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Description

Author Ming Wei (Ian Allan) produces the much anticipated sequel to The Hunting of Burta Khan. In the year 1948 the world is living under the false illusion that Adolf Hitler died in a bunker at the end of the war in 1945. Little does the world know that hidden away in the shadows of civilization in rural Argentina, Adolf Hitler is pulling the strings of a secret powerful organization known as Odessa that spans across the entire world and has recently become even more powerful as it has joined forces with the remains of the notorious Japanese biological weapon research Unit 731 that is now led by the savage Giang Le of Vietnam. These two groups are upon the verge of unleashing a mass attack on the world, but lack the financial funds to complete their weapon. (Warning this book contain strong brutal sex scenes and wording that could be offensive to some, and is rated Adult only 18+)
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A lone boat battles slowly through the storm, hours of strong waves and high winds rocking the boat has caused most of the people on board to feel sea-sick. There has been huge volumes of vomit upon the ships decks, but all of it has been quickly washed away by the endless waves that surge over the boat. It amazes all on board that the ship remains afloat. There has been many occasions on route from Aberdeen where the possibility of the ship sinking seemed likely. This ship is the regular monthly supply run from the Scottish mainland to the outer islands and everything was going as normal, until two hours into the journey when the ship encountered a violent storm that has been present since that moment and all the way until the end of the journey. The captain of the ship is very experienced of sailing in rough sea because for many years during the second world war he skippered ships from these islands to the Norwegian cost line, sometimes delivering weapons, and other times trafficking personnel back and forth. All the time he was battling the vile ocean and the risk of being attacked by the Germans.

Despite the storm suddenly appearing, the skipper of the boat knows that the north sea oceans at the tip of Scotland are wild environments during the winter months, he knows that there will be many months of wild seas to endure. During the summer he runs two trips per month to the islands, but during the winter months he only makes one trip and sometimes if the weather becomes so bad it might be months before he actually conducts the next trip. Tonight aboard the ship is the normal number of crew members, but in addition there are four passengers each knowing that they could be stranded upon the island for months if the weather remains too dangerous for a return journey ship to sail in. One of those passengers is Heinz who a week earlier had left his comfortable life in Portugal, where he has been living in peace with his wife Olga and running the wine vineyard that is upon their land. The tranquillity of home seems a distant memory as he looks outwards through the darkness towards specks of lights that bobble up and down in the distance.

It is not the lights that are moving, they remain in the same position, it is Heinz’s position that is moving, as he continuous bobbles up and down due to the ship moving within the motions of large waves as it sails towards the lights. The ship is only a few miles from Shetland Harbour which to Heinz feels like the edge of the world. He never had any desire to travel this far north but all that changed a few weeks ago.

A few weeks earlier an unexpected letter was delivered to his home, this letter informed Heinz that his father was not killed by Burta Khan during the second world war as he had always believed, but was actually alive and living in a mental institution on the island of Sheltand. The letter claims that his father was discovered by the international red cross after the end of the second world war, and due to his experience of being tortured by the Gestapo he had lost his mind and was very confused. In 1945 he was transferred to a facility that help people in his condition. This facility is located upon the Shetland island.

Something about the letter did not seem right. It had an Austrian postal stamp upon it and to his knowledge at this moment in time the red cross do not have an office in Austria, but he might be wrong as things can change quickly and he knows that he lives in a time where international news that he learns about has already happened many months before, international news is not instant in this moment in time, very few radio stations are in operation and those that do usually have a limited range for their shows to be heard.

Since the death of Burta Khan, Heinz has fallen into a false sense of security with his life moving along with very little problems, he never told Olga about his one night stand whilst on his mission to kill Burta Khan. The world no longer seems interested in former NAZIS and war criminals despite it only being a short time since the war ended, Heinz never sees any stories in the media about the subject, he believes that the world has already moved on from the nightmare of the second world war and that everybody has accepted that Adolf Hitler is dead, despite Heinz knowing that Adolf Hitler is alive in Argentina.

A few things concern him and these are how did anybody know where to locate Heinz? Only Marco, Kristina and Priest Francisco who help him kill Burta Khan know of his location and they would certainly not inform anybody else, as well as his close friend Leon who now operates a global international mail company with ten planes, but again Leon would not inform anybody of his location either as they have become very close friends, plus last year Heinz invested a lot of money into Leon’s business so that Leon had the funds to buy another air-plane. Heinz is actually a silent partner in Leon's business and receives five percent of the companies profits per year, plus he now uses Leon's planes to transport the wine produced on his home vineyard to clients all over Europe.

So who sent the letter? Olga believed the letter is fake and did not want Heinz to waste his time chasing this false news, she had begged him not to travel to the Shetland islands, she believes that somebody is trying to lure Heinz out from the protection and safety of his home to a place where he becomes vulnerable. Is she right? Or is his father still alive? Well all the answers will be revealed shortly as the ship carrying him enters into the harbour. There are plenty of lights on the harbour walls providing assistance to the captain, and allowing him to see where is he going. Some of the light remain in a stable position on the peak of their supports, but a few have wilted under the pressure of the storm and now dangle down-wards, only held by cables of some-kind that sway gentle side to side every time the wind gusts upon them.

The surface of the stone harbour steps are very slippery. These steps lead upwards from the boats place of anchor to the top of the harbour wall which is the ground level where nearby properties and roads are built upon. They are very steep and it takes a forceful efforts with your legs to climb up them, with no hand rails to aid a person they are very dangerous particularly under the conditions of endless rains and strong winds. All those leaving the ship help each other in their united climb up the steps, from holding hands to gripping a persons waist, this united effort allows all to reach the peak of the steps without any injuries.

At road level despite the horrendous weather the ship crew become instantly busy unloading the supplies on their ship into a nearby truck that is waiting for them, the other passengers vanish off into the distance accompanied by the people that were waiting for them, leaving Heinz standing alone hiding below a rain coat with a huge hood the drapes over his face, nobody is waiting for him he is alone.
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Whilst the town outside looks deprived of life with only a few brave souls daring to struggle through the storm elements. The pub that is based close to the harbour entrance is bristling with life, around thirty people are sat around tables, and although the insides look a bit squashed with two small rooms either side of the main bar, there is a nice comfortable atmosphere inside the pub. A few are playing cards at round tables, some are just chatting, but hardly any raise their heads to look at Heinz as he walks through the door. The locals are used to seeing new faces come in and out of the pub and it is no strange event for a stranger to walk in. This pub is a major port of call for the fishermen that arrive into the harbor, some are local, some are from Norway and other Scandinavian countries, but not all are fishermen, there are a few individual merchants present that regularly travel to this place in order to buy the catches from some of the boats.

During war time there was a lot of buyers from the military who would visit this part of Britain in order to purchase large quantities of fish to feed their soldiers, but despite the military no longer needing to buy fish on mass to feed their army, the islanders livelihoods has not seen a decline, because now merchants that represent business chains across the country now demand the fish that the locals catch with their boats. Heinz notices one of the passengers at a table near to the bar, was on the boat that he travelled upon, he could hear the man bartering over a price for various quantities of fish.

“Can I help you sir” An old women with grey hair standing behind the bar welcomes him in a very friendly manner, despite her Scottish accent being very strong Heinz had no problem in understanding her.

“I am looking to find accommodation for a few night, along with food” replies Heinz hoping that his German accent does not put her off, but he should not worry because many Danish fishermen regularly visit this pub and their accent sounds very similar to the untrained ear.

“Are you from Denmark? We have a lot of fishermen from Denmark, but you are not dressed as a fisherman” the woman is just being friendly and making small talk to make Heinz feel comfortable, but despite this Heinz remain on alert because he does not know you is listen, so thinking on the spot, he creates a suitable character for the environment.

“Yes I am from Denmark, I represent a new food business in Copenhagen that is establishing itself now our country is free from the NAZIS and we understand this is one of the best places in the north sea to obtain regular quality of fish supplies, so I am visiting the island for a few days to take a look at operations and speak to a few fishermen to see what prices they are asking, and if they would be interested in a long term agreement with a company in Denmark” Heinz creates a believable character so easily, he did not want to reveal the real reason, he is visiting the island. Whilst home in Portugal both he and Olga agreed that it would be better if he used a fake name, and a fake reason why he was visiting the Shetland islands, because if people are waiting for him, will these people know what he looks like? They might only have a name. To hide his real identity he also had dyed his hair from its original blond to a brownish color.

“You have certainly come to the right place there are lots of fishermen looking to establish contracts with businesses, and on top of that I have a spare room that you can sleep in, the price is reasonable and you get breakfast and a meal each day, there is another guest house up the road but it is full of fishermen due to the storm that is forecast to last for the next two to three days”.

Moments later the old woman leads Heinz through a door at the far end of the room, it leads to a flight of narrow stone stairs that they ascend up, on to a floor which has five rooms present, she explains as they walk that one is a communal toilet and wash room, whilst the remaining four are all sleeping accommodation, she also tells him that her own private residential areas are built upon the back of the bar upon the ground floor.

As the women is very talkative Heinz detects an opportunity to get some information out of her “What is it like living in this place, are the people nice” he asks in a very casual way so that it just sounds like small talk.

“I have lived on this island for 55 years and there is nowhere in the world I would rather live, it is a nice place to live despite the weather being nasty for six months of the year, but once you get used to the weather there is nothing else to complain about, the air is fresh, there is always plenty of food, the population is small and very friendly and walking around the island alone is very safe, but I would not do it at night in the dark because you could slip down and it could be along time before anybody finds you, the only people that you see on the island are fishermen and business people like yourself that are looking to do business with the fishermen”.

Heinz now attempts to get information about the topics that interest him “So the only businesses on the island are the normal shops, post services, guest houses and fishing yards. Is their any other industry? I ask because once our company establishes business in a area, we sometimes use other businesses in the same place. Last month we started business with a company in Norway to provide us with clean mountain water, and another company close by to containers for us so the water could be transported fresh back to Denmark” Heinz really does sound like a very convincing business man.

“The main industry is fishing. There is a boat builder who builds the boats for the fisherman, and then just the everyday shops, services and a police office, that a village population needs to survive, as we are in reachable distance to the Scottish mainland all our other supplies can be obtained there, we have clothes imported” she pauses and looks at Heinz.

Talking in a low voice “Whilst it is common for an individual business man like yourself to visit the island, it is not common to see a group of strangers visit. These days there is talk amongst the locals about four strange men lurking in the shadows, they were first seen about two weeks ago, but the strange thing is that they did not arrive on the transport ship from the Scottish mainland to the island” she pauses as she turn the lock on the door and pushes it open to reveal a very nice looking room.

“You see when visitors come here and travel on the ship from the mainland, their names are listed in the captains log, plus the captain lists all the names within a travellers book at the local police office, and when the visitor leaves it is noted upon the list that the visitor has left the island. This is just a procedure that takes place so the local authorities can monitor who is present on the island, this method was introduced during the first world war and continues to present time. They do this because for a period of time these islands have been used as ports by the royal navy so that they can protect the north seas around the country. The list helped them identify potential spies and saboteurs, many of the local people tend to pay attention to things that do not look right, and the presence of these four men do not look right, the strange thing is that the war is over so what has anybody got to gain from lurking in the shadows? I think they are up to no good, if I were you I would avoid going anywhere outside of the village alone, I have not seen these men myself but I have no reason to believe that the locals would lie about seeing them”.

“Get yourself settled in the room, and when you are ready come down to the bar and I will get your dinner for you, the bar might be full because of the bad weather and many fishermen not upon their boats, but I have a separate dining room for guests sleeping here.” The woman smiles as she leaves, the door creeks slightly as it closes. Heinz takes off his rain coat and places it over the back of a chair. A double bed covered in green sheets looks very appealing, but that is for later, right now Heinz wants to get out of his wet clothes and change into some dry one, all through his journey he as been carrying a back pack full clean clothes for him to use when the time is right.

He changes into fresh clothes and ventures downstairs for his dinner, the smell of roast pig has filtered onto the stairway which makes his stomach rumble, his sea-sickness has left no long term effects and he feels that his stomach will certainly be able to hold down a nice dinner. He had no appetite to venture outside of the pub late at night in a storm, so he ventured back to his room.
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The Window

[image: ]


The window from his room faced the main road of the village that ran along a street dominated by a few small businesses that included a bakery, the police office and others. All the buildings are located on the same side of the road, on the opposite side is the harbour. From his window he can see the masts of boats bobbing up and down directly opposite, to the far right he can see the entrance/exit of the harbour, is room certainly offers prime location for viewing the main street. Instead of getting straight into bed he thinks to himself that he will take advantage of the excellent viewing position of the window so he turns off all the lights in his room and places a chair for him to sit on really close to the window. He opens the window curtains and from his comfortable sitting position he can see all activities on the road. He holds a big mug of coffee in his left hand, the smell is strong and spreads around the room. A fresh bowl of fruit has been placed on a small table close to the window, with his right hand he grabs one of the apples and munches with pleasure.

He wants to see for himself if any strange people are lurking in the shadows, he knows from his military experience that when people are staking out a place, looking for people they tend to do most of their observation during the night, so Heinz wants to see if anybody comes and starts to monitor the pub, and if this happens it could mean that somebody on the boat has informed them of a new stranger arriving in the village and they have come to take a look.

Heinz feels a bit cold, as a cold draft comes through the window despite the window being closed. Now he understands why the curtains are made from a thick woolly material, they stop the draft when closed. So he goes to the bed and grabs one of the blankets. He sits back down and wraps the blanket around him, instantly he feels warm and snug, his concentration towards watching the roads becomes stronger now he is not thinking about being cold, he yawns a few times thinking to himself ‘I will give this another thirty minutes, and if I see nothing then I will go to bed”. All he sees are drunk fishermen leaving the pub, some turn left and head towards a row of stone white houses while some stagger onto bobbing boats anchored in the harbour.

Heinz watches two fishermen staggering towards the harbour, he can hear them attempting to sing. The rain has stopped, but the ground is slippery and one of the men slips to the floor a few times before managing to get onto one of the boats. Heinz is about to call it a night but something catches his eye for a moment just at the far right limit of his visual range. He stares at a dark shadow that engulfs a high stone wall on the furthest right of the harbour. Heinz blinks a few times try to penetrate into the darkness but the limit of the human eye does not allow him to, he presses his face up against the glass window, but these makes his visual ability worse as the window starts to steam up under the warmth of his breath.

Then he sees the bottom half of a leg, as one of the nearby street lights, tumbles from its original position downwards to the floor due to wind damage and casts a new direction of light despite its casing breaking upon impact on the ground. This light source will not last long, and within seconds of striking the floor the beams start to flicker and then darkness falls again. But despite the light going out, it had allowed Heinz to see a man standing back to the wall looking in the direction of the two drunken fishermen getting onto their boat. Heinz thinks to himself ‘I bet this guy is one of the group that the pubs landlady was talking about, something tells me that they are watching the harbour, this makes sense because this is the point where people come and go from the island’.

Heinz spends the next ten minutes watching the man’s position but he cannot see anything as the shadow emerges in strength once the light has faded. He sits back down in his chair as he is getting bored of just looking at darkness, he takes a drink from his coffee mug but it is cold, but as he places it back down he notices a map of the island on the table, a tourist map of sorts. He studies it and discovers that it is very detailed but there are no details of any mental institution of hospital on the island, but he knew this already because earlier when he was eating his dinner, as he walked through the pub he heard a fisherman talk about somebody being injured in the storm and that they need to be taken to the Scottish mainlands because there are no hospital facilities on the island.

Heinz now believes Olga was right, this is a wild goose chase but he knew that already, but still he has travelled to this island. The reason Heinz came is because he wants to know who lured him here, and he needs to find out who! It was no good waiting in Portugal because these people already know where he lives so they could strike at any time. He has decided to be pro-active.

He wonders who these people could be, It has been two years since the death of Burta Khan in Argentina, surely it is not Odessa, they have no way of knowing he was involved in her death, unless Marco, Kristina or Priest Francisco have talked which is very unlikely. If these men are looking for him, he needs to capture one of them and get them to talk, he might actually discover that it is not him they are after, but not tonight he needs to sleep.
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Heinz has decided it is better to be pro-active, he has decided he needs to get hold of one of these men and get some information out of him, there is no point going home without any information. He has his pistol with him and around forty bullets, plenty of ammunition to deal with four men if the old woman’s story is accurate. Thinking like a military man he knows that this group of men must have a location to sleep and eat in, and guesses this must be outside of the main village, but close enough to monitor the people in the village, something simple that looks natural in the surrounding environment, maybe a farm house, a barn, or shed, something along this line.

He gets out of bed at eight o'clock, despite being very sleepy and tired the smell of eggs drifting into his room is too irresistible. His room is directly above the pubs kitchen and all the nice smells drift upwards through the gaps in the flooring and into his room, he can hear the clonking of pans and the gentle talk of people working in the kitchen. He goes to the wash room and has a shave and a good wash before venturing downstairs in his socks towards the dining room where he finds two men already there quietly eating their breakfast, the landlady hears Heinz come into the room due to the squeak of the door as its opens.

One hour later he leaves the dining room which is large enough to hold ten people at the same time, sharing the two large rectangle tables in the room. His plan of action for today is to explore the regions outside of the village, he has told the landlady that he enjoys walking after breakfast so that is what he is going to do. He has no doubt that other people will ask the landlady questions about himself, so he is supplying the landlady with information that he wants as he establishes his fake character of a buyer of fish stocks.

Not far away from the location of the pub, Heinz sees an old wooden sign high on a slightly sloping pole. Once he is near enough he can see the words “coastal path”. The path is nothing more than a one metre wide muddy looking path that winds through what looks like waterlogged fields as it follows the cliff edge as far as the eye can see. Even though it is no longer raining the atmosphere has a damp, drizzly feel to it, the wind levels from yesterday have decreased and the ocean looks more calm than it had previously, maybe the worst of the storm has passed. A slight white mist hovers in the air just above ground level and although Heinz can see quite far, the mist has the potential to drastically reduce his vision because the thickness of the mist varies from one location to the next.

Luckily the landlady has provided Heinz with a pair of walking boots that resemble wellies, which provides him with great grip as he walks. The mud makes a squelching sound as Heinz walks through it and in some parts puddles of water have to be navigated by either a large stride or walking around. He walks slowly for about ten minutes and comes to a split in the path, this time there is no sign, he can see that to the left the path continues to follow the cliff edge, whilst to the right the path seems to lead inland. Heinz takes the path to the right because he believes that he is more likely to find potential places where the men could be based.

The path slopes gently up a hill and once he reaches the summit his position allows him to see the harbour and surrounding properties down below in the distance, it also gives him a good view of the surrounding environment outside of the village, The landscape varies, high and low levels of land live side by side offering plenty of out of sight places where a small group of men could reside. All he can do is spend a few hours walking around and hope that he discovers something.

He can see the roof of a manmade structure pushing above the white mist that is really thick in the small valley that Heinz has just walked down into. A stream flows right next to the path, it is flowing with great strength due to large volumes of rainfall upon the hills that are using the stream to flow into the ocean, the sound of powerful rushing water masks the noises that his footsteps make upon the muddy path.

The mist is extremely thick reducing his visibility to no more than five metres, and it is very cold to walk through, Heinz carefully walks slowly knowing that it would be very easy to slip into the steam, which would be a very dangerous thing to do because nobody will becoming to help him.

Heinz pauses his movement as he can hear voices but the noise of the stream makes it impossible to hear what they are talking about. He moves towards the voices but as he does so the stone wall of a building emerges from the mist. He instantly knows that this is the outer wall of some sort of farmers barn and whoever is talking are located inside. He stands against the wall with his hand holding his pistol just in case.

He listens as the people inside talk in his native German language, They are talking about a German prisoner of war camp located on the mainland and the soldiers they know that are inside it, they talk about some of these men being useful for them in the future, they talk about many topics but the Odessa organization is never mentioned in their words. Listening to them it seems like they are former prisoners of war looking to get home to Germany These men sound harmless, but all this changes in an instance with the sound of a door opening and then closing. It is quickly followed by the sound of someone speaking aggressively.

This voice is very, dominant and certainly belongs to the man in charge of the group, Heinz does not like the sound of this voice, the tone reminds him of SS officers from the war, the words the tone, everything identifies this many as Waffen SS.

“A lot of effort and expense has been made to get you out of the prisoner of war camp and to this island, if you prove yourself in this task there will be a place for you in the new world order that is about to emerge in the next few months. Our fuhrer is watching these events, Burta Khan was very precious to our fuhrer and he wants those responsible killed”.

Heinz remained silent resisting the need to cough as the cold mist was beginning to tickle his throat, but his desire to cough is getting stronger by the minute. Maybe it was a slip of his own concentration but he coughs loudly.

“There is somebody outside the hut, I heard somebody cough” yells somebody in a frantic tone, before the sound of a door being slung open at speed sends a large banging noise echoing all around.

Heinz flees quickly away from the hut using the cover of the mist to vanish out of sight, he intentionally runs at speed next to the river so the rushing sounds of the river mask the noises he makes as he runs, he slips over a few times sustaining no damage. He quickly gets back to his feet and continues to run, by the time he gets back to the point were the path joins the main road that his accommodation is upon, his clothes and hands have become a bit muddy.

Despite feeling a bit out of breath, it is not good for the lungs breathing in all this cold winters air, he was satisfied as he had gained a lot more information than he anticipated. Somehow Odessa have worked it out that he was involved in the death of Burta Khan, but how did they obtain this information? He knows that there are a lot of intelligent people within the Odessa organisation and that it is important that he does not under estimate them. A while later back in his room he lays on the bed in deep though about what actions to take, how they have discovered him is not important, what is important is how he deals with this information. He is not worried about the safety of Olga, because before he left Portugal Olga went to live in a secret villa high in the mountains that only himself and Olga know about. They bought this villa one year ago with the intention of using it for moments like this, his home is closed, he has given all his employees a month off work which is a reward for all their hard work this year. He know Olga will. stay in this secret villa until he contacts her. In the meantime he is starting to think that it is time to find Marco, Kristina and Priest Francisco.

Heinz knows that running and hiding all the time from Odessa will be a never ending story, every few years he will be forced to move to another new location. He sighs thinking there must be a better life than this!
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Heinz knows before he can implement any action that he is going to have to spend at least a week on the island. He stands all alone in the morning mist that is gradually fading away at the entrance to the harbour, looking at a a large notice boards. “All boats cancelled for five days due to bad weather forecast” as been added to the notices. It is not like he dislikes the island, but the task of avoiding those group of men that he heard in the hut will not be easy, they will surely be upping their game in order to discover who was listening to their conversation.

It is true, the men that Heinz overheard have been in deep conversation for most of the night, they know that they cannot let a person escape to the mainland and report to the authorities about what they heard, and risk the exposure of Odessa to the masses. They have debated many different ideas of how to deal with the situation, from sabotaging the local communication systems so that the local island residents cannot talk to those on the mainland, to actually killing all residents in the village because they assume that whoever was listening to them will have come from the nearby village, because other residential living quarters on the island are many miles away, with a population of only about thirty people in the village, silencing the villages population is the most sensible method.

Since the group of men have arrived on the island they have studied the islanders well, they know that only people that have access to weapons are the sole police officer who is an old man in his sixties and a former home guard from the war. He looks frail and slow and will certainly not provide much resistance in a gun fight. There is a shot gun displayed on the wall in the local pub just behind the bar, but they have found no other guns, although there is always the potential that some guns are kept out of sight. There are lots of fishermen, but again most of these look in their fifties and are more likely to be armed with axes, spears and knives. The men have concluded that they drastically out gun the local population, and should it come to killing the villagers they believe that they could do it.

Heinz walks to the police office to ask the officer inside if he any idea when the first boat will be leaving the island. The office is a small single room with a table upon the right side where the officer is sat with his head down doing file work, to the left are a few wooden chairs, and on the wall directly opposite the entrance door, there are some antique looking cabinets. There is a closed door next to the cabinets maybe this is a back entrance to the property or maybe it leads to further rooms that are currently out of sight. There is a lamp turned on inside the office because it is dark and dull outside despite it only being mid morning, it is fair to say that it looks like another storms is approaching. The officer looks up from his desk with a smile on his face and a hairline that is balding. “Hello young sir can I help you” spoken in tone that screams a former military man, his police uniform is spotless and very posh.

“I am visiting the island on business and was just wondering when the next boat will leave the island for the Scottish mainland” asks Heinz in a very polite manner. “I am afraid that it will be many days before any boats will be sailing to the mainland, we are in the middle of the storm season, and today another gale force storm is expect to strike the island, this storm front is huge and the entire northern coast of the mainland will be under the thrust of the storm for many days” he pauses takes a sip from his coffee mug.

“Before it is possible to travel to the Scottish mainland, it will be possible to travel on a boat from these islands to Norway because this route will be just outside the storms diameter in two days times. As the storms move south it opens up a clear weather front, most of the fishermen waiting in the village are from Norway and they will be returning there, but it could be another five or six days before people can travel to the mainland. I have just spoken to a colleage of mine via the radio, he is the police man at the harbour in Aberdeen and he told me that a storm with winds up to seventy miles per hour is battering the area”.

“So you have two options, wait until it is safe to return to Scotland, or take a earlier route to Norway, I do not know your business, but you sound Danish or maybe German?” The policeman raises an eyebrow.

“I am Danish, here is my passport, it pulls out one of the fake passports that Luca Toni his friend from Italy made for him when he was hunt Burta Khan, although during that adventure he used a Switzerland passport, he did have multiple other fake passports that he never used.

“Its OK, I did not mean any offence, the war is over, many Germans were normal people just like me that where forced to fight by their masters” The policeman raise from his chair and shakes the hand of Heinz.

“These past few days many of the locals have informed me of a group of strange men lurking in the shadows of the island, at first I dismissed it, but over ten different people have told me the same thing, that they have seen men watching them, I know you are not one of these men because you arrived after the rumours
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