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WHAT READERS FROM ALL AROUND THE WORLD ARE SAYING ABOUT;

TERROR IN PARADISE

JUDY from Florida USA

This is Judy writing. I just finished reading the book last Friday. Not only was it great to actually meet you and Broni on our cruise but it was exciting to read your book! I loved it. I was reading in the middle of the night, and woke up my husband to discuss that chapter where Ramone XXXXXXX. Author has redacted this to preserve suspense.

Your research for the book was amazing. I learned a lot about self defence, baddies, and international antiques smuggling.

WHAT READERS FROM ALL AROUND THE WORLD ARE SAYING ABOUT;

TERROR IN PARADISE
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PRUDENCE  BESSANT  from Qld. Australia

Terror in Paradise

A book with a hero in the essence of an Australian James Bond. This was a thrilling read with plenty of drama and suspense. A wonderful mystery to be solved and intrigue along the way. Exotic locations and interesting details about smuggling and ancient artefacts to inform the reader.
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GUS HOUGH from Florida USA.

A terrific read! Can't wait for Adams' third novel. Both his books blur the line between fiction and (terrorist organization vs Australian security) non-fiction. Can't wait to see what operation Steve Wallace gets into next.
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IVAN RUDOLPH (World renown Non-Fiction Author and Historian), Sunshine Coast Qld. Aust.
I had a fun day yesterday reading my first novel for many many years, and thoroughly enjoyed it. Well done! Each reader will see it differently, but for me it moved fast and had sufficient intrigue to balance the violence. I enjoyed the exotic settings and the way you moved the story forward from chapter to chapter. The potential for a sequel is obvious and I hope you are into it already.

OTHER ACTION THRILLERS by DAVID ADAMS

Available through all your favourite distributors.

TERROR IN OUR HOMELAND

All STEVE WALLACE wanted was to be left alone, but his war-torn past was about to catch up with him. Was he having yet another painful flashback, or were the two Taliban soldiers he had just killed really here in rural western Queensland? He had no way of knowing that he had just stumbled on one of the most sophisticated terror networks Australia had ever seen. For the first time since 1915, Australia is under attack by Islamic terrorists on Australian soil. Does Australia have the answers, the resources, and the resolve to fight against these attacks, or will more innocent men, women and children die? Can Steve Wallace convince the Australian National Security Centre that his discovery is not some Jack Daniel’s fuelled PTSD hallucination? The reluctant hero finds himself drawn back into what he had worked so hard to escape.

TERROR IN PARADISE

STEVE WALLACE embarks on his most challenging mission so far !!!!!!

ISIS is funding its evil plans to dominate the world financed by selling stolen ancient artefacts. The CIA needs Australian Agent Steve Wallace to go undercover to collect vital Intelligence. He has to unravel the terrorist organisation’s funding system. The money gained from these illicit sales is being used to buy missiles, guns, and ammunition and fund cells and terrorist attacks, including 9/11. Steve Wallace is ex-SAS and one of the best, but this undercover job calls for a James Bond or Jason Bourne. This time, he’s way out of his depth. Can Wallace succeed out of his comfort zone? Tracking the smugglers all over the world while racking up a body count, he sends shock waves through the sophisticated organisation, all the way up to the third-generation New York Antique Dealer.

––––––––
[image: ]


TERROR IN MY HEART,  my latest novel in the Wallace sagas should be out early 2024.

Please note the Terror novels are not a series; however, they are in sequence, starting with TERROR in OUR HOMELAND.

CRIME NOVELS

THE OTHER STOLEN GENERATIONS
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My first book in this genre takes the lid off the murky world of the Paedophile. This is a Fiction Novel. However, having worked in this field allows me to fill the book with real life cases, real paedophiles and victims and describe actual Police procedures. I have woven a story so authentic that it exposes the Reader to the truth about this topic that most people choose to avoid.

This book, while never condoning or excusing paedophilia, allows the Reader to listen in on conversations for the first time, providing shocking insight into their evil, selfish world and mindset. The book also depicts the multi-faceted challenges faced by Police.

The Reader also learns how the victim and those around them are impacted so powerfully by the damage as a result of the abuse. Not just when it occurs but for their entire life.
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PROLOGUE





[image: ]


The immaculately dressed American sitting on the hotel suite’s white leather lounge smiled at the small but muscular Middle Eastern man. “I don’t care about all your Muslim bullshit. You can keep killing each other until there’s no one left. As long as that money keeps flowing my way, you’ll have all the guns, ammo, RPGs, even SAMS, whatever you want. High-quality goods, too, delivery services supported by high-level security. That means no worries for you, Hamza.”

Of course, Hamza wasn’t his real name. He had chosen it because he liked its Arab meaning, ‘Name of the Lion resembling his nature and physique. Beneath the table, his fists clenched. The ISIS Officer was deeply offended by this corrupt infidel using the Holy Prophet’s Name and a curse word side by side. He felt the beginnings of a smile start to touch the corners of his mouth as he imagined himself launching across the marble coffee table. Crossing the small space between the two men, Hamza would crush this infidel’s skull like a gazelle caught in a lion’s jaws. He didn’t attempt to hide the contempt that seethed behind his dark, Obsidian-like eyes. They bored into this pretty boy’s soft blue eyes until the arms dealer was forced to look down. He blew out a small breath between his teeth. 

“You know, Mr Brooks, you have done extremely well from our transactions. To be fair, your quality and service so far has been outstanding. But we both know you are charging us a premium price on every delivery.”

Of course, Brooks wasn’t his real name either. He hated this smug Arab or whatever he was, and any contempt was mutual. And besides, the American hated comments that attempted to screw him on price. After all, he wasn’t fuckin Walmart.

“Yeah, yeah, if you want to save a few bucks on your next deal, go down to McWeapons and get their weekly special. We both know you’ll end up with old AKs, faulty ammo and late deliveries. Be back with me after one try. You know you only get what you pay for. Steak or hamburger, your choice. Speaking of money, your payment system is awesome. I have been playing this game for a while, and you seem to have sidestepped those slimy bankers. What’s it called Hawala or something? Bayal, tell me, how come it works so well?”

This low life’s prying into such a secret and sensitive area of the management systems of ISIS was inexcusable, but what could one expect from such a fool. Nearly enough for Bayal to draw his Glock and silence Brook forever. However, replacing such a weapons procurer, even one he despised, was not easy. He answered with a voice with a slight trembling caused by controlled anger. “Brooks, you know better than to go there. I will never discuss how our finances work. However, one of the reasons it’s been so successful for thousands of years is its dependence on secrecy. A secrecy covered by the blood of the curious Mr Brooks. Hamza thought; Our age-old credit system, Hawala, has funded so many terrorist actions, even 9/11. I’m still amazed it remains effective even in the most modern settings, evading hi-tech surveillance. Hawala, these infidel pigs will never understand it or close it down. 

OFFICIAL DEFINITIONS

HAWALA– What does it mean.

The following are just a few definitions and explanations of the Hawala system. Please note keywords such as laundering, terrorist, used to pay jihadists.

INTERPOL DEFINITION

Hawala is a method of transferring money without actual movement. One definition from Interpol is that Hawala is a “money transfer without money movement.” Hawala is an alternative remittance channel that exists outside of traditional banking systems.

Hawala – Treasury Department Definition

https://www.treasury.gov/resource-centre/terrorist-illicit.../FinCEN-Jawala-rpt.pdf

by PM Jost - ‎Cited by 152 - ‎Related articles

This paper presents a description of the hawala (also referred to as hundi) alternative remittance system. Hawala is an ancient system originating in South Asia; today, it is used around the world to conduct legitimate remittances. Like any other remittance system, hawala can and does play a role in money laundering.

Hawala: The Ancient Banking Practice Used to Finance Terror Groups

www.newsweek.com/underground-european-hawala-network-financing-middle-easter...

Feb 24, 2015 - Hawala A currency exchange trader counts money in his office in Islamabad. According to Spanish intelligence officials, Hawala’s ancient banking practice has been used to pay jihadists’ salaries. Washington this year has started attacking the Taliban’s funding channels ahead of withdrawing most of its.
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CHAPTER 1
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CANBERRA

AUSTRALIAN CAPITAL TERRITORY

AUSTRALIA

After two commercial flights, I arrived at Canberra Airport, where a young Corporal met me. He saluted me as I was now on duty, and like an electric switch, I turned into Major Steve Wallace. I acknowledged his salute. I sometimes found it a little hard to comprehend living a dual existence. One day, I was an ordinary bloke living in sleepy Roma, Queensland, with my girlfriend, Chris. And, at any time, a phone call and off I go to our nation’s Capital to be sent anywhere they needed my skill set. Once again, I am focused to travel the world on the next National Security Centre mission. After a successful career in the Army, I knew I had had enough. I was due to re-enlist but decided to retire, much to the shock of my Army mates and Superior Officers. I had bummed around in holiday mode for a while until I found a secluded spot where my Border Collie Jake and I could hunt and fish and generally avoid people. Jake and I shared a basic camp, but we wanted for nothing. We had settled into a simple subsistence life, occasionally helping my cattle farmer friend when needed. Just over a year ago, after a series of events near my camp, my world was on its head. But, that's another story for another time. I came out of retirement to work as an operative with the National Security Centre (N.S.C.), a combined anti-terrorist organisation answering only to the Prime Minister.

Taking my go bag and throwing it on the back seat, the Corporal said. “Welcome to sunny Canberra, Sir.”

As he drove the well-designed streets of Canberra to H.Q., I thought he was far too cheerful, and Canberra, as usual, was cold, cloudy and grey. After a very brief welcome from Colonel Goodrich, the briefing began properly. Colonel Goodrich looked up from his desk.

“Steve, thanks for coming down so quickly. I hope you weren’t busy when I called.”

Smiling, I thought of how I was about to get busy when that damned phone rang. “No, Sir, not at all; to be really honest, I was still in bed.”

My mind wandered back to our sunny bedroom. Was that only this morning? I was lying next to Chris, my beautiful girlfriend. We had met amid the turmoil caused by my run-in with a terrorist group who had set up a training camp outside Roma. That other story. The insistent drumming of my phone on the bedside table intruded on the warm, sunny room. I grabbed the phone, mumbling to myself.

“I hate frigging mobile phones. It was better out in the bush where I didn’t have a frigging signal.”

I gently got out of bed so as not to disturb Chris, and  went into the lounge.

Gruffly, I answered. “Steve Wallace.”

Ignoring my tone. “Steve, good to hear your voice. It’s Pete Goodrich. Can you talk?” I smiled and adjusted my attitude; Colonel Goodrich was a Section Head at the National Security Centre (N.S.C.) Canberra. He had been instrumental in forwarding and supporting my concerns about the military activity I had observed in the neighbouring cattle property. Now he was my Boss. He was never a big conversationalist. “Mate, I need you wheels up ASAP. We have a job requiring your special skills.”

“Roger that, Sir, what’s the plan?” Goodrich answered succinctly. “Wait until you get to Canberra, and I’ll brief you, see you tonight, OK?”.

“All good, Sir, see you ASAP.” I responded.

I knew what all this meant; the details would come later. Once I had accepted the job offer from N.S.C.’s Brigadier Dodds after the raid on the camp, they owned me. The arrangement was straightforward: I was to be on call to carry out covert operations, assassinations, reconnaissance, or anything else they needed. My life was to sit tight in domestic bliss until they beckoned. A strange mix of normalcy. I was living half my life with Chris in beautiful Roma, Australia and a few hours later in some war zone only a call away. As much as I enjoyed my new ‘civilian’ life in the back of my mind, I was always waiting for the call that could send me to the ends of the earth on another mission. I knew one way or another, someone’s death would always be the outcome. I had also learned to avoid thinking that every assignment could mean my death. That said, if I was honest, hanging out with my dog I had missed the ‘Rock and Roll’. The adventure and danger made for a great job.

Colonel Goodrich’s raised voice brought my thoughts back to his office.

“STEVE, are you with me?”

Thinking it wasn’t like me to daydream, I wondered if domestic bliss was dulling me. “Sorry, Sir, all good.”

“OK, Steve, keep us informed of your loc as usual. Use your credit card, and we’ll know where you are. Hopefully, it was you who used it.”

Picking up on the undertone of his statement, I responded. “Yes, Sir, from what I can see in the briefing, it looks pretty good, hopefully, a quick in and out. If you see my card buying a massage, it’ll be me, and I’m better than OK.”

Laughing, Goodrich moved on. “Hilarious Major Wallace, good, the Corporal will take you to the Armoury. You choose the ‘cutlery’, and God willing, and if the creeks don’t rise, I’ll see you when you get back in a couple of days.”

Smiling, I recognised the saying John Wayne quoted in numerous cowboy movies. However, it fitted rather well to my impending mission.

“Thanks, Sir, will do.” I stood and shook hands with the Colonel and turned to leave his office.

Corporal Baldwin was waiting for me, and we automatically fell into step with each other as soldiers do. He chatted away as we walked along the hospital white corridor with numerous unmarked doors leading off.

“Sir, as the Boss probably told you, we are off to the Armoury. He asked me to steer towards the knives for this one. There’s a nice collection of edged weapons down there for you to choose from.” We took the lift down to what the Corporal called the dungeon and turned right after we exited. Arriving at a large steel door, Corporal Baldwin pressed a security pass to a wall-mounted digital reader.

A metallic voice asked. “Good morning, Corporal Baldwin. What is the purpose of your visit?” Baldwin replied. “Major Wallace here to be kitted ASAP.”

A clunk followed a loud click, and the heavy Armoury door opened.

“Lurch, you wouldn’t have met Major Wallace.”

Turning to me, Corporal Baldwin smiled. “This is Sergeant Adams. Sir, we don’t let him up into daylight very often. His nickname is Lurch.”

Despite the informal introduction, Sergeant Adams saluted as he was wearing his beret. “Honour to meet you, Sir. Please have a look around. Any questions, ask.”

I returned his salute. “Will do, Sergeant thanks for the welcome. Can you show me your knife collection first?”

We walked past walls covered in racks and display cabinets overflowing with weapons of every kind. To me, it was like Aladdin’s cave. There were every conceivable killing tool, from my favourite Barrett 50 Cal Sniper rifle rocket launchers to several styles of Garrottes, for a quieter version of death. We got to the edged weapon section.

I recognised bayonets from virtually every part of the world, and the collection of civilian knives was impressive. It was from within this group I would make my choice.

My mission was relatively simple. Although, in my experience, it is often the ones that appear straightforward that blow up in your face. I was to fly to East Timor, where a local Mayor of a city called Lospalos, backed by Indonesian Islamic Fundamentalists, was agitating against the hard-won independence. He was encouraging and equipping young zealots to carry out attacks on Australian tourists and missionaries. So far, they had been responsible for several suicide bombings, violent muggings and rapes and the poisoning of copious large quantities of drugs and booze sold to tourists in Bali and Djakarta. I chose my weapon, a beautiful yet functional knife, and we headed back upstairs. My flight left in just under four hours, so the Corporal and I retraced our steps back to the Canberra airport. The crazy reality about air travel from Canberra to Sydney is it can often take you longer to get on the plane than you are in the plane.

Arriving at Sydney Domestic Terminal, I made my way over to International to await my flight. The Virgin Australian flight to East Timor was via Sydney; eventually, we took off from Kingsford-Smith International. I was already asleep. I awoke at some stage during the flight and pondered the more profound things in my life. I knew I loved Chris; she was good for me in many ways. But as much as that was true, I couldn’t help but see it as an unplanned complication now I was back on duty. I had seen my first marriage self-destruct, and many of my S.A.S. mate’s marriages break up due to lengthy training and deployments away from home. My fly-in, fly-out set-up should solve that. However, I also knew it placed an unfair burden on Chris waiting for a call to say I’d been killed or was missing. To be brutally frank, it was a new distraction to me. When I was on operations, it was one I could do without.

“Would you like something to drink, Sir?” I looked up to see a steward asking me.

“Jack on the rocks would be great, please.”

EAST TIMOR

Eight-and-a-half hours later, the bang of the landing gear lowering woke me with a fright. It might be a while before I got any more sleep, so I was grateful for the rest. As I waited to exit the plane, I listened to a group of three missionaries chatting excitedly about the work they were about to begin. Although my work differed significantly from their mission, the thought crossed my mind: they are braver than me in many ways. Entering an unknown culture, staying at it for a year or more, and attempting to change age-old beliefs was a big job. My mission, all going well, was more straightforward. I would be back on a plane heading home in three days. My task was only to change the beliefs of one man permanently. I inserted myself between two of the missionaries as we got off the plane. I wasn’t expecting anyone to be watching for me, but old habits die hard. My presence inferred that I was part of their group. As they turned towards the bus station, I headed for the Car Hire company. Using a different passport and driver’s license than I had just travelled on, I hired a Toyota Hilux, as these were very common all over the island. 

I recollected the details of the area from my Canberra briefing. Lospalos is an East Timorese city 248 kilometres east of Dili, the national Capital. The city’s Mayor had influence and control over 17,000 city residents and a further 25,000 who lived in the surrounding Lautém Sub-District. He had no idea, but the region’s influential Mayor was my Tango/Target. Knowing I had a five-hour trip ahead of me, I settled into a country drive. I cranked up the Hilux’s air-conditioning, and it began fighting against the oppressive humidity that threatened to crush me. Arriving just before dark, I drove past the Tango’s home. I had thought about parking a few blocks away from his house. Still, I figured a white face walking around would stick out where just another Toyota pickup would be virtually invisible. This Reece allowed me to confirm the Intel I had from my briefing. 

I had studied the sat photos our local man had supplied, but I had learned long ago not to rely on other people’s reconnaissance of my mission site. The target lived by himself but, from the reports, often had visitors. There were reports he preferred little boys and girls provided by several local pimps. The mission had priority, and my training prevented me from feeling significant emotion regarding the Tango. However, I’d be lying if I said his sick preferences hadn’t motivated me even more. After the mission briefing, I had formed the beginnings of a plan. Initially, I had thought I might be able to ambush him in his driveway as he returned from his Mayoral duties. I didn’t see the Tango as much of a defensive threat. By the end of the day, he would be more likely to be tired and not alert when he got home. Although I would have dealt with it, I was glad to note he didn’t employ a bodyguard, a driver or even a maid. This lack of security may have been so he could be free to pursue his perversions. Even though he was publicly a Muslim, his file showed he had many vices, including drinking Western Scotch. Most people would be focused on their first drink and relaxing when they got home from another hard day. Combined with his age, fitness, and occupation, this should make his assassination quick and easy. 

However, after closer inspection, his driveway was far too public and offered me no hiding place where I could wait in ambush. Although the Mayor lived in a relatively modern house, I was aware the building materials used in Timor were light on compared to the Western equivalents. 

I decided I would enter the house while he was at work and wait for his return, dispatching him in the privacy of his own home. I was pleased to see as many as seven Hilux pickups parked on his street, confirming my choice of rentals and my plans. The target’s house was on a corner block, so I parked on the side street and quickly jumped his six-foot-high wooden fence, instantly hidden from any neighbours or passers-by. There was no evidence in the yard of the Tango owning a dog, so I advanced to the back door. My credit card inserted around the tongue of the door lock gave me silent entry into the kitchen. I had plenty of time before I expected him to get home, so I had a good look around. I slipped on a pair of medical gloves and began to search the home. I couldn’t help smiling when I found a notebook with heaps of phone and email contacts, including several that had Middle Eastern area codes and names. 

The book was secreted in a hidden drawer under the coffee table, confirming to me that it was valuable. I would take these items back to N.S.C. Intel, hoping they might harvest some terrorist cells, financiers, or couriers. Typically, I would have photographed the numbers and returned to its hiding place. However, he would have no need for the book ever again or any other book for that matter. Smiling, I placed the notebook in my backpack. As I searched the house, I stumbled upon his porn collection; there were numerous professional DVDs. Sadly, there were other DVDs labelled with a name and date. These were real little girls and boys this low-life had brought to his home. The Mayor had then filmed his horrible acts with them. Considering the age of some of the children on the purchased DVD covers, it took all my self-control not to burn the lot right there and then. All going to plan, I would destroy the filth after I killed this animal. So much for objectivity, but I knew it wouldn’t hinder me from successfully completing my mission. I also made a mental note to take his laptop. Because he had left it on the table near the front door, I couldn’t touch it until later as he may have noticed its absence. 

After thoroughly searching the house, I was sure how I would carry out my mission. I made my way through a sliding door into the small garage adjacent to the laundry. There it was, a step ladder leaning in the far corner caught my eye. As I moved towards it, I felt my body and mind change up a gear or two as the mission execution phase commenced. I had noticed a manhole halfway along the hall to provide access to the ceiling cavity. I set up the ladder, ready to use and walked around the house again. I double-checked I hadn’t missed anything or moved or left anything out of place. Climbing to the top of the ladder, I pushed the square ceiling panel and climbed into the cavity. I had attached a rope to the ladder and drew it up into the ceiling; I then placed it away from where I would wait. As the trapped hot and humid air inside the roof cavity assaulted me, I was immediately saturated. The heat was overbearing, being this near the iron roof and without ventilation, scorching the back of my throat with every breath. My plan was simple. I figured the building’s ceiling materials were much thinner and weaker than its Australian counterparts. I knew I couldn’t open the ceiling access cover and jump through; it would make too much noise. So, I would have to drop through the hall ceiling between the rafters. As soon as the Mayor walks under me, silently, I’d jump down and cut his throat. Using a knife would make no noise during the assassination, so there was no need to leave the scene in a hurry. 

As I waited, I patted my back pocket and felt the reassuring shape of my Kizlyar Gurza 2. Having to go through multiple airport security barriers, I could not carry any substantial weapons. However, no one cares if you have a sheath knife in your cargo luggage. Accordingly, I had chosen my favourite hunting knife from the vast array in the N.S.C. Armoury. I was careful not to select anything too big or military-looking if I was searched. I didn’t want to look tactical in any way. 

I learned from carrying out hundreds of ambushes that the targets don’t always cooperate by sticking to the established timetable. They can do something at the same time, fifty events in a row, but the day or night of your ambush, they will arrive early or late. With this principle in mind, I had climbed into the ceiling an hour and a half before the target’s ‘usual’ arrival time. I probably looked like I had just gotten out of a pool or shower. Sweat was running down my back in small creeks, making me feel like I was sitting in a warm puddle. Already, I could feel my legs starting to go a bit numb. Being mindful not to make any sound, I slowly stiffened and relaxed each major muscle group to ensure I would be mobile when the time came. I was starting to feel the effects of the heat and dehydration waiting in this oven, and the hot, stale air seemed to sap my energy by the minute. I was happy that my quarry proved my theory wrong when he arrived home within a few minutes of the time I had been told in the briefing to expect. 

I heard the front door lock turn and then bang against the wall. There was a sound of bottles rattling, and I visualised the man, arms full of scotch and mixers, walking towards the kitchen and fridge. My guessing was confirmed when I heard another door gently hit a wall with a lot of rattling and clinking, the refrigerator. Once the noise ceased, I readied myself. I rubbed my hand against my slacks, attempting to dry my palms. It wasn’t highly effective as my pants were soaked through. Picking up the knife I had earlier unsheathed, I controlled my breathing and waited. I had jammed the manhole cover open just enough to see the hallway. There he was, coming along the hall three more steps. He would be under my perch. I started to raise the weight of my haunches, ready to spring down. Just as I was about to leap on my prey, he turned to the left and headed into the toilet. I could hear him urinating loudly and then flush the toilet. Using the noise of the toilet refilling to cover my movement again, I took the weight from my haunches and prepared to spring down as he walked past. This time, he walked below, and the trap was sprung. As I jumped between the rafters, I tucked my arms in to ensure I got through the gap. The lightweight ceiling material gave way with no resistance at all. The fat Mayor screamed as my feet landed squarely on his shoulders, knocking him to the ground with a gush of air leaving his lungs. 

In one action, I pulled back on the target’s head and sliced his throat from one side to the other. The high-quality Russian-made knife was not all that pretty but exceptionally good at getting the job done. Its four and three-quarter-inch blade of razor-sharp high carbon steel worked perfectly. 

With two major arteries cut, the blood spurted everywhere. I stood up to avoid the spray. The smell of copper filled the hall as his blood covered the polished wooden floor in a slow but steady wave. 

I let his head sag forward and stood up; for the first time, I realised the man had not put his pants back on after going to the toilet. 

At the National Security Centre (N.S.C.) briefing, we had discussed whether the hit was needed to look like an accident and decided it was unnecessary. I planned to be out of the country before the body had been discovered. However, it never hurts to cover your tracks. I was thankful I still had my gloves on when I grabbed the dead man’s penis and cut it off in a single slice, drawing it away from his limp body. I then forced it into his open mouth. I was hoping this may suggest to authorities that his murder may be related to his paedophilia, perhaps some victim or victim’s family seeking revenge for some previous abuse. Systematically, I retraced my steps around the house. I picked up the items I had identified earlier as possible Intel resources. I had an idea; I threw three horrible DVDs on the fat belly of the corpse to support my misdirection of the murder investigation. I was mindful of the problems the contents could cause me if I were arrested. I loaded my backpack with the selected items from the dead Mayor’s home. Although this was highly unlikely, considering the airport security I had seen coming in. the risk of me being stopped was very low. However, the potential Intel value is very high. 

The road trip back to Deli was uneventful. I stopped near a densely vegetated creek I had earmarked on my way towards the target location. Although I hated throwing away such a top knife as the Kizlyar, I couldn’t have it in my possession if I got arrested, as the D.N.A. on it would have condemned me. I was confident no one would ever find it here. Two hours later, the suburbs and traffic increased as I approached the airport. I saw what I had been looking for an industrial area, stopping the 4WD in front of a putrid industrial bin. I Emptied the two shopping bags of revolting DVDs. I was hoping the stench would discourage anyone from going through the rubbish and retrieving them. After I returned the rental Hilux and checked in my bag, I waited in a coffee shop, ready to go to the departure gate when they were loading. I did this to avoid the Gate waiting areas, which came under too much scrutiny and were hard to escape if needed. I paid for my beer and sandwich with my credit card, informing Colonel Goodrich I was safely back in Deli and about to fly home. 

A few minutes later, the announcement to board my flight went over the P.A. I was sitting in my assigned seat and relaxing. I was exhausted by a potent mix of adrenalin and dehydration and fell asleep before we had taken off. Arriving at Sydney airport, I awoke from a deep sleep and staggered to my connecting flight to Canberra. Exiting the terminal, I saw one of the Corporals I knew dressed in civvies. He waved to attract my attention and grabbed my bag. We were both silent during the short trip to the National Security Centre (N.S.C.), and he disappeared once we had passed through the security checkpoint just inside the entrance. The lift door opened, and after saluting, Sergeant Winatong held the door as I entered. “Welcome home, Major Wallace. The Boss wants to see you straight away if you please.” He quickly ushered me to Colonel Goodrich’s office. After Sergeant Winatong knocked on the closed door, he left me there.
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CHAPTER 2
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Sitting in the bland office surrounded by shelves of books, the walls decorated with a few unit plaques and photos, I settled opposite my friend and Senior Officer, Colonel Peter Goodrich. 

A man of few words, he began, “Good to see you, Steve. It looks like you’ll be straight back out there, I’m afraid. This job has fallen into our laps out of nowhere, and the ‘old man’ has designated it as a Priority One. And it must be a Biggy because he very seldom interferes with Ops. But on this one, he demanded that you be assigned this mission.” Colonel Goodrich said with a smile. 

The Colonel and I had worked closely on life-and-death missions that had fostered camaraderie and trust despite the Rank difference. 

“No worries, Sir, I was free anyway. I was going to head home now Timor is done.” Goodrich looked annoyed for a second. “Ah, of course, Steve. I was so focused on this new job that I had moved on too quickly. How did it go? Were there any problems?” 

Reaching into my backpack, I produced the items I had taken from the Mayor’s house and laid them on the Colonel’s desk. 

“All good re the mission, and I may have picked up some Intel for your boys to work through. It might be useless, but who knows, especially how you Intelligence types cross-reference and share these days”.

Goodrich’s eyes lit up like he had just been given his Christmas gift, as any Intelligence Officer would do when offered information from the enemy. And who knows, maybe he had. 

Reaching for his phone. “Sergeant, can you take some items into the Data Analysis Section and tell them to have a good look at them urgently and report any findings back to me?” 

I couldn’t hear the reply, but within seconds, there was a knock on the door, and the Sergeant entered. 

I assumed he had already saluted the Colonel this morning, as he merely picked up the items for analysis and said. 

“I’ll put a rocket under ’em, Sir.” With that, he disappeared, closing the solid door behind him. 

The Colonel turned back to me. “So, you good to go, Steve, no injuries, you’ve had some sleep?” 

“I’m fine, Sir. I sweated out a few Kilos waiting in the guy’s ceiling, but I have been re-hydrating between a few beers at Deli Airport and water on the plane. And, of course, I slept all the way home.” 

The Colonel understood immediately. As a seasoned soldier, he knew you slept when the opportunity came your way; it was a given. 

Smiling, he asked. “No time for that massage, hey?”

We both laughed a little; our work was serious, stressful and often dangerous, and like most soldiers, we used humour to lighten each other’s load. 

“OK then, down to this new business then. Of course, I’ll give you a package, photos, articles, etc. What do you know about ancient artefacts?”

I let my breath out through closed teeth. 

“Not a real lot, Sir, just a bit of reading and a few docos on T.V.” 

Goodrich was an excellent Officer, but with his approach to facts and authoritative tone, he could have made a good High School Teacher; without realising this, he continued.

“OK, I’ll start with why we are suddenly interested in what you usually only see in museums or, as you said, on T.V.” 

“A good example that we can analyse is one that happened recently. A sarcophagus, an Egyptian coffin for want of a better description, is stolen from its resting place, dug up from under the sands deposited over two and half thousand years. Someone in Cairo or wherever cuts the coffin into four pieces and sends it to America, where an antique restoration expert puts the four pieces back together.”

I was thinking, I still can’t see how this could have anything to do with National Security or even Australia, but I knew better than to interrupt. Maybe I just wasn’t seeing it.

The Colonel continued. “Well, anyway, thankfully, Intel led the Yankee Feds to know of the coffin’s existence. They discovered it had been moved several times and now resides with some New York antique dealer.”

Goodrich stood and walked over to a coffee machine on a small bench behind his desk. 

“Want a cup?” I shook my head, knowing Army coffee was a health risk. 

“Anyway, Steve, artefacts aren’t like drugs or guns, which, for want of a better term, always remain ‘dirty’ as in illegal. These smuggled artefacts, some as big as a giant Buddha or as small as a necklace, become ‘cleaner’ each time they move through another set of hands. Eventually, the provenance gains momentum, resulting in highly reputable businesses such as well-known auction houses and antique dealers listing them.”

I couldn’t control myself any longer, taking an opportunity to interrupt as Colonel Goodrich paused to sip his coffee. 

“Sir, surely this has been going on for thousands of years. What’s it got to do with us?”

Goodrich looked up patiently. “Of course, you are right; apparently, some of the pyramids were robbed within days of burying the dignitary starting three thousand years ago. But it’s only got worse. So bad, in fact, that an Egyptologist from the States has started using satellite images to track the extent of this grave robbing. She reckons at least 25% of the known Egyptian archaeological sites have been plundered and damaged. It’s happening all over the world, wherever there is poverty. In China, teams of a hundred or more are systematically pillaging their sites. Industry and tourism crashed when the Global Financial Crisis hit Egypt, creating widespread poverty and unemployment. The result, many turned to this as an income. Then the 2011 revolution just multiplied the problem.”

Colonel Goodrich sighed. “Now, like any antique or artefact, provenance is the issue. A documented chain of ownership multiplies an item’s value. It immediately endows it with a sense of purity to be sold on to the next legitimate buyer. However, with most of this stuff, even the items collected legally don’t have solid proof of ownership. The legitimate auctioneers, buyers, and even museum curators find themselves caught on the horns of a dilemma. This further enables the looters and several layers of smugglers to thrive. Even when an artefact is known to be contraband, no one can decide the best way to handle the item. Once the stuff is stolen and on the market, many scientists, museum curators and reputable dealers believe this confusion is good. It protects the artefact and facilitates its acceptance into the legitimate market system and, more importantly, the museum or official ownership and storage world. Hacking antiquities into pieces for transporting or having some grubby kid in the back streets of Cairo cleaning a priceless artefact with toilet cleaner is a constant danger to these priceless pieces. Not to mention that any smuggler would dump a shipment out of a truck or over the side of a boat if the authorities were about to pounce.” 

I respected the Colonel too much to ignore what he said, but it was a damn long story. I still couldn’t see where I fit into any of this. 

Goodrich’s voice definitely reminded me of a school teacher. “The other perspective is if it is legitimised, then the piece will be on display for all rather than locked away in a private collection because it is contraband. 

One big problem is that many priceless items are destroyed by impatient thieves working quickly by lamp light. They raid the site, break, cut their way in and take what they can, always ready to dump the artefact if some guard arrives.”

Colonel Goodrich had built up a bit of a head of steam. “After years of training, archaeologists use soft toothbrushes. There have been cases where these modern-day tomb raiders have even used bulldozers to break in. You can only imagine the destruction. Once these thieves have the item, they believe they will get more money if they clean them up. There are places where chemicals such as caustic toilet cleaners are used to clean the item for sale. Any qualified restoration expert would be horrified to consider using these chemicals. Can you imagine cutting up a three-thousand-year-old sarcophagus? These people will do anything to turn a profit.”

I nodded, encouraging the Colonel to continue. “Now I know you are still thinking, why us, why me? I wanted you to have a big picture of this industry because it has become massive, structured and organised. The different layers are the looters, the organisers of those crews, and the sub-bosses paying the robbers. Then they sell up the line to small-time smugglers and then onto the exporters. Now, they exit Egypt through over fifty different ports, airports, and roads. Dubai is the main destination of ex-Egypt. Then, after passing through even more individuals and groups, the items end up in places like high-end antique shops in London and New York. Sometimes on the books, other times a ‘private sale.’ OK, that’s some background. There is a lot more detail in your briefing file there.” He pointed to an overfull standard-size manilla folder on his desk. It held only information readily available on Google or found in magazines, so it required no security classification. It could be carried and read in a public area, such as on board a plane. 

This suited me as time didn’t allow the number of documents to be studied in the H.Q. building. The Colonel started up again. “Now, Steve, this isn’t in the file, and not many people know this is happening. That plague ISIS has swept across many areas holding archaeological sites containing treasures. As you probably know, they have no respect for anything but their own raving ideology.”

Goodrich seemed frustrated as he explained further. “They have made a public statement, a spectacle of destroying statues and reliefs that are thousands of years old. They demonstrated their power, non-conforming attitudes, and, of course, by a total lack of respect for the past glories. However, less publicly, they are not beyond getting involved in the illegal trading of the antiquities that aren’t destroyed.” 

Pausing a moment, I followed Goodrich’s eyes as he looked out the office window, taking
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