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The Ghost Planner Book Two
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INTRODUCTION: ...  By Augustus Talbot’s great grandson ... Tolly ...

––––––––
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MY NAME IS TOLLY VICTOR Trueblood, and I continue our family stories in this second book, I was always surprised at how many people my Great Grandfather Augustus Talbot knew, most of them were strange and very interesting, later I found out that some of them were killers of one sort or another, one of his mantra’s was, a man can never have too many friends, a fact I now agree with.

He sought out smart people, talent he called it and encircled himself with them, some I now call Uncles and Aunties, why? Well because he said it would be polite and I am if nothing else, I try extremely hard to be polite, politeness, he called the lubrication of our society.

Gigi,(Or Alice is her real name) my Great Grandmother called him the onion man because of all the layers of secrets he had in his head, and she knew him more that anyone, he took planning to a level none of us really understood until his death, he pulled lost family back to us time and time again, their story is really a love story and when Gigi came back to him after so many years, she hit him hard with her hand bag, she was angry for the time lost in their lives, and blamed him for it, still they made up for it all in the end and I will cover all of that, well stories that I have listened to over the years, the assassin and the super model, now a grandmother, but he wanted her back you see.

It was totally amazing to everyone who witnessed his take over, he seemed to walk in and just take over to become the next Director General of Intelligence after my other Great Grandmother was sacked from the job for her corruption of state officials, (My beloved Nanna, Helen, the greatest woman in our lives) all this is before I was born.

So, the unquestionable evidence of having so many friends is when you take power into your own hands and they can finally see why you are their friend and ally, it all boiled down to trust in the end and trust is the life blood of friendship, (And yes, also one of his mantra’s).

So, I write how he did it all and hope not to confuse you readers, but this is how it was all done, ok, hold on, here we go!
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CHAPTER 1 ... Stirling Lines ... Hereford ... UK
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Road Runner, the code name for the immediate action commander SAS, stared at the man in silence, trying to work out how to handle the interrogation of the man taken from the Iranian Embassy during the embarrassing so-called kidnapping incident.

The captive looked at his desk with interest and the large brass bird next to his phone, the Colonel watched his eyes move from object to object.

“It’s a road runner, life size I was told, the lads bought it for me from America, I’ve never seen a live one, but they say they’re very fast running, and they don’t like flying, me in a nutshell I suppose, they thought it was very funny anyway, a bunch of smart arses eh boy, my code name by the way.” he waited for the man to speak but nothing else was said and the silence continued.

“Would you like a cup of tea mate?” said the Colonel, he took the sandy colored beret off his head and dropped it on the desk, he gave his head a scratch, “It’s nice to have company, I get a bet bored, all the lads are thrashing around like mad men, as you can see, we are an unorthodox regiment, we do it our own way.”

“Now I bet that tattoo hurt, I’ve got a tattoo on my arse you know?”

“I lost a bet with a Rangers General, and I had to have it done, it says, (I got fucked by the US Rangers Forward ops,) a bunch of bastards the lot of em!” he chuckled.

The prisoner said nothing, “Ok, Elaina come on in darling,” a blond female dressed in a white coat came into the office.

“Talk to him in Russian could you darling ask him about this and that, I’m just going to get us a cup of tea, It don’t matter because our man who can, will be here shortly, so just keep him entertained in the meantime, because mad Jack will just cut his feet off so take your time.”  

She opened the conversation in Russian; she noticed his reaction to the Colonel’s statement but continued to talk about family and football.

He answered, in slow deliberate statements, trying to be nonchalant, none committal and vague, she called him a stupid dog, then said that she missed her home in Leningrad with her pet dog Ivan.

The Colonel came back into the room carrying two cups of steaming tea he asked Elaina in Russian, what her opinion was of the captive.

As he was walking, he slipped on the floor and spilled the tea on the lap of the captive.

“Shit! Shouted the man as he jumped up in shock.

“Soz mate!” said the Colonel.

“Well,” she said, “As we can see he’s not Russian, his accent is all wrong, he uses posh and complicated words, only used by Americans when there’s no need, I think he’s been trained as a communications breaker in the US army, they only teach them short phrases, command and arguments, he’s out of his depth, I think, he thinks we will kill him.”

The man stared at them both in panic, staying silent.

“I don’t care anymore,” said the Colonel, “I’ll get one of the lads to start digging a grave, we can ditch him and be gone, what do you fancy for dinner Elaina?”

“Oh! Give him a chance boss, he understands how things are going to be, look at him he’s changing his mind even as we speak.”

“Are we going to exchange good news son said the officer,” he waited for an answer.

“What do you want to know man?” said the prisoner, in an American accent.

“There’s a good lad, now don’t that make sense, those bastards have written you off, they now want you dead, that’s what it’s like when you work for the slime son, you’re just a dog that’s going to be put down, if and when, so can we start at the beginning and end with the Embassy.”

“Are you going to kill me? “He asked in a panic.

“No son, now you’re a good example of bad training, your trainers gave you wrong information about us, to give you the fear of failure factor, we’re going to straighten you out and return you to your unit, we are British, we always need more friends, you will become one of our best friends, perhaps even on the books.”

“This is going to be internal man,” said the captive.

“Oh! I suspected that son, just give me a couple of names and we can get things sorted, you’re not alone in being betrayed by your own, our slime do the same if we let em get away with it, we are the good guys, this is going to be like a religious experience, you’re not the first and you won’t be the last so crack on, I’m all ears.”

“Do you really have a tattoo? Said the captive.

The Colonel stood up, turned around and pulled his pants down, showing the man his bum.

They both chuckled.

“Why? Asked the man.

“A card game, a colonel in your American army, strange blokes your lot.”

“A tattoo for the losers then?”

“Bastard Rangers,” said the Colonel laughing, “If I’d won his tattoo would have been 22reg SAS Who dares wins, but his trip queens did my pair of tens, and I get the prize on the rear.”

They both started laughing again, “You guys are crazy man!”

“Yep, totally bonkers, all perfectly normal here, apparently.”

“I’ll go and get us some more tea William!” said Elaina.

“Thanks, darling and some cake of course, let’s see if he likes your lemon drizzle.”

She laughed at him as she left them to talk.

The man watched her leave, “Russian?”

“Yep, wrong you think?”

“Err ....and you are asking me sir?”

“One can never have too many friends or enough free opinions to those friends, agreed?”

“So, I am now a friend, yes?”

Road Runner smiled at him, confusing isn’t it young man!”
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CHAPTER 2 ...  Number 10 ... Downing Street ... London
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THE PRIME MINISTER sat at the head of the table of the emergency COBRA meeting and waited for the DGI to speak, one woman to another, she could see that Helen was not comfortable, the uniforms as usual were silent, she liked it that way, less waffle more action, perhaps that would make a nice plaque for her desk with that wording, she looked around at the expectant faces.

“Ok everyone, I called this meeting of cobra so that we can all be briefed on our latest, tourist embarrassment, an explanation needed please, so over to you ................... Helen?”

Helen cleared her throat with a little cough, “We were late on the scene, Ma’am.”

“The Americans were given inside information by unknowns, they tell us that it was a hostage situation, but it seemed to be the most publicized event in history, the media had a field day, the American TV channels got there first, even before the police, could you give us the news on that please Jonathan?”

Jonathan, the Met police commissioner, gulped but then began talking, “The Irish man doing all the shouting was a cover for what was happening in the Embassy, we believe it was a quickly planned operation to rescue two persons held against their will, the Irish lad with the dog were a front to get the attention of the media, the lad phoned in on a 999 call and gave an old IRA code word not used for many years, in fact we had to look it up, we suspect that this was to waste time, the whole plan seemed to be based on maximum coverage by the media, it was like a scene from a film, the young man shouted gibberish, he wanted Celtic United to be included in the Premier league.”

The listeners laughed around the table.

But the PM silenced them with a cough, “And?”  

“Well!” said Jonathan, “The American Marines arrived and just took over, we tried to stop them but someone had told them that there were American hostages in the building, our special negotiator was talking to the Irish lad when one of the Marines walked over to him opened the door and shot him dead, in front of the worlds press, they then blasted the front doors and entered the building in full tactical movement.”

“We thought that the hostages had been killed as we could hear machine gun fire, and single pistol fire, our sound annalist concluded that the pistol was possibly a Smith and Wesson 45, a classic cowboy gun.”

The PM looked at the General seated to her left, “Well?” She asked.

“We arrived in record time Ma-am, the London based SAS immediate action group entered from the roof, when they arrived it was all over, they captured what we thought, and what we had been told were a gang of Russian drug dealers, but the three men, after interrogation we now know that they were in fact American ex-army mercenaries working for a Russian Oligarch, of unknown origin, they say that they were paid in cash and that they had Russian colleagues down in the scullery were   holding two persons captured doing a burglary on an important persons house in Mayfair, the safe had been opened and that the contents were not recovered.”

“Who was this important person General?” asked the PM.

“Let’s just say that he owns quite a lot of Mayfair, and a very successful football club down the road Ma’am.”

“Russian?”

“Yes Ma-am.”

“And has he lodged any official complaint?”

“No! Surprising really, eh?”

“Interesting, so who killed the ones in the scullery?”

“The SAS believe it was the Americans Ma-am, they seem to have sprayed the place with bullets killing all four x ray‘ s, they came out with three hostages, the two persons held and one man who went in to rescue them, we have identified the man as ex Captain Hamish Dexter, pretending to be Canadian, in fact he is Scottish, an Army veteran last sentenced as unfit to plea in military prison for killing unarmed prisoners in Afghanistan, he was last noted as being in a padded cell in Colchester Military correction center.”

“The young man was Theodore Smirnoff, the very same man who broke the new defense system, he was dead or badly injured, he was stretchered out of the building, the young woman is an unknown as of one hour ago we are still searching files, we were not able to talk to the hostages as the American snatched the people involved and refused to give us any information so we haven’t given them info on the upper three captives the SAS took away, however, we have found out that one of them was a communications breaker specialist with the Army Rangers, based in Texas, again contracted by a third party contracts company out of Texas USA, he has given us a lot of information but is also limited by the identity of his handlers, we think they’re Americans Ma’am.”

The PM turned her head to Helen and raised her eyebrows.

“Captain Dexter Ma-am,” said Helen, “He was a war hero of many conflicts and a burned-out soldier, he was locked up for his own safety, he was on suicide watch, apparently he was enlisted in an unauthorized, mercenary group, working for an American contracts company.”

“Who is the leader of this group Helen?”

Helen looked around the table wondering if she should give out the name in public, she watched their eyes and admitted to herself that she had to let them know regardless of the consequences, the PM nodded to her as she waited for the name.

“We think his name is Augustus Victor Talbot, also an ex-convict of military prison, retired many years ago on ill health, and now ex-professor of military history at Sandhurst.”

“Can we reach this man Helen?”

“We think we have a connection Ma-am.”

“I know this man!” said the General, he is a published author of some very good books, I have a couple on my shelves at home, he taught my eldest son at school, why would he be involved in this?”

“Apparently General,” said Helen, “He was sacked from his job as a Napoleonic lecturer on nineteenth century military history, it was found out that he had a thing with underage girls, we quashed the story before the press got hold it, because he worked for our military school, we didn’t want the embarrassment to echo around the world.”

“Very good Helen, good thinking.” said the PM.

“So!” Said the PM, “This man is the key to this mystery, eh? Get hold of him please Helen, he sounds an interesting man to speak to, ok Helen what is the conclusion?”

The general butted in again, “But he’s on our planning committee for future war planning, he’s a star of our circus for God’s sake! The arctic defence white paper was his if I recall, I don’t get this at all Ma’am!”

The PM ignored his bluster and focused on Helen again then waited for her to continue, thankfully the general became silent as he searched faces around the table.

But he couldn’t leave it at that, “Why the hell would he be doing this, he’s a Sandhurst Don and faculty director, he sets the programming and designs sections of field exercises ............ right?”

Road Runner gave him a wink to keep him silent and held a finger in the air.

Helen tutted at his interruption, “We don’t have all the facts Ma-am, but we do know that the situation was set up for maximum coverage, by persons we suspect of having dealings with the Russian business community, the Americans are being tight lipped about it all, we will need high level talks to clarify our suspicions Ma-am.

“Ok I’ll talk with the President after this meeting, so we break for tea please and back in an hour for thoughts and conclusions.”

The sound level around the table increased as the meeting came to an end; Helen called over her assistant and whispered in his ear, “Get Ponsonby in my office now!”

“Ma-am!” He replied before he walked out of the room.

But the general was not done with his bluster, “He’s almost a blue blood God’s sake, aren’t the Talbot’s part of the house of Tudor?” he looked around for support, but no one had an opinion for him.

“Tea anyone?” said the PM as the tea cart was wheeled into the cabinet room.

The Prime Minister locked eyes with Helen then passed her the China cup and saucer, she smiled, “And your personal view Helen?”

Helen took a sip and held her little pinky finger in the air as normal, “Bloody Americans Ma’am, something’s happening and I think that Smirnoff is the cause of all this, and that useless air defense system, either way that bloody Smirnoff is to blame.”

The PM looked at her over the rim of her China teacup, “The old dead one or the young live one Helen?”

Helen's eyes flicked around the room, the PM now understood that Helen was the cause of all this somehow, she just felt it in her bones, Helen was guilty for all this, she gave her the sweet smile, “I’ll see what the new man in Washington has to say dear, I’ll let you know what he says, later yes?”

Helen backed down with her eyes, the Prime Minister felt in charge of her for a change, as she stared, she wondered what Helen was really hiding, she would cross question her later and get to the bottom of her obvious guilt.

The SAS commander touched her sleeve as he walked by, “Yes Road Runner what do you have for me?” Whispered the PM

“I know for a fact Ma’am, Augustus Talbot was her ex-husband, a very long time ago, perhaps she’s forgotten, funny that eh?” He whispered in her ear.

The PM turned to stare at Helen as she held her cup and saucer to her chest, “Yes Roady, funny that one, isn’t it?” she whispered back to him.

Helen was watching the whispering with aloof interest but said nothing.

The PM walked away from Road Runner and elbowed the general to continue his comments on Mr Talbot.

“So, you know this man general? So, for how long and what do you make of him?”

“Well, I only know him through my son who he taught at Sandhurst, but I met him at the defence conference in October, a smart man with lots of ideas, some a bit radical if you know what I mean Ma’am?”

“Radical, in what way radical General?”

“Well, he thinks that we should have a defence strategy against the French! He is convinced that they will back stab us now that we are no longer part of the European Union, selling weapons to our obvious enemies and all that, well he was right about the French selling weapons to the Argentinian’s Ma’am.”

The PM burst out laughing at him, “Really?”

“Yes Ma’am, he predicts a complete breakdown of the Union when they try to throw out the Greeks and the Italians, he even says that the Germans have won the war after their reunion of the country from east and west.

“Is he mentally stable general?”

“He’s a deep thinker, we need people like him, I don’t like this at all, it’s not him Ma’am, something is very wrong here!”

He turned away from everyone and whispered to her, “He was, and probably still is Road Runners best friend Ma’am.”

“Thank you general,” She turned to stare at Helen again and noted that she was glaring at Road Runner in a brooding silence.

“Really, how very interesting General, so a thinker eh?”

“A war planner Ma’am, one of a select team of military thinkers and influencers.”

“Really, so why all this, what’s happening here Road Runner?” She turned to Helen but spoke to Road Runner, before giving him a chance to answer.

“Is your tea cold dear, do you need a top up?” grinned the PM to Helen, she picked up the tea pot and poured some more into Helen’s cup, before asking, “So, the ex-husband eh, embarrassed?”

Helen’s cup rattled on its saucer as she tried to come up with something to say, “Err.... very Ma’am, I’d like permission to place him in the red file.”

“And what is that, Helen?”

“Oh, the black spot administration demarcation limitations process.”

The PM giggled at her gobbledegook “And that means what dear?”

“Well, we watch him and pick him up if he breaks the law in any way.”

“Like your old accountant, bad luck that wasn’t it Helen, a tyre puncture on the outside lane of the M25 and the fireball that followed, nasty!”

“I might find it hard to find him Ma’am, he’s a proper rat that one.”

“Is he, a love rat I suppose, wow and he left you or did you bin him?”

“A question too far Ma’am.”

“Yes, sorry Helen, a council kid you see, Manchester, a tough old place to grow up, I had to learn tact, still an interesting man I think, just imagine the planning that went into that embassy embarrassment, quite spectacular really, yes I think I’ll talk to this Augustus Talbot, so what is he like Helen?”

“Well, it was a long time ago Ma’am and he’s possibly changed out of all recognition, he might be a bald fat little man with ambitions above his station in life.”

“Oh, without doubt, err, didn’t someone tell me that you have a daughter Helen, an Olympic trainer for our team, funny how these stick in one’s mind eh?”

“Yes ma’am, she’s a black belt in all that Japanese chop soi stuff, also very embarrassing.”

“Oh dear, sorry to hear that Helen, I’ll call the Olympic committee, they’ll have her address I think, I might send old Howard to pick her up and bring her to the house of commons, that would be a thrill for her don’t you think?” 

She smiled again at her then thumbed to Road Runner, “Or ask his best buddy, right?”

“Err, no Ma’am, I’m told that she has a short fuse for menfolk, someone said that she might be in the wardrobe, I don’t know of course and I’m certainly not going to ask, one step beyond Ma’am.”

“I think that might mean something else Helen, anyway, she would know where to find her father, I’m a daddy’s little girl, well aren’t we all?”

“Not me Ma’am, I would have loved to have shot mine, he was ugly, cruel and loathsome and when he bit the dust, I had a party.”

“Oh dear, sorry to bring that up Helen, I’ll just get the house security to find her.”

“No Ma’am, I can find him somehow, I might have an old link somewhere.”

“Good!” The PM stared into her eyes as she finished off her tea and thought about it, any enemy of yours madam, must be a friend of mine, let’s see what he’s like.

“Hobnob?” asked the PM, Helen turned away and walked over to Road Runner, the Prime Minister watched her red face with great interest as Road Runner was obviously prepared to receive a broadside.

She watched with interest as Helen hissed into his ear with venom.

“A problem Helen?” she called over.

Helen stood on Road Runners toe and gave him the vindictive smile.

“An old friend Prime Minister, we go back a long way.”

“Yes, I bet you do dear.” She mumbled to herself, out of their hearing, “Such a posh tart.”
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CHAPTER 3 ... St Cuthberts Victorian Chapel ... North London 
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“Nice dog,” said Talbot as he and Dexter talked in the kitchen, “When do you take her for a walk?”

“I don’t, she walks where she wants to, she does her business and then comes back.

“That’s no way to treat a hound, she needs regular exercise, she needs to keep fit, the same as you.”

“Ok! What do you want me to do?”

“What time is it, Dex?”

“Just nine, why?”

“At thirteen hundred hours, you are to meet our contact at a trig point in Wales, you put your hand on the point at exactly the second and he will do the same, he is your contact, clear? Bring home the info.”

“Thirteen hundred?” questioned Dexter, “But that’s four hours from now?”

“Is it?”

“Wales, from here is about four hours away,” grumbled Dexter.

“Is it?” Questioned the old man, “You’d better move your rear end then mate, don’t be late you know how the Army dislike people being late.”

“What?” said Dexter in panic.

“Yes, its high peaks day, where all the Army send teams to compete, they do the big mountains in north Wales in one go, come on its a Gurkha's verses The Para’s fest, don’t get in their way, you know how mardy they can get.”

“Which mountain?”

“Well mount Snowdon of course, your education is sadly missing, Dexter, I must bring you up to speed sometime, the top of Snowdon is the start and the finish, so it’s going to be packed with the military, and I think the Americans are competing this year.”

Dexter looked at his watch, “Snowdonia, that’s perhaps about five hours away.”

“Well, we need to move our backsides then don’t we mate, and take Caledonia with you, I’d like her to meet a nice bloke perhaps from the Paras she could bully into shape.”

Dexter stopped, “Oh, sorry, I forgot to say, hi, from Cookie, he’s a Major in the Marines; he said you might recall your paths crossing.

“Marines,” echoed Talbot, thoughtfully. “Oh, now thats their special ops boys, those little shits,” he mumbled.

Dexter stared at the old man for another reaction, “A problem?”

“Did he say anything else about his UK assignment perhaps?”

“No, just that you would remember him and just to say hi.”

“And what does that mean exactly?”

“He just said that he knew you, that’s it!”

“But why now Dex?” he Looked Dexter up and down and shook his head as he started to think things through, “Now!” he shouted, “I need the info, so move it please!”

Dexter was up and gone, he found his walking gear and warm weather clothing; he dragged Cal from her breakfast as she was just finishing and going for a run.

“I’ve got a run for you girl,” he shouted, “We need to move,” Delilah was at his side, she was at the Jag before them, Cal opened the back door, and she was in.

“We have to be in north Wales By 12.30,” said Dex, “So hang on to your overhangs pooch it’s going to be interesting,” they screeched off at full speed in the direction of the motorway, Cal was still eating her toast, and shared some with Delilah.

“Do you think our leader plans this, Daddy?”  Said Cal

“Eh! It’s Dex to you and I think he plans everything; he really thinks we can make it in time.”

“Do you want me to drive?”  Asked Cal.

“No!” grumbled Dexter, “This is a man’s world,” he started to sing, “But it wouldn’t’t be nothing without a woman or a girl.”

“Shall I just put the radio on? Said Cal

“Aye, let’s have some music!”  

“Are we there yet?” giggled Cal.

As they came to the motorway he gave in to her tuts and grunts of his slow driving, he pulled the car over, and with a sigh, “Just get us there in one piece, ...... please!”

“Ok Daddy!” said Cal. As she swapped places.

“Eh! Cut that out, Its Dex to you, remember?”

His breath was taken away as she floored the Jag and was in the fast lane in seconds harassing the vehicles in front of her to move over, “Come on, move it,” she kept saying.

Dexter turned on the radio and hoped for relaxing music, Instead the industrial noise slammed on, the whap, whap, squeak, squeak, zub, zub, was giving him a headache.

Caledonia was immune; foot to the floor, he closed his eyes and hoped for the best.

Delilah slept, feet in the air, taking up all the back seats.
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“They were in a rush Pops,” said Liz as she was eating her toast.

“Yeah, late as usual,” said the old man, he continued to read his book.

“Do you ever doubt yourself Pops, you know, doubt you can come up with a way of winning?”

“Nope!”  He said casually, “Why do you ask?”

“Well because, you don’t give us the full picture, just a string to follow.”

Talbot looked at her thoughtfully, “I read a report written by the second in command at the battle of Waterloo, Lord Uxbridge! He said that on the morning of the battle he asked Lord Wellington what his plans were, so that he could complete them if Wellington were killed.”

“Wellington said to him that, if I knew what his hair was thinking I would shave it off and wear a wig.”

“What does that mean? “Asked Liz.

“That’s what he said, I don’t know either, a funny man old Wellington, do you know that the commander of the infantry, Sir Thomas Pickton didn’t wear a uniform in the battle, only on the dance floor, at Waterloo he wore a black morning coat and top hat with an umbrella for the rain over his head, a subordinate asked Wellington why Sir Thomas Pickton didn’t wear uniform, he was seen to be holding the umbrella over his head for most of the battle, smoking cigars, until he put it down for the final advance when he was shot and killed.  Wellington said, he had noticed Pickton but was not going to give him the satisfaction of asking him why he did not wear uniform.”

They both laughed.

“You are just bonkers Pops.”

“Yep, in the end we all go completely bonkers, dear.”

“Eccentrics, all our friends seem to be Eccentrics Pop.”

“Now that’s a very good point dear and did you know that there are more eccentrics in the UK than anywhere else in the world, that’s a fact that not many people know girl,” he winked at her.

“I do!” Said Liz, smiling back at him, “And how is your friend Doctor Higgins?”

The old man laughed with her.

“Hacksaw is doing fine, thank you darling! How the hell do they put up with him down St Mary’s Elizabeth?”

She squealed out laughing with him.
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“Snowdon, that’s a big old mountain,” said Cal. “We need warm clothing on the top, it might be 10 below on the summit, what are we going to do?”

“Taken care of, I always have a second sack ready, the fleece might be a little large, but it’ll keep you warm, when we park, we must move up fast, timing is everything, because I need be at the top for five to one, so I can be on time.”

“How long does it take to get to the top normally?” Said Cal.

“Hours! But we need to be there in minutes.”

She pulled up to the back of an army truck, “Why are they all here?”

The Army’s competition day, all the regiments send teams to compete, they will be doing all the peaks in hours, the best time win’s, watch out for the Gurkha's they always win.”

“Why do they climb these mountains anyway, what’s the point?”

“Because it’s there girl, that’s the standard answer and the only reason, or perhaps just the view.”

“Bonkers!”

“Yes! Just keep up with me eh, let the hound pull you up if you need her, just park up behind that Army land Rover and let’s go.”

She slammed the hand break on and was out in a flash; Dexter grabbed the sacks and passed out hers to carry.

“Dog lead?” asked Cal.

“She doesn’t have one, oh sod it, no time, so she is just going to have to run behind.”

They saddled up and started to run in the direction of the Army foot traffic, the place was packed with uniforms sweating in the misty sunlight.

He set off in a fast pace, when he reached the base of the mountain at the side of the main car park, his pace slowed, he stopped for a moment gasping, “I’m too old for this shit!” he said, Cal ran past him and shouted “Come on fat man move your arse,” the dog lolloped by in her economical side stride, she was barely warmed up, and didn’t stop for Dexter, she understood the game and was on it, catching Cal up in just a few strides, her tongue came out as she overtook Cal, she gave a shuddering shake and a sneeze, then picked up her pace, the crowd of Army competitors noticed the wolf coming up the mountain, and moved out of its way, Cal followed and thanked the confused onlookers, with Dexter bringing up the rear gasping trying to catch his breath.

Dexter stopped for breath, a young soldier poured water over his head, he couldn’t comment he was too busy just trying to breath, “Come on mate!” the lad shouted, “You don’t let a woman beat you to the top, it’s bad for your manhood, and when you catch the wolf can you put it on a lead please, dogs must have a lead up here.”

“Thank ... thanks chap,” He gasped, then off he stumbled following Delilah who gave him a quick look, then she was gone, she had found a small waterfall and stopped to take a few licks, the cool water set her off, so she sat in the shallow pool and enjoyed the cool wetness, she tried to lay in the pool, but it was not big enough.

The wolf calmly watched Dexter as he gasped up to her; then bent over to grasp his knees, wheezing and gulping air.

She stood up and stretched, then shook water off her coat, he took the full brunt of the muddy water as it splashed in the air and all over him.

“Oh, thanks pooch, “he grumbled.

She caught sight of Cal still chugging on up the mountain and was off and straight into her economical stride pattern that made her look like she was moving sideways.

“Oh shit,” said Dexter, he felt his back crack while straightening up, “Why me? “I’m too old for all this shit, “he grumbled.

The hound was first to cross the line set up by the Army, “Somebody get that dog shouted the Sergeant Major, “Tie it up to the trig point out of the way.”

Cal was next gasping as she asked the man, “What time is it?”

“Late for a date then darling? “He said.

Cal gave him the daggers look, “12.45 darling, out of the way please we are about to set off another stick of troopers and they might get grumpy if you’re in the way, they are super competitive.”

“Thanks, I understand, I’m with the dog, the old bloke is with me so when he rolls up,

can you point him over to the trig point mound please.”

“Ok darling just shift over there can you?”

Just then a group of little brown men came up with grins on their faces splashing water out of their plastic bottles at each other.

The Sergeant shouted, “Royal Gurkha Rifles!” and they came over, “You’re away in ten, and counting,” one of them started the timer on his watch, they all looked at him, they gave him grins in silence, “And ......away!”  Shouted the Sergeant Major.

They galloped off, Cal noticed that they quickly went into a pattern of strides that reminded her of the wolf, economical, the one with the watch at the front and the tail end one had a map and the team’s compass, they chugged on in silence not missing a beat.

She could hear Dexter as he came gasping to the summit, sweating, and gasping air, he stopped at the sergeant and tried to spit but failed, “Over there boy, out the way there’s a good man, military only today, didn’t you see all the signs? Military exercise no civilians today?” pointing to Cal and the hound, he couldn’t argue and stumbled over to them in silence.

“Parachute regiment!” he bellowed at a sitting group of men, “You’ll get piles sitting on cold rocks like that!”

A group she hadn’t noticed stood up, some were still eating as they waited for the countdown, in ten and counting down shouted the Sergeant, “And .......go.”

They all stumbled off still organizing the kit straps on their packs, the tall one shouted, but they all seemed to be small men, she imagined them to be big and strong, she chuckled to herself, “They won’t make it Daddy,” she said to Dexter.

He was only just coming round to see them as they departed, “Don’t let them fool you girl they will make it no matter what, the Paras always make it.”

“What time is it?”

“Ten to!” she said.

“Oh good,” he said we just have time for a cup of hot chocolate.

“Do you want a cup of hot chocolate Sarge?” shouted Dex.

“Aye! Mate,” said the Sergeant, “Don’t I know you boy?”

“Scots brigade, forward ops, Afghanistan!”

“Yeah, I remember, eh, didn’t you go bonkers boy?”

“Yeah, and so did you, sarge, right?”

“Yeah, right jock, didn’t we all, right?”

Dexter helped Cal off with her backpack, un-clipped the lid and dragged out an extra-large thermos flask.

She stared in disbelief, “I carried that bloody thing up here?” she screamed.

“What is the rule with back packs Sarge?” asked Dexter as he handed him a steaming cup of chocolate.  

“Pack the fucking thing yourself,” he shouted laughing at her angry face.

“Amen!” said Dexter, as he clinked cups laughing with the Sergeant Major.

“Bastard, screamed, Cal.

The Sergeant and Dexter Giggled, the wolf was now flaked out and snoozing.

He placed the clip board on the stone cairn in front of him, then bellowed out.

“The United State Marines,” he searched his list, “Come on down!” he chuckled, but only Dexter laughed at his gag.

The tall Marines came up to the start.

“Athletes all,” said Cal.

“You better believe it babe,” said one of them as he walked past to take up position.

The tall one slapped hands with Dexter in recognition.

“High five ledge!”

“Ledge? “Asked Cal.

“That’s Dude, he’s not right in the head but he loves competitions, land sea and air, he is their competition monster.”

Cal stared with interest, wanting him to finish his statement, but his words tumbled off.

He caught her stare, “Oh, we worked together in Afghanistan, he was with US Marines forward ops, I helped them out with crowd control.”

She shook her head in confusion then realized that he really didn’t want to talk about it, so she looked away at the uniforms.

“Counting down in ten shouted the Sergeant, “And...... go.” They trotted off.

“That way,” shouted the Sergeant pointing to his right and down the main hill path.

They changed direction and trotted off the way he pointed.

Dexter was now at the trig point looking at his watch he was counting down, 3,2,1 he slapped his hand on the brass plate on the top of the white painted concrete trig point, a hand slapped his, he looked up to see a blond girl looking at him, “Is this a magic moment?” he asked.

She scowled at him and handed him a package; he took it from her then looked around to see where Cal was, when he looked back the blond girl was gone.

“RAF Regiment!” shouted the Sergeant, Cal was fascinated at these men as they came over to the start; one of them was licking an ice cream.

“Hey! Where did you get that?” she shouted at him, he pointed to the Cafe.

“A cafe at the top of a mountain?” she asked,

He shrugged.

Then she spotted the train at the Station stop with people getting on to go back down the mountain, she followed her nose over to the cafe.

“Ah! Where are you disappearing to? “Shouted Dexter.

“The shop,” said Cal pointing.

“Mines a lollipop darling.”

“Lends a tenner Daddy?”

“Oh bollocks!” said Dexter, “Paying again, and its Dex to you!” he grumbled, handing over the money, the Wolf sat up in anticipation of drips.

“Royal Electrical and Mechanical engineers, counting down,” shouted the Sergeant., “Get over here you bloody spanner boys, where the hell do you think you are, you’re away in ten, counting down now!”

As they sat in the sunshine licking ice creams, Cal said, “Do you think Pops did this on purpose.”

“He’s mean, calculating, and I wouldn’t play that man at poker to save my life, of course he did, he makes it hard so we get better, an old Corporal of mine used to say as a mantra, we train hard so we can fight easy, what a prat.”

“Who was she then?” Asked Cal.

“Let the old man answer that one I don’t have the energy to keep up with him!” he laughed.

“Sandhurst Military College,” shouted the Sergeant, counting down, over to me lads.” “Eh, and do not get lost this year, last year’s call out was bloody embarrassing, clear?”

“So, counting down.... And .... go!” He waved them away down the outward path and watched as they trotted off. 

“Let’s get going then Daddy.”

“It’s Dex to you madam, well for now anyway, understood?”

The wolf was hoovering up the ice cream, crusts, sweets, paper, and onions.

“Eh, Delilah let’s roll eh,” She turned back down the mountain with regret, she was sure they had left some cornetto on the next table.

“It’s harder to descend than to ascend they say but gravity helps eh,” said Dexter as they staggered down the mountain.

On the way home they agreed to give each other a choice of channels for ten minutes.

Cal had radio one for her time and Dexter had Classic FM to soothe his fried brain.

Caledonia had her choice just to irritate her dad as much as she could.

The Wolf didn’t care on the back seat; her feet were in the air all the way home with the occasional wafting smell, obviously onions didn’t agree with a wolf.

Cal opened the window an inch just to clear foul air she thought was her father.

Dexter’s eyes were closed as he slept through her formula one driving experience.

The wolf was on the back seat and snoring, she was experiencing the bad wind of eating onions but didn’t care.
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“Well, Mr. Smith, what do you have for me Sir?” he said down the phone.

“You bastard Talbot, you’ve messed up a lot of people, you must be the number one contract for so many foreign agencies.”

“If you mean Americans then say American’s Smith don’t beat about the bush man.”

“Ponsonby and your Ex want you dead; I don’t know how you’re going to stay alive old man.”

“I should ask you the same Smith, who can you trust now eh? They seek an escape goat, now let’s see, who do you think will get the blame, well we all know that Ponsonby is Mr. squeaky clean, and his wife is Mrs. Teflon, clean people you see, and then there’s you Smith, with all those dirty links to the Russians and the French and the American super rich, oh, and not forgetting the mafia links in New York eh?”

“What is it you want, Talbot?”

“The big money men Smith, if you give them to me, I will let you go, you can go and live in the Nevada desert if you like, with your Mafia buddies.”

“I’m in between the rock and a hard place then Talbot?”

“I didn’t want it to go this way Smith, we are both victims here, just trying to stay alive, look! You give me the names, and I will give you a big escape wad, you can disappear off the face of the earth, gone, lost, and forgotten.”

“Let me think on that one Talbot, and get back to you when I decide which side of the fence I need to be on, hold up, how on earth can you suddenly say you can hand me a lump, so where’s all the money coming from, ah!......you must have your grubby fingers in his pie don’t you Talbot and he’s coming up to his inheritance right?”

“The Americans have it you know, now how are you going to get it all back?”

“You have absolutely no chance old man, besides, they must have spent it all by now I would have thought, that poor little Smirnoff kid and his lost his school pocket money!” he started to laugh.

“Times slipping by Smith, don’t take too long.”

“It’s you who has to watch out Talbot,” said Smith, but Talbot cut him off.

He sat and pondered Smiths position, “He will be a dead man, they will kill him and point at each other, a real shame I was getting to know him a little.”

“Now which way are you going Helen, sticking with your buddies or swapping sides?” he took a gulp of his cold tea and thought about her angle.

He took out his mobile phone and pressed recall, “Hello Patrick, has Theo given you the good news?”

“Yes, Pop and I don’t want to see her.”

“What a shame son, she has a hell of a story if you would just take the time to listen.”

Patrick changed the subject, “I gave that crazy old bloke the truck and trailer, will he follow instructions though Pop?”

“Jack? Oh, he is a star boy; ok give him the nod to deliver it tomorrow please.”  

“But where?”

“Oh, didn’t I say? I bought a farm,” he put the phone down on Patrick and laughed. 

His phone suddenly buzzed back into life, and he looked at the caller, ID, Patrick wanted an answer.

He laughed aloud, then started to text him the address of the farm before answering the tenth ring.

“How the hell Pop, where’s all the money come from?” said Patrick

“Friends Patrick, we have real friends you know.”

“I know a dodge when I hear it Pop and I think that you have one rolling, right?”

“What a talent you are Patrick, ok, listen up and get real, she is your blood so get over it, pull up your pants, stop blubbering and go to see her, then behave like a man, all clear so far?”

He listened to the silent phone for a while, “Ok?”

“Yes Pop, will do!”

“Good lad, listen and learn about survival because that’s what it was, now be gone and unite, yes? I’ll tell you something Patrick, if my mother was still alive, I would spoil that woman rotten, flowers, chocolates. You name it and she would have it, there is nothing as bad as losing your mother, it bloody hits hard boy!”

“Yes Pop, been there, she walked out on me and left me with the gypsies, so now what does she want?”

“Her boys Patrick, look you’ve been in this business for just a short time whereas she has had to live in this world and through some very bad times all her life, she has been used and abused by them all, create some passion in your heart and bloody listen up, clear?”

The phone clicked off as he listened.

“I wish that my mother was still alive boy,” he sniffled at her memory and her love over the years before her sudden death when he was stuck in the army over in Germany.

“Bastard army! Wouldn’t even give me compassionate leave, irreplaceable to the Regiment, really, you scum bags? And her in an unmarked grave, with just the parson and the grave digger?” tears dripped down his face as he thought of his long-lost mother, and strangely her custard tarts, the thoughts turned tears to laughter at her manipulation of him during the bad times.

“Thanks Ma! Custard tarts and all.”
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Theo was working on the laptop, the door opened, and the tall man came in, he lifted his eyes to acknowledge the visitor, the man sat down on a side chair and stared at Theo.

“So!” He said, “My name is Max, I’m here to interface you to your audience, he turned his head to the camera in the corner of the room, Theo looked at the camera, from under the covers he pulled out an a4 size card, he held it up, it read, (Piss - Off).

Max stared at the card and then to Theo, “They said you were smart; this is just childish and immature, is that all you can do, wind people up?”

Theo flipped the card over it read (Bollocks).

“Those in the camera want answers man, why did you kill the system? Why did you run away? Did your Russian family protect you? Who are your fellow fabricators of the system?”

Theo pulled out some more cards; he held up the one he chose, it read (What is my motivation).

“Life!” Said Max.

(Go away) said Theo’s card.

“Perhaps!  We’ve got onto a bad start!” said Max, “Let me lay it on the line for you guy, that is, if you don’t come up with how, where, when, and why, then I have the authority to put a gun to your thick head and pull the trigger.”

(Is that all you have have?) said the sign, he flipped it over and it read (Is that your phone?)

“What?” said Max as his mobile phone rang, he answered, “Yes Sir he said, I know sir, yes sir, I will sir.”

Theo held up two cards for Max to read, the first one red (Exit stage left) and the second read (Fuck - off).

“Understood Sir,” said Max down the phone, “I’ll tell him.”

Theo held up the last card it read (Mr. Talbot will not be happy with all this).

“Yes sir!” said Max down the phone, “Listen son,” he said as he closed the phone “This is your last chance to say why, if you don’t come over then you are going to die very soon.”

Theo flipped over the card, it read (Good luck with your security folks, he will have all your names listed on his to-do list, so be lucky.)

Max left the room slamming the door as he listened to his phone again, “Yes sir, Mr Talbot the new guy in the big seat over here, so this kid must be one of his, ok sir we wait for further instruction from over the pond, right?”
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What did she look like? Asked Talbot.

“A blond bimbo?” said Dexter.

“That’s a bit judgmental isn’t it chap,” said Talbot, “Did she speak?”

“No!”

“She’s his Russian girlfriend then.”  

“Who’s?” 

“Oh, Road Runner, down in Hereford, an old mate in the trenches.”

“What, the first world war trenches?”

The old man stared at him in the cold blank look that made Dexter feel cold and uncomfortable.

“Training mate, you know how hard it can be in training, we used to call it the trenches cause it was so bad, eat sleep and shit in the mud, we didn’t have trench foot we had trench bodies, it got so bad that I couldn’t use a spoon to eat with, I had to scoop up with my hands, they make it bad so that you know when it’s really good, it’s heaven to have a bed and hot food, and being warm without being wet all the time.”

“Why Road Runner?” 

“Oh, he would always use the road, always at night in the dark, always on time, a marathon man that one, he runs the interrogation center at Hereford for the lads, speaks a load of languages, understands some of em!” he chuckled, “The captives were yanks, Rangers in fact.”

“Aye!  Said Dexter “What was the package then?”

“Interrogation duplicated reports as given to the Rupert’s in London.”

“Those lads were American Army, language interchanges, they interconnect with enemy radio communications and counter command, they change orders over the radio, they shout at tank commanders pretending to be Generals threatening court marshals and being shot at dawn, they destroy moral, telling stories over the air.”

“Causes complete shutdown of unit coms, it gets so bad that the enemy have to open all their lids and shout and point directions, causes chaos, they’re back to waving flags, it brings em all to a halt.”

“This lad he interviewed said, that one time in Germany during exercises he got one side firing onto its own tanks. They mimic Generals and senior officers, it’s all bullshit and bollockings he is a real comic, winds the top brass up big time, anyway they were banned by all sides, the brass called it cheating.”

“It makes you laugh eh, how stupid we really are with all this high tech.”

“That’s so simple to do eh, if you’re a tank commander being bollocked for doing what he’s told you to do eh,” laughed Dexter.

They both laughed.

“So, what were they doing at the Embassy then,” asked Dexter.

“They were ordered to take the burglars to the Embassy and wait for further instructions.”

“By whom?

“American handlers they think.” said Talbot.

“Names?”

“Coded?”

“So, who were the blokes she killed?”

“Russian gangsters, the real thing, sent by the Russians to make sure the yanks did what they said they were going to do, that is, kill the kid.

“I think Cal and you were complications that they had to check up as to what to do with, I think they were waiting for contact from home, that’s what happens when you don’t give an operative freedom of decision making, you tie em up with rules and you had might as well tie their hands up as well.”

“It must have been a bit embarrassing when the Marines rolled up then?”

“Yes, it was, well, as you know, the SAS snatched em, and now it’s put a chink in transatlantic relations.”  

“Now, the Brits at the top are confused and want answers and the American top brass want to know what the hell are their people doing snatching folks in London.”

“Really embarrassing then? So, is that what you wanted boss?”

“Originally yes, but things are getting really interesting, I just wanted to pass on the parcel as you know but for the Americans to be there, well we caught them with their pants down.”

“Does this change things then in the overall plan?”

“Well no, the pass was what I wanted, that was my intention, we needed to see what was going to happen, you see we have two angles, One, Theodore is the key to an air defense system that was, I was told, fool proof, it transpires the our boy was one of the inventors of the system, it somehow links air defense with radio communications, threats are countered, he is a linguist and has come up with this coded system, its a world beater.”

“Now if it’s a world beater why does he put a spanner in it?”

“Because the slime's have killed it?” said Dexter.

“Yes, bang on and not only that, but they also blamed him for it, so thats the excuse to kill him of course, I suspect though, that the lad made the codes dual language, so that the Russian’s understood when they were threatened, a bit like a line in the sand, when both sides know each other’s move, I bet that didn’t sit well with the Intel community.”

“And the second?” 

“Well, Mr. Theodore Smirnoff is worth zillions, he was educated by his father Alexander, he was being primed to take over the family firm, a massive Russian oil industry, Gas, steel, stone, coal, electric, the old man was into everything.”

“Now the people who are running these things now are not the legitimate owners, our Theo is, so they want him on side, or dead.”

“So back in the day, some of the yanks took a bribe from these wannabe oligarchs, jealous of Alexander, to do the deed.”

“Originally then it was his old man’s death, that started the ball rolling?” Asked Dexter.

“Bang on again son, but that was years ago, since then though our little Smirnoff has become a star in his own right, inventing high Tech systems that someone sold to the Americans, without being informed of his historic links to the
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