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        A long time fan of Lee Child’s Jack Reacher novels and Matthew Reilly’s fast-paced stories,  ex-Army Reservist and Queensland author Frank H Jordan penned his own high-action thriller series, inspired by the brave men and women of the Australian Defence Force.

        Enter, ex-Special Forces soldier Jo Modeen.

      

      

      
        
        Modeen: Salvation is the tenth instalment in the thrilling Jo Modeen series.

      

        

      
        The books in the series are available as paperbacks, ebooks, and 3-book box sets from your favourite online retailer, and as a 6-book collection from selected online stores. The first 3 books in the series are also available as audio books.
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        Camp Russell, Afghanistan.

        A tall figure strides out of the compound to melt into the mirage shimmering on the sun-baked desert horizon.

      

        

      
        Back home in Australia, Jo Modeen finds herself dealing with a mission in the midst of a devastating global pandemic, and wondering why Ben has not yet returned from Afghanistan. Given the relentless vilification he has suffered recently, could he be falling victim to PTSD, perhaps spiralling out of control? Now that would be a highly dangerous prospect….

      

        

      
        He needs to be found.

        And soon.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Camp Russell, Afghanistan, seven days ago.

      Troops in the mess hall stared numbly at the TV as images of Bagram Airbase flashed on screen, accompanied by a Pashto reporter’s urgent commentary. Amid sounds of gunfire, US soldiers were seen sprinting toward an upturned Humvee, while the scrolling ticker tape at the bottom of the screen read:

      BREAKING NEWS: three US Marines killed in Taliban assault on military base.

      The watching troops made no comment as the Al Jazeera news reporter’s yammering continued. They’d been deployed in Afghanistan long enough for the raids to become a daily occurrence, an unavoidable element of the country’s long-standing, widespread conflict.

      Then the TV screen flickered and the next story broke.

      Wails emitted from the speakers as shaky footage showed villagers standing over, or collapsed beside, charred corpses. The smoke and debris of a settlement blown apart by mortars surrounded them on all sides.

      At the mention of Dambak in the commentary, the large man reclining on a mess hall couch pushed himself upright, uncurling muscular arms from behind his head as his eyes flicked to the screen to read the ticker tape.

      BREAKING NEWS: peaceful village of Dambak, Uruzgan Province, reduced to rubble in Taliban raid.

      Frowning, Ben Logan blew a breath through pursed lips.

      Dambak....

      He watched silently, his frown deepening. When the next story came on screen, he rose gingerly to his feet, one hand clamped over the scarred site of recent abdominal surgery. The bullet had torn through his lower abdomen, the Army surgeon had informed him, requiring the removal of ten per cent of his small intestine.

      ‘You won’t miss it,’ the surgeon had said as if expecting the question. ‘The remaining ninety per cent is more than enough to get by.’

      But Ben hadn’t asked the question.

      Didn’t care enough to ask.

      After limping to his barracks, he eased himself onto the cot, opened his laptop, and typed DAMBAK into the search window. At the top of a list of related files, an archived folder popped up, one that hadn’t been opened in years.

      He let his head fall back against the wall and stared into space.

      Dambak....

      It was during their second tour of Afghanistan, when his SASR unit repelled al-Qaeda militia from the village. The militia had killed most of the men, taken and/or raped many of the women and children. Ben recalled following three insurgents into a low-set mud brick building during an intense fire-fight. After a hail of harsh words from inside one of the rooms, a cruel, guttural laugh had rung out, followed by a single gunshot.

      After charging in and neutralising the insurgents, he found them, hiding in the rubble. The woman was crying silently, cradling her dying husband in blood-spattered arms, while the little girl gazed at Ben, her striking green eyes swimming with unshed tears.

      In the weeks following the raid, as the SASR unit helped to rebuild Dambak and restore order, the remaining villagers came to trust their Aussie saviours. Many formed close bonds with the soldiers, as did the newly widowed Darsameen and her daughter, Zeeana, with Ben. It couldn’t last, of course. As soon as initial recovery work was completed, the unit was redeployed elsewhere.

      Clicking on a jpeg file, he brought up an image and enlarged it on the screen. The scanned photograph showed him about to ship out, standing tall and proud while the woman and girl hugged him from either side. Darsameen’s dark eyes gazed sadly into the camera lens, while Zeeana’s flashed green from beneath a thin veil. She stood defiantly robust amid the chaos of her country’s civil war. With perfect facial contours, large intelligent eyes, and a dark mane of hair, the girl was undeniably striking.

      Had she and her mother survived this latest conflict? Was it possible they were still there, in the village he’d helped rebuild but was once more reduced to piles of rubble?

      He stared intently at the happy snap.

      If they were still alive, what sort of future could they hope to have now their home had been destroyed?

      His expression darkened.

      Did we save you and rebuild your village only to provide future sport for the Taliban?

      He slammed the laptop closed.
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      ‘It’s been three weeks.’ Modeen eyed NatSec National Operations Manager, Jack Pender, seated across the desk from her, his unflappable expression firmly in place. She picked up wafts of Old Spice aftershave, and knew the fragrance would linger long after he left the office. ‘He should’ve recovered enough to be able to travel by now.’

      Jack sat back, clasping his hands together over his suit coat. ‘Surgery of that kind usually involves a four to six week recuperation period.’

      ‘This is Ben we’re talking about. “Usually” doesn’t apply to him.’ She paused to run a hand over her close-cropped, platinum blonde hair, before narrowing her eyes. ‘Why do I get the feeling he’s not coming home?’

      Jack exhaled and sat forward. ‘Because it appears he isn’t, at least not for a while. I received his resignation via email this morning.’

      She frowned. ‘Ben has resigned from NatSec?’

      ‘Correct.’

      Her frown deepened. ‘And he stayed over there, in Camp Russell?’

      Jack shook his head. ‘He left the camp. Just got up, packed his kit, and walked out into the desert.’

      ‘But according to this,’ and she swung her laptop around so Jack could see the screen, ‘he is still there.’

      Glancing at the blue dot blinking on the screen, Jack gave a wry huff. ‘It appears he’s picked up some bad habits.’ He arched an eyebrow at her. ‘I recall another agent removing her tracker not so long ago, and leading Ben on a chase. Seems he’s inclined to return the favour.’

      ‘So he’s gone rogue.’

      ‘No, he’s just gone. As I said, he’s resigned from NatSec, so is now a free agent ... mostly. You’re aware of the gag order that applies to all ex-agents?’

      She gave a tight-lipped nod as a brooding expression dropped like a veil over her face. ‘We need to go to Afghanistan, sir.’

      ‘Putting aside the “we” for the moment, tell me why you need to do that?’

      ‘To bring him home of course.’

      Jack leaned back again and studied her for a long moment before saying slowly, ‘This is your first time in the team leader role, and you’re sitting on a whole raft of additional responsibilities you need to get your head around ASAP. It’s a big ask, but you have my full confidence.’ He paused, and when she said nothing, went on. ‘One thing you’ll have to come to terms with is losing people, one way or another.’

      ‘I understand that—’ She stopped when he raised a hand.

      ‘Hear me out. We have to respect a staff member’s decision to leave the organisation.’

      ‘But what if Ben’s not making sound decisions at the moment?’ At Jack’s questioning frown, she said, ‘You know what’s happened recently, how the Australian media put him and his family through the ringer. Even the ADF, who hailed him as a hero and pinned medals on his chest when he was their poster boy, threw him under the bus. And of course you knew his marriage broke down, no doubt thanks to all the negative publicity and pressure.’

      ‘I am aware of all that.’ Jack continued regarding her levelly. ‘But we have to face facts. He’s no longer with NatSec, his safety is no longer the agency’s responsibility.’

      ‘We can’t just wipe our hands of him, Jack! He’s not in a good place right now. Losing his family and being stripped of his good name will have taken a huge toll on his emotional, physical, and mental health.’

      ‘I understand, and like you, I want to see Ben safely back in Australia, whether as an agent or not.’ He stopped speaking to rub his chin thoughtfully. They sat in silence for a long moment, and then he took a deep breath and said, ‘Look ... what you and other agents do between assignments is your call, as long as it doesn’t interfere with our core business. And speaking of business....’ Straightening, he patted the folder on the desk in front of him. ‘Right now, this mission takes priority over everything else. I’m relying on you to ensure it is completed as a matter of urgency.’

      About to say more, she met his steely gaze and slowly shut her mouth. When he slid the folder across the desk to her, she accepted it with a brisk nod.
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      In the penthouse office of the high-rise in Pyrmont, Sydney, the chairman of JustFacts Media eyed his company secretary, noting the wariness in the woman’s characteristically long-suffering expression. ‘We can’t let Logan get away with this, Gayle,’ he barked. ‘Not after all the time and effort we’ve spent on him.’

      ‘Despite his being acquitted of all allegations and wrongdoings?’

      With an irate, ‘Humph,’ the chairman thumped back in his chair, making it rock on its wheeled frame.

      ‘Besides,’ Gayle went on evenly, ‘his reputation has been severely damaged and his personal life is in tatters. Isn’t that enough?’ She flinched when the media mogul lurched forward to pound his desk with a bony, sun-spotted fist.

      ‘Damn it, Gayle, he made us look bad! I’m not swallowing it, no way.’ He slumped back again to scowl at her. ‘Surely we have someone who can dig up some dirt on this guy? I want him stripped of that VC.’

      ‘But is it wise to keep pursuing Logan? We still don’t know what he’s been doing since leaving the ADF.’ Gayle spoke slowly, choosing her words carefully. ‘It has been suggested, in light of the company he keeps, that he might be a senior operative with ASIO.’

      The chairman spluttered, ‘Logan, a spy? That’d be gold! The way spies slide under the radar makes the general public highly suspicious of them.’ He rubbed his hands together. ‘Exposing Logan as a shadowy undercover figure would certainly dull the glow of those medals on his chest.’

      ‘But ... we’d also be exposing one of Australia’s own undercover agents.’

      ‘So? If we can find him out, others can too. It just means ASIO’s security needs tightening up, and that’s not our problem.’

      Gayle sighed. ‘Well, it’s probably a moot point anyway. Logan’s out of the country at present.’

      ‘Where out of the country?’

      ‘Afghanistan, according to our sources.’

      ‘What’s he doing over there?’

      ‘Remember how the Americans and British ramped up their overseas forces some weeks back for a hush-hush military operation?’

      ‘’Course I do. They tried to keep it under wraps, especially the Brits, but we heard about it.’ His lips twisted. ‘Too late to headline it, though.’

      ‘Well, it’s suspected Logan was somehow involved. We sent in a reporter, but once again we were too late, the operation had already ended.’

      ‘I hate those words, “too late”, and I hate how often I hear them.’ The chairman swivelled in his chair, to stare moodily out the window at the bustling city below his twenty-ninth storey office.

      Gayle waited, knowing from experience it didn’t pay to speak at times like this.

      ‘So...,’ he finally said broodingly, ‘Logan stayed in Afghanistan.’

      ‘As far as we know.’

      ‘Well, well. That might just work in our favour.’ He nodded and swivelled back to face her, his eyes glittering. ‘New mud sticks better than old. Who’ve we got over there at the moment?’

      Gayle snapped, ‘Dick.’

      ‘Excuse me?’

      ‘Oh ... um .. investigative reporter, Dick Masters. You remember him. He’s been on the Logan case from the beginning. Successfully muddied the waters to start the ball rolling.’

      ‘Oh yeah ... the weedy little brown-nosing upstart. I like him.’ Pausing to stare at her, the chairman barked, ‘Masters is in Afghanistan right now?’

      ‘As we speak, on another assignment.’

      ‘Good, good.’ His lips spread over his teeth in a triumphant grin. ‘He’ll do as he’s told, especially if he wants another Journalist of the Year award. Wish we had a dozen more like him.’ Stabbing the desk with a finger, he ordered, ‘Make it happen, Gayle. Take him off that assignment and put him on this one.’

      Raising her eyebrows, she said resignedly, ‘You’re the boss.’

      ‘And don’t you forget it.’
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      High in the mountains north-west of Tarin Kowt the sun edged over the horizon, its rays creeping across the level outcrop and the form lying pressed against the rock wall beneath a small overhang. With the sun came a morning breeze, the chill air wafting across the sleeper’s face.

      Opening his eyes, Ben yawned and stretched, dislodging the thin layer of dew covering his kit. About to sit up, he grimaced, braced a hand over his abdomen, and slumped back onto his bivvy bag.

      So much for keyhole surgery being ‘minimally invasive’. This doesn’t feel minimal.

      He gave a grunt.

      They may as well have opened me right up to get a clear view of what they were doing. It’s not as if I’m worried about another scar.

      While waiting for the spasms to recede, he took a photograph from a top pocket and studied it. Trusting green eyes gazed back at him from the laminated computer printout.

      Little Zeeana.

      Her face, her name, tugged at his heartstrings. He needed to know if they’d survived, she and her mother. Had to know, in fact.

      Yes, he actually felt something.

      Surely it was a good sign? Lately it was like his insides were filled with granite. Or worse, an impervious emptiness.

      Rolling onto his side, he bent his knees and shuffled into a sitting position. Resting his back against the rocks, he swept a glance over the vista before him. Beneath his elevated position the mountains dropped away to a barren desert, and in the far distance he could see the green hue of vegetation following a tributary of the Helmand river. Out here, alone and isolated, he had the freedom and solitude he needed to heal.

      And it wasn’t just physical healing he needed.

      Reaching for his backpack, he toppled it closer and retrieved another photo from a side pocket. This one was no scanned copy or computer printout. It was the real deal, on high quality paper with vibrant colours and a glossy finish. The figures in it stood on a beach, beaming into the camera. A sandy, bathing-suited Emily stood with a gap-toothed Chelsea by her side, the little girl’s hand in her mother’s, frilly beach hat askew above her pink-ribboned pigtails.

      This time his heart turned over.

      He’d taken the photo on a holiday at the seaside, where Chelsea built sandcastles on the beach, splashed and squealed in the gentle waves, and exhausted herself trying to bury her ‘tho big Daddy’ in the sand. It was him they were beaming at in the photo, back when he was still husband and father to his little family.

      Back when life was good ... before everything he held most dear was torn from his grasp.

      The lump building in his throat made it hard to swallow.

      What had he done to deserve the tearing apart of his life? Wasn’t he the country’s most decorated soldier, and a fellow Australian to the journalists who’d done their damnedest to crucify him? How was it they could be heeded and applauded, even awarded for their callous, self-serving actions, while he, the innocent party, was left to suffer alone? And why had the ADF turned its back on its most decorated soldier, simply because of some unfounded allegations of war crimes made against him? Allegations later proven to be false, but would forever taint his reputation. The ADF’s blatant lack of support only furthered the relentless attacks by the gutter press, on both his military and personal life.

      Mud sticks, and everyone in the public eye knows it. Despite the allegations being quashed, the pressure and persistent hounding had taken its toll on his family, ripping them apart.

      He stared into Emily’s smiling face in the photo.

      She was the love of his life.

      Gone.

      Taken from him in an unwinnable fight; a signature on a decree nisi making him her ex-husband, and leaving little to no hope of reconciliation.

      He sucked in a ragged breath.

      Splitting their joint life in two was bad enough, but the thought of his wife – ex-wife – and daughter in the arms of another man....

      Blinking hard, he shoved both photos into his breast pocket and stared out across the desert.

      Another wife and daughter had lost their husband and father, only it was death, not divorce, that left Darsameen and Zeeana fending for themselves in dangerous territory.

      Again, Ben felt the heart tug.

      He was here, in their country. Assuming he could find them, could he help them somehow? Searching for the pair would give him a purpose while he waited to heal....

      Breaking open one of his ration packs, he found a tube of condensed milk and coffee and squeezed a portion into his mouth. The intense, charry sweetness made him pucker his lips and screw up his face.

      Well, that’s breakfast done and dusted.

      In his current physical condition, the village of Dambak would be a full two days’ march.

      Time to get moving.
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      ‘As requested, I’ve loaded these with files restored from the last backup we had of Ben’s data.’ NatSec’s IT technician placed a laptop and phone on the desk and then straightened to tug the jacket of her smart business suit. ‘Your administration rights have been upgraded, so you can access the data using your own password and login.’

      Modeen eyed the young woman standing in front of her desk. ‘How current is the data, Harper?’

      ‘Very,’ came the confident reply. ‘Backups are our number one priority, as I’m sure you know. The organisation spends a lot of time and resources on up-to-the-minute data storage and recovery. Nothing is outsourced and we have our own dedicated servers.’

      Modeen nodded her approval.

      ‘As per NatSec’s documented procedure for under-duress agent terminations,’ Harper continued, ‘Ben would’ve trashed his phone and laptop while at Camp Russell.’ She waved a hand at the items she’d just placed on the desk. ‘This is as close as we can get to his actual hardware, and apart from the different serial numbers, these are exactly the same models as the originals.’ She rested a hand on the laptop. ‘The mirror-imaged data is current, right up to when Ben wiped the solid state drive on his computer, and removed the battery and sim from his phone.’

      ‘Good, thanks.’  Modeen checked her watch. ‘That’ll be all for now. I have a scheduled team meeting about to convene.’ As Harper dipped her head and left the office, Modeen opened the laptop and sat staring thoughtfully at the blank screen while the computer powered up. As soon as the login script appeared, she signed in, opened Ben’s word processor, and checked the list of recently accessed files. The most notable in the long list were Res.doc, PineReport.doc, PineRepSum.doc, and Z.doc.

      Starting at the top, she opened each document to scroll through them one by one.

      Ben’s resignation.

      A Pine Gap terrorist report.

      A summary of that report.

      When she tried to open Z.doc, the computer gave an audible beep of protest. She tried again, and DOCUMENT NOT FOUND flashed on screen, preceded by another beep.

      Clicking on the Event Viewer, she scanned a list of recently printed files and two of the documents stood out; the Pine Gap summary, and the file titled simply Z.

      She sent both to re-print, and swivelled in her chair to watch the printer spit out two A4 sheets of paper. The summary was the first to drop into the tray. It contained a list of three known Afghan warlords, complete with thumbnail passport photos and last known locations. The full colour image on the second sheet took longer to print. When it finally dropped into the tray, she peered at the photo of three people, and sagged back in her chair.

      Ben was one of the three.

      A giant of a man dressed in ADF fatigues, he had one burly arm draped around the young girl nestled against him, while an Afghan woman stood at his other side.

      There was no mistaking the girl. Those piercing green eyes visible beneath the loosely draped scarf of a Dupatta outfit could only belong to Zeeana.

      Zeeana.

      When was the last time she’d seen her?

      

      When he sauntered into her office a short while later after giving the door a token tap, Barry ‘Bugs’ Pritchard found Modeen sitting with her head bent over something on her desk.

      ‘Morning, boss lady. What’s up?’

      Slipping the two documents into a folder, Modeen dipped her head at him. ‘Morning, Bugs. As usual, you’re the first to arrive.’ She smiled. ‘The others shouldn’t be too far away.’

      Squeezing past the row of chairs, he plonked himself on one in the corner and stretched out his long legs. ‘How’ya copin’ with this Covid madness?’ He flashed his trademark toothy grin. ‘Got enough dunny paper at home?’

      ‘It’s bizarre, isn’t it?’ She gave a droll snort. ‘Covid has little to no effect on the gastrointestinal system, and yet people are panic-buying toilet paper by the truckload.’

      ‘Yeah, it’s got me stuffed.’ He scratched his strawberry-blonde head. ‘If they’re thinkin’ the world’s comin’ to an end, I can’t fathom why they’re stockpilin’ stuff they can’t eat or drink.’

      ‘I guess panic creates panic. Even the more sensible people see the shelves emptying and figure they’d better stock up too, before supplies run out. And there’s bound to be the usual low-life opportunists buying up bulk cartons to sell anonymously for exorbitant prices. I’ve also heard of stockpiles being shipped from Australia to China.’

      ‘To China?’ Bugs’ pale eyebrows drew together. ‘Isn’t it one of the countries least affected by the pandemic?’

      ‘I wouldn’t pay too much attention to numbers quoted in the media. The reporting systems in some countries, those that actually have systems, aren’t always accurate or current. And the conspiracy and other theories about Covid keep growing every day, almost like the virus itself.’

      He crossed his brawny arms over his chest. ‘Well, my money’s on China and its wet markets bein’ the initial source.’

      ‘I’m not so sure. It may’ve been one of the first countries to lock down some areas, which did appear to contain the spread, but the Chinese deny the disease originated there. In fact, they’re pointing a finger at the West.’ Modeen shrugged. ‘And getting back to the toilet paper issue, China has always taken a frugal approach to it, only supplying it at a price in the more up-market facilities. They installed high-tech dispensers with facial recognition software to stop theft, if you can believe it.’

      ‘So “poo tickets” are like gold over there!’ He gave a bark of laughter. ‘Wouldn’t it be funny if toilet paper replaced the Yuan as their main currency. They could demand a dollar for a new sheet, and maybe fifty cents for a used one.’

      ‘Gross.’ She screwed up her nose and shook her head at him.

      ‘You talking about China?’ Luke ‘Spooky’ Jackson strode into the room, the usual spring in his step and the smart clothes sitting well on his compact, muscular frame. He took a seat next to Bugs, followed by Troy ‘Wolf’ Wolverton, who settled himself in the remaining chair. Seated between the two brawny, larger men, Spooky looked like their younger, neater, brother.

      ‘The Shanghai stock exchange is kicking butt at the moment,’ he continued, ‘and doesn’t look at risk of crashing any time soon. So it appears China is doing okay out of this pandemic.’

      Wolf raised dark eyebrows at his wife, now also his boss. ‘We going to China?’

      ‘No,’ she replied tersely. ‘At least not at this stage.’ She sat back and crossed her arms. ‘Though the pandemic does have a lot to do with our latest mission.’ Her tone grew businesslike. ‘Two days ago, pallets of a Covid vaccine were stolen from a Broadmeadows research facility north of Melbourne. ASIO believes the vaccine could be bound for China.’

      Spooky raised a halting hand. ‘Hang on a second. You’re saying the theft happened in Melbourne?’

      Modeen nodded.

      ‘Then surely this case falls under the jurisdiction of NatSec’s Victorian division?’

      ‘While it was taken from a Victorian research facility, it was then transported by refrigerated truck here, to Queensland.’ She tapped the desk with a finger. ‘Our backyard, our mission, Spook. ASIO used the hire truck’s on-board GPS to track the perpetrators, and found it empty and abandoned in the Currumbin Valley, near the border of Queensland and New South Wales.’

      Spooky sat forward in his seat. ‘So, our mission is to retrieve the vaccine?’

      ‘Not yours, mine. You three are going to Afghanistan.’

      Amid the groans and disgruntled mutters of, ‘Oh man...,’ and, ‘Not back there again,’ from the other two men, Spooky spoke up. ‘Why are we going there?’

      ‘To find Ben and bring him back. He’s still over there, gone walkabout apparently.’

      ‘Damn it!’ Spooky thumped his thigh with a fist. ‘I knew we should’ve brought him back with us.’

      ‘We had no choice,’ Modeen said gravely. ‘On a long haul flight, the risk of complications following his invasive surgery were too great.’

      Bugs frowned. ‘What if Ben doesn’t want to come back?’

      ‘I think he’s made that pretty obvious already,’ Wolf growled.

      ‘The simple answer is,’ and Modeen waggled a finger between them, ‘it’s going to be up to you three to convince him. I don’t care if you have to gag and hog-tie him, just get him back here.’

      Spooky eyed her dubiously. ‘So Jack has sanctioned this little excursion?’

      She paused before answering. ‘We discussed the situation, and Jack’s words were,’ and she made quotation marks in the air with her index and middle fingers, ‘as long as it doesn’t interfere with the core business, what agents do between assignments is their call.’

      Wolf fixed her with an assessing gaze from beneath dark brows. ‘So you’ve taken him at his word.’

      ‘I have.’

      When Bugs leaned forward and opened his mouth, she stopped him with a raised hand. ‘As we all know, time is of the essence when you’re tracking a target. So if we have any sort of chance of catching up with Ben, we need to move swiftly.’

      Spooky had taken out his phone. Bringing up the NatSec tracking app, he tapped on the screen and held the phone forward for Modeen to see. ‘How hard can it be? He’s still at Camp Russell.’

      She shook her head. ‘His tracker is at Camp Russell.’

      The three men made frustrated noises and slumped back in their chairs.

      ‘He dug it out of his arm,’ she went on. ‘Trashed his phone and laptop, and was last seen heading out the front gate two days ago, armed, and carrying a bulging backpack.’

      ‘Oh man, he’s pulled a Modeen.’ When she arched an unimpressed eyebrow at him, Spooky winced. ‘Tracking someone in open desert is hard enough, but we’re talking about Ben here. If he doesn’t want to be found, we’ve got no chance.’

      Wolf nodded. ‘Do we have any inkling of where he might be headed?’

      Modeen opened the thin folder on her desk. ‘He printed these out before he left Camp Russell.’ She handed him the first of the two documents.

      He scanned the list of warlords and grunted. ‘Herat, Kunduz, and Jalalabad. Three possible destinations spread across Afghanistan ... it could take months to find him. You can’t be more specific?’ He passed the sheet to Spooky, who then passed in on to Bugs.

      ‘He also printed this,’ and she held up the second document.

      After peering at the photo, the three men shared a glance.

      ‘If I’m not mistaken,’ Bugs said, pointing to the girl, ‘that’s little Zeeana. And the pic was taken in Dambak, North-east of Tarin Kowt.’

      ‘Your memory’s better than mine, Bugs. It took a while for me to recall where we’d seen her last.’

      He grinned. ‘I have an advantage over you, Modeen, being the one who took the photo.’

      She gave a ghost of a smile. ‘Well yes, that would give you the advantage.’

      He peered at the photo again. ‘After we liberated them from the Taliban, those villagers treated us like guardian angels. I got the feeling Zeeana and her mother ... Dasmeen I think her name was.’ He paused, searching his memories, before going on. ‘Anyway, those two really took a shine to the big fella.’

      He pointed a freckled finger at the photograph. ‘If we hadn’t come along when we did, Zeeana would’ve been a prime target for the Taliban people-snatchers. They would’ve taken her for sure, for the slave market. People trafficking is big
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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