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    49 years and counting, I dedicate this work to my ever-loving and patient wife Janice who has helped me all the way since we were kids together.

      

    

Introduction ... By Tolly Trueblood ...

––––––––
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The 5th Book in the ongoing series, My name is Tolly Victor Trueblood and in this book, I write about the other family who have influenced us all to love Americans.

Captain Jon Boy Wilson served in Afghanistan with my grandfather Hamish Dexter, so they are blood brothers, my great grandmother Helen adopted them all when they were under threat from enemies in the States and they became a valued part of our family with all the implications that that entails, in this volume I write about the escape attempt by my grandparents, Elizabeth and Hamish but the black world drags us all back into the action of life, survival at all cost for young and old, this is how it all developed.

We pick up the story after the multi weddings in Ireland, when Father Lennon broke all the rules of the church to marry so many couples in one giant party, surprisingly he is now a Bishop of the whole area and does not regret breaking the rule for special people in God’s name.
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CHAPTER 1 ... The Black Berry Hotel ... Tralee ... Republic of Ireland
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Alice had thought about Patrick’s words and him wanting the new Irish girls in the modeling industry to work a couple of weeks in New York with him.

She sat on the bed and looked at the old man in a brooding silence, “So what he said Pop, he wants them for his personal security, how the hell does that work?”

He laughed at her reaction and also Patrick’s brain speed.

“What’s so funny Augustus, and why would he want them as security guards? It just doesn’t make sense to me, come on explain what he’s going to do.”

“No!”  he laughed “It’s not my idea.”

She grabbed him by his belly with both hands, “Come on old man spill the beans tell me what he’s going to do? You, vill tell me now!” she laughed.

He knew he was in trouble when she started talking In a German accent, so he wriggled away from her grasp, but she chased him down and pinned him to the bed, laughing, starting the inquisition.

“He’s smarter than the average Irishman Al, I suspect he’s going to use them in an offensive manner, the poor old Americans don’t know what’s going to hit em, that’s for sure.”

“Explain to me what, that’s for sure, means Augustus?” laughed Alice, stripping him of his clothes.

“You just have to visit Las Vegas Al; one hand deals the cards and the other takes your money.”

“What?” she growled at him, “And vot does that mean?”

He couldn’t speak for laughing.

“You, vill give me zee information vite man, or I vill hurt you!” screeched Alice as she climbed on top of him.

“Now vare voz I?”

He tried again to wriggle away again but she leaned in and held his ear with her teeth.

“Is this normal behavior frauline?”

She couldn’t speak giggling, and anyway, she had forgotten the question and that made it even funnier.
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CHAPTER 2 ... The Black Berry Hotel ... Tralee ... Republic of Ireland
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Dexter was snoring, she watched him irritated that her sleep was stopped by this night growler.

He started to shout in his sleep, get down, get down, he stopped then went limp then he started to cry, and his body curled into a baby’s position, then he was running as if he were being shot at.

She hugged him but let him sleep on as she reached for the kettle and pressed it to boil.

The sound of the kettle boiling woke him, she was watching him as she sat in the chair.

He put two fingers up to her.

She smiled at him and made him his cup of tea.

She placed it on his bed side table and sipped her own tea, “How are we going to get out of this one batman?” she asked as she sat down next to him.

“We make a plan Liz!"

“Well, my plan Mr Dexter is to keep you away from your mates and flying bullet’s any objections sonny?"

“Well... none, sounds like a good plan for me, I was thinking the same plan but for you dear, it’s me with the heckler under the arm pit from now on.”

“So, you were thinking the same then?"

“You’re a king pin that they would love to knock down Lilly.”

“Don’t call me Lilly please, I have power now I could have you killed if I want.”

“If I can’t have you Lilly then I’m a dead man anyway, so what’s to lose?"

“Are you really?"

“Yep really, really!"

“I don’t want you out of my sight Dexter you are with me now, not you buddies with all the troubles that need soaking in Whiskey.”

“Sir!” said Dexter grinning at her.

“Ma’am if you please!"

“Let me just check on that one, he felt under her vest, yep, you are very well pleased, are you carrying weapons Ma’am?"

“No!” she giggled.

“Well, what are these doing? look I’m losing my eyesight looking at them, they are bamboozling me even as we speak, I’m melting.”

“Pack it in moron what the hell are we going to do?"

He yawned and sat up scratching his chin, “We have to find the bad apple dear, before it dies then rots down and the pips produce more of them.”

“Where?"

“Must be on the inside and have some authority because they seem to find out the what’s and the where’s.”

“Media circles?” she asked.

“Parliament?"

“No power, except at the top table.”

“The top table then,” said Dexter.

“My mother said that the PM was definitely scared of some of them, why would that be Dex?"

“Leverage perhaps?"

“Maybe,” said Liz.

“Why not just ask her dear?"

“It show’s weakness and I don’t think she would admit it to me, well, she wouldn’t to my mother.”

“Your mother had a way of scaring folks into being scared of everyone, maybe it’s her?"

“Or her associates, from way back, retired but still having fingers in pies.”

“Just like someone else we know,” grumbled Dexter.

He got out of bed and reached for his dressing gown.

“Where are you going to?"

“To see what the Buddha has to say.”

“Well, I’m coming too then,” said Liz pulling herself together.

They walked down the Hotel corridor and knocked on his room door.

“Enter if you must, “said the old man.

Dexter opened the door and Alice held a silver Magnum short 45 to his head.

“Yes?” she asked with a grin.

“Don’t kill me Alice I want to see my other grandchild born.”

“Well, we learn something every day,” said Pop, “Well, night in this case.”

“Come in there’s plenty of room.”

Dexter looked at Alice, “Put some clothes on woman you make me feel like I need ironing.”

Alice growled at him as she lowered the weapon.

Liz came in and sat next to her dad, “It’s been a long time Pop since we last did this, Cal was still a screeching sprog remember?"

“Yep, and we would abandon her to the pixies to get some sleep, eh?” he smiled.

“Teething,” said Pop to Alice as she searched for something to cover up her nakedness.

The door knocked again, Alice took her gun and stood ready at the door for Dexter to open.

“Yes! who is it?"

“Baby on board,” said the voice.

He opened the door and let the family in, Erick was scratching his arm pit, Cal was holding the child who was grumbling and moaning.

“Teething,” said Pop, “Not as bad as you were though eh Elizabeth?"

“No! Pop she was a nightmare once her gnashers appeared.”

Cal gave her the shark gnashing grin as she came over to them.

Alice took the baby and placed him next to her skin inside her night gown, Tolly stopped instantly and gave them all peace.

“Ah!” said Cal, “Silence, oh, how nice, do we have any crisps or pop, Pop?"

“You were dying to say that one, weren’t you?” laughed Liz.

“Yep,” laughed Cal as she sat on Pops bed.

Erick slid down the wall near the door, “We couldn’t sleep Pop, so we came around to see you, its good that my mother-in-law is here as well and the Colonel.”

Liz smiled at him and pointed “You just remember mother’s day sunshine.”

“Ok, let’s get organized in here,” said Alice, “Boys on the chairs and girls on the bed now move.”

Pop pulled off the covers to reveal his nakedness.

“Whoop..., “Time out old man, what happened to the vest and pants program?"

“Eh! I’m just following orders from er indoors.”

“Alice threw his gown at him laughing, it’s just nature folk’s wrinkles and all.”

“So!” said Alice “We love you all, but what do you want?"

“Answers!” said Dexter.

“Well tell em what you told me, Mr Pickled walnuts,” laughed Alice, looking at the old man, “And close your legs or I won’t want any breakfast.”

“Well, for a start, are you Caledonia?” he asked.

“Yes, four months and counting, next!” she smiled.

His beaming smile warmed her heart, but Erick wanted an answer.

“How do we get out of this one Pop said Erick who was sitting on the floor scratching his back on the uneven wall, like a grizzly bear.

The old man looked at Cal to ask if this was normal behavior, she grinned and shrugged, “Like an old moose Pop, what can I say.”

Alice burst in on the conversation, “Tell them all, who’s plan it was in the first place Brain box.”

They stared at the old man.

“Thirty years ago, I was head of a planning group who came up with problems that might happen and indeed did happen in some cases, I planned to counter plans, someone else would come up with various systems that we could use to delay or subvert actions coming our way.”

They stared at him.

“I planned for the breakdown of democracy in the Western world, I took it apart using knowledge of countries and attitudes of peoples to certain let’s say, challenges.”

“I compared histories of our continent with certain hiccups.”

“What’s he saying, Alice?” asked Liz.

“One or more of his old buddies is bringing his plan to our time and starting an unstoppable chain reaction by killing VIP’s and key people.”

“Its the Saxon invasions, all over again,” said the old man.

“What?” asked Dexter.

“The Venerable Bede, a monk who wrote of the collapse of Roman Britain and how it was destroyed in one night by good planning and extreme violence, and of course no mercy, you have to be sure that your plan succeeds, or they will roll you up, so the first hit has to be good, all the heads have to fall in one go.”

“What is he saying now, Alice?” asked Liz.

“A big get together, the Saxons killed all the British Romano’s and took over Britannia in one ruthless strike, leaving Saxons on the south of the river Thames and Angles on the northern bank.”

“Why did you do this Pop?” asked Liz.

“To convince the big knobs that I could plan and that I could teach, it was part of my final degree thesis, take over the world in five easy stages.”

“Did he get good marks, Alice? “asked Dexter.

“No, they thought he was bonkers, well look at him, well, wouldn’t you?"

“So, who Pop?” asked Liz again.

“The planning group.”

“All of them?"

“I don’t know but we have to find them and ask.”

“All of them?” asked Dexter.

“Da..” said Liz, “List?"

Alice handed her the list.

“What do we do about defense Pop?” asked Erick.

“We must go back to the tools Erick, “said Cal, “No other way to stay out of it.”

Liz gave him the stare to silence his questions, “They will use you as leverage Erick so I will second you back to the UK from the Mounties, clear? “

He nodded.

“Big knobs from the university as well then Liz,” said Dexter, “And anyone who might have read it or used it in its bare form to complete another thesis, maybe Military thinkers and defense analyst’s.”

“That must be thousands of them, “said Cal.

“Is it possible to check it all out,” asked Dex.

“We have a man on it at the moment,” said Pop.

“Theo?” asked Liz.

Library tracking of books and thesis written by senior educators.”

Dexter pointed at him as he waited for the answer.

He nodded, “I suspect that it is only the one person, it would be illogical to form another leaking group, of planners.”

“Not if they were going to make a lot of money from it boss,” said Dexter, “They would want to know where the investment was going and keep a track on it as well.”

“Unless he was going to wipe them out, as I just said, he would have to be truly ruthless in every movement.” said Pop.

“This is getting us nowhere,” said Alice.

“Find the people check them out then regroup for another planning meeting to select the victims.”

“No! Alice that’s me and my job, my people you just step out of the circle and let the young folks do their thing. we are retired Alice.”

“You’ve said that before, you old fart!"

“Yeah, but now I mean it, Alice.”

“What if they’re part of your people Elizabeth?"

“Then they won’t be around long dear,” grumbled Liz.”

The door knocked.

“Shit!” mumbled Alice as she reached for her gun and pointed at the door.

“Come! “shouted Pop.

The door squeaked open, and Theo and Jessika walked into the crowded room.

“Wow, can we all breath at the same time folks or can one or two of you stop breathing, there’s not enough air in here for all of us,” laughed Theo.

Jess shuffled over to the Girl’s on the bed to snuggle up with Cal.

“List anyone?” he said passing the paper to the old man, who looked down it to the familiar names.

As the door closed a foot stopped it from closing.

“This is our Family Carol!” said Patrick, “These are the people I love, the good, the bad, and the ugly, but I love them all,” he dragged Carol into the room, she was giggling looking around at all the faces.

“Wine anyone?” he laughed with Carol, “We thought we might crash the party, he was carrying two bottles, and she was carrying one and a handful of plastic glasses.

“Good move Patrick,” said Theo, “Let’s have a family gathering, shove up Girls and share the duvet.”

The girls on the bed laughed as the wine was splashed around and some managed to drink it before spilling, no one really cared, it was a magical moment, and they all knew it.
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CHAPTER 3... Fenit Cove ... County Kerry 
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They sat on the beach enjoying the view of the golden sand and the blue sea.

Carol screamed at him when he told her of his idea.

“The old man has been doing this for years, he’s an expert for God’s sake and you agree to go back to the States to work, well you’re not! You are nuts Patrick!"

“I’m not hiding any more, and if we do stay here, it’s only a matter of time before they find us, so we run on our terms and not theirs, I’m going to contact the old man and tell him my plan, knowing him, I think that he’ll use that for his own advantage.”

Carol started to cry,” We become two goats tied to the tree, to bring the mountain lion out into the open.”

“We have to do this Carol, I’m not hiding anymore, if it happens then it’s going to be in full public view.”

“Is that his idea then?”

“I’m taking them on Carol, there’s no other way.”

“And his people for security?”

“No Carol, our own, the O’Brien clan have agreed to help.”

“And who are they?”

Patrick laughed at her “Most of the east coast, the boyos have contacts all over the place, I’ll employ Mickeleen, he knows everyone over there.”

“Gangsters?”

“Irish Americans Carol, the first people to arrive and all that.”

“I don’t like it Patrick the CIA are everywhere, and they have all the guns they need!”

“Yes Carol, but I have the people and they are far more important, get me darling?”

“I hope for peace Patrick, that’s all I want.”

“It’s not free Carol, we have to fight for it.”

“So do I need to carry a gun like Alice?”

“Only if you could kill them Carol, no need if you can’t.”

“Oh, I can kill them Patrick, if they point a weapon at you then they’ll get lead from me!”

“We are office workers girl, we don’t do the manual labor, get it?”

“And Alice?”

“It’s personal Carol, what can I say?”

“Well, it’s personal with me then, I’ll become loaded when we go home and I’ll shoot who ever tries it on with us, yes?”

He looked into her determined eyes and smiled at her with love.

“If they get past you then I’m a dead man, yes?”

“They won’t!”

“You will see the clan working Carol, you’ll see.”

“The clan?”

“The Irish tribe, you’ll see.”
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CHAPTER 4 ... The White House ... Washington DC ... USA
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The President was talking to a senior politician in the garden, they walked together talking as they went, Jon Boy stood in their way and stopped them going any further onto the south lawn.

“Why?” asked the President.

“One of my buddies in Afghanistan took out another sniper at about this distance, he said it was an easy shot on a windless day,” he stuck his finger in the air, “And it’s a windless today sir.

The President smiled at him and turned back; the man scowled at the Major for stopping the walk.

Jon Boy didn’t care, he was not his job, in fact, he thought, this guy might have wanted the President out there in the first place for the shot, he looked at the back of the man’s head as he herded them back into safety, “You would have been second guy,” he mumbled under his breath.

“So, Mr President these are your new Praetorian Guards, right?"

“Just friends of mine that I trust Greg, they worry and I’m not stopping that, well would you.”

“It’s a bit claustrophobic though Mr President, don’t you just want to just burst out and run around a little.”

“Yes, I do, Senator but I have experts that specialize in my safety why would I question them eh?"

“Yes of course Mr President why would you?"

When the man left, the President called for Jon Boy for a chat.

“Well, what do you think of the new man at the White House?"

“I don’t like him sir, he took you out there on purpose, I studied his movements he near as damn it, dragged you out there, sir.”

“Yes, I thought that too, but you see we have no proof, if I had proof that he was planning to have me killed would you take him out for me Jon Boy.”

“Yep, just give me the details and he’s a dead man sir.”

“You’re truly ruthless Major, is that normal?"

“Combat does that to you sir, it sharpens the mind to kill before being killed, I follow my feelings Mr President.”

“Yes, me too Major, say, how’s your wife doing?"

“She is ill at the moment Sir, eight months pregnant and now she’s got the flu or something.”

“Well get my Doctor to look at her Jon Boy.”

“Sir she’s in our house on the west coast with the kids, sir.”

“Not here with you then?”

“We need time to move our things sir.”

“Yes, well, we need to do something I think, so, take my helicopter and go and get them all, bring them here to the White house.”

“All of them sir?"

“Yes, Jon Boy, your boy’s will love it I know, go get em son, take my helicopter, they also need some exercise, so who would you leave in command to take your place?”

“I want to promote a young man sir, he’s officer material, he’s smart and he’s loyal.”

“Well do it JB, so who is he?”

“He’s one of my boys, Lenny Zimerski

, he’s smart and has been in action.”

“Well do it JB, I’ll leave all that to you, and he’ll run things while you’re out of town right.”

“Yes Mr President, he’s one of the good guys.”

“And he has talent for all this?”

“Well, you be the judge Mr President, for me, this guy could go all the way to the top.”

“Wow JB, now that’s a recommendation, I’d like to talk with him please.”

Jon Boy pressed recall on his phone, “Lenny, it’s me, remember when you said you could do this given the chance, well the chance is here for you, the President wants to talk to you, ok with that?”

“Ok, I’m going out of town for a few days, and I need to keep it all tight around here, can you do that for us?”

Lenny was speechless on the end of the line, “I am promoting you sergeant Zimerski, you’re taking over control of Presidential security as of one hour ago, clear?”

He listened to the shocked silence down the line, “Err .... ok, JB, but the central guys?”

“Homeland security on the hill, is now under your control, understand?”

“And if they give me trouble?”

“Don’t order, don’t shout, don’t threaten, you take command, clear?”

“Stealth like, right?”

“Yes cowpoke, use your natural talent at last.”

“And have some of that JB?”

“Yes, you do Captain Zimerski.”

“A Captain, sir?”

“What Lenny, too fast for you boy?”

“Err ...no sir, I’m ready.”

“Good, because the President wants to see your talent working, clear?”

“The President?”

“Yes Lenny, you have ten to get sorted, and you had better not be chewing gum, understood?”

“Sir, yes sir!”

The President was watching and listening to the conversation, “Family eh Jon Boy?”

“Exactly sir, these boys have been to hell and back by my side, and not a beat missed in all our wars.”

“The best CV I have ever heard JB; I see now why the old man likes you.”

“He likes me sir?”

“A similar CV, shared over the phone JB, you are his chosen one, great, eh?”

“Err .... yes Mr President, great.”

“Ok Jon Boy, I’ll make the call, so you get going and get this done, right?”
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“That’s what he said Honey so get ready I’m coming to pick you all up understand?"

“I understand Jon Boy, “she started to cry,

“It’s ok Pa, we will bring her along, no worries, mate,” said JJ on the line extension.

“Hey where did no worries come from JJ?"

“Oh! Crocodile Dundee on the TV, Pa.”

“Good old Crocodile Dundee eh, JJ? “said Jon Boy laughing.

“Get off the extension JJ,” said his Mother, “What time will you get here?"

“About one in the afternoon if all goes well, we’ll land on the lawn, ok?"

“Shit! The Presidents personal helicopter on our lawn.”

“Wow” said JJ on the extension line, “1300 hours clear Pa! we’ll be ready to receive over!"

“Just get your troops ready to roll baby,” said Jon Boy,

“Will do Sir! Ok, out!"

She heard the click and knew she could talk to him freely, “Do I need to be worried?”

“No! “he laughed “Just don’t tell the neighbors, let it come as a bit of a shock, eh?"

“You’re crazy Jon Boy Wilson!”

“We need to be together babe; I can’t live like this without you and the mob being here with me.”

“Hey, we aren’t a mob, we’re the Wilson’s and we’re now on the road!”

“Just to be technical babe, it’ll be the air!”

“Oh, shit!” she screeched before she cut him off.
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CHAPTER 6 ... The Hotel Conservatory ... Tralee 
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Liz was drinking orange juice in the conservatory of the Hotel, reading the paper, Patrick sat down beside her, “Could you help my girls Liz, just spend a few minutes of your valuable time teaching the girls some security defense work.”

“When Patrick?”

“Well now perhaps, on the grass behind the Hotel, they learn really quick Liz.”

“Yeah Patrick, why not let’s meet your girls then.”

He waved to the girls, and they came over, all dressed in new army fatigues.

“They look like special forces women,” said Liz.

“Well, they are Liz, they don’t need aggression training they just need a couple of quick stop em dead techniques for security.”

“This is Brenda, that’s Kathleen this is Kerry and young one is Megan.”

They nodded to her.

“Wow girls are you understanding what he’s asking you to do?"

“Yes Mrs. he wants us to stop people coming too close to him when he’s working,” said Brenda.

“Ok girls let’s get to it,” she stood up and walked to the main doors on the way she grabbed Dexter and Shane the barman, “I need your help gents could you come with us a moment.”

Dexter had been through this before, but Shane thought it was funny teaching little girl’s self-defense.

“So, girls, two techniques for stopping people when you’re doing security work.”

“Stand over there and watch me carefully,” she called Dex over to her.

“Now, to stop a larger person we have to be ahead of their movement which means that in effect you have to shorten the distance to them and take them down, shock normally stops them.”

“Like this,” Dex walked towards her she stepped up and pushed him sideways.  “When he’s down shout, security! Sorry Sir I’m just doing my job, understand?"

“Now, you try that, girls.”

They had great fun pushing the boys around, laughing and larking around.

Liz shouted over the noise, “We must be polite, sorry sir or sorry madam, I’m just doing my job as security, be firm, give em the face,” she scowled at Dexter.

The girls giggled at her.

“Now you.”

They practiced the faces needed.

“Now the second technique is a pull rather than a push, this is for people who get on your nerves and are not listening to your job warning, so you have to hurt them.”

“Like this,” Shane walked towards her, “He is coming into my personal space I don’t like it, so I pull him off balance then, twist the wrist, if he tries to get mardy, then it can be turned into an arm lock like this,” Shane grunted in pain, “Now you have control, but working you have to keep talking to the wayward person saying, I am security personnel please behave according to responsible behavior.”

“The speaking is very important Girls, this is not a fight its controlled deflection for your client, in this case Patrick, understand? Let go of him and then apologize for your action’s, saying I’m just doing my job sir, if it’s a man you can use your sex by saying he could buy you a drink in the bar after work, it all helps girls.”

“Yes!” they shouted and squealed in excitement.

“Now you have a go.”

Liz laughed at them as they learned how to inflict pain on the poor barman Shane, Dexter had gone to get some breakfast and get out of the way.

“Try it on each other Girls, you are professionals, and they are always polite even when inflicting pain on someone, clear?"

“Clear!” shouted the girls getting into the violent part of it.

“Be very clear on this lady’s, do not punch anyone, that’s a fight, push or pull that’s security, make it clear to your victims that you’re simply doing your job, yes?"

“Yes!” shouted the girls getting the point of it all.

Liz clapped them as they did the training, “Very good girls well done,” she left them to practice.

Shane the bar man gave in and left them to their excited practicing.

Dexter and Pop watched them from the Conservatory in the Hotel while eating their breakfast.

They laughed as George rolled up and started teaching them crowd control, linking arms and using their legs to inflict pain on protesters who cross the line.

He pulled in friends to take them on and laughed as they battered some of them.

He grinned at the watcher’s drinking tea, then left the girls to inflict pain on anyone wanting to have a go at playing with these four beautiful women.

Suddenly a car pulled up and Adrian demanded they get in and get some work done.

The lads watched the action in the animated silence of the conservatory, Patrick put words to the action, “Ah, feck off runt!” he mimicked Brenda, all of them were laughing at his funny statements made for the girls.

George came back and started teaching them close order stopping techniques for men who were too touchy for their liking.

Brenda giggled and flirted with him all the time, loving his company, her sisters gave her space to impress knowing that she liked the man very much, even though he was English and obviously connected to the secret services in some way.

“Oh, here we go gents!” said Patrick as he watched the action.

“What?” asked the old man.

Patrick nodded to the couple practicing falls and the girls standing watching.

“A problem you think Patrick?”

He grinned, “Na, I just hope he knows what he is getting into, these are Irish women, break their loyalty and he’s a dead man.”

Brenda had just got him in an arm lock and grabbed a handful of his chest hair to enforce the hold, the girls were giggling at the side of them.

Talbot burst out laughing, “Poor old gorilla, I’d call that entrapment, wouldn’t you boy?”

Patrick burst out laughing at the statement.
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JJ spotted the Helicopter coming low over the estate, he stood up and made the H sign then he did the safe sign with arms open wide to land here then pointing with both hands to the prepared spot where he had taped a giant white cross on the grass.

He saw the pilot grinning at him, and he gave JJ the thumbs up sign before he slowly placed the chopper square onto their back lawn.

JJ gave the pilot the, you have landed sign, and then he gave him the thumbs up with a wide grin.

“That kid of yours Jon Boy, is after my job man!” said the pilot laughing to him.

Jon Boy laughed at the pilot and nodded in agreement as he unlocked and opened the main sliding door.

The loader rolled out the stairs and flipped them out onto the grass.

Jon Boy waved to his family, the boys were up the stairs and into the chopper before he could get his safety line off.

They squealed and climbed up and onto him, he just had time to kiss them, then just as suddenly they were gone and ran to see the pilot and play with the switches.

He saw her crying as he ran down the steps, he picked her up off the ground.

She hugged him crying, then he noticed his friends and family crowding the chopper.

He greeted them, hugging and kissing them all in greeting.

His Father-in-law started the chain of people loading the plane up with all of their boxes, Jon Boy joined the chain to load, but the load master of the helicopter took control of storage, pushing him out of the way, “Go see your folks, man!” he said.

He sat her down in the Presidents chair and strapped her in, then went to reclaim his children from the pilot.

“Hey! Bike’s you guy’s we’ll need your bike’s, go get em,” he shouted to the boys.

Friends shook hands and promised to look after the house, then his mother-in-law grabbed him and whispered in his ear.

“She ain’t far off Jon Boy, I think you need to take her directly to the Hospital when you get there, it could be close, hear me?"

“Yes mom, will do.”

The boys arrived with their bikes and a sack full of various balls, little Jocky lugged the balls, JJ and Jimmy pushed the bikes, the load master took them off the boys and handed them to one of his crew, the family stood on the top step and waved just before the load master pulled up the step and slammed the door shut.

“Sit down and strap in, please, take off in thirty second’s folks,” said the Captain over the sound system, the helicopter lifted very slowly off the ground the kids shouting with excitement.

He held her hand as it lifted into the air, they waved out of the windows to family and friends, she was still crying just to have her man back, but more than that she was now having regular pains, but she didn’t want to scare the men folk.

It went away and she was so relieved as she waved.

Jon Boy poured her some hot coffee from the flask and smiled “You’ll love the enclave Honey, swimming pool, sauna the whole nine yards.”

She grunted as she smiled back at him and hoped to hell that it would be ok, “How long?”

“A fuel stop in the mid-west some place, we can get you checked out with the Air Force medical people if you like Honey, you ok with that?”

She smiled her thanks and tried her hardest not to show the pains she was having.

“So, what’s he like JB?”

“Who, the President?”

“Yes, the President, so what’s he like?”

“Well polite, smart, capable.”

“I don’t want a job interview, just what’s he like?”

“You’ll like him babe.”

“But why you Jon Boy?”

“Well ............ I think it must have been a recommendation from an old friend.”

“Scottish friend?”

He laughed at her words, “Err ... no, his father-in-law, he’s English and a very nice old gentlemen, if you ever meet him. you’ll see for yourself Honey.”

She was trying so hard to keep up the conversation, but the pains were back, and she was starting to panic. 

“Ok Honey?”

“Yeah, just indigestion, hot dogs, I just have to stop eating onions on my hot dogs.”

He squeezed her hand, but he watched her face and saw the signs, he was also starting to panic.
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Patrick sat down with Dexter and Pop to drink his coffee, after breakfast.

“Are we clear chaps on what’s going to happen and what we all have to do?” asked the old man.

“Yep,” said Patrick.

“Well, not so clear for me Pop.”

“Just stop her from making too many enemies, protect and serve Dexter that’s your new job.”

“Do you want to swap jobs Dex,” asked Patrick.

“No thanks! Grasshopper, you must complete the challenge with the hot vases and your wrist’s and smell your own burning flesh with a gritty smile.”

“All quite normal then,” grinned Patrick

“Don’t be too flash Patrick, don’t make too many enemies,” said Pop.

“Enemies! “echoed Patrick.

“And don’t be such a smart arse when someone points a camera at you,” grumbled Dexter.

“You’re jealous of my public charm?"

“Yes, he is Patrick but he’s not in public anymore, clear Dexter?” said Pop.

“Aye!” grumbled Dexter.

“Good luck with the Girls son,” said Pop “Are they safe?"

“Err no, but their brother isn’t, so they’ll fit right in.”

“Who are they protecting you from,” asked Dexter.

“They aren’t real protection Dex “said Pop “They are the diversion, am i right Patrick?"

“Bang on as usual Pop, confusion, smoke, mirrors and women, “laughed Patrick.

“I’m glad not to be with you on this one Patrick,” laughed Dexter.

“Yeah me too, Mr, I can’t stand the waiting Dexter,” laughed Patrick.

“Let’s be careful gentlemen, no risks, as planned, no changes unless they do Patrick.”

“You can follow the action on TV I think,” grinned Patrick.

“Slowly, slowly, catches the monkey Patrick, too quick and it becomes a snatch and grab, understood?”

Dexter started laughing at Patrick’s confused face.

“What do monkeys have to do with it?” Asked Patrick.

The donkey started laughing at him as Dexter joined in laughing at him.
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CHAPTER 9 ...  Presidential Helicopter Flight ... Mid-West ... USA
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She groaned in pain as she tried to stand.

He knew instantly what was happening, it had happened three times before, she looked at him and whispered, “Sorry Jon Boy, a go, go, go, major.”

“Medical emergency Captain she is going into labor find a Hospital and land there please as soon as possible.”

“We’re over Denver at the moment, I’m searching maps, the co-pilot will find one Jon Boy, he’s on the job man, be cool eh!”

“I am cool man, we’ve been here before, I think she’s an hour off the time, so move it Captain please.”

She groaned louder.

“Change of plan Captain you need to go down now man we don’t have ten minutes in my opinion man so move it.”

The boys stared in shock at their mother groaning in so much pain.

“Go help the co-pilot find a place to put down boys! “he growled at them.

They understood and rushed into the Captain’s cabin to help and look out of the windows for something that looked like a Hospital.

“There,” pointed Jimmy “The light over there its flashing red light, we found one Pa,” he shouted through.

“Down Pilot now, it will have to do.”

The helicopter landed on the little hillock just above the flashing light, Jon Boy slid open the door and kicked the steps out ready.

“Ok babe we’re here just in time, just hang on a moment and we can get the Medic to help.”

A nurse ran out to the Presidents Helicopter to ask if there was a problem.

“Yes nurse” said Jon Boy “My wife is about to have a baby can you help us please.”

“Well sure dear, bring her in the Doctor will help all he can I’m sure, sorry we don’t have any wheelchairs.”

“What no chairs?” grumbled Jon Boy “What Kind a Hospital is this?”

“We don’t need wheelchairs because we ain’t a Hospital sir, this is a veterinary surgery for small animals.”

“I don’t give a shit!” shouted Kelly, “Let’s just get this done, move your asses everyone, now!” she screamed at them.

Jon Boy lifted her out of the helicopter down the steps and into the waiting room full of dogs, cats and confused people looking at the President with his pregnant wife who was screaming her head off at all of them.

The Vet looked and waved him over to a side room with a smile, a nurse had prepared a large table for her to lie on, she screamed as she was placed onto the table, and wouldn’t let go of Jon Boy’s hand.

“I have to ask sir do you trust me to do this Mr?” asked the Vet.

“Major Wilson, a Presidential aid, this is my wife Kelly, we’re on rout to Washington when....................”

“Yes! he does,” Screamed Kelly.

Jon Boy just nodded to him.

The nurses and the Vet took over and tried to push Jon Boy out, he stood firm.

“We go through this together man, that’s how it is with us.”

“I have no time to argue sir,” said the Vet, so he removed her clothing, staring at the nurses, they moved to get the equipment needed for the birth.

“She’s just a bigger version lady’s its all the same biology so switch on, gloves on, let’s go.”

The boy’s stayed in the helicopter listening to the radio and asking questions the co-pilot couldn’t answer most of the time, his job was to keep them in there and out of the way.

They all waited for the news, good or bad.

Animals were treated as normal, by other Vet’s but the clients didn’t go home they waited for the news with their dogs, like everyone else.

When a baby crying started the place erupted in cheering and whooping, slapping each other’s hands in pleasure in high fives.

“A boy!” shouted a nurse coming out of the room with a great big grin on her face.

The place erupted again in shouting and whooping, the helicopter pilot laughed with the rest of them, then rushed back to the aircraft to give them all the good news.

“Nature has been good to us today sir said the Vet, she’s young and healthy it’s her fourth birth, so her body knows better than us what to do, I see no problems.”

“How long does she need to rest, Doc?"

“In a rush?"

Jon Boy walked out of the room with the doctor to ask the obvious question,

“Well, my Boss wants his helicopter back real soon Doc do you see my problem sir?"

The Vet laughed, “Yeah I get your problem Major, but she won’t, best of luck with that one man.”

He shook the man’s hand in thanks then went back in the delivery room, the nurses were taking photos with Kelly and the baby, they had propped her up with cushions to be able to talk, she was laughing with them in relief and thanks.

He snuggled up to her and held her head in his arms.

“How are we doing Marine? “she whispered.

“Never happier darling and how are you doing?"

“Well, you give birth to a bowling ball and then I’ll ask you that dumb question.”

The nurse handed her the newborn little man wrapped in a clean dog blanket; he cried as he blinked at the lights.

So did Jon Boy at the magical moment they now shared in an animal hospital in the middle of nowhere.

“This one is the artist, Jon Boy.”

“Well, he chose the place maybe he’s going to be a Vet.”

“Yeah, not of war, of animals, yeah?"

“Yes Babe, a good man, a dog whisperer maybe?”

“Where are we Doc?" asked Jon Boy.

“Well, this is Wayne county,” said the Vet smiling at them.

“Good name?” he asked, looking at her.

“Yes, a good and memorable name.”

“County! That’s settled then, a good name!” he smiled at her.

She whacked him on the arm smiling at the new little man in their family.

“Good to go Doc?”

The doctor burst out laughing, the nurses joined in.

“You know where to send the bill, right?”

“No charge Major, it has been our honor to serve, right ladies?”

They started the applause that echoed through the whole building as Kelly was carried out to the waiting helicopter, the pilot carried the newborn Wayne Wilson showing the people as he walked out of the animal hospital.

She gave Jimmy a kiss when she was loaded up in a comfortable seat,” Thanks little Guy for finding the hospital for me so quick.”

“Sorry it was a Vet hospital Mom.”

“No! Jim, you did your best in an emergency situation, and it was good and clear thinking, I’m proud of you, I’m just saying thanks for saving my life son,” she said starting to cry again.

“No worries, mate,” he said wandering off to see what JJ was up to, who told him to buckle up and fast.

She looked at Jon Boy confused.

“Good old Crocodile Dundee!”  he whispered and laughed.

The Helicopter took off very slowly and headed east, they waved to the crowd of animal lovers.
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CHAPTER 10 ... Longmore House ... Kent ... UK
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The door knocked in the nursery kitchen as she read her newspaper.

“Who Albert?”

“It’s Caledonia and family Madam!” said Albert, her Butler.

Helen jumped up in excitement, “Wow Albert, that’s our granddaughter bring her in please”.

“Yes, Madam I will send them in” he walked off at his normal slow pace.

Helen checked her hair in the parlor mirror, suddenly the door opened, and Caledonia walked in and smiled at her Grandmother.

“Tuffti, my darling it’s so good to see you”.

Erick followed in after his wife, Helen gave him a nod and pointed for them all to sit down, she picked up a little bell and rang it.

Albert came in,” You called madam”.

“Tea please, best China Albert, for all of us, these are our Family” she said in excitement.

Caledonia stared at Albert.

He’s our Butler and best friend Caledonia, my most loyal man remember? He is my Family as well as you.

Albert shuffled out of the room.

“Can you trust him Grandma?” said Cal.

“With my life Caledonia! I take it by that statement that this is an official visit?”

“She has released your name as retired from public life, taking up farming in your Kent based farm.”

“Oh! I get it then; the old man has made me the sacrificial lamb, correct?”

Cal grinned at her, “He said that you would get the picture straight off.”

Helen smiled at her, “So when do we expect the come on?"

“Any time now! He said to prepare, he expects heavy gear so hunker down, we also need prisoners so don’t kill them all”.

Helen grinned at her, “That’s for you then dear, me and mine will kill them all, understood?”.

Erick asked, “You don’t seem fazed by all this Helen?”

She smiled at him, “Not at all Erick this is what we do for a living dear, we are prepared for most things, I might have to get Albert to check the heavy equipment, we haven’t used in a while”.

Erick stared at her in amazement.

“Close one’s mouth Erick” said Cal, laughing.

“I was in the girl guides dear, the motto is be prepared, I’ve been waiting for them to show up, let’s just hope we have enough ammo!” laughed Helen.

Albert returned with the tray of tea and cakes, shuffling into the room and carefully placing them on the center coffee table.

“We have a situation Albert, could you check equipment please”.

“Long range Madam or do we have a close combat situation?"

Helen looked at Cal.

“Err... we need to prepare to take them down as they arrive, I think Albert.” said Cal.

“I’ll prepare the Milan anti-tank kit then Madam”.

Helen grinned at Cal, “Don’t be fooled by his dozy looks Caledonia he is a first class shot, he used to do George’s job for many years, I asked him to marry me years back, but he prefers to protect me instead, couldn’t take to sex could you Albert?"

Albert’s face changed color as he stared at Helen.

“Oh! Don’t start Albert, they’re Family it’s perfectly normal man, they understand, so wind it in, there’s a good lad.”

He nodded as he left the room.

“Why did you embarrass him like that?"

She held her finger in the air,” I wanted him to know that I still very much love him,” she waited for something.

The door clicked shut.

Cal pointed to the door.

“He’s not as dumb as he looks, don’t underestimate old blokes dear!"

Cal grinned back at her, “No Grandmother, or old women!”

Helen pointed at her, then at the tea, “You can be Mother, oh you are, aren’t you dear?”

Cal started to pour the tea into the China cups as Helen focused in on Erick “So what are you, Indian, a Muslim, what?”

He grinned back at her, “Canadian first Nation Inuit, I was the man in your security team who found your dead husband in the barn remember? Who you killed with a big black horse, and I still can’t get my head around how you did that.”

“And you puked up your lunch as I recall, you’re not going to do that now are you, Erick?”

He smiled at her, “You know all about me don’t you Grandmother?”

“Everything, your police record, your arrests, even your ex-girlfriend who is now married to an ice hockey star, interested in her history?”

He shook his head and smiled.

“A slapper I’m told.”

He started laughing at her, “Yes I can shoot!”

She smiled back at him, “Good to hear it Erick, and you can ride I’m told, and the old woman?”

He nodded, “She’s my Grandmother and I love her very much, clear?”

Helen innocently smiled at him, “Touchy, eh?”

“Nanna, leave him alone please, Pop suggested that we help you in some way.”

“His protection program then?”

Helen turned again to Erick, “You’re going to have to kill people Inuit, can you do that?”

“For my family? yes!”

“Dust to dust, the lot of them?”

“Yes!”

“So, you carry the Mounty legend then, we always get our man?”

“Leave him alone GM, when he says yes, he means yes, isn’t that enough?”

Helen focused on her, “And you madam, no running away this time?”

“Oh, give it a rest woman!”

“Good to clear the air don’t you think?” she smiled at them, she sipped her tea, the little pinkie finger waved in the air as Erick and Cal watched her every movement.

Helen focused on the baby, she placed her cup down and wanted to take him from her.

Cal handed Tolly over to her and watched her reaction.

“Oh my, a man in the family at last, welcome home little man, grow up quick because we need your strength,” she walked away into the corner of the room holding little Tolly, tears flooded into her eyes as she stared at him, “We’ve been waiting a long time for you boy, now let’s see if they can take me with a man in the house, eh?”

Cal and Erick shared the look as they watched, Cal smiled at him, and it calmed his fears a little.

“We are not going to die here Erick.” said Cal.

“Guns Nana?”

Helen smiled “Lots and lots of guns dear, so what do you prefer these days?”

“Don’t start on me Nana, I still haven’t forgotten Las Vegas!”

“Oh, give it a rest Caledonia, dust to dust for a bunch of scum bags, well done that woman, yes world, oh, yes, I’ll tell her! The world says thanks Caledonia, a star of the circus, walking the wire for the rest of us, keeping us safe while we all have that peaceful sleep.”

“Ok, ok, point made and taken grandmother, ok?”

Helen focused on Erick again, “And you can bloody cheer up Indian! This is the war path, so wake up!”

Cal stared at her in silence.

“Yes, ok, understood Caledonia, just a little pre action nerves, do forgive me people.”
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CHAPTER 11 ... Top Floor ... Whitehall ... London
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Liz placed the phone down and stared at Dexter.

“What about a trip out to the country?” said Liz, watching him doing a crossword and getting frustrated by it.

“What the hell does, to thwart mean?"

“Stop, perhaps?" she smiled still watching him struggle.

“No, it’s got to have four letters”.

She watched as his brain clunked into action counting the letters needed.

He looked up at her and grinned, “Look I’m not an office type Liz, these walls are driving me bonkers.”

Liz smiled at him,” Stand away from the newspaper, your brain is in danger of exploding, do not touch the pen, do not attempt the scribble,” she laughed at him.

“Yes out’s, a great idea” he said scrunching up the paper and throwing it into the bin.

“Fancy visiting a stately home, Dexter?"

He stared at her suspiciously, “You have a plan Ma’am?”

“Yes, a curious one, why have we not seen you for a while question and answer session with a real-life Marquis.”

“A blue blood a real Hoo Har Henry?"

“A lord of the realm, got his own Salmon stretch of one of your Highland rivers, in fact the river belongs to him.”

“Do we kill him? Lilly.”

“Certainly not, you are just not a Gentleman Hamish, please behave or I will have to lock you up in one of his tower’s.

“Oh, a big place then?"

“You ain’t seen nothing yet kid, just buff your boots before we go in, please!"

She pressed for her secretary.

“Yes Ma’am!”.

“I’m going out Ruby collect my security team could you, full tactical please!"

“Ma’am!” said Ruby in her monotone voice.

Dexter grinned at her.

“You have an opinion Mr?”

“No dear, just observing, for your final exam’s, for your GCSE’s.”

“I’m not even going to ask, moron!"

“Well! up to now you have a tick and a gold star, keep it up and you’ll get a cake!"

She stuck her tongue out at him.
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