery, we would be history, ancient history, then a bloody enormous great wave, a tsunami of a wave, crashed over us and I was in the sea trying to swim and hang on to the canoe.

The canoe and I were washed up in the little bay just where the rocks and the sand met. I was thoroughly wet and exhausted. A torch shone on the canoe and two men in black shirts ran to where I was lying in the surf, grabbed me and pulled me up the beach, then they stood me up, shouted at me and punched me so hard that I collapsed, they then started kicking me. It was not quite the welcoming committee I had hoped for but it was better than the traditional long and verbose speeches, give me a kick in the guts any day.

I stood up fairly unsteadily on my feet, one of my black shirted friends tried to hit me again, I took him out with one good punch to the face, his friend decided he would shoot me with his AK47 automatic rifle, I liberated the rifle and shot him in the leg.

I was hoping to sit down and enjoy the view but the fun and games weren't over yet. Just at that moment three more men in black shirts, obviously part of the same welcoming committee, sprang at my mate who had just dragged himself out of the sea, they forced him to the ground and started kicking him. This I would not tolerate and, with the AK47 that my erstwhile assailant had been kind enough to let me borrow, I shouted:

'Stop or I'll do something unpleasant.'

I may be a commando, a killing machine, but I don't hurt anyone for the sheer pleasure of it.

In this case things were out of my control, the three men who were roughing up my companion started to shoot at me.

'Fuck me dead,' I said.

I shot their legs out from under them.

I walked over to my mate, stretched out my arm to give him a hand, he grabbed it, pulled me to the ground and smashed his fist into my face.

'Thanks very much,' I said as blood spurted from my nose, 'it always pays, I find, to help your fellow man.'

'Sorry,' he said in a high pitched voice.

It was a strange voice, I couldn't place it, it had a touch of an American accent but that wasn't all that worried me, I couldn't quite put my finger on the problem but I knew it was a problem.

'Apology accepted but in future...' I said.

I couldn't think of anything smart arse to say about the future, I didn't even know if we were going to get one, the present seemed very precarious, so I said nothing.

My mate stood up, picked up an AK47 and pointed the gun at the five wounded Black Shirts.

'Don't shoot them!' I shouted.

'Dead men tell no tales.'

'Just hold your fire, we're not Nazi storm troopers.'

'This is war.'

'Well I don't like your way of playing war.'

'Sorry I punched you in the nose but you should have identified yourself. It's my training.'

'Well I don't much like your training.'

'A girl friend touched me once, when I was asleep, and I jumped up and knocked her unconscious.'

'Poor old friend,' I said.

'That was unfortunate.'

'But apart from that you're mostly harmless?' I said.

'Yes, mostly I'm harmless.'

He then cocked his captured AK47 and aimed at the five men lying on the ground. I nudged him hard just as he was about to open fire and the gun spun out of his hands.

'They are enemy operatives!'

'Maybe I'm getting too old for this but I don't think it's necessary to kill everybody.'

'Have you gone soft?'

'Maybe I have, I'm tired of all the killing.'

'It's our job, it's our mission to clean up the world.'

'I don't know if I want to live in a world that clean.'

'I'm beginning not to like you.'

'Don't worry,' I said, 'I assure you the feeling is very much mutual.'

We tied up and gagged our captured Black Shirts and dragged them up into the scrub. My mate mentioned that it would have been quicker and easier to put them out of their misery but I said they probably didn't think so.
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We dragged our kit into a pine forest that was growing near the beach, there were waterproof bags of food, guns, ammunition, binoculars, maps, spare socks, underwear, condoms, all the usual sort of thing. When we had finished I sat down on my bundles and collapsed, bloody exhausted, my mate stood in the prone position watching, waiting, ready for action.

'You're ready for anything,' I said after five minutes of half dazed wakeful sleep.

'Got to be,' he said in his strange high pitched American whine.

I examined him more closely and I couldn't believe my eyes.

'You've got tits!' I said.

'So what if I have?'

'You're a girl!'

'So! I'm as good as any man, especially a man who can't even handle a cruise in a submarine.'

'A bloody woman,' I said.

I'm not sexist but sometimes it just seems to come naturally, we all have our bad hair days.

She was tall, only just short of me and I'm over six feet, she took her cap off and beautiful long, dark hair fell down around her shoulders. She had blue eyes, lovely sunny day sea blue eyes. She had a pointy nose and rich creamy pink lips and her skin was a soft tan.

'I can shoot as straight as you,' she said.

'But this is dangerous work, this is obviously a dangerous mission.'

'I'll do what has to be done.'

'I reckon we are both dead, twice dead times two.'

'We will accomplish our mission, that's all that counts.'

'I don't think so, I'm fond of my skin, too fond you might think, but for the moment me and my skin want to stick together.'

'Are you about to rescind on your duty?'

'God don't give me that duty stuff, I've had it up to here,' I said lifting my hand to the level of my throat and then going higher.

'You are required to carry out your instructions,' she said.

'We will have to abort the mission,' I said. 'By the way what is the mission?'

'We are going to achieve a successful outcome.'

'Look they know we're here, the element of surprise has gone, they were waiting for us, there's been a leak, if they don't kill or capture us I'll be a monkey's uncle. Actually, I probably am a monkey's uncle, my sister has some pretty interesting looking offspring.'

'You don't have the courage, is that what you are saying?'

'I'm saying that we are dead meat, still, having a woman aboard could make my last hours more comfortable,' I said half as a joke.

I brushed my hand by her face. She caught my arm, twisted it up behind my back and then kicked my legs out from under me, I hit the ground hard.

'We have to stop meeting like this,' I said.

'Don't ever touch me again or...'

'...or what, you'll kill me?'

'I will take you out!'

'I believe you would,' I said.

I stood up and brushed myself off.

'Doesn't matter anyway,' I said, 'they'll be here soon, there's no escape from this island.'

'We'll pull back, we'll go up to the cliffs.'

'And make our last stand?'

I bent down to pick up the AK47 I had liberated from the Black Shirt.

'So, let's have a conference,' I said. 'We can brainstorm some ideas, make a chart of possible scenarios and do a bit of outcome modelling.'

'Just follow me,' she said.

'And another thing, you're a bloody Yank.'

'I'm Australian inside an American voice, my father worked in Los Angeles in California, I spent a fair bit of time there when I was young.'

'I suppose Americans aren't so bad, give me five, my man.'

'Come on let's go,' she said.

'No I'm staying put, I kind of like the pine trees, they are soothing to the intellect.'

'We came here to do a job. I got saddled with you, no sooner are we on the island than you start making sexist jokes and you're useless anyway, look at your performance on the submarine and you don't know a thing about the mission, I have grave suspicions.'

'What do you mean?' I said flicking bits of a pine cone at her.

'Stop that!'

'What do you mean, grave suspicions?'

'There's a mole.'

'And you think it's me, that's a good one, I warn the Black Shirts that I'm coming so they can kill me.'

'We arrive by submarine, no one knows that we are coming, it's a top secret mission and the Black Shirts are waiting for us, you must have let something slip before we boarded the submarine.'

'It's not me who's the mole, I don't even know where we are, I don't even know what the mission is, I don't even know if I'm here or if I'm in a bad dream. Wake up, wake up Jack,' I said and hit myself in the face. 'No I'm awake, this isn't a bad dream, I'm real and I'm going to die. If I'm a mole then moles are bloody stupid.'

'As we paddled in they were firing at us but they missed you.'

'You seem to have come through pretty well yourself.'

'Not quite,' she said.

She pointed to her right ear, there was a bullet hole through the lobe.'

'Shit, we've got a first aid kit, where is it?'

I hunted around for bandages and pain killers.

'It doesn't matter, only the mission matters.'

I found the first aid kit, disinfected the wound, applied a sterile bandage and offered her some chocolate flavoured laxatives, she refused the latter. I dug deeper and found some food and water and gave her a drink and a power bar.

'As good as new,' I said.

'I still have only contempt for you, I still think I'd be better off without you, I still think you're a bad joke but thank you.'

'You're welcome and I am a bad joke, life's a bad joke.'

'Okay let's move,' she said. 'I vote for the cliffs, I think there are caves up there, we can hide out.'

'So instead of getting shot to death we'll just starve to death.'

'You're not taking this seriously.'

'Yes I know, Black Shirts will come with guns and shoot and then its bye bye for me and bye bye for you.'

'So what do you vote we do?' she said.

'They'll track us down, this is only a very small island, it's just a matter of time, if I could see a map.'

She pulled a map from her left hand breast pocket and gave it to me along with a small torch, there wasn't much light, the sun was only just thinking about waking up.

I studied the map, the island looked like something the cat had dragged in, it was a jagged rhomboid mass of little inlets and beaches with some higher ground and cliffs to the south. To the north there was lower swampy land at sea level. The cliffs, the high ground, were covered with pines and the lowland to the north was heath with a small abandoned settlement.

'It was originally a whaler's settlement,' she said.

'Ah ha.'

'The French claimed it.'

'No place to hide as far as I can see.'

'British marines stormed the island and claimed it for England, this is in the eighteenth century.'

'While ago now.'

'The English abandoned it, the Germans claimed it in the early nineteenth century, the Australians captured it in World War One and then, on independence, India claimed it.'

'So we are in the far south of the Indian bloody Ocean miles from anywhere, what the hell are we doing here?'

'Terrorists.'

'Terrorists here?'

'It's the international headquarters and communication centre for a right wing terrorist group, the Americans want it terminated.'

'So get the Americans to send in the bloody marines.'

'It's actually part of India, a sovereign state.'

'Hmm,' I said and scratched the back of my head, 'they want to avoid an international incident.'

'Exactly.'

'But why us, why Australia? Don't tell me, the Prime Minister, he loves America, he offered to send in our boys, well one boy and one girl, to do the job, fine but why me. I like Americans, I love Americans, well I loved an American once, having said that I don't like their foreign policy much.'

'It's not for us to make policy decisions, we just carry them out.'

'Little Miss Marine aren't you?'

'I do my duty.'

'So what do we have to do? Put this place out of action and snatch the local big Kahuna?'

'No it's easier than that.'

'Tell me.'

'We just have to shoot him dead.'

'Ha brilliant, join the Secret Service, travel the world, meet interesting people and shoot them dead.'

'Those are our orders.'

'I don't give a fuck about our orders, let them court martial me. When I was on that submarine for days on end I suddenly asked myself what am I doing here, why am I going off to strange and exotic places just to kill people.'

'Self questioning can be fatal.'

'I know. If you stop to think, you can't be a Special Forces Commando, and I stopped to think. I stopped to have a look around and I didn't like what I saw. It's not you I don't like, it's me, I stopped and examined who I am and I don't like me.'

'The mission is imperative.'

'I don't care about the mission, call it a personality crisis, call it a midlife crisis, call it battle fatigue but I've lost the will to kill.'

'I out rank you and I'm ordering you to carry out our orders.'

'You don't outrank me.'

'I do, I have more pips than you.'

'Oh wow, I'm impressed, you have more pips than me, that's awesome, that's mega, oh I wish I had as many pips as you.'

'You're a joker but I tell you here and now, don't mess with me fella.'

'God almighty, here I am in the middle of the Indian Ocean, the only way off this damn hole is in a submarine, I absolutely detest submarines, our canoe's full of holes anyway and I've got a woman telling me what to do. I've got, on a rough estimate, at least twenty heavily armed terrorist wanting to kill me...'

'Thirty.'

'Thirty heavily armed terrorists wanting to kill me.'

'Twenty five actually, we accounted for five on the beach.'

'Oh that makes me feel much better. Here I am armed with a single shot sniper rifle and an AK47 designed just after World War Two, more than fifty years ago, and I have only twenty five heavily armed and angry terrorists coming after my blood. I'm so happy, let's crack open a bottle of champagne and have a cheers, let's have a party, invite a few people, order some finger food, a few drinks, play some dance music, life here on this island is one great big bundle of fun.'

'I was told you could be difficult.'

'Then why am I here?'

'Apparently you think on your feet, in spite of everything, you're a good man in a difficult situation.'

'Listen.'

'What?'

'Voices.'

'Where?'

'Quiet. We'll have to postpone this little tête à tête but before we go we haven't actually been introduced, my name's William Shakespeare,' I said.

I put out a hand to be shaken.

'Jane Austen,' she said.

She failed to shake my hand.

'Your name's not Jane Austen!'

'Well yours obviously isn't William Shakespeare.'

'Alright, Jack's my name, Jack Hamma.'

'I'm Kashmere, Lieutenant Kashmere Fellini.'

'That's nice.'

'Colleagues call me Annie Oakley.'

'Let me guess, you're a crack shot?'

'I am a crack shot.'

'I'll call you Kashmere.'

'You can call me Sir.'

'Yes Sir,' I sang out saluting and coming to attention.

'That's enough of your lip.'

'Yes sir,' I sang out saluting and coming to attention.

'You are trouble.'

'The voices are getting louder.'

'We'll have to abandon everything and make a run for it,' she said.

She pointed her gun towards the place where the voices could be heard.

'Don't shoot, just take it easy, they are a long way away yet, let's organise what we want out of this mass of kit, repack it and then we can make a tactical withdrawal with the equipment we need.'

'The voices are getting louder,' she said.

'No worries, just do as I say and everything will be cool.'

We repacked the kit, mostly the food and the ammunition and moved off.
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It was dawn and quite beautiful, the sun painted the sky a vibrant pink, the vibrant pink became a vibrant orange and just when you thought it couldn't get any better it started to fade into a silent and peaceful blue-grey.

'Bloody beautiful,' I said as we lugged our kit up the hill.

'I don't see it,' said Kashmere. 'I've never been very good on beauty, it's just a pink splodge in the sky to me.'

'Just look at the vitality, the energy in those colours, it looks like the dawning of a new age.'

'The colours are good,' she said, 'but I just don't see it.'

'Look, I'm sorry I've been so sarcastic, I don't know what came over me. Well actually, yes I do. When we got locked inside that submarine something happened. I was claustrophobic, but it was more than that, suddenly I thought what the fuck am I doing here? Why am I going off to foreign and exotic places killing people. I'm not a killing machine, there must be more to life than this, I want more from life than this.'

'Well I apologise if I'm not more sympathetic but I've been trained to do a job,' she said.

'Yes same here, I was trained to go out and do exactly what I was told to do, if they said stand on one foot and shoot dead the next person to come through that door I would have done it, but now I've started to think.'

'Fatal,' she said.

'I know, maybe the end has come for me.'

And then they started shooting.

Kashmere immediately prepared to return fire.

'Don't shoot,' I said, 'they don't know where we are, they just want us to shoot back so that they can locate us, it's an old trick.'

'I can take them out.'

'I know you can. When you were little did you catch flies and pull their wings off?'

'How did you know?'

'I bet you were a tomboy?'

'I was called that by the girls but I made them suffer.'

'I bet you did.'

'Well...'

'Just leave the flies alone today.'

'They buzz, they annoy me.'

'Ignore them.'

'Okay I'll hold fire,' she said. 'Come on stop shirking, let's keep moving.'

'Yes sir,' I said saluting and standing to attention.

'I'm going to take out the operative that we were sent to get, then I'm going to shoot you.'

'Yes sir,' I said saluting and standing to attention.

'Hang it all, I'll bloody shoot you now.'

'Go for it,' I said.

I stood stock still and put my hand over my face as if I was blind folded like the victim of a firing squad.

'Squad attention, take aim, fire.'

Our pursuers were now getting closer and calling out to each other. Instead of shooting me Kashmere opened fire on them, obviously she thought the time for idle chatter was over. Our pursuers immediately returned fire and bullets hit the ground all around us.

'Come on!' Kashmere shouted.

We raced up the hill.

Bullets zipped and splattered all around our feet and Kashmere staggered and fell.

'Have you been hit?'

'Yes.'

'Can you feel where you were hit?'

'My back.'

'I'll get the first aid kit.'

'No I order you to go, leave me here, I'll take out as many as I can before they get me.'

'Don't be a drongo,' I said.

I quickly took a look at her, a bullet had entered her backpack and gone through. Funny but there was no blood.

'What's the verdict?' she said.

'You'll live but Shakespeare's dead.'

'I'm not following you.'

'You've been shot through the centre of the collected works of William Shakespeare. He saved your life, what the hell is he doing on this mission?'

'I always bring it on assignments for light reading.'

'Bloody hell light reading, what would you call Einstein's theory of relativity, a children's book?'

'Quiet,' she whispered.

Just below us in the bush Black Shirts were crawling through the undergrowth.

'Can you walk?' I whispered.

'Of course I can walk, it was Shakespeare who was shot not me.'

'Okay start moving up the hill then move off to the left, I'm going to give our friends a little birthday present.'

Bullets zipped and splattered around us, Kashmere moved and I sprayed the undergrowth with bullets from my liberated AK47. Somebody threw a hand grenade, it went off far too close for comfort, and to my left, where I had sent Kashmere, there was more shooting. A tall blonde barbarian with a hunting knife jumped into the scrub behind me, he wore black boots, black trousers and a black shirt and would have been described, by that famous humanitarian Adolf Hitler, as the perfect figure of Aryan manhood. I spun around and kicked him in the guts and he went down.

This war games stuff was getting a bit serious, I might take my bat and ball and go home. Then an inner voice shouted in my ear, get the fucking hell out of here.

I took his advice.

I scrambled up the slope humping my kit, there was a wounded black shirt in my path, he raised his gun at me.

'G'day' I said.

'G'day,' he said and lowered his gun.

'You're Australian?'

'Yeah.'

'What the hell are you doing in this Black Shirt brigade?'

'Strewth, God only knows.'

'Give me your arm, looks bad but not real bad.'

I bandaged him up.

'Thanks mate,' he said.

I crawled by him and kept going.

'Over here,' a familiar voice shouted.

I scrambled towards that voice.

A gun fired in my ear and more guns went off behind me.

'I'll cover you while you move up the hill a bit more,' I said.

I fired my AK47 down the slope at any noise I heard. Bullets zipped up the hill bouncing all around, I fired back, then I scrambled up the hill after Kashmere. Bullets smashed into the kit I was carrying over my shoulder and something gooey started to ooze down over my face.

'You've been hit?' said Kashmere.

'Yes, I think I've been shot in the baked beans.'

'The Black Shirts are on our left, they are on our right, they are below us and they are working their way around above us,' she said.

'Never a dull moment eh?'

We were now under fire from three sides. I fired off in reply but ran out of ammunition. Kashmere fired with her captured weapon but her ammunition ran out as well.

'All good things must come to an end,' I said.

'We're dead,' she said.

'I could say it was nice knowing you but I'd be lying.'

'Damn, we haven't accomplished our mission.'

'Mission impossible.'

'Do you take pleasure in saying the obvious?'

'I do, yes. People are often scared of talking about things. Let's sit down and discuss our inner feelings. How are you coping with the current situation? Are you feeling threatened? Do you feel that you need more time to adjust to the situation? Do you think we should tell the Black Shirts that we need more time to explore our inner feelings and adjust psychologically...'

'Shut up, you talk so much crap.'

'Thank you.'

'We still have our sniper rifles,' she said.

I pulled my rifle out of my kit and snapped it together.

'You keep going up the hill and drag all the kit, I've got a plan,' I said.

I had no plan, so I cocked my gun and jumped up.

'Geronimo!' I shouted.

I charged down the hill firing whenever I could cock a bullet into the breach of my gun.

I came across another black shirted Aryan and hit him in the face with the butt of my rifle, another one sprang out of the scrub and I kicked him hard where it hurts most, I felt for that fella, he went down. Yet another Black Shirt appeared and pointed his gun at me, Kashmere loomed out of the early morning light and performed the best karate chop I have ever seen and down he went. At this stage the rest of our assailants seemed to find their legs and were busy racing each other down the mountain.

'Was that your idea of a plan you idiot,' she said.

'As you are obviously a useless female, I'm taking command of this operation from now on,' I said.

'I'm putting you on report.'

'I love it when you're angry,' I said.

I moved closer in order to whisper sweet nothings in her ear and she once again twisted my arm up behind my back and dropped me to the ground.

'You certainly have a way with the men.'

'Don't touch me.'

'Thanks for saving my life.'

'Don't take it personally.'

'I think we need to talk about your lack of social skills and your inappropriate responses to the beauty of the world.'

'Stop the crap,' she said. 'Come on, they'll be back before we know it.'

'Let's just make a stand here,' I said. 'I like it here, there's a lovely view of the dawn.'

'No we'll go higher up the hill and fight them there.'

We collected ammunition for our AK47's by rifling through the abandoned ammunition packs of our assailants and then we dragged our kit up the hill. Funny how we wouldn't leave our kit and run for it, as would have been quite sensible.

We came to the wounded Black Shirt I had helped.

'Mate.'

'Mate.'

'Listen mate,' he said, 'to your right, up a bit, there's some beaut caves you can get lost in there.'

'Thanks,' I said.

'Catch ya.'

'Listen mate.'

'Yes.'

'Word of advice,' I said. 'Get your arse out of here and hot foot it back home to Oz.'

'Will do.'

'Make sure you do.'

'Come on!' shouted Kashmere.

She pointed her gun at the wounded Black Shirt.

'He's my mate,' I said. 'You shoot him and I shoot you.'

'You are in big trouble,' said Kashmere.

We started to run up the hill.

It wasn't long before bullets were whistling past us again. I fired in return and then a mass of ballistics exploded all around us.

'Run faster!' Kashmere shouted.

The shooting and explosions revved up a notch. We were running up and up the hill and then Kashmere was gone.

'Kashmere!' I called out but she didn't reply.

A Black Shirt came out of the scrub. I laid him out with one king hit to the jaw, then I turned to run and fell in a black hole. The world had eaten me up, I didn't get time to be claustrophobic before I landed on someone and we both fell in a heap.
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4: Baked Beans
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We rifled through the kit bags and found the baked beans. We opened the tin and ate the beans cold, with our fingers, spitting out the bullets.

We hadn't said a word since we'd fallen through the world. We had crawled to the cave's main entrance, it was mid-way up a cliff overlooking the sea, we had dragged our kit there and found the food and eaten it, then we stretched and laid back and enjoyed the view. Kashmere's idea of enjoying the view was to prop her gun up and try to get in a firing pose, to be ready for anything, but her eyes kept closing and eventually she fell asleep. I joined her.

We awoke with a start, perhaps we had heard something, we listened, cocked our guns but there was nothing.

'It was like a superman comic,' I said. 'You got shot in the collected works of Shakespeare and I got shot in the baked beans.'

'Close shave,' she said.

'Those beans were nice.'

'It was difficult out there but we came through.'

'I like a bit of excitement before dinner.'

'Restocking of essential energy sugars,' she said, 'is vital in a combat scenario.'

'Still we aren't dead. I enjoyed the beans, if I could get hold of a can of cold beer I'd be in paradise.'

'We must make plans to retake the initiative.'

'I don't suppose we have any spaghetti hoops?'

'We need to formulate a plan to counter their fire power and man power superiority.'

'I don't wanna go to the party with you, I don't wanna go to the fair, I don't wanna go anywhere with you, I just wanna stay here and love you, whoa oh whoa oh oh,' I sang to her.

'Do you always have to play the idiot?' she said.

'I fancy myself as a bit of a crooner.'

'Don't give up your day job.'

We were sitting propped up in our narrow cave looking out over the sea. Great waves crashed on the rocks below, it was stunningly beautiful.

'Here I am on some beautiful bit of coast with a beautiful woman,' I said, 'so...'

'So what?' she said.

'It's just my opening gambit, I can't ask you to dance, or ask you if you would like a cup of tea and a buttered bun, so I said, so.'

'You talk a lot of bullshit.'

'Why do you carry that great heavy complete works of Shakespeare in your backpack? We're going into action, surely a small and lightweight Regency Romance would be better?'

'If I read a small and lightweight Regency Romance I'd be dead now.'

'True, Shakespeare saved your life.'

'If you must know, I'm planning on getting into university and studying English language and literature.'

'So, in between assassinating right wing terrorist leaders, you intend reading up on the puppy love of Romeo and Juliet.'

'I wouldn't put it quite like that.'

'Romeo Romeo where fore art thou Romeo, bang one down. A rose by any other name smells just as sweet, bang another one bites the dust. To be or not to be that is the question, bang that's a hat trick.'

'I suppose you fancy yourself as an actor as well as a crooner.'

'Laurence Olivier's got nothing on me.'

'Bottom, from A Midsummer Night's Dream, he turns into an ass, you don't need to turn into one.'

'You say the nicest things.'

'I just don't like you.'

'You could be a librarian.'

'Why?'

'Somebody doesn't bring back the book they borrowed from the library on time: bang!'

'You think you're so funny, you nearly got us killed and I believe it could only have been you who gave the information about this operation away, they were sitting waiting for us.'

'What if I did? I tell you frankly, I don't believe in going someplace, where nobody is hurting our people, and assassinating someone, that sort of thing is all behind me now, when I get out of here I'm out of this man's bloody army.'

'We are going after the second most wanted man on earth.'

'So he's a terrorist leader, yes?'

'Yes.'

'Then he should be captured and brought to trial.'

'You make me laugh, these people get away
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